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CHAPTER I 


Daniel had planned this trip for nearly two years, scraping together extra savings in secret, cutting back on his own indulgences just to afford this one perfect getaway for him and Mia. Eight years into their marriage, things had become predictable, routine, stale—not bad, but not exciting either. 

He remembered when just holding hands under the table made her shiver. When she used to bite her lip and whisper filthy things in his ear, when they couldn’t keep their hands off each other in public, let alone behind closed doors. Those days felt like a lifetime ago. 

Maybe this cruise would bring that spark back. 

Now, stepping onto the ship’s gleaming marble floors, Daniel felt a rush of pride at Mia’s wide-eyed excitement as she took in the luxury around them. The cruise was a floating palace, everything polished, elegant, dripping with wealth. 

Mia turned to him, squeezing his hand. “Danny, this is incredible.” 

God, he missed seeing that look on her face. 

Their suite was decent—a spacious king bed, a private balcony, a stocked minibar—but it became painfully obvious that they weren’t part of the ship’s true elite. Up above, the penthouse-level suites loomed, offering private butlers, personal pools, and velvet-rope exclusivity. 

Daniel forced himself not to dwell on it. This was enough. 

That first night, the welcome cocktail party was held in the ship’s grand ballroom, a massive space with gold chandeliers, floor-to-ceiling windows that stretched to the dark horizon, and an air of exclusivity Daniel had never experienced before. 

Mia looked breathtaking, the kind of effortlessly sexy that made men pause mid-sip, their conversations faltering as she walked past. The simple black dress clung to her like a second skin, the silky fabric molding to the perfect curve of her hips, the subtle swell of her full breasts, the tight, toned lines of her waist. The plunging neckline dipped just low enough to tease, offering a glimpse of soft, creamy cleavage, the kind that made men adjust their collars and steal second glances. 

Her long, golden-blonde hair cascaded in loose waves, the ends brushing the top of her round, perky ass, the faintest sway in her hips making the fabric of her dress kiss her thighs with every step. The slinky material whispered against her skin, the high slit parting just enough to reveal the smooth, supple length of her legs, accentuated by impossibly high black stilettos that made her calves flex with each step. 

Daniel wasn’t the only one noticing her. 

Men’s gazes dragged down her body, their eyes lingering on the way the dress hugged her curves, the way the fabric stretched over the firm, perky swell of her ass, the faint bounce of her full breasts with each breath. Even the way her delicate gold necklace rested between the dip of her collarbones, teasing down toward the valley between her tits, was enough to make Daniel tighten his grip around her waist. 

She was pure temptation, wrapped in silk. And she didn’t even realize it. 

Or maybe—just maybe—she did. 

Daniel was about to head toward the bar when a sudden shift in energy caught his attention. 

Victor Devereux. 

Daniel didn’t know his name yet, but the moment the man stepped into the ballroom, he commanded every ounce of attention in the space. Late fifties, effortlessly powerful, broad-shouldered with an air of old-money dominance. His silver hair was slicked back, his linen suit crisp, his presence unmistakable. 

It wasn’t just the way other men glanced at him—like they were mentally calculating how they measured up—it was the way women turned their heads, some with subtle admiration, others with open hunger. 

Daniel barely noticed his own hand tightening around Mia’s waist. 

The moment Victor’s dark eyes locked onto Mia, Daniel felt a ripple of unease. 

It wasn’t just that Victor noticed her. 

It was that he decided she was already his. 

Victor moved with slow, unhurried confidence, stepping up to the bar at the same time as them. Daniel reached for two drinks, but before he could grab them, Victor’s hand was already there, effortlessly lifting a glass of champagne—not for himself, but for Mia. 

He turned to her, ignoring Daniel completely, and extended the glass toward her, his fingers lightly grazing hers as she took it. 

A silent, subtle move. A claim disguised as chivalry. 

Mia blinked, surprised, but accepted the drink. “Oh. Thank you.” 

Victor’s gaze didn’t waver as he slowly lifted her hand to his lips, brushing them over her knuckles in a way that felt both polite and unmistakably intimate. 

“Exquisite,” he murmured. 

The word settled in the air like a slow drag of smoke. 

Mia’s breath hitched just slightly, her lips parting as a rosy flush spread across her cheeks. 

Daniel felt it immediately—that strange, invisible power shift, the way Victor’s presence had already disrupted something unspoken between them. 

Victor finally turned his head, acknowledging Daniel for the first time. 

Not with words. Not with a handshake. 

Just a slow, assessing glance—one that felt like an afterthought—before he took his own drink and walked away. 

Mia let out a small breath, still holding the glass Victor had given her. 

Daniel forced a chuckle. “Friendly guy.” 

Mia hesitated for just a second, then smiled. “Yeah. He seems… charming.” 

But Daniel caught the lingering glimmer in her eyes. The way she watched Victor disappear into the crowd. 

That night, back in their suite, Daniel held her tighter than usual. 

But as he drifted off to sleep, a quiet, uncomfortable thought lodged itself deep in his chest. 

Something was already slipping from his grasp. 

But sleep didn’t come. Not right away. 

Mia was restless beside him, shifting beneath the covers, her body warm, soft, moving in a way she hadn’t in a long time. 

Then her lips found his jaw, trailing lower, her breath warm against his neck. 

Daniel’s pulse jumped. 

She never started things like this anymore. Not in years. 

He turned toward her, meeting her mouth in a deep, slow kiss. She tasted like champagne and something sweeter, something stirring beneath the surface. 

Mia pushed herself on top of him, her thighs framing his hips, grinding just enough that he felt the heat between her legs even through the thin fabric of her panties. 

Daniel groaned, hands sliding over her curves, pulling her down against him. “Damn, Mia…” 

She shivered, her nails digging lightly into his chest. 

It was fast, needy, nothing like their usual lazy, predictable routine. 

Her body rocked against him, her breath turning to soft moans, her fingers twisting into the sheets as Daniel took her the way he used to—without hesitation, without restraint. 

She gasped his name, her back arching beautifully, nails dragging down his arms. 

Daniel could barely think, barely breathe—his entire world narrowing to the heat of her body, the way she clung to him, the way she shattered in his arms. 

And just before she came, just before she tightened around him, trembling, panting against his mouth… 

She moaned. 

Not his name. 

Not even something vague. 

"Ohhh Daddy…" 

Daniel froze. 

Mia didn’t even realize. 

Her body convulsed around him, riding out her pleasure, her breathless whimpers filling the dimly lit room. 

Daniel held her close, swallowing down the sudden knot in his throat, pushing past the moment, telling himself he misheard. 

But as she collapsed against him, pressing her face to his chest, breathless and satisfied, a new thought coiled tightly in Daniel’s stomach. 

Had Victor already gotten into her head? 

Had he already gotten into Daniel’s? 




CHAPTER II 

The next morning, the soft knock at their suite door felt almost too deliberate, too well-timed. Daniel opened it, expecting housekeeping, but instead, a steward in a crisp white uniform stood at attention, holding a sleek black box wrapped in gold ribbon. 

“A gift for Mrs. Carter,” the steward said, handing it over with a knowing, professional smile before stepping away. 

Daniel turned, watching as Mia settled onto the edge of their bed, fingers sliding over the silky ribbon, untying it slowly, teasingly, like unwrapping something far more intimate. 

Inside, a breathtaking emerald silk dress lay folded beneath a small handwritten note. 

It’d be a pleasure of mine if you and your husband would join my party tonight at The Captain’s Dinner Room on the upper floor. Wear this for me tonight. I expect you to look your best. – V. 

Daniel stared at the words, his chest tightening. 

Wear this for me. 

Mia let out a soft laugh, rolling her eyes. “He’s just being nice.” 

But Daniel saw the way her fingers lingered on the fabric, the way she bit her lip, already envisioning herself in it. 

And a few minutes later, she did exactly that. 

The moment she pulled it over her head, Daniel forgot how to breathe. 

The emerald silk melted over her curves, hugging every inch like it had been made specifically for her body. The fabric draped low on her chest, exposing the creamy tops of her full, round tits, the neckline dipping just enough to hint at indecency without crossing the line. 

The slit up her thigh was high. Too high. Every subtle shift of her hips exposed smooth skin, a glimpse of the softest flesh just a few inches beneath her hip bone. 

She turned to the mirror, running her hands over the fabric, smoothing it down, the faintest smile curling at the corner of her lips. 

She looked like a goddamn gift. 

A gift that wasn’t for Daniel. 

Daniel swallowed, forcing a smile. “You look incredible.” 

Mia grinned, twirling once. “I do, don’t I?” 

The private VIP dining room was on the upper deck, separate from the main restaurants—a place where only the ship’s highest-tier guests were invited. The moment they stepped inside, Daniel felt out of place. 

The room dripped with exclusivity—plush, dark velvet booths lining the walls, crystal chandeliers casting a soft golden glow over the round tables, an air of quiet power humming beneath the soft clinking of glasses and hushed, expensive laughter. 

And then there was Victor. 

Already seated, a drink in hand, exuding wealth and control without even trying. 

His eyes landed on Mia, and something in his expression shifted. 

Approval. 

Possession. 

Daniel barely had time to react before Victor stood, reaching for Mia’s chair before Daniel could. 

“Allow me,” Victor murmured, sliding the chair out. 

Mia hesitated for a fraction of a second, then settled into it with a soft smile. Daniel clenched his jaw but said nothing as he took his own seat. 

The meal was luxurious—lobster, caviar, wagyu steak cooked to absolute perfection—but Daniel could hardly taste a bite. 

Not when Victor kept touching Mia. 

Little things. Subtle. 

A light brush of his fingers over her wrist as he poured her wine. His hand settling on her thigh beneath the table, hidden by the silk fabric he had chosen for her. 

Mia didn’t push it away. 

She didn’t even acknowledge it. 

Not with words. 

But Daniel saw the way her lips parted slightly, the way she shifted just a little closer, the way her thighs pressed together under the weight of Victor’s hand. 

And then there was the wine. 

Victor ordered the most expensive bottle on the menu, a vintage selection older than Daniel himself. But instead of letting Mia pour it herself, he lifted the glass to her lips, tilting it carefully, making her sip directly from his hand. 

Daniel stiffened. 

Mia, however, let it happen. 

