

Chapter 1

The Smell of Dust and Desperation

The Tuesday afternoon air inside Lace & Grace Lingerie hung thick and still, smelling faintly of dust, faded potential, and the slightly cloying scent of neglected potpourri Sarah insisted on keeping near the till. Mark ran a hand over the smooth, cool surface of the glass counter, his reflection staring back – tired eyes, a faint line of worry permanently etched between his brows, hair needing a cut. Another day bleeding away into nothing. Outside, the suburban street drowsed under a weak autumn sun; the occasional car swished past, but the bell above the shop door remained stubbornly silent.

He glanced at the clock. 3:17 PM. Four hours and thirteen minutes until closing time, four hours and thirteen minutes more of likely silence, punctuated only by the hum of the old fluorescent lights overhead and the frantic calculations running through his own head. *Rent due Friday. Electricity bill landed yesterday – Christ, how did it get that high? That last invoice from Chantelle… still unpaid.* He picked up a stray thread from a nearby display bust – a sensible, beige nursing bra that hadn’t shifted in months – and rolled it between his fingers. Glamorous. This was the dream, wasn't it? His and Sarah’s escape from the corporate grind, their own little haven of silk and lace. Except the silk was mostly polyester blends they could afford, and the haven felt more like a beautifully decorated debt trap.

His phone buzzed on the counter. A text from Sarah.

*‘Anything? Still dead here.’*

He typed back, thumb heavy. *‘Tumbleweeds. Don’t think we’ve broken fifty quid all day.’*

Her reply came instantly, devoid of emojis, stark. *‘Rent. Friday, Mark.’*

*‘I know,’* he typed, then deleted it. What was the point? He knew. She knew he knew. Instead, he sent: *‘Something will turn up. Always does.’* He didn’t believe it for a second. He shoved the phone back into his pocket, the lie sitting like sour milk in his gut. *Fuck.* He hated this feeling, this constant, grinding anxiety that had replaced the early excitement of owning their own business. It seeped into everything, even their bed, leaving exhaustion and quiet resentment where passion used to be.

He straightened a stack of neatly folded briefs – practical cotton things, their bestsellers – feeling a familiar wave of weary resignation. Maybe Sarah was right. Maybe they should have just cut their losses last year, sold the remaining stock online, gone back to soul-crushing office jobs with predictable paychecks. Anything would be better than this slow bleed.

The bell above the door chimed, loud and startling in the quiet shop. Mark instinctively straightened up, pasting on his 'helpful shopkeeper' smile, expecting Mrs. Henderson needing another support garment or maybe a teenager nervously looking for her first 'real' bra.

But it wasn't Mrs. Henderson.

Two men stepped inside, and the atmosphere in the small shop shifted instantly, crackling with an energy it hadn't felt, possibly ever. They were both Black, tall, and impeccably dressed. One wore a charcoal grey suit that whispered expense, tailored perfectly to his broad frame, paired with gleaming black Oxfords. The other was slightly leaner, in a navy blue blazer, sharp chinos, and shoes that probably cost more than Mark’s entire monthly rent. They moved with an easy, unhurried confidence, their eyes – sharp, intelligent, assessing – sweeping the shop, taking in the faded elegance, the slightly desperate tidiness, the racks of mostly unremarkable lingerie. They didn't look like they belonged here, on this quiet street, in this quiet shop. They looked like they belonged on magazine covers or stepping out of ludicrously expensive cars.

Mark felt a ridiculous urge to smooth down his own slightly worn shirt. His practiced smile felt stiff, inadequate. "Good afternoon, gentlemen," he managed, his voice sounding unnaturally high. "Welcome to Lace & Grace. Can I help you find anything?"

The man in the charcoal suit, who had a presence that seemed to subtly dominate the space, gave a slow, deliberate nod. His voice was a low, smooth baritone. "Perhaps. We're looking for something specific. A brand." He paused, letting the silence stretch just long enough to be uncomfortable. "Femme Fatale Intimates. Do you carry them?"

Mark's blood ran cold. *Femme Fatale Intimates.* He knew the name. Oh, he fucking knew it. He'd seen their scandalous editorials in glossy European magazines Sarah sometimes ordered for 'inspiration'. Their designs were legendary – wickedly expensive, aggressively feminine, bordering on fetish wear. Strappy, sheer, unapologetically sexual pieces designed for bodies and budgets far removed from the clientele of Lace & Grace. They stocked practical T-shirt bras and the occasional 'special occasion' satin set that felt daring by comparison. Femme Fatale was another universe entirely.

His heart hammered against his ribs. Years of ingrained retail politeness warred with sheer panic. *'No, sorry, that's way out of our league'* was the honest answer. The answer that would send these men, and their expensive shoes, walking right back out the door. He saw the unpaid bills flashing behind his eyes. Heard Sarah's voice saying *'Rent. Friday, Mark.'* Felt the cloying weight of failure settling back onto his shoulders.

Fuck it.

The lie slipped out, smoother than he’d expected, desperation lending it a strange conviction. "Femme Fatale? Yes, absolutely," Mark heard himself say, forcing a confident tone. "An excellent choice. Very discerning. We… we carry a curated selection of their work. Some of their more exclusive pieces, actually. We find our clientele appreciates that level of… artistry." *Holy shit, did I just say artistry?* His palms felt suddenly damp.

The two men exchanged a brief, almost imperceptible glance. The man in the navy blazer tilted his head slightly, a faint, knowing amusement playing around his lips. Mark couldn't tell if they believed him or were just enjoying watching him squirm.

The man in the charcoal suit, Mr. Jones perhaps, if Mark had to guess at a generic powerful name, took a step closer to the counter. His gaze was direct, unwavering. "Is that so? That's… fortunate. We represent clients who require extensive wardrobes for various… engagements. High profile. Discretion is paramount."

The other man, Mr. Davies maybe, picked up the thread seamlessly. "And Femme Fatale is a particular favorite. But catalogue pictures only tell half the story. You understand. The drape, the fit on a real body… it’s essential." He leaned forward slightly, his voice dropping conspiratorially, though there was no one else to hear. "We need to see the pieces properly. Assess their impact."

Mark nodded dumbly, his mind racing. *Fuck, fuck, fuck. What now? He didn't have a single goddamn piece of Femme Fatale in the entire shop.* He could maybe bluff about having them 'in the back' or needing to 'check the stockroom,' but that would only buy him minutes.

Mr. Jones saved him the trouble, though his solution was infinitely more terrifying. "Alright," he said, his tone shifting to brisk business. "Here's what we propose. We appreciate you carrying the line." Mark flinched internally at the lie being accepted, however temporarily. "We'll buy whatever Femme Fatale stock you currently have on the floor, sight unseen." He gestured vaguely around the shop, a dismissive wave that clearly indicated he knew Mark was full of shit but was willing to play along for a price. Mark’s stomach lurched. *Buy what stock? The non-existent stock?*

Mr. Davies delivered the rest, leaning casually against a display of demure nightgowns, the contrast almost comical. "And, *if* you can arrange a private presentation for us – let's say, tomorrow evening? Here in the shop, after hours. Say, 7 PM sharp?" He paused, letting the conditions sink in. "Showcasing the key pieces from Femme Fatale's latest collection. On a professional model, of course. Someone who understands how to present garments of this… calibre."

Mark felt the blood drain from his face. *Tomorrow? Professional model? Latest collection?* This was spiraling into pure fantasy. He opened his mouth to backtrack, to confess, to say *anything* to stop this madness—

"—then," Mr. Jones cut in smoothly, his eyes locking onto Mark's, pinning him in place, "we are prepared to place an initial order that will likely exceed your total annual turnover. And establish an ongoing relationship. We're talking a six-figure commitment, potentially more, if the presentation meets our expectations."

Six figures.

The number detonated in Mark's brain, obliterating panic, reason, and caution in a single, blinding flash. Six figures. Not just rent. Not just bills. It was the mortgage paid off. It was clearing their business debts. It was escaping the suffocating anxiety. It was vacations Sarah dreamed of, maybe even expanding the shop properly, stocking brands like… well, like Femme Fatale. It was *freedom*. An impossible, tantalizing glimpse of a life without the constant gnawing dread.

He looked from Mr. Jones's impassive, powerful face to Mr. Davies's faintly amused one. They knew. They had to know he was scrambling, that he didn't have the stock, that finding a professional lingerie model who knew Femme Fatale by tomorrow night was a Herculean, likely impossible task. They were testing him, playing with him, dangling this life-altering sum just to see if he'd jump.

And Mark, drowning in the smell of dust and desperation, was ready to leap headfirst into the abyss.

"Yes," he heard himself say, the word sounding distant, unreal. His throat felt tight. "Yes, absolutely. Tomorrow evening. 7 PM. Here. A private presentation. Femme Fatale. Professional model." He forced himself to meet their gaze, hoping he looked capable and not like a man whose entire world was imploding. "Consider it done."

Mr. Jones gave a single, sharp nod. Satisfaction? Or just the confirmation of a deal struck? "Excellent. We'll transfer a deposit for the 'current stock' immediately to show good faith." He pulled out a sleek, impossibly thin phone. "Account details?"

Mark numbly recited the shop's account number, feeling dizzy. This was actually happening.

Mr. Davies offered a handshake. His grip was firm, cool, and brief. "We look forward to it, Mark." He used Mark's name, which he hadn't offered, making the interaction feel even more unsettlingly controlled.

Mr. Jones pocketed his phone. "7 PM sharp tomorrow." It wasn't a reminder; it was a command.

And then, as quickly and surreally as they had arrived, they were gone. The bell chimed again, marking their exit. The weak afternoon sunlight slanted through the window where they had stood, illuminating only empty space and dancing dust motes.

Mark stood frozen behind the counter, the imprint of Mr. Davies's handshake still tingling on his palm. The silence rushed back in, heavier now, thicker, charged with the impossible promise he'd just made. The faint, expensive scent of their cologne – sandalwood and something else, something rich and dark – lingered in the air, a stark contrast to the shop's usual gentle scent profile.

He stared at the door, his heart pounding a frantic rhythm against his ribs. Six figures. The words echoed, seductive and terrifying.

*Tomorrow evening. 7 PM. Private presentation. Femme Fatale Intimates. Professional model.*

He sank onto the stool behind the counter, his legs suddenly weak.

"Fuck," he whispered into the empty shop, the single word encompassing the sheer, overwhelming terror and the sickening, undeniable thrill of the precipice he stood upon. "Fuck. What in God's name have I done?"

Okay, let's dive into Chapter 2, expanding on Mark's panic and the pivotal, fraught conversation with Sarah.

---


Chapter 2

The Frantic Call and the Unthinkable Solution

The moment the shop door clicked shut behind Mr. Jones and Mr. Davies, the fragile composure Mark had desperately clung to shattered like cheap glass. The echoing silence wasn't peaceful; it was accusatory, amplifying the frantic drumbeat of his heart against his ribs. *Six figures.* The number pulsed behind his eyelids, a blinding siren song promising salvation, tethered to an anchor of pure, unadulterated impossibility. *Professional model. Femme Fatale. Tomorrow night.*

"Fuck me," he breathed again, the word a ragged exhalation in the stillness. He scrambled for the shop's worn address book, flipping pages with trembling fingers, then tossed it aside. Useless. Who used these anymore? He grabbed his mobile, thumbs fumbling on the small screen, Googling 'modeling agencies near me' with a desperation bordering on religious fervor.

The first call was brief and brutal.

"Star Talent Agency, how can I help?" A bored-sounding receptionist.

"Yes, hi, I need to book a model. Urgently. For tomorrow evening." Mark tried to keep his voice level, professional.

"Tomorrow? Lingerie shoot?" A pause. Mark could almost hear the digital click of a calendar being consulted. "Sorry, all our experienced lingerie girls are booked solid for the next two weeks. Fashion week prep, you know."

"It's not a shoot, exactly," Mark clarified, feeling sweat prickle under his arms. "It's a private presentation. Very high-end client. Needs someone familiar with... Femme Fatale Intimates?"

A dry chuckle came down the line. "Femme Fatale? Honey, those girls command a premium. And definitely not on less than 24 hours' notice. You'd be looking at hazard pay for that kind of rush job, assuming anyone was even free, which they're not. Sorry." Click.

His hope dipped. Okay, one down. He scrolled further. 'Elite Models Inc.' Sounded promising. Expensive.

"Elite, Joanna speaking." Crisper voice, more professional.

Mark repeated his request, trying to sound more confident this time, emphasizing 'discreet private presentation' and 'substantial client.'

"Femme Fatale," Joanna mused. "Yes, we have a few girls who specialize in that level of haute couture lingerie. Exquisite brand. But tomorrow evening?" A keyboard clacked efficiently. "No, I'm afraid not. Charlotte's in Milan, Anais is on an exclusive contract this week... the earliest availability for someone suitable would be next Tuesday, and that's tentative. And the fee would start around two thousand for a private booking like that, plus travel if applicable."

Two thousand? Mark felt dizzy. He barely had two hundred in the business account until that 'good faith' deposit landed – *if* it landed. "Right. Okay. Thanks." He hung up before she could hear the desperation cracking his voice.

He ploughed through the list, each call a fresh stab of hopelessness.

"Sorry, nothing."

"Lingerie? We mostly do catalogue work, wholesome stuff."

"Tomorrow? Are you kidding me?"

"Femme Fatale? Never heard of 'em, mate. Sounds dodgy."

He tried widening the search – casting agents, event staffing companies, even looking up theatre departments at local colleges, fantasizing briefly about some daring drama student eager for cash. The responses ranged from polite refusals to outright suspicion. The phrase 'private lingerie presentation' seemed to set off alarm bells. He could practically hear them picturing some sleazy backroom operation, not a desperate attempt to save his livelihood.

He slammed the phone down on the counter, rattling a display of silk scarves. Pacing the narrow aisles of the shop, weaving between mannequins clad in sensible lace, he felt the walls closing in. The scent of dust and potpourri choked him. He ran a hand through his already messy hair, tugging at the roots. *Think, Mark, think!*

Who did he know? Any friends with model-pretty sisters or cousins? Anyone confident enough, daring enough? No one came to mind who fit the bill – 'professional,' 'experienced with high-end lingerie,' 'available tomorrow night,' and willing to parade half-naked for two intimidating strangers. The very idea was ludicrous.

He slumped back onto the stool, staring blankly at the till. The 'good faith' deposit. He checked his banking app. Nothing yet. Of course not. They were probably waiting, testing his nerve, seeing if he'd crack and call them back, confessing his failure. The image of their cool, assessing eyes made his skin crawl. They held all the power. They’d dangled the bait, and he’d lunged like a starving fish. Now the hook was set deep, and reeling him in was proving impossible.

There was only one person left. One person who *might*, under extreme duress, be persuaded. One person whose involvement felt like a betrayal so profound it made him physically sick to contemplate.

Sarah.

His stomach churned. Asking her wasn't just asking for a favour; it was asking her to step into the crosshairs of his colossal fuck-up. To bare herself – literally – because he'd been too weak, too greedy, too desperate to tell the truth. He pictured her face, her reaction. The initial disbelief, the hurt, the inevitable, volcanic anger. He deserved it. All of it.

But the alternative… the alternative was losing everything. The shop, their home, the fragile remnants of their shared dream. The six figures shimmered again, a mirage in the desert of his panic. It was the only way out.

Taking a deep, shuddering breath, tasting the bitter bile of self-loathing, he picked up the phone. His finger hovered over her contact photo – a picture from happier times, smiling on a beach, sunlight in her hair. He almost couldn't do it. Almost.

He pressed call.

It rang twice, three times. Each ring echoed the frantic pounding in his chest.

"Mark? What's up?" Her voice was normal, maybe a little tired from her own fruitless day. "Did Mrs. Henderson finally buy that girdle?"

He tried to inject false brightness into his tone, a casualness he was miles away from feeling. "Hey, honey. No, not Mrs. Henderson. But… you are not going to *believe* what just happened."

He started the story, carefully editing, focusing on the positive. "These two guys came in, seriously high-roller types, suits, the whole deal..." He described them vaguely, downplaying their imposing presence. "And they're looking for this insane brand, Femme Fatale..."

"Femme Fatale?" Sarah interrupted, a note of surprise in her voice. "Wow. We don't stock anything like that. Did you tell them?"

Mark hesitated. Here it came. "Well... that's the thing. They seemed so keen, big potential clients... I might have... implied we carried it. Or could get it." He rushed on before she could react to the lie. "Anyway, long story short, they want to place a *massive* order, Sarah. Like, life-changing massive. They mentioned six figures."

Silence on the other end. Then, an incredulous whisper. "Six... figures? Are you serious? Mark, oh my God! That's... that's incredible! That would solve everything!" Her voice soared with sudden hope, a sound he hadn't heard in months. It twisted the knife in his gut.

"Yeah," he said heavily. "It would. But... there's a catch."

"A catch?" Her excitement faltered, suspicion creeping in. "What kind of catch?"

He explained the condition, his voice dropping, shame coloring every word. "They need... a private presentation. Tomorrow night. Here. To see the lingerie... on a model."

Another pause, longer this time. "A private presentation? Tomorrow? With a *professional* model?" Her voice sharpened instantly, losing all its warmth. "Mark, where are you going to find a professional lingerie model overnight? And how are we going to afford one? And what about the *stock*? You said you lied about having Femme Fatale!"

The dam broke. He confessed the whole, frantic, fruitless search. Every dead end, every refusal, every exorbitant quote. He laid bare the utter impossibility of fulfilling the condition he'd so recklessly agreed to.

The silence that followed was glacial. When Sarah finally spoke, her voice was dangerously low, trembling with suppressed fury. "Mark. What. The. *Fuck*. Did you promise them? Are you telling me you agreed to this whole insane charade – lying about the stock, promising a model you can't get – without even *thinking*?"

"I wasn't thinking, I was panicking!" he shot back, defensiveness rising. "They dropped that number, Sarah, six figures! What was I supposed to do? Just let them walk away? Back to worrying about keeping the lights on? Back to dodging calls from the bank?"

"So you lied!" she yelled, the fury erupting now. "You fucking idiot! You lied and dug us into an even deeper hole! What happens when they show up tomorrow and there's no model and no lingerie? They're not going to just shrug and leave, Mark! Guys like that? They'll probably sue us for breach of contract or blacklist us! You haven't solved anything, you've just made it a million times worse!"

"I know, I know, fuck!" Mark scrubbed a hand over his face, feeling the stubble rasp against his palm. "I messed up, okay? I totally messed up. But maybe... maybe we can still fix it."

"Fix it? How?" Her voice dripped with sarcasm. "Are you going to magically pull a supermodel and a trunk full of thousand-dollar lingerie out of your ass in the next twenty-four hours?"

They fell into a tense silence, the only sound their ragged breathing over the line. Mark could picture her, pacing their small living room, probably running her own hands through her hair, her mind racing just like his. They both knew where this was heading. The hideous, unavoidable conclusion.

He took another deep breath, the air scraping his lungs. "Sarah..." he began, his voice barely a whisper. "There's... there's only one person who could maybe... possibly... do it."

The silence stretched, taut and suffocating. He could feel her understanding dawning on the other end, feel the wave of cold dread washing over her.

"Don't," she said, her voice suddenly flat, devoid of emotion, which was somehow more terrifying than the anger. "Don't you fucking say it, Mark. Don't you *dare*."

"Who else is there?" he pleaded, the desperation raw in his voice now, all pretense gone. "Sarah, please, just listen! It's this, or we lose *everything*. The shop, the house... everything we've worked for, gone! Because I was stupid. It's... it's just wearing some clothes for an hour! For them to look at! How bad can it be?"

"How bad?" Her voice cracked, a strangled sob catching in her throat before morphing back into pure, incandescent rage. "How bad?! You want me to stand there, Mark? In front of those... those men you described? Wearing God knows what kind of trashy, see-through shit – because let's be honest, that's what Femme Fatale probably is – while they fucking *ogle* me? You want me to be your performing seal, your piece of meat on display, just so you can fix your fuck-up and get your precious money?"

"It's not like that! It's for *us*!" he insisted, hating how weak it sounded, even to his own ears. "Think what we could do with that money! We could finally breathe! It would be one night, one hour of... awkwardness, and then it's over, and we're free!"

"Free?" she spat the word like poison. "You think I'd feel *free* after doing that? Knowing my husband pimped me out to strangers because he was too cowardly to admit he lied? Is that your idea of freedom, Mark? Because it sounds like fucking hell to me!"

"Sarah, please—"

"No!" she cut him off, her voice shaking violently now. "No. Absolutely fucking not. Find another way. Sell your kidney. Rob a bank. I don't care. But you are *not* putting me on display for those men. Ever. Do you understand me?"

He heard a choked sound, maybe a sob she couldn't quite suppress. "I... I need to go," she whispered, her voice thick with tears and fury. "Don't... don't call me back right now. I can't..."

The line went dead.

Mark stood holding the silent phone, the dial tone buzzing faintly in his ear. The silence in the shop pressed in on him again, heavier, colder, more desolate than before. Sarah's words echoed in the emptiness: *'pimped me out,' 'piece of meat,' 'absolutely fucking not.'*

He sank back onto the stool, the weight of his actions, the horror of his request, crashing down on him with full force. He hadn't just messed up; he'd potentially shattered the last vestiges of trust between them. He'd asked the unthinkable.

And somewhere across town, Sarah was reeling, betrayed and furious, grappling with the hideous proposition he’d thrown at her feet. The six-figure mirage suddenly seemed impossibly distant, obscured by the wreckage he'd just made of his marriage. The hook wasn't just set; it felt like it was tearing him apart.

Okay, let's delve into the turbulent aftermath and the difficult negotiation that follows.


Chapter 3

Negotiation of Flesh and Finance

The slam of the front door echoed through the small, tidy house Sarah and Mark had poured their savings – and subsequently, their anxieties – into. Sarah didn’t remember driving home from the errands she’d abandoned halfway through Mark’s devastating phone call. Her hands still trembled on the steering wheel long after she’d cut the engine, the ignition key digging painfully into her palm. She stumbled inside, the familiar scent of home – lemon polish, brewing coffee from this morning, the faint wooliness of the sofa – feeling alien, tainted.

She wanted to scream. She wanted to smash something – the cheap vase on the mantelpiece, the framed photo of her and Mark on their wedding day, beaming with naive optimism. Instead, a choked sob escaped her, raw and painful. She sank onto the bottom step of the staircase, wrapping her arms around herself, burying her face in her knees as the full weight of Mark’s request crashed down.

*Pimped me out.* The ugly words reverberated in her head. *Piece of meat.* Had he really asked that of her? Had their desperation sunk so low that he saw her body as collateral, a bargaining chip to fix his mistake? The betrayal felt physical, a cold fist clenching in her stomach. She felt exposed, violated, just by the *idea* of it. Those men. She recalled their brief, dismissive presence in the shop on a previous occasion, looking for something simple Mark hadn't stocked then either. They hadn’t even really looked *at* her then, just through her, their focus solely on their needs. But this… this would be different. Their focus would be *entirely* on her. On her flesh, encased in whatever monstrosities Femme Fatale designed.

Femme Fatale. The name itself sounded like a warning. Resisting the urge, yet compelled by a morbid, self-destructive curiosity, she pulled out her phone, her fingers clumsy. She typed the brand name into the search bar, bracing herself.

The images that flooded the screen stole her breath. This wasn't the 'special occasion' satin or lace she occasionally treated herself to from their own struggling shop. This was… architecture. Bondage-inspired harnesses that framed breasts rather than supporting them. Crotchless panties made of sheerest black tulle and strategically placed leather straps. Waspie corsets that looked like instruments of beautiful torture. Intricate bodysuits that seemed designed more for elaborate reveal than concealment, webs of silk and chain clinging to surgically perfect bodies. The models were stunning, yes, but also remote, almost inhumanly flawless, their expressions ranging from bored hauteur to predatory hunger. They looked like goddesses of a dark, expensive underworld.

And Mark expected *her* – Sarah, who worried about the slight softness of her belly after lunch, who debated whether her thighs looked okay in shorts, who hadn’t felt truly desirable in months – to wear *this*? For *those* men? A wave of nausea washed over her. She clicked the phone off, dropping it onto the carpeted step beside her as if it were contaminated.

*Absolutely fucking not.* Her earlier resolution hardened into icy certainty. He could beg. He could plead financial ruin. She wouldn't do it. She wouldn't debase herself like that. Let the shop fail. Let the house go. Her dignity, her self-respect, had to be worth more than that. Didn't it?

The key turned in the lock. Mark was home. Sarah didn't move, didn't look up. She heard his hesitant footsteps in the hallway, the rustle of his jacket being hung up, the heavy sigh that carried the weight of his dread.

He appeared in the doorway to the living room, where she sat huddled on the stairs. His face was pale, drawn. The worry lines between his brows were deeper than ever. He looked wretched, broken. A tiny, treacherous part of her felt a pang of pity, immediately smothered by a fresh wave of anger.

"Sarah?" His voice was quiet, tentative.

She finally lifted her head, her eyes dry now, but cold. "Don't," she said, her voice flat. "Just... don't start."

He didn't move closer, just stood there, shifting his weight awkwardly. "I... I had to come home. We need to talk about this."

"Talk about what?" she shot back, bitterness lacing her tone. "About how you expect me to strip for strangers because you fucked up? About how you lied to me, and then dropped this... this *obscenity* on me? There's nothing to talk about, Mark. The answer is no. N. O. Find another solution."

"There *is* no other solution!" His voice rose, cracking with desperation. He took a step into the room, gesturing wildly. "Don't you understand? I spent hours on the phone! Agencies, freelancers, goddamn drama students! Nobody! Zero! Zilch! Femme Fatale, tomorrow night, private show – it's impossible to arrange legitimately! This isn't some catalogue shoot for department store bras, Sarah! This is high-stakes, weird niche shit for rich guys with specific tastes!"

"And I'm supposed to cater to their 'specific tastes'?" she asked, standing up slowly, facing him across the small space. The air crackled with tension. "Is that my new job description? Shop co-owner and occasional whore?"

Mark flinched as if struck. "Don't say that! It's not like that! It's acting! It's a performance!"

"Oh, forgive me," she sneered, sarcasm dripping from every word. "A *performance*. Of what, exactly? Me, standing there in some thousand-dollar scrap of see-through lace while two rich pricks get their rocks off looking at my tits and ass? Is that the performance you have in mind?" She used the crude words deliberately, wanting to shock him, wanting him to *hear* the reality of what he was asking.

He ran a hand over his face, looking cornered. "They're businessmen, Sarah! They just want to see the product! How it fits, how it moves..."

"On *me*!" she almost screamed the words. "The product is the fucking lingerie, Mark! *I* am not the product! But that's how they'll see it, isn't it? And deep down, isn't that how you're seeing it right now? As the only 'asset' we have left to leverage?"

The accusation hung there, heavy and ugly. Mark opened his mouth, then closed it again, unable to form a denial that didn't sound hollow. His internal turmoil was visible – the guilt warring with the sheer, crushing weight of their financial reality. He looked away, unable to meet her accusing gaze.

"We're going to lose the house, Sarah," he said quietly, his voice raw with despair. "The bank called again today. Foreclosure proceedings start next month if we miss another payment. The shop… we're weeks away from having to liquidate stock just to pay the suppliers we owe. We are *drowning*. This isn't about buying luxuries; this is about survival!"

He finally looked back at her, his eyes pleading. "That six figures… it's not just money. It's breathing room. It's getting out from under this crushing weight. It's… it's a chance to start again, to fix things. To fix *us*. Remember Italy? Remember talking about that little trip, just the two of us, when we finally got ahead? This money makes that possible. It makes *everything* possible again."

Sarah felt a treacherous tremor of weakness. Italy. The dream they'd clung to during the early, optimistic days of the shop, now buried under layers of debt and disappointment. The thought of escaping, of shedding the constant anxiety, was seductive. But the price…

"So I'm the price," she said, her voice flat again. "My body, my humiliation… that's the cost of our financial freedom?"

"It's one night!" Mark insisted, stepping closer again, desperation making him bolder. "One hour! We set up the back room, make it professional. I'll be right there, the whole time. If they say *anything* out of line, anything disrespectful, I swear to God, Sarah, I'll throw them out on their asses. Money be damned."

"Will you?" she challenged, searching his eyes. "Or will you stand there, thinking about the six figures, telling yourself it's not *that* bad, while they comment on how my nipples look through the sheer lace? While they ask me to turn around slower? While they look at me like I'm dessert?" She saw a flicker of something in his eyes then – not just guilt, but something else, something darker, more complex. Was it revulsion? Or was it… a sliver of morbid curiosity? The thought made her stomach roil again. "Is that what you want, Mark? To *watch*?"

"No!" he exclaimed, maybe too quickly. "God, no! I just… I just want us to be okay again! I hate seeing you worry all the time. I hate feeling like such a fucking failure!" His voice broke. "This is the only lifeline we've got. Please, Sarah. Please just think about it. *Really* think about what it means if we say no."

She turned away from him, walking over to the window, staring out at the neat suburban gardens opposite, symbols of a stability that felt increasingly out of reach. She wrapped her arms around herself again. He was right about the desperation. She felt it too, every single day. The sleepless nights, the strained conversations, the small joys they couldn't afford. This offer, grotesque as it was, represented an escape hatch from a life that was slowly suffocating them both.

But the mechanics of it… She forced herself to visualize it, pushing past the initial wave of nausea. Walking into their own back room, transformed into some makeshift viewing area. The two men, sitting there, expectant. The feel of the unfamiliar, revealing lingerie against her skin. The heat rising in her cheeks under their scrutiny. Mark, standing awkwardly off to the side, his presence both a potential shield and a source of profound shame. What would she even *do*? How did 'professional models' present garments like that? Did they maintain eye contact? Did they smile? Did they adopt the predatory confidence of the women in the online photos? The thought was paralyzing.

"What... what would I even wear?" she asked quietly, still facing the window, the question feeling like a small surrender.

Mark seized on the opening, his voice regaining a fraction of hope. "We'd have to buy some pieces. Quickly. First thing tomorrow morning. Drive into the city, find that high-end department store that stocks brands like that... use the deposit money they're sending." He hesitated. "I looked up their latest collection online after the call. It's... daring. Lots of straps. Sheer panels. Thongs." He said the words clinically, but Sarah could hear the underlying tension.

