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  Chapter one
The First Consultation


Gloria Clark stepped through the glass doors of Clark & Associates, the weight of the takeout bag pulling slightly at her wrist. The firm occupied the top three floors of a downtown tower, all marble and polished steel that caught the afternoon light like something deliberate. She had dressed for the errand without thinking too hard about it, a fitted emerald dress that skimmed her hips and left her shoulders bare, the auburn waves of her hair pinned loosely at the nape of her neck. Vince had texted that morning about a late lunch meeting, something about a new client, and she had offered to bring food the way she always did when the silence at home stretched too thin. 
The receptionist smiled without warmth and waved her through. Gloria knew the way. Her heels clicked across the marble, a steady rhythm that matched the low hum of voices behind closed doors. Vince’s office sat at the end of the long corridor, its double doors slightly ajar. She paused before pushing them open, adjusting the bag in her hands, already rehearsing the polite smile she would wear when he looked up from his desk and registered her presence like an afterthought.
Inside, Vince stood with his back to her, phone pressed to his ear, the familiar sharp line of his shoulders cutting against the city skyline through the window. He did not turn. Gloria set the bag on the low table near the seating area and smoothed her dress, waiting. The room smelled of leather and expensive cologne, the same scent that clung to their shared closet at home.
“Vince,” she said softly.
He lifted one hand in a half-wave, still speaking into the phone. “I understand the urgency. We’ll move on the filings by end of week.”
Gloria exhaled through her nose and turned toward the window, giving him space. That was when she noticed the second man in the room. He occupied the corner chair with the ease of someone who expected the space to accommodate him. Tall, broad through the chest and shoulders, dark hair cut close, eyes the color of storm clouds. He watched her without apology, one ankle resting on the opposite knee, a faint smile playing at the corner of his mouth.
“Mrs. Clark,” the man said, voice low enough that it did not carry to Vince. “I’ve heard a great deal about you.”
Her pulse gave a small, unexpected jump. “I’m sorry, I don’t believe we’ve met.”
“Logan Leoni.” He rose in one fluid motion, extending a hand. His palm was warm, the grip firm without being aggressive. “Your husband is handling my rather complicated divorce.”
Gloria withdrew her hand slowly. “I see. I hope he’s being helpful.”
“He’s thorough,” Leoni said. The word carried a second meaning she could not quite place. His gaze moved over her once, unhurried, before returning to her face. “You brought lunch. Thoughtful.”
Vince ended the call and finally turned. “Gloria. Good, you’re here. Logan, this is my wife. Gloria, meet Logan Leoni. One of our more high-profile matters.”
Leoni’s expression did not change, but something in his posture shifted, the subtle claim of a man who already knew more than he should. Gloria felt the weight of it settle between her shoulder blades.
They ate at the small conference table Vince kept in the corner. Vince talked through the case in clipped legal terms while Gloria picked at her salad. Leoni listened, asked pointed questions, and every so often his attention drifted back to her. When Vince excused himself to take another call in the outer office, Leoni leaned forward, elbows on the table.
“You don’t look like a woman who enjoys being an afterthought,” he said quietly.
Gloria’s fork paused halfway to her mouth. “Excuse me?”
“The way you waited. The way you smiled when he finally noticed you were in the room.” Leoni’s eyes held hers. “I notice things, Mrs. Clark. It’s part of what makes me successful.”
Heat crept up her neck. She set the fork down. “My marriage is none of your concern.”
“No,” he agreed. “But your dissatisfaction might be.”
The door opened before she could answer. Vince returned, already checking his watch. “Logan, we should move to the conference room. The associate has the preliminary documents ready.”
Leoni stood. “Of course.” He glanced at Gloria once more. “A pleasure, Mrs. Clark.”
She watched them leave, the click of the door loud in the sudden quiet. Her hands trembled slightly as she gathered the remnants of lunch. She told herself it was nothing, just the practiced charm of a wealthy client who knew how to unsettle people. Yet the words lingered, echoing in the space Vince had left empty.
She decided to wait rather than return home immediately. The hallway outside Vince’s office was wide and hushed, lined with framed settlements and awards. Gloria walked slowly, letting the tension in her shoulders ease. She reached the end of the corridor where a small alcove held a window overlooking the city. Footsteps approached behind her.
“Mrs. Clark.”
She turned. Leoni stood a few feet away, hands in his pockets, the picture of casual power. The hallway felt narrower with him in it.
“Mr. Leoni. I thought you were in the conference room.”
“I stepped out for a moment.” He closed the distance until only an arm’s length remained between them. “I wanted to finish our conversation.”
“There was no conversation.”
“There was,” he said. “You just didn’t want to admit it.” His voice dropped. “You’re bored. You’re hungry. And your husband is too busy dismantling other people’s marriages to notice what’s happening in his own.”
Gloria’s breath caught. She should have stepped back. Instead she stayed where she was, the cool glass of the window at her spine. “You don’t know anything about me.”
“I know enough.” Leoni lifted one hand and brushed a strand of hair from her cheek, the touch light but deliberate. “I know you came here hoping he would see you. I know the way you looked at me when you realized he hadn’t.”
Her lips parted, but no sound emerged. Leoni leaned in, close enough that she caught the faint scent of his cologne, something dark and expensive. His mouth hovered near hers, not quite touching.
“Tell me to stop,” he murmured.
She didn’t. The kiss was slow, controlled, a question more than a demand. His hand settled at her waist, thumb pressing lightly through the fabric of her dress. Gloria’s fingers curled against the window ledge. When he pulled back, her pulse hammered in her throat.
“I’ll be in touch,” Leoni said. He slipped something into her hand, a small card with a number scrawled on the back. Then he was gone, footsteps fading down the hall.
Gloria stayed where she was, breathing unevenly. She looked down at the card. A single line of text waited on her phone screen a moment later, the number already saved.
“Dinner. Tomorrow. Tell him you have plans with a friend.”
She closed her fingers around the phone, the weight of the decision settling into her chest like something inevitable. Vince’s voice drifted from the conference room, confident and distant. Gloria slipped the card into her clutch and walked back toward the elevators, the taste of Leoni’s mouth still on her lips.