Let her lips part as Victor pressed the glass to her mouth, let him watch as she swallowed, her tongue darting out to catch a stray drop at the corner of her lips. 

Victor smirked, slow and knowing. 

He set the glass down and ran his thumb across her bottom lip, wiping away nothing. 

Daniel gripped the edge of the table. 

The evening blurred into something suffocatingly intimate, Victor weaving his presence between them, making himself impossible to ignore. 

When the meal finally ended, and the guests began to filter out, Victor didn’t move. 

Neither did Mia. 

Daniel was already standing, already waiting to leave, but Victor leaned in first, one hand cupping Mia’s jaw, tilting her face toward his. 

A moment of stillness. 

Daniel’s chest tightened painfully. 

Then Victor pressed a slow, lingering kiss to Mia’s cheek. Too close to her lips. 

And just before he pulled away, he whispered against her skin, low enough that Daniel almost didn’t hear it. 

“Tomorrow night, I expect you to look even prettier.” 

Mia exhaled shakily. 

Daniel said nothing. 

He couldn’t. 

They barely made it through the door before still-heavily-buzzed-on-the-wine  Mia was on him, her hands gripping his shirt, tugging him close, her lips crashing into his neck, wet and desperate. 

Daniel had no idea what had gotten into her. 

Her breath was hot, ragged, her body writhing against him, pressing flush against his cock, grinding just enough to make him hiss through his teeth. 

The emerald silk dress, Victor’s dress, slipped from her shoulders, baring smooth skin, the lush swell of her tits, her already hardened nipples brushing against his chest. 

Daniel’s hands roamed over her, feeling the heat of her skin, the dampness between her thighs, but it was Mia who took control. 

She pushed him back against the bed, straddling his lap, her legs wrapped around him, tight and hungry, her wet pussy grinding against his cock through his pants. 

She was wild, her nails dragging down his back, her moans breathless, high-pitched, needy. 

Not the slow, predictable rhythm they had fallen into over the years. 

No, this was different. 

Animalistic. Desperate. 

She didn’t wait, didn’t tease—she reached down, yanked his belt loose with a sharp pull, shoved his pants down just enough to free him, and sank onto his cock in one slick, hard thrust. 

Daniel groaned, head falling back, overwhelmed by how tight, how wet, how fucking soaked she was. 

“Fuck, Mia,” he panted, gripping her hips, but she barely heard him. 

She rode him hard, fast, her fingers digging into his shoulders, using him, chasing something only she could see. 

Her tits bounced, her back arching beautifully, her breathless moans turning into shameless whimpers. 

Her pace turned frantic, her thighs trembling around him, her nails clawing at his chest. 

She was so close, so fucking close, her body tightening, her pussy milking his cock, squeezing, pulsing, desperate to come. 

Daniel growled, flipping her onto her back, pinning her down, fucking her hard, rough, chasing that climax. 

And then— 

Her breath hitched sharply. 

Her entire body tensed. 

Her nails bit into his skin as she came, hard, moaning deep and raw, lost in it, lost in him. 

Until she whispered it. 

Soft. Mindless. 

“Victor…” 

Daniel froze mid-thrust. 

His entire body went rigid. 

For a second, he thought he had misheard. 

But no—he fucking heard it. 

Mia didn’t even notice. 

Didn’t realize that Daniel had stopped moving, his cock still buried inside her, his pulse hammering in his ears. 

She just wrapped her legs tighter around him, pulling him deeper, lost in something that wasn’t about him anymore. 

His wife, his Mia, had just moaned another man’s name while he was inside her. 

And it wasn’t just any man. 

Victor. 

The name sat heavy, burning, humiliating. 

Daniel forced himself to keep going, fucking her through it, even as the thought twisted his stomach, even as his mind screamed at him. 

She was too far gone to realize. 

Too fucked-out to care. 

Her body shuddered against him, her thighs still trembling, her chest rising and falling as she finally collapsed against him, breathless, wrecked. 

She smiled, satisfied, satiated. 

Daniel just stared at the ceiling. 

His heart was hammering. 

His wife was still tangled around him, still trembling. 

Still wearing the dress Victor had chosen for her. 

Daniel swallowed, throat dry, thoughts racing. 

Had Victor already taken her? 

Maybe not physically. 

Not yet. 

But in every other way that mattered—she was already his. 




CHAPTER III 

The Next Morning – The Lingering Heat of the Night Before 

Daniel woke up with Mia still wrapped around him, her body warm, soft, tangled in the sheets. 

His mind was hazy, twisted between arousal and unease, the memory of last night burned into his skull. 

The way she had clawed at him, desperate, needy, unlike she had been in years. 

The way she had moaned Victor’s name when she came. 

He swallowed hard, his throat dry. 

She had been half-asleep when he pulled out of her, when he cleaned himself off, when he rolled onto his back and stared at the ceiling, his cock still throbbing, his stomach twisted into knots. 

Had she really said it? 

Had she really been thinking about another man while he was inside her? 

Victor. 

Daniel gritted his teeth, trying to shove the thought away. 

Mia shifted against him, barely awake, stretching like a satisfied cat. 

“Mm,” she hummed, nuzzling into his chest. 

For a split second, he thought about bringing it up. Asking her. 

But then she lifted her head, kissed him softly, and smiled. 

And just like that, he let it go. 

They were at breakfast when the invitation arrived. 

A steward approached their table, a sleek black envelope resting on a silver tray. 

“Mr. and Mrs. Carter,” the steward said smoothly, placing it in front of them. 

Daniel exchanged a glance with Mia before picking it up, tearing open the envelope. 

Inside, another handwritten note. 

Join me on my private deck this afternoon. 
  I have a feeling it’ll be worth your time. 
  – V. 

Victor. 

Mia sipped her mimosa, eyes flicking up from the note, reading it over his shoulder. 

A slow smirk curled at the edge of her lips. 

“He’s persistent,” she murmured. 

Daniel exhaled through his nose, jaw tightening. 

“We don’t have to go,” he said quickly. 

Mia hummed, tapping a finger against the rim of her glass. “I mean… it’d be rude to decline.” 

His stomach twisted. 

There was a flicker of something in her expression, something playful, teasing. 

Something that told him she liked the attention. 

That she liked being wanted. 

And fuck, Daniel hated how much it turned him on. 

Victor’s private deck was a world apart from the rest of the ship—roped off, untouchable, an oasis reserved for the ultra-elite. There were no crowds, no tourists, just effortless indulgence, where the wealthiest men sipped top-shelf liquor and their women lounged in barely-there swimsuits, their bodies bronzed and glistening under the Caribbean sun. 

By the time Daniel and Mia stepped through the private entrance, the afternoon was already humming with quiet luxury. The warm ocean breeze carried the scent of salt, sunscreen, and expensive cologne, mingling with the distant clink of crystal glasses and the low murmur of exclusive company. 

The deck stretched wide, an opulent space with lounge beds draped in sheer white curtains, shaded cabanas where bodies reclined lazily in the heat, and an infinity pool that melted into the endless blue horizon. Staff moved silently, refilling drinks, catering to whispered requests, their presence barely acknowledged. 

It was a playground for the untouchable. 

And at the center of it all, there was Victor. 

He was lounging at the pool’s edge, one arm draped over the back of his chair, legs stretched out in the sun, his body lean, powerful, tanned in a way that spoke of time spent in places other men could never afford. 

A lowball glass rested in his grip, the ice inside melting slowly, unhurried—just like him. 

He wore nothing but navy swim trunks, his chest bare, broad and cut with the kind of effortless strength that didn’t come from gym hours, but from a life lived on his own terms. 

And when he saw Mia, he smirked. 

Not the polite, fleeting kind. 

The kind that said he’d already claimed her. 

His gaze dragged over her, slow, indulgent, like he had every right to take his time admiring what belonged to him. 

Because Mia had dressed for him. 

Not for Daniel. Not for herself. For Victor. 

She hadn’t admitted it, but Daniel knew. 

She had packed this dress for their anniversary dinner later in the week, a dress meant to make his cock hard, meant to have him stripping it off her the second they got back to their room. 

But now, she was wearing it for another man. 

And fuck, she looked sinful. 

The dress was deep red, liquid silk, clinging to her like it had been poured onto her body, sculpted to her curves. 

It dipped low in the front, a teasing, scandalous plunge that showcased the lush swell of her tits, the soft valley of cleavage that drew the eye, taunted it. 

The back was completely bare, exposing smooth, golden skin down to the arch of her spine, leaving nothing to the imagination about just how tight, toned, and perfectly shaped her ass was beneath the thin slip of fabric. 

The dress didn’t hug her body—it worshiped it. 

The side slit ran high, parting just enough with every step to offer glimpses of thigh, hip, the delicate curve where her panties should have been—but weren’t. 

Because Daniel knew. 

He had felt her an hour ago, in their room, when she walked in after changing into this sinful dress, she was bare and warm and teasing against him. 

And so did Victor. 

Because as they walked toward him, Victor’s eyes darkened, his tongue running absently over the edge of his glass, like he was already imagining what she looked like out of it. 

And then, without pretense, without hesitation—he spoke. 

“That,” he murmured, “is a damn good dress.” 

His voice was deep, approving, possessive. 

Mia’s cheeks flushed instantly, the color creeping down to her chest, her breath catching, her body responding before she even processed it. 

And Daniel? 

Daniel felt his stomach twist, his cock betray him, his skin burn with something he didn’t want to name. 

Because this was already happening again. 

And this time, he wasn’t sure he wanted it to stop. 

Victor sat at ease, one arm draped over the lounge chair, his glass of bourbon barely touched, his presence woven effortlessly into the conversation. He spoke like a man who never needed to try, never needed to fight for attention—because it was always given to him. 

Mia was laughing, her posture looser, her body closer to him than before. 

And Daniel? 

Daniel felt like he was fading into the background. 

It was happening so smoothly, so naturally, like the tide pulling him away while Mia drifted into deeper, darker waters. 

Victor lifted a hand, motioning for more drinks. 

The staff obliged instantly. 

The ice in Daniel’s whiskey clinked softly as he reached for his glass, looking away for just a second—just a single, stupid second— 

And when he turned back, Victor was already leaning in. 

His mouth so close to Mia’s ear that his lips nearly brushed her skin. 

A whisper. 

Low. Private. Heavy. 

Daniel didn’t catch it. He didn’t need to. 

