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Chapter 1

A Private Dance

The dressing room smelled like hairspray and cheap perfume, the same mix that always made my stomach twist with a strange kind of nostalgia. I stood in front of the mirror, adjusting the straps of my black lace bodysuit while Alex watched me from the worn couch in the corner. His knee bounced nonstop. He had been doing that a lot lately.

“You sure about this?” he asked, voice low.

I met his eyes in the reflection and gave him a small smile. “I told you, baby. It’s just a private dance. Nothing I haven’t done before.”

He didn’t look convinced. His fingers drummed against his thigh as he glanced toward the door like he expected someone to burst in and drag me away. I knew he was still getting used to all of this. Hell, I was still getting used to it. Three nights back at the club and my body already remembered the rhythm better than my mind wanted to admit.

Marco pushed through the door without knocking, as usual. He had that look on his face, the one that meant money was about to change hands.

“Raven,” he said, leaning against the makeup table. “You’ve got a new one tonight. Darius. Big spender. First time here but he asked for you specifically. Paid triple for the hour.”

I turned around, one hand still on my hip. “Triple?”

Marco smirked. “Told you the word would spread fast. He’s waiting in the Champagne Room. Tall guy. Dark skin. Looks like he could bench press the whole damn stage.”

My pulse picked up. I hadn’t expected that kind of detail from Marco, but it landed anyway. I felt Alex shift on the couch behind me.

Marco caught the movement and glanced over. “You sticking around tonight, Alex? Or you heading home?”

Alex cleared his throat. “I’m staying.”

“Good,” Marco said, pushing off the table. “Because this one might get interesting.” He gave me a wink and headed back out, leaving the door open behind him.

I looked at Alex. His face was tight, but there was something else flickering behind his eyes. Something I had started to recognize more and more these past few weeks.

“You don’t have to watch if you don’t want to,” I said quietly.

He stood up and crossed the small room. His hands found my waist, pulling me in until our bodies touched. “I want to. I just... I don’t know how I’m supposed to feel about it yet.”

I reached up and touched his cheek. “You don’t have to feel any one way. Just be honest with me. That’s all I ask.”

He nodded, but I could still see the war going on inside him. Part of him hated this. Another part, the part he was only just starting to admit existed, was already getting hard at the thought of what might happen in that room.

I kissed him softly, then stepped back. “I should go. Don’t want to keep the new regular waiting.”

Alex let out a shaky breath. “Be careful.”

“I always am.”

I grabbed my robe and slipped it on over the bodysuit, then headed down the narrow hallway toward the Champagne Room. My heels clicked against the floor with every step. The bass from the main floor thumped through the walls, but back here everything felt quieter, more intimate.

My mind raced as I walked. A new client. A big spender. Tall and dark-skinned. Marco had said it so casually, but the words kept looping in my head. I hadn’t been with a Black man since before I met Alex. Back then it had been wild, reckless nights that left me sore and satisfied in ways I didn’t always want to think about afterward. Now here I was, walking toward another one while my husband waited just down the hall.

I stopped outside the door, took a slow breath, and pushed it open.

The room was dim, lit only by a few low lamps and the soft purple glow from the wall sconces. Darius sat on the large velvet couch, one arm stretched along the back, legs spread comfortably. He was even bigger than I expected. Broad shoulders, thick arms, and a presence that filled the space without trying. His eyes lifted when I stepped inside, and a slow smile spread across his face.

“Raven,” he said, voice deep and smooth. “Marco said you were the best. I hope he wasn’t lying.”

I let the robe slide off my shoulders and let it fall to the floor. “I guess you’ll have to decide for yourself.”

He didn’t rush. Just watched me as I crossed the room, his gaze moving over every inch of me like he was already deciding exactly how he wanted to take me apart. When I reached him, I stopped between his knees and placed my hands on his thighs. They were solid under my palms.

“First time at the club?” I asked.

“First time here,” he answered. “But not my first time with a woman like you.”

I raised an eyebrow. “A woman like me?”

His smile widened. “One who knows exactly what she wants. Even if she hasn’t admitted it to herself yet.”

The words hit deeper than I expected. I felt a spark low in my belly, the same one that had been growing stronger every night I came back here. I leaned in closer, letting my breath brush against his ear.

“Then I guess we should find out what that is,” I whispered.

His hand came up and rested on my lower back, warm and steady. Not pushing. Just there. Waiting.

I closed my eyes for half a second, feeling the weight of the moment. Alex was somewhere nearby. Darius was right in front of me. And for the first time since I walked back through those club doors, I wasn’t sure which one of them I was more nervous about.

But I was about to find out. The music started. The clock began its countdown. And my body was already moving before my mind could catch up. This time felt different from the very first touch. I just didn’t know yet exactly how much.


Chapter 2

Darius

The bass vibrated through the floor as I moved in front of Darius, swaying my hips to the slow, heavy beat. He leaned back, watching me with a kind of hunger that made my skin prickle all over. There wasn’t any pretense here. No polite smiles or careful boundaries. Just the two of us, the music, and the unspoken promise that things were about to go further than a dance.

I ran my hands over my breasts, down my stomach, letting him watch every inch of me like an offering. He didn’t reach for me right away, which only made the anticipation worse. Better. I wasn’t sure anymore.

“Spin around,” he said quietly, but it wasn’t really a request.

I turned slowly, giving him the view he wanted, arching my back so my ass pushed toward him. The bodysuit rode up, barely covering anything at all. His breath hitched behind me, and I smiled to myself. That small sound was almost as good as the stack of bills Marco had promised.

I glanced over my shoulder. “You like that?”

Darius smirked, but his eyes were dark and focused. “Come here.”

I turned back to face him, moving between his knees again. This time when I reached for his shoulders, his hands found my waist, fingers pressing into my skin just enough to make my pulse race. He didn’t stop me as I slid onto his lap, straddling him, but I could feel how hard he already was through his slacks.

“You’re not shy,” he said, his voice a low rumble against my chest.

“Not usually,” I whispered, leaning in until our faces almost touched. “But sometimes I like it when a man makes me work for it anyway.”

His grip tightened on my hips, pulling me closer until there was nothing left between us but the thin fabric of my bodysuit and whatever self-control either of us had left. His eyes searched mine, and for a second I wondered if he knew about Alex. If Marco had told him anything before I walked in the door.

“You married?” he asked, reading my face too easily.

I froze for half a beat, then nodded. “Yeah.”

He grinned like I’d just confirmed something he’d already guessed. “He know where you are right now?”

The question hit me harder than I thought it would. I thought of Alex sitting in that dressing room, probably still trying to convince himself he was okay with all this. Trying not to let his mind wander too far down the hallway.

“He knows,” I said, my voice softer than before.

Darius chuckled and slid one hand up my spine, making me shiver. “And how does he feel about his wife grinding on another man’s dick for cash?”