  
  Chapter two
The Private Meeting


Gloria checked her reflection in the rearview mirror one last time before stepping out of her car. The bar Leoni had chosen sat tucked away on a side street downtown, the kind of place with low lighting and high-backed booths that swallowed conversations whole. She had told Vince she was meeting Tara for drinks, and he had barely looked up from his tablet. The lie sat heavy in her chest, but it did not stop her from smoothing the black dress over her hips and walking inside. 
The air inside smelled of aged wood and citrus. A hostess led her to a corner booth near the back, where Logan Leoni already waited. He looked up as she approached, that same commanding presence filling the space even in the dim light. His shirt sleeves were rolled to the elbows, revealing strong forearms, and his eyes tracked her every step.
“You came,” he said, voice low and steady. He did not stand, but the invitation in his posture was clear. Gloria slid into the booth opposite him, the leather cool against the backs of her thighs.
“I almost didn’t,” she admitted, fingers tightening around her clutch. “This is a mistake.”
Leoni signaled the waiter with a slight lift of his chin. “Two old fashioneds. And you’re here, so it’s not a mistake yet.” His gaze held hers without wavering. “Tell me why you’re dissatisfied, Gloria. Don’t start with the polite version. I want the truth.”
She hesitated, the weight of his attention pressing against her. The waiter returned with the drinks, and she took a slow sip before answering. “Vince works late. When he’s home, he’s still working. We haven’t touched each other in months. Not really. It’s like I’m furniture he’s used to seeing in the same spot.”
Leoni nodded, his expression unreadable but intent. “And you want more than that. You want someone to see you. To want you enough to take.”
Her cheeks warmed. She looked down at her glass. “I shouldn’t be talking about this with you.”
“But you are,” he said. His foot brushed hers under the table, a deliberate touch that sent a small current up her leg. “You came because you’re tired of pretending. Say it.”
Gloria swallowed. The confession slipped out before she could stop it. “I’m tired of being invisible in my own marriage. I want to feel wanted again. Desired. Like I matter.”
Leoni’s hand moved beneath the table, resting lightly on her knee. The contact was warm through the thin fabric of her dress. “Good girl for telling me the truth.” His thumb traced a slow circle. “Now tell me what you think about when you’re alone at night.”
She glanced around the bar. No one was watching. The booth hid them well. “I think about being taken. Not asked. Just claimed.” The words tasted forbidden on her tongue, and a flush spread down her neck.
His hand slid higher, fingers brushing the inside of her thigh. Gloria’s breath caught, but she did not pull away. Leoni leaned forward slightly, his voice dropping even lower. “Spread your legs a little. Let me feel how honest you’re being.”
She obeyed, knees parting under the table. His fingers traced the edge of her panties, pressing lightly against the damp fabric. A soft sound escaped her before she could swallow it. Leoni’s eyes darkened with approval.
“You’re already wet,” he murmured. “From the confession or from the touch?”
“Both,” she whispered. His fingers pressed more firmly, rubbing slow circles over the thin lace. Pleasure built in steady waves, and she gripped the edge of the table to keep her expression neutral. The bar continued around them, glasses clinking, low conversations, but her world narrowed to the pressure of his hand.
Leoni did not rush. He kept the rhythm measured, watching her face for every reaction. “You like this. Sitting here while I touch what your husband ignores. Tell me you want more.”
“I want more,” Gloria said, voice barely steady. Her hips shifted forward just enough to chase the sensation. “Please.”
He withdrew his hand after another slow stroke, leaving her aching. “Finish your drink. We’re leaving.”
They walked out together, the night air cool against her heated skin. Leoni led her to a black car parked in a quiet lot nearby. He opened the back door and she climbed in, heart pounding. The moment the door closed, his hand returned to her thigh, pushing the dress higher.
“First things first,” he said, voice calm and instructional. “You’re going to come for me right here. Then we’ll talk about what happens next.”
Gloria’s pulse raced. She glanced toward the front, but the partition was up and the driver was nowhere in sight. Leoni’s fingers hooked into her panties and tugged them aside. He stroked her directly now, two fingers sliding through her wetness with deliberate pressure.
“Look at me,” he ordered. She met his eyes as he pushed one finger inside her, then two, curling them in a way that made her back arch against the seat. “That’s it. You’re tight. Neglected. We’re going to fix that.”
His thumb found her clit, circling in time with the slow thrust of his fingers. Gloria bit her lip to stay quiet, but soft moans still escaped. The first sexual act felt overwhelming in its intimacy, the way he watched every flicker of pleasure cross her face while he worked her open.
“Tell me how it feels,” Leoni said.
“Good,” she breathed. “So good. I can’t remember the last time anyone touched me like this.”
“Vince doesn’t do this for you?”
“No.” The confession came easier now, tangled with the building tension low in her belly. “He doesn’t have time. Doesn’t care.”
Leoni’s fingers moved faster, the wet sounds filling the enclosed space. “You’re going to come on my hand, Gloria. Then you’re going to agree to see me again. No more pretending this isn’t what you need.”
Her orgasm built quickly, the combination of his words and the skilled touch pushing her over. She came with a sharp cry, thighs trembling around his wrist. Leoni kept stroking through it, drawing it out until she slumped back against the leather, breathing hard.
He withdrew his fingers slowly and brought them to her lips. “Clean them.”
She opened her mouth without thinking, tasting herself on his skin. The act felt filthy and right at the same time. When he pulled his hand away, he studied her for a long moment.
“Agreement,” he said. “You meet me when I say. You don’t tell Vince. In return, I give you what you’ve been missing.”
Gloria nodded, still flushed and trembling. “Yes. I agree.”
Leoni leaned in and kissed her, slower than the hallway kiss but just as commanding. His tongue brushed hers, and she tasted the faint trace of whiskey from his drink. When he pulled back, his thumb traced her lower lip.
“Good. Now go home. Act normal. But remember who made you come tonight.”
She straightened her dress and stepped out of the car on unsteady legs. The drive home passed in a blur of streetlights and racing thoughts. Guilt flickered, but it was drowned by the lingering throb between her legs and the memory of his voice telling her what she needed.
Vince was in the kitchen when she entered, pouring a glass of water. He looked up and smiled faintly. “How was Tara?”
“Fine,” Gloria said, setting her clutch on the counter. “We caught up.”
He crossed the room and pressed a quick kiss to her mouth, the same distracted peck he always gave. “Good. I’m heading to bed. Early deposition tomorrow.”
She watched him walk away, the taste of Leoni still on her lips mixing with the bland familiarity of her husband’s kiss. In the quiet of the kitchen, her phone vibrated with a single message from the number she had saved.
“Next time I want your mouth. Sleep well, Gloria.”
She stared at the screen until it went dark, the weight of the agreement settling over her like a second skin. The house felt larger and emptier than it ever had before.,