"So, basically naked," she stated flatly.

"No! Not... not naked. Just... revealing," he corrected weakly. "Elegant. Provocative."

"Provocative," she repeated the word, tasting its implications. "Meaning, designed to make men like *them* think certain things. Feel certain things." She turned back to face him. "And what about them, Mark? What are the ground rules? Can they talk to me? Ask questions?"

"I assume so," he admitted. "About the lingerie, the fit..."

"And if their questions aren't about the lingerie?" she pressed. "What if they ask about *me*? What if they compliment my... legs? Or my breasts? What do I do? What do *you* do?"

"I told you, I'll step in—"

"How?" she interrupted, frustration boiling over again. "Are you going to lecture them on etiquette while they hold a six-figure cheque over our heads? Be realistic! We'd be completely powerless in that room. They'd hold all the cards."

"Maybe," Mark conceded, running a hand through his hair again. "But maybe... maybe it won't be that bad. Maybe they'll be perfectly professional. They're businessmen, after all. They just want to see the product."

"You keep saying that," Sarah said wearily. "I don't think you believe it any more than I do."

They stood in silence for a long moment, the chasm between them filled with unspoken fears and the suffocating weight of their financial desperation. Sarah looked at Mark, truly looked at him. She saw the fear in his eyes, the genuine remorse for his lie, the crushing burden of responsibility he felt. But she also saw the desperate hope, the allure of that impossible sum of money, strong enough to make him ask the unthinkable of her.

And deep within herself, beneath the anger and the humiliation, a cold, pragmatic thought began to surface, unwelcome but persistent. *What if we say no?* Foreclosure. Bankruptcy. Losing everything they'd built, however flawed it was. Starting over from scratch, burdened with debt and failure. Was her pride, her dignity, worth that? Could she live with the 'what ifs' if she refused?

A different kind of defiance started to flicker within her. Not the defiance of refusal, but something harder, colder. If she *had* to do this, if this was the only way out of the pit they were in, then maybe… maybe she could find a way to endure it. To compartmentalize. To treat it like the ugliest, most degrading business transaction of her life. A performance, like Mark said, but one where she controlled her own reactions, even if she couldn't control their gazes.

"Fine," she said suddenly, the word cutting through the tense silence. Mark looked up, startled, hope flaring in his eyes. Sarah held up a hand, stopping his response before it could start. Her voice was devoid of warmth, sharp as ice. "Fucking *fine*. I'll do it."

Mark took a step towards her, relief flooding his face. "Sarah, thank you, I—"

"Don't thank me," she snapped, cutting him off cold. "Don't you *ever* thank me for this. This isn't a favour. This isn't me being a 'good wife.' This is a last resort. A business decision made under duress. You wanted me to 'cater to their specific tastes'? Fine. I'll be your goddamn mannequin."

She laid out her conditions, her voice clipped and precise. "You handle everything else. Buying the lingerie tomorrow – get a range, I don't care what, just make sure it fits the 'Femme Fatale' brief. Setting up the back room. Getting drinks, whatever they need. During the presentation, you stay where I can see you, but you do *not* interfere unless I give you a clear signal. Agreed?"

Mark nodded mutely, chastened by her tone but clinging to the fact that she'd agreed.

"And afterwards," she continued, her voice dropping, deadly serious, "we *never* speak of the details of this again. We take the money, we pay the bills, and we pretend this specific hour of our lives never fucking happened. Is that clear?"

"Crystal clear," Mark whispered, his relief palpable but mingled now with a dawning apprehension at the cold fury in her eyes. He had gotten what he wanted, what they desperately needed. But the cost was already starkly evident in the new, chilling distance between them.

"Good," Sarah said curtly. She turned away from him, walking towards the stairs on legs that suddenly felt unsteady. "Now get out of my sight for a while, Mark. I need... space. And for God's sake, make sure that deposit actually comes through before we spend money we don't have on lingerie I wouldn't be caught dead in otherwise."

She climbed the stairs without looking back, leaving Mark standing alone in the living room. The weight of the impossible promise had shifted, transformed into the heavier burden of his wife's reluctant, resentful agreement. The path to financial salvation was open, but it felt treacherous, dark, and paved with the fragments of their shattered intimacy. The air in the house felt colder now, charged not just with tension, but with the grim anticipation of the performance to come.

Okay, let's continue with Chapter 4, focusing on the fraught preparations.


Chapter 4

Preparing for the Show




Dawn broke grey and unforgiving, mirroring the atmosphere inside the small house. Sarah woke abruptly from a restless sleep filled with fragmented nightmares – shadowy figures, suffocating fabrics, Mark’s face shifting between desperation and something unreadable. The space beside her in the bed was cold; Mark had clearly retreated to the spare room, or perhaps hadn’t slept at all. The silence of the house wasn’t peaceful, but brittle, like a sheet of ice stretched thin over a dark chasm. The deal she’d made in the heat of anger and desperation last night felt stark and terrifying in the sober morning light. *I actually agreed to this.* The thought sent a fresh wave of cold dread through her.

She forced herself out of bed, moving mechanically through her morning routine. Showering, she avoided looking too closely at her own reflection in the steamed-up mirror. What would those men see? What flaws would their critical eyes catalogue? What assumptions would they make based on the curve of her hip or the shape of her breasts encased in provocative silk? She scrubbed her skin almost raw, as if trying to wash away a stain that hadn’t even been applied yet.

Downstairs, Mark was already dressed, nursing a mug of black coffee, dark circles stark beneath his eyes. He’d laid out paperwork on the kitchen table – printouts from the Femme Fatale website, showcasing the latest collection, along with scribbled notes. He looked up as she entered, his expression a mixture of anxiety and fragile hope.

"Morning," he offered tentatively.

"Is it?" Sarah replied, her voice flat. She poured herself coffee, needing the caffeine jolt to face the day. The air between them was thick with unspoken resentment and the looming reality of their agreement.

"The deposit came through," Mark said quietly, pushing his phone across the table, displaying the banking app. A significant sum, enough to make Sarah’s breath catch despite herself, sat newly arrived in their business account. Credited from an anonymous corporate entity – 'J&D Acquisitions'. Real. Tangible. The price of her impending humiliation. Seeing the numbers made it sickeningly concrete. This wasn't a bad dream; it was a transaction already in progress.

"Right," she said, pushing the phone back. "So, stage one is funded. Let's get stage two over with." She couldn't bear to linger on the 'why'. Action felt like the only way to keep the panic at bay. "Where do we have to go? The city?"

"Yeah," Mark confirmed, gathering the papers. "There's a high-end department store, 'Guillame's', on Regent Street. Their website lists Femme Fatale as one of their exclusive brands. We need to get there as soon as it opens." He hesitated. "Do you… want to come? To choose?"

Sarah recoiled internally. Choose the instruments of her own mortification? "No," she said sharply. Then, forcing a measure of control, "You saw the website. You know the aesthetic they're after. Just… get a range. Different styles, colours. Make sure they look expensive and… appropriate." *Appropriate for what?* The word felt absurd. "And for God's sake, Mark, make sure they fit. Check the sizing charts. My usual sizes." She turned away, unable to watch the flicker of relief and guilt warring on his face. Her involvement needed boundaries, distance. Selecting the actual lingerie felt like a step too far into collaboration.

The drive into the city was conducted in near silence. Mark navigated the morning traffic, his knuckles white on the steering wheel. Sarah stared out the window, watching the familiar suburban streets give way to the imposing architecture of the city centre, feeling increasingly detached, like an actress being driven to a role she despised but was contractually obligated to perform.

Guillame's Department Store was everything Lace & Grace wasn't. Opulent, hushed, smelling faintly of expensive perfume and old money. Marble floors gleamed under recessed lighting, reflecting displays of designer handbags and impossible shoes. Sarah felt instantly out of place in her jeans and practical coat, Mark equally conspicuous in his slightly worn jacket. They headed for the 'Designer Lingerie Salon' on the third floor, the elevator ascending with unnerving smoothness.

The Salon itself was an intimidating sanctuary of silk and lace, staffed by impossibly chic saleswomen with judgmental eyes and accents sharper than broken glass. Racks of gossamer-thin garments hung like exotic birds of paradise, price tags discreetly displayed but screaming extravagance. Mark, clutching his printouts, approached a formidable-looking woman with severely upswept hair.

"Excuse me," he began, his voice sounding unnaturally loud in the hushed room. "We're looking for Femme Fatale Intimates."

The saleswoman surveyed them both slowly, her gaze lingering on Sarah with faint, dismissive appraisal before flicking back to Mark. "Femme Fatale," she repeated, as if tasting an unfamiliar, possibly unpleasant word. "Yes, we carry a selection. For a specific... occasion?" The implication was clear: people like *them* didn't just browse Femme Fatale.

"It's for a private presentation," Mark said, attempting a confident tone that didn't quite land. "We need several key pieces from the current collection. Urgently."

The saleswoman's perfectly sculpted eyebrow rose a fraction. "Indeed. And the size?"

Mark glanced quickly at Sarah, who gave a stiff, almost imperceptible nod. He relayed her bra and underwear sizes, feeling a strange flush creep up his neck as he spoke the intimate numbers aloud in this public, opulent space, under the saleswoman's cool gaze.

They were led to a secluded alcove where the Femme Fatale pieces were displayed like museum artifacts. Seeing them up close, feeling the materials – the surprising weight of fine chain mesh, the whisper-softness of sheer silk chiffon, the cold bite of patent leather straps – was even more jarring than seeing them online. Sarah felt a dizzying disconnect. These were garments designed for seduction, for power play, for illicit encounters in luxurious settings. They had absolutely no place in her life, or in the back room of Lace & Grace.

Mark, guided by his printouts and the saleswoman's clipped, barely helpful suggestions ("This harness piece is *very* popular with a certain clientele," "The ouvert brief is considered a signature statement"), began selecting items. A sheer black bodysuit with intricate lace panels that revealed more than they concealed. A deep crimson bra and thong set connected by delicate gold chains. A 'harness' contraption of black elastic and silver rings designed to be worn over bare skin or other lingerie. A white silk babydoll so transparent it seemed almost ethereal, mocking innocence. A structured balcony bra in severe black satin with matching high-waisted briefs featuring suggestive cut-outs.

Each item Mark chose felt like another stone added to the weight in Sarah’s stomach. He handled them with a forced neutrality, focusing on the construction, the 'details,' avoiding Sarah's eyes. The saleswoman watched, her expression unreadable but faintly disapproving, as if witnessing something slightly sordid. Sarah just stood there, numb, wanting only to escape.

The total at the till was astronomical, easily wiping out a huge chunk of the deposit. Mark paid with the business card, his hand shaking slightly as he signed the slip. The saleswoman packed the items into glossy black Guillame's bags with tissue paper, the rustling sound grating on Sarah's nerves.

"Will there be anything else?" the saleswoman asked, her tone final.

"No. Thank you," Mark mumbled, gathering the bags.

They retreated from the Salon, escaping back into the main store, then out onto the busy street. The noise and bustle felt like a relief after the stifling quiet of the lingerie department. Mark carried the bags, their weight – both literal and figurative – settling heavily between them.

"Got them," he said unnecessarily as they walked back to the car park.

"Good," Sarah replied curtly. The sight of those bags, knowing what they contained, made her feel ill.

The drive back was even quieter than the drive in. The unspoken reality of the purchased items filled the small car. These weren't just 'samples' anymore; they were costumes for her impending performance.

Back at Lace & Grace, the afternoon passed in a blur of tense activity. While Mark fielded a few mundane customer enquiries out front, maintaining a strained semblance of normality, Sarah began tackling the back room. It was usually a dumping ground – unpacked boxes, spare mannequins draped in plastic, cleaning supplies, racks of clearance items nobody wanted. Cleaning it felt like a necessary ritual, scrubbing away the mundane reality to make space for the surreal event to come.

She cleared surfaces, swept the floor, wiped down dusty shelves. Mark joined her when the shop emptied, helping her move boxes into the small adjacent toilet. They worked mostly in silence, the shared physical labour a temporary distraction, though the underlying tension remained palpable.

"Where... where should they sit?" Mark asked eventually, gesturing to the cleared space.

Sarah looked around the small, windowless room. It felt claustrophobic. "Here, I suppose," she said, pointing to one wall. "Give them the longest view. We need chairs. Something... decent. Not those plastic stacking ones."

Mark retrieved two upholstered chairs from their tiny 'office' nook, placing them against the wall. They looked slightly forlorn, out of place.

"Lighting?" Sarah asked, glancing at the single, harsh fluorescent tube overhead. "That's awful."

Mark fiddled with a couple of adjustable spotlights they sometimes used for window displays, trying to angle them to create a softer, more focused pool of light in the centre of the room, leaving the corners in shadow. "Better?"

"Marginally," Sarah conceded. "And I'll need somewhere to change. A screen?"

They unearthed a rickety wooden screen from the depths of the storage, draping it with a length of dark velvet fabric found in a box of old display materials. It looked makeshift, slightly pathetic, but it offered a sliver of privacy.

Finally, Mark brought in the glossy Guillame's bags, placing them carefully on a cleared table near the makeshift changing screen. The sight of them made Sarah's stomach clench again.

"Right," Mark said, stepping back, surveying their work. The back room looked… different. Tidier, strangely staged, the pool of light waiting, the two chairs like silent judges. "Looks… okay, I guess?"

"It looks like a storage room we tidied up and put two chairs in, Mark," Sarah said tiredly. "Let's not pretend it's anything else." She glanced at the clock. 4:30 PM. Two and a half hours to go. The reality was closing in. "I need… I need a few minutes."

Mark nodded quickly. "Yeah. Of course. I'll stay out front. Keep the 'closed' sign up." He hesitated at the door. "Sarah… are you sure…?"

"Don't ask me if I'm sure," she cut him off, her voice tight. "Just go."

He retreated, pulling the door quietly shut behind him, leaving Sarah alone in the strangely altered space, alone with the glossy black bags and the weight of the impending evening.

Her hands trembled as she approached the table. Slowly, she unpacked the bags, laying the Femme Fatale pieces out on the surface. Seeing them like this, away from the intimidating opulence of Guillame's, they seemed even more alien, more potent. She picked up the sheer black bodysuit, the lace cool and intricate against her fingertips. She held up the crimson chains, imagining them cold against her skin. The white silk babydoll felt lighter than air, terrifyingly transparent.

*I have to wear this.*

Taking a deep breath, steeling herself, she picked up the simplest piece – the severe black satin balcony bra and matching high-waisted briefs. Carrying them behind the makeshift screen, her heart pounded a frantic rhythm against her ribs. She stripped off her own sensible clothes, her movements jerky, clumsy. Her skin felt overly sensitive, exposed even before she put anything on.

She fastened the bra. It felt… different. Structured, supportive, but also aggressively pushy, lifting and presenting her breasts in a way her everyday bras never did. She pulled on the briefs. The high waist felt confining, the satin smooth but unforgiving against her skin, the cut-outs at the hips feeling deliberately, shockingly revealing.

Hesitantly, she stepped out from behind the screen, into the pool of warmer light Mark had created. She caught her reflection in the dusty surface of a disused mirror leaning against one wall. The woman staring back was… her, but not her. The lingerie transformed her silhouette, creating sharper lines, dramatic curves. It was undeniably powerful, sexual, but it felt like armour, like a costume. It didn't feel like *her*. She saw vulnerability in her own eyes, a flicker of fear beneath the defiant set of her jaw. She saw the slight softness at her waist, the faint stretch marks on her hips – details that seemed glaringly imperfect against the severe perfection of the lingerie.

A knock came at the door. Mark's voice, hesitant. "Sarah? Are you… are you okay? Maybe we should… do a quick run-through? Just so you know… the order, how to… present them?"

Sarah froze. A run-through? Model *for Mark*? The idea felt suddenly, intensely awkward, more intimate and exposing in some ways than the thought of the strangers. But maybe he was right. Maybe stumbling through it once, just with him, would make the real thing slightly less terrifying.

"Okay," she called back, her voice strained. "Give me a minute."

She quickly retreated behind the screen, her hands fumbling as she added the black elastic harness piece over the bra and briefs, adjusting the straps as shown on the website picture Mark had printed. It crisscrossed her torso, framing her breasts, drawing attention to her waist. It felt overtly fetishistic, adding another layer of extreme artifice. Taking another shaky breath, she stepped back out.

Mark opened the door and stepped inside, stopping abruptly as he saw her. His eyes widened almost imperceptibly, his gaze sweeping over her from head to toe, taking in the severe black satin, the suggestive cut-outs, the stark lines of the harness against her skin. The air thickened instantly. The usual comfortable familiarity between them evaporated, replaced by a palpable, unnerving tension. He wasn't looking at his wife; he was looking at a woman wearing Femme Fatale lingerie, preparing to be looked at by other men.

"Right," he said, his voice huskier than usual. He cleared his throat, shifting his gaze away, then forcing it back, trying to appear clinical. "So… maybe start with that one? Just… walk forward a bit? Turn around?"

Sarah moved stiffly, self-consciously, into the centre of the light pool. She felt his eyes on her, a focused, intense scrutiny that was different from his usual gaze. It made her skin prickle. She turned slowly, deliberately, feeling the harness straps bite slightly into her skin, acutely aware of the revealing cut of the briefs at the back.

"Okay," Mark said, his voice tight. "Good. And… maybe point out… the details? Like the sales pitch says?" He gestured vaguely.

Sarah touched the satin of the bra hesitantly. "It's… Italian satin," she murmured, feeling ridiculous. "With… adjustable harness straps. And the briefs have… hip cut-outs." Her voice trailed off. This was absurd.

Mark nodded, his gaze fixed on the cut-out at her hip for a fraction of a second too long before flicking back up to her face. "Yeah. Okay. Good." He swallowed. "What about the… the sheer bodysuit next?"

The idea of changing again, continuing this awkward performance *for him*, felt unbearable. Yet, the clock was ticking. She retreated behind the screen, her hands shaking more now as she unfastened the harness and the bra, slipping on the sheer black bodysuit. It clung to her skin like a second, scandalous layer, the strategically placed lace panels doing little to conceal the reality of her body beneath. Taking it off felt even more exposing than putting it on.

When she stepped out again, Mark’s breath hitched audibly. This piece was undeniably more revealing, more intimate. The fine mesh hid nothing, outlining her nipples, the curve of her stomach, the dark shadow between her legs. His gaze lingered, traveling down her body and back up, a complex mixture of emotions swirling in his eyes – guilt, fascination, anxiety, and something else… something that looked unsettlingly like arousal.

"Just…" he started, then stopped, clearing his throat again. "Just stand there for a second."

Sarah stood frozen, feeling intensely vulnerable under his gaze, the sheer fabric doing little to protect her. The silence stretched, filled only by the low hum of the shop's electricity and the sound of Mark's uneven breathing. She could feel the heat rising in her own cheeks, a confusing mixture of shame and a strange, unwelcome flicker of physical response to the intensity of his stare. He was looking at her with an intensity she hadn't seen in years, maybe ever, but it was tainted by the context, by the knowledge of *why* he was looking.

"Okay," he finally managed, his voice strained. "Okay, that's… That gives an idea." He looked away, running a hand over his jaw. "Maybe… maybe that's enough practice."

The spell broke. The tension shifted, becoming awkward and charged. Sarah practically fled behind the screen, pulling the bodysuit off with frantic movements, her skin feeling hypersensitive. She quickly pulled her own clothes back on – the familiar jeans and t-shirt felt like a comforting shield, though flimsy.

When she emerged, Mark was busy rearranging the remaining lingerie sets on the table, his back to her, avoiding eye contact. The air still crackled with the residue of that charged moment.

"It's nearly six," he said quietly, without turning around. "They'll be here in an hour."

Sarah nodded, wrapping her arms around herself. The practice run hadn't made her feel better; it had made her feel worse. More exposed, more confused. It had highlighted the strangeness of the situation, the way it was already twisting their dynamic, charging the air between them with something volatile and unpredictable.

The final hour crawled by. Mark busied himself with last-minute checks – ice for drinks (cheap sparkling wine, it was all they had), ensuring the front door was locked, adjusting the spotlights again. Sarah sat numbly on a stool just inside the back room, staring at the wall, trying to mentally prepare herself, trying to build a wall of detachment around her emotions.

The shop was silent now, bathed in the artificial glow of the display lights. The back room waited, staged and ready. The expensive, provocative lingerie lay waiting on the table. The two chairs sat empty, expectant. Outside, the evening darkened. Any minute now, the bell above the shop door would chime, announcing the arrival of their audience, the arbiters of their financial fate.

Sarah closed her eyes, her heart pounding a heavy, dread-filled rhythm. The performance was about to begin. And she had no idea how she, or Mark, or their fragile marriage, would survive it.

Okay, here is Chapter 5, focusing on the intense and revealing private presentation.


Chapter 5

The Audience of Two




The chime of the bell above the shop door at precisely 7:00 PM sliced through the heavy silence like a guillotine blade. Sarah, hidden behind the makeshift screen in the back room, flinched, her heart leaping into her throat. Mark, standing stiffly just outside the back room door, smoothed down his shirt for the tenth time, his face pale but set in a determined mask. This was it. Showtime.

He forced himself to walk towards the front of the shop, pasting on a welcoming smile that felt brittle enough to crack. Mr. Jones and Mr. Davies stood just inside, radiating the same effortless confidence and implicit power as the day before. Tonight, they were slightly less formal – dark, expensive knitwear, tailored trousers, shoes that still cost more than Mark’s monthly mortgage payment. Their eyes, sharp and appraising, took in the dimly lit main shop area, empty now except for the silent mannequins.

"Gentlemen," Mark greeted them, his voice steadier than he felt. "Welcome. Right on time."

"Punctuality is the courtesy of kings, Mark," Mr. Jones replied, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate in the small space. He offered no handshake this time, just a curt nod.

Mr. Davies smiled faintly, a predatory gleam in his eyes. "And of those serious about acquiring beautiful things. We trust everything is prepared?"

"Yes, absolutely," Mark said, gesturing towards the back room door. "Our presentation space is ready. If you'll follow me?"

He led them through the narrow doorway into the tidied, spot-lit back room. Sarah, hidden behind the screen, could hear their footsteps, the low murmur of their voices. Her own breathing felt loud, ragged in the confined space behind the velvet drape. She gripped the edge of the screen, her knuckles white.

Mark gestured towards the two upholstered chairs. "Please, have a seat. Can I offer you a drink? Water? We have some… sparkling wine?" He felt foolish offering the cheap Prosecco he’d chilled, but it was all they had.

Mr. Davies waved a dismissive hand. "No, thank you, Mark. Let's not delay the main event." He settled into one of the chairs with an air of entitlement, crossing his long legs. Mr. Jones took the other chair, sitting upright, his gaze sweeping the small, makeshift setup with an unreadable expression. They looked like emperors surveying a provincial tribute. The oppressive intimacy of the small room instantly intensified with their presence.

Mark retreated slightly, positioning himself near the door but angled so he could see both the seated men and the area where Sarah would emerge. His heart hammered against his ribs. He felt like a stage manager, a reluctant accomplice, a desperate fool, all rolled into one. He gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod towards the screen.

Behind the velvet, Sarah took a deep, shaky breath. She was already wearing the first outfit – the severe black satin balcony bra, the high-waisted briefs with their hip cut-outs, overlaid with the stark black elastic harness. It felt like armour, yes, but also like a cage, pressing against her skin, molding her into a shape designed purely for visual consumption. *Just a performance,* she told herself fiercely, channeling the cold anger from last night. *A transaction.* She pushed aside the trembling fear, the wave of humiliation threatening to drown her, and stepped out from behind the screen into the pool of focused light.

Silence. Thick, heavy, palpable silence.

She kept her gaze fixed somewhere above their heads, refusing to meet their eyes directly, adopting a mask of cool neutrality she was far from feeling. Her skin prickled under the intensity of their combined stares. She could feel their eyes travelling over her, dissecting every detail. The unforgiving satin, the aggressive lift of the bra, the stark lines of the harness crisscrossing her torso, the shocking glimpse of bare skin at her hips revealed by the cut-outs.

Mr. Davies leaned forward slightly, resting his elbows on his knees. "Well, well," he murmured, his voice a low purr of appreciation. "Impressive start. The 'Dominique' set, isn't it? Bold choice." He clearly knew the brand, maybe better than Mark did. His gaze lingered on the harness. "Aggressive lines. Demands attention."

Mr. Jones remained silent, but his eyes… his eyes were sharp, analytical, yet intensely focused. He wasn't just looking; he was *observing*. Assessing the fit, the construction, yes, but also assessing *her*. How she carried herself in it. How it shaped her body. Mark watched him watching Sarah, a confusing knot tightening in his gut – resentment, jealousy, a bizarre flicker of pride at the undeniable impact his wife was making, and overriding it all, the crushing weight of *'This is my wife, and I'm letting them look at her like this.'*

"Turn around, please," Mr. Jones commanded quietly. Not a request.

Sarah flinched internally but obeyed, turning slowly, deliberately, on the spot. She felt their eyes burning into her back, tracing the line of her spine, the curve of her backside in the surprisingly minimal coverage of the briefs, the way the harness straps framed her shoulder blades. The air felt thick, charged. She completed the turn, facing them again, her cheeks flushed despite her efforts at composure.

"The construction seems solid," Mr. Davies commented, his eyes flicking to Mark for a moment, as if acknowledging the business aspect, before returning hungrily to Sarah. "But the real appeal is how it… frames the wearer." His gaze dropped pointedly to her breasts, pushed high and prominent by the balcony bra. "Very effective presentation." He wasn't talking just about the lingerie anymore.

Sarah felt a hot wave of shame wash over her, followed immediately by a spike of anger. *Piece of meat.* Her own words echoed back at her. She forced herself to stand taller, meeting Mr. Davies's gaze briefly with a flicker of defiance before returning her focus to the wall above his head.

"And the briefs," Mr. Jones added, his voice still measured but with an undercurrent Sarah couldn't quite decipher. "The cut-outs are… strategically placed. Reveals just enough to be provocative." His eyes lingered on her hip, where the strap met bare skin.

Mark shifted his weight, clearing his throat. "Yes, it's one of their signature designs," he interjected, trying to steer the commentary back to the product. "Focuses on structure and… and reveal." *God, I sound like an idiot.*

"Indeed," Mr. Davies smirked. "It reveals quite a lot." He leaned back in his chair again, steepling his fingers, his eyes never leaving Sarah. "Excellent. What's next?"

Sarah retreated behind the screen, her legs trembling slightly. Her hands fumbled with the complex fastenings of the harness, the hooks of the bra. Pulling them off felt like shedding a skin, leaving her feeling raw and exposed even in the relative privacy. The lingering intensity of their gazes seemed to cling to her. She quickly reached for the second piece – the sheer black bodysuit Mark had reacted so strongly to during their 'practice'. Slipping it on felt different now, charged with the knowledge of the audience waiting just feet away. The fine mesh clung to every curve, the intricate lace panels barely concealing her nipples or the dark triangle of hair between her legs. It felt impossibly intimate, scandalously revealing. *Fuck.* Taking another shaky breath, she forced herself back out.

If the first outfit had demanded attention, this one commanded a different kind of focus. More intimate, more overtly sexual. Mark saw the shift in the clients' postures immediately. Mr. Jones leaned forward slightly, his previous analytical calm replaced by a more focused intensity. Mr. Davies let out a low whistle, a predatory smile spreading across his face.

"Ah," Davies breathed. "The 'Nocturne' bodysuit. Exquisite. Practically melts onto the skin." His eyes devoured her, openly tracing the lines of her body beneath the sheer fabric. "Magnificent drape. And the lace placement… artful." His gaze lingered pointedly on the lace covering her breasts, then dipped lower. "Very, very artful."

Mark felt a surge of protective fury mixed with a sickening churn of helplessness. *Don't talk about her like that, you fucking prick.* But the words died in his throat. Six figures. The house. Sarah’s cold, hard agreement. He was trapped, a silent observer in his wife's degradation. And horrifyingly, shamefully, a tiny, treacherous part of him felt a dark thrill at the raw appreciation in Davies's eyes, at the sheer power of Sarah's unwilling allure. *Look how much they want her.* The thought was instantly followed by a wave of self-disgust.

"The mesh is incredibly fine," Mr. Jones observed, his voice still calm but his eyes sharp, missing nothing. "Almost invisible in places. Requires… a certain confidence from the wearer." He looked directly at Sarah then, a challenging glint in his eyes. "And a body that does it justice." It wasn't quite a compliment; it was an assessment, coolly delivered, yet deeply personal.

Sarah stiffened, meeting his gaze for a split second. Confidence? She felt like she was dissolving under their scrutiny. But his words, intended or not, sparked that flicker of defiance again. *Fuck you.* She held his gaze a moment longer than necessary before looking away, deliberately letting her posture relax slightly, subtly shifting her weight in a way that made the sheer fabric move against her skin. A tiny act of rebellion, claiming ownership of the body they were dissecting.

Mark saw the subtle shift, saw the way Davies's eyes narrowed slightly, his smile tightening. He saw Jones give a slow, almost imperceptible nod, as if acknowledging her silent challenge. The power dynamics in the small room felt incredibly complex, shifting with every glance, every comment, every breath.

"Walk for us," Davies requested, his voice smoother now, almost hypnotic. "Let us see how it moves."

Sarah obeyed, pacing slowly across the small pool of light, turning, walking back. The sheer fabric clung and shifted with her movements, offering tantalizing glimpses, concealing almost nothing. She felt intensely aware of her own body – the swing of her hips, the curve of her calves, the way her breasts moved beneath the mesh. She felt like a specimen under a microscope, every tiny detail magnified, judged. And Mark… Mark watched her pace, watched them watch her, his gut twisting, his mouth dry. He saw the hunger in their eyes, the way they tracked her every movement. It was agonizing. And it was, on some deeply buried, shameful level, utterly riveting.