My breath caught. Nobody had ever put it that bluntly while I was still on the job. Not even Marco. But there was something in Darius’s tone—curiosity mixed with challenge—that made me want to answer him honestly.

“Ask him yourself later,” I said, pressing down against his erection. “He’s here tonight.”

His eyebrows lifted slightly, and for a moment he looked genuinely surprised. “No shit?”

I nodded, biting my lip. “In the dressing room. Waiting.”

Darius let out a low whistle and shifted beneath me, pushing his hips up just enough to make us both groan. “Well, that makes this more interesting, doesn’t it?”

I didn’t answer. Just started moving against him in time with the music, letting the rhythm take over while my mind spun. I had told Alex he didn’t have to stay, but he always did now. Always watched, even when he pretended he wasn’t looking. And here I was, telling this stranger that my husband was nearby like it was just another part of the show.

Maybe it was.

Darius’s hands moved higher, skimming the sides of my breasts, his thumbs brushing against the lace covering my nipples. I gasped softly and leaned into him, my forehead resting against his shoulder as I rocked my hips harder.

“Fuck,” he muttered, his voice rougher now. “I didn’t expect this when Marco said you were special.”

I laughed quietly and sat back, reaching for his tie to loosen it. “You still have twenty minutes left to decide if I’m worth the money.”

His hand caught mine, stopping me from undoing the knot. “Who said anything about deciding?” He leaned in, his lips grazing my ear. “I’m gonna make sure I get my money’s worth.”

The promise in his voice sent a rush of heat through me, pooling low between my legs. I didn’t care about the clock anymore. Didn’t care that Alex was probably pacing the dressing room trying not to imagine what was happening in here. All I could think about was Darius’s hands on me, his mouth so close to my neck, the thick line of his cock pressing exactly where I needed it.

When he finally kissed me, it wasn’t soft or sweet. It was demanding and messy, his tongue sliding against mine like he was claiming every part of my mouth for himself. I melted into him, letting him take control because for once I didn’t want to think. Didn’t want to second-guess why this felt so damn good when everything about it should have felt wrong.

He pulled back just enough to speak, his lips still brushing mine. “Tell me something. Does your husband know how wet you get when someone else touches you?”

I whimpered at his words, my face flushing hot. “No.”

Darius grinned and slid his hand between my thighs, pressing the lace of the bodysuit right against my clit. “Then let’s make sure he finds out.”

Before I could respond, he lifted me off his lap, turned me around, and bent me over the couch. My knees hit the cushions, my hands gripping the backrest as he moved in behind me. His fingers hooked the thin material covering me and pulled it aside, exposing me completely to the room—and to whatever part of Alex could see through the crack under the door if he’d gotten up the nerve to come looking.

The first touch of Darius’s tongue against me made me gasp out loud. He licked me slow and thorough, like he had all the time in the world to taste every inch of me. My head fell forward, my breathing ragged as he worked me with his mouth, his hands holding my ass open like an offering.

“God,” I moaned, trying to keep my voice low even though I knew the walls weren’t that thick. “Fuck.”

Darius laughed against me, the vibration making me clench around nothing. “You’re soaked. Poor guy’s probably out there wondering why you’re taking so long.”

The image of Alex waiting, worrying, maybe even listening to the sounds spilling out of this room made everything worse. Hotter. I reached back, tangling my fingers in Darius’s hair as he pushed his tongue deeper, eating me out like he’d been starving for it.

When he finally pulled away, I almost protested—almost begged him not to stop—but then I felt him undoing his belt, the metal buckle clinking softly behind me. I bit my lip, my heart pounding in my throat as I waited for what came next.

“Tell me if you want me to stop,” he said, but we both knew I wouldn’t.

I didn’t answer. Just pushed back toward him, silently begging for exactly what was about to happen. He groaned and grabbed my hips, pulling me onto his cock in one smooth stroke that left me breathless. He was bigger than he’d felt earlier, thick and hot as hell inside me, stretching me perfectly.

“Oh fuck,” I choked out, my hands gripping the couch tighter.

Darius leaned over my back, his mouth next to my ear as he started moving. “That’s it, sweetheart. Take it.”

He fucked me deep and steady, not rushing even though we both knew the hour was ticking down. Every thrust sent sparks up my spine, my body responding like it had been waiting for this since the moment I walked into the club. I tried to stay quiet—tried not to let Alex hear too much through the walls—but Darius seemed determined to make that impossible.

“You feel so fucking good,” he growled, slamming into me harder. “Better than you thought you would, huh?”

I nodded desperately, my eyes squeezed shut as the pleasure built higher. “Yes.”

“Your husband ever fuck you like this?” he asked, voice rough.

The question sliced through the haze of arousal just enough to make me hesitate. But only for a second.

“No, he can’t,” I admitted, shame and excitement twisting together in my stomach.

Darius laughed darkly and reached around to cup my breast, rolling my nipple between his fingers. “That’s what I thought. He can’t give you this, can he?”

I shook my head, pushing back against him, taking him deeper. “No. He’s not—“

I cut myself off before I could say more, but Darius didn’t need me to finish. He already knew. Could probably feel it in the way I clenched around him every time he mentioned Alex.

“God, you’re tight,” he muttered, his rhythm faltering slightly. “You close?”

I whimpered, nodding again because words were beyond me now. Everything was focused on the thick cock driving into me, the hand teasing my breast, the dirty secret of what we were doing while my husband waited just down the hall.

“Come for me then,” he commanded, his voice dropping lower. “Come on my cock like you can’t do for him.”

That was all it took. The orgasm hit me so hard my knees almost buckled, my whole body shuddering as pleasure crashed through me in waves. Darius groaned behind me, his thrusts getting uneven as he chased his own release.

“Where do you want it?” he gritted out, barely holding on.

The question barely registered, but my mouth answered before my brain caught up. “Inside. Please.”

He let out a strangled sound and shoved deep, his hips jerking as he came hard, filling me up just like I’d asked. I collapsed forward onto the couch, my body still trembling as he slowly pulled out, his hands sliding down my back one last time.

I felt it immediately — the slow, warm spill of his cum starting to leak out of me. It slid thick and heavy down my inner thigh, and I clenched without meaning to, like my body was trying to keep some of it inside. The sensation sent another small shiver through me.

I’d asked for this. I’d told him to come inside me while my husband sat just down the hall, and now I could feel the evidence of it dripping out of my used pussy. The thought should have made me feel guilty. Instead it made my stomach tighten with something hotter and darker.

For a moment, neither of us moved. The music had stopped at some point during all that, and now the only sounds were our breathing and the soft thud of the bass from the main floor. My bodysuit was still pushed aside, my thighs sticky with both of us. And somewhere down the hall, Alex was probably still sitting there wondering if I was okay—if any of this had been worth it.