  
  Chapter three
The Hotel Encounter


Gloria told Vince she needed new dresses for an upcoming charity event. He barely glanced up from his phone, murmuring something about using the credit card and not to spend too much. The lie came easier this time, sliding off her tongue with less guilt than she expected. She drove to the upscale boutique first, bought one simple black dress she did not need, and then continued straight to the hotel Leoni had texted her about the night before. Her hands tightened on the wheel as she parked in the underground garage. The building was discreet, the kind of place where people paid for privacy and no questions were asked. 
She took the elevator to the twelfth floor, her heart beating faster with each passing level. Room 1204. The key card waited in her clutch exactly where Leoni had instructed her to keep it. She slipped it into the lock and stepped inside. The suite was spacious, with a wide bed dressed in crisp white linens and heavy curtains drawn against the afternoon light. Leoni stood near the window, already watching her with that steady, commanding gaze.
“Close the door,” he said. His voice was low and even, the kind of tone that left no room for argument. Gloria obeyed, the soft click echoing in the quiet room. She set her bag on the nearby chair and waited, unsure what came next but already feeling the pull of his presence.
Leoni crossed the room slowly. “You used the shopping excuse like I told you. Good. Now take off the jacket.”
She shrugged out of the light coat she had worn over her dress. The fabric slid down her arms and landed on the floor. Leoni’s eyes followed the movement, appreciative but unhurried. “The dress next. Slow. I want to watch every inch.”
Gloria reached for the zipper at her side. She drew it down inch by inch, the sound loud in the stillness. The dress loosened and she let it fall, stepping out of it until she stood in just her bra, panties, and heels. Her skin prickled under his gaze. Leoni circled her once, close enough that she could feel the heat from his body but not yet touching.
“Turn around,” he instructed. She did, facing the bed. His fingers traced the strap of her bra, then unhooked it with one efficient motion. The lace fell away. “Hands behind your back.”
She clasped her wrists together. Leoni stepped in front of her again and tilted her chin up with one finger. “You’re nervous. I can see it in the way you breathe. But you’re also wet already, aren’t you?”
“Yes,” she whispered. The admission came out before she could second-guess it. Leoni smiled, small and satisfied, then leaned down to take one nipple into his mouth. He sucked firmly, teeth grazing just enough to make her gasp. His hand cupped the other breast, thumb circling the peak until it tightened.
Her phone buzzed on the dresser. Vince’s name lit the screen. Leoni glanced at it but did not stop. “Answer it. On speaker. Tell him you’re still shopping.”
Gloria reached for the phone with shaking fingers and accepted the call. “Vince?”
“Hey. Just checking if you found anything good. I might be late again tonight.”
She swallowed hard as Leoni’s mouth moved lower, trailing kisses down her stomach. “I’m still looking. Nothing feels right yet.”
“Take your time. Use the card.” The call ended. Leoni straightened, eyes dark with amusement and something sharper.
“Good girl. You lied so smoothly. Now the rest of your clothes.”
She removed the panties and stepped out of her heels. Leoni guided her to the bed and had her lie back. He stripped his own shirt off, revealing the broad chest and strong arms she had only imagined before. Then he took his time again, kissing and touching every exposed inch of her body without giving her what she was already starting to crave. His fingers traced her inner thighs, stopping just short of where she needed them.
“Please,” Gloria said, the word slipping out on a breath.
“Please what?” Leoni asked. He pressed his palm flat against her, the pressure firm but not enough. “Use your words.”
“Please touch me. I need more.”
He chuckled low in his throat and finally slid two fingers inside her. She was slick and ready, and the stretch drew a moan from her. Leoni worked them slowly at first, then faster, curling them against the spot that made her hips lift off the bed. His thumb circled her clit in steady rhythm. The first orgasm built fast, crashing over her with a sharp cry. Leoni did not stop. He kept the pressure going through the aftershocks until she was trembling and oversensitive.
“That’s one,” he said. “You’re going to give me more before I’m done with you.”
Her phone buzzed again. Another text from Vince. Leoni picked it up and read it aloud. “Don’t forget we have dinner with the Parkers next week.” He set the phone down and met her eyes. “Answer him later. Right now you’re mine.”
He removed his fingers and brought them to her mouth again. She cleaned them without being told, the taste of herself sharp on her tongue. Leoni stood and unbuckled his belt. “On your knees.”
Gloria slid off the bed and knelt. He freed himself from his pants and guided her head forward. She took him into her mouth, slow at first, learning the weight and taste. Leoni’s hand rested on the back of her head, not forcing but directing. “Deeper. Use your tongue.”
She obeyed, hollowing her cheeks and taking as much as she could. The act felt filthy and exhilarating at the same time. When he pulled her off, strings of saliva connected her lips to him. He lifted her onto the bed again and spread her legs wide.
“Beg,” he said simply. “Tell me exactly what you want.”
Gloria’s face burned, but the need was stronger than the shame. “I want you inside me. Please. I need you to fuck me.”
Leoni positioned himself at her entrance and pushed in with one steady thrust. The stretch was intense, filling her completely. He gave her a moment to adjust, then began to move. His pace started measured but quickly turned hard and dominant, hips snapping forward with controlled force. Each thrust pushed her up the bed slightly. Gloria gripped the sheets, moaning openly now.
“That’s it,” Leoni growled. “Take it. You’ve been needing this for months.”
She came again, clenching around him, the orgasm longer and deeper than the first. Leoni did not pause. He flipped her onto her stomach, pulled her hips up, and entered her again from behind. One hand pressed between her shoulder blades, holding her down while the other reached around to rub her clit. The third orgasm tore through her with a broken cry. Sweat slicked her skin. The room filled with the sounds of skin meeting skin and her desperate breaths.
Her phone buzzed once more. Leoni reached for it without breaking rhythm and held it in front of her face. Vince had sent a photo of the dinner reservation. Leoni leaned down, lips at her ear. “Tell him you’re busy. Or don’t. Either way, you’re staying right here until I decide we’re finished.”
Gloria could not form words. She came again, smaller this time but still intense, her body shaking. Leoni followed soon after, burying himself deep with a low groan. He stayed inside her for a long moment, then pulled out slowly. Warmth trickled down her thigh.
He rolled her onto her back and examined the marks he had left. A dark hickey bloomed on the side of her neck, another lower on her breast. Leoni picked up his phone and snapped a quick photo of her flushed, marked body. “For me,” he said. “Proof of how well you begged.”
Gloria lay there catching her breath, the reality of what she had done settling over her in waves. Guilt flickered, but it was drowned by the deep satisfaction still humming through her limbs. Leoni cleaned her gently with a warm cloth from the bathroom, then helped her dress. Before she left, he kissed her once more, slow and possessive.
“Next time I won’t be gentle,” he promised. “And you’ll still beg for it.”
She drove home with the hickeys hidden under her collar. Vince greeted her at the door with his usual distracted kiss, not noticing the faint scent of another man on her skin or the way her legs still felt unsteady. Gloria smiled and set her shopping bag on the counter, the video clip Leoni had sent her already saved in a hidden folder on her phone. The shopping excuse had worked perfectly. She wondered how many more lies she would need before the truth became impossible to hide.
The afternoon light faded outside the kitchen window. Vince talked about his case, his voice steady and professional, while Gloria nodded at the right moments. Inside, her body still carried the imprint of Leoni’s hands and the memory of begging for every thrust. She excused herself to the bedroom early, claiming a headache, and locked the door behind her. The hickey on her neck throbbed faintly when she touched it. She pulled out her phone and looked at the photo Leoni had taken, the evidence of her surrender clear in the image. A new message arrived from him while she stared at it.
“You did well today. Rest. I’ll decide when you’re ready for more.”
Gloria typed a single reply, her fingers moving before she could talk herself out of it. “Whenever you want.” She hit send and set the phone face down, the weight of her choices pressing against her chest like a secret she was no longer sure she wanted to keep. Vince called from the living room, asking if she needed anything, and she answered with the same soft, measured tone she always used. The contrast between the two men felt sharper than ever. One gave her routine and distance. The other gave her commands and consequences she could not stop craving. She lay back on the bed and closed her eyes, replaying the hotel room in her mind until sleep finally pulled her under.






  
  Chapter four
The Private Estate


Gloria stared at the message on her phone, the words from Logan Leoni glowing in the dim light of her bedroom. He had framed it as business, something about reviewing documents for Vince’s case that required a private setting away from the office. “My estate has the space we need,” the text read. “Come tomorrow afternoon. Tell your husband it’s related to the files.” She typed a quick confirmation before she could talk herself out of it, then deleted the thread. Vince sat in the living room downstairs, buried in case notes as usual. She called down to him with the excuse already prepared. 
“Vince, Leoni wants me to drop off some papers at his place tomorrow. Something about the settlement numbers.”
“Fine,” he called back without looking up. “Use the car service if you want. I’ve got depositions all day.”
The ease of the lie settled over her like a familiar coat. Gloria packed a small overnight bag anyway, tucking in a change of clothes and the silk robe she rarely wore at home. Her body still carried faint marks from the hotel, and the memory of begging for him made her pulse quicken. She told herself this was just another step, nothing more, even as the truth pressed against her thoughts.
The drive to Leoni’s private estate took her outside the city, through winding roads lined with trees that opened onto a sprawling property. The main house stood grand and isolated, all stone and glass with manicured grounds that stretched in every direction. A staff member met her at the door and directed her to a sitting room where Leoni waited. He looked imposing even in casual clothes, dark shirt open at the collar, eyes fixed on her the moment she entered.
“You came,” he said, voice low and commanding. “Close the door behind you.”
Gloria obeyed, the heavy wood clicking shut. Leoni crossed the room and took her bag from her hands, setting it aside. “Vince thinks you’re here for business. We both know that’s not why you drove all this way.”
“I brought the files,” she said, though the words felt thin. Leoni smiled faintly and stepped closer, his hand brushing her waist.
“We’ll get to those later. First, I want you out of those clothes. Slow, like last time.”
She hesitated only a moment before reaching for the buttons of her blouse. The fabric parted under her fingers, and she slid it off her shoulders. Leoni watched every movement, his presence filling the space. “The skirt next. Then the rest. I want you bare for what comes next.”
Gloria stripped completely, the cool air of the estate raising goosebumps on her skin. Leoni led her through the first room, a large study with leather furniture and tall bookshelves. He stopped at a heavy wooden desk and opened a drawer, pulling out a length of soft black rope. “Light bondage today. Just your wrists. You’ll tell me if it’s too much.”
She nodded, heart racing as he guided her hands behind her back and tied them securely but not painfully. The rope felt smooth against her skin, a reminder of his control. Leoni turned her to face the desk and bent her over it, his hand pressing between her shoulder blades. “You look good like this. Tied and waiting.”
His fingers traced down her spine and between her legs, finding her already slick. He stroked her slowly, building the tension without rushing. “Tell me what you think about when Vince is in the next room,” he said. “Do you imagine him knowing?”
“Sometimes,” Gloria admitted, her voice breathy. “It makes me feel guilty, but then I can’t stop thinking about you.”
Leoni pushed two fingers inside her, curling them deliberately. “Good. That guilt is part of it. You’re going to come on my hand while you picture him finding out.”
She moaned as he worked her, the rope limiting her movement and heightening every sensation. The first orgasm rolled through her quickly, her body clenching around his fingers. Leoni did not stop. He kept the pressure steady until she trembled again, the second peak sharper.
He untied her wrists only to guide her to the next room, a spacious living area with wide windows overlooking the grounds. There he had her kneel on the thick rug. “Open your mouth,” he instructed. Gloria complied, and he fed his cock between her lips, one hand resting on her head to control the depth. She took him as deep as she could, saliva trailing down her chin as he thrust gently. The act felt raw and intimate, his dominance clear in every command.
“You’re getting better at this,” Leoni said, pulling back after several minutes. “Now stand up. We’re moving again.”
They crossed into a bedroom suite, the bed large and inviting. Leoni tied her wrists once more, this time to the headboard with the same soft rope. He spread her legs and entered her in one smooth thrust, the fullness drawing a gasp from her. His pace started measured but quickly turned harder, hips driving into her with controlled force. The headboard creaked with each movement.
“Does Vince fuck you like this?” Leoni asked, voice rough against her ear. “Does he make you beg?”
“No,” Gloria breathed. “He doesn’t. He barely touches me.”
“That’s because he doesn’t know what you are. A wife who needs to be claimed. Who gets wet thinking about another man taking what’s his.” The cuckolding words landed hot and sharp, twisting the guilt into something darker and more arousing. Leoni reached down to rub her clit in time with his thrusts. “Say it. Tell me you’re mine while your husband sits at home.”
“I’m yours,” she said, the words tumbling out between moans. “Please. Don’t stop.”
He flipped her onto her stomach without pulling out, the new angle hitting deeper. Gloria came again, her cries muffled against the pillow. Leoni followed soon after, filling her with a low groan before withdrawing slowly. He untied her wrists and massaged the faint marks, then led her to yet another room, a private lounge with a large couch and dim lighting.
There the encounters continued. Leoni had her ride him on the couch, her hands free this time but his grip firm on her hips. “You’re going to agree to more after this,” he said between thrusts. “Full submission. No more excuses with Vince. You come when I call.”
Gloria nodded, lost in the rhythm. “Yes. I agree. Whatever you want.”
Her phone rang in the middle of it, Vince’s name flashing on the screen. Leoni answered it himself and held it to her ear without slowing his movements. “Talk to him,” he whispered. “Sound normal.”
“Gloria?” Vince’s voice came through clearly. “I saw a hotel charge on the card from last week. Something about a suite downtown. Everything okay?”
She bit her lip as Leoni thrust deeper, the sensation making it hard to focus. “It’s fine. Just a mix-up with the billing. I’ll call them tomorrow.”
“All right. Don’t forget about dinner this weekend.” The call ended. Leoni set the phone aside and increased his pace, the dirty talk returning. “He doesn’t suspect a thing. You’re dripping on my cock while you lie to him. That’s what you wanted, isn’t it?”
She came once more, the orgasm leaving her shaking and spent. Leoni held her close afterward, his hand stroking her back. “You did well. The agreement stands. You’re mine now, fully.”
They moved through the estate one final time, Leoni taking her against a wall in the hallway before they returned to the study. By the time they finished, Gloria’s body ached in the best way, marked and satisfied. Leoni dressed her himself, careful with the buttons.
“The hotel charge is suspicious,” he said as she prepared to leave. “Vince will dig if you’re not careful. Next time I’ll handle the arrangements.”
Gloria drove home in silence, the weight of the full submission agreement settling over her. Her phone buzzed with a message from Leoni before she reached the city limits. “Rest tonight. You earned it.” She deleted it quickly, then walked inside to find Vince already asleep on the couch, papers scattered around him. The suspicious charge lingered in her mind, a small crack in the perfect surface they maintained. She kissed his forehead lightly and headed upstairs, knowing the estate had changed everything. The rope marks on her wrists would fade by morning, but the agreement would not.,