Back behind the screen, Sarah leaned against the wall, catching her breath. Her skin felt hot, flushed. Two down. How many more? She reached for the next set Mark had laid out – the crimson bra and thong connected by delicate gold chains. Putting it on felt like decorating herself for sacrifice. The colour was shockingly bright against her skin, the chains cold, the thong leaving her backside almost completely bare. This felt less like lingerie, more like jewellery designed to highlight erogenous zones.

Emerging this time, she felt a different kind of vulnerability. Less armour, more adornment. The reaction was immediate.

"Now *that*," Davies breathed, sitting up straighter, "is a statement. The 'Inferno' set. Aptly named." His eyes latched onto the vibrant crimson, then followed the path of the gold chains as they connected the bra cups, dipped down her sternum, and linked to the tiny thong low on her hips. "Exquisite detailing. Almost barbaric, in the most refined way."

Mr. Jones tilted his head, studying the way the chains lay against her skin. "Minimalist structure, maximum impact. The colour is… potent." His gaze lingered on the thong, on the near-total exposure it afforded. "Leaves very little to the imagination."

"Imagination is overrated sometimes," Davies murmured, a chuckle rumbling in his chest. His eyes met Mark's briefly, a look of shared, albeit deeply uncomfortable, masculine appreciation passing between them before his gaze snapped back to Sarah. "Turn, my dear. Slowly."

The endearment, casual and possessive, made Mark’s jaw clench. Sarah turned, feeling the cold kiss of the chains against her skin, hyper-aware of her near-nakedness from behind. She could feel their gazes like physical touches, tracing the curve of her spine, the swell of her buttocks, the backs of her thighs. Humiliation warred with a strange numbness. She was dissociating, focusing on the mechanics – turn, pause, turn back. Get through this.

"The chains articulate beautifully with movement," Jones observed clinically, though the intensity in his eyes betrayed a less detached interest. "A fascinating piece. Highly… specialized."

"Indeed," Davies agreed. "Requires the right… canvas." His eyes roamed over Sarah again, lingering on her breasts, barely contained by the crimson cups, then down to the apex of her thighs where the thong strap disappeared. "And you, my dear," he added, his voice dropping, addressed directly to her, "are proving to be an exceptionally versatile canvas."

Sarah flushed crimson, matching the lingerie. This was direct. Personal. Objectifying. She wanted to tell him to go to hell, but the words caught in her throat. She saw Mark take a half-step forward out of the corner of her eye, his hands clenched into fists, before checking himself. *Don't interfere unless I signal,* she had told him. And she hadn't signalled. Couldn't signal. Trapped.

She retreated behind the screen again, breathing heavily, feeling shaky. The adrenaline was wearing off, leaving behind a bone-deep weariness and a lingering sense of violation. She peeled off the crimson chains, feeling relief mixed with a strange sense of loss – shedding one persona, preparing for the next. The white silk babydoll. It looked deceptively innocent compared to the others, but its sheerness was almost total. Slipping it on felt like wrapping herself in smoke.

When she stepped out this time, the effect was different again. Ethereal, vulnerable, almost ghostly in its transparency. Her nipples were clearly visible dark smudges beneath the fine silk, the outline of her body soft, hazy.

Davies sighed dramatically. "Ah, the 'Seraphina'. Deceptive innocence." His gaze was appreciative but perhaps less overtly predatory than before, more contemplative. "Like moonlight on skin. Beautiful. Fragile."

Even Jones seemed momentarily softened. "A contrast," he noted. "After the intensity of the crimson. Shows versatility in the collection. And," he added, his eyes meeting Sarah’s again, holding them for a moment, "in the model."

Sarah felt a confusing flutter. Was that… respect? Or just another form of appraisal? She held his gaze, trying to project a strength she didn't feel, before looking away, unnerved by the directness.

"It’s… quite sheer," Mark offered weakly, feeling the need to say something, anything, to break the charged silence.

"That's rather the point, isn't it?" Davies chuckled softly. "Subtlety can be just as potent as overt display." His eyes lingered on the way the sheer silk fell over the curve of her stomach, the faint outline of her navel visible beneath.

Sarah endured another slow turn, another appraisal, feeling like a ghost performing for unseen eyes. The fragility of the garment seemed to amplify her own sense of exposure. She couldn't wait to get back behind the screen.

One set left. Mark had saved the most classic, perhaps, but still intensely provocative Femme Fatale piece for last – the structured black satin balcony bra again, but this time paired with a matching high-waisted girdle and suspender belt, designed to be worn with stockings (which Mark hadn't thought to buy, leaving her legs bare beneath the suspenders – an oversight that somehow made it seem even more raw, more unfinished, more vulnerable).

Taking off the babydoll, Sarah felt a resurgence of resolve. Last one. Get through this. She strapped herself into the final ensemble. The girdle cinched her waist tightly, the suspenders dangling uselessly against her bare thighs. It felt aggressively retro, yet undeniably sexual. A final mask to wear.

She stepped out for the last time. The combination of severe structure, silky satin, and the slightly absurd dangling suspenders against her bare legs created a jarring, highly fetishized image.

Davies leaned back, a slow smile spreading across his face. "Perfection. Back to the classics. Power and submission, all in one package. The 'Mistress' bra with the 'Obedience' girdle, yes? Femme Fatale at its most iconic." His eyes roamed over her, appreciating the cinched waist, the uplifted breasts, the stark contrast of the black satin against her skin, the vulnerability of her bare thighs ending where stockings should have begun. "Magnificent. Truly."

Mr. Jones nodded slowly, his gaze intense, analytical again, yet charged. "A fitting conclusion. It summarizes the brand's core aesthetic effectively. Structure, control, provocation." His eyes lingered on the dangling suspender clips against her bare skin. "Even the absence of stockings… creates its own statement."

Mark felt a knot of something unidentifiable tighten in his chest. Watching Sarah in this final outfit, looking so strong yet so vulnerable, subjected to their intense, appreciative, objectifying gazes… it was excruciating. And yet… the undeniable power she projected, even unwillingly, the sheer impact she had on these two wealthy, powerful men… it sparked something deeply confusing within him. A toxic mix of shame, pride, anger, and a nascent, thrilling sense of vicarious power. *They desire my wife.*

"So," Mr. Davies said, turning his attention momentarily to Mark, though his eyes kept flicking back to Sarah. "We are… satisfied. More than satisfied. Your wife," he paused, letting the word hang in the air, emphasizing the relationship, "makes an exceptionally compelling case for the Femme Fatale line. She embodies the… spirit."

Mr. Jones rose fluidly from his chair. Davies followed suit. The presentation was over.

"The order stands," Jones stated, his voice back to brisk business. "Six figures, as discussed. We'll have our office wire the full amount tomorrow morning. Send us the finalized catalogue and your preferred supplier details."

Mark felt a dizzying wave of relief wash over him, so potent it almost buckled his knees. It was real. They'd done it. The money was theirs. "Yes. Of course. Thank you," he stammered, feeling suddenly awkward, unsure how to transition from voyeuristic host back to businessman.

"Thank *you*, Mark," Davies said, his eyes lingering on Sarah one last time as she stood frozen in the final outfit. "And thank your lovely wife for her… thorough demonstration." He smiled, a flash of white teeth in the dim light. "It was most… illuminating."

Without further ceremony, they turned and walked out of the back room, Mark numbly following to see them out of the main shop door. The bell chimed their departure into the night, the sound unnaturally loud in the ensuing silence.

Mark locked the front door, leaning his forehead against the cool glass for a moment, his body trembling with adrenaline and relief. He turned back towards the back room, towards Sarah.

She was still standing in the pool of light, wrapped in black satin, girdle, and dangling suspenders. Her arms were wrapped around herself, her head bowed, her shoulders shaking almost imperceptibly. The glossy black bags from Guillame's lay discarded on the table, tissue paper spilling out. The two chairs sat empty, silent witnesses. The air hung thick with the lingering scent of expensive cologne, cheap sparkling wine, and the undeniable charge of what had just transpired. The performance was over. The price had been paid. And they were left alone in the wreckage, the silence deafening, the six-figure promise suddenly feeling like cold comfort against the chilling intimacy they had just endured, and perhaps, in some terrifying, unspoken way, unlocked.


Chapter 6

The Afterglow and The Whisper




The drive back from the shop was shrouded in a thick, exhausted silence. Mark navigated the familiar suburban streets on autopilot, the glare of oncoming headlights occasionally illuminating Sarah’s pale, set face beside him. She stared straight ahead, seemingly lost in thought, her body rigid, still radiating a tension that vibrated in the small confines of the car. The glossy black Guillame’s bags containing the ridiculously expensive, now disturbingly significant lingerie sat on the back seat like silent, judgmental passengers. The six-figure promise, now solidified, felt both like a monumental victory and a deeply unsettling price tag attached to the last two hours of their lives.

Mark risked a sideways glance. Sarah’s eyes were closed now, dark lashes fanned against her cheekbones. Was she sleeping? Processing? Shutting down? He couldn’t tell. He wanted to say something – *'Are you okay?'* felt laughably inadequate; *'We did it'* sounded crass; *'I'm sorry'* felt both necessary and utterly insufficient. So he said nothing, gripping the steering wheel, the silence stretching between them, heavy with unspoken thoughts and the lingering charge of the evening.

Finally, pulling into their own driveway, the familiar sight of their house – modest, slightly worn around the edges, *theirs* – brought a fresh wave of conflicting emotions. Relief, exhaustion, profound unease. Mark cut the engine, and the silence deepened, broken only by the ticking of the cooling engine block.

"We're home," he said softly.

Sarah opened her eyes, blinking slowly, as if surfacing from deep water. She didn't reply immediately, just unbuckled her seatbelt with a decisive click. Mark gathered the shopping bags from the back seat, the rustle of the expensive paper sounding obscene in the quiet night.

Inside, the house felt blessedly normal, mundane. Sarah kicked off her shoes by the door, the simple act seeming grounding. Mark dropped the bags onto the kitchen table with a thud, the sound echoing slightly. They stood there for a moment, in the brightly lit kitchen, avoiding each other’s eyes, the adrenaline dump leaving them both feeling shaky and strangely disconnected.

"I need a shower," Sarah announced abruptly, her voice rough. "A long, hot shower." She turned and walked towards the stairs without waiting for a response, leaving Mark alone with the bags and the chaotic swirl of his own thoughts.

He watched her go, then sank onto a kitchen chair, running a hand over his face. He felt utterly drained, yet paradoxically wired. The images from the back room kept replaying behind his eyelids, vivid and insistent: Sarah stepping out in the black harness, defiant and exposed; the sheer bodysuit clinging to her curves under the intense scrutiny of Jones and Davies; the shocking crimson and gold chains; the ethereal white silk; the final, powerful image of the girdle and dangling suspenders. He remembered the clients' faces – Davies's open hunger, Jones's cool assessment that somehow felt even more invasive. He remembered Sarah's forced composure, the flickers of anger and vulnerability in her eyes.

And he remembered his own reaction. The sickening knot of helplessness. The surge of protective rage. But also… the undeniable, deeply shameful *thrill*. The jolt of possessive pride seeing how powerfully she affected those men. The dark, electric current that shot through him watching them watch *his* wife, practically naked, displaying herself for their pleasure, their business. The realization was beginning to dawn, terrifying and compelling: a part of him hadn't just endured it; a part of him had fucking *loved* it. The thought felt like a betrayal – of Sarah, of himself, of the conventional husband he thought he was. *Cuckold.* The word, previously just a niche porn category he’d stumbled across online, now felt personal, relevant, terrifyingly exciting.

He heard the shower start upstairs. He stood up, poured himself a large glass of water, drinking it down too fast. He needed to talk to her. Needed to gauge the damage, offer apologies, try to piece things back together. But he also felt a confusing urge to… discuss it. To dissect what had just happened, not just the horror, but the strange, potent charge it had created.

When Sarah came downstairs twenty minutes later, wrapped in a thick toweling robe, her hair damp and combed back from her face, she looked scrubbed clean, but still fragile, her eyes shadowed with exhaustion. She avoided the kitchen, heading straight for the living room, curling up in the corner of the sofa, pulling a throw blanket over herself.

Mark followed hesitantly, hovering in the doorway. "Feel better?" he asked quietly.

She nodded, not looking at him. "Cleaner, anyway." A beat of silence. Then, almost too casually, "So. We got the money."

"Yeah," Mark confirmed, moving further into the room, perching tentatively on the edge of the armchair opposite her. "They confirmed. Six figures. Wired tomorrow morning. It's… it's done. We're okay." The relief in his own voice sounded hollow, inadequate.

"Okay," she repeated flatly. Another silence stretched, thick with unspoken things.

Mark plunged ahead, needing to break it. "Sarah, I… about tonight. I am so, so fucking sorry I put you through that. It was… worse than I imagined. What they said, the way they looked…"

She finally looked up, her expression unreadable. "Worse?" she asked quietly. "Or… just different?"

Mark frowned, unsure how to interpret her tone. "Different how?"

Sarah pulled the blanket tighter around herself. "I don't know." She hesitated, picking at a loose thread on the throw. "It was… humiliating. Degrading. Feeling their eyes on me like that, like I was just… a thing. A piece of meat, like I said." Her voice trembled slightly on the memory. "When Davies called me 'canvas'… I wanted to slap him."

Mark nodded vigorously. "I know. I saw your face. I almost lost it right there."

"But…" Sarah continued, her voice dropping lower, hesitant now, almost confessional. "There was… something else, too. Later on. Especially… especially when I knew you were watching *them* watch me." She risked a glance at him, searching his face. "It was… weirdly… powerful?"

Mark stared at her, momentarily speechless. Powerful? After the violation, the objectification?

She rushed to explain, as if needing to articulate the confusing feeling before it evaporated. "Not powerful over *them*. But… knowing I was the centre of attention in that room? Knowing I was controlling their focus, even if it was just with my body? And knowing *you* were seeing it? Seeing them react to me?" She shook her head, a faint flush rising on her cheeks. "It sounds crazy. But when I wore that red set… the chains… and Davies looked like he was about to spontaneously combust? There was this bizarre… jolt. Like, *'Yeah, look all you want, asshole. You can look, but you can't touch. And my husband is right fucking here.'*"

Mark listened, rapt, a strange mixture of relief and burgeoning excitement churning within him. She wasn't just shattered. There was more to her experience.

"And," she added, even more quietly, dropping her gaze back to the blanket, "maybe… maybe part of me… felt… sexy? In a really fucked-up way? Wearing those clothes, clothes I would *never* normally wear… feeling their eyes on me… it was awful, but it was also… intensely… *something*. I felt more aware of my own body than I have in years." She looked up again, her expression vulnerable, confused. "Does that make me sound pathetic? Or crazy?"

"No," Mark said quickly, maybe too quickly. He moved from the armchair to sit on the edge of the sofa, not touching her, but closer. "No, Sarah, it doesn't sound crazy. Or pathetic." He took a deep breath, the confession hovering on his lips. "Because… fuck… I felt… things too."

Sarah watched him, her eyes widening slightly, waiting.

"I felt sick," he admitted, needing to get the guilt out first. "Watching them undress you with their eyes, hearing their comments… I wanted to punch them both. I felt like the world's biggest scumbag for letting it happen, for *asking* you to do it." He paused, forcing himself to continue, to voice the darker, more complex truth. "But… Sarah, there was… another part. A part that was… fucking electrified."

He saw her flinch slightly at his intensity, but she didn't look away.

"Seeing you walk out in that first outfit," he continued, his voice dropping, becoming rougher, more intense, "so fucking defiant and gorgeous, even though I knew you were terrified… And seeing *their* faces. Seeing Davies practically drooling. Seeing Jones, so cool and controlled, but his eyes… fuck, Sarah, his eyes were locked onto you." He leaned forward slightly, needing her to understand. "Knowing they wanted you? Knowing they were looking at *my* wife, practically naked, fantasizing about God knows what… part of me hated it, but another part… fuck… it turned me on so much I could barely stand."

The admission hung in the air between them, raw and shocking. Sarah stared at him, her expression shifting from confusion to dawning comprehension, maybe even a flicker of startled recognition.

"You… you liked watching them?" she whispered, the question laced with disbelief, but also… curiosity?

"I… think so?" Mark admitted, feeling both ashamed and strangely liberated by saying it aloud. "Not in a simple way. It was all tangled up with guilt and anger. But the intensity of it… them wanting you, me watching them want you, you being so fucking incredibly hot and powerful even in that awful situation… Yeah. Yeah, I think I liked it. A lot." He finally voiced the word that had been echoing in his head. "I was reading about… cuckolding… a while back. Just stumbled on it online. Thought it was nuts. But tonight…" He trailed off, shaking his head, unable to fully articulate the connection yet, but the implication was clear.

Sarah processed this, her brow furrowed. She remembered the intensity of Mark's gaze during the 'practice' run, the way he'd looked at her in the bodysuit. Had that been… this? This strange mix of desire and observation?

"So," she said slowly, trying to piece it together. "You were turned on… by them wanting me?"

Mark nodded, unable to meet her eyes now, tracing the pattern on the sofa cushion. "And by seeing you… letting them look. Knowing they were seeing almost everything. The sheer bodysuit… the thong… Jesus, Sarah, when you turned around in that red set… I thought *I* was going to spontaneously combust."

A strange energy began to crackle between them, replacing the earlier exhaustion and resentment. The shared confession, the naming of these unexpected, taboo feelings, created a new, charged intimacy.

Sarah reached out hesitantly, placing a hand on his arm. He looked up, surprised. Her touch was tentative, questioning. "So… it wasn't… just horrible for you either?"

"No," he admitted, meeting her gaze now, his own eyes dark with a mixture of lingering guilt and undeniable arousal. "It was… complicated. Horrible, yes. But also… incredibly fucking hot. The hottest thing I've ever experienced."

Sarah absorbed this, a slow, complex expression dawning on her face. The humiliation hadn't vanished, but it was now overlaid with this new understanding of Mark's perspective, and her own surprising feelings of power and desirability. It reframed the entire event. It wasn't just her violation; it was… something shared. Something potent they had navigated together, emerging with not just the money, but this startling, mutual revelation.

"Fuck," she breathed, echoing his earlier sentiment, a small, almost disbelieving smile touching her lips. "This is… really messed up, isn't it?"

"Yeah," Mark agreed, a corresponding, tentative smile appearing on his face. "Completely fucked up." He covered her hand with his own, his touch warmer now, less hesitant. "But…"

"But?" she prompted softly.

He leaned closer, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, charged with the night's revelations. "But… maybe… maybe messed up isn't always… bad?"

Her smile widened slightly, a flicker of the defiance she’d shown earlier returning, but this time aimed not at the clients, but at convention, at their old 'normal'. She squeezed his hand. The air between them hummed with unspoken questions and nascent possibilities. The performance was over, but perhaps, in the wreckage, a new, far more complex and potentially thrilling act was just beginning. They weren't just okay financially; something else, something profound and deeply R-rated, had shifted within the foundations of their marriage, and the ground, surprisingly, felt less like it was crumbling and more like it was trembling with potential.


Chapter 7

The New Normal




The kitchen smelled of burnt toast and strong coffee, the kind of morning-after normalcy that felt like a lie. Sunlight slanted through the blinds, painting stripes across the table where the glossy Guillame’s bags sat, untouched, like evidence from a crime scene. Sarah, wrapped in a faded grey cardigan, her dark blonde hair pulled into a messy bun with strands escaping at her temples, sipped her coffee. Her green eyes, usually sharp, were shadowed, flicking to the bags every few seconds. At thirty-four, she had the kind of face that could shift from approachable to striking depending on her mood—high cheekbones, a scattering of freckles across her nose, and a mouth that defaulted to a skeptical half-smile. Today, that smile was nowhere to be seen.

Mark, unshaven, his brown hair sticking up from restless sleep, moved around the kitchen with forced purpose, scraping eggs onto plates. His lean frame, still carrying the ghost of his university rugby days, looked tense, like he was bracing for a hit. The banking app on his phone, lying face-up between them, pinged. He glanced at it, then at Sarah.

“It’s in,” he said, voice low. “The full amount. Six figures. Cleared.”

Sarah set her mug down with a soft clink. “Good.” The word was neutral, but her fingers tightened around the handle. She leaned back, studying him as he sat opposite, poking at his eggs. The air between them hummed with last night’s confessions—raw, reckless words that had peeled back layers of their marriage, exposing something neither could ignore.

“You sleep okay?” Mark asked, not looking up.

“Not really,” Sarah admitted, pushing her plate away. “Kept… seeing their faces. Hearing Davies’s voice. ‘Canvas.’ Fucking creep.” She shuddered, pulling her cardigan tighter around her slim shoulders, her frame athletic but softened slightly by years and stress.

Mark nodded, his fork pausing mid-air. “Yeah. I keep replaying it too. Jones’s eyes… like he was dissecting you. And me, just… standing there.” He dropped the fork, running a hand over his jaw. “I’m still sorry, Sarah. For all of it.”

She met his gaze, her expression unreadable. “Stop apologizing. It’s done. We got the money. We’re not losing the house.” Her voice hardened. “But don’t think we’re just… fine now. That was fucked up, Mark. We need to figure out what it did to us.”

He leaned forward, elbows on the table. “I know. Last night, what we said… about how it felt. That wasn’t just the adrenaline talking, was it?”

Sarah’s lips pressed into a thin line. She stood, grabbing her mug, and moved to the sink, her bare feet silent on the linoleum. “I don’t know what it was. I just know I felt… something. Power, maybe. Or just… alive. For the first time in forever.” She turned, leaning against the counter, her eyes searching his. “And you… you really got off on it, didn’t you? Them watching me?”

Mark’s face flushed, but he didn’t look away. “Yeah. I did. Not just them watching. You… owning that room. Defiant, gorgeous, even when you were scared shitless. It was…” He struggled, then settled on, “Intense.”

She crossed her arms, the cardigan slipping to reveal a sliver of collarbone. “Intense. That’s one word for it.” A small, bitter laugh escaped her. “I stood there, practically naked, feeling like a whore, and part of me… liked it. Liked knowing I had their attention. Liked knowing you saw it. What does that make me?”

“Not a whore,” Mark said sharply, standing now, closing the distance between them. “Don’t say that. It makes you… human. Complicated. Like me.”

Sarah held his gaze, her breath shallow. “Complicated. Great. So what do we do with that? Pretend it didn’t happen? Go back to selling beige bras and dodging debt collectors?”

He stepped closer, his voice dropping. “Maybe we don’t pretend. Maybe we… explore it. Figure out what it means. For us.”

Her eyebrows shot up, a spark of disbelief in her eyes. “Explore it? What, you want me to strut around in that lingerie every night? Or find more creepy rich guys to ogle me?”

“No,” Mark said quickly, though a flicker of something—guilt, maybe desire—crossed his face. “I just mean… we felt something. Both of us. We can’t unfeel it. So maybe we talk about it. Be honest.”

Sarah turned away, rinsing her mug with more force than necessary. “Honest. Right. Because that’s worked so well for us lately.” She shut off the tap, drying her hands on a dish towel. “I need to get to the shop. We’ve got actual customers to deal with. Normal ones.”

Mark nodded, sensing the conversation’s end. “Yeah. I’ll handle the invoices today. Get the suppliers off our backs.”

She grabbed her keys, pausing at the door. “Mark? Don’t… don’t bring it up at the shop. Not today. I need… normal for a bit.”

“Got it,” he said, his voice soft. “Normal.”



The shop felt like a different world, but not a better one. The familiar scent of dust and potpourri greeted them, the fluorescent lights humming overhead. Sarah busied herself rearranging a display of cotton briefs, her movements precise, almost aggressive. Her jeans hugged her legs, her simple white blouse accentuating the curve of her waist—a practical, unassuming look that still drew the occasional glance from passing customers. Mark, behind the counter, sorted through a stack of overdue bills, his laptop open to the banking app, the six-figure balance a quiet reassurance.

A customer, an older woman with a perm and a floral scarf, shuffled in around noon. “Morning, dear,” she said to Sarah. “Got anything new in the support range? My back’s been killing me.”

Sarah forced a smile, her freckles standing out against her pale skin. “Morning, Mrs. Carter. We’ve got some new high-back bras in beige and white. Want me to grab them?”

“Please. You’re a lifesaver.” Mrs. Carter peered at her. “You alright, love? You look… tired.”

“Just a long week,” Sarah said, heading to the racks. She felt Mark’s eyes on her from the counter, a quick, concerned glance she ignored. Normal. She needed normal.

The day dragged. A few more customers trickled in—teenagers giggling over push-up bras, a harried mom buying nursing pads. Sarah handled them with practiced ease, her voice steady, her smile convincing. But every quiet moment brought flashes of the previous night: Davies’s smirk, Jones’s piercing stare, the weight of the harness against her skin. And Mark, watching, his eyes dark with something new. She shook it off, focusing on folding panties, restocking shelves.

Mark, meanwhile, tackled the backlog of emails and calls. “Chantelle’s invoice is settled,” he called out during a lull. “And I’ve got the electricity bill queued for payment. We’re… actually ahead for once.”

Sarah glanced over, her expression softening slightly. “Feels weird, doesn’t it? Not being on the edge of disaster?”

“Yeah.” He hesitated, then lowered his voice. “Sarah, about last night—”

“Not here,” she cut him off, her tone sharp but low. “I said not today.”

He nodded, retreating to his laptop. But the tension lingered, a low hum beneath the shop’s mundane rhythm.

That evening, back home, they ordered takeaway—Chinese, a rare treat now affordable. Sitting on the couch, containers spread across the coffee table, Sarah picked at her noodles, her bare feet tucked under her. Mark, sipping a beer, watched her cautiously.

“You were good today,” he said. “With the customers. Like nothing happened.”

She snorted, setting her chopsticks down. “Nothing happened? Mark, I spent half the day jumping every time the bell chimed, thinking it might be them walking back in.”

He winced. “They’re not coming back. They got what they wanted.”

“Did they?” Her voice was quiet, probing. “Because I keep wondering… what did they really want? Was it just the lingerie? Or was it… me? The whole performance?”

Mark set his beer down, leaning forward. “It was the lingerie. They’re businessmen. They saw a product, liked the presentation, and paid for it. That’s it.”

Sarah’s eyes narrowed. “You don’t believe that. I saw your face last night. You knew they weren’t just looking at the fabric.”

He shifted, uncomfortable. “Okay, yeah. They were… into it. Into you. But that’s part of the deal, right? High-end lingerie, high-end presentation. They got their kicks, we got our money.”

“And you got yours,” she said, her tone cutting. “Watching them get their kicks.”

Mark’s jaw tightened. “Sarah, we talked about this. Yeah, it… did something to me. And it did something to you too. You said it yourself—power, feeling alive.”

She stood abruptly, pacing to the window, her silhouette sharp against the evening light. “Feeling alive doesn’t mean I’m okay with it. I keep thinking… what if I’d said no? Would we be bankrupt? Or would you have found another way?”

“I don’t know,” he admitted, standing too, following her but keeping his distance. “I was desperate. You know that. And you agreed, Sarah. You made that call.”

“Don’t put it on me,” she snapped, turning to face him. “You lied to them. You set this whole thing in motion. I just… cleaned up your mess.”

He took a step closer, his voice softening. “And you were fucking incredible doing it. You owned that room. You think I didn’t see how you shifted, how you stared them down? You weren’t just a victim in there.”

Sarah’s breath hitched, her eyes searching his. “So what, I’m supposed to be proud? That I played their game and won?”

“Maybe,” Mark said, his voice dropping, intense. “Maybe you should be. You took something awful and made it… yours. And yeah, I got off on it. Seeing you like that, knowing they wanted you, knowing you’re mine…” He stopped, catching the flicker of something in her eyes—anger, but also intrigue.

“Yours,” she repeated, her voice low, almost mocking. “That’s what this is about, isn’t it? You liked showing me off. Like a fucking trophy.”

“No,” he said, but his hesitation betrayed him. “Or… maybe yeah, a little. But it’s not just that. It’s us. What we did together. It changed something.”

Sarah crossed her arms, her cardigan slipping again, revealing the smooth line of her neck. “Changed what, Mark? Our marriage? Our sex life? Because I’m not sure I’m ready to start parading around in thongs for you every night.”

He laughed, a short, surprised sound. “I’m not asking you to. I just… I want to be honest. Last night was fucked up, but it was also… real. Raw. I haven’t felt that connected to you in years.”

She stared at him, her expression softening, though her guard stayed up. “Connected. By me stripping for strangers. That’s a hell of a therapy session.”

“Yeah, well, it worked,” he said, a tentative smile tugging at his lips. “Didn’t it?”

Sarah didn’t smile back, but her eyes held his, a complex mix of exhaustion, defiance, and something else—curiosity, maybe. She turned away, heading for the stairs. “I’m going to bed. We’ll talk tomorrow. Or… whenever I’m ready.”

Mark watched her go, the weight of their unresolved tension settling over him. He cleared the takeaway containers, his mind replaying her words, her silhouette, the way she’d held his gaze. Something had shifted, and he wasn’t sure if it was a fracture or a new foundation.



The next day, Friday, brought a strange calm. The shop was busier, a small rush of weekend shoppers keeping them occupied. Sarah, in a navy sweater and fitted jeans, moved through the aisles with quiet efficiency, her movements betraying a restless energy. Her face, framed by loose waves of hair, caught the light as she helped a young woman choose a bra, her smile professional but distant. Mark noticed customers lingering near her, drawn to her understated confidence, her quick wit. She was beautiful, he realized anew—not in a glossy, airbrushed way, but in the way her expressions shifted, her eyes flashing with intelligence or humor. It made last night’s memory sharper, more visceral.

During a lull, Mark checked his email, his heart skipping as he saw a new message from ‘J&D Acquisitions.’ He hesitated, glancing at Sarah, who was restocking a display. “Sarah,” he called softly. “Come here a sec.”

She approached, wiping her hands on her jeans. “What?”

“Email. From them.”

Her face tightened, but she nodded. “Read it.”

He opened the message, his voice low as he read aloud:



Subject: Follow-Up on Presentation

Dear Mark,

We trust this message finds you well. We wish to extend our sincere appreciation for the exceptional presentation at Lace & Grace on Wednesday evening. The professionalism and allure of your model were truly remarkable, elevating the Femme Fatale collection to new heights. Her poise and captivating presence left a lasting impression.