Because Mia reacted instantly. 

Her body betrayed her. 

Her breath hitched, her fingers tensing around her drink, the smooth column of her throat working as she swallowed. 

A flush bloomed down her chest, staining her skin in that telltale way that made Daniel’s stomach drop. 

Her thighs pressed together, tight, clenching around nothing. 

Her spine straightened, then curved slightly inward, like she was resisting the urge to lean into him. 

And then—she bit her lip. 

Not a small, nervous thing. 

A slow, deliberate, fuck-I-can-feel-you-between-my-legs bite. 

Daniel’s grip tightened around his glass, pulse hammering. 

He caught the end of it—the way Victor’s lips hovered at her ear for just a second longer than necessary, the way his smirk lingered as he pulled away, watching her, knowing exactly what he had done. 

Mia’s gaze was downward, her chest rising and falling just a little faster than before. 

Daniel swallowed. His throat felt dry. 

“Mia?” he murmured, voice barely steady. 

She startled, blinking up at him, her smile a fraction too forced. 

“Oh, nothing.” She lifted her glass, took a small sip. “Just talking.” 

Daniel didn’t buy it. 

He didn’t miss the way her breath was still uneven. 

Didn’t miss the way Victor sat back, utterly at ease, sipping his drink, knowing he had just ruined something. 

The breeze had changed. 

It was cooler now, softer, the last remnants of daylight bleeding into the ocean, the sky darkening, shifting into something deeper. 

Daniel could hear the distant hum of the ship’s evening lights flicking on, a golden glow casting shadows over the private deck, bathing Mia’s skin in warm, ambient light. 

She looked fucking unreal—flushed, lips parted, her pulse visibly thudding in the delicate curve of her throat. 

Daniel blinked, trying to collect his thoughts, trying to push down the twisting, heavy feeling in his gut. 

And then— 

He looked away. 

Just for a second. 

The smallest fucking second. 

And when he turned back— 

Mia and Victor were gone. 

Daniel’s pulse roared in his ears, his body tight with panic, his mind still struggling to catch up with how fast it had happened. 

Mia had been beside him just moments ago, her breath shaky, her thighs subtly clenched together, her lips still flushed and parted from whatever Victor had whispered in her ear. 

Then, she was gone. 

With him. 

Daniel’s body moved on instinct, pushing past the lounge chairs, the candlelit tables, the private cabanas, his shoes hitting the deck hard as he weaved through the dimly lit path leading to the private suites. 

Everything was too quiet. 

It was as if the ship itself was holding its breath, complicit in the moment. 

By the time he reached Victor’s penthouse level, reality slammed into him like a gut punch. 

He was too fucking late. 

Of course, he was. 

A towering security guard stood outside the suite door, his posture rigid, unreadable, dressed in a sleek black suit that looked tailored to intimidation. 

Daniel’s stomach churned. 

This wasn’t some casual invitation. 

This had been planned. 

Victor had anticipated this exact moment, had arranged for it, and now Daniel was exactly where Victor wanted him—outside, helpless, watching the inevitable unfold. 

His throat tightened, his breath coming shallow and uneven. 

“That’s my wife,” he managed, his voice barely steady. “She—” 

The guard didn’t blink. 

Didn’t even acknowledge him. 

Like he was nothing. 

Daniel’s vision blurred for a second. 

His fists clenched, his skin burning, tingling with humiliation and something darker. 

He had to do something. 

Had to get in. 

But before he could even take a step, his eyes flicked to the left—toward the far end of the deck. 

And that’s when he saw it. 

A narrow corridor, leading to a fenced-off weather deck that wrapped around the private suites. 

The door to it was open. 

Intentionally. 

Daniel’s stomach dropped. 

That wasn’t an accident. 

That was for him. 

Victor had left it open for him. 

Daniel swallowed hard, his heart slamming against his ribs as he stepped through the open doorway, the air cooler now, laced with salt and the quiet hum of the ocean below. 

Daniel moved carefully along the fenced path, his fingers gripping the cold metal railing, the night air cool and thick against his skin. 

The world outside was completely dark now, the ocean below an endless abyss, stretching beyond the edge of the ship. No moon. No stars. Just the quiet hum of the waves, the gentle sway of the yacht cutting through the blackness. 

But inside? 

Inside, everything was glowing. 

Victor’s penthouse was fully lit, the golden, ambient lighting casting a soft haze over the suite, warming the plush furniture, the sleek marble floors, and— 

Mia. 

Daniel’s stomach dropped. 

He had barely reached the edge of the railing, barely positioned himself at the corner of the glass, and already—already— 

His wife was halfway undressed. 

Standing at the very center of the lavish suite, bathed in rich, golden light, Mia was slipping out of her dress. 

And she wasn’t alone. 

Victor stood right behind her, close, his broad hands moving over her bare shoulders, his mouth hovering near the back of her ear, whispering something low, something deliberate. 

And fuck—she was letting him. 

She wasn’t stiff, wasn’t hesitating. 

She was breathing harder, her chest rising and falling, her hands loosely gripping the straps of her dress, as if she needed just one last nudge to let it fall completely. 

Daniel’s fingers tightened around the railing, his breath caught in his throat. 

He should walk away. 

He should do something. 

But his body betrayed him, locking him in place, keeping him frozen in the dark, as his wife—his fucking wife— 

Let another man peel her out of her clothes. 

Daniel’s stomach twisted violently, his throat closing around the sight. 

Mia stood barefoot on the plush carpet, the dress she had worn for Victor slipping off her shoulders, revealing the delicate black lace of her bra, the smooth curves of her golden skin. 

Victor stood behind her, close, possessive, his hands skimming over her exposed back. 

His lips moved against her ear, whispering something only she could hear. 

And Mia didn’t pull away. 

Didn’t even flinch. 

She just stood there, letting Victor take her apart, piece by piece, like she belonged to him. 

Daniel’s breath came sharp and uneven. 

His hands tightened around the railing. 

He should walk away. 

He should do something. 

But he didn’t. 

Because he couldn’t. 

And Victor? 

Victor knew. 

Because this wasn’t just an accident. 

This was a show. 

And Daniel was exactly where he was supposed to be—watching his wife be claimed by another man. 

From where he stood, Daniel had the perfect view. 

The massive floor-to-ceiling windows framed the inside of Victor’s penthouse like a goddamn theater stage, illuminated by soft golden light, every detail clear, undeniable, unfiltered. 

And inside, in the very center of it all, stood Mia. 

Standing there in her red silk dress, her lips slightly parted, her breath still uneven from the way Victor had whispered filth into her ear minutes ago. 

Victor stood behind her, close, towering, his hands moving to her shoulders, grazing over her bare skin. 

And Daniel just stood there, frozen, watching as Victor took his time. 

Slowly, lazily, he dragged the zipper of her dress down, inch by inch, exposing the smooth arch of her back. 

Daniel’s fingers dug into his palms. 

He should look away. 

He should do something. 

But he didn’t. 

Because Mia didn’t stop him. 

She didn’t resist, didn’t tense, didn’t push Victor away. 

She just stood there, letting him strip her down like she was already his. 

The dress slipped from her shoulders, cascading down her body in a slow, silken ripple, pooling at her feet, leaving her in nothing but the lingerie Daniel had watched her slip into hours ago. 

Except now, she wasn’t wearing it for him. 

Victor’s gaze was dark, hungry, his hands gliding over the delicate lace of her bra, his fingers brushing down the center of her stomach, then lower. 

Daniel’s cock throbbed painfully in his pants, his body betraying him, heat flooding his skin as he watched Victor’s fingers trace the hem of her panties, his lips grazing the back of her ear. 

“Fuck, look at you,” Victor murmured, voice low, sinful. 

Mia shivered. 

And then, his hands—those goddamn hands—skimmed down her thighs. 

Then lower. 

And then, he made her step out of the dress completely. 

Daniel exhaled shakily, his forehead pressing against the cool glass of the window, humiliated and hard in the same fucking breath. 

She wasn’t his wife in this moment. 

She was Victor’s. 

And Victor wasn’t done with her yet. 

He turned Mia to face him, his fingers hooking under her chin, tilting her gaze up to his. 

Daniel knew that look. 

That deep, deliberate, I’m-gonna-fuck-you look. 

And Mia knew it too. 

Because her breathing hitched, her lips parting, her nipples tightening beneath the lace, her body softening, yielding in a way Daniel hadn’t seen in years. 

Victor smirked. 

Then, his hands moved to her hips. 

And he pushed her down onto her knees. 

Daniel made a broken sound, his cock aching, his stomach twisting into knots so tight he thought he’d fucking break. 

Mia was kneeling for another man. 

His wife. On her knees for Victor. 

She was breathless, looking up at him, her hands resting on Victor’s thighs. 

Victor ran his thumb along her lower lip, dragging it down, watching the way she sucked in a breath. 

And then— 

Victor’s eyes flicked up. 

Not at Mia. 

At the window. 

At Daniel. 

Daniel’s lungs seized. 

The world tilted beneath him. 

Victor smirked—dark, knowing, cruel. 

And then he whispered, just loud enough for Mia to hear— 

“You know he’s watching, don’t you?” 

Mia froze. 

Then—she shuddered. 

A slow, gorgeous, full-body shiver. 

She bit her lip, hard, her thighs pressing together, her breath hitching in something dangerously close to pleasure. 

Daniel’s vision blurred. 

His wife wasn’t just cheating on him. 

She was fucking enjoying that he was watching. 

And in that moment, Daniel broke. 

Daniel’s cock throbbed so painfully that he could barely breathe. 

Every pulse of arousal twisted with shame, burning through him as he stood there, frozen, watching his wife—his perfect fucking wife—on her knees for another man. 

Mia knelt between Victor’s powerful thighs, her golden-blonde hair cascading down her back, shimmering under the dim light, soft waves curling against her bare shoulders. The emerald silk dress she had worn so elegantly earlier had been stripped away, leaving her in only the delicate black lace lingerie that barely concealed the soft, creamy swell of her breasts. 

She was breathtaking—every inch of her a vision of temptation—and she wasn’t his anymore. 

She was his wife, but she was kneeling for Victor. 

Her hands rested lightly on Victor’s thighs, fingers splayed, nails digging in ever so slightly as she leaned forward, her lips parting, her breath warm, teasing against the thick, veined shaft in front of her. 