  
  Chapter five
The Risky Office Visit


Gloria drove through the quiet streets toward Vince’s office building, her hands gripping the wheel tighter than necessary. The suspicious hotel charge had lingered in her mind all day, and the weight of her lies pressed down harder with every passing hour. She told herself she was going there to confess, to end the entanglement before it spiraled further. Vince would be working late as usual, and she could catch him alone. The words she planned to say sat heavy on her tongue. “I’ve been seeing someone. It started with Leoni.” She repeated them under her breath, trying to steady her nerves, but the memory of Leoni’s hands on her body made the confession feel impossible to voice. 
The firm’s lobby was nearly empty when she arrived, the security guard nodding her through with a familiar wave. She took the elevator to the top floor, her reflection in the mirrored walls showing flushed cheeks and eyes that betrayed her uncertainty. The hallway lights were dimmed for the evening, and her heels clicked softly against the marble as she approached Vince’s office. The door stood slightly ajar, and she heard his voice inside, low and focused on a phone call. She paused, hand on the knob, rehearsing the confession one more time.
Before she could push the door open, a hand closed around her wrist from behind. Gloria turned sharply, heart leaping into her throat. Logan Leoni stood there in the shadows, his tall frame filling the space with that same commanding presence. He wore a dark suit, tie loosened, and his eyes held a knowing glint that made her stomach twist with a mix of dread and unwanted heat.
“What are you doing here?” she whispered, pulling against his grip. Leoni didn’t release her. Instead he drew her closer, his voice a low murmur that brushed against her ear.
“I had a late meeting. Vince doesn’t know I stayed behind. And you’re not here to confess anything, Gloria. Not tonight.”
She shook her head, the intent still fresh in her mind. “I came to tell him. This has to stop. The hotel charge, the lies. I can’t keep doing this.”
Leoni’s expression didn’t waver. He glanced toward Vince’s office door, where her husband’s voice continued in the background, then guided her firmly down the hallway to an adjacent conference room. The door clicked shut behind them, and he backed her against the long table, his body pressing close. “You won’t confess. Not while I’m here to remind you why you won’t.”
His mouth captured hers in a kiss that left no room for argument, demanding and thorough. Gloria’s hands pushed at his chest at first, but the familiar rush of arousal betrayed her resolve. Leoni’s fingers worked at the buttons of her blouse, exposing her skin to the cool air of the empty room. “Vince is right next door,” he said against her lips. “One wrong sound and he’ll hear everything. So you’ll stay quiet.”
She nodded, breath coming faster as he lifted her onto the table’s edge. Leoni pushed her skirt up and tugged her panties aside, his fingers stroking her with deliberate pressure. She was already wet, the risk of discovery sharpening every sensation. He circled her clit slowly, watching her face for every flicker of reaction. “You came here to end it, but your body knows better. Tell me you don’t want this.”
“I do want it,” Gloria admitted in a whisper, the words slipping out before she could stop them. Guilt twisted in her chest, but the pleasure built steadily under his touch. Leoni freed himself from his pants and positioned her legs around his hips, entering her in one smooth thrust. The stretch filled her completely, and she bit her lip to muffle the moan that threatened to escape.
The power play began immediately. Leoni set a hard, controlled rhythm, his hands gripping her thighs to hold her in place. “That’s it. Take it quietly. Your husband is working on my case while I fuck his wife in the next room.” The cuckolding words hit with their usual sharp edge, mixing shame and arousal into something addictive. Gloria’s internal thoughts raced, the confession she had planned dissolving under the weight of his dominance. She couldn’t stop now, not when the risk made every thrust feel more intense.
Voices drifted from Vince’s office, the sound of him ending his call and shuffling papers. Leoni leaned in closer, his breath hot against her ear. “Muffle it. Use my shoulder if you have to.” He thrust deeper, the table creaking faintly beneath them. Gloria pressed her face into the fabric of his shirt, her cries reduced to soft, desperate sounds. The muffled power play continued as Leoni varied his pace, sometimes slow and grinding, sometimes faster and harder, always keeping her on the edge of another peak.
She came once, her body clenching around him as she fought to stay silent. Leoni didn’t pause. He continued, one hand sliding between them to rub her clit in time with his movements. “Again,” he instructed in that low, commanding tone. “You’re going to give me another before we’re done.” The second orgasm built slower, the tension coiling tighter until it snapped with a sharp intake of breath. Her legs trembled around him, and Leoni followed soon after, burying himself deep with a quiet groan.
They stayed connected for a moment, breathing hard. Then Leoni pulled out and helped her straighten her clothes, his movements efficient but possessive. “You’re not confessing tonight. Instead, you’re going to do something for me.” He reached into his jacket and pulled out a small folder, sliding it across the table. “Sabotage the evidence in Vince’s files. There are copies of documents in his desk that need to go missing. Do it tomorrow when he’s out.”
Gloria stared at the folder, the demand sinking in like a stone. “I can’t do that. It’s his case. If he finds out…”
“He won’t,” Leoni said, his voice steady and unyielding. “And you will, because you agreed to full submission at the estate. This deepens it. You’re mine, and that means helping me when I ask.” He cupped her chin, forcing her to meet his eyes. “Say it.”
She hesitated, the entanglement wrapping tighter around her. The memory of the estate, the ropes, the multi-room encounters, all flooded back. “I’m yours,” she whispered. “I’ll do it.”
Leoni nodded, satisfied. “Good girl. Now leave before he comes looking.” They slipped out of the conference room and down the hallway, escaping undetected as Vince’s door remained closed. Gloria’s heart pounded with the thrill of it, the risk heightening the sense of deepening entanglement. She drove home in silence, the folder tucked into her bag like a secret she couldn’t escape.
At home, Vince greeted her with his usual distracted kiss, oblivious to the scent of another man still clinging faintly to her skin. “You’re out late,” he said. “Everything okay?”
“Just needed some air,” Gloria replied, her voice measured. She retreated to the bedroom, staring at the folder Leoni had given her. The demand to sabotage evidence felt like a line crossed, but the pleasure from the office visit lingered in her body, making refusal impossible. Her phone buzzed with a message from Leoni. “Tomorrow. Make it look like an accident. You won’t regret it.”
She deleted the message quickly, but the words stayed with her. The guilt mixed with a growing hunger, the kind that made her wonder how far she would go. Vince called from downstairs about dinner plans, and she answered with the same soft tone she always used, the contrast between her two worlds sharpening into something she could no longer ignore. The office visit had changed nothing and everything at once, pulling her deeper into Leoni’s control while Vince remained blind to the betrayal happening right under his nose.
The next morning came too quickly. Gloria dressed carefully, choosing a simple outfit that hid any lingering marks. She arrived at the firm early, the folder in her purse like a ticking clock. Vince’s office stood empty for the moment, and she slipped inside under the pretense of bringing him coffee. The files sat on his desk, neatly organized. She hesitated, the intent to confess from the night before now replaced by Leoni’s demand. Her fingers moved almost on their own, pulling out specific documents and tucking them into her bag. The sabotage felt mechanical, yet the rush of it sent a familiar heat through her veins.
She finished just as Vince returned, his footsteps echoing in the hallway. Gloria straightened the remaining papers and smiled at him, the lie coming easily. “I thought you might need this.”
He took the coffee with a nod, already distracted by his phone. “Thanks. Leoni’s case is heating up. We need to be careful with the evidence.”
The words landed like a warning, but Gloria only nodded and excused herself. Back in her car, she texted Leoni a single word. “Done.” His reply came instantly. “Good. Meet me tonight. No excuses.” The deepening entanglement settled over her like a second skin, the risk of the office visit now a permanent part of her. She drove home, the city blurring past, knowing that every step pulled her further from the life she had once known.
That evening, Vince kissed her again, oblivious and routine. Gloria closed her eyes during the kiss, replaying the muffled sounds from the conference room. The power play, the commands, the way Leoni had made her submit while her husband worked nearby. It fueled the hunger she could no longer deny. She told Vince she needed an early night and retreated upstairs, her mind already on the next meeting. The sabotage had bound her tighter to Leoni, and the escape undetected only added to the thrill. As she lay in bed, her phone lit with another message. “You’re learning well. Soon there won’t be any turning back.” Gloria stared at the screen until it went dark, the weight of her choices pressing down but never enough to stop the pull.
The days blurred after that, each one carrying the secret deeper. Gloria found herself rationalizing the sabotage in quiet moments, telling herself it was just one document, just one favor. But the memory of Leoni’s voice in her ear, demanding her submission, kept the entanglement alive. Vince remained focused on his cases, never suspecting the woman beside him had crossed lines she couldn’t uncross. The office visit had started as an intent to confess and ended as another surrender, the risk of discovery now a shared secret between her and Leoni alone. She touched the faint marks on her skin from his grip and wondered how much further it would go before the truth came crashing down.