Darius fixed his clothes first, then helped me sit up, tucking himself away like nothing had happened. Like he hadn’t just ruined my marriage in the best possible way for twenty extra minutes and a stack of cash.

“Damn,” he muttered, shaking his head with a lazy grin. “I see why Marco talks about you like you’re magic.”

I laughed weakly, adjusting my bodysuit as best I could while my legs still felt like jelly. “Magic, huh?”

“Something like that.” He leaned down and kissed me again, softer this time but still claiming. “I’ll be back next week. Same time. You tell your husband that too.”

My heart flipped at the thought—of telling Alex what I’d just done, of seeing his face when he realized I wasn’t even close to done with this new side of myself.

“I’ll tell him,” I promised.

Darius left first, slipping out the door like he belonged there, already pulling his wallet out to tip Marco on his way by. I stayed on the couch a minute longer, collecting myself, feeling the evidence of what we’d done still leaking out of me. It should have bothered me more than it did. Should have made me feel guilty or ashamed.

But all I felt was satisfied—and eager for whatever came next.

When I finally left the Champagne Room, I wasn’t surprised to see Alex standing outside, his back against the wall like he’d been debating whether to come find me or not. He looked up when I approached, his eyes searching mine for... something. An explanation, maybe. Reassurance.

I stopped in front of him, close enough that he could smell Darius on me if he wanted to. Close enough that he could probably still see the flush on my skin.

“Ready to go home?” I asked quietly.

Alex hesitated, then nodded, swallowing hard. “Yeah.”

He didn’t ask what happened. Didn’t say a word about the man who had just walked out of the room behind me. But as we started down the hall toward the dressing room, his hand found mine, squeezing tight like he was afraid to let go.

And I knew right then that whatever came next—whatever lines we crossed or boundaries we broke—we’d do it together. Even if that meant destroying the version of us that used to make sense.

The ride home was silent. The air thick with everything we weren’t saying. By the time we got to the apartment, my body was already aching for something else. Something more. And from the way Alex looked at me when I locked the door behind us, I knew he felt it too.

“You okay?” he finally asked, his voice rough in a way that made my stomach clench.

I stepped closer, reaching for the hem of my shirt. “Do you want me to be?”

His eyes dropped to where my fingers played with the lace peeking out from under the fabric. He swallowed again but didn’t answer. Just stood there watching me like he wasn’t sure whether to stop me or beg me to keep going.

I pulled the shirt over my head and let it fall to the floor, standing in front of him in just the ruined bodysuit and my heels. “You can ask me anything,” I whispered. “I’ll tell you everything.”

Alex’s jaw tensed, his hands curling into fists at his sides. “Did he...?”

“Fuck me?” I finished for him, my voice soft but steady. “Yes.”

He flinched like I’d hit him, but his eyes never left mine. “Did you... did you want him to?”

God. The question was so raw, so honest, it almost broke me. But I nodded because we were past lying now. Past pretending this was just about money or survival.

“Yes,” I admitted. “I wanted him to. I came on his cock while you waited outside.”

Alex made a choked sound, his whole body going rigid. But he didn’t look away. Didn’t storm out or tell me it was over. Instead, his gaze dropped lower—to the mess still visible between my thighs through the soaked lace of the bodysuit.

“He... he came inside you?” His voice shook on the last word.

“Yeah.” I stepped closer, reaching for his belt buckle before he could stop me. “Do you want to see?”

He sucked in a sharp breath, but he didn’t pull away. Just let me undo his pants and push them down his hips, his already-hard cock springing free. It was smaller than Darius’s—smaller than most of the men I’d been with lately—but there was something about seeing it now, after everything else tonight, that made me ache with a twisted kind of love.

Alex shivered when I wrapped my fingers around him, his head falling back against the wall. “Fuck, Maddie.”

“Tell me what you want,” I whispered, stroking him slowly. “You want to see where he came? Want to feel it?”

He groaned and grabbed my wrist, stopping me for a second while he looked at me again. There was deeper conflict in his eyes—shame, desire, anger, need. All tangled together in a way I didn’t think I’d ever seen in him before.

“Show me,” he said, his voice barely audible. “Show me how he fucked you.”

My heart pounded as I led him to the bedroom, stripping off what little was left of my clothes along the way. When I climbed onto the bed on all fours, presenting myself to him like Darius had done earlier, I thought Alex might lose it right then. His hands were shaking when he touched me, spreading me open so he could see everything.

“He... he didn’t use a condom, did he?” Alex asked, even though he already knew the answer.

I shook my head, pushing back toward him. “No. He came in me. Filled me up.”

“Fuck,” Alex hissed, his fingers sliding into the mess Darius had left behind. “You’re so... Jesus, Maddie.”

He sounded like he was going to be sick or come in his pants, and honestly, either option would have worked for me right then. I was already so turned on again I could barely think straight.

“Do you hate it?” I asked, my voice trembling with need. “Or do you wish it was you?”

Alex’s answer was to climb onto the bed behind me and shove his cock into me without another word. He wasn’t rough exactly, but there was a desperation in how he moved—like he was trying to replace what Darius had done, even though we both knew he couldn’t.

“Oh god,” I gasped, dropping down onto my elbows as he fucked me harder than he ever had before. “Alex—“

“Does it feel different?” he asked, his voice strained. “Is that why you’re so fucking wet?”

I moaned, my hands fisting in the sheets. “Yes. He was... fuck... he was bigger than you. A lot bigger...”

Alex made a broken sound and grabbed my hips, pounding into me with a wild kind of energy. “Did he make you come like this?”

“No,” I panted, pushing back to meet his thrusts. “I came before he did. He... he made me beg for it.”

The confession seemed to undo him completely. Alex’s rhythm stuttered, his cock throbbing inside me as he let out a choked groan and came, his body shaking with the force of it. Alex never could last long. He collapsed against my back, his breath hot against my neck while he softened inside me.

We stayed like that for a long time—him still inside me, both of us catching our breath in the dark. Eventually, Alex rolled off and lay beside me, staring up at the ceiling like he wasn’t sure who he was anymore.

I turned on my side to face him, brushing my fingers over his chest. “Are you okay?”

He closed his eyes for a second, then opened them again with something new in their depths. Something that looked a lot like surrender. “I don’t know. But... I don’t want you to stop.”

My heart skipped a beat. “Even if... even if it means more guys like him?”

Alex reached for my hand, lacing our fingers together. “Especially if it means more guys like him.”

The words hung between us, terrifying and liberating all at once. This wasn’t the marriage we’d signed up for. Wasn’t the future either of us had pictured when we said our vows five years ago. But as I curled into his side and felt his arm tighten around me, I knew we were exactly where we were supposed to be.

Broken maybe. But broken together.

And that was enough—for tonight, at least. Tomorrow, Marco would expect me back at the club. Darius would probably be waiting. And Alex would have to decide all over again if he could handle watching me fall apart in someone else’s arms.

