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Part 1 – Wheels Up

It didn’t start as a plan.

It started with a window seat, an overpriced martini, and the kind of ache between my thighs that no vibrator could touch.

We’d just landed in Chicago. Midweek. Two-night layover. The kind of flight that blurs into muscle memory—gate to gate, smile to smile. All the passengers blur, except the ones who stare too long or wink too slow.

I was wearing the uniform. Tight navy pencil skirt. White blouse, just snug enough at the chest to suggest I still had secrets worth unwrapping. My heels were clicking against the hotel lobby floor when it hit me:

I could do more with this.

Not just fly.

Not just flirt.

Not just smile while suits slipped their hotel cards into my hand like I was too stupid to notice.

I could turn it into something useful.
Real. Controlled. Paid.



That night, in the hotel bed with my knees pulled to my chest, I told Kade.

My boyfriend. Thirty-one. Gorgeous in that quiet, careful way. Dirty blond curls. Wide, soft mouth. Bi. Open. Smarter than me in ways that made me wet.

We’d been together three years. Monogam-ish. Mostly faithful. Except when it was planned. Agreed upon. Played with.

He was on FaceTime, sprawled on our couch back in Atlanta, shirtless, his hand already stroking absently between his legs.

“So what do you want to do?” he asked, voice low, interested.

“I want to see who’d pay,” I said. “Just for dinner. Drinks. Conversation. The right look. The right words.”

His cock twitched.

“On a site?”

I nodded.

I told him the name of the website.  You know, the kind for people who want to stay… discreet.” I whispered. “Just to see.”



I made the profile that night.
No face photo—just a cropped shot of my collarbones in uniform, lipstick fresh, blouse unbuttoned to my sternum.

Bio was short. I called myself Velvet.

Flight crew. Not looking for love. Only obedience. Pay-to-play. Discretion is a must. ✈️💋

I woke up to 37 messages.

By noon, I had 200.

But only one caught my eye.

He signed off as “C.”

No picture. No dick pic. No bullshit.

Just a clean note.

Dinner, no pressure. Four Seasons, 7:30. I like women who own their time. $2,000 for yours, if you sit across from me for two hours and make me forget I exist. What we do later, depends on how we take things ahead.

I read it twice.

And smiled.



That night, I got ready with the kind of care I usually saved for dates with Kade.

Sheer black thigh-highs under a slitted dress that hugged my hips like I owed it a favor. No bra. Just the soft weight of my tits moving free beneath silk.

I looked in the mirror and whispered to myself:

You’re not a slut tonight.

You’re the fantasy.



He was already waiting when I arrived.

Table for two. Private alcove. No wedding ring, but the tan line was fresh and obvious.

He stood when I approached, pulled out my chair, then sat across from me like he already knew he wouldn’t touch me unless I let him.

“Cain,” he said, offering his hand.

“Velvet,” I said. “But just for tonight.”

The conversation was easy.

He was sharp. Funny. Didn’t ask if I liked rough sex or call me baby. He talked about the markets. His daughter in college. His wife’s disinterest in anything but yoga, interior decoration and white wine.

“Do you want to fuck me?” I asked between bites of filet.

He froze.

Then nodded. “Yes.”

“But you won’t,” I said, sipping my red. “Not unless I decide it’s worth it.”

He swallowed. Hard.



When the bill came, he didn’t ask if we were done.

He handed me an envelope under the table.

I didn’t open it. Just slipped it into my purse.

I didn’t open it. Just slipped it into my purse.

Then I paused. My heart was racing, but not in the way I’d expected.

I reached under the table, slid the envelope back toward him.

“I’m sorry,” I said, quietly. “I thought I was ready. I need more time.”

He blinked. Didn’t speak. Just nodded once, like he understood.

“I’m not trying to waste your time,” I added. “But I can’t fake this.”

I stood, smoothing my dress with trembling hands. “You can still kiss my wrist.”

He did—softly, reverently, like I was made of something delicate and expensive.

And then I walked away.



Back in my hotel room, I unzipped the dress slowly, still wearing the taste of power on my skin.

FaceTime rang.

Kade.

“Tell me everything,” he said, already hard.

I did.

From the first look to the envelope to the way Cain’s mouth lingered like he wanted to beg.

I told him how it made me feel.

How wet I was walking out of that restaurant.

How I’d pressed my own fingers between my thighs in the elevator, picturing Kade watching as another man whispered thank you for a touch that never came. I also felt incredibly guilty for wasting that man’s time. He had been sweet. I had been indecisive.



And when I came that night—face down, one hand between my legs, the other holding the phone—I whispered:   I want to do it again. This time, I wont back down.

Part 2 – Layover

Three weeks later, I was in Toronto.

It was cold. Grey sky. Slush at the curbs.
But my cunt had been warm the entire flight in.

I kept thinking about the envelope in Chicago.
The weight of it. The control of it.
The way Cain kissed my wrist like it was sacred.
How Kade came so hard on the phone while I whispered I hadn’t even taken off my panties.

Since then, Kade had changed.

Hungrier.
More obedient.
More vocal about wanting to be part of it.

“You tell me everything,” he’d said. “No lies. I want to jerk off to your honesty.”

I’d thought about reaching out to Cain again.
Maybe another taste.
But something in me whispered, Wait for the weekend.



The message came two days before I landed in Toronto.

Julian.
Found me through the discreet connect website.

Straightforward.
No small talk. No lies. Just this:

Just one night. Downtown suite. No talking. No expectations. $6,000 in cash, first envelope waiting at check-in.

If you walk in, I know what it means.

He’d sent his number with the message. Just one call, he said. If I didn’t like the sound of his voice, I could block it and pretend it never happened

I stared at the screen for a while.

$6,000.
Just to walk in.

He didn’t ask for anything graphic.
Didn’t beg or barter.
Just... certainty.

I sat on the hotel bed in uniform, pantyhose still clinging to my thighs, and thought:

“Am I really doing this?”

Kade was eating dinner across from me when I showed him the message on video call.

He didn’t blink.
Didn’t even swallow.

He just looked at me and said:

“Are you going?”

I slid my hand under the table.
Pulled off my panties slowly.
Laid them in his lap, warm and damp.

“You’ll know if I do.”

But the truth?

I wasn’t sure yet.

Not until Julian called.

His voice was calm. Low. Like someone used to making women feel safe while he undressed them with silence.

“You don’t have to do anything,” he said. “You walk in, you take the envelope, and if you don’t like what you see, you leave. No questions.”

“Why me?” I asked.

“Because I’m not looking for a whore. I’m looking for a woman who chooses.”

That word landed hard.

Chooses.

Not someone used. Not someone bought.
Just someone who says yes on her own terms.

And that’s when it clicked.

Who the fuck was I waiting for?
Permission?

This was the deal.
Money. Control. One body, one life, one night.



The suite smelled expensive.

Dark wood floors, gray velvet, sharp cologne in the air, faint but deliberate.

An envelope sat on the desk—my name written in confident black ink.

$3,000. Neatly stacked. Wrapped with a satin band.

I peeled off my coat.
Poured myself a glass of water.
Pulled my phone from my bag, turned on airplane mode, and walked slowly into the bedroom.

He was there.

Naked.
Kneeling.
Eyes low.



I didn’t speak.

Just walked a slow circle around him.

His cock was already thick. Semi-hard. Shiny at the tip.

I reached down and cupped his chin.

“Stand.”

He did.

He was older. Late 40s. Salt at his temples. Clean body. No chest hair. He smelled like cedar and leather and silence.

I took off my dress — no bra, no panties, just a sheer black garter belt and the thigh-high stockings clipped to it. The kind of setup that made men forget their name.

His eyes didn’t move from my body.

I walked to the bed, sat back against the pillows, and spread my legs.

“Come here,” I said.

He crawled between them like he’d dreamed it for months.
His mouth hit my pussy like it owed me.
Wide tongue. Slow licks. The kind that made me open further, without meaning to.
I grabbed his hair and rocked my hips against his face until I was moaning—loud, raw, not polite.
“Good boy,” I whispered, voice wrecked.

He was so damn good. I looked at him with half-lidded eyes. Satisfied. Purred like a cat.

He didn’t stop.
He didn’t even slow.
And when I came the first time, I gasped so hard I saw stars.
He held my thighs tighter and kept going.
Didn’t ask. Didn’t flinch.
Just buried his face deeper until the second orgasm tore through me like a shudder I couldn’t swallow.

Only then did he pull back—lips wet, eyes soft.

He stood.

Waited.

I spread my legs again.

“Condom,” I said.

He obeyed.

Then I let him inside me.

He fucked me like he was scared to come too soon.

Carefully.

Steady.

Groaning into my shoulder like he hadn’t been inside anyone who actually wanted it in years.

I didn’t fake anything.

I came twice.

I told him when.

I made him beg to finish.

And when I said yes, he moaned into my neck like a man unraveling his deepest need.

When he finished, I stood, took his jaw in my hand, and said, “Put the next envelope on the dresser.”

He did.

Another $3,000. Not a word.

I dressed slowly, hair a mess, thighs slick, and heels in hand.

“I’ll call you,” I said.

He looked like he’d wait forever.



In the elevator, I slipped my hand between my legs and pressed my fingers into the wet heat of my used pussy. It felt loose. Slushy. Ruined. Easily Open.

I’d come four times — twice from his mouth, twice from his cock — and I could still feel the echo of it pulsing through my thighs.

I snapped a photo of my hand — shiny, glistening, slightly open.

And I sent it to Kade with one line:

I let him fuck me this time.



The reply came back in seconds:

FaceTime me. Now.

But I didn’t answer.

I was too tired.
Too fucked-out.
My thighs were still trembling, and I hadn’t even showered.
I needed to get back to the crew hotel, peel off the stockings, rinse off the sweat, and fall face-first into the white linen sheets for two hours before report time.



I napped hard. Dreamless.
Woke up sticky, sore, still wet between the legs like my body hadn’t figured out it was over yet.

I thought about calling Julian.
Just to say thank you.
Just to hear his voice again.
But I didn’t.



Back on the flight to Atlanta, I read the safety card with a pussy that still felt loose and open.

When I did the safety demonstration, I could barely keep a straight face.
I felt myself smiling too much.
Flirting too easily.
Every time I said “life vest” or “emergency exit,” I imagined unzipping a man instead of a cabin door.

I was soaked half the flight.

Not because I missed Julian.

But because I loved how it all felt.

How free I was in the sky — used, owned for a night, paid, pleased — and still flying home with nothing to explain except a story Kade would beg to hear.


Part 3 – Gut Feeling
 

Back in Atlanta.
Two days after Julian.

I didn’t even get a chance to wash my face.

The airport dust still clung to my skin.
My hair smelled like hotel sheets.
My thighs were still tender. Sticky, maybe.
But Kade didn’t care.

He dropped to his knees the second I walked through the door.
No words. No hesitation. Just hunger — real and ragged.

We didn’t make it to the bedroom.
Didn’t even get past the couch.

He sat on the floor, head back against the cushion, mouth parted, cock already hard and twitching beneath his jeans.

I hadn’t kissed him.
I hadn’t touched him.

And when I looked down and said it — low, calm, final —

“I let him fuck me this time.”

He collapsed like his bones forgot how to hold him — pants half-off, legs splayed across the floor, cock flushed and red, pulsing visibly in the afternoon light spilling through the blinds.
There was a glistening bead at the tip.
Already.
Just from those words.

He looked up at me like he couldn’t breathe.

Like I was the last thing tethering him to the edge.

And I didn’t blink.

I stepped forward, standing just over him. He didn’t move. Didn’t speak. His whole body was a prayer.

So I started talking.

Not sweetly. Not kindly.

Just… the truth.

I told him how Julian kissed the inside of my knees like he had nowhere else to be. How he held my thighs and just breathed me in — slow, deliberate, reverent. Like the smell of me made him high.

I told him how I’d let Julian take his time. How I didn’t rush the moment — how I felt it, soaked in it, and finally let go. Twice. Both times from his mouth alone.

And I told Kade what I whispered into the pillow after I came the second time — not to Julian, just to myself:
“Love, I came four times. Twice from his mouth and twice from his cock inside me.”

Kade trembled.

His cock twitched violently.

He still hadn’t touched himself.

Didn’t need to.

And when I finally leaned in — close, hot breath just grazing his ear — and whispered,
“He was bigger than you,”
his whole body convulsed.

He came hard. Messy. Silent.

I watched it happen.

Didn’t smile. Didn’t pity him.

Just tilted my head and said,
“That was fast.”



Later, he curled beside me in the dark, the sheets cool and his skin flushed. I was still half-dressed. I hadn’t let him touch me. Not after.

“You okay?” I asked, fingers lazily tracing the line of his ribs.

He nodded — barely. His voice cracked when he answered.

“I came so hard it scared me.”

I laughed once, soft.

“I saw that. Good.”



Three days later, I landed in Frankfurt.

Four-night layover.

No agenda. No company. Just me, a luxury suite, and an appetite that hadn’t quite come down.

There’s something about European men — maybe it’s the anonymity, maybe it’s the jet lag. Maybe it’s just easier to say what you want when you’re six time zones from anyone who knows your name.

I was sitting in the hotel bar — red wine on my lips, a dessert fork still in my hand — when the burner phone buzzed.

A new message on the website. I’d updated my location that morning:

Frankfurt. Four nights. Discreet inquiries only.

The message read:

Saw you’re in town. I’ve been dying to meet you. I pay well. Not into fucking. Just… scenarios. Female-only. Not dangerous. 3K.

I tapped the screen.

What kind of scenarios?

His reply came fast. Polite. Detailed.

Urolagnia. Watching. Worship. Submission. Sometimes… digestion-related. Never unsafe. Never physical unless you choose. You can stay clothed. I’ll provide everything. I just want what you usually hide.
Let me help your body do what it needs to do.

That last line?
That one stayed with me.

Because he was right.

Travel stores things in you — pressure, tension, bloat, need.
Your body becomes a container. And in uniform, you’re expected to seal it shut.

You hold in discomfort.
You fake ease.
You smile through swelling and sweat and the pinch of tight waistbands after ten hours in recirculated air.

Everyone in the cabin crew knows it.
But women?
We’re expected to hide it better.
To stay composed. Controlled.

Dry. Silent. Clean. All smiles.

And here was someone asking — begging — to worship the part of me I usually tucked away.

To be beneath it. Beneath me.

I didn’t respond right away.

Should I reject it?
Or try this?

The money wasn’t bad.
The setup didn’t scare me.

I half-watched some forgettable Netflix series, let the wine settle in, then finally picked up the phone and typed:

“There’s a business hotel five minutes from the airport. Private suites. Keycard access only. I can be there by 9pm. You cover the room and send the number an hour before. I walk in if I feel safe. Agreed?”

His reply came in less than a minute:

“Agreed. I’ll book the suite. Quiet floor. No pressure. No expectation. Just… thank you.”



Frankfurt. 9:03 PM, Suite 1205

The light on the door glowed green when I tapped the keycard.
Suite 1205. Quiet floor. No voices in the hallway. No music. Just silence.

The room was dim. Warm. Lit like a temple.

No flicker. No chaos.
Just soft amber light from wall sconces. Shadows pooling in the corners like they’d been told to stay still.

