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CHAPTER I 

Nathan swallowed hard, adjusting his tie for the third time. Five minutes late.

Not much in normal circumstances, but when you were waiting for Damian Volkov, five minutes wasn’t an accident. It was a message.

Nathan exhaled, shifting in his chair. Across the sleek glass table, Olivia sat perfectly poised, legs crossed at the knee, fingers resting lightly on her lap. She wasn’t fidgeting. She wasn’t checking the time. If she was nervous, she didn’t show it.

And why would she? She looked incredible.

Her silk blouse clung to her curves just enough to tease, the creamy fabric soft and sheer in a way that whispered expensive. Nathan had noticed it immediately—the delicate way it hugged the perfect swell of her breasts, the thin straps of lace barely visible beneath the light fabric.

Her skirt, black and tight, rode high on her toned thighs. Too high? Nathan couldn’t decide. She always dressed well, but today felt… different. More polished. More alluring.

Even the deep red gloss on her lips wasn’t her usual business shade—it was bolder, richer, the kind of color that made a man wonder how it would look smudged.

Nathan exhaled slowly, shifting slightly as a flicker of heat pooled low in his stomach.

Was it for him?

Or…

Click.

The door swung open.

And just like that, Damian Volkov filled the room.

Nathan’s entire body tensed.

The man was huge. Broad-shouldered, tall, well over six feet, dressed in a jet-black three-piece suit that fit too well, hugging his body like it had been tailored for a king. The fabric stretched just enough across his thick, powerful chest, the buttons along his vest perfectly in place.

But it wasn’t just his size. It was the way he carried himself. The kind of deliberate, slow stride that exuded absolute authority. The world didn’t control Damian Volkov.

He controlled it.

And in the span of three seconds, Nathan already felt smaller.

Then Damian’s dark, hooded gaze landed on Olivia.

Nathan tensed, stepping forward, hand outstretched. “Mr. Volkov, it’s a pleasure—”

Damian barely looked at him. His lips curved— just slightly. A flicker of amusement, like Nathan had just told a joke he wasn’t going to laugh at.

Then his full attention snapped to Olivia.

“Olivia.”

The sound of her name in his low, slow voice felt… intimate. Like it wasn’t just a greeting but a test.

Nathan’s stomach tightened.

Olivia stood.

She didn’t hesitate.

She extended her hand, and for a moment, Nathan swore she looked… intrigued.

“Mr. Volkov.”

That smile.

It was small. Polished. The same kind of professional ease she wore in every meeting. But Nathan saw something else.

And then Damian took her hand.

Nathan expected a shake. A firm, controlled grip.

But that wasn’t what happened.

Damian’s fingers wrapped slowly around hers.

His thumb grazed over the back of her hand, deliberate, slow, like he was memorizing the shape of her skin.

Nathan felt something hot and dark curl in his stomach.

And then Damian let go.

Nathan’s pulse pounded as Olivia sat back down, smoothing her skirt absently. Was she just adjusting her posture? Or had she felt it too?

Damian sat next. First.

A subtle power move. A reminder of who controlled the room.

His eyes flicked to Olivia’s blouse, lingering for a second too long.

Then he smiled.

“I’ve reviewed your proposal,” he said, his rich, deep voice sliding through the air like silk. “It’s impressive. Your vision is sharp. The kind of leadership that could take Monroe & Pierce to the next level.”

Nathan opened his mouth to respond—

“And yet, you’re struggling.”

Damian’s fingers tapped the table lightly.

Nathan’s stomach dropped.

He barely glanced at Nathan, his focus locked onto Olivia.

She tilted her head slightly, her eyes sharp. “The market has been difficult.”

Damian hummed, a low sound deep in his throat. Not convinced.

Nathan swallowed. That sound… it did something.

Damian finally turned to Nathan, a flicker of mock interest in his gaze.

“And tell me, Nathan—do you think the market is your problem?”

Nathan blinked. “I—”

Damian’s hand lifted, a slow, controlled motion.

Stop talking.

Nathan felt his throat tighten.

Damian didn’t have to say it. He didn’t have to raise his voice. The movement alone was enough.

Nathan shut his mouth.

And just like that, Damian’s attention slid right back to Olivia.

“You’re the face of this company,” he murmured, his low voice slipping into something more… indulgent.

Nathan noticed.

The way Damian’s eyes dipped lower. The way Olivia’s fingers twitched against her lap.

“You turn heads,” Damian continued, his voice like a slow hum. “That’s a powerful thing, Olivia.”

Nathan’s stomach churned.

Olivia exhaled, her breath a little slower. “I… suppose it’s an asset,” she allowed.

Damian’s lips curled. “Oh, it is.”

Nathan clenched his jaw. “She’s more than just the face,” he cut in, trying to push back. “We built this company together—”

Damian’s gaze flicked to him, slow, deliberate.

“Did you?”

The words landed like a slap.

Nathan flushed.

Olivia didn’t correct him.

Damian sat forward, folding his hands.

“I’m prepared to invest. But I don’t invest blindly. If I’m involved, I need full access.” His voice dropped lower, heavier. “Direct engagement with Olivia—no barriers, no restrictions. Meetings, travel, decisions.”

His eyes dragged slowly over her body. Every inch.

“Everything.”

Nathan’s chest tightened.

That was a bold request.

He looked at Olivia.

She nodded.

Too quickly.

Nathan’s throat went dry.

Damian’s lips curved.

“Good.”

Then, as if sealing his victory, Damian stood first.

“I look forward to working with you, Olivia.”

Nathan’s pulse pounded.

Damian flicked his gaze to him.

Small nod. Dismissive.

“Nathan.”

Then he was gone.

Nathan let out a slow breath. His hands shook slightly.

That was supposed to be a business deal.

Then why did it feel like he’d just lost something?

CHAPTER II

Nathan adjusted the cuffs of his blazer as he followed Olivia into the private dining room. Damian had spared no expense—dim lighting, a corner table with an uninterrupted skyline view, a bottle of vintage wine already breathing on the table. Everything about this was designed to impress, to set a tone that made it clear who commanded the space. And from the moment they arrived, Nathan could feel it: he wasn’t the one in control here.

Olivia was a vision, draped in a dress that clung to every curve like it had been painted onto her skin. Midnight blue satin, cut low in the front to frame the perfect swell of her breasts, the fabric dipping between them in a tantalizing display. Thin straps barely held it up, teasing the idea that a single slip could bare everything. The slit ran dangerously high up her thigh, revealing long, toned legs with each effortless step, her heels clicking against the floor with an undeniable confidence. The dress shimmered with every movement, catching the light in a way that made her look like a goddess sculpted from moonlight and temptation. She wore a delicate necklace, the pendant resting just above the swell of her cleavage, drawing attention to the smooth, inviting skin there.

Damian stood as Olivia approached, greeting her first. Not just with a handshake—no, his hand settled on her lower back, fingers pressing firmly, lingering just long enough to be more than polite. His other hand ghosted over her hip, a move so subtle yet possessive that Nathan’s breath hitched. Olivia smiled, her lips parting just slightly as he leaned in, his voice a low murmur of pleasantries that Nathan couldn’t quite catch. She responded in kind, her voice soft but playful, her fingers brushing over Damian’s wrist as she settled into her seat. The moment stretched, charged with an unspoken tension that Nathan could feel in his bones.

Nathan swallowed, seating himself opposite them, already feeling like an observer, as though this wasn’t just dinner—it was a slow, deliberate seduction, unfolding right in front of him.

The first small humiliations came casually, seamlessly folded into the evening’s elegance. Damian took control of the wine, swirling it in his glass before pouring Olivia’s first. When the server arrived, Nathan had barely glanced at the menu before Damian took the liberty of ordering for Olivia.

“Something rich,” Damian mused, handing the menu back without consulting her. “She looks like she enjoys indulgence.”

Olivia let out a small, surprised laugh, but she didn’t protest. If anything, she seemed pleased by the attention. Nathan’s stomach tightened. He should have spoken up, but Olivia wasn’t even looking at him—her gaze was fixed on Damian, waiting for whatever came next.

Conversation turned to business, but even that was a game Nathan was losing. Damian had a way of steering the discussion in a direction that subtly boxed him out, keeping Olivia engaged while Nathan’s contributions felt like afterthoughts.

“You’re lucky,” Damian said at one point, swirling his glass of wine, eyes locked on Olivia. “Women like her—sharp, beautiful, capable—are rare.”

Nathan shifted uncomfortably in his chair. “I know,” he said, but the words felt weak.