But for now... for now, we just held each other in the dark and pretended it was enough. Because it was all we had left.


Chapter 3

The Champagne Room

The Champagne Room was darker tonight, lit only by a few candles and the purple neon glow from the sign above the bar. The music was softer too, something sultry with a deep bass that made my chest vibrate every time I moved. Marco had been specific about the client’s request—a private show, no touching at first. Just me dancing while he watched from the shadows.

I adjusted the straps of my red lace teddy and glanced toward the corner where I knew he was sitting. He was already there when I walked in—tall, broad shoulders filling out the leather chair, face hidden in the dim light but his presence impossible to miss. Darius.

“Raven,” Marco said, his voice smooth as ever. “Mr. Darius here has requested a special performance tonight. One hour, full attention.”

I nodded, not taking my eyes off the shadowy figure in the corner. He hadn’t moved yet, just sat there watching me like he was deciding whether or not I was worth the price he’d paid.

“I’m ready when you are,” I said softly, shifting my weight from one foot to the other.

Marco gave a small smirk and motioned toward the pole at the center of the room. “Whenever you’re comfortable.”

The music picked up a little, the beat sliding into something slower but heavier. I closed my eyes for a second, letting it move through me, then reached for the pole and started to dance. It was familiar by now—the way my body responded to the rhythm, how my hands found their places without thinking—but tonight felt different. More electric. More dangerous.

I opened my legs wider, hooking one around the base of the pole as I arched my back, pushing my breasts forward. The lace of the teddy barely covered my nipples, and I could feel them harden under the cool air. My hips rolled in time with the bass, slow and deliberate, each movement an invitation for the man still sitting silently in the corner.

When I finally looked at him again, his eyes were on me—dark and intense and hungry. His legs were spread slightly, one hand resting on his thigh like he was stopping himself from reaching for me too soon. That was part of the game. The control. He wanted to see how far I could take him without touching him at all.

I spun around the pole, using my momentum to lift myself up and wrap my legs high, letting the lace of my thong ride up between my ass cheeks. A low sound came from his corner—not words, just a rough exhale like he liked what he saw.

Good.

I let myself slide back down slowly, my hands running over my stomach, my thighs, grazing the inside of my legs where I was already getting warm. The music shifted again, something with more pulse, and I dropped to my knees in front of the pole, spreading my knees wide so he could see everything.

My hands moved up my body, cupping my breasts through the thin lace, pinching my own nipples until they ached. I tilted my head back, moaning softly, making sure he heard every bit of it. The sound seemed to pull him forward in his seat, his shoulders tensing like he was fighting not to get up.

But he stayed put, watching me grind against the floor like I was already imagining something thicker than the polished wood beneath me. My thong was probably soaked through by now, and I knew he could see it in the low light—knew he was thinking about peeling it off with his teeth and tasting how wet I was just from dancing for him.

When the song ended, I didn’t stop. Didn’t wait for the next beat. I crawled toward him on my hands and knees, my ass swaying behind me, until I was right between his legs. He finally moved then, leaning forward to rest his elbows on his knees, bringing his face close enough that I could feel his breath on my cheek.

“You’re even better than last time,” he murmured, his voice deep and rough like gravel. “Marco wasn’t lying about you.”

I looked up at him through my lashes, my chest still heaving from the dance. “What else did they say?”

His smile was slow and dangerous. “That you take orders well.”

My stomach flipped, heat pooling low between my legs at just the thought. I reached for his belt, my fingers brushing the hard length straining behind his zipper. “Is that what you want? For me to take orders tonight?”

Darius didn’t answer right away. Just watched me unbuckle his belt and slowly pull it free, his eyes dark and hungry. “You know the rules,” he said finally. “No touching until I say so.”

I smirked, wrapping the belt around my hand. “Then what am I supposed to do with this?”

His grin widened, and he leaned back in his chair, spreading his legs wider. “Show me what you think it’s for.”

I bit my lip, sitting back on my heels as I looked him over. He was wearing a crisp white shirt open at the collar, sleeves rolled up to show strong forearms, dark slacks that did nothing to hide how hard he was. Everything about him screamed power—calm but in control, like he owned every room he walked into.

And fuck, it turned me on.

I stood up slowly, holding the belt in both hands, and looped it around the back of my neck like a leash. Darius’s eyes followed the movement, his jaw tightening slightly.

“Like this?” I asked, tugging the ends just enough to make it snug against my throat.

His expression shifted, something darker flickering across his face. “Turn around.”

I obeyed, turning away from him so my back was to his front. I felt him move behind me, his presence suddenly too close, too hot. The belt was still around my neck, and when he took the ends from my hands, I couldn’t help the shiver that ran down my spine.

He pulled it gently but firmly, forcing my head back just enough that my neck stretched. “You look good like this,” he said, his voice dropping lower. “All restrained and waiting for me to use you.”

I let out a shaky breath, my hands clenching at my sides. “I’m not waiting,” I whispered, even though we both knew it was a lie.

Darius chuckled darkly, one hand sliding around my waist to hold me in place. “No? Then why don’t you show me how much you don’t need it.” His fingers brushed over my stomach, down to the hem of my teddy. “Show me how much you can take without begging.”

Before I could respond, he yanked the belt backward, bending me slightly at the waist. My ass pressed against his crotch, and I could feel exactly how much he wanted this—hard and thick and pulsing through the fabric of his pants. My mouth went dry.

His free hand pushed the lace of my thong aside, and then his fingers were sliding through my folds, finding me slick and ready. I gasped, my knees almost buckling, but the belt around my neck kept me upright, kept me right where he wanted me.

“Fuck,” he muttered, circling my clit with his thumb. “You’re soaked.”

I couldn’t argue. Couldn’t even think straight with his fingers teasing me like that. I rocked back against him, trying to get more pressure, more friction, anything to ease the ache building between my legs.

But Darius pulled his hand away, leaving me empty and wanting. “Not yet,” he said, his voice smug. “I told you to show me. Not beg for it.”

I whined in frustration, tugging at the belt around my neck. “Then let me touch myself. Let me show you how bad I need it.”

He considered that for a second, then hummed thoughtfully. “Alright. But keep your hands where I can see them.”

I nodded eagerly, reaching down to slip my fingers under the lace of my thong. My clit was swollen and sensitive, and the first touch made me moan out loud. I rubbed slow circles, my hips rolling with the motion, putting on a show for him as my fingers moved faster.

Darius stepped back slightly, watching me like he was memorizing every detail. “Look at you,” he said, his voice thick with lust. “Touching yourself in front of me like a greedy little slut.”

The words made me clench around nothing, my body responding to the degradation like it was wired into me now. I arched my back, pushing my breasts forward as I fucked myself on my own fingers, imagining they were his—bigger, rougher, deeper.

“That’s it,” Darius encouraged, finally moving to undo his pants. “Show me how you come when you’re thinking about me inside you.”