Daniel swallowed hard. His pulse roared in his ears. 

Mia didn’t hesitate. 

She let her tongue flick out first, a soft, barely-there tease, licking up the length of Victor’s cock, slow and indulgent, savoring him before her plush lips wrapped around the swollen head. 

And just like that— 

She took him in. 

Daniel’s knees nearly buckled. 

Mia sucked Victor in with a hunger that made Daniel’s stomach tighten, her lips stretching wide as she let herself be filled, moaning softly around his cock like she had been aching for this moment. 

The sound hit Daniel like a fist to the gut. 

That moan. 

That perfect, helpless, needy moan—the one he had heard so many times in the dark, the one that had always been for him— 

Now belonged to another man. 

Victor let out a low, satisfied groan, his large hand sliding into Mia’s golden hair, fisting it at the roots, guiding her movements with slow, controlled precision. 

“That’s it, sweetheart… show him how much you love it.” 

Mia whimpered. 

Not in protest. 

Not in resistance. 

But in pure fucking pleasure. 

Daniel gripped the edge of the window frame, his breath ragged, his cock so hard it hurt, straining against his slacks, betraying him. 

This was wrong. 

He should tear through that door, rip her away from him, end this nightmare before it went any further. 

But instead, he stood there. 

Fucking watched. 

Mia’s head bobbed, her tongue swirling as she took Victor deeper, working him with an expertise that made Daniel’s stomach churn. 

She wasn’t just sucking him off—she was worshiping him. 

Messy. Sloppy. Starved for it. 

Spit dripped from the corners of her mouth, trailing down her chin, glistening in the dim light as she sucked Victor in even deeper, her throat flexing, gagging lightly, pushing past the resistance with desperate determination. 

Victor hissed, fingers tightening in her hair, his hips pushing forward, forcing more of himself inside her, stretching her mouth wider. 

“Good girl,” he murmured. 

Daniel’s chest tightened. His hands shook. 

Mia moaned around Victor’s cock, eyes fluttering shut, lost in it, completely surrendered to the act, her hands sliding up his thighs, gripping harder as she took him to the base. 

Daniel nearly came in his pants. 

His wife—his beautiful, devoted fucking wife—although had given so many eager blowjobs to him, she had never sucked him like this. 

Not like she was desperate. 

Not like she needed it. 

And then Victor did the one thing Daniel hadn’t been prepared for. 

He looked up. 

Not at Mia. 

At Daniel. 

Their eyes locked through the glass. 

Victor’s mouth curled into a slow, cruel smirk. 

And then, just loud enough for Mia to hear— 

“You know he’s watching, don’t you?” 

Mia shuddered. 

Daniel saw it—felt it—the way her entire body trembled at the realization, her thighs clenching together, her breath hitching, a new, filthy kind of arousal flooding through her. 

And then— 

She moaned. 

Loud. 

Unrestrained. 

Soaked in pleasure. 

Daniel’s stomach dropped. 

His wife wasn’t just blowing someone else. 

She was getting off on the fact that her cuck husband was watching it. 

And that was the final straw for Daniel. 

He stumbled back from the window, breath ragged, hands shaking, his cock pulsing in his slacks, his entire world crashing around him as he turned away, as he fled. 

As he left his wife on her knees for another man. 




CHAPTER IV 

The suite felt cavernous when Daniel stepped inside. 

Too quiet. 

Too fucking empty. 

The air-conditioning hummed softly, the room still wrapped in the scent of their earlier presence, but the bed—their bed—remained untouched, smooth, pristine. 

Because she hadn’t been here. 

Because she had still been with him. 

Daniel sat at the edge of the mattress, his chest tight, his cock aching, pulsing, refusing to soften despite the turmoil inside him. 

He should be furious. 

He should be sick with jealousy. 

But all he could think about was the sight of Mia on her knees, sucking Victor’s cock like she was made for it, moaning around his length, her eyes glazed with lust and submission. 

His stomach churned. 

His cock throbbed continuously. 

And then a couple of hours later— 

The door clicked open. 

Mia stepped inside. 

Daniel’s breath hitched the second he saw her. 

Mia wasn’t wearing her dress anymore. 

She stood in the doorway, wrapped in nothing but a crisp, oversized white dress shirt—Victor’s shirt. 

The fabric swallowed her, barely grazing her upper thighs, hanging loose over her delicate frame, the sleeves too long, the collar falling open, exposing the soft, golden curves of her collarbone. 

But that wasn’t what made Daniel’s stomach twist violently. 

It was the scent. 

Thick. Musky. Undeniable. 

Victor’s cologne clung to her skin, to her hair, to every inch of her like a brand, marking her, seeping into her like a possessive claim. 

She stretched lazily, her body glowing, her blonde hair deliciously tousled, her lips still swollen and bruised from another man’s kisses. 

Then, she saw him. 

And she smiled. 

A slow, satisfied, utterly fucked-out smile. 

Daniel felt his gut clench, but before he could speak, Mia walked toward him. 

Deliberately. 

Slow. Controlled. 

Her bare thighs peeked out beneath the hem of the shirt, smooth, golden, marked with faint traces of fingers that weren’t his. 

Victor’s fingers. 

She stopped in front of him, standing between his legs, looking down at him with a wicked gleam in her eyes. 

Then, with a soft, throaty purr— 

“God, Victor was insatiable tonight.” 

Daniel’s cock jerked violently, his pulse hammering, shame and lust battling for control. 

Mia noticed. 

Her lips curved in amusement, and before he could even think to stop her, she straddled him. 

Her bare, hot skin pressed flush against his clothed thighs, her warmth soaking through, the faintest hint of slick arousal still clinging between her legs. 

Daniel was shaking. 

Mia angled her mouth to his ear, breath teasing his skin, sending a violent shiver down his spine. 

“I lost count of how many times he made me come,” she whispered, voice husky, wrecked, dripping with satisfaction. 

Daniel groaned, his head falling back against the bedpost, his hands gripping her hips on instinct, holding her, needing to touch her, even though she wasn’t his anymore. 

Mia smirked. 

She rolled her hips against the rigid bulge in his pants, slow, deliberate, teasing him, making him suffer. 

And then— 

She kissed him. 

Hard. 

Hungry. 

Filthy. 

And Daniel— 

Daniel kissed her back. 

Mia shoved Daniel back against the mattress, her hands yanking at his clothes, stripping him down with an urgency that sent heat flooding through his veins. 

And the whole time— 

The scent of Victor was still on her. 

Still in her. 

Daniel’s cock was throbbing, leaking, his need for her overwhelming, his shame burning just as hot. 

But Mia? 

Mia was ravenous. 

She climbed on top of him, her bare thighs framing his hips, her heat pressing down against his aching cock, teasing him, taunting him. 

And then— 

She sank down onto him. 

Hard. 

Daniel choked out a groan, his hands gripping her ass, pulling her down, burying himself inside her soaked, stretched pussy. 

Mia gasped, throwing her head back, her lips parting in a moan that sounded wrecked, raw, utterly debauched. 

“Fuck—oh, fuck, Danny—” 

She rode him like a woman possessed, her hips rolling, grinding, her nails scraping down his chest, her body chasing every ounce of pleasure she could wring from him. 

Daniel had never seen her like this. 

Never felt her this desperate. 

She wasn’t just fucking him—she was chasing something more. 

Something Victor had given her. 

Daniel felt it. 

The difference. 

The way she moaned louder, the way her body clung to his cock, the way she was using him to relive every filthy thing Victor had done to her. 

Mia leaned down, her breath hot against his lips, her fingers tangling in his hair, forcing him to look at her. 

And then, soft, teasing, wicked— 

“I love you, Danny.” 

Daniel’s breath shattered. 

She kissed him—deep, messy, consuming. 

Her thighs tightened around him, her rhythm turning frantic, desperate. 

“I will always love you.” 

And then— 

She smirked. 

That slow, sinful, knowing smirk. 

And she moaned. 

Deep. Sultry. Aching. 

“But the way Victor fucked me tonight…” 

Daniel’s stomach twisted violently. 

Mia shuddered, her back arching beautifully, her fingers digging into his chest. 

“It was fucking amazing.” 

Daniel’s vision blurred white as he came. 

Hard. 

His entire body seized, his release ripping through him, dragging him under, drowning him in a sea of pleasure and humiliation. 

And as Mia collapsed against him, her body still trembling, still satisfied, still marked by another man— 

Daniel knew their usual life was changed forever now. 




CHAPTER V 

The bed was too big, too empty when Daniel woke up. 

The sheets were still twisted, damp from last night, but Mia was gone. 

Daniel felt the difference before he even opened his eyes—the weight of the night before still pressing down on him, heavy, suffocating, intoxicating. 

He was not the same man who had walked into that penthouse. 

And Mia was not the same woman. 

The air in the suite carried Victor’s mark—his scent, his dominance, his control. 

Daniel sat up slowly, his body aching, his mind hazy, his cock painfully hard despite everything he should be feeling. 

He should be angry. 

He should be ashamed. 

But instead— 

His cock twitched at the memory. 

At the way Mia had moaned another man’s name while riding him into submission. 

At the way she had trembled against him, still dripping, still wrecked from Victor. 

At the way she had smiled when she kissed him, when she whispered that she had nothing left to give him. 

His throat tightened. 

His stomach clenched. 

And then— 

The soft sound of bare feet against the marble floor. 

Daniel turned his head, and there she was. 

Mia. 

Standing in front of the floor-length mirror, brushing out her tangled golden waves, the morning light spilling over her skin like gold. 

And she was wearing nothing but Victor’s dress shirt. 

Again. 

The crisp white fabric swallowed her small frame, draping loosely over her curves, barely covering the soft swell of her ass. 

The collar hung open, exposing the elegant curve of her collarbones, the faint bruises on her throat, the lingering heat on her skin. 

She smiled at his reflection, catching his gaze in the mirror. 

"Good morning, Danny." 

Daniel swallowed hard, his cock already aching. 

She turned, stepping toward him, watching him—watching the way his eyes traced her, watching the way he drank her in. 

She knew what he saw. 

She knew what he felt. 

And she liked it. 

She climbed onto the bed, crawling toward him with slow, teasing confidence, until she was straddling his lap, the hem of the shirt riding up, baring smooth, golden skin. 