We are now developing our own exclusive line of intimate apparel, designed for a discerning clientele. Given the success of your recent showcase, we would like to propose a second presentation, this time at our private residence in Hampstead, to preview our collection. We believe your model would be ideally suited to represent our vision. The event would be scheduled at your earliest convenience, with compensation commensurate with the exclusivity of the engagement—potentially exceeding our previous arrangement.

Please let us know your availability to discuss further details. We look forward to continuing our mutually beneficial partnership.

Best regards,
Edward Jones & Marcus Davies
J&D Acquisitions






Sarah stood frozen, her arms crossed tightly. “Their mansion. Their own line. Jesus, Mark.”

Mark closed the laptop, his mind racing. “It’s… another opportunity. More money. Potentially more than before.”

She laughed, a sharp, incredulous sound. “Opportunity? You think I’m going to do that again? In their fucking house? What, with their own creepy designs?”

He stood, keeping his voice calm. “I’m not saying you have to. I’m saying… we should talk about it. The money could—”

“Fuck the money,” she cut him off, her voice rising. “We’re out of debt. We’re fine. Why would I put myself through that again?”

Mark stepped closer, lowering his voice as a customer lingered nearby. “Because… maybe it’s not just about the money. Last night, you said you felt something. Power. Maybe… maybe this is a chance to feel that again. On your terms.”

Sarah’s eyes flashed, a mix of anger and something deeper. “My terms? You think I’d have any control in their mansion? With their rules? Their eyes all over me again?”

He hesitated, then pressed on. “What if we set the rules? We say what you wear, how it goes. I’d be there, like before. We could… make it ours.”

She stared at him, her breath uneven. “Ours. You mean yours. You want to watch again, don’t you? See them drool over me, get that… rush.”

Mark didn’t deny it, his silence damning. “And you? Don’t tell me you wouldn’t feel it too. That jolt you talked about.”

Sarah turned away, her hands gripping the counter. “I don’t know what I’d feel. I just know… I’m not ready to decide. Not today.”

He nodded, backing off. “Okay. We’ll think about it. No rush.”

She didn’t respond, returning to the display, her movements jerky. The email hung between them, a new hook baited with money, power, and the unsettling allure of their shared, twisted desires. The shop’s bell chimed as another customer entered, pulling them back to the mundane, but the proposition lingered, a shadow promising both salvation and deeper entanglement.


Chapter 8

Tides of Temptation




The email from J&D Acquisitions sat like a loaded gun on the kitchen table, its presence felt even when Mark’s laptop was closed. Saturday morning, the house was quiet, the hum of the fridge the only sound as Sarah, in a loose t-shirt and yoga pants, chopped vegetables for lunch. Her movements were sharp, deliberate, her dark blonde hair tied back, a few strands sticking to her neck in the warm kitchen. Mark, nursing a coffee, watched her, his unshaven jaw tight with the weight of what they hadn’t fully addressed.

“You gonna bring it up, or are we just ignoring it?” he asked, his voice cutting through the silence.

Sarah’s knife paused mid-chop, a carrot rolling slightly on the cutting board. She didn’t look at him. “The email? I thought I was clear yesterday. I’m not ready to talk about it.”

Mark leaned forward, elbows on the table. “Come on, Sarah. It’s not going away. They’re offering more money. A lot more. We need to at least discuss it.”

She set the knife down, turning to face him, her green eyes sharp. “Discuss what, exactly? Me parading around their mansion in whatever fetish gear they’ve cooked up? You read the email. ‘Our own line.’ Sounds like a private kink show, not a business deal.”

He held her gaze, unfazed. “Maybe it’s both. They’re rich, they’re weird, but they paid up last time. Six figures, no strings. This could be… bigger. Clear the mortgage, maybe even expand the shop.”

Sarah crossed her arms, her t-shirt pulling slightly across her chest, highlighting her athletic frame. “We’re not starving, Mark. The last payment got us out of the hole. Why risk it again? You know what it did to us.”

“Did to us, or did for us?” he countered, his voice low, probing. “You said it yourself—Wednesday night, you felt alive. Powerful. That’s not nothing.”

She snorted, turning back to the cutting board, resuming her chopping with more force. “Powerful. Sure. Until Davies called me ‘canvas’ and I wanted to crawl out of my skin. You think I want to feel that again? In their house, where we have zero control?”

Mark stood, moving to the counter, close but not touching. “What if we set the rules? Like you said last time. We decide what you wear, how it goes. I’m there, watching your back.”

Sarah stopped, her hands gripping the counter’s edge. “Watching my back. Or watching them watch me? Be honest, Mark. You’re not just thinking about the money.”

He hesitated, then leaned closer, his voice dropping. “Okay, yeah. I’m thinking about… everything. The money, sure. But also… what it was like. You, owning that room. Them, practically begging with their eyes. Me, knowing you’re mine. It was fucked up, but it was… electric.”

She turned, her face inches from his, her freckles stark against her flushed skin. “Electric for you. For me, it was half terror, half… something else. And now you want to chase that again? What if it’s worse this time? What if they want more than a ‘presentation’?”

“Then we say no,” he said quickly. “We walk away. But we don’t know unless we talk to them. At least hear them out.”

Sarah’s jaw tightened. “Hear them out. Right. Because that worked so well last time.” She grabbed a pepper, slicing it with precision. “I need time, Mark. I’m not saying yes, I’m not saying no. Just… let me breathe.”

He nodded, stepping back. “Fine. Time. But don’t pretend you’re not thinking about it too.”

She didn’t respond, her silence louder than words.



That evening, over a simple dinner of pasta and wine, the tension lingered, softened slightly by alcohol and the comfort of routine. Sarah, in a loose sweater, her hair down now, twirled her fork, her expression distant. Mark, across from her, pushed his plate away, the email’s shadow unavoidable.

“You still thinking about it?” he asked, sipping his wine.

Sarah’s eyes flicked to him, wary. “What do you think? It’s not exactly easy to forget.”

“So talk to me,” he pressed. “What’s going through your head? You’re not just scared, are you?”

She set her fork down, leaning back, her sweater slipping to reveal a sliver of collarbone. “Scared, yeah. But also… pissed. At you, for wanting this. At myself, for even considering it. And… curious, maybe. About what it’d be like. To do it again, knowing what I know now.”

Mark’s eyebrows rose, a spark of hope in his eyes. “Curious how?”

She sighed, running a hand through her hair. “Last time, I was blindsided. Terrified. But I… I did feel something. When I saw their faces, when I knew I had them hooked. It was… intense. Like I was in control, even if it was just for a second. Part of me wonders if I could do it again, but… better. Smarter.”

He leaned forward, his voice low, eager. “That’s what I’m saying. You could own it. Walk into their fancy mansion, wear their weird lingerie, and make them eat out of your hand. And I’d be there, making sure it stays on our terms.”

Sarah’s lips twitched, a half-smile breaking through. “You make it sound so simple. Like it’s just a power trip, not me half-naked in a room full of strangers.”

“Not strangers,” he corrected. “Jones and Davies. We know them. Sort of.”

She laughed, a sharp, disbelieving sound. “Know them? We know they’re rich and creepy. That’s not exactly a character reference.”

“Okay, fair,” Mark conceded, grinning slightly. “But we know they pay. And we know you can handle them. You proved that.”

Sarah’s smile faded, her eyes searching his. “And what about you? You’re not just my bodyguard in this fantasy. You’re… part of it. You want to watch again. Don’t pretend it’s just about the money.”

He didn’t flinch, holding her gaze. “I’m not pretending. Yeah, I want to watch. I want to see you do what you did last time—walk out, shut them up with one look. I want to feel that… rush. Knowing they’re dying to touch you, but they can’t. Because you’re mine.”

Her breath caught, a flush creeping up her neck. “Yours. That’s what gets you, isn’t it? Showing me off, like some… prize.”

“Maybe,” he admitted, his voice rough. “Is that so bad? You liked it too, Sarah. You said it—feeling their eyes, knowing I was watching. It wasn’t just shame.”

She stood, pacing to the window, her silhouette sharp against the evening light. “It wasn’t just shame,” she agreed, her voice soft, almost confessional. “But it’s not just power either. It’s… dangerous. We’re playing with something we don’t fully understand.”

“Then we figure it out,” Mark said, standing too, closing the distance. “Together. We talk to them, set boundaries, make it ours. Or we say no. But we decide as a team.”

Sarah turned, her eyes glinting with a mix of defiance and uncertainty. “A team. Fine. But I’m not promising anything. We talk, that’s it. And you don’t push.”

“Deal,” he said, a flicker of excitement in his eyes. “No pushing.”



Sunday morning, they decided to escape the house, the email, the shop. The beach was an hour’s drive, a rare treat they hadn’t indulged in months. The sky was overcast, but the air was warm, promising a decent day. Sarah, in the passenger seat, wore sunglasses and a light sundress, her legs bare, her hair loose. Mark, in shorts and a faded t-shirt, stole glances at her, noting the relaxed set of her shoulders, a contrast to the tension of the past few days.

“You look good,” he said, breaking the comfortable silence.

She smirked, pushing her sunglasses up. “Don’t start. I’m just trying to feel human for a day.”

“Mission accomplished,” he said, his tone light but his eyes lingering on the way the dress hugged her hips.

At the beach, the sand was soft, the waves a steady rhythm. They spread a blanket, the crowd thin—families, a few surfers, some older couples. Sarah stood, peeling off her dress to reveal a white bikini she’d dug out of a drawer. It was a size too small, the fabric straining slightly, the bottoms cutting high on her hips and clinging tightly, outlining her body in a way that was impossible to ignore. The visible cameltoe was stark, unintentional but undeniable, drawing the eye. She adjusted the straps, seemingly unaware, but Mark noticed immediately, his breath catching.

“New bikini?” he asked, his voice casual but his eyes fixed on her.

She glanced down, a flush creeping up her cheeks as she realized the fit. “Not new. Just… haven’t worn it in a while. Didn’t think it’d be this tight.” She tugged at the bottoms, but it only accentuated the outline.

Mark leaned back on his elbows, a slow smile spreading. “Looks good. Really good.”

Sarah shot him a look, half-amused, half-wary. “Don’t get any ideas. It’s just a bikini.”

“Yeah, but it’s… bold,” he said, his tone teasing but edged with something else. “You’re turning heads already.”

She followed his gaze, noticing a few men nearby—a surfer rinsing his board, a guy walking his dog—glancing her way, their eyes lingering. Her stomach twisted, a familiar mix of discomfort and that strange, electric jolt from Wednesday night. “Great. Just what I need,” she muttered, but she didn’t cover up, standing straighter instead, her posture subtly defiant.

They swam, the cold water a shock that cleared Sarah’s head. She dove under waves, her body sleek and strong, the bikini clinging even more as it darkened with water. Mark watched from the shallows, his own swim brief, the water hiding his growing reaction. When they returned to the blanket, Sarah stretched out, the wet bikini almost transparent now, the cameltoe even more pronounced. She caught Mark staring, her eyes narrowing.

“Enjoying the view?” she asked, her tone sharp but playful.

“Hard not to,” he admitted, lying beside her, propped on one elbow. “You know you’re killing it, right? Every guy here’s sneaking a look.”

She rolled her eyes, but a small smile tugged at her lips. “Let them look. Doesn’t mean they get anything.”

“That’s what I like,” Mark said, his voice dropping, intense. “You, owning it. Like you did Wednesday. You’re different today, Sarah. Bolder. This bikini… it’s not just an accident, is it?”

Her smile faded, her eyes searching his. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“You chose it,” he said, leaning closer. “You could’ve worn something else, something… safer. But you picked this. Tight, revealing. You wanted to be seen.”

Sarah sat up, her wet hair dripping onto the blanket. “Don’t psychoanalyze me, Mark. I grabbed what was in the drawer. I didn’t plan a fucking runway show.”

“Maybe not,” he said, undeterred. “But look at you. You’re not hiding. You’re… showing off. And it’s hot as hell.”

She flushed, her freckles stark against her skin. “Showing off? You think I’m doing this for you? For them?” She gestured vaguely at the beachgoers.

“For you,” he said, his voice low, urgent. “You’re feeling it again. That power. Like in the shop. You like the attention, Sarah. Admit it.”

Her breath hitched, her eyes flashing with anger and something else—recognition. “Maybe I do,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “Maybe I like knowing I can still turn heads. After years of feeling… invisible. But it’s not the same as Wednesday. That was… different. Scarier.”

“Scarier, but stronger,” Mark said, sitting up now, his knee brushing hers. “You were untouchable in that room. And today, you’re untouchable here. That bikini’s like… armor. You’re daring them to look.”

Sarah laughed, a short, incredulous sound. “Armor? It’s barely covering my ass.”

“Exactly,” he said, grinning. “And you’re owning it. I love this, Sarah. This… edge. You’re not the same woman who panicked last week.”

She looked away, her fingers tracing patterns in the sand. “Maybe I’m not. But I don’t know if that’s good or bad. I wore this because… I don’t know. I wanted to feel something. Like I’m not just the shop lady, the stressed wife. But now you’re making it about… them. Again.”

“Not them,” Mark said, his voice softening. “Us. I’m seeing you, Sarah. Really seeing you. And I want more of this. More of you like this.”

She met his gaze, her expression torn. “And the email? You think I should do it, don’t you? Another show, their mansion, their rules. Because you want more of this.”

He hesitated, then nodded. “Yeah. I think you should consider it. Not just for the money. For you. For what it could do for us. Last time, it… woke something up. This bikini, today—it’s proof. You’re changing, and I’m fucking here for it.”

Sarah stood, brushing sand off her legs, the bikini shifting slightly, drawing another glance from a passing jogger. “I need a drink,” she said, her voice tight. “You want something?”

Mark’s eyes lit up, a mischievous glint. “Yeah. Coke. But… go to the kiosk. Get it yourself.”

She froze, catching his meaning. “You want me to walk up there? Like this? So every guy can stare at my… situation?”

He leaned back, his smile daring. “Yeah. I do. Show them what you’ve got. Let them look. You know you can handle it.”

Sarah’s jaw dropped, a mix of outrage and amusement. “You’re unbelievable. You’re seriously getting off on this, aren’t you? Me, strutting past a bunch of randos, cameltoe and all?”

“Guilty,” he said, unapologetic. “But it’s not just me. You’ll feel it too. That rush. Go on, Sarah. Prove you’re as bold as I think you are.”

She stared at him, her heart pounding. The kiosk was fifty yards away, a small crowd of mostly men—surfers, dads, a few teens—hanging around, buying ice cream and drinks. The idea of walking through them, the bikini clinging, her body on display, sent a shiver through her. Fear, yes, but also that familiar jolt. Power. Defiance.

“Fine,” she said, her voice low, challenging. “But don’t think this means I’m saying yes to the email.”

Mark grinned, leaning back. “Wouldn’t dream of it.”

Sarah adjusted the bikini top, squared her shoulders, and started walking. The sand was warm under her feet, the breeze cool against her damp skin. She felt every eye as she approached the kiosk, the weight of their gazes familiar now, echoing Wednesday’s intensity. A surfer in board shorts paused mid-conversation, his eyes flicking down her body. A dad with a toddler glanced, then quickly looked away, embarrassed. A teen with an ice cream cone stared openly, his jaw slack.

She reached the kiosk, her heart racing but her expression cool. “Coke and a water,” she said to the vendor, a middle-aged guy who barely hid his own stare.

“Uh, sure,” he stammered, fumbling with the bottles.

Sarah paid, her movements deliberate, feeling the eyes on her back, her hips, the tight white fabric. She turned, catching the surfer’s gaze, holding it for a split second before walking back, her stride confident, almost provocative. The rush was undeniable—humiliating, exhilarating, hers.

Mark watched her return, his eyes dark with approval. She dropped the bottles onto the blanket, sitting with a defiant toss of her hair. “Happy now?”

“Very,” he said, his voice husky. “You were… incredible. They couldn’t take their eyes off you.”

She grabbed the water, taking a long sip, her cheeks flushed. “Yeah, well, it’s not exactly hard to get attention when you’re half-naked. Doesn’t mean I liked it.”

“Didn’t you?” he challenged, leaning closer. “You walked like you owned that beach. Like you knew they were watching and didn’t give a fuck.”

Sarah’s lips twitched, a reluctant smile. “Maybe. It was… weird. Like Wednesday, but… safer. I could walk away. No six-figure deal on the line.”

“But you felt it,” Mark pressed, his voice urgent. “That power. Imagine that in their mansion. You, in their lingerie, calling the shots. Me, right there, making sure it’s your show.”

She looked at him, her expression torn. “You’re relentless. You really want this, don’t you? Another night of… whatever the hell that was.”

“I want us,” he said, his hand brushing hers, warm and grounding. “I want what we found last time. What we’re finding now. You, bold as hell. Me, losing my mind over you. Money’s just a bonus.”

Sarah pulled her hand back, but her eyes stayed on his. “I’m not saying yes. But… I’ll think about it. Really think about it. That’s all you get for now.”

Mark nodded, a spark of triumph in his eyes. “That’s enough.”

They packed up, the drive home quiet, the bikini now hidden under her dress but its impact lingering. The email waited, a promise of money, power, and a deeper dive into the dangerous, thrilling unknown they were only beginning to navigate.


Chapter 9

Games of Exposure




The Monday morning sun filtered through the living room curtains, casting a soft glow over the clutter of their life—unopened mail, a half-empty wine bottle from last night, Sarah’s sandals kicked off by the couch. Sarah, in a loose tank top and shorts, her dark blonde hair still damp from a shower, sat cross-legged on the floor, sorting receipts for the shop. Her green eyes were focused, but her jaw was tight, betraying the undercurrent of thoughts that hadn’t settled since the beach. Mark, in a faded t-shirt and jeans, sprawled on the couch, scrolling through his phone, the email from J&D Acquisitions still unanswered, a silent weight between them.

He set the phone down, glancing at her. “You’ve been quiet since yesterday. Still processing the beach?”

Sarah’s hands paused, a receipt crinkling slightly. She didn’t look up. “Processing. That’s one way to put it.”

Mark sat up, leaning forward, his elbows on his knees. “Come on, Sarah. You were… something else out there. That bikini, the way you walked to the kiosk. You knew what you were doing.”

She met his gaze, her expression a mix of defiance and unease. “Knew what I was doing? You mean strutting around with my pussy lips practically on display? Yeah, I noticed. Hard not to when the damn thing was cutting into me.”

Mark’s eyebrows shot up, a flicker of surprise mixed with amusement. “So you knew? And you still went for it?”

Sarah tossed the receipts onto the coffee table, standing to pace the small room, her bare feet silent on the carpet. “I didn’t plan it, Mark. I put on the bikini, realized it was too small, and… yeah, I saw how it looked. Every guy on that beach saw it too. The surfer, the dad, that kid with the ice cream. Their eyes were glued to me.”

He watched her, his voice low, probing. “And how’d that feel? Knowing they could see… everything?”

She stopped, turning to face him, her arms crossed, the tank top pulling slightly across her chest, accentuating her athletic frame. “It felt… exposed. Like Wednesday, but… different. Less scary, more… in my control. I could’ve covered up, gone back to the blanket. But I didn’t.”

Mark leaned back, a slow smile spreading. “Exactly. You chose to let them look. You owned it, Sarah. Just like in the shop.”

She snorted, brushing a strand of hair from her face, her freckles stark against her flushed skin. “Owned it? I felt like a fucking porn star for a minute. But… yeah, there was a rush. Knowing they were staring, knowing you were watching them stare. It’s… messed up, but it got to me.”

He stood, closing the distance, his voice dropping. “Messed up, but hot. You saw their faces. That surfer looked like he forgot how to blink. And me… I couldn’t take my eyes off you.”

Sarah’s lips twitched, a reluctant smirk. “You’re such a perv. Getting off on random guys ogling your wife’s cameltoe.”

“Guilty,” he said, unapologetic, stepping closer. “But you liked it too. Don’t pretend you didn’t feel that power. You said it—control. You had them all wrapped around your finger.”

She held his gaze, her breath shallow. “Maybe. But it’s not like I’m ready to make a career out of flashing strangers. The beach was… a moment. Doesn’t mean I’m signing up for Jones and Davies’s mansion kink fest.”

Mark’s eyes darkened, the email’s shadow resurfacing. “You’re still thinking about it, though. Their offer. You didn’t say no outright.”

Sarah turned away, moving to the window, her silhouette sharp against the morning light. “I’m thinking about a lot of things. The money’s tempting, sure. But it’s not just that. It’s… what it does to us. Last time, it broke something. But it also… built something. I don’t know if I want to keep building on that.”

He followed, standing just behind her, not touching. “What if it’s good? What if we go in, set our rules, and come out stronger? You, calling the shots. Me, watching you dominate. Like yesterday, but… bigger.”

She laughed, a sharp, incredulous sound. “Bigger. Right. Because flashing my pussy at a beach kiosk is totally the same as stripping in some rich guy’s mansion.”

“It’s not the same,” he conceded, his voice softening. “But it’s connected. You’re different now, Sarah. Bolder. I see it. I love it.”

She turned, her eyes searching his. “Bolder. Maybe. But I’m not your personal stripper, Mark. If we do this—if—I need to know it’s for us, not just your… fetish.”

“It’s for us,” he said, his voice firm. “The money, the rush, the way it’s waking us up. I’m not gonna lie—I get off on seeing you like that. But it’s because it’s you. My wife, kicking ass.”

Sarah’s expression softened, though her guard stayed up. “Fine. We keep talking. But I’m not deciding today. And you don’t get to push.”

“Deal,” he said, a spark of excitement in his eyes. “No pushing.”



That evening, they decided to go out for dinner, a rare treat now that the six-figure deposit made such things possible. Mark suggested a small Italian place downtown, cozy but upscale, with dim lighting and waiters who hovered just enough. As they got ready, he leaned against the bedroom doorframe, watching Sarah rifle through her closet.

“Wear something… fun,” he said, his tone casual but loaded. “That short black skirt you’ve got. The one you wore to that wedding last year.”

Sarah glanced over, her hand pausing on a hanger, her green eyes narrowing. “Fun. You mean short enough to flash someone ‘accidentally’?”

He grinned, unashamed. “Maybe. Could be… interesting. Like the beach.”

She pulled out the skirt, a fitted black number that barely reached mid-thigh, holding it up with a skeptical look. “You’re pushing, Mark. You want me to play your little game again? Tease the waiter, give you your thrill?”

He stepped closer, his voice low. “I want you to feel what you felt yesterday. That rush. And yeah, I want to see it. You, turning heads, knowing I’m watching.”

Sarah’s lips parted, a flush creeping up her neck. “You’re incorrigible. Fine. I’ll wear the skirt. But don’t expect me to… perform.”

He raised his hands, mock-innocent. “No expectations. Just… be you.”

She rolled her eyes, but a small smile tugged at her lips as she grabbed a fitted white blouse and heels. In the bathroom, she changed, the skirt hugging her hips, the hem high enough to make sitting a calculated act. She looked at herself in the mirror, her athletic frame accentuated, her legs long and bare. A thought struck her, reckless and bold. She slipped off her underwear, tossing it into the laundry basket. No panties. If Mark wanted a game, she’d play—but on her terms.

Downstairs, Mark’s eyes widened as he took her in, the skirt’s brevity drawing his gaze. “Damn, Sarah. You look… dangerous.”

“Good,” she said, her voice cool, challenging. “Let’s go.”



The restaurant was warm, smelling of garlic and red wine, the hum of conversation blending with soft jazz. Their table, tucked in a corner, offered a clear view of the room. The waiter, a young guy in his twenties with dark hair and a practiced smile, introduced himself as Luca.

“Welcome,” he said, handing them menus. “Can I start you with drinks?”

“Red wine,” Sarah said, crossing her legs, the skirt riding up slightly. “Something bold.”

“Same,” Mark added, his eyes flicking to her legs, then back to Luca, gauging his reaction.

Luca nodded, his gaze lingering on Sarah for a split second before he walked away. Mark leaned forward, his voice low. “He noticed. You’re already working it.”

Sarah smirked, adjusting her posture, the skirt inching higher. “Don’t get too excited. It’s just a skirt.”

“It’s not just the skirt,” he said, his tone intense. “It’s you. The way you’re sitting, the way you looked at him. You’re… playing.”

She raised an eyebrow, sipping her water. “Am I? Or are you just seeing what you want to see?”

He leaned back, grinning. “I see you, Sarah. Same as yesterday. You knew that bikini was showing everything, and you walked through that crowd like a queen. Tonight, you’re doing it again.”

Her smile faded, her eyes searching his. “You keep bringing it up. The beach. You loved it, didn’t you? Knowing every guy could see my pussy lips, clear as day.”

Mark’s jaw tightened, his voice dropping. “Yeah. I did. It was… raw. You, so exposed, so confident. I couldn’t look away.”

Sarah leaned forward, her voice low, almost a whisper. “I knew they could see. The bikini was so tight, I felt every seam. And when I walked to the kiosk, I felt their eyes… everywhere. It was humiliating, but… it made me feel alive. Like I was more than just… me.”

He reached for her hand, his grip warm. “That’s what I’m saying. You’re more than you think. And tonight, with that skirt… you’re doing it again. Teasing, daring. I fucking love it.”

She pulled her hand back, but her eyes glinted with mischief. “Teasing, huh? You want me to flash Luca ‘accidentally’? Give you your little show?”

Mark’s breath caught, his eyes darkening. “Yeah. I do. Sit a little looser, let the skirt ride up. Let him catch a glimpse. It’ll drive him nuts.”

Sarah laughed, a low, throaty sound. “You’re shameless. But… okay. I’ll play your game. But don’t be surprised if I take it further than you expect.”

His eyebrows shot up, a spark of curiosity. “Further? What’s that mean?”

She smirked, sipping her wine as Luca returned with their glasses. “You’ll see.”

Luca set the drinks down, his eyes flicking to Sarah’s legs, the skirt now high enough to reveal a sliver of thigh. “Ready to order?” he asked, his voice professional but his gaze lingering.

Sarah leaned back, uncrossing her legs slowly, deliberately, her movements fluid. The skirt rode up, and with no underwear, the briefest flash of her bare skin was visible—a quick, shocking glimpse of her pussy before she crossed her legs again, the motion casual, almost accidental. Luca’s eyes widened for a split second, his pen pausing mid-air, a flush creeping up his neck.

“Uh, yeah,” Mark stammered, catching the moment, his own face reddening as he scrambled for the menu. “I’ll have the lasagna.”

Sarah’s voice was smooth, unfazed. “Penne arrabbiata. Extra spicy.” She held Luca’s gaze, a faint smile playing on her lips, daring him to react.

Luca nodded, scribbling quickly, avoiding her eyes now. “Got it. I’ll… get that started.” He hurried away, nearly bumping into another table.

Mark stared at her, his mouth slightly open. “Jesus, Sarah. Did you just…?”

She sipped her wine, her expression cool but her eyes sparkling. “What? You wanted a flash. I gave you one. Or… did I go too far?”

He leaned forward, his voice a harsh whisper. “Too far? You’re not wearing anything under there, are you? You flashed him your fucking pussy.”

Sarah’s smile widened, a mix of defiance and amusement. “You wanted a game, Mark. I played. And yeah, I ditched the panties. Figured if we’re doing this, I might as well commit.”

Mark ran a hand through his hair, his breathing uneven. “Commit? That was… insane. He saw everything. I saw his face—he’s probably in the back jerking off right now.”

She laughed, a sharp, genuine sound. “Good for him. Let him dream. He’s not getting anything else.”

Mark leaned back, his eyes locked on her, a complex mix of shock, arousal, and admiration. “You’re unbelievable. Yesterday, the beach. Tonight, this. You’re… different, Sarah. Bolder. I can’t get enough of it.”

Sarah’s smile faded, her voice softening. “Bolder, yeah. But it’s not just fun, Mark. It’s… scary. I feel like I’m losing myself. Or finding something I didn’t know was there. And you’re eating it up.”

“I am,” he admitted, his voice rough. “Seeing you like this—taking risks, owning it—it’s fucking intoxicating. Like Wednesday, but… more you. More us.”

She looked away, her fingers tracing the rim of her glass. “Us. That’s what you keep saying. But what if this… us… isn’t healthy? Flashing waiters, maybe stripping for rich creeps again. Where’s the line?”

Mark reached for her hand again, this time holding it firmly. “We draw the line. Together. Like we said—rules, boundaries. But don’t pretend you didn’t feel it just now. That rush. You loved it.”

Sarah’s eyes met his, a flicker of vulnerability beneath her defiance. “Yeah. I did. When I saw his face, that split-second shock… it was like the beach, but sharper. I felt… powerful. But it’s not just power. It’s… dangerous.”

“Dangerous is good,” he said, his voice low, urgent. “It’s waking us up. Making us real again.”

She pulled her hand back, but her smile returned, sly now. “Real. Sure. So what’s next? You want me to flash the chef too? Or are we saving that for Jones and Davies?”

Mark’s jaw tightened, the email resurfacing. “You’re thinking about them, aren’t you? Their offer.”

Sarah sighed, leaning back, the skirt shifting again, though she kept her legs crossed now. “I’m thinking about everything. The money’s one thing. But it’s… what it does to me. To us. Last time, I was terrified. This time… I don’t know. Maybe I could handle it better. Maybe I’d want to.”

He leaned forward, his voice intense. “That’s what I’m saying. You could walk into that mansion and own it. Wear their weird lingerie, make them beg with their eyes, and walk out with more money than we’ve ever seen. And I’d be there, watching you shine.”

Sarah’s lips parted, her breath uneven. “Shine. You make it sound so glamorous. It’s not. It’s… raw. Dirty. And you love that part, don’t you?”

“Yeah,” he said, unapologetic. “I do. And so do you. That flash just now? You didn’t have to go that far. You wanted to.”

She held his gaze, her eyes glinting with a mix of defiance and admission. “Maybe. But if we do this—if—I’m not doing it for them. Or for you. I’m doing it for me. To see how far I can go.”

Mark’s smile was slow, triumphant. “That’s my girl. So… we talk to them? Set up a meeting?”

Sarah sipped her wine, her expression unreadable. “We talk. That’s it. I’m not promising anything.”