A thick blanket on the floor.
Candles along the edges — unlit, present.
Towels stacked in symmetrical columns.
Two bottles of water sweating into crystal glasses.
Wet wipes arranged like linens. A small plastic bag folded shut beside them.

Everything was placed — not set, not tossed. Placed.

And in the middle of it all, he was already kneeling.

Back straight. Head bowed. Hands resting palms-up like an offering.

Not naked. Not speaking.

Just breathing — slow, shallow, reverent.

His cock was stiff already.
Not proud. Not twitching.
Just waiting.

I let the door click shut behind me and stood still for a long moment. Let the quiet settle again.

Then I walked.

A slow, deliberate circle.

My heels clicked once on the tile, then softened against the rug that bordered his stage.

My black slacks hugged my hips.
My blouse — pale silk, buttoned to the collar — still smelled like wine and dinner.

I didn’t say a word.

Just circled once.
Then again.
Slower.

Letting him feel me in orbit.

Only after the third pass did I stop in front of him.

“Look at me,” I said.

He obeyed.
Eyes glassy.
Face flushed.
Breath shallow — but steady.

I let him stare.

Then finally:

“You don’t want to fuck me?”

He shook his head. Firm. Certain.

“No, Mistress Velvet”

“You want to see me as I am. Raw. Full. Unapologetic.”

His breath caught, lips parted, voice a whisper:

“Yes. That’s all I want.”

I smirked at him and lightly ran my fingers around his head.



I sat in the armchair and drank.

One bottle. Then most of the second.

The water was cold, and I let it settle inside me. Let it swirl with the wine and dessert still heavy in my belly. I didn’t hold posture. I let my stomach relax, round and soft beneath my shirt.

He watched every shift in my body like it was scripture. He seemed to be taken by my round arse.

I felt it then — that subtle pressure, low and aching, asking for release.

My first instinct was control.

Clamp down.

Hold it.

Hide it.

But I was tired of that. Tired of pretending.

So I looked him in the eye as I stood.

Undid my slacks.

Let them fall just to mid-thigh.

No panties.

Just the warm, natural curve of me.

I stepped over him. Turned.

And hovered just above his chest — close enough for him to feel the heat of my body, but not touching.

He trembled.

I felt another soft swell of pressure inside me — a slow, intimate build. I hesitated for a second. Thought about suppressing it.

But no.

I let it happen the way I would if I were alone, in my suite, lights off, heels kicked away — uninhibited.

The sound was subtle.

Soft.

A warm, airy exhale between my cheeks. Feminine. Barely audible. But rich in its intimacy with a mild but offensive odor that I would publicly disown. 

He shivered. He seemed to be a fan.

His lips parted like he wanted to say something — or maybe just breathe me in.

I gave him another — deeper this time. Slower. Let it push out in one rich, deliberate release. It came out warm and full, with a few soft, sharp pops tucked into the middle — just loud enough to make his eyes flutter, just dirty enough to make him moan. The sound lingered in the space between us, thick and unmistakable. Feminine. Filthy. And completely mine.

He whimpered.

He trembled beneath me, as if the sound alone could undo him.

And he worshipped every second.

Didn’t move.

Didn’t touch himself.

Just… surrendered.

To the primal air.
To the rebellious scent.
To the fact that I didn’t hide any of it.

Watching him look at me with that one-minded, aching devotion—

It didn’t make me feel dirty.

It made me feel divine.

And when I finally stepped forward, straddled him fully, and let myself squat low with a smile — knees spread, belly round with fullness, thighs glistening in the candlelight — I looked down and whispered:

“I’m not holding anything in.”

And he whispered back:
“Please don’t.”

I stayed in that squat over his chest — poised, grounded, completely at ease.

Letting him look up at me like I was something holy.

I didn’t speak. I didn’t need to. My body did everything.

The heat of him rose against my thighs. His skin was flushed, his breath shallow. His cock, small and stiff, throbbed against his belly, untouched — but twitching like it was begging for friction it would never be allowed to feel.

I could feel him watching my belly. The way it rose, soft and round from wine, water, and indulgence. The tension that lived just under the surface. Every slight shift in my posture sent another wave of pressure low through my hips, a quiet reminder that I was full — in ways only I controlled.

He wanted that. Every bit of it.

And I wasn’t going to rush.

I shifted my weight forward just slightly — not enough to touch, but enough for him to feel the nearness of it. My scent. My heat. The quiet confidence of a woman who didn’t owe him modesty.

That was when the next ripple came.

Deep inside.

That slow, gathering kind of fullness that usually makes a woman close her legs, excuse herself, vanish behind a locked bathroom door.

But I didn’t move.

I didn’t suppress it.

I just breathed out and let it come.

The sound was richer this time. A warm, languid release — soft but resonant, like a breath dragged through silk. It lasted longer than I expected, trailing off like a secret between lovers.

His head tipped back slightly. A choked sound escaped his throat.

It was reverence. Awe.

The kind that only comes from being allowed to witness something no one else ever sees.

I felt his chest rise sharply. Then fall. He trembled like his body couldn’t process the intensity of what it was receiving.

And still, I hadn’t touched him.

I stood slowly. Moved over him like a shadow — precise, unhurried.

Then, without a word, I lowered myself again. This time into a full squat, centered directly over his stomach. My thighs open. My belly relaxed. My body soft with the weight of everything I’d let build inside me.

He looked up, desperate and still.

“I’m not holding anything in,” I repeated, voice low.

His lips trembled.

“Please,” he whispered, hoarse.
“I want all of it.”

So I let go.



The stream started slow.

A gentle trickle of warmth that poured down from between my legs like golden silk. It splashed onto his stomach, spreading warmth across his skin, flowing into the soft dips between his ribs.

He didn’t flinch.

Didn’t move.

Just moaned — low and broken — as the wet heat of me claimed his body.

I let it continue, slow and steady. My thighs trembled from the squat, but I held it. I watched the way his expression shifted: from shock, to bliss, to that stunned sort of silence that only happens when a man realizes he’s experiencing something he never knew he needed.

When the stream hit the center of his chest — soaking into the skin just below his heart — his entire body spasmed.

He came without touching himself.

One sharp breath.

One long, helpless groan.

And then he spilled.

His cock pulsed against his belly. The release was messy and thick, coating himself in a second layer of devotion. His hips jerked once, then fell still.

I stayed where I was. Let the last drops fall from me.

Let him lie there, covered in it.

His eyes fluttered.

He looked dazed. High. Grateful.

Like he’d just been blessed.



I stood, slowly. Pulled my slacks back up, smooth and casual. Didn’t button them.

There was no rush.

He stayed on the floor — chest rising and falling, the faint steam of me still clinging to his skin.

He didn’t speak.

Didn’t ask for anything more.

When he finally stood, he didn’t meet my eyes.

He just moved to the table, pulled out the envelope, and set it on the edge of the bed.

Three thousand in clean hundreds. Neatly counted.

I didn’t touch it.

Not yet.

I went to the bathroom. Washed my hands. Adjusted my blouse.

Stared at myself in the mirror — cheeks flushed, inner thighs damp, belly soft and relaxed.

I looked… undone. In the best way.

Not from shame.

But from the power of not holding anything back.

Of giving exactly what I wanted. What he begged for.

What no one else ever sees.

And I smiled.

Because if this was supposed to feel wrong…?

Then I never wanted to feel right again.

I stepped out of the bathroom, still buttoning my cuff, and found him standing by the window — dressed now, calm, but not quite composed.

He didn’t speak.
Just held something out between two fingers.

A business card.
Cream stock. Minimal lettering.
Just a name. A title. A discreet company logo in silver foil.

He didn’t offer it like it was currency.
He offered it like it was trust.

“So you’ll know when it’s me next time,” he said, voice low. “If you ever let me ask again.”

I took it. Slipped it into my purse without reading it again.

“It’ll stay with me,” I said. “Quiet. Like the rest of this.”

He nodded once.
Still not meeting my eyes.

As I left — coat over my arm, envelope still untouched — I heard him whisper behind me:

“Privileged.”



It was only later — halfway home on the red-eye back to Atlanta — that I thought to look him up.

The plane cabin was dim. I had a plastic cup of wine, tired eyes, and too much time to kill.
So I pulled out the card again. Typed his name into LinkedIn.

And there he was.

MD. PhD. Fellow of the Royal College.
Trained in Berlin. Research fellow at Stanford. Advisory boards in Geneva and Brussels.
Multiple Horizon grants. Forty-plus patents in regenerative medicine. 

A full career — precise, respectable, relentlessly linear.
Panelist. Speaker. Peer reviewer.
The kind of man who wore thirty years of clean choices like a tailored suit.

I looked at his profile picture:
Sharp suit. Controlled smile. Silver at the temples. Eyes steady. The kind of face that makes other men rise when he walks into a room.

Respected. Composed. Unshakably upright.

And yet...

Just two nights ago, he’d been kneeling on a hotel carpet.
Mouth parted. Eyes closed. Waiting.

Not for approval. Not for praise.

For surrender.

Mine.

I smiled to myself.
Not cruelly — just with the quiet recognition of a woman who knows exactly how rare that kind of power really is.

I closed the tab. Slipped the card back where it came from.

Didn’t open it again.

Not yet.


Part 4 – Turbulence

“So how was Frankfurt?” Kade asked.

I’d landed the day before.
We’d had guests over — his friends, not mine — and I’d played the part: neat dress, poured drinks, smiled at the appropriate moments.

Today was quieter.
No company.
No pretense.

The Atlanta heat hung thick outside.
But the bedroom was cool. Dim. Still.

He was already in bed — naked, legs sprawled lazily under the covers, cock half-hard and twitching like it sensed the storm in my eyes before I even opened my mouth.

I didn’t answer right away.

I just walked to the window, tugged the curtain an inch aside, and looked at nothing in particular.
Then finally, calm and flat:

“You would’ve begged to be him.”

Kade didn’t speak.
Didn’t move.

His cock did.
A visible twitch under the sheet. A flicker of blood and curiosity.

“He didn’t touch me,” I said. “Not really.”

A pause.
Then I turned.

“But he watched. Every sound. Every shift. Every bit of what I usually hide.”

Kade sat up slightly, elbows behind him, eyes searching my face like he couldn’t decide whether to be turned on or threatened.

“You let him watch?”

“No,” I said. “I let him witness.”

A pause. “Meaning?” he seemed transfixed.  

I walked to the foot of the bed, slow and silent, the floor cool beneath my bare feet.

“There’s a difference.”

His throat moved, but no words came.

“Watching is distant,” I said. “Detached. Almost lazy.”
“But witnessing?” I let the word hang in the air. “That’s devotion. That’s presence.”

I unhooked the last button on my blouse. Let it stay open. Still fully in control.

“He didn’t speak. Didn’t touch. Didn’t even shift his weight.”

“He just knelt there, hard and quiet, and asked for what most men don’t even notice.”

Kade was breathing harder now, jaw tight, cock twitching under the sheet.

I stepped closer.

“He didn’t want a show,” I said, voice low. “He wanted the truth.”

“My sounds. My warmth. The way my body relaxes when I stop performing. When I stop holding everything in.”

A pause. I tilted my head, studying Kade like he was the one on display now.

“And I gave it to him.”

His fingers curled around the sheets, knuckles white.

“Do you still want to hear the rest?”

And I told him.  Everything.

Every filthy detail — casually, irreverently.

I said it like it was boring. Like I was reporting the weather. But my tone only made it worse for him.

His jaw clenched. Eyes locked on me like he was trying to decide if he should come or cry.

“You’re not serious,” he said.

I nodded, smiling softly.

“Totally serious.”

And then, just to twist the knife, I added:
“I was soaked from it. Touched myself in the cab ride back.”

He blinked. Once. Twice. His throat worked like he was trying to swallow words he couldn’t form.

I climbed onto the bed — still clothed — and straddled his thigh. Pressed the damp heat of my panties against his skin until he could feel just how true my story was.

“You want to smell them?” I whispered.
I’d never said anything so outrageous before.
But after what I’d done with that prestigious man in Frankfurt,
shame felt like a language I no longer spoke.

He didn’t answer with words.

I slipped them down — slow, deliberate —
then pressed the soaked fabric gently to his face.
His breath caught. His eyes closed.

His moan was long. Guttural.

One hand wrapped around himself — slow, desperate —
the other clenched in the sheets like he was trying to anchor himself.

He came with his eyes still closed.
Just from my voice, and the weight of the story I fed him, piece by filthy piece.
Like he needed it to happen.
Like he couldn’t stop it even if he tried.

I left for Zurich two days later.
Not for a client.
Just a long-haul overnight. Twelve hours. Business class.
The kind of shift where I expected nothing but tired passengers, recycled air, and stale espresso.

Until I saw him.

3A.

Black slacks. White dress shirt, unbuttoned just enough to suggest comfort, not invitation.
Salt-and-pepper hair, cropped close.
A platinum watch that caught the light and didn’t apologize for its worth.

He looked up when I handed him a hot towel.

“Thank you,” he said.
His voice?
Low. Measured. Like aged bourbon poured slow on a cold night.

It settled somewhere deep — the kind of heat that spreads slowly before it sharpens.

He didn’t flirt. Didn’t smirk.
But he watched me.

The way men don’t unless they already know they can afford you.

Not in cash.
In power.
In silence.



The second time I passed his row, he looked up again.

“You ever stay in Zurich?” he asked casually, like it didn’t matter either way.

“Sometimes. Overnight layovers.”

He nodded once. Thoughtful. Then:

“You should try the Dolder Grand. Ask for a lake view.”

I smiled. Polite. Noncommittal.

But my stomach flipped.

That wasn’t a recommendation.

That was a placement.

He handed me back his glass — empty — his fingers brushing mine a second too long.

Then he looked up and said it without saying it:

“Some places make discretion part of the price.”



We landed at 8:12 PM.
Zurich winter. Quiet streets. Clean cold.
I didn’t expect to see him again.

But when I checked my phone in the crew van, I had a new message from an unknown number.

Room 512. Dolder Grand. No rush. No questions.
€10,000 envelope waiting.
Come if you want to be remembered.

No name.
Just a photo of the suite number typed on hotel stationery.



I stared at it for a long time.
Long enough for the rest of the crew to get out of the van.
Long enough for my breath to steady.

Then I put my phone away.

And rerouted the cab.



✦ The Suite

The Dolder Grand looked like something out of a forgotten world — old money carved into stone and glass.
The doorman didn’t ask questions.
The front desk didn’t blink when I gave only a room number.
And the elevator didn’t make a sound.

I stood outside Suite 512 for a full ten seconds.

Then I knocked — twice — and pushed the door open.

It was unlocked.

Of course it was.



He was inside.
Jacket off. Shirt unbuttoned at the collar.
Seated in a low chair by the window with a drink in his hand, like this was his third time doing this and none of them ever disappointed.

He looked up. Met my eyes.
Then looked me over, slow, once.

Not hungry. Not sleazy.
Just... making sure I was real.

“Thank you for coming.”

Not a joke. Not a double meaning.
Just a genuine acknowledgment — like I was a service he’d requested, and one he intended to enjoy thoroughly.

There was no preamble.
No champagne.
No forced conversation.