Damian smirked, as if he had been expecting that very answer. “I bet you do.”

There was an intimacy in his tone, a familiarity that made Nathan’s skin prickle. He glanced at Olivia, expecting her to dismiss it, to push back with her usual easy confidence. But instead, she just smiled, lowering her gaze to her glass as if suddenly shy. Her fingers traced the rim of the glass, absently playing with it in a way that felt almost suggestive, her body angled toward Damian.

And then there were the touches—subtle, fleeting, but unmistakable. Damian poured more wine for Olivia, his fingers grazing her wrist, the slow, deliberate drag of skin against skin sending a shiver up her arm. She didn’t pull away. Later, he leaned in, murmuring something close to her ear that made her laugh softly, a sound Nathan knew well. It was the kind of laugh she made when she was being charmed, when she was interested.

Nathan watched as Olivia responded to Damian in ways she hadn’t to him all evening. Her body language shifted—her legs crossed toward him, the high slit of her dress parting just enough to reveal a flash of creamy, toned thigh. She leaned in when Damian spoke, her lips curling into a coy smile, her teeth catching her lower lip as she listened intently. Her fingers toyed with the stem of her wine glass, her lips wrapping around the rim as she took slow, deliberate sips. There was a flush on her cheeks, a brightness in her eyes that Nathan recognized, but this time, it wasn’t for him.

By the time dessert arrived, Nathan felt like he was watching something unfold that he was no longer a part of. Damian exuded power, effortless control, and Olivia was basking in it. When Damian reached for her hand, teasingly tracing his thumb over her palm, she didn’t pull away. She only smiled, meeting his gaze as if daring him to take it further. His thumb lingered, stroking the inside of her wrist, and Olivia’s breath hitched, barely perceptible but impossible for Nathan to miss. Her lips parted just slightly, her shoulders relaxed into Damian’s presence as if she was melting into his dominance, her attention utterly fixated on him.

Nathan’s throat was dry. He could feel himself growing hard under the table, a painful awareness of his own arousal mixing with the helplessness curling in his gut. He was watching his wife be courted, seduced, stolen from right in front of him, and he couldn’t look away. He wasn’t even sure he wanted to.

And for the first time, Nathan saw the possibility of what could come next. It was only dinner, only conversation, only casual flirtation.

But it was the start of something.

The drive home was silent. Olivia stared out the window, her mind elsewhere. Nathan felt the weight of it pressing in on him, the distance between them stretching wider with every mile.

When they got inside, he tried to reach for her, his hands settling on her waist, but she was distant. The dress was still warm from her body, the satin gliding under his fingers, but the energy between them had shifted. She gave him a soft smile, but when he leaned in, she turned away, her fingers brushing his off.

“I’m tired,” she murmured, already slipping out of her dress, letting it slide down her body in one fluid motion before disappearing into the bathroom.

Nathan stood there for a long moment, watching her disappear behind the door. His chest felt tight, his body aching with need, but more than that—he felt it.

The shift.

And the worst part?

He wasn’t sure he wanted to stop it.

CHAPTER III

The silence between them lingered long after they had arrived home that night after dinner. Olivia had gone straight to bed, leaving Nathan restless, his mind replaying the evening in vivid detail. The way Damian had taken control, the way Olivia had melted into his attention—Nathan couldn’t shake the feeling that something irreversible had begun.

And now, just a day later, Nathan found himself in Damian’s sleek, modern office, waiting outside while his wife was summoned inside for a private conversation. The space was designed for power—floor-to-ceiling windows with an enviable city view, a massive mahogany desk that commanded the room, leather seating that whispered luxury. Nathan sat stiffly in the reception area, feeling more like an employee awaiting a performance review rather than Olivia’s husband.

Olivia had dressed professionally, but Nathan couldn’t help but notice the subtle shift in her attire. A form-fitting blouse, the top two buttons left undone, a pencil skirt hugging her hips a little tighter than usual. She had tied her hair up, leaving the elegant slope of her neck exposed, and when Damian arrived, he took her in with a slow, knowing glance. His gaze lingered, dark and appreciative, sweeping over her in a way that sent a pulse of something primal through Nathan’s chest.

“Olivia,” Damian greeted smoothly, extending a hand, his fingers closing over hers with a deliberate slowness. “Come inside.”

Nathan started to rise, but Damian shot him a look—one that wasn’t unkind, but firm. “Just Olivia,” he clarified, his tone brooking no argument. The words hit Nathan like a blow. There was no reason to argue, no justifiable way to insert himself into a meeting he wasn’t invited to. Olivia cast him a glance, lips parting as if she might object, but then she hesitated. And then, she obeyed, stepping inside and leaving Nathan behind.

The door closed with a soft, final click.

Nathan exhaled slowly, shifting in his seat, fingers curling against his thighs. He could hear the faint murmur of their voices, but not enough to make out the words. The minutes stretched, each one carrying with it a fresh wave of tension. He knew Damian—knew the way the man operated. He was testing Olivia’s boundaries, the same way he had been testing Nathan’s.

Inside, Damian moved with unhurried confidence, offering Olivia a seat across from him. He leaned back in his chair, watching her in a way that made it clear he was enjoying her presence.

“You handled yourself well at dinner,” he mused, tapping a pen against the desk. “You have a certain… poise. I can see why Nathan married you.”

Olivia let out a soft, almost breathy chuckle, shifting slightly. “Thank you, I suppose.”

Damian reached for a document, sliding it toward her. “Sign here,” he murmured, extending a pen.

When Olivia reached for it, his fingers brushed over hers—not an accident, but a deliberate, lingering touch. His thumb grazed the inside of her palm, warm and possessive, as he held onto it a second longer than necessary. His eyes bore into hers, reading her reaction, the slight tremor in her fingers, the quickened rise and fall of her chest.

Nathan clenched his fists, still sitting outside, his mind running wild. He imagined that touch, the easy way Damian commanded space, the way Olivia responded. It was unbearable—the waiting, the not knowing.

Ten more minutes passed. Then fifteen.

Inside the office, Olivia crossed her legs, shifting in her seat as Damian’s gaze followed the movement, his eyes dark and hungry. He exhaled, tilting his head. “You don’t have to be nervous,” he said, his voice a shade softer, but still laced with something unmistakably dominant. “I don’t bite. Unless you want me to.”

Olivia swallowed, a delicate pink blooming on her cheeks. She picked up the pen, her fingers tightening around it, but her hand trembled ever so slightly as she signed. Damian’s eyes dropped to her lips, watching the way she pressed them together, as though trying to steady herself. His gaze flicked lower, taking in the soft rise of her chest beneath her blouse, the way her breathing quickened under his scrutiny.

He let the silence stretch, his fingers drumming lightly against the desk before he reached out again, brushing a stray hair from Olivia’s face. His touch was slow, deliberate, and she didn’t pull away. Instead, she exhaled softly, her lashes fluttering as if trying to ignore the charged atmosphere crackling between them.

Then, slowly, deliberately, Damian leaned forward, his breath warm against her skin as he rested his elbow on the desk. His voice dropped to something deeper, smoother. “Nathan doesn’t mind, does he?” he murmured, his lips dangerously close to her ear.

Olivia’s breath hitched. Her fingers flexed against the pen, and this time, she bit her lower lip, caught in the tension he so easily spun around her. She didn’t respond immediately, and Damian took his time letting his presence settle into her bones, waiting to see just how much further he could push before she either denied him—or surrendered completely.

Nathan felt the shift the moment Olivia stepped out of the office. The air between them had changed—heavy, charged with something unspoken. She looked different—flushed, slightly breathless, her gaze flickering toward him before darting away just as quickly. Her fingers smoothed over her skirt, adjusting her blouse with slow, deliberate movements, as though trying to gather herself. The delicate rise and fall of her chest betrayed her composure, the way her lips parted ever so slightly as she exhaled. Nathan’s stomach clenched. His mouth went dry, his body stiffening at the realization that something had undeniably happened behind that closed door.

She didn’t say a word. She didn’t need to.

And then Damian emerged behind her, a slow, satisfied smirk curling at the edge of his lips. He moved with ease, with ownership, and as he passed Nathan, he placed a firm hand on his shoulder. It wasn’t a pat—it was a claim, a subtle but undeniable reminder of what had just happened.

“Good work today,” Damian said smoothly, his tone dripping with something more than just professionalism.

Nathan stood frozen, the weight of that touch burning into his skin, as Damian walked away—taking something with him that Nathan wasn’t sure he could ever get back.