“Fair,” he said, leaning back as Luca returned with their food, his eyes carefully avoiding Sarah’s legs now. “But you’re thinking about it. That’s enough for now.”



The rest of the dinner passed in a strange, charged normalcy. Sarah ate her pasta, her movements deliberate, aware of Luca’s occasional glances, though he kept his distance. Mark watched her, his mind racing with the night’s escalation, the beach’s echo, the email’s looming promise. They talked about mundane things—shop inventory, a new supplier—but the undercurrent was electric, every word laced with the unspoken.

Back home, they stood in the kitchen, the restaurant’s warmth replaced by the cool quiet of their house. Sarah kicked off her heels, the short skirt riding up as she leaned against the counter, her bare legs catching the light. Mark watched, his eyes dark with the night’s revelations.

“You were… something else tonight,” he said, his voice low. “That flash. No panties. You blew my mind.”

Sarah smirked, brushing her hair back, her freckles stark against her flushed skin. “Good. You wanted a show, you got one. But don’t get used to it.”

He stepped closer, his voice dropping. “Too late. I’m hooked. And you… you’re hooked too. Admit it.”

She held his gaze, her breath shallow. “Maybe. But it’s my game now, Mark. If we do this—Jones, Davies, whatever—I’m playing by my rules.”

“Deal,” he said, a spark of excitement in his eyes. “Your rules.”

The air between them crackled, the restaurant’s bold move a stepping stone to something larger, more dangerous. The email waited, a gateway to money, power, and a deeper dive into the raw, uncharted territory of their desires. For now, they stood on the edge, Sarah’s defiance and Mark’s hunger a volatile mix, promising both risk and reward.


Chapter 10

Edges of Exposure




Tuesday morning brought a deceptive calm to the house, the kind that masked the undercurrents of change. The kitchen smelled of coffee and bleach, the counters gleaming from Sarah’s early cleaning spree. She moved through chores with a restless energy, her usual yoga pants and t-shirt replaced by a tight, low-cut tank top and a pair of denim cut-offs so short they barely qualified as clothing. The frayed hem grazed the tops of her thighs, revealing the long, lean lines of her legs, her dark blonde hair pulled into a loose ponytail that swung as she scrubbed the sink. Her green eyes, sharp and focused, betrayed the calculations beneath her domestic routine.

Mark, unloading groceries from reusable bags, noticed the shift immediately. His faded t-shirt clung to his shoulders as he stacked cans in the pantry, his gaze flicking to Sarah’s exposed midriff, the way the tank top hugged her athletic frame, accentuating her curves. The email from J&D Acquisitions lingered in his mind, unanswered but ever-present, a silent catalyst for the tension that crackled between them.

“You’re… dressed differently,” he said, setting a bag of apples on the counter, his tone casual but probing.

Sarah didn’t pause, rinsing a sponge under the tap. “Different how? It’s hot. These are comfortable.”

He smirked, leaning against the counter, his eyes tracing the curve of her hips. “Comfortable, sure. Also… distracting. You’re showing a lot more skin than usual for scrubbing dishes.”

She turned, her hands on her hips, the tank top pulling tighter across her chest, her freckles stark against her flushed skin. “What, I can’t wear shorts now? You’re the one who’s been pushing me to ‘be bold.’ I’m just… trying it out.”

Mark’s eyebrows rose, a spark of amusement in his eyes. “Trying it out. Right. You look like you’re ready to star in a music video, not clean the kitchen.”

Sarah laughed, a sharp, defiant sound, tossing the sponge into the sink. “Good. Maybe I’m tired of looking like a frumpy shopkeeper. You got a problem with it?”

“No problem,” he said, stepping closer, his voice dropping. “I’m just saying… it’s a change. Like the beach. Like the restaurant. You’re… leaning into it.”

She held his gaze, her breath shallow. “Leaning into what? Showing off? You’re the one who loves it. Don’t pretend you’re not staring.”

“Guilty,” he admitted, unapologetic, his eyes flicking to her bare thighs. “But it’s not just me. You’re doing this for you. I can see it. You’re different, Sarah. Bolder every day.”

She turned back to the sink, scrubbing a pot with more force than necessary. “Bolder. You keep saying that. Maybe I’m just… experimenting. Seeing what it feels like to not hide.”

Mark moved behind her, close but not touching, his voice low. “And how’s it feeling? This… experiment. The shorts, the top. The way you’re moving, knowing I’m watching.”

Sarah’s hands paused, water dripping from the pot. “It feels… good. Weird, but good. Like I’m… awake. After years of just… existing.”

He nodded, stepping back, giving her space. “That’s what I’m talking about. It’s what I saw at the beach. At the restaurant. You’re coming alive, Sarah. And it’s fucking hot.”

She glanced over her shoulder, a sly smile tugging at her lips. “Hot, huh? Careful, Mark. You’re gonna make me think you only love me for my ass now.”

He laughed, returning to the groceries. “Your ass is a bonus. But it’s you. The way you’re owning this. I’m hooked.”

The morning passed in a blur of chores—laundry, vacuuming, Sarah wiping down windows while Mark sorted bills. Her revealing outfit drew his attention every time she bent to pick up a sock or stretched to reach a high shelf, the shorts riding up, exposing more skin. She caught him looking, her eyes glinting with a mix of amusement and challenge, but she didn’t cover up. The dynamic was shifting, each glance and comment building on the beach, the restaurant, the lingering question of the email.

Around noon, Sarah flopped onto the couch, her legs sprawled, the shorts barely covering her. “I’m done with chores. Let’s get out of here. I need a break.”

Mark, sorting mail at the table, glanced up. “Out where? Shop’s closed today.”

She propped herself on her elbows, her tank top slipping to reveal a sliver of stomach. “Shoe shopping. I’ve got nothing decent for… anything. Heels, maybe. Something fun.”

He raised an eyebrow, sensing an undercurrent. “Shoe shopping. Sounds… innocent. You planning something?”

Her smile was mischievous, her eyes sharp. “Maybe. You’ll have to come along to find out.”

Mark set the mail down, his interest piqued. “Alright. Shoe shopping it is. But… keep the shorts. They’re working for you.”

She laughed, standing, her ponytail swinging. “Oh, they’re staying. Let’s see how much trouble I can cause.”



The shoe store, a mid-range boutique in the local mall, was quiet, its polished floors reflecting racks of stilettos, boots, and sandals. The air smelled of leather and faint perfume, the lighting soft but unforgiving. Sarah, still in her tight tank top and denim cut-offs, strode in with a confidence that turned heads—a salesman adjusting a display, a woman browsing flats, even a teen flipping through her phone. Mark followed, his casual t-shirt and jeans a stark contrast to her provocative outfit, his eyes scanning the room, already anticipating whatever Sarah had in mind.

A young salesman, early twenties, with neatly gelled hair and a name tag reading “Tom,” approached, his smile professional but his eyes lingering on Sarah’s bare legs. “Welcome. Looking for anything specific?”

Sarah’s smile was bright, almost predatory. “Heels. Something sexy. High, but I can walk in them. Got anything new?”

Tom nodded, his gaze flicking to her shorts before snapping back to her face. “Uh, yeah. We’ve got some great stilettos in the back. What size?”

“Seven,” she said, sitting on a cushioned bench, crossing her legs deliberately, the shorts riding up to reveal the tops of her thighs. “Show me your best.”

Tom hurried off, his ears pink. Mark sat beside her, leaning in, his voice low. “You’re already messing with him. Those shorts are lethal.”

She smirked, uncrossing her legs, letting them fall slightly apart for a moment before crossing them again. “Good. Let him squirm. You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?”

“Fuck yeah,” he admitted, his eyes dark. “You’re playing him like a fiddle. What’s the plan here?”

Sarah’s eyes glinted, her voice a whisper. “You’ll see. I’m feeling… bold today.”

Tom returned with three boxes, kneeling in front of Sarah to open them. “These are our top sellers,” he said, pulling out a pair of black stilettos with thin straps. “Great for evenings out. Want to try them?”

“Definitely,” Sarah said, extending her leg, her movements slow, deliberate. She’d made a decision before they arrived—no underwear, just like the restaurant, but this time she wasn’t planning a quick flash. As Tom slipped off her sandal, she shifted her hips, letting her legs part slightly, the shorts’ high cut and lack of panties leaving her pussy fully exposed. The angle was subtle, visible only to Tom, who was inches away, his hands frozen mid-motion as his eyes locked onto her.

Mark caught the shift, his breath hitching, his gaze flicking from Sarah’s face to Tom’s stunned expression. “Careful, Tom,” he said, his tone casual but edged. “She’s particular about fit.”

Tom’s face reddened, his hands trembling as he fumbled with the stiletto. “Uh, right. Sorry.” He tried to focus, sliding the shoe onto Sarah’s foot, but his eyes kept darting back to her exposed skin, her pussy lips clearly visible, the shorts doing nothing to conceal her.

Sarah leaned back, her posture relaxed, her legs still slightly apart, maintaining the exposure throughout the fitting. “How’s it feel?” she asked, her voice smooth, as if unaware of the show she was giving. “Too tight?”

Tom swallowed hard, his voice cracking. “Uh, should be fine. Want to stand? Test the balance?”

She stood, walking a few steps, the shorts shifting with each movement, her exposure constant. Tom stayed kneeling, his eyes following her, his professionalism crumbling. Mark watched, his jaw tight, a mix of arousal and tension coursing through him. Sarah was in control, her boldness a stark contrast to the terrified woman of last week.

“These are okay,” Sarah said, sitting again, her legs parting even wider now, the exposure blatant, unapologetic. “Let’s try the red ones.”

Tom nodded, his hands shaking as he opened another box, pulling out a pair of scarlet heels. He knelt again, his face inches from her, his eyes locked on her pussy, unable to look away. Sarah adjusted her position, leaning forward slightly, her tank top dipping to reveal more cleavage, her movements calculated to keep him off balance.

“You’re good at this,” she said, her tone teasing. “Bet you fit a lot of shoes.”

“Uh, yeah,” Tom stammered, sliding the red heel onto her foot, his fingers brushing her ankle, his gaze still fixed on her exposure. “Part of the job.”

Mark leaned forward, his voice low, a hint of challenge. “She’s got great legs, doesn’t she? Those heels really show them off.”

Tom’s eyes flicked to Mark, then back to Sarah, his face a mix of panic and fascination. “Yeah. They, uh, look great.”

Sarah smiled, her eyes locking onto Tom’s. “Thanks. I like to make an impression.” She shifted again, her legs spreading slightly more, the shorts riding up impossibly high, her pussy fully on display, the exposure now a deliberate act of power.

Mark’s hand clenched on the bench, his breathing uneven. “You’re killing it,” he whispered, his voice thick with admiration and desire. “He’s losing his mind.”

“Good,” Sarah whispered back, her voice low, defiant. “Let him look. He’s not getting anything else.”

Tom finished fitting the red heels, his hands clumsy, his face flushed. “These… these work?” he asked, his voice barely audible.

Sarah stood, walking again, her hips swaying, the shorts doing nothing to hide her exposure. She turned, catching Tom’s gaze, holding it for a moment before sitting. “They’re perfect. I’ll take them.”

Tom nodded, scrambling to box the shoes, his eyes darting back to her one last time as she adjusted her position, finally crossing her legs, ending the display. “I’ll… ring you up,” he said, hurrying to the counter.

Mark leaned in, his voice a harsh whisper. “Jesus, Sarah. You didn’t just flash him. You… put on a fucking show. He saw everything. The whole time.”

Sarah’s smile was sly, her eyes glinting. “You wanted bold. I gave you bold. How’s it feel, watching your wife show her pussy to some random guy?”

Mark’s jaw tightened, his eyes dark. “It feels… insane. You owned him. He couldn’t even think straight. And me… I’m losing it.”

She laughed, a low, throaty sound, standing to follow Tom to the counter. “Good. Remember that feeling. Because I’m starting to like it.”



Back home, the shoe bags sat on the kitchen table, a tangible reminder of the afternoon’s escalation. Sarah, still in her tank top and shorts, poured herself a glass of water, her movements relaxed but charged. Mark, leaning against the counter, watched her, his mind replaying the store, the way Tom’s eyes had locked onto her, the way she’d held the power.

“You were… unreal today,” he said, his voice low, intense. “That wasn’t just a flash. You kept it going. Deliberate. You wanted him to see.”

Sarah sipped her water, her eyes meeting his over the glass. “Yeah. I did. At first, it was just… a game. Like the restaurant. But then… I don’t know. I felt… in charge. Like I could make him do anything just by sitting there.”

Mark stepped closer, his voice dropping. “You could. He was a mess. And me… I was right there, watching you take control. It was… hotter than the beach, hotter than the restaurant.”

She set the glass down, her smile fading, her expression serious. “Hotter. That’s what worries me. We keep pushing, Mark. First the shop, then the beach, the restaurant, now this. Where’s it going? The email… their mansion. Is that the next step?”

He hesitated, then nodded. “Maybe. You’re ready for it, Sarah. What you did today… you could walk into their house and own them too. Just like you owned Tom.”

Sarah crossed her arms, the tank top pulling tight, her freckles stark against her skin. “Own them. You make it sound so easy. But it’s not just a shoe store. It’s their turf, their rules. What if they want more than a ‘presentation’?”

“Then we say no,” he said, his voice firm. “We set the terms. You decide what you wear, how it goes. I’m there, making sure it stays your show.”

She looked away, her fingers tracing the edge of the counter. “My show. That’s what I’m starting to want. Today… I felt… powerful. Not just exposed, but… in control. Like I could make them see me, really see me, and still walk away untouched.”

Mark’s eyes darkened, a spark of triumph. “That’s it. That’s what I’ve been saying. You’re not the same Sarah who panicked last week. You’re… unstoppable.”

She laughed, a soft, disbelieving sound. “Unstoppable. Right. But it’s not just about me. It’s us. If we do this, it’s because we both want it. Not just you getting off on watching.”

He stepped closer, his hand brushing her arm, warm and grounding. “It’s us. The money’s great, but it’s about what it’s doing to us. Waking us up. Making us… more.”

Sarah’s breath hitched, her eyes searching his. “More. That’s what scares me. But… yeah. I’m starting to think about it. Really think about it. Today… it made it easier to imagine saying yes.”

Mark’s smile was slow, intense. “So… we call them? Set up a meeting?”

She held his gaze, her voice steady. “We call. We talk. I’m not promising anything, but… I’m closer than I was yesterday.”

He nodded, his hand squeezing her arm. “That’s enough. For now.”


Chapter 11

Crossing the Threshold




Wednesday morning, the house was a mess of half-finished chores, dishes stacked in the sink, laundry spilling from a basket in the corner. Sarah, in a tight crop top and high-waisted leggings that hugged her hips, vacuumed the living room with a focus that bordered on aggressive. Her dark blonde hair was tied back, a few strands sticking to her neck, her green eyes narrowed as if the carpet held answers to questions she wasn’t ready to ask. Mark, sorting through a pile of shop paperwork at the dining table, kept stealing glances, noting the way her outfit left little to the imagination—her athletic frame taut, her movements sharp. The email from J&D Acquisitions, still unanswered, loomed like a third presence in the room, its weight felt in every silence.

Mark set down a stack of invoices, his voice cutting through the vacuum’s hum. “We can’t keep dodging it, Sarah. The email. We need to talk about the mansion.”

Sarah switched off the vacuum, the sudden quiet jarring. She leaned on the handle, her chest rising with a deep breath. “I know. I’ve been thinking about it. Non-stop, actually.”

He leaned back in his chair, his faded t-shirt stretching across his shoulders. “And? Where you at? Because yesterday, in the shoe store… you were… something else.”

She crossed her arms, the crop top riding up to reveal a sliver of stomach, her freckles stark against her flushed skin. “Something else. You mean flashing my pussy to that poor kid for ten minutes? Yeah, that was… a choice.”

Mark’s lips twitched, a mix of amusement and admiration. “A choice? You owned him, Sarah. He couldn’t even tie his own shoes by the end. You’re telling me that didn’t feel good?”

She moved to the couch, flopping down, her legs sprawled, the leggings accentuating every curve. “It felt… powerful. Like I could make him do anything just by sitting there. But it’s not the same as walking into their mansion. That’s… a whole different game.”

He stood, joining her on the couch, keeping a small distance. “Different, yeah. But connected. The beach, the restaurant, the shoe store—you’re getting bolder every time. You could handle their game. Play it on your terms.”

Sarah’s eyes searched his, her voice low, probing. “My terms. You keep saying that. But what are their terms? You read the email. ‘Their own line.’ ‘Interactive.’ That sounds like more than just standing there in lingerie.”

Mark nodded, his jaw tight. “Probably. But we won’t know until we talk to them. Set a date, get the details. We can say no if it’s too much.”

She laughed, a sharp, incredulous sound. “Say no? After they dangle another six figures? You know how this works, Mark. They hook us with the money, and we’re in too deep to back out.”

He leaned forward, his voice firm. “Not this time. We’re smarter now. We set rules—hard limits. You decide what you’re willing to do. I’m there, making sure it stays your show.”

Sarah’s fingers traced the seam of her leggings, her expression torn. “My show. That’s what I want. Like yesterday—Tom couldn’t touch me, but I had him. I want that feeling again, but… I’m scared, Mark. Their house, their rules… what if it’s not just posing? What if they want… more?”

“Then we walk,” he said, his eyes locked on hers. “I mean it. Money’s great, but not if it breaks us. But… I think you can handle it. More than handle it. You could make them beg, Sarah.”

Her breath hitched, a flush creeping up her neck. “Beg. You love that idea, don’t you? Me, in their lingerie, making them lose their minds while you watch.”

He didn’t flinch, his voice rough. “Yeah. I do. Seeing you like that—defiant, untouchable, knowing they want you but can’t have you—it’s… fucking electric. And you love it too. You felt it yesterday.”

She looked away, her fingers tightening on her leggings. “Maybe. The shoe store… it was intense. Knowing he was staring, knowing you were watching… it made me feel… alive. More than I’ve felt in years. But this… it’s a big step. Their mansion. Their world.”

Mark slid closer, his hand resting on the couch between them. “It’s a step we take together. We call them, set a date, hear their rules. If it’s too much, we’re out. But if it’s not… you could own that room, Sarah. Just like you owned Tom.”

She met his gaze, her eyes glinting with a mix of fear and intrigue. “Own it. You make it sound so simple. But… okay. Let’s call them. Set a date. I’m not saying yes, but I’m ready to hear them out.”

Mark’s smile was slow, triumphant. “That’s my girl. I’ll draft the email. Professional, no commitments. Just a meeting.”

She nodded, standing, her crop top shifting as she stretched. “Do it. But don’t get your hopes up. I’m still on the fence.”

He grabbed his laptop, already typing. “Fence is progress. I’ll take it.”



That afternoon, the shop was slow, giving them time to huddle over Mark’s laptop in the back office. Sarah, still in her revealing outfit, leaned against the desk, her arms crossed, as Mark opened his email draft.

“Read it before you send,” she said, her voice tense. “I want to know exactly what you’re saying.”

He turned the screen toward her, his voice calm. “Here. Short and sweet.”

Subject: Re: Follow-Up on Presentation

Dear Mr. Jones and Mr. Davies,

Thank you for your recent proposal. We’re interested in discussing the details of your upcoming presentation at your residence. Please provide the proposed date, specific requirements, and any relevant terms. We’re open to a meeting to ensure alignment on expectations.

Best regards,
Mark and Sarah, Lace & Grace

Sarah scanned it, her jaw tight. “Sounds… neutral. Good. Doesn’t lock us in.”

“Exactly,” Mark said, hovering over the send button. “Ready?”

She took a deep breath, her eyes fixed on the screen. “Yeah. Send it.”

He clicked, the email vanishing into the ether. The silence that followed was heavy, charged with the weight of what they’d just set in motion. Sarah pushed off the desk, pacing the small office, her leggings catching the light.

“Now what?” she asked, her voice low. “We just… wait?”

Mark closed the laptop, standing to join her. “Yeah. They’ll respond. Probably fast. They’re not the type to sit on their hands.”

She stopped, turning to face him, her expression conflicted. “What if they want something… crazy? Like, not just lingerie. What if it’s… interactive in a way we can’t handle?”

He stepped closer, his voice steady. “Then we say no. But let’s not assume the worst. Last time, it was intense, but they didn’t cross any lines. We set boundaries, we stick to them.”

Sarah’s lips pressed into a thin line. “Boundaries. Right. Like me keeping my legs spread for Tom yesterday was a boundary.”

Mark’s eyes darkened, a flicker of amusement. “That was your choice. And you fucking owned it. That’s what I’m saying—you’ve got the power here. You decide how far this goes.”

She laughed, a soft, disbelieving sound. “Power. Sure. Until I’m in their mansion, half-naked, with them calling the shots.”

He reached for her hand, his grip warm, grounding. “Not half-naked. In control. You’re not the same woman who panicked last time. You’re… unstoppable.”

Sarah’s breath caught, her eyes searching his. “Unstoppable. You’re gonna regret saying that if I end up telling them to fuck off.”

He grinned, squeezing her hand. “I’ll take that risk.”



The response came faster than expected, pinging Mark’s phone that evening as they ate takeout pizza in the living room. Sarah, sprawled on the couch, her crop top riding up, froze mid-bite, her eyes flicking to the phone. Mark grabbed it, his expression tense as he opened the email.

“They replied,” he said, his voice low. “Want me to read it?”

Sarah set her pizza down, sitting up, her leggings shifting as she tucked her legs under her. “Yeah. Out loud. Every word.”

He nodded, clearing his throat, his eyes scanning the screen.

Subject: Presentation Details

Dear Mark and Sarah,

We’re delighted by your interest in our proposal. We propose hosting the presentation at our Hampstead residence on Saturday evening, 7 PM, if this suits your schedule. Our exclusive lingerie line, designed for a discerning clientele, requires a dynamic showcase to highlight its unique aesthetic.

Specific requirements for the model include: full body hair removal below the neck for optimal presentation of the garments; wearing our provided lingerie, which will be delivered to your shop by Friday; and performing a series of choreographed poses to demonstrate the pieces’ versatility. The audience will consist of ourselves and one additional investor, a prominent musician interested in our firm, totaling three observers. To ensure the garments’ fit and quality, the presentation will involve limited physical contact by us to adjust straps or fabric for proper alignment, critical for our investors’ evaluation. Interactive elements may include the model sitting on a chair or bench for close observation to assess material quality and fit, with verbal feedback and pose adjustments as needed.

The compensation of £150,000 encompasses all requirements, including the interactive components. Please confirm your acceptance and any conditions you wish to stipulate. We look forward to a mutually rewarding evening.

Best regards,
Edward Jones & Marcus Davies
J&D Acquisitions

Sarah’s jaw dropped, her eyes wide as she processed the words. “Three people? And… touching? They want to touch me? To ‘adjust straps’? What the fuck, Mark?”

He set the phone down, his own shock evident, his jaw tight. “Yeah. That’s… more than we expected. And the third guy—a musician? Sounds like some rapper looking to invest. But £150,000… they’re saying it covers everything.”

Sarah stood, pacing the small room, her crop top shifting with each step, her freckles stark against her flushed skin. “Everything? Like me sitting on a bench so they can ogle my pussy up close? And their hands on me? That’s not ‘no touching,’ Mark. That’s… a violation.”

He followed, his voice calm but strained. “It’s not what we agreed to, no. But… they’re framing it as professional. Adjusting fit, checking quality. We can push back, tighten the rules—limit what they can touch, where, how.”

She spun to face him, her eyes flashing with anger. “Push back? You think they’ll listen? They’re already changing the deal! Three people, not two. Touching, not just looking. What’s next? They want me to… to fucking lap dance for this rapper?”

Mark raised his hands, trying to steady her. “We don’t know that. Look, we can email back, say the touching is a hard no, or… define it. Like, only adjusting straps, nothing below the waist. And the sitting thing—maybe it’s just for a pose, not some perv session.”

Sarah’s laugh was bitter, her hands on her hips. “Just a pose. Right. You believe that? They want me shaved, in their skimpy lingerie, sitting spread-eagle so they can ‘assess quality.’ And you’re… okay with this?”

He hesitated, his eyes dark, conflicted. “I’m not okay with anything that makes you feel unsafe. But… yeah, part of me is… intrigued. You’ve been pushing boundaries—beach, restaurant, shoe store. This is bigger, riskier, but… you could still own it. Even with their hands adjusting a strap, you’d be the one in control.”

Her breath hitched, her eyes searching his, a mix of fury and curiosity. “Control. You keep saying that. But how? With three guys staring, one of them some rapper who probably thinks he’s buying a private show? And their hands on me? That’s not control, Mark. That’s… exposure.”

He stepped closer, his voice low, intense. “Exposure, yeah. But you’ve been thriving on that. Yesterday, you kept Tom staring at your pussy for ten minutes and walked away like a queen. You could do that here. Let them adjust a strap, sit for their ‘quality check,’ and still make them feel like they’re the ones begging.”

Sarah’s fingers clenched, her voice trembling. “Begging. You love that image, don’t you? Me, shaved bare, in their lingerie, their hands on my skin, while you watch. You’re getting off on this, aren’t you?”

Mark didn’t flinch, his voice rough. “Yeah. I am. Not because they’re touching you, but because you’re… you. Defiant, powerful, even in their world. I want to see you walk in, take their breath away, and walk out with £150,000 and your head high. And yeah, I’ll be watching, losing my mind over how fucking incredible you are.”

She turned away, running a hand through her hair, her ponytail loosening. “Incredible. You’re insane. But… £150,000. That’s not just the shop. That’s… freedom. No more debt, no more scraping by. And… part of me wants to see if I can do it. If I can… own it, like you said.”

He stepped behind her, his hands hovering but not touching. “You can. You’ve been proving it. Every step—beach, restaurant, shoe store. This is just… the next stage.”

Sarah turned, her eyes glinting with a mix of fear and defiance. “Next stage. Fuck, Mark. Okay. Let’s… let’s do it. But we’re sending rules back. Touching is straps only, no hands below the waist, no fucking creepy shit. And I want to know who this rapper is. No surprises.”

Mark’s smile was slow, intense. “Deal. I’ll write it up. You’re… fucking unstoppable.”

She smirked, brushing past him to grab her pizza. “Save it. I’m doing this for me, not your ego.”



The next morning, Thursday, they drafted the response over coffee, the kitchen table cluttered with mugs and shop schedules. Sarah, in a fitted tank top and another pair of tight shorts, leaned over Mark’s shoulder, her hair brushing his cheek as she read the email.

“Here’s what I’ve got,” Mark said, his fingers poised on the keyboard. “Tell me if it’s right.”

Subject: Confirmation and Conditions

Dear Mr. Jones and Mr. Davies,

We confirm our availability for the presentation on Saturday, 7 PM, at your Hampstead residence. We appreciate the opportunity and the proposed compensation of £150,000. To ensure a successful event, we require the following conditions:

- Physical contact is limited to adjusting straps above the waist only, with no touching below the waist or any intimate areas.
- The audience is limited to you two and the named investor, with no additional observers. Please provide the investor’s identity in advance.
- We reserve the right to review and approve the provided lingerie prior to the presentation.
- Interactive elements, including sitting for observation, must be clearly defined in advance, limited to verbal feedback and pose adjustments, with no physical involvement beyond the specified strap adjustments.
- All choreography and poses must be provided in advance for approval.

Please confirm these terms and provide details on the lingerie, specific poses, and the investor’s identity. We look forward to finalizing the arrangements.

Best regards,
Mark and Sarah, Lace & Grace

Sarah nodded, her jaw tight. “Good. The touching rule is crystal clear. And I want that rapper’s name. No ambushes.”

Mark clicked send, the email vanishing. “Done. Now we wait again.”

She stepped back, crossing her arms, the tank top pulling tight across her chest. “Wait. Right. Meanwhile, I’m supposed to… shave everything? Practice their poses like some… porn star?”

He grinned, leaning back in his chair. “Shaving’s up to you. But… yeah, might want to practice. Get comfortable. You’re gonna be their star.”

Sarah’s eyes narrowed, a playful edge to her voice. “Their star. You’re loving this, aren’t you? Me, prepping to be their little showgirl while some rapper watches.”

“Guilty,” he said, his eyes dark. “But it’s not just them. It’s you. The way you’ve been—bold, fearless. The shoe store was… fucking unreal. You’re ready for this.”

She laughed, grabbing her coffee mug. “Ready. Sure. Let’s see what they throw at us first.”



Friday morning, a sleek black package arrived at the shop, delivered by a courier who didn’t linger. Sarah, in a fitted blouse and another short skirt, signed for it, her hands trembling slightly as she carried it to the back room. Mark, sorting inventory, followed, his eyes fixed on the box.

“That’s it,” he said, his voice low. “Their lingerie.”

Sarah set it on the desk, her fingers hesitating on the lid. “Feels like opening a trap. You ready for this?”

He nodded, stepping closer. “Open it. Let’s see what we’re dealing with.”

She lifted the lid, revealing tissue paper and a handwritten note atop a stack of carefully folded garments. She read it aloud, her voice steady but tense.

Dear Sarah,

We trust these pieces will enhance your remarkable presence. Enclosed are three sets from our exclusive line, designed for Saturday’s presentation. Each is accompanied by a guide for the required poses, emphasizing fluidity and engagement with the audience. We agree to your conditions: strap adjustments above the waist only, audience limited to us and our investor, Mr. Kael Vance, a musician and potential partner in our firm. Interactive elements will involve verbal feedback, pose adjustments, and seated observation for quality assessment, all within your specified limits. The £150,000 compensation covers all requirements. We look forward to an extraordinary evening.

Edward Jones & Marcus Davies

Sarah set the note down, her jaw tight. “Kael Vance. Sounds like a rapper, alright. And they agreed to our rules… mostly. But ‘seated observation’? That’s still… intense.”

She pulled out the first set—a black leather bra with thin straps and matching bottoms, connected by delicate silver chains, more about framing the body than covering it. The second was a sheer emerald bodysuit, its fabric so fine it was nearly transparent, with minimal lace patches for modesty. The third was a red corset with garters and a thong, the corset structured with boning, the thong so small it barely existed.