He stood. Walked to the minibar. Poured a second drink.

“You’re welcome to stay the night,” he said.
“Or leave whenever you’ve had enough.”

He didn’t ask what I charged.
Didn’t ask what I’d allow.

Instead, he picked up a small envelope from the desk and handed it to me.

€10,000. Neatly stacked. Real.

“Before, not after.”

He said it plainly — no pride, no shame.
Just a man who understood what clean lines bought him: control, clarity, and no messy strings.

I set the envelope on the nightstand.
Didn’t count it.

Then I stepped out of my heels.

Unzipped my uniform.
Let it slide off my shoulders.
No lingerie. Just skin and calm breath.

I stood in front of him — completely bare, save for my stockings — and waited.

He came to me slowly, one hand at my hip, the other touching the curve of my jaw.

“Have you done this before?” he asked.

“Not like this.”

His mouth curled, just slightly.
“Good.”

Then he pushed me down to my knees.

The carpet was soft — plush enough to feel expensive under my knees, but not thick enough to cushion what was coming.

He stood over me, hands steady, eyes on mine.

His fingers went to his belt.
The sound was slow, intentional — the clean click of the buckle, the gentle whisper of the zipper.
No fumbling. No hurry.

When he pulled his cock free, my breath hitched.

It was thick — long but not obscene — veined and flushed a deep, hard pink that said he’d been half-hard since the second I stepped into the room.
The head was smooth, perfectly shaped, a bead of clear pre-cum already glinting at the tip.
Heavy, too — the kind of cock that rested against his thigh like it knew its worth.

He didn’t stroke it.
He didn’t present it.

He just let me look.

“Open your mouth,” he said.

And I did.



I wrapped my hand around the base, felt the weight of it settle into my palm — warm, solid, silken over steel.
My tongue traced the underside slowly before I took him in — inch by inch, unhurried.

He watched.

One hand hovered near my hair but didn’t guide me.
Just let me work.

I hollowed my cheeks, let my lips glide down his shaft, slick with spit.
The taste of him was clean — no sweat, no cologne — just skin and salt and power.

He groaned under his breath, that rich, low sound like the first exhale after control starts to slip.

I took him deeper.
Let my throat adjust, the soft back pressure making my eyes water just a little.
He didn’t move — but I felt the tremor in his thighs.

He was close.
Or maybe just savoring.



When he finally did place a hand on the back of my head, it wasn’t to push — it was to hold.
Firm. Possessive.
Fingers tangled in my hair, his breath growing heavier.

I bobbed my head, slow and tight around him.
Twisting at the base. Licking under the head between strokes.
I felt him twitch — once — thick and urgent against my tongue.

Then he pulled out.
Not because he wanted to stop.
Because he wanted to fuck something else.

“Bed,” he said, voice hoarse.

I rose without speaking — breath shaky, lips swollen, my mouth still slick with him.

I didn’t wipe it.

Didn’t straighten my hair.

Let it all stay exactly as it was — a quiet signal that I belonged to the moment, not the mirror.

I walked to the bed, every step a silent invitation.
Climbed up, lay back, legs still slightly open. Waiting.

He stood at the foot, watching.
His cock was still hard — glistening with spit, thick and twitching slightly with pulse.

When he climbed over me, the mattress dipped under his weight.
His hand slid up my thigh, spreading me wider — his thumb grazing the slick seam between my legs.

“You’re wet.”
It wasn’t a question.

“You made me like this,” I breathed.

That earned the smallest smile.

He rolled the condom on — fluid, precise. No wasted motion.
Then positioned himself between my legs and pressed forward — not rough, but decisive.
Like he was taking what was already his.



He slid into me in one slow, perfect thrust.

My breath caught.
Not because of the size — though he filled me completely — but because of the pressure.
The deliberate invasion, like every inch of him had a purpose. A plan.

His cock stretched me in all the right ways — thick, heavy, curved just enough to drag along that tender spot inside with every movement.

He leaned over me, one hand braced beside my head, the other gripping my thigh, holding me exactly where he wanted.

He began to move.

Not rushed. Not performative.

Just deep, rhythmic thrusts — the kind that told you this wasn’t about performance.

This was a man who knew how to fuck.
How to listen with his body.
How to read every flinch, moan, and arch — and turn it into power.



I moaned. Soft at first, then fuller — louder as the strokes got harder.
His hips snapped forward, burying himself to the base, every time.
I felt his balls slap against me, heavy and hot.
Felt the tension in his abdomen pressing down into mine.

“You like it deep.”
His voice was low, matter-of-fact.

“Yes,” I gasped.
“Don’t stop.”

He didn’t.

He reached up, wrapped my hair around his fist, and pulled — not painfully — but with enough force to bend me open further beneath him.

I came hard — thighs trembling, back arching off the mattress, jaw slack.

I didn’t scream.
I whimpered — that desperate, involuntary sound only honest orgasms ever make.

He didn’t stop moving.



“I’m close,” he said, voice tight.

“Finish.”

“Where?”

“My mouth.”



He pulled out instantly — raw, slick, throbbing.

Tore off the condom, tossed it aside.

I dropped to my knees on the bed, opened my mouth, tongue out, lips parted.

He stroked himself fast — jaw clenched, muscles tight, breath ragged.
Eyes locked on my face.

And then he came — with a low, guttural groan.
Thick, hot ropes across my tongue, my chin, dripping onto my collarbone.
I stayed still, let it land where it wanted.

Held his gaze the whole time.



He stood, walked to the nightstand, picked up an envelope, and set it beside me.

No kiss. No thanks.
Just a look — unreadable, satisfied.

Then he turned, buttoning his shirt, and walked out.

The door clicked shut behind him.



I reached for the envelope after I wiped my chest.

€10,000.
Crisp. Clean. Folded with care.

No note.
No name.

Just a lingering trace of his cologne on the paper, and the low hum between my legs that told me:

This night would replay in my body for days.


Part 5 – Home Salty Home

I hadn’t planned to work that week.

I was burned out — two back-to-back long hauls, three layovers, and a three-way in Milan that ended with the wife’s mouth on my pussy and her husband blushing while I praised him like a pet.

They tipped me $1,000 just for keeping eye contact through it.

I was tired.
Ready to come home.
Ready for soft, uncomplicated sex with Kade — his hands on my hips, my legs around his waist, the safe rhythm of something known.

But then there was Marcus.



I’d met him weeks earlier — briefly — at a birthday party in a downtown rooftop bar.
He wasn’t from here. D.C., someone had said. A cousin of a friend. Visiting for work. Maybe politics.

He was mid-30s.
6’4”.
Built like he boxed but only sparred with people who signed NDAs.
Dark, steady eyes that didn’t blink when I stared back.
Hands you noticed. A voice you remembered.

“You’re the kind of woman a man doesn’t forget,” he’d said over a Negroni.
“If you ever want someone to kiss you like you deserve…”
A pause. Just long enough.
“…I’m in town until Friday.”

He didn’t flirt.
He offered.



On Thursday night, I went to him.

No text. No warning.

I took a car to his boutique hotel in midtown, legs crossed, heart steady.
I’d dressed for clarity.

Black lace thong. Matching bra — sheer, scalloped edges, just enough structure to lift.
A silk trench, barely thigh-length, the color of espresso.
Stiletto heels. Hair soft and loose.
Red lips.

Not a costume.
An answer.

He opened the door in a black t-shirt and gray sweats — barefoot, fresh shave, smelling like cinnamon and cedar and skin.

He took one look at me and blinked. Just once.

Then, under his breath:
“...Damn.”

His eyes scanned — slowly, unapologetically — from my painted toes to my collarbones.

He stepped aside. I smiled and walked in.

We didn’t fuck right away.

We sat.
He poured me whiskey — neat.
Asked how my day was. Listened.

His hand found my thigh under the table. Rested there.
Warm. Solid. Not creeping higher.

No rush. No show.
He treated me like a woman he’d been waiting for — not a service.
Not a trophy.
Not a transaction.

Just something earned

After a while, he took the glass from my hand, set it aside.
Then stood.

“Get on the bed,” he said, voice low.
“I’ve been patient.”

He approached like I was breakable.
Untied the belt at my waist.
Let the coat fall open, parting like a curtain.

The sight hit him hard — I saw it in the way his throat worked, the way his fingers twitched.

His palms slid over my hips, up my waist, over the sheer lace of my bra.
He kissed behind my knee, holding my thigh like it was delicate crystal.
Bit softly, just once.

Then he peeled the thong down, slow, slow — his eyes never leaving mine.



When his mouth met my pussy, I gasped loud — head falling back.

His tongue was perfect.
Not frantic. Not greedy.
He licked like he enjoyed every second of it.

Long, slow pulls — firm pressure, tongue flat.
Pauses to kiss the hood. Gentle sucks.
Two fingers pressed in with a curl that made my hips jerk up into his mouth.

I came in minutes — hard and wet, gasping, thighs shaking around his head.

He didn’t stop until I begged.
Didn’t speak until I collapsed back onto the sheets.

Then he stood, pulled his shirt over his head, and dropped his pants.

I saw it.
And blinked.

Long. Thick. Cut.
The kind of cock that made your throat tighten just looking at it.  The biggest one I ever saw. From my hometown.

Dark with blood. Veins prominent. A drop of pre-cum shining at the head.

“Is that going to fit?” I breathed.

He smiled. Not cocky — just calm.

“We’ll take our time.”

He started slow.
One inch at a time.
The head of his cock pushed into me with a pressure that made my eyes flutter shut — not from pain, but from the sheer, aching fullness of it.

He didn’t just slide in.

He claimed space.

Every ridge. Every throb.
I could feel the skin stretch around him — tight and hot — a slow, deep burn that walked the edge between too much and don’t stop.

I gasped when he reached halfway.
My hands clenched the sheets.

He paused.

“You okay?”
His voice, low. Steady. The words vibrated against my thigh where his body pressed close.

I nodded — barely.
“Keep going,” I whispered.

He pushed in deeper, holding my thighs up by the back of my knees, eyes on my face like he was waiting for the flinch.
There was none.

Just that impossible pressure — the feeling of being opened, stretched, built around him.

By the time he bottomed out, I was shaking.
My pussy fluttered tight around him, trying to adjust, trying to make room for all of him.

“Talk to me,” he said again — this time, his lips brushing my temple.

“I’m full,” I breathed.
“I feel like you’re touching my fucking lungs.”

That made him smile.

He kissed my forehead.
And then he started to move.



The first few thrusts were deep and slow —
pulling halfway out, then driving back in, smooth and deliberate.
The kind of motion that makes your eyes roll back because you feel everything — every inch, every vein, the soft ridge just beneath the head dragging against the walls of your cunt like it was designed to tease.

I moaned — low and broken.
Fingers splayed across his back, nails catching on skin.

He stayed focused, quiet.
Breath deep.
Like he could read every tremble in my legs, every arch of my back, and adjust the stroke accordingly.

He angled his hips slightly.
The next thrust hit that spot — the one that made my breath catch and my toes curl.

“Fuck—Marcus.”

My voice cracked on his name.

He kept going — slow, thick, devastatingly thorough.
Not trying to finish.
Just trying to make me feel.

And I did.

I came once — body clenching tight around him, thighs jerking, breath stuttering out of my chest like a gasp and a sob at the same time.

He didn’t stop.

Kept going — deep and patient — letting my body writhe under him, letting the aftershocks run wild through my spine.

The second time I came, I cried.
Silent tears.
Lips parted, eyes open but unfocused.

Not from pain.
From being overwhelmed.
From being seen.
From being taken apart and put back together with nothing but cock and rhythm and absolute control.



He pulled out slowly, thick and wet and still hard.

Bent down. Kissed my ankle.
Then my shoulder.

His hand smoothed over my stomach. Just once. Like he needed to feel the spot where he’d been inside me — all of me.

Then he stood, went to the minibar.
Broke off a piece of dark chocolate and fed it to me with his fingers — slow, letting it melt against my tongue.

He brought back a soft cloth and wiped between my thighs — warm and gentle, careful like I was silk and he knew it.

Not because he was done with me.

Because he respected what he'd just taken.



When I stood to dress, he picked up his phone.
Typed something in. Quiet. Unrushed.

A moment later, mine buzzed on the nightstand.

I checked it.

$5,000. Sent.
No message. No emojis. Just numbers and certainty.

I looked up. He met my gaze.

“Your time isn’t cheap,” he said, voice low.

Not cocky.
Not guilty.
Just real.

Like a man who understood the difference between a payment…
and a thank you you feel between your legs for days.

I looked at the notification — $5,000, clean — and set the phone back down without responding.

He was still sitting on the edge of the bed, one arm resting loosely on his thigh, watching me with something that wasn’t lust anymore.

Curiosity.
Ease.
A man with nothing left to prove.

I crossed the room, still naked, and climbed back onto the bed — not to seduce.
Just to be beside him.

He reached for me. Pulled me into his chest.
His skin was warm, damp with sex. His breath still slow.

We didn’t speak.

We just lay there for a while. Breathing. Stroking.
His fingers traced the length of my arm. Mine grazed the ridges of his stomach.
He kissed my temple. I touched his jaw.
There was no urgency.

Just post-fuck gravity — the kind that holds two bodies in place a little longer than necessary.

Then his hand slid between my thighs again — slow, testing — and I gasped before I could help it.

“You’re still soaked,” he murmured.

I let my legs fall open.

“I’m not done,” I whispered.

He smiled, just a little — and his fingers slipped inside me, slow and deep, curling just right.

I came again in his palm — soft, wet, quiet.
My body folded into his, boneless.
I laughed as the wave passed.

“Fuck… I’ve lost count,” I whispered, still breathless.
“I’ve come so many times from you.”

He stroked my hip with his free hand.
“Yeah?”

“Yeah.”
I turned my head to look at him. “You’re dangerous.”

“You think?”

“I don’t let people in like this.”

He was quiet for a beat. Then:

“Neither do I.”



We lay there longer, skin to skin, until I finally sat up and reached for my trench coat.

He watched me dress — not like he owned anything, just like he wanted to remember.

As I slipped on my heels, he said, almost offhand:

“I should tell you something.”

I glanced over. “Go on.”

“I’m bi.”

He said it like he was stating a preference, not a confession.

“You into men too?” I asked, smoothing my lip balm in the mirror.

“Yeah,” he said. “Not often. Not casually. But when it’s right.”

I smiled.
“Makes sense. You fuck like someone who’s seen both sides of surrender.”

That made him laugh. A real one.
Low, rich, relaxed.

I kissed him and said, “Look, there was no need to send the money. Let me send it back to you.”

He stopped me, “Babe, look at this as a token of appreciation. My gift. Just for all this. Between us.”

I studied his face — the softness there now, the quiet certainty.
The fact that he called it a gift, not a payment.
Not compensation.
Not obligation.

Still, I said, “I don’t need to be paid to feel wanted. You get that, right?”

He nodded.
“I know. That’s why I sent it anyway.”

There was no ego in his voice. No transaction in his eyes.
Just a man who’d been around enough to know that time, effort, presence — real presence — are worth something.

Even when it’s not about the money.