  
  Chapter six
The High-Society Gala


Gloria adjusted the strap of her black evening gown as the car pulled up to the grand hotel hosting the high-society gala. Vince sat beside her, already checking his phone for messages about the latest case. The event was a charity fundraiser for the city’s elite, filled with lawyers, real estate moguls, and socialites who traded gossip like currency. She had dressed carefully, the gown hugging her curves and dipping low in the back, but her mind wasn’t on the evening ahead. It was on the text Leoni had sent earlier that day, a simple reminder that he would be there too. 
“You look nice,” Vince said without glancing up. “Try not to spend the whole night talking to Tara. I need you to charm a few clients.”
Gloria forced a smile, the familiar neglect settling over her like a second skin. “I’ll do my best.” They stepped out into the glittering lobby, where chandeliers cast warm light over polished floors and clusters of people in formal wear. The air smelled of perfume and champagne, and the low hum of conversation filled the space. Vince led her inside with a hand on her elbow, already scanning the room for familiar faces.
She spotted Logan Leoni almost immediately. He stood near the bar, tall and imposing in a tailored black suit, his dark eyes finding hers across the crowd. A faint smile curved his lips, and Gloria felt a rush of heat mixed with the ever-present guilt. She looked away quickly, but the public flirting began the moment Leoni approached their group.
“Vince, good to see you,” Leoni said, extending a hand. His grip was firm, and he turned to Gloria with a nod that held more weight than it should. “Mrs. Clark, you look stunning tonight. That color suits you perfectly.”
“Thank you,” Gloria replied, her voice soft and measured. Vince didn’t notice the way Leoni’s gaze lingered on the neckline of her gown or the way her pulse quickened under the attention. They exchanged small talk about the case, but Leoni’s words carried a double edge. “I’m looking forward to seeing how things unfold. Some marriages don’t stand a chance against the right pressure.”
Vince laughed, oblivious. “That’s why I hired you. We’ll dismantle it efficiently.” Gloria’s cheeks warmed, and she excused herself to the ladies’ room, needing a moment to breathe. Leoni’s presence already had her on edge, the risk of exposure heightening every sensation.
She returned to find Leoni waiting near the edge of the dance floor. He pulled her into a conversation about the event, his voice low enough that only she could hear the real meaning. “You came with him, but you’re thinking about me. I can see it in the way you stand.”
“Stop,” she whispered, glancing toward Vince, who stood a few feet away talking to another attorney. “Someone will notice.”
Leoni’s hand brushed her lower back, the touch hidden from view but electric. “They won’t if you’re careful. Meet me in the hallway bathroom in five minutes. Don’t make me wait.”
Gloria’s internal conflict flared, guilt battling the growing arousal that always followed his commands. She nodded once, then watched him disappear into the crowd. The next few minutes passed in a blur of forced smiles and polite chatter with Vince at her side. When the moment came, she slipped away under the excuse of freshening up, her heart pounding with the risk.
The bathroom was a private one down a quiet hallway, reserved for VIP guests. Leoni was already inside, locking the door behind her the second she entered. The space was elegant, with marble counters and a large mirror, but the intensity in his eyes made it feel charged and dangerous. “Vince is right outside,” he said, backing her against the wall. “One sound and he could hear us. So you’ll stay quiet while I take what I want.”
His mouth claimed hers in a hard kiss, hands already pushing the straps of her gown down. Gloria’s breath caught as the fabric slid over her breasts, exposing her to the cool air. Leoni’s fingers pinched a nipple, drawing a muffled gasp from her. “You’ve been flirting with me all night under his nose. Now you’re going to pay for it.”
He turned her to face the mirror, lifting her gown to her waist and tugging her panties down. The position forced her to watch her own flushed reflection as he freed himself and thrust inside her in one smooth motion. The fullness made her knees weak, and she bit her lip hard to stay silent. Leoni set a relentless pace, one hand over her mouth to muffle any sounds while the other gripped her hip.
“Look at yourself,” he growled in her ear. “Getting fucked in a bathroom while your husband talks business nearby. You love the risk, don’t you?”
Gloria nodded, her eyes locked on the mirror. The intense risky sex built quickly, each thrust pushing her closer to the edge. She came with a sharp, muffled cry against his hand, her body clenching around him. Leoni didn’t stop. He continued harder, the sound of skin meeting skin barely audible over the distant gala music. “Again,” he commanded. “You’re not leaving until I say.”
The second orgasm hit her harder, waves of pleasure making her tremble against the counter. Leoni followed soon after, filling her with a low groan before pulling out and straightening her clothes with efficient care. “Fix your hair. We’re not done yet.”
They slipped out separately, Gloria returning to the main room with her pulse still racing. The risk of exposure lingered like a shadow, but the satisfaction in her body made it hard to regret. Vince found her near the bar, his expression neutral. “Where did you go? I was looking for you.”
“Just the restroom,” she said, forcing calm into her voice. Leoni appeared moments later, raising a glass in a toast that drew the room’s attention. “To the end of things that no longer serve us,” he said, his eyes flicking to Gloria briefly. “To destruction of the old so the new can rise. May the weak unions fall swiftly.”
The crowd applauded, but Vince’s face tightened. He leaned toward Gloria, voice low. “That man is ruthless. Sometimes I wonder if he enjoys it too much.” The confrontation began in small ways, Vince watching Leoni with new suspicion and pulling Gloria closer by the arm. “Stay by me tonight. I don’t like the way he looks at you.”
Gloria’s stomach twisted with the first real hint of exposure. She nodded, but her thoughts raced back to the bathroom, the intensity of the sex, and the way Leoni’s commands had overridden her guilt. The gala continued around them, laughter and music filling the air, but the tension between the three of them thickened. Vince’s grip on her arm didn’t loosen, and his questions about Leoni’s toast grew more pointed as the evening wore on.
They mingled with other guests, but Leoni found moments to brush past her, his fingers trailing along her wrist in passing. “You did well in there,” he murmured once when Vince stepped away. “But the night isn’t over. Meet me outside after the speeches.”
Gloria shook her head, fear of Vince’s growing awareness mixing with the pull of desire. “He’s starting to notice. We can’t keep this up.”
“We can and we will,” Leoni replied, his tone leaving no room for argument. “You agreed to this. Now enjoy the risk.” The public flirting continued in subtle glances and loaded words, all under Vince’s increasingly watchful eye. When the toast’s implications sank in further, Vince pulled Gloria aside near the exit. “What’s going on with you and Leoni? The way he spoke, the way you reacted. Tell me I’m imagining things.”
She froze, the confrontation landing like a blow. “Nothing. He’s just a client.” But the lie tasted bitter, and Vince’s eyes narrowed with the first cracks of doubt. The gala’s opulent lights suddenly felt too bright, the crowd too close. Gloria excused herself again, needing air, but the deepening entanglement with Leoni made escape feel impossible. The night stretched on, each moment carrying the weight of what had happened in the bathroom and what Vince was beginning to sense.
By the time they left, Vince was quiet in the car, his mind clearly turning over the evening’s events. Gloria stared out the window, replaying the stolen tryst, the intense pleasure, and the toast that had hinted at destruction. The risk of exposure had never felt higher, yet the satisfaction lingered, binding her tighter to Leoni. She knew the confrontation with Vince had only just begun, and the path ahead held more secrets than she could contain. The gala had changed the game, turning public flirtation into something that threatened to unravel everything. Gloria closed her eyes, the memory of Leoni’s voice in her ear still echoing as the car carried them home.
The following days brought more tension at home. Vince asked subtle questions about Leoni’s case, his tone laced with new caution. Gloria answered carefully, but the guilt and arousal warred inside her. She received another message from Leoni, commanding another meeting, and the cycle pulled her deeper. The high-society event had exposed more than just her body in that bathroom. It had begun to expose the fractures in her marriage, with Vince’s confrontation simmering just below the surface. Gloria touched the faint marks hidden under her dress and wondered how long the lies could hold before everything broke open.