The drive home was thick with silence, Olivia staring out of the window, lost in thought. Nathan wanted to ask, needed to ask, but his throat felt tight, his mind cycling through the possibilities of what had just happened in that office. When they finally arrived home, Olivia slipped out of her heels and made her way to the bedroom, moving slowly, deliberately, as if she were still processing something.

Nathan followed, watching as she unbuttoned her blouse, the soft fabric slipping from her shoulders. She glanced at him through the mirror, her lips parting as if debating whether to speak. Then, finally, she did.

"He’s… different," Olivia murmured, running her fingers through her hair. "The way he looks at me, the way he talks—it’s like he already knows how far he can push. And I… I don’t know how far I’ll let him."

Nathan swallowed hard. "Did he… do anything?"

Olivia turned to face him, her expression unreadable. "Not yet. But he wanted me to know he could." She exhaled, tilting her head slightly. "And the way he spoke about you… it was like he was testing me, seeing if I’d admit that you aren’t really in control anymore."

Nathan’s breath caught. "And what did you say?"

She gave him a soft, almost apologetic smile. "I didn’t correct him." Her voice was quiet, laced with something that sent a shiver through Nathan’s body. "I think he wants me to acknowledge it, to accept that this is happening. And if I do… I don’t think there will be any turning back."

Nathan's pulse pounded in his ears. The line had been drawn, but Olivia had yet to cross it. And yet, the way she spoke, the way she looked at him now—it was clear. She was already standing at the edge, waiting for a reason to take the next step.

CHAPTER IV

Nathan lay awake that night, staring at the ceiling, his body still thrumming with the confusing mix of humiliation and arousal from the gala. The way Olivia had draped herself in Damian’s presence, the way she had responded to his touches, his whispers—it had stirred something deep inside him, something he wasn’t sure he could ignore anymore.

His own wife had dressed for another man, and Nathan had stood there, powerless, watching her revel in Damian’s attention. And worse—he had felt a sickening thrill at how easily she had been swept up in it.

A few days later that private meeting in Damien's office, an invitation had arrived, for a high-profile gala hosted by one of Damian’s close associates. Olivia had accepted before even consulting Nathan, brushing it off as an obligation, but he could see it—the excitement in her eyes, the way she was already planning her outfit, already thinking about Damian.

The night of the gala arrived, and Nathan could only watch as Olivia emerged from the bedroom, a vision of absolute seduction. The sleek, black dress clung to her curves like a second skin, the silk shimmering under the dim lighting, accentuating every enticing dip and swell of her body. The plunging neckline framed her full, rounded breasts, the fabric barely covering the peaks, teasing just enough to make it impossible to look away. The high slit on her thigh wasn't just revealing—it was devastating, showcasing the smooth, toned length of her legs, each step an invitation, each shift of fabric a promise.

She wore her hair up, an elegant twist that bared the delicate line of her throat, drawing attention to the diamond pendant that rested just above the swell of her cleavage. It sparkled, an unmistakable token of wealth, and Nathan’s stomach twisted when he realized—it wasn’t from him. His wife, standing there, dressed in seduction itself, was wearing a gift from another man.

She turned slowly, letting him take in every inch of her, a knowing smile playing on her lips. "Does it look good?" she asked, her voice sultry, her eyes locked onto his.

Nathan swallowed, his throat dry, his body betraying him. "You look… incredible."

She smirked, her lips curving in satisfaction. "Damian suggested something bold. I think he’ll like this."

The words hit him like a physical blow, but Olivia had already turned back to the mirror, adjusting the straps of her dress, the subtle sway of her hips making it impossible to look away. He wanted to protest, to remind her she was his, but deep down, he already knew—she wasn’t dressing for him tonight. Not anymore.

“Does it look good?” Olivia asked, turning slowly, knowing full well what effect she had on him.

Nathan swallowed hard. “You look… incredible.”

She smirked, her eyes gleaming. “Damian suggested something bold. I think he’ll like this.”

The words hit Nathan like a punch to the gut, but Olivia had already turned away, slipping on her heels, adding the final touches. He wanted to protest, to remind her that she was his wife, but the words never came. He knew—deep down, he knew—that this was beyond his control now.

The gala was extravagant, shimmering chandeliers, waiters gliding effortlessly through the crowd with champagne flutes, the air thick with wealth and influence. But from the moment they arrived, it was clear: Nathan was an afterthought. Olivia and Damian stepped into the grand hall together, his hand resting at the small of her back, guiding her effortlessly. Nathan followed, but no one seemed to notice.

As the night went on, the humiliations came in slow, deliberate waves. Damian touched Olivia freely now—a guiding hand at her waist, fingers ghosting over her wrist as he leaned in to murmur something that made her lips part slightly. Olivia, for her part, responded in kind. She laughed at his jokes, her fingers brushing his arm, her body unconsciously angling toward him.

Nathan felt invisible.

And then it happened—an older couple approached, greeting Damian with warm familiarity. Their eyes flicked to Olivia, taking her in with obvious approval before turning to Nathan with polite curiosity.

“And you are…?” the woman asked, her voice pleasant but distant.

Before Nathan could answer, Damian did it for him. “Olivia’s husband,” he said smoothly, his tone carrying the weight of amusement, as if it was an afterthought.

Nathan’s stomach clenched. The couple smiled politely, but their attention quickly returned to Damian and Olivia. As they chatted, Nathan caught glimpses of people watching them—watching Olivia in Damian’s presence as if she belonged to him.

And the worst part? She did nothing to correct them.

The tension between Olivia and Damian simmered throughout the evening, reaching its peak when Damian leaned in close, whispering something into Olivia’s ear. She shivered, her teeth catching her lower lip, a reaction so intimate that Nathan felt his entire body tense.

And in that moment, Nathan felt it—that same twisted arousal that had gripped him before. The shame, the helplessness, and the unbearable heat pooling in his gut as he watched Olivia respond to another man in ways she never did with him.

By the time they returned home, Nathan was drowning in it. Olivia was still flushed, still humming with whatever energy Damian had ignited in her. She barely looked at Nathan as she slipped out of her dress, leaving it pooled on the floor as she disappeared into the bathroom.

Nathan sat on the edge of the bed, staring at the crumpled fabric, his fists clenching. The memory of the night played in his mind—the way Damian had owned Olivia in front of him, the way Olivia had let it happen.

He exhaled shakily, reaching down, his body betraying him as he replayed every humiliating, intoxicating moment in his mind.

The sound of the bathroom door opening made him look up. Olivia emerged, still damp from the shower, her hair piled loosely atop her head. She met his gaze in the dim light, something unreadable flickering in her eyes before she slowly approached.

She stood before him, naked except for the sheen of moisture clinging to her skin. "You're thinking about it, aren't you?" she murmured, tilting her head as she stepped between his legs.

Nathan swallowed hard, his hands trembling as they reached for her thighs, feeling the heat of her skin. "Yes."

A slow smirk curled Olivia’s lips. "Good. Because I still feel it too." She straddled his lap, pressing herself against him, and Nathan gasped at the sensation. "I need you, Nathan," she whispered, her breath warm against his ear. "But I need you to understand something. This isn't just about you and me anymore."

His heart pounded as she guided his hands up her body, letting him feel the lingering arousal coursing through her. "Make me feel it again," she whispered, grinding against him, her warmth pressing against the growing hardness beneath his pants. She moved with a slow, deliberate rhythm, rolling her hips against him, teasing him, making him ache for more.

Nathan groaned, his fingers digging into her skin, tracing the curves of her waist before sliding up to cup her breasts. Olivia gasped, arching into his touch, her nipples pebbling against his palms. "That’s it," she murmured, tilting her head back, giving in to the heat building between them.

She reached between them, undoing the buttons of his shirt with trembling fingers, her breath hot and heavy against his ear. "You want this, don’t you?" she taunted, biting his earlobe gently before dragging her lips down his neck. "You want to feel me—just like he did."

Nathan shuddered, a wave of both humiliation and unbearable need crashing over him. The reminder of Damian’s dominance should have made him pull away, but instead, it only made him harder. Olivia smirked at his reaction, her hand slipping lower, past his waistband, gripping him firmly.

"You love this, don’t you?" she whispered, stroking him with lazy, confident movements. "Knowing that I’m still aching from tonight. From him."

Nathan gasped, unable to deny it. His hands roamed her body, his need overcoming his pride as she guided him down onto the bed. She straddled him again, sinking down onto him in one slow, torturous motion, her body trembling as she took him in fully.

Their breaths mingled, their bodies moving together in a desperate, fevered rhythm. Olivia rode him with an urgency he hadn’t felt from her in so long, her nails scratching down his chest as she chased her release. "Don’t hold back," she panted. "Give me everything."