I kissed him again, slower this time.
Then leaned back, let my eyes drift down between us —
to where his long, soft cock rested against a bed of dark hair, heavy and still impressive, even now.

“Alright,” I said, gaze lingering, “Then I’ll accept it. But next time, I’m paying you... for that huge creature.”

He laughed, deep in his chest.
“That’s strong.”

“Good,” I said.
“So are you.”



I offered him a ride — he said yes.

We didn’t talk much in the car.
Just the sound of the city rolling by, the faint music from my playlist, our hands brushing once in the dark.

When I pulled up outside his place, he looked at me like he wanted to say more — but didn’t.

He just leaned over. Kissed my cheek.
And said:

“You feel like something I didn’t plan for.”

“That makes two of us.”

He stepped out. Closed the door.

I watched him walk inside.
Then I turned the wheel and drove toward Kade — still glowing, still soaked, still full.


Part 6 – Shared Airspace

“So… I met someone,” I said, tugging off my heels, the arch of my feet aching as I curled up beside Kade on the couch.

He paused his game, thumb hovering over the controller. Looked over, head tilted. “Client?”

I shook my head. “Not really.”

His eyebrow rose, curiosity piqued.

I traced a fingertip along the seam of the couch. “He’s local. Remember Marcus? From Rae’s birthday dinner last month?”

Kade blinked. “The tall one. Wore that grey button-down. Rae’s cousin?”

“Yeah.” I smiled. “He texted the next day. Nothing pushy. Just… respectful. Curious.”

Kade’s jaw shifted slightly, eyes locked on mine. “And?”

I leaned in, voice softer. “He’s attentive. Strong. Sweet. The first man who made me cry on his dick—in the best way.” I paused, eyes holding Kade’s. “His cock is the biggest I’ve ever taken.”

Kade was staring now—eyes narrowed slightly, not in judgment, but in hunger. He swallowed.

I sat up straighter, raising my hands. One finger pointed down, resting just below my wrist. The other touched the tip of that finger. “He’s this big,” I whispered.

Kade’s lips parted.

A pulse flicked beneath his jaw. I caught the subtle shift in his sweatpants—his cock twitching, thickening, pushing forward like it wanted to imagine that cock inside me. To see it.

His voice, when it came, was hoarse. “He fit inside you?”

I nodded slowly. “Barely. He took his time. He stretched me. I felt every vein. Every inch. My thighs were shaking before he even bottomed out.”

Kade exhaled hard.

I smiled, wicked. “You would’ve loved watching it. My mouth fell open. I couldn’t speak. He didn’t even have to fuck—I just… melted on him.”

Kade reached for his cock without realizing. A slow squeeze through his pants.

“You want to know what I sounded like?” I murmured.

He nodded.

I leaned in, my lips grazing his ear. Then I let out a soft, broken moan—high, breathless, needy.

Kade shuddered.

“And,” I added, brushing a kiss to his cheek, “he gave me five grand. Unprompted. Said it was for the pleasure. Not the service.”

Kade’s nostrils flared slightly. “He doesn’t know you’re on that site.”

I nodded. “Nope. I told you—he thinks it just felt that good.”

Kade glanced at me, quiet, eyes searching.

I leaned in, my fingers brushing his knee. “He doesn’t know. Not about that, not about the other stuff. He’s just a fan. A friend. And a hot fuck. That’s all.”

He was quiet for a beat.

Then I blurted: “Do you want to meet him? He’s bi”

Kade blinked. Swallowed. Hard.

“He asked about you,” I lied. “Not in a weird way. Just… curious. I told him you like when I share.”

Kade’s voice was low, already breathy. “You want to see us together.”

I slid my hand beneath the hem of his shirt. “I want you to watch. Maybe touch. Maybe kiss. Let me be the reason two beautiful men lose their minds.”

His eyes darkened. He nodded.

“Set it up.”



Later that night, I texted Marcus.

Me: You free this weekend?

Marcus: For you? Always.

Me: Not just me this time. I want you to meet Kade. Intimately.

The typing bubbles came up instantly.

Marcus: The husband? I won’t pass.

Me: He may want to watch. Feel. Maybe more. If you’re into it.

Marcus: I’m very into it. I’ll get a room. My treat.

Me: Suite. Soft sheets. No distractions.

Marcus: You’ll have my full attention. Both of you.

He sent a photo after: a hotel confirmation. Downtown. Plush. Luxe. Jacuzzi tub.

I showed Kade. He stared at it for a long moment, then turned to me and said, “What should I wear?”



The hotel suite smelled of leather, cologne, and anticipation.

Marcus was already there when we arrived—shirtless, pants low on his hips, abs carved like intention. His cock half-hard, heavy through his boxers, and my stomach clenched at the sight.

Kade stood beside me in tight black briefs, shy but smouldering, jaw tense.

I stood between them in only a sheer black lace bra and thigh-highs.

“You both want me?” I asked.

Two slow, deliberate nods.

“Then you’ll share me. Properly. And sweetly. Or I walk.”



He kissed me like he remembered every inch—mouth warm, tongue deliberate, hands firm around my waist. I straddled him on the couch, the thick weight of his cock pushing up against me through his boxers.

Kade sat on the bed, stroking through his briefs, watching.

I pulled my bra down. Marcus’s mouth latched to my nipple like worship, his tongue tracing circles that made my spine arch.

“Let Kade see me,” I whispered.

Marcus looked over. Smirked. “You ever seen her lose control like this?”

I reached down, pulled Marcus’s cock free.

Kade’s lips parted. It was the biggest he’d ever seen. Just like me.

I dragged the head of it through my folds, teasing, soaking it.

Then—slowly—I sank down.

Inch by inch.

Kade moaned, louder than I expected. “Fuck!”



I rode Marcus hard. Back arched. Breasts bouncing. My moans raw and real, echoing in the room.

Kade knelt on the bed beside us now, one hand down his briefs, the other cupping my ass as I took every inch of Marcus.

“You like watching me stretch for him?” I gasped.

He nodded, desperate. “You look so full.”

Marcus grunted. Grabbed my hips. Fucked up into me.

I screamed his name into the curve of his neck, nails digging into his shoulders as he filled me, came deep, not bothering to pull out.



I turned to him slowly.

Kade’s eyes were wide. Nervous. Turned on.

“You’ve been curious,” I whispered, stroking his cock with slow, gentle fingers. “Now you get more than just the front row.”

Marcus, behind him now, gentle and calm, coated himself in lube. Kade’s body trembled under my touch.

He exhaled shakily. “It’s been a long time.”

I smiled, kissed the corner of his mouth. “Then let’s remind your body how good it gets.”

I slid a slick finger inside him.

“You’re ready,” I said.

He gasped.

Marcus leaned down. Kissed the nape of his neck.

“Let me in,” Marcus whispered.

Kade nodded.

Marcus pushed into him. Inch by inch. Until Kade was split open, breath ragged, eyes wide with sensation.

I kissed him hard. Took his cock in my mouth while Marcus thrust slowly behind him.

Kade’s legs shook.

“Good boy,” I whispered, hand on his thigh as I sucked him deeper.

He came in my mouth with a choked groan, body trembling, Marcus still fucking him—slow and deep—until he came again, moaning into Kade’s back.



We lay in a tangled mess on the suite’s massive bed—sweaty, breathless, glowing.

Marcus rolled onto his back, grinning up at the ceiling. “You two should take a real holiday together. Somewhere warm. All this heat deserves a beach.”

I snorted, still catching my breath. “He doesn’t travel. He just sits at home glued to his PC.”

Kade chuckled, brushing hair from my face. “We’ve been talking about Bali, actually.”

I raised a brow. “I’ve been talking about Bali. You’ve been pretending to listen.”

Marcus turned his head, eyes on me now—still warm, still naked. “Let me cover your trip.”

I blinked.

He shrugged, casual. “You earned it. No strings, no weirdness. Just… go get spoiled. Do yoga. Get sun-drunk. Send me pictures of you in that little black bikini.”

I glanced over at Kade. He didn’t look annoyed. He looked intrigued.

I smiled slowly. “Booked and blessed.”

Part 7 – A Wedding Anniversary and a Wedding

A Month Later — Bali.  A perfect place to celebrate our marriage anniversary.

We landed in Bali with no guilt and no budget.

The sun was thick in the air as we stepped off the plane, wrapping around us like silk. The air smelled of salt, frangipani, fresh lime, and something rich and earthy. I could taste freedom on the breeze.

We didn’t come here to escape anything. We came to live. And we could — because I’d earned it.

Not in some symbolic, romanticized sense. No. I earned it physically. Night after night, hotel after hotel, continent after continent. Every dollar from the lovers who'd fucked me across soft beds and cool tile floors. Men who paid for my body but never touched what mattered.

Kade knew every story. Every filthy detail. Every name I could remember and the ones I couldn’t. He never judged. He wanted it all.

And now, he was the one reaping the reward beside me.

We stayed in a private villa carved into the jungle hills of Ubud. Glass walls. Smooth stone floors. A private infinity pool that disappeared into emerald rice terraces. There were myna birds singing in the morning, and cicadas rising at dusk in waves that sounded like the island breathing around us.

There were no clocks in our villa. No alarms. No clothes we didn’t take off within minutes.

We made love slow the first morning — skin to skin, with the sun rising over the palms. Kade kissed every inch of me like he’d paid in full for the right, and I let him take his time. We dozed afterward in tangled limbs, then laughed our way to the outdoor shower, where he fucked me with my back against sun-warmed stone.

We ate like royalty. Mango sticky rice with condensed milk drizzled like sin. Whole grilled snapper with sambal and rice we fed each other by hand. Coconut ice cream that melted on my chest before his tongue cleaned it up.

We swam naked every afternoon, the pool still hot from the sun. I floated on my back, breasts exposed, thighs drifting open just because I liked the way he looked at me when I let them. He watched from the edge with wet hair and a lazy hard-on that never quite faded during the trip.

We played.

Oh, did we play.

Kade already knew every lover. He knew their faces, their accents, their kinks, their shame. We’d talked about all of it. And in Bali, we let the stories come to life.

One night, I pretended to be the banker from Dubai — older, impatient, never kissed me once. I played him with cold precision. Kade knelt on the bed in silence, hands behind his back, while I circled him. I came on his face without permission and slapped him for cumming too fast.

Another night, I played the Rome client. Wedding band mark on his finger. Expensive watch. Asked for anal and tipped in cash I never declared. I bent Kade over the bed and used my fingers the way the man had used me — slow at first, then demanding, until he begged me to stop. And I didn’t.

But the best was the daybed.

It was sunset. The sky was gold melting into plum. We were on the veranda, naked, still damp from the pool. I straddled Kade and rode him slow, lazy, deep — the kind of rhythm you use when there’s no rush to come.

And when I did — hard, gasping, eyes rolling back — I let out a long, low, undeniably real fart as my muscles gave out and everything inside me let go.

We froze.

Then burst into laughter.

He grinned up at me, eyes shining. “Your Frankfurt guy would’ve paid a thousand dollars just for that.”

I flopped onto his chest, still catching my breath. “Should I call him? Might still be in my contacts.”

Kade stroked my back with a gentle hand. “Please don’t. He’d outbid me so fast.”

I rolled back onto his lap and gave him a slow smile. “You couldn’t afford me anyway.”

His answer came in a soft, dazed whisper. “I know.”

That night, I tied him up with my bikini strings. He didn’t fight it. Just opened his legs and let me do what I wanted.

I sucked him slow.

I made him beg.

I rode him so deep we both forgot where we were.

I came again — hard and high and messy — and he came because of that. Because I moaned his name while every other name blurred into the sound of the jungle around us.

And I sent Marcus a photo.

Me lying face down on the hammock, ass bare, cum dripping from between my thighs. A second shot — my bikini on the floor, my mouth parted, a fresh palm leaf next to my head. Just enough to make him ache. No caption.

He never replied with words.

Just the usual: the fire. The tongue. The devil smile. Once, a blurry picture of his cock in his hand, with my photo pulled up on a tablet screen.

Kade loved that.

Told me to send more. “Let him watch what I have.”

And I did.

Because Marcus wanted me.

But Kade had me.

Every breath. Every bruise. Every giggle, moan, and unfiltered sound I made in bed.

One evening, our bellies full, our bodies sore, we curled up on the wide sunbed beneath a woven ceiling fan.

The sky was deep blue.

My head on his chest. His fingers in my hair.

I kissed his collarbone and whispered, “We should do this more often.”

He didn’t even pause.

“We will. You earned this. All of it. And I love watching you spend it.”

__________________________________________________________________________________

The message came in during a layover in Lisbon.

The burner phone buzzed twice—then again.

It was him.

The Berlin man.

The one who’d laid beneath me while I pissed on his belly, eyes closed, lips parted, moaning like it was holy water.

Guten Abend, Velvet…
I hope you’re well. I have a proposition for you.
It’s not for me this time.
My best friend is getting married. He and his fiancée are… open-minded.
They’d like to explore something before the wedding.
With you in the center.
Discreet. Filmed, but private. €8,000 for the night.
First class flights. 5-star suite. Berlin again.

I didn’t respond right away.

I just smiled.
Took another sip of wine.
Watched the Lisbon street below flicker with yellow light and midnight heat.

And let my mind wander…
To what kind of man trusts me with his bride before saying I do.



I landed in Berlin on a Thursday.

The air smelled like wet stone, summer electricity, and old wealth.
A kind of heat that sinks into skin but never feels heavy—just electric.

The hotel suite was already prepared.
Rose-colored velvet furniture.
Dim lights.
Soundproofed walls.
And a minibar stocked with things I hadn’t asked for—but absolutely planned to use. Champagne. Strawberries. Coconut-scented lube. Wipes folded neatly beside a polished silver ice bucket.

On the king bed, an envelope.
€4,000 in cash. Half up front.

And next to it—my uniform.
A pressed white blouse. Tight navy skirt. Matching blazer. Silk scarf. Black sheer stockings draped carefully over the chair.
All of it freshly laundered and crisply folded like a hotel amenity.

The last message from him had been short but clear:

“Service.”
“Serve them. Own them. Let them earn you.”



The knock came at 9:07 PM sharp.

I opened the door slowly, deliberately.

Aleks was tall.
Tan. Dark blond hair. A neatly trimmed beard. A suit that fit like it was tailored yesterday. Nervous smile… but eyes sharp. Hungry.

And behind him… Lina.
Petite. Jet-black bob that framed her face perfectly. Eyes dark as fresh ink, shimmering with nerves and curiosity. Her silk dress clung to her like it was holding a secret it wasn’t sure it should tell.

“Good evening,” I said, my voice sliding into that professional, polished, in-flight tone. Smooth. Cool. Controlled.

Both their heads tilted—attentive.

I stepped back, letting the door close behind them.
“I’ll be your personal attendant tonight,” I whispered.
My fingers brushed my silk scarf. “Please… make yourselves comfortable.”

Lina’s voice came out breathy. Fragile but eager.
“Tell me what to do.”



I started with Aleks.

Took his hand. Guided him to the velvet armchair near the window.
Pushed him down gently, straddled his lap.

My hands worked slow. Deliberate. Unbuckling his belt… unzipping…
Feeling him already hard, straining beneath tailored fabric.

I pressed my lips to his ear.
“You don’t come until your bride begs for it.”