“Fuck,” Mark breathed, his eyes wide. “This is… next level.”

Sarah held up the emerald bodysuit, the fabric shimmering faintly. “Next level? This is a fucking costume. And look—” She pulled out a printed sheet, scanning it. “Poses. ‘Reclining on a chaise, legs extended, one hand on hip.’ ‘Standing, back arched, hands behind head.’ ‘Seated on a bench, legs slightly apart, torso forward.’ They’ve got a whole damn script.”

Mark took the sheet, reading it, his voice low. “Interactive, too. ‘Respond to verbal cues for pose adjustments.’ ‘Allow strap adjustments to ensure fit.’ ‘Sit for close observation to assess fabric quality.’ They want you… fully engaged.”

Sarah’s eyes flashed, a mix of anger and intrigue. “Engaged. Like a fucking exhibit. Strap adjustments, sitting for them to stare… and Kael Vance? Who the hell is he? Some rapper thinking he’s getting a private show?”

Mark set the sheet down, his hand brushing hers. “We’ll look him up. But you can handle this, Sarah. You’ve been handling it—beach, restaurant, shoe store. This is… bigger, but you’ll still be in control.”

She laughed, a soft, disbelieving sound, tossing the bodysuit back into the box. “Control. With their hands on my straps, staring at my shaved pussy in this… tissue paper? You’re still okay with this?”

Mark’s jaw tightened, his voice rough. “Yeah. I am. Because it’s you. You’re not their toy—you’re their fucking queen. They can adjust a strap, look all they want, but you’ll be the one running the show. And I’ll be there, watching you dominate.”

Sarah’s breath caught, her eyes locking onto his. “Queen. You’re gonna regret that if I end up hating this.”

He grinned, stepping closer. “I’ll take that chance. So… we’re doing this? Saturday, their rules, our boundaries?”

She took a deep breath, her voice steady, resolute. “Yeah. We’re doing it. I’m… terrified, but I’m in. I want to see if I can… own it. Like you said.”

Mark’s smile was intense, his hand squeezing hers. “That’s my girl. Saturday, 7 PM. You’re gonna blow their minds.”

Sarah pulled her hand back, her smile sly. “Blow their minds. Or scare the shit out of them. Either way, it’s my show.”



The rest of Friday passed in a blur of shop work and quiet preparation. Sarah tried on the lingerie in the back room, alone, her hands trembling as she adjusted the chains, the sheer fabric, the corset’s tight lacing. The mirror showed a woman transformed—bold, exposed, commanding. She practiced the poses, her movements hesitant at first, then smoother, her confidence growing as she imagined the three men watching, their hands limited to straps, their eyes hungry but powerless. Mark stayed out front, giving her space, but his occasional glances through the door were charged with anticipation.

They researched Kael Vance that evening, finding a profile on a music news site. A rising rapper, mid-thirties, known for flashy videos and a sharp business mind, recently diversifying into fashion investments. His photo showed a tall, muscular man with a shaved head, tattoos peeking from his collar, his smile confident, almost cocky. Sarah’s stomach twisted, but the information grounded her—no mystery, just another player in their game.

Saturday morning, they sat in the kitchen, the black package on the table, a tangible reminder of what lay ahead. Sarah, in a loose t-shirt and shorts, her hair down, sipped coffee, her eyes distant. Mark, unshaven, his t-shirt rumpled, watched her, the air thick with unspoken questions.

“You ready?” he asked, his voice low.

She set her mug down, her eyes meeting his. “Ready as I’ll ever be. I shaved… everything. Feels… strange. Like I’m already on display.”

He nodded, his eyes dark. “You’re gonna kill it. Their lingerie, their poses, their… adjustments. You’ll make it yours.”

Sarah’s lips twitched, a mix of nerves and defiance. “Mine. Yeah. Let’s hope I don’t lose it when they’re tugging at my straps or staring at me on that bench.”

“You won’t,” he said, his voice firm. “You’re Sarah. You owned Tom. You’ll own them—Jones, Davies, and this Vance guy.”

She stood, grabbing the package, her voice steady. “Let’s get this over with. Hampstead, 7 PM. My show.”

The air between them crackled, the decision made, the rules set. The mansion waited, a stage for Sarah’s boldest performance yet, with three men watching, their hands permitted only for straps, their eyes assessing her up close. The £150,000 promised freedom, but the real stakes were power—hers to wield, theirs to witness. Saturday night would redefine them, and they were ready to cross the threshold.


Chapter 12

The Stage Is Set




The drive to Hampstead was tense, the car’s engine a low hum as Mark steered through narrow, tree-lined roads. Sarah, in a fitted black dress that traced her athletic frame, stared out the window, her dark blonde hair pulled into a tight bun, her green eyes distant, clouded with apprehension. The black package from J&D Acquisitions sat in the backseat, holding three sets of lingerie and a pose guide that felt more like a contract for exposure. Mark, in a pressed shirt and slacks, gripped the wheel, his unshaven jaw set, his mind cycling through Sarah’s shoe store boldness, their negotiated rules, and the £150,000 prize waiting at the end of this night.

“You doing alright?” he asked, his voice low, cutting through the silence as they passed gated estates.

Sarah’s fingers tightened on her purse, her tone sharp. “Alright? I’m about to walk into a mansion, strip for three strangers, and let them mess with my straps. No, Mark, I’m not alright.”

He glanced at her, his expression steady but concerned. “We can turn around. Right now. Forget the money, go home.”

She let out a harsh laugh, her freckles standing out against her pale skin. “Turn around? After I shaved every inch below my neck? After we agreed to this? No way. I’m nervous as hell, but I’m doing it. I need to see if I can… handle this.”

Mark nodded, his grip on the wheel loosening slightly. “You can. You’ve been handling it—beach, restaurant, that shoe store kid who’s probably still reeling. This is just a bigger stage. You’ll own it.”

Her lips curved faintly, a mix of defiance and uncertainty. “Own it. Sure. Let’s see if I feel that when their hands are on me.”

He reached for her hand, his touch warm, firm. “Hands on straps, above the waist. We set the rules. I’m there, making sure they stick to them.”

Sarah squeezed his hand briefly, then pulled away, her voice low. “There. Watching them, or watching me? Be honest, Mark. You’re… into this, aren’t you?”

He met her gaze, his tone raw. “Yeah, I am. Not because they’re touching you, but because you’re… unstoppable. You’re going to walk in there and make them lose their minds. That’s what gets me.”

She turned back to the window, her breath uneven. “Lose their minds. Okay. Just get us there.”



The mansion sprawled at the end of a gravel drive, a sleek fortress of glass and steel, its lights sharp against the evening sky. A valet in a crisp uniform took their car, and a butler, expressionless, led them through a marble foyer to a set of double doors. Sarah’s heels clicked on the floor, her dress shifting with each step, her pulse racing. Mark carried the package, his posture tense, his eyes scanning the lavish surroundings.

The doors opened to a room lit with clinical precision, black-paneled walls absorbing the focused spotlights overhead. Three leather chairs, stark and modern, faced a single crimson velvet chair positioned center-stage, its plush surface a deliberate focal point. A gold workout bench stood to one side, its curves gleaming, less fitness equipment and more prop. A table held a champagne bottle and four glasses, a gesture that felt like a calculated display of control.

Mr. Jones and Mr. Davies stood near the chairs, their presence commanding, but their attire caught Mark off guard—high-end athletic shorts and fitted white t-shirts, casual wealth that cost more than most people’s rent. Jones, tall and broad, his dark skin contrasting with his shirt, projected quiet authority. Davies, leaner, his angular face lit with a predatory smile, radiated charm with an edge. The third man, Kael Vance, leaned against the bench, his muscular build filling out his own shorts and t-shirt, tattoos snaking up his arms, his shaved head catching the light. His dark eyes flicked over Sarah, his smile confident, almost taunting.

“Mark, Sarah,” Jones said, his voice a deep, steady rumble, stepping forward. “You found us. No issues?”

“None,” Mark replied, his tone clipped, setting the package on the table. “Nice setup. Looks like a damn studio.”

Davies chuckled, his eyes lingering on Sarah’s dress. “We aim to set the right tone. And you, Sarah… you’re looking ready for the spotlight.”

Sarah’s jaw tightened, her voice cool. “Ready. Where do I change? Let’s get this started.”

Vance pushed off the bench, his drawl thick with a faint American edge. “Eager, huh? I like it. Screen’s in the corner.” He nodded at a black lacquer partition, its surface gleaming. “But first, we need to check something.”

Mark moved closer to Sarah, his voice sharp. “Check what? We sent our rules. You agreed to them.”

Jones raised a hand, his expression calm but firm. “We did. Strap adjustments, above the waist, three of us only. But the shaving—full body, below the neck. It’s critical for the lingerie’s presentation. We need to… confirm it. Visually.”

Sarah’s breath caught, her eyes narrowing. “Confirm it? You want me to lift my dress and show you my pussy before we start? Are you serious?”

Davies’s smile widened, his tone smooth, persuasive. “Not a show, Sarah. A quick verification. To ensure you’re prepared. Our investor—Kael—expects everything to be perfect.”

Vance leaned in, his grin bold. “Yeah, babe. Gotta see that smooth skin. Make sure you’re ready for the hands-on stuff. Let’s see you’re all in.”

Mark’s fists clenched, his voice low, tense. “That wasn’t part of the deal. You’re already pushing.”

Jones met Mark’s gaze, his tone even but unyielding. “It’s a small request, Mark. A moment’s exposure for £150,000. And… we’ll add £5,000, wired tonight, if Sarah complies now.”

Sarah’s head snapped to Mark, her voice low, heated. “£5,000? For flashing them before I even change? They’re out of their minds.”

Mark’s eyes searched hers, his tone urgent. “Your call, Sarah. We can walk. Right now.”

Her heart pounded, the promise of £155,000—a number that could erase their debts, secure their future—clashing with her unease. The control she’d felt at the shoe store, the restaurant, the beach surged within her, tempered by nerves. “Walk? And lose it all? No.” She turned to Jones, her voice hard. “You want to see? Look.”

She lifted her dress, exposing her bare, shaved pussy, the smooth skin stark under the lights. The three men’s eyes locked on her—Jones’s analytical, Davies’s eager, Vance’s openly appreciative. The moment stretched, heavy with tension, until Sarah dropped the dress, her cheeks flushed but her stance firm.

“Satisfied?” she asked, her tone biting.

Vance nodded, his grin wide. “Hell yeah. You’re good to go. First set, let’s do this.”

Jones gestured to the screen. “Change when you’re ready. We’ll prepare.”

Sarah grabbed the package, her hands steady despite a slight tremble, and moved behind the screen. Mark turned to the men, his voice low, edged. “That was a cheap move. Don’t try it again. Straps only, above the waist. Clear?”

Davies raised his hands, his smile disarming. “Clear, Mark. Just ensuring quality. You’ll see—it’s worth it.”



Behind the screen, Sarah’s hands shook as she slipped off her dress, the air cool against her bare skin. She opened the package, pulling out the first set—a black leather bra with thin straps and matching bottoms, linked by silver chains that draped across her stomach, designed to reveal more than conceal. The bra lifted her breasts, the chains glinting, the bottoms cut high, barely covering her shaved pussy. She adjusted the straps, her reflection in a small mirror showing a woman poised between vulnerability and strength. Taking a deep breath, she stepped out, her heels clicking on the hardwood, her posture stiff but her eyes fierce.

The room went silent, the three men turning, their gazes intense. Jones sat in the center chair, Davies to his left, Vance to his right, their casual attire—high-end shorts and white t-shirts—jarring against the room’s formality. Sarah walked to the velvet chair, sitting with her legs crossed, the chains catching the light, her shaved skin faintly visible through the bottoms’ thin fabric.

“Damn,” Vance muttered, his voice low, his eyes fixed on the chains. “That’s… serious.”

Davies leaned forward, his smile sharp. “Impressive. The leather’s ideal. But… we need to check the fit. May we?”

Sarah’s pulse raced, her voice steady but tight. “Straps. Above the waist. Go ahead.”

Jones stood, his movements controlled, approaching with a professional air. His fingers brushed the bra’s straps, adjusting them slightly, his touch light but deliberate. “Good structure,” he said, his voice calm, his eyes meeting hers. “But the lower chains… they’re not aligned properly.”

Sarah’s breath hitched, her eyes flicking to Mark, who stood by the door, his hands balled into fists. “Lower chains? That’s below the waist. We agreed no.”

Davies rose, his tone smooth, coaxing. “A small adjustment, Sarah. The chains need to sit right against… your lower body. It’s about the fit—critical for our assessment.”

Vance stayed seated, his grin bold. “Yeah, we gotta make sure it’s snug down there. Looks good, but… needs a tweak.”

Mark stepped forward, his voice sharp. “No way. You agreed—straps, above the waist. You’re crossing a line.”

Jones turned to Mark, his expression calm but calculated. “We understand, Mark. But the fit is essential. Our investor—Kael—needs to see perfection. Another £35,000, wired tonight, if Sarah allows a brief adjustment to the chains. Just a touch, to ensure alignment.”

Sarah’s eyes widened, her voice a low hiss. “Another £5,000? For touching my pussy? You’re pushing it.”

Mark’s face reddened, his tone urgent. “Sarah, this is too much. We don’t need this. Let’s go.”

Her mind raced—£160,000 total, enough to buy the shop, clear the mortgage, live without fear. The control she’d wielded at the shoe store, the restaurant, the beach burned within her, clashing with her apprehension. “Go? And lose everything? No.” She turned to Jones, her voice firm. “Do it. Chains only. You stop when I say.”

Jones nodded, his fingers moving to the chain at her hip, brushing her shaved pussy lips, the contact brief but startling, sending a shiver through her. Sarah tensed, her eyes locked on his, unyielding. Davies stepped closer, his fingers on the opposite chain, pressing lightly against her sensitive skin, his touch lingering slightly, testing her resolve. “This is… precise,” he said, his eyes intense, his fingers grazing her pussy again.

Vance stood, his grin wide, joining them. “Let me check.” His fingers adjusted the chain, bolder, pressing against her pussy lips, the touch deliberate, almost challenging. “Fits nice,” he said, his eyes meeting hers.

Sarah’s cheeks burned, her voice sharp. “That’s enough. You’ve checked. Sit down.”

The men stepped back to their chairs, their gazes still fixed on her, a mix of professional scrutiny and restrained desire. Mark’s face was a storm of anger and fascination, his voice low. “You okay?”

She nodded, her tone steady. “Yeah. I’m… fine. Let’s keep going.”

Jones picked up the pose guide, his voice calm but authoritative. “First pose. Recline on the bench, legs extended, hand on hip. We’ll provide feedback.”

Sarah moved to the gold workout bench, her heels clicking, the chains shifting with each step. She reclined, legs stretched out, one hand on her hip, the leather and chains framing her body under the spotlights. The men’s eyes followed her, their attention a blend of evaluation and hunger.

“Extend your legs further,” Davies said, his voice low, direct. “Show how the chains drape.”

Sarah parted her legs slightly, the bottoms shifting, her shaved pussy faintly visible through the thin fabric. Vance leaned forward, his tone casual but pointed. “Angle your hips. Let’s see the fit.”

She adjusted, her hips tilting, the chains pulling taut, her pussy lips outlined clearly. Mark’s breath caught, his eyes locked on her, a mix of protectiveness and unwilling arousal stirring within him.

Jones nodded, his voice even. “Good. Now, seated pose. Velvet chair, legs apart, lean forward.”

Sarah stood, moving to the crimson chair, sitting with her legs spread just enough to follow the guide, her torso leaning forward, the bra’s straps tight, the chains dangling. The men’s eyes zeroed in, their focus intense, professional but charged.

“Move closer,” Vance said, his voice low. “We need to see the fabric’s texture. Slide to the edge.”

Sarah’s jaw tightened, but she slid forward, her legs parting wider, the bottoms barely covering her. The men leaned in, their faces close, studying the leather, the chains, her exposed skin. Davies’s tone was smooth, persuasive. “The fit’s… nearly perfect. But the bottom chain’s off-center. One more adjustment, Sarah.”

Her eyes flicked to Mark, her voice low, tense. “Another adjustment? You’re testing me.”

Jones raised a hand, his tone measured but firm. “We know. But precision is critical. Another £20,000, wired tonight. One final check, just the chain, to ensure it aligns with your body.”

Mark’s voice was a growl. “£20,000? You’re trying to buy her now. This is too far.”

Sarah held up a hand, her voice cutting through. “Mark, stop. £20,000. That’s… everything. The shop, the house, our future.” She turned to Jones, her eyes fierce. “Do it. Chain only. Last time.”

Jones nodded, his fingers moving to the chain, pressing against her pussy lips, his touch firm, lingering just long enough to push her boundaries. Davies’s fingers followed, adjusting the opposite chain, his press bolder, grazing her sensitive skin, a faint smile on his lips. Vance’s touch was the most direct, his fingers sliding the chain, knuckles brushing her pussy, his expression unapologetic. “Fits like it was made for you,” he said, his eyes locked on hers.

Sarah’s body trembled, but her voice was steel. “Done. Get back to your chairs.”

The men retreated, their expressions a mix of satisfaction and restraint. Sarah stood, moving to the next pose, her posture defiant, her eyes burning with a resolve that hadn’t wavered, even as their touches had crossed lines she’d never anticipated.

Mark stepped closer, his voice a whisper. “Sarah… you still good?”

She met his gaze, her voice firm. “I’m good. I’m in control. Let’s finish this.”

Jones nodded, his voice calm. “Next set. When you’re ready.”



Behind the screen, Sarah stripped off the leather set, the chains clinking as she set them aside. Her skin felt alive, the memory of their touches—Jones’s deliberate press, Davies’s sly graze, Vance’s bold contact—etched in her mind. She took a deep breath, pulling out the second set, the sheer emerald bodysuit, its fabric so thin it was nearly transparent. The anticipation of your instructions for the second set’s actions hung over her, a hint of further challenges, but for now, she focused on the moment—slipping into the bodysuit, adjusting its delicate straps, preparing to step back into the spotlight.

The room waited, the three men in their chairs, their casual attire a stark contrast to the intensity of their focus. Mark stood by the door, his eyes fixed on the screen, his heart pounding with a mix of unease, fascination, and pride. The gold bench gleamed, the velvet chair stood ready, and the air was thick with the unspoken reality that this night, this presentation, was pushing them all into a raw, uncharted territory.

Sarah’s heels clicked as she emerged, the emerald bodysuit clinging to her shaved skin, the lace patches doing little to conceal her. She moved to the velvet chair, her posture unyielding, her eyes meeting each man’s in turn—Jones, Davies, Vance. The presentation was far from over, and she was ready to test her limits, wield her power, and claim the stage.


Chapter 13

The Line Blurs




The air behind the screen was thick, charged with the residue of the first set’s intensity. Sarah’s hands trembled as she peeled off the black leather bra and bottoms, the silver chains clinking as they hit the floor. Her skin prickled, the memory of Jones’s deliberate touch, Davies’s lingering graze, and Vance’s brazen press against her pussy lips etched into her nerves. She stood naked, the cool air of the mansion’s presentation room raising goosebumps, her shaved skin hypersensitive. The black package lay open, the sheer emerald bodysuit waiting, its fabric so thin it looked like a whisper. She took a shaky breath, her reflection in the small mirror showing a woman caught between defiance and something new—a flicker of curiosity, maybe even desire, sparked by the power she’d wielded despite their boundary-pushing hands.

She slipped into the bodysuit, the material clinging like a second skin, its lace patches barely covering her nipples and pussy, leaving her shaved body starkly visible. The straps were delicate, digging slightly into her shoulders, the fit so tight it outlined every curve of her athletic frame. Sarah adjusted the fabric, her fingers brushing her sensitive skin, a faint warmth stirring in her core—unwelcome, confusing, but undeniable. The first set had been a test, and she’d passed, holding her ground even as their touches crossed lines. This set, more revealing, promised a steeper challenge, and the subtle shift in her body’s response unnerved her.

Mark’s voice came through the screen, low and tense. “You good, Sarah? Need a minute?”

She squared her shoulders, her voice steady but edged. “I’m fine. Just… getting ready. This thing’s barely clothing.”

“Take your time,” he said, his tone laced with concern and something else—anticipation, maybe. “You’re in control.”

Control. The word echoed, a lifeline she clung to as she stepped out, her heels clicking on the hardwood, her posture rigid but her green eyes sharp. The professionally lit room felt smaller now, the spotlights harsher, illuminating the three leather chairs where Jones, Davies, and Vance sat, their high-end shorts and white t-shirts a casual mockery of the formal setting. The crimson velvet chair stood center-stage, the gold workout bench gleaming to one side, both props waiting for her performance. The table with its champagne bottle and glasses seemed almost forgotten, a relic of civility in a room growing heavier with intent.

The men’s eyes locked onto her as she emerged, the emerald bodysuit leaving little to the imagination. Jones, broad and imposing, leaned back, his dark eyes analytical but intense. Davies, lean and sharp-featured, smiled, his gaze hungry, cutting. Vance, muscular and tattooed, grinned, his expression bold, almost taunting.

“Shit,” Vance said, his voice low, his eyes raking over her. “That’s… next level. You’re killing it.”

Davies tilted his head, his smile widening. “Stunning. The fabric’s perfect—sheer, bold. But… we need to inspect the fit. Closely.”

Sarah’s pulse quickened, her voice cool but wary. “Inspect? You mean straps, above the waist. Like we agreed.”

Jones stood, his movements precise, his voice calm but commanding. “Of course. But this set… it’s designed for intimacy. The inner lining needs to align perfectly with your body. We’ll start with the straps.”

Mark, standing near the door, shifted, his voice sharp. “Straps. That’s it. Don’t start rewriting the rules.”

Vance chuckled, leaning forward, his eyes fixed on Sarah’s barely covered pussy. “Relax, man. We’re just making sure it’s right. Gotta check the goods, you know?”

Sarah’s jaw tightened, but she nodded, sitting on the velvet chair, her legs crossed, the bodysuit’s thin fabric shifting, revealing more of her shaved skin. “Go ahead. Straps. Let’s get this over with.”

Jones approached first, his fingers brushing the bodysuit’s shoulder straps, adjusting them with a clinical touch, his eyes meeting hers. “Good tension,” he said, his voice low. “But the inner lining… it’s not sitting flush. We need to check the lower fit.”

Sarah’s breath caught, her eyes darting to Mark, who stepped forward, his voice hard. “Lower fit? That’s below the waist. We said no.”

Davies rose, his tone smooth, persuasive. “A minor inspection, Sarah. The lining needs to hug… your most sensitive areas. It’s about comfort, quality. We can’t assess it otherwise.”

Vance grinned, his voice bold but controlled. “Yeah, babe. Gotta make sure it’s not chafing down there. We need to see inside.”

Sarah’s heart pounded, her voice sharp. “Inside? You want to pull this thing open and look at my pussy? That’s way past straps.”

Jones raised a hand, his expression steady. “We understand the concern. But the fit is critical. Our investor—Kael—needs to know it’s flawless. We’ll add £5,000, wired tonight, if you allow a brief inspection of the inner lining. Just a look, to ensure alignment.”

Mark’s fists clenched, his voice a low growl. “£5,000? You’re trying to buy her exposure now. This is bullshit.”

Sarah’s mind raced—£185,000 total, a step closer to freedom, to owning their shop outright. The power she’d felt in the first set, holding their gazes even as their hands crossed lines, stirred within her. But this was bolder, more invasive. Her body, though, betrayed a faint warmth, a confusing spark of arousal at the thought of their eyes, their focus, on her most private skin. “Mark, hold on,” she said, her voice low, steady. “£5,000. That’s… real money. I can handle this.” She turned to Jones, her eyes fierce. “Just a look. You don’t touch. Clear?”

Jones nodded, his voice calm. “Clear. Please, adjust the bodysuit.”

Sarah’s hands trembled as she reached down, pulling the bodysuit’s lower fabric aside, completely exposing her shaved pussy lips, the smooth skin stark under the lights. The men’s eyes locked on, Jones’s gaze measured, Davies’s eager, Vance’s openly appreciative. The exposure was raw, deliberate, and Sarah felt a strange mix of vulnerability and power, her body responding with a faint heat she couldn’t ignore.

“Perfect,” Davies said, his voice low, his eyes fixed on her exposed skin. “The lining’s… aligned. But… we need to ensure it’s comfortable. No irritation.”

Sarah’s breath hitched, her voice tense. “Comfortable? You’ve seen it. That’s enough.”

Vance leaned forward, his grin bold. “Not quite, babe. We gotta check the fabric against your skin. Make sure it’s not rubbing you wrong. Gotta… feel it.”

Mark stepped closer, his voice sharp. “Feel it? You’re out of your damn minds. That’s not in the deal.”

Jones turned to Mark, his tone even but firm. “We hear you, Mark. But comfort is key for our clientele. Another £5,000, wired tonight, if Sarah allows a brief touch to assess the fabric’s interaction with her skin. Purely professional.”

Sarah’s eyes widened, her voice low, heated. “£5,000 to touch my pussy? You’re really pushing it.”

Mark’s face was red, his voice urgent. “Sarah, this is too far. We don’t need this money. Let’s walk.”

Her heart raced—£190,000 now, a number that could change their lives forever. The first set’s touches had been invasive, but she’d held her ground, felt the power in their hunger, their restraint. Now, her body was responding, a subtle warmth spreading, her arousal a traitor she couldn’t fully suppress. “Mark, wait,” she said, her voice steady, resolute. “£5,000. That’s… the mortgage, the shop. I can do this.” She turned to Jones, her eyes hard. “Touch only. To check the fabric. You stop when I say.”

Jones nodded, his fingers moving to the bodysuit’s lower edge, gently pulling it aside, exposing her pussy completely again. His touch was light, brushing her pussy lips, rubbing the fabric against her skin, the contact clinical but intimate. Sarah tensed, her breath catching, but the warmth in her core grew, a confusing mix of shame and thrill. Davies stepped up, his fingers following, rubbing the fabric against her pussy, his touch slightly firmer, his eyes locked on hers. “Feels… smooth,” he said, his voice low, his fingers lingering.

Vance joined, his touch bolder, rubbing the fabric against her pussy lips, his fingers pressing just enough to feel her response. “No discomfort here,” he said, his grin sharp. “You good, babe? This rubbing okay?”

Sarah’s cheeks flushed, her voice tight but steady. “It’s… fine. No irritation. You’re done.”

The men stepped back, returning to their chairs, their gazes still intense, a mix of professional assessment and growing boldness. Sarah’s body hummed, the arousal she’d felt—a faint, unwelcome spark—now undeniable, making her more cooperative, her resistance softening. Mark’s face was a mask of anger and fascination, his voice low. “Sarah… you holding up?”

She nodded, her tone firm but softer. “I’m okay, Mark. I… I’ve got this. Let’s move on.”

Jones picked up the pose guide, his voice calm but direct. “Next pose. Stand, back arched, hands behind head. We’ll provide feedback.”

Sarah stood, moving to the center of the room, her heels clicking, the bodysuit’s sheer fabric shifting, revealing her shaved pussy with every step. She arched her back, hands behind her head, the pose exposing her body fully, the lace patches doing little to conceal her nipples or pussy. The men’s eyes followed, their focus sharper, their confidence growing.

“Turn slightly,” Davies said, his voice low, authoritative. “Show the fabric’s stretch.”

Sarah pivoted, the bodysuit pulling taut, her pussy lips faintly visible through the thin material. Vance leaned forward, his tone casual but pointed. “Nice. Lean back more. Let’s see how it holds.”

She leaned back, the pose accentuating her curves, the bodysuit’s fabric clinging, her arousal a subtle heat she couldn’t ignore. Mark’s breath was uneven, his eyes locked on her, a mix of protectiveness and a growing, conflicted desire stirring within him.

Jones nodded, his voice steady. “Effective. Now, seated pose. Velvet chair, legs apart, lean forward.”

Sarah moved to the crimson chair, sitting with her legs spread wider than before, her torso leaning forward, the bodysuit’s straps digging into her shoulders, the lace patch over her pussy barely holding. The men’s eyes zeroed in, their scrutiny intense, their boldness palpable.

“Slide to the edge,” Vance said, his voice low, direct. “We need to see the fabric up close.”

Sarah’s jaw clenched, but she complied, sliding forward, her legs parting further, the bodysuit’s lower fabric shifting, exposing her pussy lips more clearly. The men leaned in, their faces close, studying the material, her skin, their focus a mix of evaluation and desire. Davies’s tone was smooth, coaxing. “The lining’s… close, but we need to check for comfort again. One more inspection, Sarah.”

Her eyes flicked to Mark, her voice low, less resistant now. “Another check? You’re… persistent.”

Jones raised a hand, his tone measured. “We know. But comfort is critical. Another £5,000, wired tonight. One final touch, to ensure the fabric isn’t causing discomfort.”

Mark’s voice was tense, but quieter. “Sarah, you don’t have to. This is… a lot.”

Her heart raced—£195,000 now, a fortune that could secure their future. The first set’s touches had pushed her, but she’d felt the power, the thrill, and now her body was responding, the arousal making her more open, her cooperation growing. “Mark, it’s okay,” she said, her voice softer, almost inviting. “£5,000. I can handle it.” She turned to Jones, her eyes steady, a hint of curiosity in them. “Go ahead. Check the fabric. Be quick.”

Jones nodded, his fingers pulling the bodysuit’s lower fabric aside, exposing her pussy completely, rubbing the material against her pussy lips, his touch firm but controlled. Sarah’s breath caught, the warmth in her core flaring, her arousal evident in the slight flush of her skin. Davies’s fingers followed, rubbing the fabric against her pussy, his touch bolder, his eyes searching hers for a reaction. “No issues here,” he said, his voice low, his fingers lingering slightly.

Vance’s touch was the most direct, rubbing the fabric against her pussy lips, his fingers pressing just enough to feel her warmth, his grin confident. “You’re good, right? No discomfort?”

Sarah’s voice was steady, but her tone was softer, more compliant. “It’s… fine. No problems. You’re done.”