  
  Chapter seven
The Evidence Sabotage


Gloria sat in her car outside the law firm, staring at the glowing screen of her phone where Leoni’s latest message waited like a command she couldn’t ignore. “Go tonight. The files on the top shelf in Vince’s office. Remove the ones marked with the red tab and replace them with the copies I sent you. Do it after everyone leaves.” Her fingers tightened around the device as guilt twisted in her stomach, but the thrill of his control pulled stronger. She had agreed to this at the estate, and the office visit had only tightened the knot. Vince was still at home when she left, distracted by a late call, and she had told him she needed to pick up something she forgot at the firm. The lie came easily now, sliding out with the same measured tone she used for everything else. 
The building felt different at night, the marble floors echoing under her heels as she used her keycard to enter. Security knew her, and the guard barely looked up from his desk. Gloria took the elevator up, her heart beating faster with each floor. The psychological descent began the moment the doors opened on the quiet hallway. She told herself it was just paper, just one small act to keep Leoni satisfied, but the weight of betraying Vince pressed against her chest like a hand. She slipped into his office and closed the door behind her, the familiar scent of leather and his cologne making her pause. The files sat exactly where Leoni had described, stacked neatly on the top shelf behind the desk.
She climbed the small step stool and reached for the red-tabbed documents, her fingers trembling slightly as she pulled them free. The tampering felt methodical, almost clinical at first. She swapped in the altered copies Leoni had provided, careful to match the order and make the changes look natural. Each page she touched sent a fresh wave of guilt through her, but underneath it ran a current of dark thrill. The risk of discovery made her breath come quicker, and she found herself rationalizing in her head. Vince wouldn’t notice right away. Leoni would protect her if things went wrong. The power he held over her had grown since the gala, since the bathroom tryst, since every command she had obeyed without question.
Her phone buzzed in her pocket. Leoni’s name lit the screen. She answered in a whisper, keeping her voice low even though the office was empty. “I’m here. I’m doing it.”
“Good girl,” he said, his voice low and commanding through the line. “Take your time. Make sure it looks untouched. You’re mine now, Gloria. This proves it.”
She swallowed hard, the words sending heat through her despite the situation. “I can’t believe I’m doing this. If Vince finds out…”
“He won’t,” Leoni replied. “Because you won’t let him. Keep going. Tell me what you’re touching right now.”
Gloria described the files in a hushed tone, her fingers moving through the papers while Leoni’s voice guided her. The conversation stretched, his instructions laced with the same dominance that had made her beg in hotel rooms and bathrooms. “You’re getting wet just from this, aren’t you? Sabotaging your husband’s work for another man.” The accusation landed with perfect accuracy, and she admitted it in a breathy whisper. “Yes. I can’t stop thinking about you.”
The psychological descent deepened as she worked. Memories of the estate flooded back, the ropes around her wrists, the way he had made her come multiple times while talking about Vince. She replaced the last file and stepped down from the stool, her body humming with a mix of guilt and forbidden excitement. The post-act thrill hit her hard, making her press her thighs together as she stood in the quiet office. She had crossed another line, and the knowledge both sickened and aroused her.
Footsteps echoed in the hallway outside. Gloria froze, her breath catching as the door handle turned. Vince’s voice called out, “Gloria? The guard said you were up here.” She had just enough time to shove the step stool back into place and smooth her skirt before he stepped inside. Her heart pounded so loudly she was sure he could hear it.
“I forgot my scarf,” she said quickly, forcing a smile. Vince glanced around the office, his eyes sharp from years of courtroom work. “You left it at home this morning. What are you really doing here?”
She lied again, the words coming smoother than they should. “I thought I left some notes from the charity event. I must have been mistaken.” Vince studied her for a long moment, the close call stretching the silence until he nodded. “All right. Let’s go home. I don’t like you here alone at night.”
They walked out together, Vince’s hand on her back in a gesture that felt more possessive than usual after the gala. Gloria’s mind raced with the close call, the thrill of nearly being caught mixing with fresh guilt. Leoni’s control had pushed her to this point, and she couldn’t deny how much the danger had excited her. At home Vince poured himself a drink and asked more questions about the firm, his tone carrying the first real edge of suspicion. “You’ve been distracted lately. Anything I should know?”
“Nothing,” Gloria replied, pouring herself water to hide the tremor in her hands. She retreated to the bedroom early, locking the door and pulling out her phone. Leoni’s message waited. “You did well. The changes will buy us time. Now call me and tell me how it felt.”
She dialed, keeping her voice low so Vince wouldn’t hear from downstairs. “It felt wrong. But I couldn’t stop. I kept thinking about you the whole time.”
Leoni’s chuckle was dark and satisfied. “That’s the point. You’re descending deeper every day. Soon you won’t feel the guilt at all, only the need to obey.” He gave her new instructions for the next day, small tasks that would keep her entangled. “Wear something I’d approve of tomorrow. No panties. I want you thinking about me while you sit across from him at dinner.”
Gloria agreed without hesitation, the words tumbling out in a rush. “I will. Whatever you want.” The call ended, but the control lingered. She lay in bed staring at the ceiling, the tampering replaying in her mind. The office infiltration had been a success, but the psychological cost was mounting. Guilt clawed at her during the quiet moments, yet the thrill of Leoni’s approval and the risk of Vince’s growing suspicion kept her hooked. She touched herself under the sheets, the post-act arousal refusing to fade, and came quietly with his name on her lips.
The next morning Vince kissed her goodbye with more attention than usual, his eyes searching hers. “If something’s wrong, you can tell me.” Gloria smiled and promised everything was fine, then drove to the firm again under the pretense of returning a book. She followed Leoni’s new order, leaving a small note in another file as instructed. The sabotage continued in small doses, each one pulling her further into his web. The close call from the night before haunted her, making every footstep in the hallway feel like a threat. Yet the increasing control from Leoni made her crave the next command, the next risk.
By evening she sat across from Vince at dinner, following the no-panties rule that left her hyper-aware of every movement. Her phone buzzed under the table with a message from Leoni. “Good girl. You’re learning.” The guilt and thrill warred inside her as Vince talked about his cases, unaware that his wife had tampered with the very evidence he needed. The psychological descent felt complete in that moment, the elegant wife on the surface hiding the woman who now lived for another man’s orders. Gloria excused herself to the restroom and texted back a single word. “Yours.” The response came fast. “Always.” She returned to the table with fresh resolve, knowing the entanglement had no end in sight. Vince’s confrontation had started at the gala, but the sabotage had accelerated everything, binding her tighter to Leoni with every altered file and every secret thrill.
The days that followed blurred into a pattern of obedience and internal conflict. Gloria found herself volunteering to help at the office more often, creating opportunities to fulfill Leoni’s demands. Each tampering session brought the same mix of post-act guilt that made her question everything and the sharp thrill that made her wet with anticipation. Vince grew quieter at home, his attention split between work and the subtle changes he sensed in her. The close call haunted their interactions, making Gloria more careful with her lies but also more reckless in her thoughts. Leoni’s control expanded into every corner of her life, from the clothes she chose to the way she answered his calls in the middle of the night. She couldn’t imagine stopping now, even as the weight of her actions pressed heavier. The evidence sabotage had become the new normal, a dark secret that deepened her corruption with every passing hour.