He swallowed. Nodded. Didn’t dare speak.

I turned to Lina, still standing.
Her hands fidgeted, unsure—until I lifted my chin.

“Take off your dress.”

She obeyed.
No bra. No panties. Nothing beneath.
Her skin practically glowed in the low, warm light.

My gaze swept over her.
“Now your man gets to watch... while you kneel for me.”



She knelt.
Hands behind her back. Chest rising and falling fast.

I circled her.
Heels clicking on the marble floor, deliberately slow. Like a shark in shallow water.

“You know what tonight is?” I asked softly.

Lina nodded. Just barely.

I knelt in front of her, grabbed her chin between my thumb and forefinger.
“Tonight... is your first night as a shared woman.”

Her breath hitched.
Her pupils dilated.

I let my fingers drift down, sliding between her thighs—already soaked.
She whimpered as I dragged two fingers over her folds, slow, teasing.

“Good girl,” I murmured.



I stood.

Slowly, piece by piece, I undressed.

Stockings rolled down with care.
Blouse unbuttoned.
My bra unclasped—nipples already tight from the tension, the attention.
Skirt slid down my hips.

I let them watch.

Then reclined onto the chaise lounge, legs spreading wide, fingers lazily stroking my own thighs.

“Bride first,” I purred.



Lina crawled to me.
Hesitant at first—like she was waiting for permission even though it had already been given.

Her lips pressed against my inner thigh. Soft. Then firmer. Moving upward.

Then her mouth met my pussy like she’d been starving for it—tentative for exactly three seconds before hunger took over.

Her tongue flicked, circled, tasted.
I groaned, tangling my fingers in her bobbed hair.
Held her there. Pressed her mouth deeper against me until her breath was just ragged air against my skin.

“Don’t stop,” I moaned. “Now… I want your man inside me while you lick.”



Aleks had stripped without me even asking.
His cock stood thick, flushed, straining—utterly perfect.

He knelt behind me on the chaise, hands firm on my hips.
Lined himself up and pressed in—slow.

I gasped.
Not just from the stretch but from the weight of it—the weight of this.
Lina’s mouth still working my clit, Aleks pushing deeper, filling me.

“Deeper,” I said without hesitation.

And he obeyed.
Smooth. Powerful. Controlled.

The kind of thrust a man gives when he knows he’s going to remember this for the rest of his life.



We moved like a machine.
Lina’s mouth stayed on me—licking, kissing, moaning against my clit.
Aleks’s hips rocked into me, deep, heavy, unforgiving.
I moaned. Then gasped. Then moaned louder.

Aleks was panting. Desperate. His hands dug into my thighs. His rhythm faltering.

I grabbed him by the throat. Leaned back. Pressed my lips to his ear.

“You come when I say.”

He whimpered—actually whimpered.
Tension in every muscle.

I squeezed his throat just a little tighter.
“Now.”

He groaned. Loud. Raw.
Spilled into the condom in deep, shaking thrusts—face contorted with something between bliss and disbelief.

Lina gasped. Watched.
Then crawled up and kissed me—deep, hungry, wet.



After, we lay in the massive hotel bed.
Sheets twisted. Skin sticky. Breathing tangled.

Lina curled between my legs, her head on my thigh. Aleks pressed against my back, his hand tracing the curve of my waist, then my hip.

Then quietly—wordlessly—Aleks reached over me and set the second envelope on the nightstand.
Another €4,000.

Lina kissed my wrist.
Soft. Grateful.

Her voice was a whisper, but her words stuck in my skin like silk and sin.
“I’ll be thinking of this… under my wedding dress.”


Part 8 –   I am flying  

The message came at 11:52 PM.

I was lying on the hotel bed, blouse half-unbuttoned, thighs bare, one leg cocked open. The TV was on, muted. My fingers were grazing the soft skin just under my navel — not quite touching my pussy, but close. Tempting. Teasing.

Then my phone lit up.

Cain.

The man who once kissed my wrist and left me soaked in Chicago, then disappeared.

Subject: I shouldn’t have stopped.

I opened it with one breath held.

You let me touch your wrist.
I’ve never stopped thinking about it.
I’m in Birmingham. Alone. Until Friday.
Suite 1204. Private floor.
$10,000 for the night.
One guest joining. Someone I trust. Someone I want to share you with.
I won’t ask again.
— C.



My pussy clenched.

A hard throb. Immediate.

There was no hesitation — not in my body.

The man who barely kissed me once had kept me wet for months. The idea of him — and now, $10,000 to come be used, shared, taken?

I didn’t think. I moved.

I didn’t text Kade.
Didn’t explain.

This wasn’t a conversation.
This was need.



Getting ready wasn’t dressing.

It was curating surrender.

I showered again — shaved, scrubbed. Took my time drying off, watching the droplets trace between my breasts, down the soft dip of my stomach.

Then lotion. Coconut and almond. The scent of skin made sweet.



I wore:

A black silk halter slip, the kind that clung like it was poured on.
No bra. No panties.
Nothing but heat underneath.

Over it: a cream trench, belted tight.
My body was hidden, but I was ready to be unwrapped.

Heels — matte black, five inches, open toe, gold ankle straps.
I didn’t bring a bag.

I wasn’t going to be the same girl walking out.



Suite 1204 smelled like money, bourbon, and expensive soap.

Cain opened the door.

He was barefoot. Shirt unbuttoned just enough to show chest. Hair a little messy. Beard a little darker.

But his eyes?

His eyes were feral control. Stillness wrapped around hunger.

He looked at me like he already knew how I’d taste.

“Take it off,” he said.

No greeting.
No warmth.

Just that voice — the kind you kneel for.



I undid the belt.

Let the trench fall off my shoulders.
It slid to the floor.

He exhaled once — hard, quiet.

His hand came forward and curled around my wrist.

Not my hand. Not my waist.

My wrist.

And he kissed it again.

But not soft.

His mouth opened over it.
His tongue traced my pulse.
His teeth grazed just enough to make my knees wobble.



Then:
“He’s here.”



Malik stood at the minibar.

Dark-skinned. Broad shoulders. A perfect mouth. Sleeves rolled. Tattooed forearm. Calm eyes that made my belly tighten.

He didn’t smirk. Didn’t leer.

He just looked at me like I was already spread open for him.



Cain circled me once, then sat on the armchair.

“Come here.”

I walked toward him.

Silk moving over bare skin.
No underwear. My pussy already wet enough to stain the slip.
I straddled his lap, and he didn’t touch me — just looked.

“Still soft,” he murmured.
Then to Malik:
“Strip her. I want her naked when he opens her.”



Malik came close.

Stood behind me, fingers deft, precise.

He unclasped the halter.

The silk slid forward. Over my breasts. Down my stomach.
It dropped to the floor like I was being offered.



Now I was nude in Cain’s lap.

His trousers pressing against my ass.
My nipples hard against the cool air.
My legs slightly shaking from the wet ache that hadn’t gone away since the message.

Malik walked around in front of me.

“Open your legs.”

I did. Slowly.

He knelt.

His hands were big. Warm.

He dragged two fingers up my slit.
Parted my folds.
Let the cool air kiss my clit before he leaned in and—

Fuck.

His tongue flattened and licked up from my entrance to the top.
A slow, deliberate taste.
Then a second, firmer.
Then a third, his mouth closing over me as if to say mine.



I gasped. My hips jerked.

Cain's hands gripped my thighs, keeping me still.

Malik’s tongue was precise.
Not wild. Not messy.
Just patient. Skilled. Punishingly good.

He sucked gently, then circled, then flicked with the perfect rhythm.

I was melting. Whimpering. Grinding into his mouth.

Then — two fingers.
Thick. Slow. Sliding inside.

My head dropped back.

“Let him take it,” Cain whispered.

“Be good. Let him break you open.”



I came in Malik’s mouth — hips shaking, thighs tight, cunt clenching around his fingers.

But he didn’t stop.

He kept licking as I spasmed, kept finger-fucking me until I sobbed into Cain’s neck.

By the time he stood up, his mouth glistened.



Cain stood.

“Bed.”

He led me like a possession.

Bent me forward.
Hands and knees on the mattress.

“All fours.”

I spread my legs.
Felt the air cool on my dripping pussy.

He came behind me.

Undid his belt. Unzipped.



His cock was thick.

Veined, flushed, heavy, hanging down for one breathless moment before he grabbed the base and dragged it over my entrance.

“You want it?”

“God, yes—please—”

And then he slammed into me.



One deep, brutal thrust.

I gasped so hard my throat locked.
My nails dug into the sheets.

He was big — longer than I remembered, thicker than I imagined.
He filled me with the kind of stretch that made my eyes roll back.

He pulled back.
Drove in again.
Hard. Wet. Deep.

The sound was obscene — wet slaps, gasps, skin on skin.



“Each thrust a possession.”

He whispered it at my ear as he fucked me, pounding into me with deliberate, claiming rhythm.

My pussy clenched with every stroke.
Juice dripping down my thighs.
Slick sounds echoing as Malik stepped in front of me again.

He was hard. Already out.

His cock was darker, smoother — slightly curved, thick at the tip, glistening from my slick.

He held it in one hand and said,
“Open your mouth.”



I did.

He slid in.

Slow. Stretching.
Heavy on my tongue. Hitting the back of my throat.

He held my hair and started to fuck my mouth in time with Cain’s thrusts.



I was full.
Split.
Used.

Cain slamming into my cunt.
Malik sliding into my throat.

Wet. Owned. Open.



I came with Malik’s cock halfway down my throat.

I screamed around him.

My legs shook.
My pussy gripped tight.
My arms gave out.

I collapsed forward as Cain kept fucking, hips slamming, sweat on my back.

He leaned forward.
Grabbed my hair.
Growled into my ear:

“You were always mine.”



He came hard.

Spilling deep inside me.
Holding my hips.
Driving it in until I was shaking.

Malik groaned above me.

Pulled out.

Stroked once—

And came across my tongue. My lips. My chin.

I licked it off, eyes half-closed.

Used. Ruined. Full.



They cleaned me.

Wiped my thighs.
Kissed my wrists.

Tucked cash into my coat pocket.

$10,000.

No lies.

No apologies.

Just a note:

You were better than I imagined.
— C.

Next time, we both fuck you from behind.
— M.



I left barefoot.
Dress in hand.
Thighs still trembling.
Mouth swollen.

And I didn’t answer Kade’s text.

Some nights don’t need explanations.

Some nights just need to be taken.


Chapter 9 - First Class Only

The message came through while I was standing at Gate C14, lipstick perfect, smile held in place like armor. The kind of smile that doesn’t crack unless you want it to.

Subject: “Silk restraints. Light dominance. Discreet married couple. €8,000 flat.”

Hotel: Burj Al Arab
Presidential Suite
11:30 PM

She watches.
You touch only him — until she says otherwise.

Flight in 3 hours. Uniform optional.

– Cain

Cain didn’t traffic in gossip. He dealt in opportunities — delivered with the cold precision of someone who knew the power of silence. He didn’t sell you on the job. He curated it for you.

And this one?
It had edge. Luxury.
Control.

I didn’t need to think twice.
I texted back one word: Confirmed.



The Suite: Burj Al Arab, 25th Floor

The air inside the suite was thick with scent — jasmine, sandalwood, and something darker, maybe oud. Not heavy. Just intentional. The kind of smell you remembered days later on your own skin.

The woman who opened the door didn’t smile — not cold, just... already beyond introductions.

She was older. Mid-forties, maybe late. Lebanese, I would learn later. Her skin had that endless, luminous warmth that made you want to touch it just to see if it felt like silk. Dark hair pulled back into a high twist. Not a single strand out of place.

She wore a deep green silk robe, floor-length, tied loosely at the waist. Heels — sharp, elegant, unapologetically high — the kind worn by women who never stumble.

She didn’t offer her name yet.
She offered her presence.

“Come in,” she said softly, accent curling around her vowels. Voice low, smooth, expensive.

I stepped inside.

He was already seated on the edge of the bed — long legs spread slightly, palms flat on the mattress. Clean-shaven, sharp-jawed, maybe early 30s. Handsome, but not loud about it. Not showy.

Tailored navy shirt. Open collar. No tie.
Blond hair, neatly styled.
His watch: Patek Philippe. Not new. Inherited.

He didn’t look up immediately. But I felt his eyes when I moved — slow, sliding glances. Curiosity edged in restraint.

That restraint didn’t last.



She stepped behind me and closed the door. Click. No locks. No secrets. Just certainty.

Then, finally, she spoke.

“I’m Layla,” she said. “Cain said you’d be... refined.”

Her eyes moved over me. Not crude. Just assessing — like someone measuring whether a silk blouse would wrinkle under heat.

She stepped close. Kissed my cheek.

Then whispered, “Strip.”

Not a command barked — not from dominance.
More like a ritual. A ceremony.
Her tone: I do not ask. I select.

I slipped out of my coat.

Underneath: a silk slip in the color of champagne. Bare shoulders. No bra. No panties. The fabric clung in all the right places, whisper-thin, nearly translucent in the light.

A gold chain around my neck. Tight. Minimal.
A suggestion of ownership, not yet claimed.

She smiled — the kind that said she was pleased.

Not with how I looked.

But with how I obeyed.



She gestured to the bed.

“Sit,” she said. “He’s... shy.”

He looked up then. Direct. Blue eyes, steady. There was tension in his jaw, not from arrogance — from effort. Like he was trying not to seem too eager.

I sat beside him. Close. My thigh barely brushing his. His breath caught, just a little.

Layla walked to the velvet armchair opposite us. Sat down like a queen returning to her throne.

Then crossed her legs and spoke — calm, slow.

“You’ll touch him only when I say. And speak only when asked.”
Her eyes shifted to him. “The same applies to you.”

He nodded. “Yes, ma’am.”

His voice was soft. Controlled. Like he was used to saying “sir” all day to subordinates and craved a moment to surrender it.

Layla turned her gaze back to me.

“Make him feel like he’s allowed to forget he’s anything but mine.”

I turned toward him. Close enough to feel the warmth of his thigh through the fabric. He looked at me — not like I was a toy, or a threat.

Like I was something gifted to him.
Something rare.

But still not his.

Not really.

I traced a single fingertip along the inside of his wrist. He shivered.
Noticed it.
Tried to hide it.

Layla spoke again.

“Unbutton him. Slowly. Make him feel it.”

I reached up and undid the top button of his shirt. Then the next. I didn’t rush. Every movement was meant to tease — drag time across his skin like silk. By the fourth button, I was palming his chest, skin warm, smooth. Hairless. Heart hammering.

“Good boy,” Layla said to him, and I felt his cock twitch through his trousers.

She hadn’t touched him. Not yet.
But her words were enough.

I slid down off the bed, kneeling between his legs.

Unbuckled his belt.
Undid the zipper.
Watched his breath catch as I pulled his trousers and briefs down, slow enough to make him feel like he was unraveling.

His cock sprang free. Hard. Thick. Flushed dark with need. A small drop of precum glistened at the tip.

Layla’s voice was a quiet purr. “Show him what a good girl looks like when she serves.”

I opened my mouth and licked him once — slow, from base to tip. No rush. No desperation. Just control. My hands gripped his thighs. I could feel how tense he was. Muscles tight, like he was trying not to explode.