And when she reached for his face, cupping his jaw, her fingers trailing over his lips, she whispered— 

"Last night changed everything, didn’t it?" 

Daniel’s breath hitched. 

Mia’s eyes darkened, her lips curving. 

She was still Mia. 

But she was also someone else now. 

Someone who had been claimed. 

Someone who belonged to another man. 

And she was not ashamed of it. 

Daniel let out a shaky breath, his hands gripping her thighs, his body betraying him. 

Mia felt it. 

She laughed softly, leaning in, her lips grazing his ear. 

"I could feel you watching us, you know." 

Daniel groaned, his cock twitching violently beneath her. 

"Mia—" 

She kissed him. 

Slow. Teasing. Possessive. 

And then— 

"Let’s have breakfast. We need to talk." 

The sun was bright and golden on the balcony, the ocean stretching endlessly in front of them, its soft waves lapping against the distant shore. A light breeze drifted through the open terrace, carrying the scent of salt and coffee, wrapping around them like a lazy embrace. 

Mia sat across from Daniel at the small, intimate breakfast table, wearing nothing but Victor’s dress shirt—if it could even be called that anymore. It was his now, a symbol of ownership, a silent declaration hanging off her shoulders, the fabric barely brushing against the tops of her thighs. 

Her legs were bare, golden in the morning light, stretched out, crossed at the ankles in that effortless way that made Daniel’s breath catch. 

She took a slow sip of coffee, her movements relaxed, completely at ease. 

She wasn’t in a rush. 

And neither was he. 

They had all morning. 

So they lingered. 

The breakfast stretched long—too long—through plate after plate of fresh fruit, pastries, and rich, dark coffee. 

They talked. 

But not like before. 

Something was different. 

Mia didn’t act guilty. 

She wasn’t apologetic. 

She wasn’t asking for permission. 

She didn’t need to. 

Because last night had already given her the answer. 

She set down her fork, tilting her head, her lips curving into something teasing, knowing, utterly confident. 

Then, softly—deliberately— 

"You liked watching, didn’t you?" 

Daniel’s breath caught in his throat. 

His stomach twisted—not in shame, but in something deeper, something darker. 

Mia smirked, reaching for her coffee again, taking another slow sip. 

"You can admit it, Danny." 

Her voice was silk and sin, sliding over his skin, wrapping around his ribs, making his cock twitch beneath the table. 

"You don’t have to pretend anymore." 

Daniel’s jaw tensed. 

Not because he wanted to deny it. 

But because he didn’t want to say it out loud. 

Because once he did—there was no turning back. 

Mia knew it. 

She saw it in the way his fingers tightened around his coffee cup, in the way his breath hitched when she shifted in her seat, letting the fabric of Victor’s shirt slip further off one shoulder, revealing the faintest hint of a bite mark along her collarbone. 

Victor’s mark. 

Daniel’s cock throbbed. 

Mia smirked. 

She leaned forward, reaching across the table, her fingers trailing lightly over his knuckles, her touch soft, teasing. 

And then, lower. 

Brushing over his wrist. 

Skimming up his forearm. 

Not just tempting. 

Testing. 

Watching him, gauging just how far he’d fallen. 

And then— 

"You’re never going to stop me now, are you?" 

Daniel exhaled. 

Not shaky. 

Not hesitant. 

But slow. 

Steady. 

Final. 

His gaze locked with hers, something flickering behind his dark eyes—something new. 

Something hungry. 

"No," he admitted, his voice low, rough. 

Mia’s smirk deepened. 

Her fingers curled into his palm, gripping him for a moment before she let go, leaning back in her chair, stretching like a satisfied cat. 

Then, with a small, pleased sigh, she reached for her mimosa, taking a slow sip, licking a stray drop from her lower lip. 

"Good boy." 

Daniel’s cock twitched violently. 

Mia laughed. 

Low. Teasing. Cruel. 

Then she pushed her chair back, standing effortlessly, letting the fabric of the shirt shift just enough to expose the tops of her thighs. 

She stretched deliberately, arching her back, her nipples hard beneath the sheer cotton, her body utterly relaxed, utterly satisfied. 

And then, without even looking at him, she ran a lazy hand through her tousled blonde waves, letting them fall messily down her back. 

And as she turned toward the sunbed, heading toward a long afternoon of lounging in nothing but a tiny chrome gold bikini, that, no doubt, had also come from Victor. She threw him one last glance over her shoulder— 

She sprawled across a sunbed, lounging like a goddess in her gold bikini, her golden skin glowing under the afternoon sun, her long, toned legs stretched out, the tiny triangles of fabric barely covering her perfect tits. 

Daniel sat beside her, watching, staring. 

But he wasn’t the only one. 

Other men at the poolside bar glanced at her—lingering, appreciating, wanting. 

Mia noticed. 

And she smirked. 

Daniel’s cock twitched painfully. 

She wasn’t just his wife anymore. 

She was something else. 

Something claimed. Owned. Unreachable. 

They stayed there for hours, soaking in the heat, Mia stretching, sighing, teasing him without even trying. 

She never once covered herself. 

She never once acted like she still belonged to him. 

And Daniel never stopped wanting her. 

The sun dipped lower in the sky, casting a golden haze over the ocean. 

Mia stretched one last time, arching her back, her breasts straining against the bikini top, her lips curling into a lazy, satisfied smirk. 

Then— 

She turned to him, eyes glinting. 

"Let's get dressed, baby. We have dinner with Victor tonight." 

Mia didn’t reach for her own suitcase when they were back in the room. 

She reached for a new sleek black gift box sitting on the dresser—another present from Victor and must’ve been delivered when they were away. 

Daniel sat on the bed, watching in silence as she untied the ribbon, lifting the lid with careful, deliberate hands. 

Inside was a dress. 

If it could even be called that. 

It was black silk, sheer, nearly transparent under the light. 

The neckline plunged indecently low, exposing the soft, round curves of her breasts, the fabric teasing just enough to leave nothing to the imagination. 

The slits up her thighs were high—too high—revealing smooth, golden skin, the curve of her hips, the place where Daniel knew she would be bare beneath it. 

Mia smiled, running her fingers over the fabric. 

She turned to the mirror, holding the dress against her body, tilting her head as she admired herself. 

Daniel gritted his teeth. 

She caught his gaze in the reflection. 

"Like it?" she teased. 

His jaw clenched. 

Victor had chosen this for her. 

And Mia was going to wear it. 

For him. 

Not for Daniel. 

Never for Daniel. 

Mia sighed, slipping the dress over her head, the silk melting over her curves like liquid sin. 

She adjusted the straps, running her hands down her body, smoothing the fabric, admiring the way it clung to her. 

Then she turned to Daniel, smirking. 

"Come on, baby. We don’t want to keep Victor waiting." 

The private dining lounge was bathed in gold and shadow, decadent and draped in wealth, the soft flicker of candlelight reflecting off crystal glasses and polished silverware. Conversations hummed around them in low, cultured voices, but Daniel barely heard any of it. 

His pulse was already pounding in his ears. 

Because this was Victor’s world. And Mia belonged in it. 

Daniel felt out of place the second they stepped inside. 

And then— 

Victor turned. 

His dark eyes dragged down Mia’s body, slow, indulgent, completely unapologetic in his admiration. 

A pleased smirk tugged at his lips. 

"Mmm. You wore it." 

Mia’s lips curved, her eyes flickering with a heat that made Daniel’s stomach twist. 

She wasn’t embarrassed. 

She wasn’t ashamed. 

She was his. 

And she wanted Daniel to see it. 

She stepped forward, closing the distance between them, tilting her head as she let Victor’s gaze rake over her body. 

The black silk dress clung to her like liquid sin, sheer enough that in the right light, it hinted at the bare, soft curves beneath, the swell of her breasts, the smooth expanse of her thighs, the fact that she was wearing absolutely nothing underneath. 

Victor noticed. 

And he smirked. 

Daniel clenched his jaw. 

Mia flushed just slightly, but she smiled, her body subtly shifting toward Victor, acknowledging his approval. 

"Of course, I did." 

Daniel exhaled shakily, forcing himself to take his seat as the three of them settled at the private table, tucked away in the back of the lounge where no interruptions would come. 

But even as he sat, he could feel the air shift. 

The power balance had already changed. 

Victor leaned back in his chair, swirling the amber liquid in his glass, his smirk sharp as a blade. 

Then, loud enough for everyone at the table to hear— 

"I hope you don’t mind, Daniel. Mia is going to be very busy tonight. I will make sure she gets everything she needs." 

Daniel’s stomach plummeted. 

A quiet ripple of chuckling murmured through the room, not outright laughter, but a knowing, subtle acknowledgement that this was no longer his wife. 

Mia hummed softly, completely at ease, reaching for her wine, tilting the glass to her lips, letting the moment stretch just long enough for Daniel to squirm. 

Then, with a soft, teasing sigh, she turned to him, her eyes gleaming with playful cruelty. 

"Mmm… I don’t think I’m going to have anything left to give you tonight like last night, Danny." 

Daniel’s breath hitched. 

His cock twitched painfully under the table. 

Mia set her wine glass down, licking a stray drop from her lower lip, her lashes fluttering with mock sympathy as she reached for his hand, her fingers trailing over his knuckles, gentle yet commanding. 

Then, she leaned in, her voice lowering, sultry and wicked. 

"Victor is going to take it all." 

Daniel swallowed hard, his pulse roaring in his ears. 

Mia smiled, watching him squirm, her nails lightly scraping his palm before she shifted even closer, her breath warm against his ear. 

"You don’t have to wait up for me, baby." 

She kissed his cheek, soft and lingering, her lips just barely brushing the corner of his mouth. 

Then, with a hushed, filthy whisper, she added— 

"Be a good boy and jack off before you sleep." 

Daniel shuddered, his cock straining against his slacks, his entire body betraying him. 

Victor watched with amusement, lifting his glass in a silent, mocking toast, his dominance absolute. 

And Daniel? 

He didn’t argue. 

Didn’t protest. 

Didn’t fight back. 

Because this was the moment he finally accepted it. 

He was a cuckold. 

And Mia was never going to be just his again. 

She also belonged to Victor now. 

The evening stretched on, and as the dinner slowly came to an end, Daniel realized something even more humiliating than the public taunts. 