I whimpered, my legs trembling as the pressure built. I could hear the sound of him stroking himself behind me, and it only made me hotter. Made me want to be good for him—good enough that he’d finally let me have what we both wanted.

When my orgasm hit, it crashed over me hard and fast, my whole body shaking as I cried out. Darius cursed under his breath, and a second later I felt his cum splatter against my ass and lower back, hot and thick as he groaned my name.

I collapsed forward, catching myself on the arm of the chair as I panted, my skin tingling from head to toe. Darius leaned down over me, his chest pressed to my back as he kissed my shoulder, then my neck.

“Good girl,” he whispered, his hands sliding over my stomach to cup my breasts. “But we’re not even close to done.”

My breath hitched, and I turned my head to look at him. His eyes were still dark with need, his cock already hard again against my ass. And somehow, despite everything we’d just done, I wanted more. Needed more.

“Please,” I breathed, reaching back to run my fingers through his hair. “I want you inside me.”

Darius smirked, his hands squeezing my tits possessively. “Yeah? You think you’ve earned that already?”

I nodded desperately, grinding back against him. “Please. I’ll be good. I’ll take whatever you give me.”

His eyes flashed with approval, and he stood up, pulling me with him. “On your knees then,” he said, gesturing to the floor in front of the chair. “Show me how much you want it.”

I dropped to my knees without hesitation, looking up at him as he stepped out of his pants and kicked them aside. His cock was huge—thick and heavy, the tip glistening with precum. My mouth watered just looking at it.

I wrapped my hand around the base, stroking him slowly as I leaned in to flick my tongue over the head. Darius hissed, one hand coming to rest on top of my head.

“Don’t tease me,” he warned. “Not tonight.”

I nodded and opened my mouth wide, taking him as deep as I could on the first go. He groaned, his fingers tangling in my hair as he watched my lips stretch around him. I hollowed my cheeks, sucking hard, my tongue pressing against the underside of his shaft as I bobbed my head.

“Fuck yes,” he muttered, his hips rocking slightly. “Just like that. Take it all.”

I did my best, relaxing my throat so he could slide deeper, until my nose brushed against the coarse hair at his base. My eyes watered, but I didn’t care. The sound of his pleasure was worth it—the rough groans, the way his thighs tensed under my hands. It made me feel powerful in a way I still wasn’t used to, even after all these weeks.

Darius let me work for a few minutes before pulling me off with a sharp tug on my hair. “Enough,” he said, his chest rising and falling rapidly. “I’m not finishing down your throat tonight.”

I panted, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand as I looked up at him. “Where do you want to finish?”

His smile was all teeth, predatory and excited. “Inside you. But first...”

He grabbed my arm and hauled me to my feet, then bent me over the chair again—this time face-down, my ass in the air. I shivered in anticipation, my hands gripping the armrests as he positioned himself behind me.

“I want to see this,” he said, running his hands over my thick ass cheeks. “All white and perfect, waiting for me to ruin it.”

I whimpered, pushing back against him. “Please, Darius. Don’t make me wait anymore.”

He chuckled darkly and lined himself up with my ass, teasing me with just the tip. “You’re gonna take it all,” he said, his voice dropping into something more serious. “And you’re gonna thank me when I’m done.”

Before I could respond, he slammed into me hard and deep, stealing my breath. The stretch was incredible—full and almost painful in the best way. I cried out, my whole body trembling as he started to move, setting a pace that was rough and relentless.

“Fuck, you feel amazing,” he growled, his hands gripping my hips so tight I knew there would be bruises tomorrow. “So fucking tight for me.”

I couldn’t form words, just moaned and gasped as he fucked me, each thrust driving me closer to the edge again. The chair creaked beneath us, the sound of skin slapping against skin echoing in the room along with our harsh breathing.

Darius leaned over me, one hand sliding around to pinch my clit. “Come on my cock,” he ordered, his lips brushing my ear. “Let me feel you squeeze me while I fill you up.”

The combination of his deep strokes and the pressure on my clit sent me flying. I came so hard my vision blurred, my ass clenching around him like a vice as I screamed his name. He followed right after, roaring as he pumped his cum deep inside me, marking me in the most primal way possible.

We collapsed together onto the chair, both of us sweaty and panting. Darius held me close, his arms wrapped around my waist as our hearts pounded in sync. For a moment, everything was quiet except for the sound of us catching our breath.

Then his phone buzzed on the table beside us, breaking the spell.

He sighed and reached for it, glancing at the screen before looking back at me with a lazy smirk. “Time’s up.”

I blinked, my brain still foggy from the intensity of what we’d just done. “Oh.”

Darius stood up, adjusting his clothes while I stayed slumped in the chair, too fucked-out to move just yet. He grabbed a thick envelope from the table and tossed it onto my lap.

“For you,” he said, his eyes lingering on where his cum was still leaking out of me. “And tell Marco I’ll be back next week. Same time.”

I stared at the envelope, then up at him, something warm and satisfied spreading through my chest. “I will.”

He leaned down and kissed me—slow and deep, like we had all the time in the world instead of just stolen moments in the back room of a strip club. When he pulled away, his smirk was softer this time, almost fond.

“You’re getting good at this, Raven,” he murmured. “Maybe too good.”

I didn’t know what to say to that, so I just smiled and watched him walk out, leaving me alone with the money, the mess between my thighs, my ass pink and marked by his hands... The memory of how much I’d loved every second of it. My body ached in the best way, already looking forward to whatever Marco had planned next.

Because after tonight, there was no pretending anymore—I wasn’t just doing this for the money. I was doing it because I fucking loved it. And the scary part was, I didn’t know if that made me strong or broken.

Maybe both. Probably both.

But as I stood up on shaky legs and grabbed my robe, I decided I didn’t care. Not right now. Right now, all I cared about was the fact that tomorrow night, I’d be back here again.

Doing it all over. And maybe even better.


Chapter 4

Always Marco's

I could still feel Darius between my legs, still smell his cologne on my skin as Marco walked me through the quiet hallway behind the main stage. My body was buzzing with a mix of exhaustion and adrenaline, my pussy throbbing from how hard he had fucked me.

“You okay?” Marco asked, his voice low as we passed a group of girls heading toward the dressing room. They giggled when they saw me, whispering behind their hands like they knew exactly what I’d been doing in VIP.

I pulled my robe tighter around myself and nodded, but I couldn’t meet Marco’s eyes. “Yeah. Fine.”

He stopped outside his office door and turned to face me, his dark eyes searching mine. “You sure? You seem... off.”

I swallowed hard, trying to push away the guilt twisting in my stomach. Guilt for enjoying it far better. Guilt for wanting more. “I’m fine, Marco. Just tired.”

He raised an eyebrow but didn’t push it, unlocking his office and holding the door open for me. The second it closed behind us, his hand was on my arm, turning me to face him again.