  
  Chapter eight
The Penthouse Ultimatum


Gloria drove through the city at dusk, the penthouse address glowing on her phone screen like another command she couldn’t refuse. Leoni had framed it as a final meeting about the case, something Vince wouldn’t question if she mentioned reviewing documents away from the office. She told her husband she needed the evening to handle loose ends, and he had barely looked up from his tablet. The lie felt heavier now, weighted by everything that had come before, the tampering, the gala, the bathroom tryst where she had come so hard while Vince stood just outside the door. Her hands tightened on the wheel as she pulled into the private garage beneath the building. This was supposed to be the end, or so she had told herself on the drive over, but the pull of Leoni’s control had only grown stronger with each passing day. 
The elevator carried her to the top floor in silence. When the doors opened, Leoni stood waiting in the doorway of his penthouse, tall and broad in a dark shirt with the sleeves rolled up. His eyes locked on hers immediately, that commanding presence filling the space. “Come in,” he said. “We have a lot to discuss.” Gloria stepped inside, the door closing behind her with a soft click that felt final. The penthouse stretched out in sleek lines, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city lights, expensive furniture arranged with deliberate precision. She set her bag down and turned to face him, her heart already racing with a mix of anticipation and dread.
“You said this was about the case,” she began, keeping her voice steady. “Vince thinks I’m reviewing files.”
Leoni smiled faintly, the expression holding no warmth. “That’s the pretense. The truth is simpler. I want you here because you’re ready for the next step.” He crossed the room and poured two glasses of whiskey, handing one to her. “Drink. You’ll need it.”
She took a sip, the burn spreading through her chest. Leoni led her to the living area and gestured for her to sit on the wide leather couch. He remained standing, his posture relaxed but dominant. “You’ve followed every order so far. The sabotage at the office. The risks at the gala. You’re deeper in than you realize.”
Gloria’s internal battle started right there, guilt flickering against the growing hunger she felt whenever he spoke to her in that low, instructional tone. She wanted to argue, to say she could still walk away, but the words died on her tongue. Instead she asked the question that had been building. “What do you want from me now?”
Leoni pulled a tablet from a nearby drawer and set it on the coffee table. He tapped the screen, and the first recording played. It was audio from the hotel encounter, her own voice begging for penetration, the wet sounds of their bodies clear and unmistakable. Another clip followed, video from the estate where he had tied her wrists and fucked her across multiple rooms. Her face showed clearly in the footage, flushed and desperate. Gloria’s breath caught, the recordings revealing just how much evidence he held. “You recorded everything,” she whispered.
“I did,” Leoni said calmly. “For moments like this. You have a choice now. Walk away and watch these destroy your life and Vince’s career. Or accept full integration into what we’ve built. No more halfway measures.”
The graphic dominant sex began almost immediately after. Leoni set the tablet aside and pulled her to her feet, his hands already working at the zipper of her dress. “Strip,” he ordered. “I want you bare while I explain what comes next.” Gloria obeyed, the fabric sliding down her body until she stood naked in the middle of the penthouse. Leoni circled her once, his fingers trailing over her skin. “You’re going to betray him completely. Not just files. You’ll feed me information that ruins his cases, his reputation, everything he’s built.”
He pushed her back onto the couch and spread her legs, kneeling between them. His mouth found her immediately, tongue stroking with deliberate pressure that made her hips lift. Gloria moaned, the sound echoing in the open space. Leoni worked her with focused intensity, two fingers sliding inside her while his tongue circled her clit. She came once quickly, her thighs trembling around his head, but he didn’t stop. He kept going until a second orgasm built, slower and deeper, pulling a broken cry from her throat. “That’s two,” he said when he pulled back, his mouth glistening. “You’re going to give me more before the night ends.”
Leoni stood and stripped, his body hard and ready. He flipped her onto her stomach over the arm of the couch and entered her in one hard thrust. The stretch burned in the best way, and he set a relentless pace, hips snapping forward while one hand pressed between her shoulder blades. “Tell me you’ll do it,” he growled. “Tell me you’ll ruin him for me.”
Gloria’s internal battle raged even as pleasure overtook her. Guilt clawed at the edges of her mind, images of Vince’s oblivious face flashing behind her eyes. But the sensation of Leoni filling her, the way his voice demanded her surrender, drowned it out. “I’ll do it,” she gasped. “I’ll betray him. Just don’t stop.”
He pulled out and turned her again, lifting her so she straddled him on the couch. Gloria sank down onto his cock with a moan, riding him while his hands gripped her hips hard enough to leave marks. The sex turned graphic and methodical, Leoni directing every movement. “Lean back. Let me see your face while you fuck yourself on me.” She obeyed, the new angle hitting deeper. He reached between them to rub her clit, pushing her toward another peak. “You’re mine now. No turning back. Vince will lose everything, and you’ll help me take it.”
She came again, clenching around him as the orgasm ripped through her. Leoni followed soon after, filling her with a low groan before holding her in place. They stayed connected as he continued speaking, outlining the plan for professional ruin. “You’ll access his private emails. Feed me the details on his high-profile cases. I’ll use them to destroy his standing in the firm. You’ll be the perfect weapon.”
Gloria’s breath came in ragged pulls, her body still trembling. The choice crystallized in that moment. The recordings had sealed it, but the pleasure had made refusal impossible. She nodded, the words coming out in a rush. “I choose you. I’ll help ruin him. Tell me what to do next.”
Leoni smiled, satisfied, and pulled her into a slow, possessive kiss. He lifted her again and carried her to the bedroom, laying her on the wide bed. The sex continued there, slower at first but building back to intensity. He tied her wrists to the headboard with soft restraints from the drawer, the light bondage reminding her of the estate. “You’re fully integrated now,” he said as he thrust into her again. “No more pretense. You belong to me.”
Gloria lost count of the orgasms after that. Leoni took her from behind, one hand fisted in her hair while he whispered more demands about the sabotage. He had her on her knees, mouth wrapped around him as he planned the next steps aloud. “You’ll meet me here every week. You’ll wear what I choose. You’ll lie to Vince without hesitation.” Each command pushed her deeper, the internal battle fading under the weight of his control and the raw pleasure he gave her in return.
Hours later they lay tangled in the sheets, the city lights filtering through the windows. Leoni’s hand stroked her back in a rare moment of gentleness. “The planning starts tomorrow. I’ll send you the first targets. You won’t hesitate.”
“I won’t,” Gloria said, her voice hoarse. The choice to betray Vince felt final, the recordings a constant threat that bound her tighter than any rope. She dressed slowly, the penthouse feeling like a new reality she had stepped into completely. Leoni walked her to the elevator and kissed her once more, hard and claiming. “You’re mine. Remember that when you kiss him goodnight.”
She drove home in silence, the graphic details of the night replaying in her mind. Vince was asleep on the couch when she entered, papers scattered around him. Gloria kissed his forehead lightly, the act feeling like the ultimate lie. In the bedroom she checked her phone, a new message from Leoni already waiting. “Sleep well. The ruin begins soon.” She deleted it but couldn’t erase the decision she had made. The full integration demand had been met, and the professional destruction of Vince’s empire was now her responsibility. The internal battle had ended in surrender, and the path ahead held only deeper obsession and the thrill of betrayal she could no longer resist.
The next morning brought new instructions, small tasks that would chip away at Vince’s cases. Gloria followed them without question, the memory of Leoni’s body and voice guiding every step. The penthouse had changed everything, turning the pretense of a final meeting into the start of total commitment. She moved through her day with the weight of the recordings in her thoughts, knowing any slip could expose her. Yet the control felt right, the corruption complete. Vince noticed nothing as he left for work, and Gloria stood in the kitchen alone, already planning the next betrayal. The choice had been made, and there was no going back.