I took him into my mouth, deep — letting my throat open as he slid in, inch by inch. I didn't gag. I welcomed it. Lips sealed around him, my tongue swirling under the head as I bobbed my head slowly, deliberately.

His breath hitched. He looked at Layla. Not me.

Always her.

“Don’t come,” she said softly. “Not until she’s soaked.”

I sucked harder. Deep, wet strokes. One hand working the base, the other gently cupping his balls. He was moaning now — low, desperate, trying to stay still, his bound wrists twitching with need.

Layla stood.

She moved behind him, draping her arms over his shoulders from behind like a queen with her favorite pet. Her nails — blood-red — scratched lightly down his chest.

“Do you like her mouth?” she whispered into his ear.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Would you like to come down her throat?”

He whimpered. “Yes, ma’am.”

She smiled against his cheek. “Too bad.”

I pulled off with a wet pop, leaving him glistening, trembling, denied.

Layla tied the silk tighter around his wrists and pushed him gently to lie flat on the bed. His cock stood upright, flushed, twitching.

She turned to me. “Straddle him.”

I climbed up, my thighs sliding over his as I positioned myself just above his cock. I could feel the heat of it — the twitch of anticipation.

Layla stepped close. One hand on my hip. The other... between my thighs.

Her fingers brushed my folds — slow, testing.

“You’re already wet,” she murmured. “Perfect.”

She guided me down.

I sank onto him slowly — inch by inch — stretching around him, clenching, my breath catching as he filled me.

“Don’t move,” she said.

I obeyed.

The stillness was unbearable. My cunt throbbed around him. His body trembled beneath me. I could feel his cock pulsing inside, every muscle in his body held taut.

“Now,” Layla whispered. “Ride him like I’m watching you earn it.”

I began to move.

Long, slow rolls of my hips, each one making me grind deeper, wetter, more open. My hands splayed across his chest for balance, and he moaned helplessly beneath me — his body arching, his cock thick and rigid inside me.

Layla didn’t just watch.

She guided.

One hand on my lower back, correcting my rhythm.

“Deeper,” she said. “Take every inch. Don’t leave anything for his imagination.”

I gasped. I obeyed.

Her nails scratched lightly down my spine.

“Touch your clit.”

I did. Rubbed small circles, building my climax with every thrust.

“Look him in the eye,” she whispered. “Show him what it looks like when a woman fucks for pleasure. Not money.”

My orgasm rose like fire.

And when it hit — it hit hard.

My body clamped around his cock, trembling, soaked, shuddering through waves of release.

I cried out — not loud, but raw. Like something had been pulled out of me and made sacred.

Layla leaned in and kissed my neck.

“Good girl.”

He groaned beneath me. Bucking now. Desperate.

“Please,” he gasped. “Please let me come.”

Layla tilted her head.

“Inside her,” she said at last. “But remember who let you.”

He came seconds later. Helpless. Buried deep inside me, hips jerking, cock pulsing. He looked like he was unraveling — like I was his salvation, and she was his religion.



They bathed me in silence.

Layla held the sponge. Washed my thighs gently, reverently. She smelled like fig and smoke and sandalwood.

No words, just soft touches.

At one point she kissed my shoulder. Light. Intimate.

“You’ll be invited again,” she said.

“Next time,” she added with a smirk, “you’ll come first. Not him.”



I left before sunrise.

In the hallway, a hotel staff member nodded and pressed the elevator button without a word. He didn’t ask questions. He already knew not to.

Back in the suite, on the nightstand:

	€8,000, crisp and clean, in a black leather envelope. 
	A small velvet box. Inside: a gold anklet — delicate, feminine, engraved on the clasp with a single word: "Precious" 



Part 10 – One Life Only


I didn’t fall into this.

I curated it. Like an art collector picks pieces for obsession, not aesthetics.

Before the man in 3A brushed my thigh under a blanket at altitude.

Before the couple in Dubai tied my wrists in silk and bathed me in rosewater afterward.

Before I let Kade call me his dirty girl while I told him about a banker who begged to suck his cock.

Even before all of that...
I was already there.
Already Velvet.

A name whispered on the discreet connect website.

And from there?

The stream began.



CEOs who needed to give up control after mergers.

Husbands with wives who watched, legs crossed, sipping wine.

A Berlin dominatrix who wanted me soft and tied while her husband watched us like he was studying divinity.

There was a Wall Street executive who only came if I spat on his face and made him count how many times I'd been filled that month.

There was a hotelier in Vienna who booked three suites, blindfolded me, and let me walk between them naked while masked men decided who got me first.

They started calling me Velvet not because I asked them to — but because it stuck. The username did well. Like a bruise you wanted to show.

“Velvet doesn’t stay the night.”
“Velvet doesn’t flinch.”
“Velvet fucks like you paid her, and still leaves you wanting.”



I’ve had a stranger’s hand inside me at 37,000 feet while another slipped me his card and said, “My wife would die to taste you.”

One gifted me a Baccarat crystal vial just to taste my pee — called it tastier than the finest whiskey he’d ever had.

Another brought a €12,000 bottle of Japanese whisky just to sip it off my tits while I rode his face like a throne.

And a rich sheikh sent a diamond choker in advance — just to let me bathe his son’s cock from a limited-edition champagne. Pleased, he gifted me two bottles that I keep as souvenirs in my home bar.

I’ve leaned against the service cart in the back galley, panties pulled aside, letting a pilot finger me with his gloves still on while the cabin lights were dimmed for sleep.

I once jacked off a Saudi prince under a cashmere blanket. He kissed my wrist while I stroked him off and whispered in Arabic — a prayer, maybe. Or maybe praise. €6,000 folded into a linen napkin. Still warm when I found it in my purse.



Dubai gave me opulence and reverence — a couple who kissed my hands before they cuffed them. Who called me precious, not slut. Who made me orgasm while blindfolded, silk stretched across my skin, the husband beneath me begging for permission just to come in his own wife’s mouth while I straddled his face.

Paris gave me ritual and ruin — a room with five masked men and a mirrored ceiling. One watched. Two touched. One only whispered orders. And the fifth? He just held my wrists while I came so hard my vision blurred.

They rotated between my holes like a symphony, always in sync, always controlled. No chaos — just calibrated surrender. I came four times. Maybe five. Lost count somewhere between the leather collar and the cold champagne they poured down my chest, then licked off in silence.

Geneva gave me worship.
He called himself my little asset. Naked. Leashed.
Licking Dom Pérignon from my heels while I lounged in a cashmere robe and read client contracts aloud, using a riding crop to signal when he was allowed to suck my toes.



I’m not ashamed.
I’m exceptional at this.

Not just the sex.
The strategy. The shape of desire. The way I say, “Sit,” and the most powerful men in the world drop to their knees.

I’m not a hole. I’m not an escort.

I’m a currency.

I am need, refined and charged at €2,000 an hour — and I’m usually booked in blocks of four.



Kade knows.

I told him after the third time I came home too late, too wet, too full of something that wasn’t just lust.

He didn’t flinch.

He just looked at me — slow, deliberate — and said, “Tell me what he did to you. Slowly. While you ride me.”

So I did.

Told him about the client in Milan who came in my mouth while I held his wife’s hair back and whispered instructions in her ear.

Told him about the woman in Madrid who licked my clit for hours and came from my voice alone.

Told him about the three-way in Prague where I was tied, face-down, while two lawyers passed me back and forth and called me their mid-week therapy.

Now Kade listens. Watches.

Sometimes I bring someone home.
A man. A woman. A couple.

And he stays in the corner, stroking himself while I let strangers taste me.

If it’s a man?

I tell Kade to kiss me while someone else sucks his cock.
Tell him, “He wants you too. Let him. I still love the way you come in me when he’s watching.”

If it’s a woman?

I make her sit on my face while he fucks her mouth.
I hold her legs open. I whisper praise to both of them.
And Kade finishes in my cunt after. Always.



I make €20,000 a month. Minimum.
Sometimes more — depending on how filthy I let them get.

Some want softness.
Some want discipline.
Some want filth — wrists tied, throat filled, cunt used like an altar.

And I give it to them.
On my terms.

But I have to admit… being on that website — that little encrypted corner of the internet — has been an absolute boon.
It made me realize I could make three times as much… with half the effort.

No handlers. No agencies. No pretending to flirt at overpriced lounges.
Just encrypted messages, private invites, hotel keys left at reception.

The layovers?
God. The layovers have been heaven for my mind… and for my cunt.

A few hours in the air.
A night in a five-star suite.
And a man — or sometimes a woman — hungry to spend, eager to forget the world, ready to worship or ruin me for exactly as long as we agreed.

Or sometimes… both.
A couple — polished, powerful — wanting to pull me into their marriage for one wild, filthy, unforgettable night.

And then… I’m back on a beach.
Or a rooftop in Barcelona.
Or naked in a jungle villa in Bali.

My friends still haven’t figured it out.
They scroll through the Instagram photos — the private boat in Santorini, the spa retreat in the Maldives, the designer bags that casually show up in my stories, the rooftop dinners in Paris, the silk robes in Tokyo.

The DMs always come.
“God, how do you two travel so much?”
“Are you guys secretly rich?”
“Tell me your secret. Manifestation? Investing? Sugar daddy?”

I smile. Every time.
Because technically… it’s all of the above.

The lifestyle is real.
The numbers are real.
First-class flights booked like it’s normal.
Dinners that cost what someone’s rent does.
Massages in villas overlooking oceans.
I buy art now. Not prints. Art.
I maxed out my first investment property last year — tenants pay the mortgage while I get eaten out in infinity pools.

And it’s not that I’m some money-obsessed machine.
I just know the value of money.
I know what freedom costs.

And I don’t judge anyone’s fetish.
Or anyone’s kink.
I don’t just tolerate them. I revel in them.

Because this — this strange, gorgeous life — has let me do well.
For myself.
For Kade.
And for the little ones that might come after.

We invest wisely.
We play even wiser.

And Kade?
Kade’s the reason it works.

Not just because he supports it.
Not just because he jerks off to the stories when I come home from layovers.
But because he holds me.

He keeps me soft when the world gets rough.
He reminds me that no matter how many men — or women — come between my thighs… only one man gets to own what’s inside.

He never flinches. Never falters.
His hands are steady when he grips my hips at night and asks, “Tell me who paid for this villa, baby. Who paid for this view?”

And I tell him.
Name by name. Room by room. Filth by filth.

And then I come for him.
Again.
And again.
And again.



My limits?

No filming.
No marks I didn’t agree to.
No freebies.

You don’t get Velvet for free.

You earn her.
With trust. With tribute. With the kind of whispered desperation only the truly powerful understand.



I’ve walked into suites where the sheets are already turned down, music low, and the client waiting — naked, kneeling, head bowed.

I’ve been carried to bathtubs.
I’ve been called “goddess” and “slut” in the same breath.
I’ve sucked cock under Baccarat chandeliers.
I’ve been blindfolded with Hermès scarves, cuffed in Dior, flogged with Gucci.

I’ve been worshipped.

And I’ve been watched — by wives, by husbands, by assistants who were told to take notes and learn.



Because this is mine.

My body.
My rules.
My taste.



One life only.

And I intend to live it fucked, flown, and paid like art.

Love.

Natalie K

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Hear my voice. Real stories. Raw kinks.
fansly.com/deepinsidehub  


Book 2 begins..

HOTWIFE BROKER

For feedback, ideas, or filthy thoughts:
?? deepinsidehub@gmail.com

Some women are given. I became the one doing the giving.
But I never gave anything for free. 

It was my idea

My husband Ethan keeps a spreadsheet.

A literal spreadsheet—password protected, hidden behind two layers of en1.cryption, titled innocently as Q3 Global Leads.

Except it’s not about clients.

It’s about cocks.

Specifically, the ones he picks to fuck me.



It started as a fantasy. A dare over dirty martinis at a boutique hotel in Tribeca. I wore red silk, no bra. He wore that watch that always made me want to fuck him in an elevator.

“You like it when they stare,” he said, sliding his hand up my bare thigh beneath the table.

I smirked. “Maybe.”

“And what if I let them?”

I took a slow sip of gin. “Let them stare?”

“No,” he whispered. “Let them fuck you.”



I laughed then, because it was fantasy. Because we were tipsy and high on each other. Because we were the couple who’d been together fifteen years and still had sex that made the walls rattle.

But Ethan didn’t forget.

A week later, he handed me an envelope.

Inside: three Polaroids. Three men. No names. Just initials, stats, locations.

“Pick one,” he said.



That was two years ago.

Since then, Ethan has arranged every single man who’s touched me.

Discreet professionals. No strings. Always vetted. Always signed NDAs. Some lasted one night. A few, two or three. Ethan always watched the first time—sometimes live, sometimes by feed.

He liked to manage my pleasure.

Schedule it.

Price it.

Own it, even while sharing it.

I let him.

Because it turned us both on.

Because I liked being given.

Because I liked knowing I was the prized asset in his hands.



But then came the Miami deal.



I was down there for a conference. Ethan sent me the details of the man he’d arranged.

"Subject M4," the file said.

	6'2", black suit 
	39, divorced 
	Surfer’s jawline, lawyer’s confidence 
	Hotel Bar at The Setai 
	Ask for “Drew” 


I followed the instructions.

He was there.

Tall, composed, sipping bourbon.

He stood when I arrived and kissed my cheek like he already knew I’d taste expensive.

He was perfect.

Too perfect.

I fucked him three hours later—first against the hotel door, his tongue deep inside me as I trembled against the wall, then again on the bed, face down and heels on, his cock pounding into me hard enough to make the headboard slam.

He flipped me over and watched every inch of it—the way my tits bounced, the way my mouth opened when he hit that perfect spot. He spat between my legs, shoved his fingers in, and told me I didn’t belong to my husband tonight.

And I didn’t argue.

I came loud. Messy. Twice. Maybe three times.

When I flew home, Ethan asked the usual questions.

“How was he?”
“Did he follow the rules?”
“Did you come for him like you do for me?”

I answered.

Mostly.

But I didn’t tell him the truth.



Because what Ethan didn’t know was this:

Drew wasn’t Ethan’s idea.

I picked him.

I approached him.

I arranged the fuck.

I made the spreadsheet disappear—just once.

And it was the hottest thing I’d ever done.

Later that night, I opened my laptop and booked a weekend in Tulum. First-class flights. Oceanview villa. Adults-only, of course.

I turned the screen toward Ethan, casually, as I straddled his lap in nothing but one of his shirts.

“Baby,” I said, tracing a lazy circle over his chest. “How does Tulum sound? Just us.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Did your firm start handing out bonuses?”

I just smiled.

“Something like that.”


	Off the Ledger 


I met Drew on the flight down to Miami.

He was sitting beside me in First. No ring. No laptop. Just a hardcover novel and a relaxed confidence that made him look like someone who could own a room but didn’t need to prove it.

He caught me staring at his hands. Long fingers, strong wrists, neat nails. They looked like they knew what they were doing.

He smiled. “You read people the way I read books.”

I smiled back. “Maybe I like well-written hands.”