“You liked it,” he said, not like a question—like he already knew the answer. “More than the money this time.”

My breath caught, and I looked away, staring at the floor like it would save me from this conversation. But Marco wasn’t going to let me off that easy. He tilted my chin up, forcing me to look at him.

“Don’t lie to me, Maddie. I saw your face when you walked out of there. You were glowing.”

I bit my lip, shame heating my cheeks. “It’s not... I mean, yeah, but...”

His thumb brushed my lower lip, tugging it free from my teeth. “But what? You think you’re not supposed to enjoy it?” His mouth curved into a slow, knowing smile. “You think I don’t get off on seeing my favorite girl come undone on some other guy’s cock? You make the club so much money this way.” Marco stepped closer, his body pressing against mine, hard and insistent. “I want you to enjoy it.”

My heart raced as he leaned down, his lips barely an inch from mine. “You’re so fucking beautiful when you’re turned on like that. All flushed and needy.” He slid his hand into my robe, cupping my breast through the lace of my bra. “I bet you’re still wet from him, aren’t you?”

I gasped softly, my body responding immediately to his touch despite everything. “Marco...”

He hummed against my mouth, his fingers pinching my nipple through the thin fabric. “Don’t act shy now. Not after what I’ve seen you do.”

Before I could respond, he kissed me—hard and deep, his tongue claiming my mouth like he owned every part of me. I melted into him, my hands clutching at his shirt as he backed me up against the door, his thigh pressing between my legs.

“You gonna let me see how wet you are?” he murmured against my lips, his hand sliding down my stomach to push my robe open completely. “Let me feel what Darius left inside you? I bet little Alex is still jerking off at home.”

I whimpered, too turned on to say no, too far gone to pretend I didn’t want this. Marco chuckled darkly and slipped his fingers under the lace of my thong, groaning when he found me slick and swollen.

“Fuck, baby. You’re drenched.” He pulled his hand back, showing me the glistening evidence on his fingers before licking them clean with a satisfied hum. “He fucked you good, huh?”

I nodded, my face burning as I whispered, “Yes.”

Marco grinned and spun me around, pressing my chest against the door as he yanked my thong down to my ankles. “Bend over,” he ordered, his voice rough with lust.

I obeyed, bracing my hands on the wood paneling as I stuck my ass out for him. His hands squeezed my cheeks, spreading me open so he could see everything—my ass still leaking cum from Darius, my pussy a river of arousal.

“God damn,” he muttered, his belt clinking as he undid it. “You’re such a mess back here. You’re even giving that ass up now?”

The head of his cock pressed against my entrance, teasing me with just the tip before sliding in slow and deep. I moaned loudly, my body stretching to accommodate him as he filled me up inch by inch. He felt different than Darius—familiar and possessive in a way that made my heart ache even as my pussy clenched around him. Though Marco was my ex now, I never got over how he felt inside me. It felt so different from Alex — far better.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his hands gripping my hips. “You’re so goddamn perfect.” He started to move, his pace steady but hard, each thrust forcing breathy little cries from my lips. “Tell me what you’re thinking about right now.”

I hesitated, embarrassment washing over me at what he was asking. But Marco knew how to break down my walls, how to make me confess things I never thought I’d say out loud.

“I’m thinking... about Darius,” I admitted, my voice trembling. “How good he felt... how much bigger he is than Alex...”

Marco growled approvingly and reached around to rub my clit. “Yeah? You like knowing your little husband could never fuck you like that? Never make you feel this good?”

I nodded frantically, my body tightening around his cock as the pleasure built again. “Yes. Oh god, yes.”

“And you love that he’s sitting at home jerking off while you’re in here getting filled up by real men, don’t you?” He leaned over me, his breath hot against my ear. “That’s why you’re so fucking wet right now. Because you know he’s picturing exactly what’s happening to you.”

The truth of his words pushed me over the edge. I came hard, my whole body shaking as Marco kept fucking me through it, his own release barreling down on him. With a few more deep thrusts, he buried himself to the hilt and came, adding his cum to the mess already inside me.

We stayed like that for a minute, both of us panting against the door, until he finally pulled out and turned me around to face him. His eyes were soft now, satisfied but not cold like they sometimes were after scenes like this.

“Better?” he asked, brushing my sweaty hair off my forehead.

I nodded, leaning into his touch even though I knew I shouldn’t. “Yeah.”

He kissed me again—soft this time, almost sweet—and helped me fix my robe before stepping back. “Good. Because we’ve got a big night tomorrow. High rollers in town, and they’ve requested you specifically.” Marco smirked, his hand resting possessively on my lower back. “You think you’re ready for more?”

I hesitated for just a second before answering, thinking about Alex waiting for me at home—about the lies we were still telling each other, the lines we kept crossing. But then I thought about how good it felt to be used like this, to be wanted so badly by men who were willing to pay for it.

“Yeah,” I said finally, meeting his gaze with a confidence I didn’t entirely feel. “I’m ready.”

Marco smiled, like that was exactly what he wanted to hear. “Good girl. You’re going to make us a lot of money tomorrow night.”

And as he opened the door for me, his hand lingering on my ass in a way that made it clear this wasn’t over between us, I knew he was right. Tomorrow would be just like tonight—maybe even better.

And deep down, I couldn’t fucking wait.


Chapter 5

The Next Night

The main floor of the club was packed—wall-to-wall bodies moving to the heavy bass, the air thick with smoke and expensive perfume. I stood backstage in the shadows, watching through the curtain as men tossed bills onto the stage, their eyes hungry and desperate for what they couldn’t have.

Marco had given me the night off from dancing, said he wanted me “fresh” for what came later. Fresh. Like I wasn’t already thinking about it all day—about being passed around a room full of strangers, used however they wanted, while Alex waited outside wondering what kind of woman he’d married.

A woman who was starting to enjoy it too much.

“You look nervous.”

I turned to see Jade leaning against the wall, her arms crossed over her chest. She was already dressed for her set—a tiny silver thong and matching bra that barely contained her curves. Her long legs were bare, heels making her taller than me even when she slouched like this.

“Just... thinking,” I muttered, adjusting the strap of my black dress.

She pushed off the wall and sauntered over, her eyes scanning me up and down like she could see right through the thin fabric. “About tomorrow?”

I nodded, swallowing hard. “What if it’s too much?”

Jade laughed, but there was no malice in it—just the kind of knowing amusement that came from years of working here. “Honey, there’s no such thing as too much in this business.” She reached out and tucked a strand of hair behind my ear, her voice dropping lower. “Besides, I’ve seen what you can do already. You’re gonna be fine.”

Her hand slid down my arm, her fingers lingering on my wrist before she let go. “And if it gets rough... just remember to breathe through it.” Her smile turned wicked. “Or better yet, don’t. They like it when you scream.”