Nathan lost himself in her, his fingers gripping her hips tightly as he thrust up into her, meeting her every roll and grind. He was hers—completely, utterly—and as she cried out his name, her body clenching around him, he realized something undeniable.

He would never truly have her again. Not fully. Not the way Damian did.

And that only made him want her more.

Nathan groaned, surrendering to her, knowing full well that tonight, she was bringing all of that energy back home—to him.

CHAPTER V

Nathan sat on the edge of the bed, Olivia’s suitcase open in front of him, the empty space inside waiting to be filled. His hands trembled as he smoothed out each article of clothing, folding them with care. The delicate lace of her lingerie, the silk of the dress she had chosen—each item a painful reminder that she was packing for another man.

And the worst part? She hadn’t even asked him to do it. He had done it on his own.

Olivia was in the bathroom, getting ready, her voice carrying through the doorway as she spoke on the phone—undoubtedly to Damian. Nathan listened, his stomach twisting at the easy laughter in her voice, the playful lilt she reserved for moments when she wanted to charm someone. He wasn’t sure if she even realized how much she had changed, how effortless it had become for her to let another man take priority.

He placed her shoes in the suitcase last, neatly tucked beside her lingerie, before zipping it shut. The finality of the act sent a jolt through him, settling low in his gut, pooling there in a way that made his breath hitch.

When Olivia finally emerged, she was dressed in a simple yet elegant travel outfit—tight-fitting slacks that accentuated the curve of her hips, a silk blouse unbuttoned just enough to tease the swell of her breasts. She looked stunning, effortlessly so, and Nathan’s throat went dry as she approached. He felt small, insignificant, like a shadow fading in the presence of something greater. She was already gone in spirit, her mind elsewhere, her focus entirely on the weekend ahead.

“You’re all packed,” he murmured, stepping aside.

Olivia glanced at the suitcase, then back at him, a small smirk playing at the edges of her lips. "Good boy," she murmured, her voice dripping with amusement as she reached out, tracing a single finger down his chest, making him shiver. "You always take such good care of me, don’t you?" Her tone was laced with something deeper, something teasing, as if daring him to admit what they both knew.

She leaned in, her breath warm against his ear. "Tell me, Nathan… do you like knowing I’ll be with him? Knowing I’ll be pleasing him while you wait here?" Her lips brushed against his skin, just a whisper of contact, and his breath hitched.

She pulled back slightly, watching his reaction, reveling in the way his body tensed under her touch. "Go on. Say it," she murmured, her fingers grazing his collar, a slow, deliberate motion meant to unnerve him. "Tell me you know what’s going to happen. Tell me you accept it."

Nathan swallowed hard, his throat dry, his entire body betraying him. "I know," he croaked out, barely more than a whisper.

Olivia’s smirk widened, satisfaction flickering in her eyes. "Good boy," she said again, pressing a lingering kiss to his lips—slow, taunting, claiming. And then, just as easily, she pulled away, grabbed the suitcase, and walked toward the door, leaving him breathless and aching in her wake. She lingered for a moment, her fingers grazing his collar, her eyes locked onto his. "Love you," she whispered, her voice soft yet charged with something deeper. Her lips still glistening from their kiss. She let her fingers linger at his jawline, nails lightly grazing his skin before slipping away. Her body swayed as she turned, her hips moving in a way that felt deliberate, teasing. With the suitcase in hand, she took a single step before pausing, looking over her shoulder. "I’ll be thinking of you," she purred, her voice low, her meaning unmistakable, before striding toward the door with an effortless confidence that left Nathan weak-kneed in her wake.

Nathan’s heart pounded as he followed her to the door, watching as she slipped on her heels, her movements fluid, confident. She was already stepping into a different world—one where he was merely an observer. She took one last look at herself in the hallway mirror, adjusting her blouse, brushing a hand through her hair, ensuring she was absolutely perfect.

A car horn honked outside. Damian.

Nathan clenched his fists at his sides as Olivia turned back to him, her expression unreadable for a moment. Then, she leaned in, pressing a soft, lingering kiss to his cheek. “Be good while I’m gone,” she whispered before pulling away, grabbing the suitcase, and stepping out the door.

Nathan followed her to the window, standing motionless as he watched her step into the Maybach idling at the curb. His breath hitched, his fingers gripping the curtain as his heart pounded in his chest. He wanted to stop her, to call out her name, to do something—anything—but his body refused to move. Instead, he could only watch as Damian extended his hand, fingers brushing over Olivia’s lower back in a way that was both possessive and effortless.

She turned back, for just a second, meeting Nathan’s gaze through the window. Her lips parted as if she was about to say something, but then she smiled—a slow, knowing curve of her mouth that sent a shudder through him. It wasn’t just the reassuring smile of a wife saying goodbye to her husband. It was something else. A promise. A tease.

Nathan’s stomach twisted as she slipped into the car, her slacks riding up tightly over her pilates-toned ass as she climbed into the leather seat. Damian closed the door behind her, his touch lingering, his eyes never leaving her body. Then he turned his head slightly—just enough to glance up at the window where Nathan stood frozen. And he smirked.

The car rolled away, its taillights disappearing down the street, taking Olivia with it. Nathan stood there, breathing heavily, feeling utterly, completely owned. Damian was waiting, the door open for her. Olivia slid inside, her posture relaxed, completely at ease in his presence. The way she smiled at him, the way Damian’s hand rested on her thigh as he leaned in to say something that made her laugh—Nathan felt his stomach twist.

The door shut, and then they were gone.

Nathan stood there for a long time, his pulse hammering in his ears, a quiet ache spreading through his chest. He could still feel Olivia’s kiss on his lips, but it meant something different now—like a goodbye, like a quiet acknowledgment of what they both knew was happening but neither dared to speak aloud.

His phone vibrated in his pocket. With unsteady hands, he pulled it out and read the message on the screen:

Damian:  "She’s in good hands. You should be proud."

Nathan swallowed hard, his body betraying him as heat surged through his veins. He wasn’t just watching anymore.

He was a part of it.

The night stretched on, each hour heavier than the last. Nathan couldn’t escape it—the image of Olivia leaning into Damian, the sound of her voice, the weight of his own conflicted arousal. He tried to busy himself, tried to ignore the ache building inside him, but it was useless.

Another message arrived hours later.

Damian:  "She’s exquisite, Nathan. You really should see her like this."

Nathan’s breath hitched, his fingers gripping the phone too tightly. The words sent a shudder through him, a hot flush of humiliation and desire intertwining. He imagined her now, with Damian, surrendering to him in ways she never did with Nathan. The thought alone made his knees weak.

He collapsed onto the bed, his body betraying him once more. His mind replayed every moment of the night, every look, every touch, every whispered word between Olivia and Damian.

His phone vibrated again, the screen lighting up ominously.

Damian:  "She’s putting on quite the show for me, Nathan—just thought you’d like to know."

Nathan’s breath stuttered, his fingers tightening around the device. He could feel his pulse hammering in his throat, the heat spreading through his body. The shame, the arousal, the helplessness—it was overwhelming.

Another vibration.

Damian:  "Want to hear her? Want to see? You know you do. Be ready."

Nathan swallowed hard, his entire body trembling. He didn’t know whether to shut off his phone or keep staring at the screen, waiting, wanting—dreading.

Damian:  "I’ll send you something soon. Be ready."

Nathan exhaled shakily, anticipation and dread curling in his stomach.

He was deeper now than he had ever been before.

The penthouse suite was a temple of indulgence, bathed in the kind of dim, golden glow that softened the edges of sin. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed the glittering skyline, but Olivia barely registered the view. Her fingers curled around the stem of a wine glass, the chilled crystal an amusing contrast to the heat simmering low in her belly. She took a slow sip, letting the red linger on her tongue, trying to ignore the magnetic pull of the man watching her from the couch.

Damian sprawled back against the plush leather, exuding effortless control. He didn’t move, didn’t speak, just watched her with the patience of a predator who already knew the outcome of the hunt. The kind of man who never had to chase—only wait.

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice sliding over her like silk. He patted the seat beside him. “You’re too tense.”

Olivia hesitated, just for show, then moved, lowering herself onto the couch. The space between them was deliberate, respectable—until Damian shifted. His knee brushed hers, a subtle press of heat that sent a pulse straight between her thighs. He smelled like money, dominance, and a promise she wasn’t ready to put into words. Her fingers flexed on her glass.

“You look incredible tonight,” Damian murmured, his voice low and indulgent. “Did you dress like this for me?”