  
  Chapter nine
Total Surrender


Gloria knelt on the floor of Leoni’s penthouse bedroom, her wrists bound behind her back with the same soft rope from the estate. The city lights blurred beyond the windows, but her focus stayed on the man standing over her. Leoni’s hand rested on her head, fingers threaded through her hair as he guided her mouth onto his cock. She took him deep, saliva trailing down her chin while he watched with that same commanding gaze that had pulled her in from the beginning. This was the climactic explicit scene they had built toward, the one where every command felt like the final thread snapping. 
“You’re going to swallow every drop tonight,” Leoni said, his voice low and instructional. “Then we’re going to finish what we started. Vince gets the package, and you watch it happen.”
Gloria moaned around him, the vibration making his hips twitch. She worked her tongue along the underside, hollowing her cheeks the way he had taught her over these months. Her body ached with need, thighs slick from the way he had edged her earlier with his fingers and mouth. Leoni pulled her off after several minutes, strings of spit connecting her lips to him. He lifted her onto the bed and spread her legs wide, tying her ankles to the posts so she was open and exposed.
“Beg for it,” he ordered, positioning himself between her thighs. “Tell me what you want while you think about your husband opening that envelope.”
“I want you to fuck me,” Gloria said, the words coming out breathless and raw. “I want you inside me while Vince finds out. Please. I need it.”
Leoni thrust into her in one hard motion, filling her completely. The stretch burned in the best way, and he set a relentless pace that rocked the bed against the wall. His hands gripped her hips, pulling her onto him with each snap of his hips. Gloria’s moans filled the room, unrestrained now that surrender felt complete. He leaned down, teeth grazing her neck where a fresh mark would bloom. “You’re addicted to this. To betraying him. Say it.”
“I’m addicted,” she gasped, the confession spilling out as another orgasm built. “I can’t stop. I don’t want to stop.”
Leoni reached between them and rubbed her clit in tight circles, pushing her over the edge. She came hard, body clenching around him as waves of pleasure crashed through her. He didn’t slow down. He flipped her onto her stomach, the ropes allowing just enough movement for him to enter her again from behind. The new angle hit deeper, and he fisted her hair, pulling her head back so she had to look at the city below. “Vince is going to see everything. The recordings. The files you tampered with. He’ll know his perfect wife is my slut now.”
The dirty talk fueled her, mixing guilt that no longer held power with the raw thrill of corruption. Gloria came again, smaller but intense, her cries muffled against the pillow. Leoni followed soon after, burying himself deep and filling her with a groan that vibrated through her. He stayed inside her for a long moment, then pulled out slowly and untied the ropes. Warmth trickled down her thigh as he helped her sit up.
“The package is ready,” he said, gesturing to the envelope on the nightstand. It contained the recordings, photos, and copies of the sabotaged files. “We send it now. Then we watch.”
Gloria dressed on unsteady legs, the afterglow of the sex leaving her flushed and pliant. Leoni sealed the envelope himself and handed it to her. “Drop it in the mail slot downstairs. Anonymous. No return address.” She took it, her fingers brushing his, and carried it to the lobby. The act felt final, the weight of the envelope symbolizing everything she had given up. When she returned, Leoni was waiting with his phone open to a live feed from a camera he had placed outside her home.
“Come here,” he said, pulling her onto his lap on the couch. The screen showed Vince’s car pulling into the driveway. Gloria’s heart raced as she watched her husband step out, unaware of what waited in the mailbox. Leoni’s hand slid under her dress, fingers stroking her lazily while they waited. “You did this. You chose this. Tell me how it feels.”
“It feels like power,” Gloria admitted, leaning back against his chest. “I should feel guilty, but I don’t. I want him to see. I want him to know I belong to you.”
Vince retrieved the mail, the envelope mixed in with the usual stack. He carried it inside, and Leoni switched the feed to the interior camera he had somehow installed weeks ago. The view showed Vince at the kitchen counter, tearing open the package. Photos spilled out first, then a USB drive. Vince’s face changed as he played the first clip on his phone. His expression twisted from confusion to shock as Gloria’s voice filled the room through the feed, begging Leoni to fuck her harder.
“There it is,” Leoni murmured, his fingers pushing inside her again. “Watch him realize.”
Gloria’s breath caught as Vince dropped the phone, the evidence of her affair and sabotage spreading across the counter. He sank into a chair, head in his hands, the professional ruin Leoni had planned unfolding in real time. The new reality settled over her like a second skin. She was corrupted completely, addicted to the power Leoni wielded and the way it made her feel alive. No redemption waited at the end of this. Only deeper obsession.
Leoni turned her on his lap and entered her again, the sex slower this time but no less intense. He held her hips as she rode him, eyes locked on the screen where Vince sat in stunned silence. “You’re mine now in every way. We’ll keep going. More cases. More lies. You’ll feed me everything he has left.”
“Yes,” Gloria whispered, the word a vow. She came again, body shuddering as Leoni filled her once more. The feed showed Vince standing, phone to his ear, probably calling her. She ignored the vibration in her own pocket and stayed where she was, wrapped in Leoni’s arms while the dark open ending stretched ahead. The addiction to this power felt permanent, the thrill of betrayal now her only truth. Vince would confront her eventually, but the woman who had once been his wife no longer existed. Only Leoni’s lover remained, ready for whatever came next in their shared destruction.
They stayed like that for hours, the feed running as Vince paced the kitchen and eventually left the house. Gloria’s mind drifted through the months that had led here, every command and surrender building to this moment. The climactic scene had sealed her corruption, and watching the evidence land had removed any lingering doubt. She kissed Leoni deeply, tasting the future in the press of his mouth. “What now?” she asked.
“Now we wait for his next move,” Leoni said. “And you keep obeying. No limits.”
Gloria nodded, the new reality of addiction and power settling into her bones. She dressed again and prepared to return home, knowing the confrontation with Vince would come but holding no fear. The package had done its work. Her complete surrender to Leoni meant she would face whatever followed with the same hunger that had driven her from the start. The dark open ending offered no closure, only the promise of more. She left the penthouse with Leoni’s taste still on her lips and the knowledge that she would never go back. Vince’s world crumbled behind her, and she felt nothing but the steady pull of the man who had claimed her entirely.
The drive home passed in a haze of satisfaction and anticipation. Gloria touched the marks on her skin, reminders of the night’s explicit intensity. When she walked through the door, Vince stood waiting, the envelope in his hand. His eyes held betrayal and confusion, but Gloria met them without flinching. “We need to talk,” he said.
She smiled faintly, the power Leoni had given her making the words easy. “Yes. We do.” The conversation that followed would change nothing about her choice. She had already surrendered completely, and the addiction to that surrender would carry her forward into whatever ruin or pleasure Leoni decided next. The night stretched long, the open ending waiting just beyond the horizon with no easy escape in sight.
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