He wasn’t just watching Mia slip away from him. 

He was going to walk her to another man’s bed. 

Victor rose first, adjusting the cuff of his tailored suit before extending a hand toward Mia. 

She took it without hesitation, her fingers sliding into his like they belonged there. 

Daniel stood last, his chest tight, his body thrumming with a sick, desperate arousal he didn’t want to acknowledge. 

They left the dining lounge together—three figures moving through the dimly lit corridors, the air thick with unspoken tension. 

Daniel followed behind them, watching as Victor’s hand settled at the small of Mia’s back, guiding her, claiming her. 

She didn’t pull away. 

She didn’t even glance back at Daniel. 

Not until they reached Victor’s suite. 

Victor swiped the keycard, the door clicking open with a quiet finality. 

Mia turned then, stepping up to Daniel, her blue eyes dark with something deeper than teasing. 

Something final. 

She reached for him, cupping his face, her nails grazing his jaw as she pulled him into a slow, deep kiss. 

Not a soft goodbye. 

Not a lingering hesitation. 

A kiss that sealed his place beneath her. 

When she pulled away, she smiled, stroking his cheek once before whispering— 

"Goodnight, baby." 

Then she turned. 

Walked inside. 

And Daniel watched her disappear behind Victor’s door. 

Daniel walked back to his own suite in a daze, his body still hard, still aching, still drowning in humiliation and need. 

The second the door shut behind him, he collapsed onto the bed, yanking at his belt, unzipping his slacks with desperate, fumbling hands. 

His cock was already leaking, his mind a filthy loop of images—Mia moaning against Victor’s skin, her body arching, her voice whispering filth only meant for another man. 

He didn’t last long. 

Didn’t even try to slow it down. 

He groaned as he came, spilling over his stomach, his chest heaving. 

And then, minutes later—he did it again. 

Fucking twice. 

And still—it wasn’t enough. 

Because it wasn’t her. 

Wasn’t Mia. 

Sometime past three in the morning, Daniel stirred, the bed still empty beside him, the sheets cold. 

Then— 

The door clicked open. 

Soft footsteps padded toward him, slow and unhurried, the rustle of silk sliding against skin. 

And then— 

Warmth. 

Mia slipped under the sheets, her body pressing against his back, her arm draping over his waist. 

Her breath was warm and sweet, the scent of champagne, sex, and Victor still clinging to her skin. 

She nuzzled into him, big-spooning him, her fingers grazing his stomach, her legs tangling with his. 

And just before he drifted into sleep— 

Her lips pressed against his ear, whispering— 

"Goodnight, my good boy." 

Daniel’s cock stirred again. 

But this time— 

He didn’t even touch himself. 

He just lay there, letting her hold him, letting it consume him. 

Letting her own him completely. 




CHAPTER VI 

The sheets were ruined—soaked with sex, stained with sin, drenched in the scent of another man. 

Daniel barely moved. 

He was half-hard, fully broken, his body betraying him, his mind still trapped in the memories of the night before. 

Mia was wrapped around him, soft and warm, her bare skin pressed flush against his back, her breath a slow, content sigh against his neck. 

She had come back to him. 

But only because Victor let her. 

She shifted, stretching against him, her full breasts sliding over his spine, her thighs tangled with his. 

And then, she whispered it. 

"Mmm… morning, my good boy." 

Daniel’s cock pulsed violently. 

She knew. 

Knew he had stroked himself to her, to Victor taking her, to the sounds she made when she wasn’t with him. 

She curled closer, her lips brushing his ear, her fingers lazily trailing down his stomach. 

"I can still smell you, baby," she purred, her nails scraping just above his waistband, teasing. 

Daniel swallowed hard, his pulse hammering. 

Mia hummed, pleased, shifting until she was draped over him, her hair spilling down his shoulder, her bare, golden skin still glowing from last night. 

"Did you do as I told you?" she murmured, her lips grazing his jaw. 

Daniel let out a shaky breath, gripping the sheets. 

Mia smirked, pressing her soft, warm thighs against his hips, her nails dragging down his chest. 

"Tell me, baby… did you come hard for me?" 

Daniel groaned, his cock straining beneath the sheets. 

Mia’s smile widened, her fingers tracing the shape of him through the fabric, feeling how wrecked he was, how desperate. 

"I bet you imagined everything, didn’t you?" 

She leaned in, nipping at his lower lip, whispering— 

"The way he touched me. The way he stretched me. The way I took every inch of him." 

Daniel shuddered, his breath breaking. 

Mia giggled softly, slipping out of bed, padding toward the bathroom, her naked body bathed in golden morning light. 

She paused at the doorway, looking over her shoulder, smirking. 

"Tonight’s going to be even better." 

And then she was gone. 

Leaving Daniel hard, aching, and completely ruined. 

The evening was a slow build-up, an intentional stretch of anticipation that made Daniel suffer. 

Mia took her time getting ready, making a show of every step, dragging it out just to torment him. 

She didn’t wear black tonight. 

Not something dark and sinful. 

Tonight, she wore silver. 

A stunning, shimmering masterpiece of lingerie—delicate fabric woven with glistening diamonds, hugging her curves like liquid metal, the thin straps barely holding it together, the sheer panels revealing just enough to tease, to taunt, to break Daniel all over again. 

She was a fucking jewel, glittering under the soft lights, looking whorishly high-class, expensive, untouchable. 

And then, she reached for the necklace. 

A gorgeous, extravagant choker of white gold and diamonds, Victor’s latest gift, waiting in its black velvet box. 

She lifted it slowly, admiring it in the mirror, tilting her head, watching Daniel’s reflection behind her. 

His chest was tight, his throat dry. 

Because it wasn’t just a necklace. 

It was a collar. A symbol. A mark of ownership. 

Mia smirked, fastening it around her throat, running her fingers over the diamonds, admiring herself. 

Then, she turned to face him. 

"What do you think, baby?" 

Daniel stared. 

At the necklace. 

At the way she looked wearing it. 

At the way she looked knowing it wasn’t from him. 

Mia smirked, pleased with his silence. 

She stepped closer, tilting his chin up, making sure he looked at her. 

"This is what a real man gives his woman, Danny." 

Daniel exhaled shakily, his cock throbbing. 

Mia giggled, kissing his cheek, whispering— 

"Let’s go, baby. Victor’s waiting." 

She slipped on a coat - another expensive designer one, a gift from Victor once again. And then she took his hand. 

Leading him toward the night that would change everything forever. 

Victor’s private suite was a den of power and decadence, draped in opulence, the air thick with dominance and inevitability. 

Daniel felt the shift the moment they stepped inside. 

Victor was waiting. 

Seated casually in the lounge, his dark eyes dragging over Mia’s body, slow, indulgent, completely unapologetic in his admiration. She slipped off the coat as she sauntered to him. 

And when he saw the necklace around her throat—his necklace— and the lingerie he had chosen. 

His smirk widened. 

"Mmm. You look good in this." 

Mia’s lips curled, her fingers ghosting over the diamonds at her throat. 

She took her time walking toward him, moving with the kind of confidence that made Daniel’s stomach twist. 

When she reached Victor, she didn’t hesitate. 

She straddled him. 

Sinking onto his lap, curling into him, draping her arms around his neck like she belonged there. 

Victor chuckled, his fingers sliding into her glittering lingerie, gripping her possessively. 

Daniel stood there, frozen. 

Victor tilted his head, looking at him like he was an afterthought. 

"You’re a lucky man, Daniel. Not many husbands get to see their wife worshipped the way Mia is." 

Daniel exhaled sharply, his breath shaking. 

Because Victor was right. 

Because this was what he wanted. 

Mia sighed contentedly, nuzzling into Victor’s neck, pressing soft kisses against his skin, completely lost in him. 

She turned her head, looking down at Daniel with soft amusement, with gentle condescension, with something dangerously close to affection. 

Then, in that teasing, sultry voice— 

"You love seeing me like this, don’t you, baby?" 

Daniel’s mouth was dry. 

His cock was aching. 

Mia giggled, trailing a manicured nail down Victor’s chest, playing with the silk of his tie. 

Then she tilted her head, whispering something against Victor’s ear. 

Victor chuckled, fingers sinking into her thighs, gripping her possessively. 

Then—he nodded. 

And suddenly, Mia was standing. 

Standing in front of Daniel. 

Looking down at him. 

Her blue eyes were soft, teasing, her lips still kiss-swollen and glistening. 

She leaned in, cupping his jaw, her nails scraping against his skin, tilting his chin upward so he had no choice but to meet her gaze. 

Then, softly, knowingly— 

"Kiss my necklace, Danny." 

Daniel shuddered. 

Because it wasn’t just a necklace. 

It was a fucking leash. 

And when his lips touched the diamonds at her throat—when he accepted what they meant— 

Mia smirked, victorious. 

And Daniel? 

Daniel was lost. 

The night stretched on, thick with the weight of unspoken desire, with the heavy, intoxicating tension of what was coming. Every second felt drawn out, deliberate, the air electric with inevitability. 

Mia remained in Victor’s lap, nestled against his broad chest like she belonged there, her delicate fingers toying with the stem of her champagne flute. She was a vision of decadent allure, draped in silver diamond-studded lingerie that clung to her curves, the shimmering fabric accentuating every dip and swell of her body. The delicate lace cups barely contained her full, perfect breasts, the thin straps teasing against her soft skin. A white gold and diamond choker adorned her neck, glinting under the dim light, a collar of submission and opulence. 

Her makeup was perfectly matched to her seductive aura—dark, smoky eyes lined with precision, her lashes thick and sultry. Her lips were painted a deep, glossy red, their fullness drawing every hungry gaze. A subtle shimmer highlighted her cheekbones, giving her an ethereal glow as she shifted, her body exuding effortless temptation. 

The diamond-studded fabric shimmered against her sun-kissed skin, the intricate embroidery accentuating the curves of her hips. Every movement was an invitation, every breathy sigh a promise of what was to come. 

She took slow, unhurried sips of her champagne, her tongue flicking out to catch stray droplets, her lips glistening with the lingering taste of indulgence. One delicate strap of her bra had already slipped off her shoulder, dangling precariously, hinting at the inevitable unraveling of her modesty. 