A smirk curled Olivia’s lips, but her pulse betrayed her. She sat there, draped in temptation—an elegant red dress that clung to her curves like a lover’s touch, the silky fabric pooling over her thighs, teasing with every shift of her legs. The neckline plunged just enough to showcase the smooth swell of her breasts, the delicate lace trim of her bra peeking through like a whispered invitation. The slit ran high, exposing toned, stocking-clad legs that shimmered under the penthouse’s low lighting. She crossed them slowly, knowing exactly what she was doing, knowing exactly where Damian’s eyes would follow. “I dress like this for myself.”

Damian chuckled, swirling the dark liquor in his own glass. “Then you won’t mind if I appreciate it.”

His hand moved, slow and deliberate, settling on her knee. Barely a touch, but the weight of it sent a ripple through her. His fingers traced idle patterns, teasing the sensitive skin just above the hem of her dress, testing. Olivia could stop him. She could push his hand away. But she didn’t.

She took another sip of wine, as if the heat pooling between her legs was from the alcohol and not the man beside her.

Damian leaned in, his breath warm against her ear. “You’re already breathing differently,” he murmured. “Tell me—are you thinking about him right now?”

Olivia shivered. She wasn’t. And that terrified her.

“I think you already know the answer to that,” she admitted, her voice husky.

Damian smirked, his fingers slipping beneath the hem of her dress, tracing higher, brushing against the silk of her thigh-high stockings. “Say it anyway.”

A shudder rolled through her. “I’m not.”

Damian exhaled a satisfied sound, his palm sliding higher, fingers barely skimming the lace edge of her panties. “That’s what I thought.”

He spread his knees slightly, forcing her legs to shift. His grip tightened just enough to let her know she had no real say in how this was going to unfold. His fingers pressed lightly over the thin, damp fabric covering her, tracing teasing strokes that made her breath hitch.

“You’re soaked,” he murmured, dragging the words out like a slow caress. “Do you know how much I love that?”

Her lashes fluttered, but she didn’t speak. Couldn’t. She bit her lip as he exerted the smallest amount of pressure, pushing the lace against her sensitive flesh, making her twitch beneath his touch. He chuckled, knowing she was already lost to him.

Miles away, Nathan sat in their bedroom, the glow of his phone screen casting a faint light over his flushed skin. No messages from Olivia. Just silence.

His mind painted the scene in unbearable clarity: Damian’s slow, predatory touches, Olivia’s shuddering breath as she gave in. He could see her parting her legs just slightly, a silent invitation, feel the tremor in her thighs when Damian finally—

Nathan exhaled shakily, his cock straining against the confines of his boxers. His hand hesitated, hovering just above the waistband, as if touching himself would solidify the reality of what was happening.

He imagined Olivia moaning, gasping as Damian’s fingers worked her open, her body arching into his touch the way she used to for Nathan. The shame burned hot in his chest, but it only made him stroke himself harder, his hips lifting into his own palm.

Would she be thinking of him at all? Or was she lost in it now, lost in the pleasure Damian was giving her, surrendering in ways Nathan could only dream of?

His breath hitched, his strokes growing desperate. He bit down on his lip, a groan slipping free, his body tensing as he let himself fall completely into the fantasy. And in that moment, as pleasure overtook him, he knew the truth.

He didn’t just fear this.

He craved it.

Back in the penthouse, Olivia gasped as Damian’s fingers finally slid beneath the lace barrier, stroking her with unbearable patience. She clutched his wrist instinctively, not to stop him, but to hold onto something, anything, as he played her like an instrument tuned to his perfect rhythm.

“Spread wider,” he commanded softly, and her body obeyed before her mind could argue. He rewarded her with a deeper press, his fingers sinking into her heat, making her hips jerk against him.

“Good girl,” he whispered.

And miles away, with his phone clutched in his sweaty palm, Nathan groaned, lost to the truth of what his wife had become.

The moment Olivia surrendered, something inside her shattered. The last remnants of hesitation melted under Damian’s touch, his fingers tracing slow, possessive circles along her trembling thighs. She had been resisting—not because she didn’t want this, but because she feared how much she did. But now, there was no more fear. No more pretending.

Damian took his time, savoring the victory. He hooked his fingers under the thin lace of her panties, dragging them down her thighs with deliberate slowness, watching as they caught briefly on her slick folds before slipping off completely. He hummed in approval, spreading her legs wider, his gaze dark and hungry as he took in the sight of her glistening, swollen sex.

“Look at you,” he murmured, running a teasing finger along her slit, gathering her wetness before circling her clit with featherlight touches that made her hips jerk. “You’re dripping for me already.”

Olivia whimpered, her breath catching in her throat as Damian’s fingers slid lower, parting her folds, stroking her with lazy precision. He was in no hurry—he wanted her squirming, aching, desperate. And she was.

His mouth followed, pressing soft, open-mouthed kisses up the inside of her thighs, his breath scalding against her heated flesh. When he finally licked a slow, teasing stripe up her slit, her back arched, a gasp breaking past her lips.

“Just like that baby,” he praised, gripping her thighs firmly to keep her in place as he feasted on her. His tongue moved in languid strokes, exploring her folds, flicking and circling her swollen bud with devastating accuracy. He alternated between slow, torturous licks and quick, precise flicks, sending shockwaves through her body.

Olivia writhed, her hands flying to his head, fingers tangling in his thick hair. Her moans grew louder, needier, her thighs trembling against his grip. Damian chuckled against her, the vibration sending another pulse of pleasure through her core.

“You taste fucking divine,” he groaned before sealing his lips around her clit, sucking hard enough to make her cry out. He shoved two fingers deep inside her, curling them just right, pressing against that sweet, sensitive spot that had her gasping.

Miles away, Nathan sat alone in the dark, his phone clutched in his sweaty hands, his cock throbbing painfully against his palm. No messages. No updates. But he didn’t need them. His mind painted the scene in agonizingly vivid detail—his wife, writhing beneath another man, her voice breaking as Damian made her come undone.

Back in the penthouse, Olivia was drowning in sensation, her body tensing as pleasure coiled hot and tight inside her. Damian worked her relentlessly, his tongue pressing and flicking, his fingers thrusting deep and curling just right.

“Come for me,” he demanded, his voice thick with command, his pace unrelenting. “Let me feel you.”

She shattered. A strangled scream tore from her throat as she came hard, her body convulsing beneath him. "Oh, God! Damian!" she cried out, her voice breaking into desperate, breathless moans. Damian groaned as he felt her tighten around his fingers, his tongue greedily lapping up every drop of her release. "Fuck, you’re perfect like this," he murmured against her trembling thighs. "So sweet, so slutty for me."

He didn’t stop. He kept his mouth on her, coaxing more gasps and whimpers from her lips as she shuddered beneath him, her body weak and spent. "Damian… I can't—" she panted, her voice barely a whisper, her chest heaving, her eyes glazed over with bliss.

And then he moved up her body, kissing a trail of heat along her abdomen, her ribs, her breasts, capturing her mouth in a deep, claiming kiss. She could taste herself on his tongue, and it only made her wetter.

He nudged her thighs apart again, the thick, heavy weight of his cock pressing against her entrance. He didn’t ask—he didn’t need to. The way she gasped, the way her legs wrapped around his waist, the way she angled her hips to take him in—it was all the answer he needed.

Damian groaned as he pushed inside her, slow and unrelenting, stretching her inch by inch, filling her completely. Olivia moaned at the delicious burn, her fingers digging into his back as he sank to the hilt. He paused, letting her adjust, letting her feel just how deep he was inside her, before pulling back and slamming into her again.

“Fuck, you feel good,” he growled, setting a ruthless pace, each thrust sending white-hot pleasure shooting through her.

Nathan’s breath hitched as he stroked himself harder, his mind drowning in the unbearable imagery. Olivia moaning, Olivia trembling, Olivia taking Damian’s cock like she was made for it. He groaned, his hips jerking up into his own hand, his release hitting him like a tidal wave of shame and pleasure.

He wasn’t just losing her.

He was giving her away.

Damian was relentless, driving into her with deep, powerful thrusts, his grip firm on her hips as he pulled her against him with each movement. Olivia met him eagerly, her body responding with fervor, arching to take him deeper. Each thrust drew out a desperate moan, her hips rising to meet him, nails raking down his back in raw, unrestrained need.

"Oh, God… yes, yes!" Olivia gasped, her head thrown back against the pillows. "Harder… don’t stop!"