The men stepped back, their gazes still locked on her, their boldness tempered by her cooperation, her subtle shift in behavior—a willingness to engage, to accept their actions—fueling their confidence. Sarah stood, moving to the next pose, her posture still defiant but her eyes holding a new glint, a mix of control and curiosity, her arousal a quiet force she was beginning to acknowledge.

Mark stepped closer, his voice a whisper, concern mingling with fascination. “Sarah… you sure you’re okay? You seem… different.”

She met his gaze, her voice low, steady, with a hint of something new. “I’m okay, Mark. I’m… handling it. Maybe even… liking it, a little. Let’s keep going.”

Jones nodded, his voice calm. “Next set. When you’re ready.”



Behind the screen, Sarah stripped off the emerald bodysuit, the fabric sliding off her skin, leaving her bare and buzzing with a mix of nerves and unexpected desire. Her body felt alive, the touches—Jones’s controlled rub, Davies’s bold press, Vance’s confident graze—igniting a warmth she hadn’t anticipated. She took a deep breath, preparing for the third set, the red corset with garters and a thong, its promise of further exposure looming. Your instructions for the third set’s actions waited, a shadow of new challenges, but for now, she focused on the present—readying herself to step back into the room, to face the men’s growing boldness, to navigate the blurred line between control and surrender.

The room waited, the three men in their chairs, their casual attire a stark contrast to the intensity of their focus. Mark stood by the door, his eyes fixed on the screen, his heart pounding with unease, fascination, and a growing awareness of Sarah’s shift. The gold bench gleamed, the velvet chair stood ready, and the air was heavy with the reality that this night, this presentation, was pushing them all into uncharted territory.

Sarah’s heels clicked as she prepared to emerge, the red corset waiting, her posture unyielding but her body betraying a new openness, a willingness to engage. The presentation was far from over, and she was ready to test her limits, wield her power, and explore the unexpected desire stirring within her.


Chapter 14

The Edge of Control




The silence behind the lacquer screen was deafening, broken only by the faint rustle of fabric as Sarah stripped off the emerald bodysuit. Her skin buzzed, raw from the investors’ touches—Jones’s measured rubs, Davies’s sly presses, Vance’s brazen grazes. Each contact had left a mark, not physical but visceral, stirring a heat she couldn’t ignore. Her hands shook as she folded the sheer material, setting it aside. The black package lay open, the final set waiting: a red corset with garters and a thong so minimal it was more suggestion than garment. She took a steadying breath, her pulse hammering. The first two sets had pushed her limits; this one, designed for exposure, promised to shatter them.

“Sarah?” Mark’s voice came through, low, strained. “You holding up? That last set… they went too far.”

She slipped the corset on, the boning cinching her waist, forcing her posture rigid. “I’m fine, Mark. They’re testing us. I handled it.”

“You shouldn’t have to handle that,” he said, his tone sharp. “Touching you like that? That wasn’t the deal.”

She fastened the garters, the thong’s thin strap settling between her thighs, barely covering her. “It was £5,000. We’re at £195,000 now. You want to walk away from that?”

“No, but—” He stopped, exhaling hard. “You’re different. Softer with them. Like you’re… okay with it.”

She stepped into the heels, adjusting the corset’s straps. “I’m not okay. I’m surviving. Maybe… feeling something else, too. Let’s just get through this.”

“Feeling what?” His voice dropped, urgent. “Sarah, talk to me.”

She paused, her fingers on the screen’s edge. “Power. Even when they touch me, I’m the one they’re watching. It’s… intense. You feel it too, don’t you?”

A beat of silence. “Yeah. Watching them… watching you. It’s fucked up, but it’s… like nothing else.”

“Then let’s finish it,” she said, her voice firm. “My show, right?”

“Right,” he said, quieter. “You’re… incredible.”

She pushed the screen aside, stepping into the room, the red corset gleaming under the spotlights. The boning lifted her breasts, the garters framing her hips, the thong a fragile barrier against her shaved skin. The three men—Jones, Davies, Vance—sat in their leather chairs, their high-end shorts and t-shirts absurdly casual against the room’s stark formality. Their eyes snapped to her, sharp, hungry, bolder than before.

“Fuck me,” Vance said, leaning forward, his tattoos flexing. “That’s… damn. You’re serving looks, babe.”

Davies smirked, his angular face lit with interest. “Bold choice. The corset’s a statement. But we need to see it move. Can you walk for us?”

Sarah’s heels clicked as she crossed to the crimson chair, her movements deliberate, the thong shifting with each step. “Walk? Sure. Where to?”

Jones, his broad frame steady, gestured to the gold workout bench. “There. Stand by it. We’ll start with the poses.”

Mark, near the door, shifted, his voice tight. “Poses, fine. But no more ‘inspections’ unless it’s straps, above the waist.”

Vance chuckled, his grin wide. “Chill, man. We’re sticking to the rules. Mostly. Just need to see the fit.”

Sarah reached the bench, turning to face them, her hands on her hips. “Mostly? You’re already bending things. Say what you want, clear.”

Davies leaned back, his eyes tracing the corset’s lines. “Clear? Alright. The thong’s… minimal. We need to check its placement. Ensure it’s not… restrictive.”

Her jaw tightened, her voice sharp. “Placement? You mean you want to stare at my pussy again. Call it what it is.”

Jones raised a hand, his voice calm, authoritative. “We’re assessing the garment, Sarah. The thong’s design is key. A quick check to ensure it’s sitting right. £5,000, wired tonight, if you allow it.”

Mark stepped forward, his fists clenched. “Another £5,000? You’re buying her exposure piece by piece. This is bullshit.”

Sarah’s pulse raced, the number—£200,000—flashing in her mind. The corset’s tight grip grounded her, her earlier power surging back. “Mark, hold on. £5,000. That’s… everything. I can do this.” She turned to Jones, her eyes hard. “Just a check. No touching. You look, that’s it.”

Jones nodded, his gaze steady. “Agreed. Please, adjust the thong.”

She hooked her fingers under the thong’s strap, pulling it aside, exposing her pussy lips, the smooth skin stark under the lights. The men’s eyes locked on—Jones’s measured, Davies’s eager, Vance’s bold. The moment was raw, her vulnerability clashing with a growing heat in her core, a spark she couldn’t suppress.

“Looks good,” Davies said, his voice low, his eyes fixed on her. “But… we need to see it in motion. Can you sit on the bench?”

Sarah let the thong snap back, her voice tense. “Sit? Fine. Which pose?”

Vance pointed to the pose guide on the table. “The reclining one. Back on the bench, legs up. We’ll guide you.”

Mark’s voice cut through, sharp. “Guide her? You’re not touching her. That’s not in the rules.”

Jones turned to Mark, his tone even. “We’re not touching, Mark. Just directing. But… the pose requires specific positioning. We’d like you to assist, to ensure accuracy.”

Sarah’s eyes snapped to Jones, her voice wary. “Assist how? What’s Mark doing?”

Davies smirked, his tone smooth. “He’ll position your legs. Hold them up, to your chest. It shows the thong’s fit… fully.”

Her stomach twisted, her voice low, heated. “You want Mark to hold my legs up? So you can all stare at my pussy like it’s a fucking exhibit?”

Vance grinned, leaning forward. “Pretty much. It’s the best way to see the design. You cool with that, babe?”

Mark’s face reddened, his voice a growl. “You’re out of your minds. That’s not a pose, that’s… pornographic.”

Sarah held up a hand, her voice steady, though her pulse hammered. “Mark, wait. £5,000 more. That’s £205,000. We’re so close.” She turned to Jones, her eyes fierce. “Mark holds my legs. You look, no touching. That’s the deal.”

Jones nodded, his voice calm. “Deal. £5,000, wired tonight. Please, proceed.”

Sarah moved to the bench, lying back, the cold metal chilling her skin through the corset. She glanced at Mark, her voice low. “You okay with this? Holding me… like that?”

Mark approached, his eyes dark, conflicted. “I’m not okay with any of this. But… if you’re sure, I’ll do it.”

“I’m sure,” she said, her tone firm, though a tremor ran through her. “Just… do it.”

He positioned himself at the bench’s end, his hands hesitating before gripping her ankles. “Tell me if it’s too much,” he whispered.

She nodded, her breath shallow. “Go ahead.”

Mark lifted her legs, pulling them toward her chest, her knees bending, her pussy exposed under the thong’s thin strap. The position was stark, her puffy lips visible, the corset’s garters framing her thighs. The men’s eyes zeroed in, their focus intense, bolder than before.

“Damn,” Vance said, his voice low, his eyes locked on her. “That’s… perfect. The thong’s holding up.”

Davies leaned forward, his tone clinical but eager. “It’s effective. But… we need to see the fabric’s tension. Can you spread her legs slightly, Mark?”

Sarah’s breath caught, her voice sharp. “Spread my legs? You’re pushing it.”

Jones raised a hand, his tone steady. “It’s about the garment, Sarah. The thong’s stretch is critical. £5,000, wired tonight, if Mark adjusts the pose.”

Mark’s grip tightened on her ankles, his voice tense. “Another £5,000? You’re turning this into a fucking show. Sarah, we can stop.”

Her mind raced—£210,000, a number that could buy their freedom. The exposure was humiliating, but the heat in her core grew, her body responding to the scrutiny, to Mark’s hands, to the power she still held. “Mark, it’s okay,” she said, her voice softer, resolute. “Do it. Spread them a bit.”

Mark’s jaw clenched, but he complied, parting her legs slightly, the thong shifting, her pussy lips more pronounced, puffy under the lights. The men’s gazes sharpened, their boldness growing, their chairs creaking as they leaned closer.

“Nice,” Vance said, his tone bold, his eyes fixed on her. “Real nice. But… we need to check the fabric up close. Can we approach?”

Sarah’s pulse hammered, her voice tight. “Approach? To look, not touch. That’s the rule.”

Davies nodded, his smile sharp. “Just to look. We need to see the stitching, the fit against… your skin.”

Jones stood, his voice calm but direct. “£5,000, wired tonight, if you allow us to inspect closely. No touching, just observation.”

Mark’s voice was a low growl. “You’re already too close. This is enough.”

Sarah’s eyes flicked to Mark, her voice steady, though her body trembled. “Mark, £5,000. That’s £215,000. I can handle them looking.” She turned to Jones, her tone hard. “Look only. Stay back a foot.”

Jones nodded, the three men approaching, stopping a foot from the bench, their eyes locked on her exposed pussy, the thong’s strap barely covering her puffy lips. The scrutiny was intense, their breathing audible, their boldness palpable.

“Stitching’s solid,” Davies said, his voice low, his eyes inches from her. “But… the fit’s tight. We need to see how it holds under… stress.”

Sarah’s breath hitched, her voice sharp. “Stress? You’ve seen it. That’s enough.”

Vance grinned, his tone bold. “Not quite. The fabric needs to stay in place. We need to… test it. A light touch, to check the tension.”

Mark’s hands tightened on her legs, his voice sharp. “No touching. You agreed. This is over the line.”

Jones raised a hand, his tone measured. “We understand, Mark. But the test is critical. £5,000, wired tonight, if Sarah allows a brief touch to assess the thong’s tension. Purely professional.”

Sarah’s heart pounded, her voice low, heated. “£5,000 to touch my pussy? You’re not even pretending anymore.”

Mark’s face was red, his voice urgent. “Sarah, this is too much. We’re at £215,000. We don’t need this.”

Her body buzzed, the heat in her core flaring, her arousal a traitor she couldn’t ignore. The power she’d felt—holding their gazes, controlling their focus—was intoxicating, even as their boldness grew. “Mark, wait,” she said, her voice softer, almost inviting. “£5,000. That’s £220,000. I… I can do this.” She turned to Jones, her eyes fierce but curious. “Touch only. To check the tension. You stop when I say.”

Jones nodded, his fingers moving to the thong’s strap, brushing her puffy pussy lips, the contact light but deliberate, sending a jolt through her. Sarah tensed, her breath catching, the warmth spreading, her arousal evident in her quickening pulse. Davies stepped up, his fingers rubbing the strap against her pussy, his touch firmer, his eyes searching hers. “Feels… secure,” he said, his voice low, his fingers lingering.

Vance’s touch was bolder, rubbing the strap against her pussy lips, his fingers pressing just enough to feel her response. “No issues here,” he said, his grin sharp. “You good, babe? This okay?”

Sarah’s cheeks flushed, her voice steady but softer, her arousal growing. “It’s… fine. You’ve checked. Back off.”

The men stepped back, their gazes still locked on her, their boldness tempered by her cooperation, her subtle shift—a willingness to engage—fueling their confidence. Sarah’s body hummed, the touches igniting a heat she couldn’t suppress, her pussy lips swollen, sensitive.

Jones picked up the pose guide, his voice calm but direct. “Next pose. Stay on the bench, legs up, but… we’d like a closer inspection. Mark, can you adjust her position? Keep her legs to her chest, but open them wider.”

Sarah’s breath caught, her voice sharp. “Wider? You’re not just looking anymore. You’re staging me.”

Davies smirked, his tone smooth. “Staging? We’re showcasing the garment, Sarah. The thong’s design needs… full visibility. £5,000, wired tonight, if you allow the adjustment.”

Mark’s grip tightened, his voice a growl. “£5,000? You’re turning her into a fucking display. This stops now.”

Sarah’s mind raced—£220,000, a number that could redefine their lives. The touches had pushed her, but the heat in her core was undeniable, her arousal making her more open, her resistance softening. “Mark, hold on,” she said, her voice low, resolute. “£5,000. I can handle it.” She turned to Jones, her eyes steady, a hint of defiance. “Wider. Mark adjusts. You look, no touching.”

Jones nodded, his voice calm. “Agreed. Mark, please.”

Mark’s jaw clenched, his eyes dark with conflict. “Sarah, you sure? This is… a lot.”

“I’m sure,” she said, her tone firm, though her body trembled. “Do it.”

He parted her legs wider, holding them to her chest, her pussy fully exposed, the thong’s strap slipping slightly, her puffy lips stark under the lights. The men’s eyes zeroed in, their focus intense, their boldness growing, their chairs creaking as they leaned closer.

“Perfect,” Vance said, his voice low, his eyes locked on her. “The thong’s… barely there. Shows everything.”

Davies nodded, his tone clinical but eager. “It’s effective. But… we need to ensure the fabric’s durability. A closer touch, to test its hold.”

Sarah’s pulse hammered, her voice tense. “Touch? You just touched. That’s enough.”

Jones raised a hand, his tone steady. “We know, Sarah. But durability is key. £5,000, wired tonight, if you allow a brief touch to test the thong’s hold. Just to ensure it stays in place.”

Mark’s voice was a growl. “You’re fucking relentless. Sarah, we’re at £220,000. You don’t have to do this.”

Her body buzzed, the heat in her core flaring, her arousal a quiet force she couldn’t ignore. The power she’d felt—holding their gazes, controlling their focus—was intoxicating, even as their touches grew bolder. “Mark, it’s okay,” she said, her voice softer, almost inviting. “£5,000. That’s £225,000. I… I want to see how far I can go.” She turned to Jones, her eyes steady, curious. “Touch only. To test the hold. Be quick.”

Jones nodded, his fingers moving to the thong’s strap, rubbing it against her pussy lips, his touch firmer now, pressing into her swollen skin, the contact sending a wave of heat through her. Sarah’s breath caught, her arousal spiking, her body responding with a subtle shift, her hips twitching slightly. Davies’s fingers followed, rubbing the strap, his touch bolder, pressing harder against her pussy, his eyes locked on hers. “Holds well,” he said, his voice low, his fingers lingering, grazing her sensitive flesh.

Vance’s touch was the most direct, rubbing the strap, his fingers sliding against her pussy lips, pressing just enough to feel her warmth, his grin confident. “No slipping here,” he said, his eyes meeting hers. “You’re… handling this, babe.”

Sarah’s cheeks burned, her voice steady but trembling, her arousal evident in her quickening breath. “You’ve tested it. Back off.”

The men stepped back, their gazes still intense, their boldness growing with each concession. Sarah’s body hummed, the touches igniting a fire she couldn’t suppress, her pussy lips swollen, sensitive, her arousal a force she was beginning to embrace.

Jones nodded, his voice calm but direct. “One final inspection. We’d like to… examine the thong’s interaction with your skin more closely. Mark, keep her legs as they are. Sarah, allow us to… assess the fabric’s response.”

Sarah’s breath caught, her voice sharp. “Assess how? You’ve touched it. What’s left?”

Davies leaned forward, his tone smooth, coaxing. “The fabric’s response to… stimulation. We need to see how it holds under… pressure. £5,000, wired tonight, if you allow a brief… deeper touch.”

Mark’s grip tightened, his voice a growl. “Deeper touch? You’re talking about fingering her. That’s not happening.”

Sarah’s heart pounded, her voice low, heated. “Fingering? You’re not even hiding it anymore.”

Jones raised a hand, his tone measured. “We’re being clear, Sarah. The thong’s design is for intimate settings. We need to test its durability under… intimate conditions. £5,000, wired tonight, if you allow a brief touch to assess this.”

Mark’s face was red, his voice urgent. “Sarah, this is too far. £225,000 is enough. We’re done.”

Her body buzzed, the heat in her core overwhelming, her arousal a traitor she couldn’t ignore. The touches had pushed her, but the power she’d felt—holding their gazes, controlling their focus—was intoxicating, and now her body craved more, a dangerous curiosity driving her. “Mark, wait,” she said, her voice softer, almost pleading. “£5,000. That’s £230,000. I… I want to do this.” She turned to Jones, her eyes fierce but open. “Touch only. Brief. You stop when I say.”

Jones nodded, his fingers moving to her pussy, sliding the thong’s strap aside, his touch deliberate, slipping inside her, probing gently, the sensation electric, sending a jolt through her. Sarah gasped, her hips shifting, her arousal spiking, her body responding with a heat she couldn’t suppress. Davies’s fingers followed, bolder, sliding inside her, his touch firmer, exploring her wetness, his eyes locked on hers. “Responsive,” he said, his voice low, his fingers moving slowly, deliberately.

Vance’s touch was the boldest, his fingers sliding inside her, pressing deeper, his grin sharp. “Damn, babe. You’re… into this, aren’t you?”

Sarah’s breath was ragged, her voice trembling, her arousal overwhelming, her pussy clenching around their fingers, her body alive with sensation. “I… I’m handling it. You’re… done.”

The men stepped back, their gazes intense, their boldness tempered by her cooperation, her arousal evident in her flushed skin, her quickening breath. Sarah lay there, her legs still held by Mark, her body trembling, her arousal a force she couldn’t ignore, her mind reeling with the power and danger of what she’d just allowed.

Mark’s voice was a whisper, concern mingling with fascination. “Sarah… you okay? That was…”

She met his gaze, her voice low, steady, but charged with a new intensity. “I’m okay, Mark. I… I liked it. Too much. Let’s… stop here.”

The room was silent, the three men watching, their eyes hungry but restrained, the gold bench gleaming, the velvet chair empty. The air was thick with the reality of what had just happened, the line between control and surrender blurred beyond recognition. The £230,000 was theirs, but the cost—and the thrill—were still unfolding, waiting for the next move.


Chapter 15

The Ultimate Test




The room was a pressure cooker, the air thick with the aftermath of Sarah’s last pose. Her body still buzzed from the investors’ fingers—Jones’s precise probing, Davies’s bold exploration, Vance’s confident press—each touch igniting a fire she couldn’t extinguish. She lay on the gold workout bench, legs held to her chest by Mark, the red corset’s boning digging into her ribs, the thong’s strap barely covering her swollen pussy lips. Her breath came in short, ragged bursts, her arousal a traitor that left her flushed, trembling, and dangerously open to whatever came next. The three men—Jones, Davies, Vance—sat in their leather chairs, their high-end shorts and t-shirts a mocking contrast to the room’s stark intensity. Their eyes, sharp and hungry, never left her.

Mark’s hands shook on her ankles, his voice a low rasp. “Sarah, you’re… you’re okay, right? That was too much. We’re stopping.”

She met his gaze, her green eyes glinting with a mix of defiance and something new—hunger. “I’m okay, Mark. More than okay. I… I felt it. All of it.”

“Felt what?” His tone was sharp, laced with worry. “They fingered you. That wasn’t the deal.”

“It was £5,000,” she said, her voice steady but soft, almost confessional. “£205,000 total. And… I liked it. I’m not gonna lie. It was… powerful.”

“Powerful?” Mark’s jaw clenched, his eyes dark with conflict. “You’re letting them do whatever they want. This isn’t you.”

“Isn’t it?” she shot back, sitting up, the corset shifting, her thong slipping slightly. “I’m the one they’re watching, Mark. I’m the one in control. You felt it too, didn’t you? Watching them… touch me?”

He hesitated, his breath uneven. “Yeah. I did. It’s fucked up, but… it’s like nothing else.”

Jones cleared his throat, his deep voice cutting through the tension. “Sarah, Mark, you’ve exceeded expectations. The presentation has been… exceptional. But we need one final test. The ultimate test.”

Sarah’s pulse spiked, her voice wary. “Ultimate test? We’re done. Three sets, your poses, your… touches. What’s left?”

Davies leaned forward, his angular face lit with a sly smile. “One more set. A special piece from our line, designed for… intimate encounters. We need to ensure it performs under specific conditions.”

Mark’s grip tightened on the bench, his voice sharp. “Specific conditions? You’re out of your damn minds. What’s this set?”

Vance grinned, his tattoos flexing as he gestured to a small black box on the table, separate from the main package. “White, transparent, crotchless. Built for… direct contact. We need to test how it feels for a man, skin-to-skin.”

Sarah’s stomach twisted, her voice low, heated. “Crotchless? You want me to wear something that leaves me… open? For what?”

Jones’s tone was calm, authoritative. “The set’s designed for comfort during… intimate interaction. We need to test how a man’s skin—specifically, his penis—feels against it. The fabric must be seamless, pleasant, enhancing the experience.”

Mark’s face reddened, his voice a growl. “You’re talking about rubbing your dicks on her? That’s not a test, that’s… fucking obscene.”

Davies raised a hand, his tone smooth, persuasive. “It’s a test, Mark. A critical one. Our clientele expects perfection in every scenario. We’re prepared to offer £100,000 for this, wired tonight, on top of the £230,000.”

Sarah’s breath caught, the number—£330,000—hitting like a shockwave. “£100,000? For… letting you rub against me? You’re not even pretending anymore.”

Vance chuckled, his eyes locked on her. “Pretending? Babe, we’re being real. You’ve been killing it—owning this room. This is just the next step. You in?”

Mark stepped forward, his fists clenched. “No way. This is too far, Sarah. £230,000 is enough. We’re not doing this.”

Sarah’s mind raced, the corset’s tight grip grounding her, her arousal from the last set still pulsing, making her more open, more curious. The power she’d felt—holding their gazes, controlling their focus—was intoxicating, and now the idea of their cocks, huge as they likely were, against her, sent a dangerous thrill through her. “Mark, hold on,” she said, her voice low, resolute. “£100,000. That’s… everything. The shop, the house, our future.”

“You’re not serious,” he said, his eyes wide, searching hers. “You want them to… touch you like that? With their dicks?”

She stood, the thong shifting, her posture defiant. “I’m serious. I’ve been handling it—every touch, every pose. I felt… alive. I want to see how far I can go. Don’t you want to see it too?”

Mark’s breath hitched, his voice rough. “See it? I’m losing my mind watching them touch you. But this… this is different. They’re not just rubbing, Sarah. You know what they want.”

“I know,” she said, her eyes fierce, a hint of curiosity in them. “And I’m saying I can handle it. £100,000, Mark. We set rules—one by one, they rub, no more. I say when it stops.”

Jones nodded, his voice steady. “One by one, as you said. Rubbing only, to test the fabric’s feel. You control the terms, Sarah.”

Mark ran a hand through his hair, his voice trembling. “Sarah, this is… insane. You’re sure? You’re really sure?”

She stepped closer, her hand on his arm, her voice soft but firm. “I’m sure. I’m doing this for us. For me. I want to feel that power again. You’ll be here, right? Watching?”

He swallowed hard, his eyes dark with conflict, arousal creeping in. “Yeah. I’ll be here. But if they cross a line, I’m stopping it.”

“Deal,” she said, turning to Jones, her tone hard. “Get the set. Let’s do this.”

Davies retrieved the black box, handing it to her with a smirk. “You’re a natural, Sarah. This’ll be… memorable.”

She took the box, her hands steady despite a slight tremble, and moved behind the screen. The corset came off, the thong followed, her skin prickling in the cool air. She opened the box, revealing the white set—transparent, crotchless, the fabric a delicate mesh that hid nothing. The bra was sheer, with thin straps, the panties open at the crotch, designed for access. She slipped it on, the mesh clinging to her shaved skin, her pussy fully exposed through the open slit. The bra’s straps dug into her shoulders, her nipples visible through the fabric. She adjusted the set, her reflection in the mirror showing a woman poised on the edge—vulnerable, powerful, ready.

“You good?” Mark’s voice came through, tense, hesitant.

“Yeah,” she said, her voice steady. “It’s… revealing. Really revealing. You ready for this?”

“No,” he admitted, his tone raw. “But… I’m here. You’re calling the shots.”

She pushed the screen aside, stepping out, the white set gleaming under the spotlights. The mesh was nearly invisible, her body starkly exposed, the crotchless panties leaving her pussy open, vulnerable. The men’s eyes snapped to her, their gazes sharper, bolder, their chairs creaking as they leaned forward.

“Goddamn,” Vance said, his voice low, his eyes locked on her exposed pussy. “That’s… fuck. You’re unreal.”

Davies’s smile was sharp, his tone eager. “Perfect. The transparency’s… striking. But we need you in the pose again. Bench, legs up, like before.”

Sarah’s pulse hammered, her voice wary. “Same pose? You’re not wasting time.”

Jones gestured to the bench, his voice calm but direct. “It’s the best position to test the fabric. Mark, please assist as before—legs to her chest.”

Mark’s jaw tightened, his voice sharp. “You’re pushing it. Rubbing’s one thing, but this pose… it’s too much.”

Sarah stepped forward, her heels clicking, her tone firm. “Mark, it’s fine. £100,000. I can handle the pose. You’ll hold my legs, like last time. Right?”

He met her gaze, his eyes dark, conflicted. “Yeah. But… this feels different, Sarah. They’re not just testing fabric.”

“I know,” she said, her voice softer, a hint of excitement creeping in. “That’s why I want to do it. Let’s see how it feels.”

Mark exhaled hard, moving to the bench’s end. “Fine. But I’m watching every move they make.”

Sarah lay back on the bench, the cold metal biting her skin through the mesh. She glanced at Mark, her voice low. “You okay? Holding me… like this?”

“Not really,” he said, his hands hesitating on her ankles. “But if you’re sure, I’ll do it.”

“I’m sure,” she said, her tone resolute, though her body trembled. “Lift them.”

Mark pulled her legs to her chest, her knees bending, her pussy fully exposed through the crotchless panties, the open slit framing her puffy lips. The position was stark, vulnerable, the white mesh accentuating her exposure. The men’s eyes zeroed in, their focus intense, their boldness palpable.

“Fuck,” Vance said, standing, his shorts tenting slightly, his eyes locked on her. “That’s… open. Ready for the test?”

Sarah’s breath caught, her voice sharp. “Test? You mean rubbing your dicks on me. Say it.”

Davies chuckled, standing too, his tone smooth. “Rubbing, yes. We need to feel the fabric against our skin. One by one, as agreed. Comfort’s key.”

Jones rose, his voice steady. “We’ll start with me, Sarah. You control the pace. Ready?”

Her heart pounded, the £100,000 flashing in her mind, her arousal from the last set still pulsing, making her more open, more curious. “Yeah. One by one. Rub only. You stop when I say.”

Mark’s grip tightened, his voice low, urgent. “Sarah, you don’t have to do this. We can walk.”

She met his gaze, her eyes fierce, a spark of hunger in them. “Mark, £100,000. I want this. I want to feel it. You’re here, right? Watching?”

“Yeah,” he said, his voice rough, arousal creeping in despite his anger. “I’m watching. Every second.”

Jones stepped forward, unbuttoning his shorts, pulling them down to reveal a huge cock, thick and veined, already half-hard. Sarah’s breath hitched, her eyes widening at the size, her arousal spiking, a heat spreading through her core. “Jesus,” she whispered, her voice trembling but curious.

“Problem?” Jones asked, his tone calm, his eyes meeting hers.

“No,” she said, her voice steady, though her body trembled. “Go ahead. Rub.”

He moved closer, his cock brushing the mesh of her panties, the open slit allowing direct contact with her pussy lips. The sensation was electric, his skin warm, the fabric’s edge grazing her sensitive flesh. Sarah tensed, her breath catching, her arousal flaring, her body responding with a subtle shift, her hips twitching slightly.

“Feels… good,” Jones said, his voice low, his cock rubbing slowly against her, the mesh sliding against her pussy lips, the contact deliberate, intimate. “The fabric’s… seamless.”

Sarah’s cheeks flushed, her voice soft but steady. “It’s… fine. Keep it… controlled.”

Mark’s hands shook on her legs, his voice a rasp. “You okay, Sarah? This is… intense.”

“I’m okay,” she said, her tone softer, almost inviting. “It’s… more than I expected. But I’m handling it.”

Davies stepped closer, his eyes locked on Jones’s cock against her. “Our turn’s coming. Looks… comfortable.”

Sarah’s pulse raced, her voice sharp. “One at a time. That’s the deal.”

Jones nodded, his cock rubbing faster now, the tip grazing her pussy lips, teasing the open slit. The sensation was overwhelming, her arousal spiking, her body craving more, a dangerous curiosity driving her. Then, without warning, he shifted, his cock sliding inside her, thick and deep, filling her completely.

Sarah gasped, her hips bucking, her voice a mix of shock and pleasure. “Fuck! You… you’re inside me!”

Jones froze, his eyes meeting hers, his tone calm but intense. “Apologies, Sarah. The fabric… it’s designed for this. Should I stop?”

Mark’s grip tightened, his voice a growl. “Stop! That’s not rubbing, that’s fucking her! Get off!”