She barely glanced at Daniel now, her focus entirely on the man beneath her, the man whose hands roamed her body without restraint, without hesitation, without shame. Victor’s fingers traced idle patterns along the exposed skin of her thigh, creeping higher with every stroke, possessive and deliberate, as if he was already claiming her in front of her husband. The silk pooled around her as she shifted, exposing more of her soft skin, her breathing shallow, anticipation radiating from her in waves. 

Daniel sat across from them, his throat dry, his pulse hammering in his ears, his body betraying him with each passing moment. He wanted to look away—to deny what was unfolding before him—but he couldn’t. He was locked in place, mesmerized, his breath shallow as he watched Victor’s fingers trace lazy circles over Mia’s exposed thigh, his grip tightening, claiming, teasing. 

It was slow. Intentional. 

Victor wasn’t just taking Mia. 

He was savoring her, stretching the moment, making every second count as he dismantled Daniel piece by piece. 

Mia sighed softly, shifting against Victor, pressing her tits more firmly against his broad, muscular chest. The friction made her breath hitch, her nipples pebbling against the fabric of her dress as she arched her back, pressing even closer. She purred into his ear—something filthy, something private, something dripping with need, her voice husky with arousal. 

Victor smirked, his deep chuckle vibrating against her skin, his large hands splaying across her bare back, his fingers tracing lazy patterns, teasing. He toyed with the delicate strap of her dress, his fingers feather-light as he slid it down her shoulder, exposing the smooth curve of her skin. He leaned in, his breath warm, lips brushing the sensitive dip of her collarbone, his tongue flicking out just slightly, tasting her, teasing her. 

Mia shivered, her body melting into his touch, her chest rising and falling with anticipation. Her lashes fluttered, her eyes dark with desire as she let her head tip back, surrendering to his slow, deliberate exploration of her body. 

Daniel swallowed hard, his hands gripping his knees, his breath coming in shallow, uneven bursts. He could see Mia’s skin flush, It was like watching something inevitable unfold—like a storm rolling in, impossible to stop, impossible to look away from. 

Mia set her glass down, her gaze heavy-lidded, sultry. She turned her head, tilting it up to Victor, her lips parting, waiting. A silent invitation. 

And Victor answered. 

His mouth claimed hers in a slow, deep kiss, his hand fisting in her hair, tilting her head back as he dominated her lips, drinking her in like she was already his. Mia melted into it, sighing into his mouth, her fingers clutching at his shirt as she pressed herself against him, her body writhing slightly, eager, needy. 

Daniel’s cock throbbed, the ache unbearable, his own hands gripping the arms of his chair as he tried to steady himself, as he tried to pretend he wasn’t falling deeper, drowning in the sight of his wife surrendering to another man. 

Victor pulled away, his lips barely an inch from Mia’s, his gaze dark, knowing. Without even sparing Daniel a glance, he scooped Mia into his arms, carrying her effortlessly as he stood. 

He didn’t shut the door behind them. 

He wanted Daniel to watch. 

Daniel’s breath came fast, shallow. His body was trembling as he knelt there, his hands balling into fists at his sides, his vision blurring as Mia disappeared into Victor’s bedroom, as she laughed, as she let herself be taken. 

There was no coming back from this. 

He was past the point of no return. 

And the worst part? 

He wanted it. 

Daniel followed. He wasn’t supposed to, he knew that much, but his body moved of its own accord, drawn by the soft moans filtering through the open door, by the rhythmic creak of the mattress, by the wet, lewd sounds of Victor taking what was his. 

He pressed himself against the doorway, his breath catching in his throat as his gaze locked onto the bed. 

Mia was sprawled across the silky sheets, her golden hair fanned out, her dress bunched around her waist, exposing the creamy swell of her perfect tits. Victor was between her legs, his large hands spreading her thighs wide, his mouth devouring her pussy, his tongue working her over with slow, precise strokes. 

Mia was writhing, panting, her fingers tangled in Victor’s hair, her hips rolling against his mouth as she moaned, lost in pleasure. Her breasts heaved with each shuddering breath, her nipples hard, aching, desperate for attention. 

Daniel’s cock strained painfully against his slacks, his pulse hammering as he watched Victor lift his head, his lips glistening with Mia’s wetness. He smirked, his dark gaze locking onto Daniel’s for the first time that night. 

“Come closer,” Victor murmured, his voice thick, commanding. “Watch how a real man fucks your wife.” 

Daniel stepped inside before he could stop himself, his feet moving numbly across the plush carpet, his breath uneven as he stood at the edge of the bed, his gaze fixed on the way Victor palmed Mia’s tits, rolling her stiff nipples between his fingers, squeezing, teasing. 

Mia gasped, arching into his touch, her lips parting as Victor dipped his head, flicking his tongue over a hardened peak before sucking it into his mouth. 

Daniel groaned softly, unable to look away, unable to stop the way his cock throbbed at the sight of his wife being worshiped by another man. 

Victor chuckled against Mia’s skin, his lips trailing lower, his hands gripping her thighs as he spread her open once more, positioning himself between her legs. 

Mia whimpered, wrapping her arms around his shoulders, tilting her hips, offering herself to him, her body trembling with anticipation. 

Victor didn’t hesitate. 

He pushed inside her in one slow, unrelenting stroke, filling her inch by inch, stretching her, owning her completely. He paused for a moment, buried deep, letting her feel just how much of him she was taking. Then he withdrew, painfully slow, only to sink back in, deeper, harder, making her gasp as her body adjusted to his size. He set a slow, torturous rhythm, each stroke claiming her more, each thrust making her tremble. 

Mia's back arched beautifully, her nails raking down his shoulders, her legs wrapping tighter around his waist, locking him inside her. Her moans were raw, needy, desperate. She gasped as he ground himself deeper, rocking his hips in teasing circles, pressing against every sensitive spot, making her shudder under him. Her head fell back against the pillows, her lips parting in a long, broken moan that dripped with surrender, with absolute bliss. 

Victor grinned down at her, watching the way she unraveled beneath him, helpless to his control. He cupped her breasts, kneading them roughly, his thumbs flicking over her stiff nipples before pinching them hard, making her cry out. He lowered his mouth, capturing one aching peak between his lips, sucking greedily, his tongue swirling, teasing, worshipping. His hand traveled down, fingers finding her swollen clit, rubbing in lazy, torturous circles as he pounded into her. 

"Tell him," he growled, biting down on her nipple, making her cry out in pleasure. "Tell your husband how much you love being fucked like this." 

Mia whimpered, her voice breathy, desperate, barely coherent. "I love it… I love being fucked like this… I love how deep you go… how good you make me feel…" 

Daniel’s breath caught. He had never heard her sound like this before. 

And it wrecked him. 

Victor’s pace quickened, each thrust harder, deeper, making Mia cry out with every relentless stroke. Her body arched, her fingers grasping at the sheets, her moans turning to desperate, breathless gasps. Victor chuckled, reveling in her surrender, his grip tightening on her hips as he drove into her with raw, unrestrained power. 

Daniel’s chest heaved, his hands trembling at his sides as he watched his wife come undone beneath another man. He should have looked away, should have turned and walked out, but he couldn’t. He was trapped in the moment, mesmerized by Mia’s pleasure, by the way her body responded to Victor’s every movement. 

Victor bent low, his lips brushing against Mia’s ear. "You gonna cum for me? Gonna let your husband watch you lose yourself while I stretch you open?" 

Mia’s breath hitched, her body trembling violently as Victor's fingers found her clit again, rubbing in merciless circles. Her thighs clenched around his hips, her nails raking down his back as she gasped, "Yes! Oh God, yes!" 

Her orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, her entire body seizing up as she cried out, her moans raw, uncontrollable. Victor groaned, his grip tightening as he buried himself deep inside her, his own release coming seconds later, a guttural growl ripping from his throat as he filled her. 

Daniel’s knees weakened, his vision blurring, his heart hammering against his ribs as he took it all in—the way his wife trembled in the aftermath, the way Victor smirked down at her, victorious. 

And in that moment, Daniel knew there was no going back. 

He was completely, utterly lost. 

Daniel remained frozen, his breath shallow, his pulse erratic as Victor slowly withdrew from Mia, his thick shaft glistening with the evidence of her pleasure. Mia was still trembling beneath him, her body languid, spent, yet glowing with satisfaction. Her eyes fluttered open, her gaze unfocused, a dreamy, satiated smile curving her lips as she exhaled a breathless sigh. 

Victor chuckled, running a possessive hand over her flushed skin, admiring his handiwork. "That's how you fuck a woman," he murmured, his voice thick with triumph as he finally turned his gaze to Daniel. 

Daniel swallowed, his throat dry, his cock still aching with denied release, the weight of his submission pressing down on him. He had never seen Mia like this—never seen her unravel so completely, so utterly owned by another man. And yet, beneath the humiliation, beneath the aching jealousy, there was something else—something darker, deeper. Love. Devotion. Need. 

Mia turned her head, her heavy-lidded eyes meeting Daniel’s. A small, teasing smile played at her lips, her fingers tracing lazy patterns against Victor’s broad chest as she whispered, "Did you like watching, baby?" 

Daniel’s stomach tightened, a fresh wave of heat flooding through him. He couldn't speak—could barely breathe. He only nodded, knowing that whatever boundaries had once existed between them had been obliterated. 

Victor smirked, leaning back, his hand gripping Mia’s jaw as he tilted her face toward him. "You should thank him, sweetheart. He let you be fucked properly." 

Mia bit her lip, her cheeks darkening with a flush of pleasure as she turned her gaze back to Daniel. "Thank you, baby," she murmured, her voice a purr, her fingers slipping down her stomach, teasing over her sensitive flesh. "For letting me be taken so well." 

Daniel shuddered, his knees finally giving way as he sank into the chair beside the bed, utterly drained, utterly devoted. 

There was no escaping it now. 

He belonged to this moment. To them. To her. 




EPILOGUE 

Back home, nothing is the same. The house feels different. Every room holds the memory of what happened, of what changed. Daniel can't shake it, can't escape it. The scent of Mia still lingers on their sheets, but now, it’s laced with something new—something undeniable. The essence of another man. It’s in the air, in the fabric of their lives, woven into every moment they share. 