Damian groaned, tightening his grip on her waist as he pounded into her with even more force. "You love this, don’t you? Being fucked like this?"

"Yes!" she sobbed, her voice breaking as another wave of pleasure wracked her body. "I love it… I love how you feel inside me!"

“Tell me who you belong to,” Damian growled against her ear, his breath hot, his pace brutal.

Olivia sobbed, the pleasure too much, too consuming. “You! I belong to you,” she gasped, her voice raw with need, her body clenching around him in response to his dominance.

Damian smirked, his thrusts growing harder, deeper, dragging her closer and closer to the edge again. His hand slipped between them, finding her swollen, aching clit, circling it with firm, relentless strokes. Olivia’s entire body seized, her climax building again, faster this time, more intense.

Back at the house, Nathan was barely breathing, his strokes desperate and frenzied as he imagined the way Damian had completely taken her, broken her. He could see it so vividly—her face twisted in pleasure, her voice raw, her body trembling as she came for him over and over again. The shame of it, the utter humiliation, only made him harder.

Damian pounded into her ruthlessly, his muscles tightening, his body on the brink of release. “Come with me,” he demanded, his voice thick and ragged. “Scream for me.”

Olivia shattered, her entire world exploding into blinding white-hot pleasure as she came harder than she ever had before. Her screams filled the penthouse, her body convulsing beneath him, every nerve alight with ecstasy. Damian groaned, burying himself deep inside her as he found his own release, spilling inside her with a shuddering growl, claiming her completely.

Nathan came at the same moment, his body convulsing, his breath ragged, his mind drowning in the reality of what had just happened. His wife, his Olivia, had been completely taken. And he had never wanted anything more.

As Olivia lay beneath Damian, utterly spent, a satisfied, wicked smile curled her lips. Damian reached for his phone on the nightstand, the screen illuminating his face with a soft glow. He angled it just right, capturing the aftermath—Olivia, thoroughly fucked, her body glistening with sweat, her expression one of utter bliss. He smirked as he sent the picture directly to Nathan.

Miles away, Nathan’s phone vibrated in his hand. His breath hitched as he opened the message. The image burned into his mind, Olivia's satisfied glow, her hair messy, her legs still weakly spread. His cock twitched painfully, his arousal spiking past humiliation, past reason. With a desperate groan, he stroked himself harder, the image searing into his soul, pushing him over the edge. His breath hitched, his grip tightening. He should have felt shame, should have resisted… but instead, he surrendered, his body betraying him completely as he came with a shuddering groan.

Damian's message followed seconds later.

“Your wife is thoroughly taken care off. Sweet dreams, little cuck.”

CHAPTER VI

Time had passed since the business trip—since Damian and Olivia secured a massive contract for the company that weekend, and the image of her thoroughly taken care off on that trip had changed everything between all of them. Especially the shift in their own marital dynamic had become undeniable. Olivia didn’t try to hide it anymore, and neither did Nathan. The stolen glances, the teasing smirks, the way her body leaned into Damian’s without hesitation—there was no pretense left between them. But she hadn’t stopped loving Nathan. That was the cruelest part. She still kissed him goodnight, still rested her head against his shoulder in quiet moments. But he knew. They both knew.

Since returning home, Olivia had been different—not distant, but emboldened. She still curled up beside Nathan in their couch at home, still held his hand when they were out, but there was something else in her eyes now. A knowing. An acceptance. And in the bedroom, that shift had become undeniable. Olivia had grown more dominant, effortlessly taking control, guiding his body with teasing whispers and firm hands. She reveled in his submission, in the way he melted under her touch, in the way he obeyed without hesitation. And when she left, dressed in something meant to be taken off by another man, she never offered an excuse. She knew Nathan wouldn’t ask for one—just as she knew he’d be waiting, aching, desperate for her return.

Nathan had become something else entirely. Not just a witness, but a participant in his own undoing. He had seen the way her body responded to Damian, and had imagined her moans even when he forced himself to block them out. He had lain awake at night, his body betraying him, shameful and wanting. And now, standing in Damian’s penthouse, watching Olivia in a dress he knew wasn’t for him, he understood.

This wasn’t about business. It had never been since they signed that investment agreement.

When Damian’s message arrived an hour back—a simple invitation to his penthouse for a “discussion” about the company—Nathan had barely hesitated before responding. He had been at his office, his workday dragging on in a haze of distraction. But the moment the message appeared on his screen, he knew. Olivia would have already started making her way to Damian’s place.

It was an unspoken arrangement now—one that neither of them acknowledged aloud but both understood perfectly. When Damian texted instead of calling directly, it was never just about business. It was a silent notification, a reminder of Nathan’s place, his role. Olivia and Damian never kept secrets from him, not about this. They always let him know when they were together, when she was being taken by the man who had redefined their lives. A small, cruel courtesy—just enough to make sure he never forgot who she truly belonged to. He had no real choice, not anymore. He was tethered to this twisted dynamic, shackled by something stronger than logic or pride. And now, as he stood outside the towering glass skyscraper, the city lights reflecting back at him like a thousand eyes watching, he felt it again—the weight of inevitability pressing down on his chest.

The elevator ride felt endless, each floor bringing him closer to something he wasn’t sure he could handle but knew he wouldn’t turn away from. His fingers twitched at his sides, betraying his nerves. By the time the doors slid open to Damian’s private floor, Nathan’s heart was a drumbeat against his ribs.

The penthouse was as immaculate as ever, bathed in that same golden glow, a shrine to excess and control. But tonight, it felt different—charged, like the air before a storm. Damian was seated comfortably on the leather couch, his posture effortlessly commanding, a glass of whiskey in his hand. He didn’t rise when Nathan stepped inside, merely glanced up with a smirk.

“Right on time,” Damian mused, taking a slow sip. “I like that.”

Nathan swallowed hard, his eyes flickering across the room—

And then he saw her.

Olivia stood near the bar, back turned slightly, one hand resting delicately on the counter as she swirled the deep red liquid in her glass. Her hair fell in soft waves down her back, gleaming under the ambient lighting. But it was her outfit that made Nathan’s breath stutter—a purple silk dress, impossibly short, clinging to every curve in a way that left no question about who it was meant for.

He knew this dress. Or rather, he knew it wasn’t for him.

Olivia hadn’t worn something like this for him in years.

She turned slowly, as if sensing his presence, her lips curling into something that wasn’t quite a smile. The way she looked at him—detached, amused, almost indulgent—made something inside him tighten painfully. It was the way one might regard a pet who had wandered into a room it wasn’t supposed to be in.

Damian gestured to the chair across from him. “Sit.”

Nathan hesitated. His instincts screamed at him to leave, to turn and walk away before he could see what came next. But that was a lie—he wouldn’t leave. He never would. With slow, measured steps, he crossed the room and sank into the chair, his body stiff, his hands clasped in his lap.

Olivia didn’t acknowledge him. She took another sip of wine, her eyes drifting toward Damian, her posture relaxed, unbothered.

Nathan’s stomach churned. She was waiting. Not for him. For Damian.

“I figured it was time,” Damian said casually, setting his glass down. “You’ve been so… devoted. It’s only fair you get to see what your place really is.”

Nathan’s fingers tightened into fists, but he said nothing. He couldn’t. His throat felt tight, his skin too hot. This was it. The moment everything shattered beyond repair. And yet, even as his mind screamed at him to resist, another part of him—something darker, something sickeningly eager—was already surrendering.

Olivia moved at last, stepping away from the bar, her hips swaying just slightly as she approached. She didn’t spare Nathan a glance as she reached Damian, sliding effortlessly into his lap like she belonged there.

Nathan’s breath caught. He felt it like a physical blow, watching his wife nestle against another man, watching the way Damian’s hand immediately found the curve of her hip, possessive and sure.

Olivia exhaled, a soft, pleased sound as she settled against Damian’s chest. “I was starting to think you’d never invite him,” she murmured, her fingers trailing absently over Damian’s shirt. "I've missed him, you know," she added, glancing at Nathan with a playful smile. "Every time you've had me, every time I've been spread open, filled, and made to beg under you… I kept thinking about him watching, needing to see it. Needing to know how good it feels."

Nathan’s stomach twisted violently. She wasn’t just allowing this. She wanted this.

Damian chuckled, his other hand sliding up Olivia’s thigh, slipping beneath the hem of her dress with no hesitation. “I wanted to make sure he was ready.”

His gaze flicked to Nathan then, sharp and knowing. “Are you ready, Nathan?”

Nathan’s pulse thundered in his ears. His mouth was dry, his limbs locked in place. But beneath the suffocating shame, beneath the horror of it all, was something else. Something far worse.