My face flushed hot, and I glanced away, trying not to let her see how much that thought turned me on. But Jade knew anyway—of course she did. She’d probably seen it in a dozen other girls before me, the same slow descent into something darker that I could feel myself falling into.

“Alex is here tonight,” I said quietly, almost like a confession.

Jade’s eyebrows lifted, her expression turning curious. “Yeah? And he knows what’s happening tomorrow?”

I shook my head. “Yeah, Darius specifically asked for him to watch this time.”

That made her laugh again, louder this time. “Fuck, he’s really leaning into it, huh?” She reached out and squeezed my shoulder, her touch reassuring despite the crude words. “Good. It’s always better when they stop fighting it. I saw his shrimp once, probably better for him this way.”

I forced a small smile, but my stomach twisted at the thought of Alex watching me with Darius tonight—of seeing exactly what I let that man do to me. The things we’d done last time were already bad enough, but tonight? Darius had promised something different. Something that would push every boundary we had left.

Jade must have seen the worry on my face because she sighed and pulled me into a quick hug. “Relax,” she murmured against my hair. “You’re gonna love it. And so will he.” She pulled back and smirked. “Even if he pretends otherwise.”

Before I could respond, Marco appeared in the doorway, his sharp eyes moving between us like he knew we’d been talking about him. “Raven,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “Client’s waiting in the Champagne Room. Jade, you’re up in five.”

Jade winked at me before sauntering past Marco toward the stage, leaving us alone in the dim light of the hallway. Marco stepped closer, his hand coming up to cup my cheek like he was checking my temperature.

“You okay?” he asked, his thumb brushing over my lower lip.

I nodded, leaning into his touch despite myself. “Yeah.”

He studied me for a second, then smiled faintly. “Good. Because tonight’s important. Darius wants Alex to understand the new arrangement before tomorrow.”

My heart skipped a beat. “What arrangement?”

Marco’s hand slid down to my neck, his fingers wrapping loosely around it—not tight enough to choke, just enough to remind me who was in charge here. “You know what arrangement,” he said quietly. “The one where you belong to me when you’re in this club. Where I decide who gets to use you and how.”

I swallowed hard, his grip on my throat making my pulse race. “And Alex...?”

“He’ll watch.” Marco leaned in, his lips brushing my ear. “He’ll watch Darius fuck you in front of everyone else, and then he’ll thank us for it.” He pulled back just enough to look me in the eye. “Because that’s what good little cucks do, isn’t it?”

The word sent a shiver through me—degrading and thrilling all at once. After everything we’d been through? It fit too well to deny.

“Yeah,” I whispered, my voice barely audible over the thumping bass from the main floor. “That’s what they do.”

Marco’s smile turned predatory. “Exactly.” He released my neck and stepped back, motioning for me to follow him. “Now let’s go give your husband a show he’ll never forget.”

The walk to the Champagne Room felt longer than usual, my nerves buzzing with every step. Marco didn’t say anything else, just led me through the dimly lit hallways with his hand on my lower back—a silent reminder of who I belonged to here.

When we reached the door, he paused and turned to face me. “You remember the rules?”

I nodded. No saying no to clients. No holding back. And Alex... Alex just watched. That had been the deal from the start, but lately it felt more like a reward—for both of us.

“Good.” Marco pushed the door open and ushered me inside.

The room was packed tonight—more people than I’d ever seen in the Champagne Room before. Darius sat at the center of it all, sprawled on the largest couch like a king holding court. His eyes locked onto mine immediately, dark and intense, a slow smile spreading across his face as I approached.

Behind him, I spotted Alex standing against the wall near the back—exactly where Marco had told him to wait. He looked pale, his hands clenched into fists at his sides like he was physically holding himself back from something. When our eyes met, I saw the conflict there—shame warring with desire, anger with arousal. It was the same look he’d had last night after I came home reeking of sex and cash.

“Maddie,” Darius said, drawing my attention back to him. He patted his thigh, the gesture both casual and commanding. “Come here.”

I moved toward him without hesitation, my body already responding to the authority in his voice. Marco stayed by the door, watching but not intervening—not yet. The rest of the room faded into background noise as I stopped in front of Darius, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating off him.

“You’re wearing too many clothes,” he observed, his gaze sliding over the thin black dress that barely covered anything at all. “Take it off.”

My hands moved before my brain caught up, reaching for the straps and pushing them down my shoulders. The fabric pooled at my feet, leaving me in just a pair of lacy black panties—the same ones I’d worn last night for Marco, still stained with both their cum from when I hadn’t had time to clean up properly.

Darius’s eyes darkened as he took in the sight of me, his hand coming up to trace the curve of my hip. “You didn’t even bother changing,” he noted, his thumb brushing over the lace that barely covered my pussy. “Been walking around all day with my cum drying on you?”

I nodded, my face heating as I admitted it. “Yeah.”

“Good girl.” His fingers slipped under the waistband of my panties, tugging them down just enough to expose me. “Now get on your knees and show everyone how much you missed me.”

My breath caught, but I obeyed—sinking to the floor in front of him, my hands moving to his belt. I could feel Alex’s eyes on me, burning with humiliation and something else, something we both pretended wasn’t there. The room had gone quiet now, all attention focused on us as I undid Darius’s pants and freed his cock.

It was just as impressive as I remembered—thick and long and heavy in my hands, already hard for me. I leaned in without being told, running my tongue along the shaft from base to tip while looking up at him through my lashes.

“That’s it,” he murmured, one hand resting on the top of my head. “Show them what a good little slut you are for me.”

I opened my mouth and took him in, sliding my lips down as far as I could while stroking what wouldn’t fit with my hand. The taste of him filled my senses—familiar now, addictive—and I moaned softly around his cock as I started to bob my head.

“That’s it,” someone whispered from somewhere in the room, followed by a low chuckle. “She loves it.”

I tried not to think about how many people were watching—about Alex standing there with his fists clenched, probably fighting the urge to either stop this or touch himself. Instead, I focused on Darius—the way his cock felt in my mouth, the deep rumble of his groans as I sucked him deeper, using every trick I’d learned in the past few weeks to drive him wild.

“Enough,” he finally said, pulling me off by my hair. “Get up here.”

He shifted on the couch, making room for me to straddle his lap. His cock pressed against my stomach as I settled over him, hot and insistent. His hands gripped my hips, holding me still as he looked up at me.

“Ask for it,” he ordered, his voice low enough that only I could hear over the murmuring crowd. “Tell everyone what you want.”

I swallowed hard, my face burning with shame and excitement. “I want you inside me,” I whispered, knowing it wasn’t good enough. Darius turned to look at Alex, “Now I need you to give her permission.”

The room was silent now, all eyes on us—and on Alex as he stepped forward slightly, his face flushed but his eyes locked onto mine.

“Do it,” he said hoarsely, barely loud enough for me to hear. “Let him fuck you.”