Victor calls regularly. Sometimes he speaks directly to Mia, his deep, knowing voice making her giggle like a lovestruck schoolgirl, her laughter breathy and flirtatious, her voice taking on that soft, submissive tone that Daniel recognizes all too well. She blushes, she bites her lip, she stretches out on their bed in nothing but one of the expensive silk robes Victor sent her, twirling a lock of her hair around her finger as she murmurs something playful and sultry. 

Other times, Victor speaks to Daniel, his voice laced with smug amusement, a quiet assertion of dominance that sends a shiver of humiliation down Daniel’s spine. "Taking good care of my girl?" he asks, the question never needing an answer, because they both know the truth. He doesn’t gloat—he doesn’t have to. The sheer fact that he calls is enough. The fact that Mia lights up when she hears his voice, her body responding in ways Daniel has never seen, is enough. 

Daniel listens, absorbing every breathy gasp Mia makes, every soft moan that slips past her lips when Victor tells her exactly what he wants to do to her. He watches her squirm on their bed, her fingers tracing absentminded patterns along her inner thigh as she whispers back, teasing, promising, surrendering. He lets it settle deep into his bones, lets the weight of it sink in, until it’s a part of him, inescapable, undeniable. 

Mia keeps wearing Victor’s gifts. Silk robes that barely cover her curves. Lingerie so sheer it leaves nothing to the imagination. Diamond-studded anklets and chokers that feel more like marks of ownership than adornments. Designer dresses that cling to her body in all the right ways, luxurious fabrics draping over her like they were made just for her. Expensive luxury-brand bags that swing from her arm when she walks, a constant reminder of who is spoiling her. Designer heels, high and elegant, forcing her hips to sway just a little more with each step. She wears them without hesitation, without guilt, as if this is simply the new order of things. And Daniel can’t help but love her more for it. Each piece, every delicate touch of Victor’s influence, reminds Daniel of his place. Of Mia’s evolution. Of their new reality. 

She moves differently now. Confident. Sensual. A woman who knows exactly what she wants—and exactly what she has. She doesn’t ask Daniel for permission. She doesn’t need to. He watches her get ready, slipping into something slinky, something meant for another man’s eyes, and his stomach clenches with a mix of jealousy and unbearable arousal. She sees it. She smirks. 

“Victor likes this one,” she says, turning in front of the mirror, adjusting the straps of a barely-there lace bra. “Says it makes my tits look perfect.” 

Daniel swallows, his throat dry. He nods. “It does.” 

She laughs, walking over to him, pressing her soft, perfumed body against his. “You like that, don’t you?” Her voice is honeyed, teasing. “Knowing that he picks out what I wear. Knowing that when I see him next, he’ll be the one taking it off.” 

Daniel’s cock throbs painfully against his slacks, his breath shuddering. She knows exactly what she’s doing to him. She always has. And now, she revels in it. She doesn’t need to touch him, doesn’t need to do anything more than exist as she is, bathed in Victor’s presence even when he isn’t there. 

Nights are different, too. Mia doesn’t always come to bed right away. Some nights, she stays in their shared bathroom for hours, her phone in hand, her voice hushed yet unmistakably sinful. When she finally slips beneath the sheets beside him, her skin is warm, her body relaxed, and the faint scent of her own arousal clings to her thighs. She doesn’t explain. She doesn’t have to. Daniel knows who she’s been talking to, who’s been guiding her hand, who’s been making her wet before she even touches herself. 

And when she does want him—when she finally acknowledges him—it’s never the same. It’s never about him. It’s about what she’s become. What he’s let her become. What Victor has made her. 

She straddles him, pinning him beneath her, her hands gripping his wrists, her nails biting into his skin. “Do you think about him when I ride you?” she whispers against his lips, her breath hot, her body grinding down onto his cock, slick and needy and shameless. 

Daniel groans, his fingers digging into the sheets. “Yes.” 

Her smile is wicked, her hips moving faster. “Do you think about how much better he fucks me?” 

His heart pounds. “Yes.” 

She leans closer, dragging her lips over his jaw, her voice nothing but a breathy moan. “Do you think about how deep he gets? How wrecked I am after he’s done with me?” 

Daniel’s entire body tenses, the humiliation washing over him in waves, mingling with unbearable, aching desire. “Yes,” he chokes out, his cock twitching, his release dangerously close. 

Mia’s laugh is soft, triumphant. She grips his chin, forcing him to look at her. “Good.” 

And then she rides him harder, using him, taking from him, letting the echoes of another man linger between them. The sounds of her pleasure are loud, uninhibited, unrestrained. She knows he hears the difference. She knows he feels it, the way her body craves Victor even in this moment. 

She slaps his hands away when he tries to touch her. “No,” she breathes, her nails dragging down his chest, her lips curling into a wicked smirk. “This isn’t about you. You don’t get to touch.” 

Daniel whimpers, his body trembling, his cock straining against his release, the ache unbearable. Mia rides him harder, her hips moving in deep, unrelenting strokes, her moans turning into desperate, sinful cries of pleasure. “Oh fuck—yes, yes, just like that,” she gasps, her breath hitching, her body trembling from head to toe. Her tits bounce wildly, flushed and slick with sweat, her fingers gripping Daniel’s wrists, holding him in place as she takes what she wants from him. 

She throws her head back, eyes rolling, mouth parting in an obscene moan. “God, he stretches me so good,” she groans, her voice dripping with shameless arousal. “You feel that, baby? Feel how loose I am for you? Victor fucks me so hard, stretches me for days.” 

Daniel gasps, his body convulsing, his mind drowning in a whirlwind of humiliation and pleasure. He can’t think, can’t speak, can only watch in awe and agony as Mia brings herself closer and closer to the edge, using him like a toy to chase her own pleasure. 

And then she cums. Her entire body seizes, her nails digging into his skin, her back arching, her scream raw and guttural. “Ohh—fuck, fuck, yes! Babyyy—oh God—yes!” she cries, her pussy pulsing, her body quivering as wave after wave of pleasure consumes her. She collapses against his chest, panting, whimpering, riding the aftershocks, her breath a series of broken, filthy moans. 

Daniel can’t hold back anymore. His cock throbs violently, his vision blurs, and with one final shudder, he cums too, untouched, utterly overwhelmed, his body breaking beneath her. His release is sharp, drawn-out, his moan desperate, wrecked, helpless. 

Mia lifts herself off him slowly, her legs still shaking, her chest rising and falling as she recovers. She watches him with a smug smirk, her fingers trailing lazily over her own stomach, tracing the outline of her own satisfaction. “That’s what you wanted, isn’t it?” she purrs, licking her lips, her tone dripping with amusement. 

Daniel nods weakly, his heart slamming against his ribs, his body spent, his mind foggy with submission and love. 

Mia sighs contentedly, rolling onto her side, grabbing her phone. A moment later, she’s texting Victor, her lips curling into a pleased smile. “I’ll see you soon,” she whispers, biting her lip as she types. 

Daniel watches her, breathless, lost, knowing—this will never stop. 

And he never wants it to. 

***

Enjoyed the story?

If this tale left you wanting more, I’d love to hear your thoughts! Your rating or review makes a world of difference—it not only fuels my passion for writing but also helps other readers find and enjoy these steamy adventures. Thank you for being part of this journey. 💋

— Emily Felix
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The Black Bull & The Professor’s Wife 

( Direct Link: https://mybook.to/6Wda27v  ) 

"He rents a room… and takes my wife." 

Kevin was supposed to be just a tenant—my brightest university student, a star athlete, and a young man with confidence I never had. When he moved into our home, I thought it was the perfect arrangement. But I should have known better. 

My wife, Jessica, always had a way of drawing attention. Blonde, beautiful, and way out of my league, she’s the kind of woman men can’t ignore. And Kevin? He noticed. The way she started dressing around him, the lingering glances, the laughter that lasted a little too long—I saw it happening, but I couldn’t stop it. 

Now, my student isn’t just renting a room. He’s taking his place in my home… in my marriage… and in my wife’s bed. And the worst part? I can’t look away. 

A steamy, humiliating, and utterly addictive cuckold story  filled with power shifts, temptation, and a wife caught between two men—one who owns her heart, and one who owns her body. 

Are you ready to watch? 

The Corporate Cuckold Agreement: A Wife's Monthly Surrender to Her Husband's Boss
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“Do you think Kane will like this?” Laura asked, her tone teasing as she adjusted the straps of her gorgeous silver dress. Something she picked specially for this occasion. 

Matt swallowed hard, his voice trembling. “He’ll love it.” 

She smirked, stepping closer. “Good. Because I plan to make this weekend unforgettable for him—and for you.” 


Matt’s career was going nowhere fast until his wife, Laura, caught the attention of his boss, Howard Kane—a powerful CEO with an irresistible offer. Kane’s proposition is simple: one weekend a month with Laura in exchange for Matt’s promotion, bonuses, and access to a lifestyle they could only dream of. 

What starts as a desperate gamble becomes something much more. Laura, once reserved and supportive, thrives under Kane’s dominance, her confidence growing as she embraces her new role. For Matt, watching his wife submit is both humiliating and intoxicating, leaving him torn between jealousy and fascination. 

Set in the luxury of New York City’s penthouses and private clubs, The Corporate Cuckold Agreement, told in nearly 17K words, delves into the shifting power dynamics of an unconventional arrangement. Laura shines in her newfound independence, Kane asserts total control, and Matt is left to navigate a complicated mix of emotions as their lives are transformed forever. 

Perfect for fans of erotic power play, this story explores love, submission, and the boundaries of desire in a way that’s bold, daring, and utterly captivating. 

About the Author

Emily Felix loves writing stories that push boundaries, ignite fantasies, and leave her readers breathless. With a knack for capturing raw emotions and steamy moments, she creates characters who aren’t just exploring their desires—they’re living them fully, unapologetically, and with just the right mix of teasing and passion.

Emily’s writing comes from a deep fascination with the complexities of intimacy, power, and trust. She’s all about celebrating the thrill of connection and the magic that happens when people embrace their desires without hesitation. Her stories are for anyone who loves characters who dare to take risks and savor every moment of the ride.

When Emily’s not diving into her next sizzling scene, she enjoys sipping wine, getting lost in classic romantic movies, and dreaming up scenarios that blur the line between playful and provocative. She believes life is too short not to enjoy every indulgent moment, both on and off the page.

Emily Felix writes to make you feel, blush, and come back for more. She hopes you enjoy the journey as much as she loves creating it.
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