He was hard.

And Damian knew it.

Olivia shifted slightly, her dress riding up higher, exposing more of her thigh. She tilted her head, looking at Nathan properly for the first time since he arrived.

“Poor thing,” she said softly, amusement dancing in her eyes. “You really don’t know what to do with yourself, do you?”

Nathan swallowed, his face burning. He had never felt so small, so exposed.

Damian’s fingers traced lazy circles against Olivia’s skin, his smirk deepening. “Don’t worry,” he said. “We’ll help you figure it out.”

Nathan sat frozen in his chair, his breath shallow, his pulse hammering in his ears. He had prepared himself for this—or at least, he had told himself he had. But nothing could have prepared him for the sight of Damian’s lips crushing against Olivia’s, his hands moving over her body as if Nathan weren’t even in the room.

Olivia didn’t hesitate. She melted into the kiss, her arms wrapping around Damian’s broad shoulders, fingers tangling in his hair. The wet, hungry sounds of their lips moving together filled the penthouse, each moan and sigh echoing, drowning out every other sound. Damian didn’t kiss her like a man testing the waters. He kissed her like he already owned her, like he had spent hours buried inside her, mapping every weak spot, every desperate whimper she made.

Nathan gripped the armrests of his chair, his fingers digging in hard enough to leave marks. His throat was tight, his entire body tense as Damian’s hand slipped beneath the hem of Olivia’s dress. He didn’t rush. He took his time, his fingers trailing over her thigh, possessive, claiming. Olivia shivered beneath his touch, her body reacting instinctively, and Nathan could only watch.

“Look at him,” Damian murmured against Olivia’s lips, his voice rich with amusement. “He’s barely breathing.”

Olivia smirked, her gaze flicking to Nathan, her eyes lidded with heat. “He always does this,” she mused, her voice thick with pleasure. “He watches, he aches… but he never stops us.”

Damian chuckled, his fingers sliding higher, pushing her dress up inch by inch. “And he never will.”

Nathan’s cock throbbed painfully against his slacks, the heat in his gut unbearable. Shame burned through him, but it wasn’t enough to stop the inevitable. He sucked in a shaky breath as Damian hooked his fingers into Olivia’s lace panties, dragging them down her thighs with excruciating slowness. He did it deliberately, savoring the moment, knowing exactly what it was doing to Nathan.

Nathan swallowed hard. He should look away. He should do something—anything. But he didn’t. He couldn’t.

Damian smirked, pressing Olivia back against him, his hands roaming freely over her body. “Tell me, Nathan,” he murmured, his tone mocking. “Tell me how much you love watching your wife like this.”

Nathan’s mouth opened, but no sound came out.

Olivia moaned, arching into Damian’s touch, her lips parting as his fingers slipped between her legs, dipping inside her with slow, torturous strokes. “Say it,” she whispered, her eyes never leaving Nathan’s. “Admit it.”

Nathan trembled, his entire body tense, his arousal painfully obvious. He clenched his jaw, shaking his head weakly.

Damian tsked, his fingers pressing deeper into Olivia, making her gasp. “That’s not what I asked.”

Nathan’s vision blurred, his pulse a deafening roar in his ears. Olivia’s head tilted back against Damian’s shoulder, her body completely pliant in his arms. He wasn’t just touching her—he was using her, showing her off, making sure Nathan saw every inch of her body shuddering, every slow thrust of his fingers that had her legs shaking.

Damian dragged it out, keeping his strokes unbearably slow, teasing. “You see how good she takes it?” he murmured, his mouth at Olivia’s ear, his fingers curling just right. “You think she ever looks this fucking desperate when she’s with you?”

Olivia whimpered, her body trembling against him, her hips rolling instinctively to meet his hand. “No,” she whispered, her voice barely there. “Not like this.”

Nathan’s breath hitched, shame scorching through him like a wildfire. His cock throbbed painfully, trapped in his slacks, and he knew—knew he was completely, utterly owned by this moment.

Damian chuckled darkly, his pace increasing, his fingers pressing deeper. “Tell him,” he ordered. “Tell your husband how much you love this.”

Olivia’s lashes fluttered as she turned her head slightly, her gaze locking onto Nathan’s, her lips parting in a moan. “I love it,” she breathed, her voice heavy with need. “I love how he touches me… how he fucks me.”

Nathan squeezed his eyes shut, his hands gripping his thighs so tightly that his knuckles turned white. He couldn’t breathe. He couldn’t think. But his cock was leaking pre-cum, his arousal undeniable.

Damian didn’t let up. His other hand moved to Olivia’s breasts, palming them, teasing her nipples through the lace, making her moan louder. “You love watching this, don’t you?” he taunted, his voice rich with amusement. “You get off on this, watching your wife be taken.”

Nathan’s whole body tensed, his breath shaky, his chest heaving. He wanted to deny it. He wanted to fight it. But then Olivia’s body arched, her legs tightening around Damian, her back bowing as she came with a desperate cry.

That was it.

Nathan groaned, his control finally snapping, his hips jerking against the unbearable ache in his pants. He came untouched, shuddering, a strangled sound breaking from his lips.

Damian grinned, his fingers still buried inside Olivia as she trembled in the aftershocks. He glanced at Nathan, smug and victorious.

“Good boy.”

And just like that, Nathan knew—there was no coming back from this.

Damian shifted, his hand slipping between Olivia’s thighs, parting them wider. Nathan’s stomach twisted as Damian unzipped his slacks, pulling himself free.

Nathan's eyes widened.

Damian was big.

Too big.

Nathan's mouth went dry as he saw Olivia's eyes darken with hunger, her lips parting as she reached for him.

Nathan trembled.

It was really happening.

Damian’s fingers curled beneath Olivia’s chin, tilting her face up to his. The hunger in her eyes was unmistakable, the way her lips parted as he loomed over her, his presence commanding every inch of space between them. Nathan's breath hitched as Olivia let her knees spread wider, her body on full display, silently begging for what came next.

The smooth slide of Damian’s zipper filled the charged air, a deliberate sound that made Nathan’s stomach tighten with something dark and helpless. And then he saw it—thick, heavy, achingly rigid—a display of dominance in every sense of the word. His throat went dry. He wasn’t prepared for this. Not really.

Olivia’s eyes flickered with something deep, almost reverent, as her fingers wrapped around Damian’s length, stroking, testing the weight of it. “God,” she whispered, biting her lip, her voice a breathless murmur. “I forgot how big you are.”

Nathan clenched his fists, his body betraying him all over again. He shouldn’t be watching this, shouldn’t be drawn to the way Olivia eagerly leaned forward, her lips grazing along the pulsing heat of him, her tongue flicking over the tip before taking him between her lips. The wet, obscene sounds filled the room, each movement slow, measured, meant to make Nathan suffer as much as it made Olivia unravel.

Damian smirked down at Nathan, his fingers threading into Olivia’s hair as he guided her movements, controlling the pace. His voice was thick with satisfaction, smug as ever. “You’re not looking away, are you?”

Nathan swallowed hard, shaking his head, unable to speak.

Olivia moaned around Damian, her body shifting, thighs pressing together as if she couldn’t help herself. The sheer pleasure on her face was intoxicating, her eyes fluttering closed as she took him deeper, savoring every inch.

Then Damian pulled her up abruptly, tilting her chin until she was looking at Nathan again. Her lips were swollen, her breathing uneven, her expression drenched in desire.

“You like watching this, don’t you?” Damian murmured, his fingers tracing Olivia’s jaw before tilting her face toward Nathan. “Should we let him touch himself?”

Nathan’s pulse roared in his ears.

Olivia’s smirk deepened. She stretched lazily, arching her back, her body completely unguarded. “I don’t know,” she teased, licking her lips. “Does he deserve it?”

Nathan barely heard himself whimper.

Damian chuckled. “Go on,” he ordered. “Show us how much you appreciate the view.”

Nathan’s fingers trembled as they moved toward his belt.

But Olivia was already shifting, turning, letting Damian ease her down onto the bed, her legs parting effortlessly as she gasped at the way he pressed against her entrance, teasing, making her squirm.

Nathan barely breathed as Damian took his time, dragging out the moment, letting Olivia feel every thick inch as he slowly pushed inside.

A choked sound escaped her lips, her back arching, her fingers grasping at the sheets as she adjusted around him. “Oh… f-fuck…” Her voice was wrecked, gasping, overwhelmed.

Nathan’s cock throbbed at the sheer desperation in her voice, the way her body reacted so openly to Damian, the way she stretched to take him all in.