Darius grinned like he’d won something and pulled my panties aside, not bothering to take them off. The head of his cock nudged against my entrance, teasing me with just the tip before he thrust up, filling me completely in one smooth motion.

I gasped loudly, my hands flying to his shoulders to steady myself as pleasure shot through me. He felt so different from Alex—bigger than anyone I’d ever been with before coming back to this life—and every time he stretched me like this, it felt like he was reshaping my insides to fit only him.

“Fuck,” I moaned, already moving my hips to meet his thrusts. “Oh god...”

“Look at your husband while I fuck you,” Darius growled, his fingers digging into my ass as he guided my movements. “Let him see how much you love it.”

I forced my eyes open, turning my head toward Alex as Darius pounded into me. My husband was still watching, his chest rising and falling rapidly, his eyes fixed on where our bodies joined—on the thick black cock disappearing into his wife over and over again. He held my legs open, giving everyone, especially Alex, full view of how I wrapped around him.

The humiliation burned through me, making everything hotter, more intense. “Alex,” I gasped, my voice trembling as Darius hit a spot inside me that made my vision blur. “He’s so deep... oh fuck, baby...”

Alex made a strangled sound, his hands clenching at his sides like he didn’t trust himself to move. The sight of him—so turned on and so fucking broken by it—sent me spiraling toward the edge faster than I wanted to admit.

“Tell him,” Darius ordered, his pace increasing. “Tell your husband how much better this is.”

I shook my head, whimpering as the pleasure built to an unbearable peak. But Darius wasn’t having it—he grabbed my chin and forced me to look at Alex again, his grip almost painful.

“Say it,” he snapped, his hips slamming up into me. “Tell him how no one will ever fuck you like I can.”

Tears stung my eyes—shame and orgasm crashing together in a way that made it impossible to resist. “It’s better,” I cried out, the words tearing from my throat as my body started to convulse. “God, Alex—it’s so much better with him... oh fuck!”

My orgasm hit hard, my pussy clenching around Darius’s cock as I came with a loud sob. Darius laughed, a booming noise that seemed to echo around the room. “Come here, Alex. Why don’t you show us that little cock. Jerk off a bit for your wife, show her how much you love her.”

Alex hesitated, his eyes darting between me and Darius like he couldn’t quite process what had just happened—what he’d just given permission for. But then his hands moved to his belt, fumbling as he undid it and pushed his pants down just enough to free himself.

His cock was hard but pitiful compared to what was still buried inside me—small and pale and already leaking at the tip as he wrapped his fingers around it. He started stroking slowly, his eyes locked onto where I was still impaled on Darius’s massive dick.

“That’s right,” Darius said, slowing his movements now that I’d finished. “Watch how a real man fucks your wife.”

The humiliation of it—the raw degradation of seeing my husband jerk off while another man used me in front of an audience—sent another wave of pleasure rolling through me. My body was oversensitive now, trembling with every shallow thrust as Darius chased his own release.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his grip tightening on my hips. “I’m gonna come inside you... fill this married pussy up... You’re never going to feel your husband again.”

Alex’s hand moved faster at those words, his breathing ragged as he watched. The thought of him getting off to the idea of Darius claiming me—marking me as his—was too much to handle. I leaned forward, burying my face against Darius’s shoulder as he thrust one final time, groaning as he came deep inside me.

The feeling of him pulsing—hot and thick and endless—triggered something in me, and I realized with dawning horror that I was coming again too. Not as strong as the first time, but still undeniable, my body responding to his ownership like it had been programmed to.

“Jesus,” someone muttered from the crowd. “She just came on his cock again.”

I didn’t care. Couldn’t care about anything except the pleasure still coursing through me, the humiliation of Alex watching me fall apart on another man’s dick, the sick thrill of knowing I’d just let myself be used like property in front of an audience.

Darius held me close as we both rode out the aftershocks, his breathing slowly returning to normal while I trembled in his arms. When I finally lifted my head, I saw that Alex had come too—a small puddle on the floor at his feet, his face flushed with shame and reluctant satisfaction.

Darius noticed too, and he smiled, running a hand down my back possessively. “Good boy,” he said, addressing Alex directly for the first time all night. “Now you understand why your wife fucks other men.”

Alex didn’t answer. Just stood there with his softening cock in his hand, looking like he wanted to disappear into the floor. But I knew better now—knew that beneath the shame, he was already thinking what I was. Darius pulled out of me, a torrent of cum dribbling out. I beckoned my husband closer. He knew what I wanted, what we all wanted to see.

“Clean me up,” I whispered, my voice barely audible over the blood pounding in my ears. “Please...”

Alex sank to his knees, the sight of his pretty face inches from my ruined pussy making my skin tingle with anticipation. He pressed his tongue against me, and I moaned at the contact. My hands gripped Darius’s chest as I rode my husband’s mouth. “That’s right baby...clean up my cunt after a real man’s fucked it.” The words were meant to humiliate, but I didn’t care anymore.

As Alex lapped at the mess, his tongue diving in to collect every drop, my body began to tighten again. The orgasm was smaller this time—a quick spark that left me gasping as he continued his ministrations, cleaning me completely until there was nothing left but his own saliva.

When he finally pulled away, his eyes were wet with unshed tears, but his expression held a twisted sort of pride. Like he’d finally accepted what we were becoming—together and separately.

Darius chuckled softly and shifted me off his lap, setting me on shaky legs next to my husband. “You’ve got yourself a good one here,” he said, adjusting his clothes like nothing out of the ordinary had just happened. “Better make sure you keep him happy.”

I nodded numbly, reaching down to help Alex to his feet. He stood slowly, his eyes avoiding mine as he pulled up his pants and fastened them again. The crowd was dispersing now, some of them muttering to each other as they left the room, their excitement palpable in the air.

Marco appeared at the door then, looking smug as hell as he took in the scene—me half-naked and covered in evidence of what had just happened, Alex pale and disheveled beside me, Darius lounging on the couch like a satisfied predator.

“Good night,” Marco said, his eyes meeting mine for a brief moment before flicking to Alex. “I’ll send the bill over tomorrow.” He turned to leave, but not before adding, “And Maddie... don’t forget about next week. We’ve got something special planned for both of you.”

Alex flinched at that, but I didn’t—I just nodded because I knew whatever it was, we’d be there. We were too far gone now to turn back, even if we’d wanted to. And honestly? I didn’t want to anymore.

As we left the club together, my body still humming with aftershocks and Alex’s hand trembling slightly where it held mine, I knew we’d crossed a line tonight that there was no coming back from. We were different now—both of us. And as much as that should have terrified me, all I felt was a dark, eager excitement for whatever came next.

Even if it destroyed us completely. Especially then.
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Thank you for all your support!❤️❤️❤️
mkkiley@proton.me
Join the mailing list:
https://mary-katekileysmut.eo.page/vbdj8
[image: QR code linking to the mailing list]
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