Sarah’s breath was ragged, her pussy clenching around Jones’s huge cock, the sensation overwhelming, her arousal a fire she couldn’t extinguish. “Mark, wait,” she said, her voice trembling, pleading. “It’s… it’s okay. I… I like it. Let him… keep going.”

Mark’s eyes widened, his voice raw. “You like it? Sarah, he’s fucking you! This isn’t what we agreed!”

“I know,” she said, her eyes locked on his, a spark of hunger in them. “But it feels… good. Powerful. I want this, Mark. £100,000, and… I want to feel it. Please, let it happen.”

Jones began to move, his cock thrusting slowly, deeply, each stroke sending waves of pleasure through her. Sarah moaned, her hips meeting his, her arousal evident in her flushed skin, her quickening breath. The room was silent except for her gasps, the men’s eyes locked on her, their boldness growing, their cocks straining against their shorts.

Mark’s face was a storm of anger, fascination, and arousal, his voice a whisper. “Sarah… you’re… you’re sure?”

“I’m sure,” she said, her voice soft, charged with pleasure. “Watch me, Mark. Watch me take it.”

Jones thrust deeper, his huge cock stretching her, the crotchless panties allowing full access, the mesh grazing her skin with each movement. Sarah’s moans grew louder, her body alive with sensation, her power and pleasure intertwined, her arousal pushing her to the edge.


Chapter 16

The Heat of Surrender




The room was a crucible, charged with Sarah’s ragged moans and the sharp, wet rhythm of Jones’s thrusts. She lay sprawled on the gold workout bench, legs pinned to her chest by Mark’s unsteady hands, the white crotchless panties leaving her pussy bare, stretched wide around Jones’s massive cock. The transparent mesh bra clung to her sweat-drenched skin, her nipples dark and hard beneath it, her body shuddering with each deep, punishing stroke. Her green eyes burned with raw pleasure, fixed on Mark, her voice a mix of gasps and bold taunts as she reveled in the act, her arousal a wildfire she fed without shame.

“Fuck, Mark,” she groaned, her hips slamming up to meet Jones, the bench groaning under the force. “His cock’s splitting me open. My pussy’s… so fucking stuffed, it’s throbbing like crazy. He's so fucking big, so fucking thick...”

Mark’s hands shook on her ankles, his face twisted with shock and reluctant hunger, his voice hoarse. “You’re loving this, Sarah? He’s pounding you, and you’re… begging for it?”

“Hell yeah,” she panted, her head thrown back, the bra’s straps biting into her shoulders. “My cunt’s gripping him so tight, Mark. He’s huge, scraping every inch inside me. It’s… fucking electric. I can't believe how much I love it, love his huge cock! It's so good. So much better than...”

Jones’s thrusts were relentless, his deep voice strained but controlled. “The fabric’s holding, Sarah. Feels… smooth against me. You’re taking this like a pro.”

“Smooth?” She laughed, breathless, her eyes flicking to him, then back to Mark. “It’s your dick, Jones. Thick as fuck, ramming me raw. Don’t stop. Ruin me. Make me take it, every inch.”

Mark’s jaw tightened, his voice a growl. “This is way past the deal, Sarah. He’s not testing shit, he’s fucking you senseless. I should end this.”

“No way,” she snapped, her voice sharp, pleading, her pussy clenching around Jones. “I love it, Mark. I need this. IMy pussy’s dripping, feel my legs shaking? You see how much I want this, right? I needed to be filled like this, I just didn't know it yet.”

His eyes dropped to her cunt, slick and swollen, stretched taut around Jones’s cock, the crotchless panties framing the obscene sight. “I see it,” he muttered, his tone thick with arousal. “You’re… a fucking mess for him.”

“I am,” she moaned, her eyes locked on his, urging him closer. “Mark, push my legs back harder. I want him buried deeper, splitting me in half. Do it for me. I need him to claim me. I want to be his now.”

Mark’s breath caught, his hands hesitating. “Harder? You’re already… wide open. He’s wrecking you.”

“Please,” she begged, her voice raw, her hips grinding against Jones. “I need it deeper, Mark. Shove my knees to my tits. Be in this with me. I don't care if it ruins me, I need this.”

Jones slowed, his cock still deep, his eyes on Mark. “She’s right, Mark. Adjust her. The set needs to stay comfortable at full depth.”

“Comfortable?” Mark barked, his voice tense. “You’re drilling my wife, and you’re talking about the fucking fabric?”

Sarah grabbed his wrist, her nails digging in, her voice urgent. “Mark, shut up and listen. This is us, together. My pussy’s on fire, sucking him in. You can make it fucking unreal. Push my legs, now.”

Mark stared at her, his eyes dark with conflict, his cock straining against his slacks, betraying his arousal. “You want me to… help him fuck you deeper? This is nuts, Sarah.”

“Yeah,” she groaned, her cunt pulsing around Jones. “I want you to feel this with me. My pussy’s… so stretched, Mark. You’re gonna love it. Do it.”

He exhaled hard, his hands moving, shoving her legs back until her knees pressed against her chest, her cunt splayed wide, Jones’s cock sinking deeper, hitting a spot that made her scream. “Fuck, yes!” she cried, her body quaking. “That’s it, Mark! He’s… God, he’s crushing my fucking core. I feel like he's in my chest!”

Jones groaned, his thrusts brutal, his voice tight. “The fabric’s… flawless. No drag, just… her. You’re killing it, Sarah.”

“Killing it?” she gasped, her hips bucking, her voice teasing. “Your cock’s killing me, Jones. It’s… rearranging my fucking guts. Mark, tell him how my pussy looks.”

Mark’s eyes were glued to her cunt, glistening, impaled on Jones’s thick shaft. “It’s… obscene... it's so stretched out, it doesn't look like it will every return to normal,” he rasped, his voice dripping with lust. “You’re soaking, Sarah. Your pussy’s… eating him up.”

“Fuck yes,” she moaned, her hand clutching his, her voice coaxing. “That’s because of you, Mark. You’re making my pussy sing. You love seeing it, don’t you?”

“Yeah,” he admitted, his voice rough, his eyes burning. “It’s… fucking hot. You’re… unreal like this.”

Davies, in his chair, leaned forward, his voice low, eager. “She’s a goddamn vision, Mark. Taking that cock like it’s her job. You’re helping her own it. I've never had my cock this deep inside a woman before. She's built for big cocks.”

Mark’s face flushed, his voice sharp. “Back off, Davies. This is… us, not you.”

Sarah’s eyes flicked to Davies, then back to Mark, her voice soft, seductive. “He’s not wrong, Mark. He's making my pussy… explode. I'm not sure its your pussy anymore. Spread my legs wider, let him fuck me raw. You want that, right?”

Mark’s hands shook, but he spread her legs wider, her cunt fully exposed, Jones’s cock plunging deeper, each thrust rocking her body. “Fuck, Sarah,” he muttered, his voice thick. “You’re… begging for it. I’m… into it.”

“Good,” she moaned, her pussy clenching, her voice dripping with need. “My cunt’s… so fucking full, Mark. He’s so thick, it’s… shredding me. You’re doing this with me. You’re loving it, aren’t you? You better be, cuz I'm not sure I'm coming back to you after this.”

“Yeah,” Mark growled, his eyes locked on her cunt, his arousal overtaking his anger. “I’m loving it. You’re… fucking incredible.”

Jones’s thrusts quickened, his voice strained. “The set’s… perfect. No issues, just… her heat. You’re pushing us all, Sarah.”

“Pushing?” she laughed, her voice raw, her hips slamming against him. “You’re tearing my pussy apart, Jones. It’s… so fucking big, it’s… ruining me. Mark, tell him how it feels.”

Mark’s breath was ragged, his eyes fixed on her cunt, slick and stretched. “It’s… fucking wild,” he said, his voice thick. “You’re… taking every inch, Sarah. It’s… messing with me. I feel like I'm watching you as you leave me.”

“Yes,” she moaned, her hand squeezing his, her body trembling. “Because of you. Tilt my hips up, Mark. I want him to… fucking destroy me, wreck my pussy forever.”

Mark’s eyes widened, his voice a rasp. “Tilt your hips? You’re already… he’s so deep, Sarah.”

“Do it,” she begged, her voice desperate, her pussy pulsing. “I need it, Mark. My pussy’s… screaming for it. Be with me.”

He complied, tilting her hips up, the angle shifting, Jones’s cock hitting a new depth that made her wail, her cunt spasming, her arousal flooding her senses. “Fuck, Mark!” she screamed, her eyes locked on his. “He’s… God, he’s pounding my fucking womb. It’s… shattering me.”

Jones groaned, his thrusts savage, his voice tight. “The fabric’s… holding. You’re… fucking phenomenal, Sarah.”

“Phenomenal?” she gasped, her hips grinding, her voice teasing. “Your cock’s… carving me out, Jones. My pussy’s… choking on it. Mark, tell him how it looks.”

Mark’s eyes were glued to her cunt, glistening, stretched to its limit. “It’s… fucking insane, it looks impossible,” he said, his voice dripping with lust. “You’re… a fucking goddess, Sarah.”

“Yes,” she moaned, her hand clutching his, her voice coaxing. “That’s it, Mark. You’re making my pussy… explode. Keep my hips like this. You love it, right?”

“Yeah,” Mark growled, his eyes burning, his arousal complete. “I love it. You’re… fucking unstoppable.”

Davies leaned forward, his voice low, eager. “Unstoppable’s right. She’s a fucking queen, Mark. You’re helping her rule.”

Sarah’s eyes flicked to Davies, then back to Mark, her voice soft, seductive. “He’s got a point, Mark. My pussy’s… owning this cock because of you. You want it to keep going, don’t you?”

“Yeah,” Mark said, his voice rough, his eyes locked on her cunt. “I want it. You’re… fucking everything, Sarah.”

Jones’s thrusts slowed, his voice steady but intense. “The test’s… complete for me. The fabric’s… flawless. You’re… rewriting what’s possible, Sarah.”

“Rewriting?” she laughed, breathless, her pussy still clenching around him. “You’re rewriting my fucking pussy, Jones. It’s… molded to your cock now. I don't think I'll even feel my husband's cock after this. Mark, tell him how it feels.”

Mark’s breath was ragged, his eyes fixed on her cunt, slick and stretched. “It’s… fucking unreal,” he said, his voice thick. “You’re… taking him like a champ, Sarah.”

“Yes,” she moaned, her hand squeezing his, her body trembling. “Because of you. Keep my legs like this, Mark. I want… every fucking thrust.”

Mark held her legs steady, her body open, Jones’s cock plunging deep, each stroke pushing her closer to the edge. Sarah’s moans filled the room, her pussy throbbing, her arousal a wildfire, her power and pleasure fused, her efforts to involve Mark succeeding as his resistance melted, his arousal matching hers. The £305,000 was theirs, but the real prize was the raw, uncharted dynamic they were forging, with Jones’s thrusts driving them deeper into it.


Chapter 17

The Frenzy of Ecstasy




The air in the mansion’s presentation room was electric, saturated with Sarah’s moans and the wet, rhythmic slap of Jones’s thrusts. She lay on the gold workout bench, legs pinned to her chest by Mark’s steady hands, the white crotchless panties exposing her slick, swollen pussy as Jones’s massive cock drove into her, each stroke a jolt of raw pleasure. The transparent mesh bra clung to her sweat-soaked skin, her nipples hard and visible, her body trembling with ecstasy. Her green eyes blazed with hunger, darting between Mark and the two other men—Davies and Vance—watching from their leather chairs, their high-end shorts tented, their eyes sharp with anticipation.

“Fuck, Jones,” Sarah gasped, her hips bucking to meet him, the bench creaking. “Your cock’s wrecking my cunt. It’s so fucking thick, I’m… losing it.”

Jones groaned, his thrusts deep, his voice tight. “You’re taking it, Sarah. The fabric’s… perfect, letting me feel every inch of you.”

Mark’s hands gripped her ankles, his face a mix of awe and turmoil, his voice rough. “Sarah, you’re… you’re in deep. You’re loving this, aren’t you?”

“Hell yeah,” she moaned, her eyes locked on his, her voice dripping with lust. “My pussy’s screaming, Mark. He’s stretching me so wide, it’s… fucking heaven. He's made me an instant size queen. I had no idea, no idea... You’re seeing it, right?”

Mark’s eyes dropped to her cunt, glistening, impaled on Jones’s shaft, the crotchless panties framing the raw act. “I’m seeing it,” he rasped, his cock straining against his slacks. “You’re… a fucking goddess.”

Davies stood, his lean frame taut, his voice low, eager. “Goddess is right. But the test isn’t done. We need to… join in, Sarah. Both of us. To fully assess the set.”

Sarah’s breath caught, her voice sharp but curious. “Join in? You mean… both of you? At the same time?”

Vance rose, his muscular build looming, his grin bold. “Yeah, babe. We gotta test the fabric’s versatility. Me and Davies, with Jones. All at once. You up for it?”

Mark’s jaw tightened, his voice a growl. “All at once? You’re out of your fucking minds. This is already too much.”

Sarah’s pussy clenched around Jones, her arousal spiking at the thought, her voice trembling with excitement. “Mark, hold on. They’re talking… all of them fucking me. Together. I… I want to do it.”

Mark’s eyes widened, his voice raw. “Try it? Sarah, they’re talking about… gangbanging you. That’s not a test, that’s… insane.”

Jones slowed, his cock still buried deep, his eyes on Sarah. “It’s the ultimate test, Sarah. The fabric’s designed for… multiple partners. We need to feel it in every context. £5,000, wired tonight, if you agree.”

Sarah’s heart raced, the £5,000—£335,000 total—flashing in her mind, her body buzzing with need. “£5,000?” she laughed, breathless. “For all three of you fucking me? That’s… nothing compared to this. Mark, I’m doing it. I’m… fucking craving it. I need them to wreck me.”

Mark’s grip tightened, his voice urgent. “Craving it? Sarah, you’re already… you’re taking him so hard. You sure about this?”

“Yeah,” she moaned, her eyes fierce, her pussy pulsing. “My cunt’s on fire, Mark. I want them all. Be with me. I'm doing this whether you like it or not. Find the best angle, watch me take their cocks. You’ll love it.”

Davies unbuttoned his shorts, revealing a long, thick cock, already hard. “You’re a fucking star, Sarah. Where do you want me?”

Sarah’s eyes flicked to his cock, her voice bold. “My mouth. I want to suck you while Jones fucks my pussy. Vance, you… figure it out.”

Vance chuckled, dropping his shorts, his cock massive, veined, and ready. “Figure it out? I’m taking that tight ass, babe. The fabric’s gotta hold up there too.”

Mark’s face flushed, his voice a mix of anger and arousal. “Her ass? No way, that’s… too far, Sarah.”

Sarah reached for his hand, her voice soft, coaxing. “Mark, listen. My pussy’s stuffed, but my ass… I want it. I’m in control. Move to the side, get a good view. Watch them fill me up.”

Mark exhaled hard, stepping to the side, adjusting his position to see her pussy and face clearly, his eyes dark with lust. “You’re… fucking insane, Sarah. But… I’m watching. Every second.”

Jones resumed thrusting, slower now, his voice steady. “Let’s set it up. Sarah, stay on the bench. Davies, position yourself at her head. Vance, prep her ass.”

Sarah moaned, her pussy clenching, her voice dripping with need. “Prep my ass? Fuck, Vance, make it quick. I want your cock in me.”

Vance grabbed a small bottle of lube from the table, his grin sharp. “Quick, huh? Gonna slick you up, babe. This ass is mine.”

Davies moved to her head, his cock inches from her lips, his voice low. “Open up, Sarah. Let’s see how that mouth handles me.”

She parted her lips, her tongue flicking out, tasting his tip. “Fuck, Davies, you’re so hard. Shove it in, let me choke on it.”

Mark’s breath hitched, his voice rough. “Sarah, you’re… sucking him while Jones fucks you? And Vance is… this is… unreal.”

“Unreal?” she moaned around Davies’s cock, her voice muffled, her eyes locked on Mark. “My pussy’s getting pounded, my mouth’s full, and my ass is next. Find a better angle, Mark. Watch my holes get wrecked.”

Mark shifted, crouching slightly, his eyes fixed on her pussy, stretched around Jones’s cock, and her mouth, working Davies’s shaft. “Fuck,” he muttered, his hand adjusting his slacks. “You’re… taking them like a pro.”

Vance squirted lube onto his fingers, his voice bold. “Here we go, babe. Relax that ass.” He slid a finger into her tight hole, the sensation sharp, making her gasp around Davies’s cock.

“Shit, Vance,” she groaned, her voice raw. “That’s… tight. Work it, get me ready for your fucking monster cock.”

Jones thrust harder, his voice strained. “You’re… gripping me, Sarah. The fabric’s… letting me feel everything. You’re… fucking perfect.”

Sarah pulled off Davies’s cock, her voice dripping with lust. “Perfect? My cunt’s a vice on your dick, Jones. Keep slamming it. Davies, fuck my throat deeper, make me gag.”

Davies gripped her hair, thrusting into her mouth, his cock hitting the back of her throat. “Like that, Sarah? Choke on it.”

She gagged, her eyes watering, her pussy pulsing around Jones. “Fuck yes,” she gasped, pulling back. “Mark, you seeing this? My mouth’s stuffed, my pussy’s wrecked. Move closer, watch Vance open my ass.”

Mark shifted closer, his eyes darting between her stuffed mouth, her pounded pussy, and Vance’s fingers working her ass. “I’m… watching,” he rasped, his voice thick. “You’re… a fucking machine, Sarah.”

Vance added a second finger, stretching her ass, his voice low. “You’re loosening up, babe. Ready for my cock?”

“Yeah,” she moaned, her voice raw, her body trembling. “Fuck my ass, Vance. Fill me up, all three of you. Mark, tilt my hips, let them hit every fucking spot.”

Mark’s hands moved to her hips, tilting them up, his voice a mix of awe and arousal. “Tilt them? You’re… taking all three, Sarah. I’m… fucking losing it.”

“Do it,” she begged, her pussy clenching, her mouth working Davies’s cock. “My holes are… begging for it. Make it perfect, Mark. I need it deeper.”

Mark tilted her hips, the angle shifting, Jones’s cock hitting deeper, Davies thrusting harder into her throat. Vance pulled his fingers out, lubing his cock, his voice bold. “Here it comes, babe. Take my cock in that tight ass.”

He pressed the tip against her hole, pushing in slowly, the stretch intense, making Sarah scream around Davies’s cock. “Fuck, Vance!” she gasped, pulling off. “Your cock’s… splitting my ass. It’s so fucking big, I’m… dying.”

Jones groaned, his thrusts syncing with Vance’s, their cocks filling her pussy and ass. “You’re… taking us, Sarah. The fabric’s… holding, letting us… feel you.”

Davies thrust deeper into her mouth, his voice low. “Feel you? Her throat’s a fucking vise. Suck it, Sarah.”

She moaned, her voice muffled, her body rocking between them, her holes stretched to the limit. “Mark,” she gasped, pulling off Davies’s cock, her eyes wild. “Look at my holes, stuffed fucking full. My pussy’s… gushing, my ass is… burning, my throat’s raw. Find the best angle, watch them fuck me.”

Mark crouched lower, his eyes fixed on her pussy and ass, both impaled, her mouth working Davies’s cock. “Fuck, Sarah,” he growled, his hand gripping his slacks. “You’re… a fucking porn star. I’m… loving this.”

“Loving it?” she moaned, her voice dripping with lust, her body trembling. “My cunt’s… milking Jones, my ass is… choking Vance, my throat’s… Davies’s toy. Tilt my head back, Mark, let him fuck my face harder.”

Mark’s hands moved to her head, tilting it back, his voice thick. “Like this? You want him deeper in your throat?”

“Yeah,” she gasped, her pussy and ass pulsing, her mouth open for Davies. “Fuck my face, Davies. Mark, watch my holes get… fucking destroyed.”

Davies thrust harder, his cock hitting her throat, making her gag, her eyes locked on Mark. “Like that, Sarah?” he groaned. “Your throat’s… fucking perfect.”

Jones’s thrusts quickened, his voice strained. “Her pussy’s… unreal. Gripping me, soaking the fabric. You’re… pushing us, Sarah.”

Vance groaned, his cock plunging deep in her ass, his voice bold. “Pushing? Her ass is… strangling my dick. Take it, babe.”

Sarah pulled off Davies’s cock, her voice raw, filthy. “Take it? I’m fucking owning you all. My pussy’s… slurping Jones, my ass is… swallowing Vance, my throat’s… begging for Davies. Mark, get lower, watch my holes stretch.”

Mark dropped to his knees, his eyes inches from her pussy and ass, both stuffed, the crotchless panties slick with her arousal. “Fuck,” he rasped, his voice thick. “You’re… taking everything, Sarah. It’s… fucking insane.”

“Insane?” she laughed, her voice trembling, her body rocking between them. “My cunt’s… exploding, my ass is… on fire, my throat’s… raw. Mark, spread my legs wider, let them fuck me deeper.”

Mark’s hands moved to her legs, spreading them wider, his voice a growl. “Wider? You’re… a fucking machine, Sarah.”

“Do it,” she begged, her holes pulsing, her voice dripping with need. “My pussy’s… sucking Jones in, my ass is… gripping Vance, my throat’s… Davies’s bitch. Make it… fucking epic, Mark.”

Mark spread her legs, the angle shifting, Jones and Vance thrusting deeper, Davies fucking her throat, her body a trembling mass of pleasure. “Fuck, Sarah,” Mark growled, his eyes burning. “You’re… a fucking queen. I’m… all in.”

“All in?” she moaned, her voice raw, her holes stretched to the limit. “My cunt’s… drowning Jones, my ass is… choking Vance, my throat’s… Davies’s playground. Keep watching, Mark. Love it.”

Jones groaned, his thrusts savage, his voice tight. “The fabric’s… flawless. You’re… rewriting the game, Sarah.”

Davies thrust deeper, his voice low. “Game? Her throat’s… fucking art. Keep sucking, Sarah.”

Vance’s cock plunged deep, his voice bold. “Art? Her ass is… a fucking masterpiece. You’re… unreal, babe.”

Sarah’s moans filled the room, her body trembling, her holes stuffed, her arousal a wildfire, her dirty talk fueling their frenzy, Mark’s angles perfect, his arousal matching hers. The £335,000 was theirs, but the real prize was the raw, uncharted ecstasy they were forging, with three cocks driving her to the edge.


Epilogue

The Aftermath




The living room glowed under the soft lamplight, a fragile bubble of normalcy against the weight of what had happened. The worn couch sagged under Sarah’s curled form, her dark blonde hair spilling over a loose sweatshirt that slid off one shoulder, her green eyes sharp but distant, fixed on nothing. Her bare legs were tucked beneath her, a mug of tea cooling in her hands. Mark sprawled across from her, his unshaven jaw tight, his t-shirt creased, a beer bottle dangling from his fingers, its label half-peeled. The black package from J&D Acquisitions sat on the coffee table, untouched since the Hampstead mansion three days ago, a silent monument to the £335,000 that had erased their debts but carved something new into their marriage.

Sarah sipped her tea, her voice low, cutting the silence. “Bank called. Transfer’s cleared. £335,000. Mortgage’s gone, shop’s debts paid. We’re… free.”

Mark nodded, his eyes on the bottle, thumb scraping the label. “Saw it. No more late notices, no more dodging calls. It’s… real.”

“Real,” she echoed, her tone flat, her gaze flicking to the package. “Feels like a dream, doesn’t it? All that money, and… what we did to get it.”

He looked up, his voice rough. “What we did. I can’t stop seeing it, Sarah. You on that bench, Jones, Davies, Vance… fucking you. It’s… burned into me.”

She laughed, sharp and raw, her freckles stark against her pale skin. “Burned? My pussy’s still aching, Mark. My ass… fuck, I wince when I sit, remembering Vance’s cock. My throat’s raw from Davies. You think you’re haunted?”

Mark winced, his voice low. “You don’t have to… say it like that. I was there. I saw every thrust, every… hole.”

“Saw it?” She leaned forward, her sweatshirt slipping further, baring her collarbone. “You loved it, Mark. Don’t lie. You were circling, finding angles, watching them pound my pussy, my ass, my throat. You were hard as fuck.”

His face flushed, the beer pausing mid-air. “Yeah. I… I loved it. Hated it, too. You were… someone else, Sarah. Taking three cocks, screaming for more. I… I helped you do it.”

She smiled, a slow, knowing curve of her lips. “Someone else? That was me, Mark. My cunt was gushing, my ass was screaming, my throat was choking. I fucking needed it.”

He set the beer down, his voice trembling. “Needed it? You were… in ecstasy. Begging me to tilt your hips, spread your legs. I was… part of it. What does that make me?”

Her eyes softened, her voice steady. “My partner. You didn’t just watch, Mark. You made it… ours. Pushing my legs, angling me—you fucked me through them.”

Mark ran a hand through his hair, his voice raw. “Ours. That’s… what’s fucking me up. I was pissed at first—Jones sliding into your pussy, then Davies, Vance. But… your moans, your dirty talk, it… it got me. I’m still hard thinking about it.”

Sarah’s smile widened, her eyes glinting with challenge. “Still hard? Three days later? My pussy’s wrecked, my ass is tender, and you’re… what, jerking off to it?”

“Not jerking off,” he said, defensive, but his eyes betrayed him. “It’s… in my head. Your cunt stretched around Jones, your ass clenching on Vance, your throat gagging on Davies. I can’t unsee it.”

She unfolded her legs, her sweatshirt riding up, her voice low, teasing. “Unsee it? Why would you? My holes were… alive, Mark. Jones’s cock was so thick, it split me open. Vance’s burned my ass so fucking good. Davies… his dick in my throat felt like… power. You saw it all.”

“Yeah,” he admitted, his voice thick, his eyes locked on hers. “Every angle. I moved to see your pussy take Jones, your ass grip Vance, your lips choke on Davies. You were… something else.”

“Something else,” she echoed, her voice reflective. “That’s it. I went in scared, Mark. Just trying to save the shop, the house. But… it turned into… this fucking wildfire. I didn’t expect to… crave it.”

Mark leaned forward, his elbows on his knees, his voice urgent. “Crave it? You were a queen, Sarah. You owned them. Jones, Davies, Vance—they were nothing next to you. You made them lose it.”

She laughed, throaty and genuine, her eyes sparkling. “Lose it? They were fucking my holes, Mark. Their cocks were… ruining me. But… yeah, I felt it. Control. Every thrust, every gag, every stretch—I was calling the shots.”

He swallowed hard, his voice low. “Calling the shots. How’d it go from… a lingerie test to… that? Three cocks, all your holes, you screaming for more.”

Sarah leaned back, her voice thoughtful. “It started with Jones. His cock… fuck, it broke me, Mark. I told you to push my legs back, I needed it deeper. Then Davies, Vance—they saw me unraveling, and… I wanted it all. My pussy was… starving, my ass was… begging, my throat was… ready. It… exploded.”

“Exploded?” Mark’s voice was sharp, incredulous. “You invited them, Sarah. You said, ‘My mouth, my ass.’ You… made it happen.”

She nodded, her eyes unapologetic. “I did. I felt… invincible. My cunt was so wet, my ass so tight, my throat so eager. I wanted everything. And you… you were there, making it real.”

Mark’s face flushed, his voice rough. “Making it real? I was… helping them fuck you. Tilting your hips, spreading your legs, finding the best view. I… I got off on it. What the fuck am I?”

She stood, her sweatshirt slipping to reveal more skin, her voice soft, grounding. “You’re mine, Mark. You saw me—really saw me. My pussy taking Jones, my ass swallowing Vance, my throat choking on Davies. You loved it because it was… us.”

He stood, closing the distance, his voice trembling. “Us. That’s… what’s killing me. It wasn’t just them fucking you. It was… us, doing this. The money’s great, but… it’s you, Sarah. You’re different now.”

“Different?” She tilted her head, her voice probing. “Because my holes got fucked by three huge cocks? Look at me, Mark. I’m still me. But… maybe more.”

She stepped back, her hands moving to her sweatpants, sliding them down, revealing her bare pussy and ass. She turned slightly, spreading her legs, her voice bold, raw. “Look at this, Mark. See my pussy? It’s still open, still loose from Jones’s cock. My ass… fuck, it’s gaped from Vance. Three days, and I’m still… marked by them. I don't know if they're ever closing up.”

Mark’s breath caught, his eyes dropping to her pussy, swollen and slightly parted, her ass still tender, faintly stretched. “Jesus, Sarah,” he rasped, his voice thick. “You’re… showing me this? It’s… fucking intense.”

“Intense?” She laughed, pulling her pants up, her eyes locked on his. “My cunt’s been reshaped, Mark. My ass… it’s still tingling from Vance’s cock. My throat’s hoarse from Davies. You love seeing it, don’t you?”

“Yeah,” he admitted, his eyes burning, his voice rough. “I love it. Your pussy, your ass… they’re… fucking legendary now.”

She sat back down, her voice reflective. “Legendary. That night… it changed me. I know what my holes can take, what I want. You saw it, Mark. You made it… ours.”

Mark sank onto the couch, his voice low. “Ours. That’s… what keeps me up. What if you… want more? What if that night… wasn’t enough?”

Sarah’s eyes flickered, a spark of something unspoken passing through them. “Enough? Maybe it was. Maybe not. My pussy, my ass, my throat… they’re still buzzing, Mark. I’m not saying we’re diving back in, but… I’m not locking the door.”

He stared at her, his voice urgent. “Locking the door? You’re saying… we might do it again? Another night like that?”

She shrugged, her smile sly, her voice teasing. “Might? Sure. My holes took three cocks, Mark. They’ve got stories now. Who knows what’s next? Maybe I'll take two cocks in my pussy next time...”

Mark’s breath hitched, his eyes dark with fear and excitement. “Who knows? That’s… fucking terrifying. And… fucking hot.”

She laughed, standing, her sweatshirt slipping further. “Hot, huh? Keep that in mind. We’re free now—no debts, no panic. Just… us. And whatever we choose.”

She moved to the kitchen, her posture bolder, more assured. The package caught her eye, an unopened envelope peeking out, the faint J&D Acquisitions logo glinting in the light. She didn’t touch it, but her fingers lingered, a subtle promise of something yet to unfold.
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