Damian groaned, his hands settling on her hips, holding her still as he bottomed out, his voice a low growl. “That’s it… you always take me so fucking well.”

Olivia whimpered, shifting, her nails dragging over his forearms as she urged him to move. “Please—”

Nathan's fingers were tight around himself now, unable to stop, unable to resist the raw, undeniable pull of the moment.

Damian rolled his hips, setting a rhythm—slow at first, torturous, making Olivia moan with every deep stroke. Nathan watched, helpless, consumed by the way she melted beneath Damian, writhing, clinging, completely at his mercy.

Her moans became desperate cries, gasping praises, trembling pleas for more. Damian gave it to her, pounding into her harder, faster, making her body tremble with every thrust.

Nathan could see everything—Olivia’s eyes fluttering, her lips parted, her body wracked with overwhelming sensation as Damian filled her completely.

Her first orgasm hit her fast, her breath stuttering, her entire body tightening around Damian as she cried out, shuddering, overwhelmed. But Damian didn’t stop.

“Oh God—yes—yes—” She clawed at him, writhing, taken apart over and over.

Nathan groaned, his own pleasure spiraling beyond control, the sight too much, too filthy, too raw.

Damian gripped Olivia tighter, his thrusts turning rough, punishing, his voice a low growl against her ear. “You like being fucked like this?”

“Yes—yes—fuck—”

Nathan couldn’t hold back any longer. The sight of his wife—his Olivia—completely lost in Damian’s grasp, writhing, moaning, her body milking every last drop of pleasure from the man dominating her was too much. His own cock throbbed pathetically in his grip, slick with the evidence of his submission, aching for the same attention Olivia was drowning in—but he knew, deep down, he would never be the one to make her feel this way.

His strokes turned desperate, his breathing ragged, shame and arousal intertwining into something unbearable. This was what he had become—a husband who could only watch, who could only touch himself while another man claimed his wife, stretched her, and filled her in ways he never could. His release built with every gasp that spilled from Olivia’s lips, every deep, punishing thrust Damian gave her.

And then it happened—Damian let out a low, possessive growl, burying himself deep inside Olivia, holding her against him as he emptied himself into her, marking her from the inside. Olivia peeked through her final orgasm, her entire body shuddering in the aftermath of being utterly, thoroughly used.

Nathan came at the same time, his body convulsing, his cock pulsing in his grasp, hot spurts of release spilling uselessly onto his stomach. Not inside Olivia. Not where it counted. Not where Damian had just claimed her. The bitter, humiliating contrast made his pleasure almost unbearable—his wife was full of another man, and he had only his own hand to satisfy himself.

His chest heaved, his vision blurred, his own release soaked into his skin, a pathetic, undeniable symbol of his place in this dynamic.

Damian smirked as he caught his breath, his hand stroking lazily down Olivia’s trembling thigh before glancing at Nathan’s ruined, spent state. “I think we’ll be doing this a lot more.”

Nathan’s heart pounded. There was no coming back from this.

EPILOGUE

Nathan stared at his reflection in the mirror of Damian’s penthouse bathroom, the city skyline casting fragmented lights across his flushed, sweat-slicked skin. His grip on the marble sink was tight, his knuckles white as he tried to steady himself. The man he used to be—the husband, the provider, the partner—was long gone. He had fought it, resisted the truth for as long as he could, but tonight had made it undeniable. He had lost Olivia… and yet, he had never felt more at home.

Behind him, the sounds of their voices drifted through the partially open bedroom door—Damian’s deep, commanding murmur, Olivia’s soft, satisfied giggles. Their afterglow was intimate, raw, perfect, a scene Nathan had just witnessed with breathless devotion. His stomach twisted—not with jealousy, not anymore—but with something deeper, darker… a longing that couldn’t be ignored.

The bathroom door creaked open. Nathan turned, his breath catching as Damian leaned against the frame, freshly spent, radiating satisfaction. He ran a hand through his tousled hair, that ever-present smirk tugging at his lips.

“You’re not needed here anymore,” Damian said, his tone smooth, unbothered, as if the words weren’t about to unravel the last threads of Nathan’s identity.

Nathan’s chest tightened, his heart hammering. He should have nodded, turned away, accepted his fate. But instead, his lips parted, the plea slipping free before he could stop it.

“I… Please,” Nathan whispered, barely recognizing the sound of his own voice. “Let me stay.”

Damian’s smirk deepened, dark amusement gleaming in his eyes. He had expected this.

“You want to watch again?”

Nathan shuddered. His cock, still sensitive, twitched against his slacks, already aching for something that shouldn’t excite him as much as it did.

“Yes,” he admitted, breathless. “Always.”

Damian chuckled, shaking his head. Nathan was exactly where he belonged.

“Pathetic,” Damian murmured, though there was no real malice in it. He turned back toward the bedroom, leaving the door open just enough for Nathan to follow.

Nathan’s feet felt heavy, yet he couldn’t stop himself from stepping forward, from drinking in the sight of Olivia, sprawled across Damian’s bed, glowing with satisfaction. She still looked drunk on pleasure, Damian’s scent and release still clinging to her skin.

Her gaze flickered to Nathan, something fond, something wicked glinting in her expression. She loved him; he knew that. But not the way she loved Damian—not the way she needed him.

She stretched, the curve of her body sheer perfection, her smile lazy, teasing. “You always do this,” she murmured. “You ache, but you never stop us.”

Nathan swallowed, his cock already stiffening again despite the mess he had already made of himself. He was hard again, harder than ever.

Damian smirked, sitting on the edge of the bed, brushing Olivia’s hair back lazily. “You should head home,” he said, not unkindly, but firmly. “You'll get plenty more shows in the future now. We still got a few more orgasms left, and trust me, she’s going to be screaming my name all night. I'll send her back in the morning.”

Nathan trembled, his hands clenching into fists at his sides. But he did belong here. Maybe not in the bed, not inside Olivia, but in this world, in this life, watching, needing, craving.

Olivia’s smirk widened as she crawled toward Damian, pressing a soft, lingering kiss against his jaw, deliberately ignoring Nathan now.

She turned her head just enough to meet Nathan’s gaze one final time, her voice sweet as sugar, but laced with something softer, something reassuring beneath the tease.

She slipped off the bed, bare and glowing, stepping toward him with slow, deliberate grace. Her fingers brushed his cheek, a touch both possessive and affectionate, before trailing down his chest. Her lips curled in a knowing smirk as she whispered, "Sweet dreams, baby. You know I’ll always be yours… just not the way I used to be." She leaned in, pressing a slow, lingering kiss to his lips, her fingers tracing along his jawline. "I love you, Nathan," she whispered against his lips, her voice soft, reverent. "Always."

Nathan whimpered softly into the kiss, his breath shaky, his hands itching to touch her—to hold onto the warmth he would never truly have again. "Love you too," he whispered, Her scent was still thick with Damian, her skin flush from the pleasure he had given her. She pulled away just as his knees nearly buckled, his cock pulsing painfully hard despite his earlier release.

She ran her thumb over his lower lip, smirking at the way his breath hitched. “See you at breakfast tomorrow,” she whispered, her tone dripping with both tenderness and finality.

Then, with a teasing smirk, she reached for the door… and slowly, purposefully, shut it in his face.

The finality of the click sent a shudder straight through Nathan’s core.

He stood there, panting, his body aching, his mind spinning.

As he backed away from the door, he caught one last sound—Olivia’s moan, soft, needy, dripping with pleasure, followed by the deep, guttural chuckle of the man who owned her now. The rhythmic creak of the bed started again, slow and deliberate, a symphony of slick, wet sounds and the unmistakable slap of skin meeting skin.

Nathan’s breath hitched, his cock twitching, still sensitive but already pulsing with a humiliating, aching need. He clenched his jaw, squeezing his thighs together, but the sound of Olivia’s whimpering cries, her moaned praises, the way she begged for more was a relentless torment.

Damian’s voice, dark and satisfied, drifted through the door. “That’s it, baby. Let’s make sure he hears just how much you love this as he goes back.”

Olivia cried out loudly in pleasure, lost in the relentless thrusts that drove her deeper into submission, into absolute ecstasy. Nathan’s legs felt jelly, a whimper escaping his lips as he pressed his forehead against the cool wood of the door.

They weren’t done. Not even close. And neither was he.

Nathan left the penthouse harder than ever, his body trembling, his need insatiable. Even after everything, even after cumming, the only thing on his mind was when he could watch them again.

And next time, he’d be right there from the start. Helpless. Aroused. Completely theirs.

***

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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