We didn’t exchange numbers.
We didn’t even flirt, really.
But when I saw him again in the hotel bar that night—same suit, same bourbon, that same crooked smirk—I knew.

I wasn’t going to wait for Ethan’s approval.



We barely spoke.

I slid into the booth across from him and slowly uncrossed my legs, letting the hem of my dress ride high. No panties. I wanted him to see.

His eyes dropped. He noticed.

When he looked up again, there was something feral beneath his calm.

“You’re not here for small talk,” he said.

I nodded. “Neither are you.”

We left before our drinks were even touched.



His suite was on the 18th floor. Corner room. Floor-to-ceiling windows with city lights bleeding in, casting the room in soft gold and sharp shadow.

The door had barely clicked shut before he pushed me against it.

His mouth found my neck—hot and open and hungry. He kissed like a man who didn’t need to ask. His hand slid up my thigh and straight under my dress, cupping my pussy like it belonged to him.

“You’re soaked.”

“I was soaked on the elevator,” I whispered.

He dropped to his knees without a word.

Lifted my leg over his shoulder. Shoved the dress up around my hips. And then his mouth was on me—tongue flat, lips locked, sucking like he meant to drink me dry.

He didn’t tease.
He devoured.
Broad strokes from clit to slit, then focused, relentless circles on my clit. His tongue moved with purpose, pressure, hunger.

“Fuck—” I gasped, back arching. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t.

He moaned into me like he loved the taste. Like my pussy was his favorite meal. His hands gripped my thighs to hold me in place while I bucked against his face, grinding into his mouth, chasing the sharp edge of orgasm.

I came hard. Loud. My leg trembling on his shoulder as my fingernails dug into the doorframe.

He kept licking through it. Flicking and sucking until I whimpered from overstimulation.

When he finally stood, his lips were glistening.

“Told you I wasn’t here to talk.”



He stripped me bare like he had the right to. My dress hit the floor in one fluid motion.

“No bra?” he asked, voice low.

“Not when I’m the one choosing.”

That flipped something in him.

He grabbed me, spun me around, and shoved me face down on the bed.

His hands gripped my ass, kneading it hard before spreading me wide. Then he spat between my cheeks and slid two fingers inside me without warning—deep, fast, curling them until my hips jerked against the mattress.

“You don’t need prep,” he growled, fingers pumping. “You need to be taken.”

I moaned, breathless. “Then fucking take me.”

He unzipped, shoved his cock inside me in one brutal thrust.

No condom. No asking. No pause.

Just the slick stretch of him filling me fast and deep, burying himself to the base as I cried out and clawed the sheets.

His grip was bruising on my hips as he fucked me—hard, fast, ruthless. The sound of skin on skin echoed off the walls, each slap louder than the last. I buried my face in the pillow and screamed into it as his cock pistoned in and out of me like he was trying to fuck the defiance out of my body.

He didn’t hold back.

He fucked like he was claiming me.

Then he yanked out, flipped me onto my back, and shoved back in before I could catch my breath.

Now I could see him—see the look in his eyes as he watched me unravel.

“You don’t belong to your husband tonight,” he said, each word punctuated by a thrust. “You’re mine.”

I didn’t argue.

I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, and whispered, “Then use me.”

And he did.

He fucked me until the bed creaked and the sheets were wet from sweat and slick.

He came hard, grunting into my neck, hips jerking as he emptied inside me, holding me so tightly it felt like possession.

I held him, too.

Not for affection.

For power.

Because I had picked him.

I had arranged this.

I had gone off the ledger.

And it made me wetter than anything Ethan had ever programmed into his precious fucking spreadsheet.



I slipped out of his suite barefoot—heels in hand, skin still buzzing, pussy still dripping with him.

In the elevator, I checked my phone.

Incoming Wire: $10,000

No message. No name.

Just a timestamp and a confirmation.

I laughed softly to myself.

Fuck the spreadsheet.

Back home, I couldn’t stop replaying it.

Not just the sex.

The choice.

The control I took. The rules I broke.

I wanted to tell Ethan. To tease him with it. To make him imagine it—every thrust, every moan, every drop of cum inside me that wasn’t his.

Maybe next time…
I’ll let him watch while I pick the man.
Or better yet…
I’ll make him beg to be on my list.


	 The Confession 




Ethan was already hard when I slid into his lap.

He’d been pacing the bedroom—tie loosened, shirt unbuttoned just enough to show the edge of his chest. That look he got when he hadn’t touched me in days: all tight restraint and crackling tension, like a storm trapped under his skin.

He sat in the office chair, back straight, hands clenched on the armrests. A man still pretending to be in control.

I straddled him, bare beneath the hem of my robe, my cunt already slick from the idea of what I was about to say.

“You miss managing me?” I murmured, leaning in, letting my breath kiss his ear. “Miss picking out your little project dicks for me to play with?”

His hands slid up my thighs, gripping them hard.

“I miss watching you lose control,” he said, voice low.

I smiled—slow and knowing.

“Oh, baby…” I rolled my hips against the bulge in his pants, “…you have no idea how much control I’ve found lately.”



I unzipped him and pulled his cock free—thick, flushed, twitching in my hand. He was already leaking precum. Already desperate.

I stroked him slow, letting the tip nudge against the slick lips of my pussy, teasing him, dragging the head along my folds but not letting him in.

“I didn’t just pick Drew,” I whispered.

Ethan froze.

I kissed his throat—soft, almost sweet. My hand never stopped moving.

“I charged him.”

His eyes flicked to mine. “What?”

I let that settle. Just long enough to make it sting.

“I didn’t just fuck him,” I said. “I invoiced him.”

His breath hitched. His cock pulsed in my palm.

“You—what the fuck—”

I shut him up with my mouth. A deep kiss. Tongue. Teeth. Total dominance.

When I pulled back, my lips brushed his, and I whispered, “Ten grand.”



He stared at me like I’d set fire to his little ledger.

“Ten grand. For one night,” I repeated. “He wired it the next morning. Full amount. No hesitation.”

I smiled as I rubbed his cockhead against my entrance, teasing both of us.

“And you know why, babe? Because I chose him. Because I wasn’t some spreadsheet asset on a carefully managed fuck rotation. Because I said: this pussy is available—for a price.”

And then I sank down onto him.

One. Slow. Inch. At a time.

Until I was full. Until he was buried so deep inside me I could feel him in my throat.

He groaned like I was choking him from the inside.

I didn’t move yet.

Just sat there. Tight around him. Owning the moment.

“You made me a product,” I said, voice low and calm. “You brokered me like a luxury rental.”

Then I started to ride him.

Not fast. Not wild.

Controlled.

Slow, grinding rolls of my hips, squeezing his cock from the inside. Watching his eyes glaze. Watching his lips part in a moan he didn’t want to give me.

“But now,” I said, circling my hips, “I broker myself.”



Ethan’s head fell back. His hands gripped my waist like he needed an anchor.

“You let him pay you?” he asked, eyes dazed.

“Oh, baby…” I leaned in close, lips at his ear. “I let him beg me.”

I started to fuck him harder—wet, rhythmic slaps filling the room as my pussy swallowed him again and again.

“He got on his knees.”
Slap.
“Kissed my heels.”
Slap.
“Told me I was worth every dollar.”
Slap.
“And when I came on his face?” I purred, “I made him say thank you. Like a proper fucking client.”

Ethan came with a broken sound—a growl torn from his chest. His hips bucked up wildly, cock throbbing as he spilled inside me.

I didn’t stop.

I kept fucking him until he whimpered. Until he sagged under me, undone and used.

Only then did I slide off—slowly—his cum dripping from between my thighs, warm and messy.



I stood in front of him—naked, flushed, glistening with sweat and sex.

He looked wrecked. Drained. Still hard.

Still mine.

“I can still use your spreadsheet,” I said, walking toward the bathroom.

I paused at the doorway.

Then looked back over my shoulder, one eyebrow raised.

“Or…”

A slow smirk.

“…you can let me run the business for a while.”


	Old and Sold 


His name was Gerald.

Sixty-one. Married. Hedge fund legacy with too many homes, too many secrets, and a desperate, unspoken hunger I spotted the moment we shook hands in his office.

He’d heard about me. Through a whisper. A rumor.

Not as a slut.

Not as a hotwife.

As a professional problem solver.

He didn’t want sex.

Not in the way most men do.

He wanted access.

To my skin.
To my voice.
To the humiliating privilege of serving.



The arrangement was clean.

$15,000 for one evening. Cash.
No penetration.
No photos.
No discussion of what he was allowed to do.

Only what I allowed him to experience.



The room was candlelit when he arrived.

I wore a sheer black lace robe, open at the front. Nothing underneath except my skin, oiled and glowing. I stood barefoot, legs apart, hands clasped behind my back.

Gerald entered and immediately lowered his eyes.

“Take off your clothes,” I said, before he even spoke.

He obeyed.

Button by button. Fold by fold. Quiet. Careful. Until he stood naked before me—soft, pale, thick around the middle. His cock hung low. Unremarkable. That wasn’t why he was here.

“Crawl,” I said.

He dropped to his knees, aged skin against marble tile, and crawled to where I stood.

“Do you understand what tonight is?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I walked a slow circle around him, letting my fingers drag across his back, his ass, the tops of his thighs.

“It is not about what you want,” I whispered. “It’s about what I allow.”

He nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”



I sat in the high-backed chair and crossed my legs.

“Look at them,” I said, lifting one bare foot in front of him.

He stared.

“You’ve been begging to worship what you can’t fuck,” I murmured. “So go on. Show me why you’re worth my time.”

He kissed the top of my foot.

Then the arch.

Then the sole—soft, wet, deliberate.

His lips were trembling. His breath shallow.

I moaned, softly, and let one hand slide between my thighs as he licked me from heel to toe like it was his last meal.



When he finished, I stood and placed the ball of my foot on his shoulder, pinning him to the floor.

“Now you’ll beg to taste what you can never own.”

I pulled the robe open and straddled his face.

He didn’t move—just opened his mouth like a man receiving communion.

I lowered my pussy onto his tongue with slow, precise control.

“Don’t stop unless I tell you.”



He licked with quiet desperation.

No rhythm. No tricks. Just surrender.

I gripped the top of the chair behind me and rolled my hips against his mouth, slowly grinding into his face. His tongue flicked, his lips suckled, and I felt the wet heat building deep in my belly.

“Not bad for an old man,” I purred.

He moaned into my cunt.

I slapped his face. Not hard—just enough.

“Quiet.”

He nodded without breaking contact.



When I came, I didn’t hide it.

I squirted into his mouth—just a spasm, just enough to make his eyes widen—and held him there until my thighs stopped shaking.

He was still rock-hard.

But untouched.

I stood, stepped away, and watched him pant on the floor like a dog that had tasted something forbidden.

“You may jerk off,” I said calmly, “but only when I say so.”

He nodded.

“And not a drop hits the floor. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”



He was already trembling. One hand wrapped around his cock, the other braced against the floor for balance. His eyes never left me—wide, glazed, desperate.

I stood over him, arms crossed, robe parted fully now, cunt glistening and used. My foot rested lightly on his thigh. A reminder. A presence.

“Now.”

He began stroking. Slow at first, then frantically. Each stroke made his breath hitch. His chest rose and fell like he was chasing air. Hips twitching. Face flushed.

“Eyes on me,” I said.

He obeyed.

When he came, it wasn’t loud—it was raw. A deep, guttural moan tore from his throat.

“Mistress—”

Thick ropes of cum shot across his belly, his chest, all the way to his throat. It pulsed out of him in waves, messy and hot.

He froze. Still panting. Unsure.

Judging by the volume, I thought, he’d been saving that for a very long time.

I tilted my head.

“Clean it, dirty boy.”

He didn’t hesitate. Swiped his fingers through the mess and brought them to his lips. Then again. And again. Until every drop was gone.

He licked his palm.

Then opened his mouth wide, tongue out, to show me it was gone.

No floor stains. No defiance.

Just shame. And devotion.

I didn’t even blink.

But I smiled.

Slow. Quiet. Controlled.

The kind of smile that says: You did well. But you’ll never be anything more than what I allow.



He left quietly. I didn’t offer conversation.

Only a nod.

The envelope with $15,000 remained untouched on the table.

As he stepped out into the hallway, I picked it up, held it to my nose, and smiled.

Respect, I thought.
This is what it smells like when it’s paid for.


	 The Shift 


Miami was the pivot.
Gerald was the proof.

After I charged Drew—and he paid—I realized what Ethan had never quite understood.
I wasn’t just the asset.
I was the product, the pitch, the entire damn market.

And if men were willing to fuck me for free…
They’d be begging to pay for access when I made the rules.

So I created a system.

I registered a shell company in the Caymans—consulting firm, luxury mentorship branding. Nothing overt. Everything plausible.
The invoices said Executive Intimacy Coaching.
The calendar said Discretion First.
The price tags said Try me and bleed green.

Every client was vetted.
They didn’t find me through ads.
They found me through whispers.
Through someone they knew who’d already knelt at my feet.

They messaged through encrypted apps.
Sent respectful inquiries.
Some wrote letters.
One left a single black card on my penthouse doorman’s desk.

No two sessions were the same.

Sometimes I let them touch.
Most of the time, they begged to watch me undress.
A few just wanted silence—my heels on their chest, my scent in their lungs, my foot pressing gently on the line between permission and punishment.

I charged consulting fees under a boutique firm registered in the Caymans.
Every appointment was framed as mentorship.
Luxury intimacy coaching.
Precision control with a human face.

I became a name no one said out loud.
Not in boardrooms. Not at country clubs. Not in the back seats of black cars where hands itched to text me again.

I wasn’t a service.
I was a secret.

They didn’t describe me to each other. They just said her—with a pause, a knowing glance, like saying too much might strip the magic from it.

I was beautiful, but not soft. Not safe.

The kind of beautiful that made men check their wedding rings before they approached—and check their balances after.

The kind of beautiful that didn’t try to be liked.

There were rumors.
That I’d destroyed marriages. That I’d fucked a senator. That I’d made a Fortune 500 CEO cry while kneeling in $5,000 shoes.

Maybe some of it was true.
Maybe I made sure it sounded that way.

It didn’t matter.
The fear only made them want me more.

And the lifestyle?

It changed.

I stopped looking at price tags.
I booked ocean-view suites by instinct.
I stopped waiting for Ethan to schedule my pleasure.
I started investing in it. Owning it.

I’d become the broker now.

The one making the list.
Setting the rules.
Getting paid.

And just when I thought I’d mastered the game with men—
she reached out.

Her email caught me off guard.

It was short. Careful.

“I heard about you through someone I trust. I’m not a man, but I’m married. I’ve never done anything like this. I just want to be told what to do. Please.”

Attached was a photo—subtle. A tight headshot, no smile, just soft brown eyes and lips pressed like she was holding back something she wanted badly.

Her name was Leah.
Thirty-two.
Upper East Side.
Married. Bored. Beautiful.



I didn’t respond for a week.

I wanted her to sit in her want.

When I finally wrote back, it was simple.

You’ll meet me at The Mercer, room 1405. No underwear. No jewelry. Hair down. Bring $2,000 in an envelope. Knock once, then kneel with the envelope in your mouth. If you hesitate, leave.



She knocked at 7:02 PM.

One soft rap.

Then silence.

I opened the door.

There she was—kneeling, head bowed, dark hair spilling over her bare shoulders. Her black coat was buttoned to her thighs. Envelope clutched gently between her lips.

She looked up at me.

Her eyes were already wet.

I stepped aside. “Come.”



She crawled in.

I didn’t speak right away.

Just circled her, slow. My heels clicked softly against the floor. I knelt beside her, pulled the envelope from her mouth, and opened it.

Twenty crisp hundreds.

I smiled.

“Good girl.”

She inhaled sharply, like I’d just spanked her.



I unbuttoned her coat.

Underneath: black slip dress, no straps, hugging her like she wanted to be owned. Her nipples were hard, barely hidden by the fabric.

“Stand up.”

She obeyed.

“Hands behind your back.”

She obeyed again.

I walked around her, dragging a single nail down her spine.

“You’re trembling.”

“I’ve never done anything like this,” she whispered.

“Good,” I said. “It means I get to be your first kink”



I kissed her without warning.

Full lips—soft, warm, a little unsure.
She opened for me instantly. My tongue slipped into her mouth like I owned it, like I had every right to be there.
She whimpered against me.

I grabbed a handful of her dark hair and yanked her head back, making her gasp as her throat arched open.

“You don’t kiss back unless I say.”

Her voice trembled. “Yes, Mistress.”

I smiled. “You’re learning.”



I stepped behind her and slowly unzipped her dress. The fabric slid down her body in a whisper and pooled at her feet.

She was completely bare beneath it.

No bra.
No panties.
Just soft, flushed skin. Exposed and waiting.

Her breasts were small, pert—nipples pink and tight, already begging for my attention. I cupped one in my palm, squeezing, then pinched it until she flinched.

“You like that?”

She nodded, eyes wide. Breath hitched.

I let my fingers drift down her flat stomach, then lower, until I found the smooth warmth between her thighs.

No hair.
Shaved bare—neat, pink, already wet.

Her pussy lips were slightly parted, glistening in the dim light. I ran my fingers over her slit, slow and teasing, until her knees buckled just a little.

“Turn around,” I said.

She did.

Her hands instinctively moved to cover herself, but I slapped them gently aside.

“Keep them behind your back.”

She obeyed.

I stepped closer. My hand slid up the inside of her thigh again—soft, trembling skin—and stopped just before her center.

“Spread for me.”

She opened her legs without a word. A perfect, obedient little thing. Her pussy glistened in the low light—slick, flushed, the lips puffy and aching.

I crouched down and pressed two fingers slowly inside her.

Knuckle-deep.

She gasped, hips jerking forward, thighs trembling.

“Already this wet?” I murmured. “You’ve been thinking about this, haven’t you?”

She nodded again, lower lip caught between her teeth.

I slid my fingers out, then back in, curling them just slightly to feel that sweet tension grip me tight.

Her walls clenched around me.

“Fuck, Mistress,” she whispered.

“I didn’t say you could speak.”

She bit her lip harder.

I stood, fingers still buried in her pussy, and kissed her jaw, then her neck.

“Good girl,” I whispered, pulling my fingers out—wet, slick, glistening with her.

I brought them to her lips.

“Clean it.”

She sucked my fingers into her mouth eagerly, tongue swirling, moaning faintly as she tasted herself.



I led her to the bed and pushed her down onto her back.

Her body stayed still—submissive, waiting.

I undressed slowly in front of her, unhurried, aware of the way her eyes tracked every inch of exposed skin.

When I stepped forward, her gaze dropped between my thighs and stayed there.

I climbed up and straddled her face—knees framing her cheeks, pussy hovering inches above her mouth.

She looked up, eyes wide, lips parted. Frozen.

I grabbed her chin.

“You want to be told what to do?” I asked.

She nodded.

“Then start here,” I said. “Make me come. No hands. No questions.”

Her tongue met me first—tentative, soft, shy little flicks against my slit.

I let out a low breath and tugged her hair tighter, grinding down a little more.

“Deeper,” I ordered.

She obeyed.

Her mouth opened wider, her tongue flattening against me. She licked from my dripping entrance up to my clit, long and slow, then again—firmer this time.

I groaned and rolled my hips, pressing into her face.

“That’s it. Just like that. Don’t stop.”

She caught my rhythm, her tongue teasing my clit in soft, wet circles. I could feel her moaning into me—vibrations sending heat straight through me.

My thighs tightened around her head. My grip on the headboard grew fierce. My breath came in short, ragged gasps.

“Fuck—yes—good girl, don’t you dare stop—”

The orgasm hit hard. My hips jerked. My cunt clenched. I came all over her tongue, rocking against her face, grinding it in. She didn’t stop. She took every drop.

When I finally pulled away, my legs were shaking.



I looked down at her—lips wet, chin shiny, cheeks flushed.

“Good girl,” I said softly.

“Touch yourself.”

She reached for her clit instantly, spreading her thighs wider, fingers moving in tight, desperate circles.

I sat back, legs still apart, and watched her unravel.

Her eyes stayed locked on mine as her breathing quickened.

“Come for me,” I said.

She let out a whimper—then a moan—and arched her back.

Her whole body trembled. Her pussy clenched around nothing. She came with a soft cry, lips parted, sweat glistening on her chest.



Afterward, she knelt again.

Her skin was still glowing. Her thighs were still twitching from the aftershocks.

I stood in front of her, placed my foot on her bare thigh.

She looked up at me like she was starving for another order.

“You’ll come back next week,” I said.

She nodded, flushed, still panting.

I smirked.

“And next time, you’ll bring a toy for me to use on you.”

She blushed. But she didn’t hesitate.

Her voice was soft, reverent.

“Yes, Mistress.”


	The Business of Want – Retainers and Requests 


As you know, it started as a kink.
Then a power trip.
Then something… else.

A business, I guess.
But only on paper.

I never advertised.
Never used my name.
Never needed a website or a social media trail.

Men like mine didn’t browse.
They whispered.
Shared me like a contact they couldn’t admit to saving.
An urban legend behind paywalls and privacy clauses.

A lawyer.
A surgeon.
A founder with too many NDAs and a weakness for feet.
A married woman who only came when someone else told her when she could.

My clientele was small—never more than five active at once.
Steady. Obedient. Generous.

And I didn’t just fuck them.
I curated the experience.
The perfume I wore.
The position I crossed my legs in.
The exact minute they were allowed to come—or not.

They didn’t pay for sex.
They paid for structure.
For stillness.
For silence wrapped in red lacquer and a soft no.



Some memories still stick.

The surgeon cried when I made him clean my heels with his tie. Said he hadn’t felt that small since his mother left.

The founder asked if he could pay in shares.
I told him my pussy wasn’t interested in stock options.

The married woman left a wet patch on the velvet chair and whispered thank you like it was the first time anyone made her come.

Another hedge fund guy begged to lick the floor where I’d walked.
I didn’t answer. I just stood still and let him.

One CEO requested silence — total, punishing silence — while he knelt under the table and breathed in the seat I’d just vacated. He called it “studying the residue of power.”

And one poet — yes, a real one — begged to sniff the worn silk of a week’s worth of “indiscretions,” sealed in an Hermès pouch I never washed.
I let him open it only with his tongue.
He wept. I narrated it to my husband, he seemed stumped.

One woman wired ten grand just to watch me seduce her husband from across a suite—while she sat in the corner, fingering herself in silence, biting her knuckle as I rode him slow and smiling.
She came when I told him he could finish in my mouth.

Another business owner wanted me to straddle his partner —cock inside me, heels digging into the mattress—while he watched from a chair, fists clenched, knowing he wasn’t allowed to speak.
When it was over, I let him kneel and clean my thighs with his tongue, like gratuitous tongue.

Another debonair brought me his wedding ring in a box.
I never wore it.
But I kept it.



They came to kneel.
To beg.
To bruise under command.

And they paid well to be ruined beautifully.

Some slipped envelopes under doors.
Others wired it discreetly to shell accounts Ethan helped set up when we still pretended I was just “consulting.”

The firm I built looked legitimate enough to answer casual questions—
and vague enough that no one ever asked twice.

Executive intimacy coaching.
Mentorship sessions.
Boutique lifestyle alignment.

Call it whatever kept their wives from checking their statements.

What I sold was control.



Within a year, I’d helped Ethan fund his second startup.
He was always good with code and capital—quiet systems, encrypted backends, tech that didn’t advertise itself.

Tech startups were his kink. Clean UX. Clean exits. Clean books no one could trace.

He handled backend systems like he handled me: quietly, efficiently, with just enough control to make it feel like dominance.

He never asked where the money came from.
He didn’t need to.

He saw it in the way I moved:
The wardrobe.
The polish.
The lethal calm of a woman who didn’t flinch anymore.
Who didn’t wait to be given.
Who never begged.



I rented a small studio space uptown—minimal, elegant, soundproof.
It looked like a therapist’s office.
Except no one came there to heal.
They came to break.

Some met me there.
Others I allowed into hotel suites booked under names that didn’t exist.
I never let anyone near my home.
Not even Leah.



No one knew what I did.
Not my sister.
Not my friends.
Not my therapist.
Not the yoga moms I had brunch with.

But sometimes, I’d sit at those tables, listen to them gripe about husbands who wouldn’t go down on them…
and I’d cross my legs a little tighter.
Because while they were clipping coupons and planning surprise parties—

I was sitting on ten grand a week,
with a client list that read like the guest list at Davos,
and people waiting three months just to hear me say no.



I wasn’t a wife anymore.
I was the broker.
The boss.
The woman you wired money to just to ask for permission to breathe.

And I was just getting started.


	The Congressman’s Mouth 


He arrived in silence.

Backseat of a black town car. No driver interaction. No security. Just a man in a crisp navy suit, cufflinks flashing like the lies he wore every day on Capitol Hill.

Congressman M.
Fifty-five.
Three-term incumbent.
Champion of “family values,” anti-sex legislation, and suburban America’s illusion of clean hands and straight spines.

And now, he stood in my doorway, his lips parted like he couldn’t breathe until I gave him permission. The same mouth that once said porn was a public health crisis.



He didn’t speak.

Just held up a white envelope with both hands.

I took it slowly, running a single gloved finger across the edge.

I opened it without breaking eye contact.

$25,000. Neatly banded. No note. No scent. No name.

Exactly as promised.

I nodded once. “Remove your shoes. Strip to your shirt and tie.”

He obeyed.

His shoes came off neatly. Then his pants. Socks. Boxers. He left on the white button-up and that expensive blue silk tie. He stood at attention, cock already stiff, slightly flushed from the shame of his own desire.

“Crawl.”



The floor was heated slate.

He sank to his knees and moved slowly across it—knees brushing the smooth stone, arms behind his back like a servant, head bowed.

I walked barefoot in front of him.

Let the black silk of my open corset sway gently over my hips. I’d worn nothing beneath—just sheer thigh-highs, a garter, and a gloved hand to match.

I said nothing.

He didn’t look up until I sat on the edge of the chaise longue and crossed my legs.

“Eyes on me.”



He looked.

Not at my face—between my thighs. My pussy was bare, plump, glistening faintly from the oil I’d rubbed in minutes before he arrived. My scent had already begun to fill the air. Warm. Sweet. Slightly musky.

“Do you know what I did before you got here?”

He shook his head.

“I touched myself while watching a video of you giving a speech about ‘preserving traditional families.’ I came twice.”

He let out a low, pained sound.

His cock twitched. He didn’t move to touch it.

I leaned forward slightly. “Do you know what that makes you?”

He nodded, barely breathing. “My shame is yours, Mistress.”



I stood up.

Walked behind him.

He stayed kneeling—shivering now.

“Hands on the floor,” I said. “Ass in the air. Face down.”

He obeyed.

His white shirt tightened across his shoulders as he bent. I climbed onto the back of the chaise, bent over the armrest, and pulled my ass open slowly with both gloved hands.

“Crawl to me.”

I didn’t look back. I just held myself wide and still.

He moaned when he saw it—my puckered hole, slick and freshly shaven, presented to him like an offering.

“Use your tongue. Only your tongue. Make yourself useful.”



His mouth met me with immediate reverence.

His breath hitched as his tongue began to circle, slow and tentative. I could feel the shame vibrating off his lips with every flick.

I didn’t react—not at first.

I just held position, leaning into the armrest, my body still, like I was above the act entirely.

His tongue pressed deeper.

I sighed, just barely.

“You will not stop until I say.”



He licked like a man starving for approval.

Soft at first, then firmer, more insistent. His nose pressed between my cheeks. I could hear his breath grow ragged, could feel his chin slick with spit.

I let out a low moan and tilted my hips back against his face.

“Good boy,” I whispered. “Now show me you can keep rhythm. Flatten your tongue. Make it slow. Like you're kissing your legacy goodbye.”

He whimpered.

I looked over my shoulder. His eyes were closed. His cock dripped against his own thigh—full, purple, untouched.



Minutes passed. Ten. Fifteen. Maybe more.

He was shaking by the time I pulled away.

Not from exhaustion.

From emotion.

His face was wet. Not just from my body—but from the quiet tears sliding down his cheeks.

I turned slowly.

“You were raised to lead men,” I said. “But you were built to kneel.”

He nodded, mouth open, lips still wet with me.

“May I—may I please—”

“Speak?”

He nodded again.

“Beg.”



He dropped fully to his stomach, pressing his cheek against the floor.
“Please let me come, Mistress. Please. I need it. I’ll pay double next time.”

“You were elected to lead men,” I said. “But you were built to kneel.”

He nodded; face still pressed to the slate like it could absorb his guilt.

I stood over him, placed the ball of my foot against his cheek, then slid it slowly across his lips.

“You’ll come,” I whispered. “But you’ll do it with your mouth full of my taste. And you’ll clean it up like the dirty little lawmaker you are.”

He groaned. Shivered.

I stepped away and nodded.

“Do it.”



He came hard—hands still behind his back, cock untouched, tongue licking the floor as he spilled across the stone.

He sobbed when it hit.

I said nothing.

Just watched.

Until he went still, face red, breathing shallow.



He dressed in silence.

Left without a word.

Didn’t even look back.



I locked the door, pulled the drapes, and sank into the chaise with a glass of champagne and the envelope heavy in my lap.

The city lights burned below me.

No smile. No sigh. Just the silence of money earned and control maintained.
Naked. Still slick with him. Unbothered.
“God, I love this fucking job.”


Chapter 9: The Shaikh

He had seven wives.

Each one a silk-draped jewel from a different kingdom.
Educated. Obedient. Devoted.

He didn’t need me.

And that’s exactly why I agreed to go.



I was flown in without ceremony — no name, no welcome, just coordinates and a jet.

A silver G700 with white leather seats and a single velvet box waiting on the table.
Inside: a necklace of heavy gold links, cool against my skin, engraved in Arabic script.

A card beneath it read:

“This is not payment. This is prelude.
Wear only this.”

No signature.

But I already knew the name.

Shaikh Rami Al-Fahd.

Oil fortune. Weapons contracts. Quiet investor in three governments.
The kind of man who didn’t live in palaces — he built empires so he could shape them.



The fortress was carved directly into the rock, hidden in the folds of the Saudi desert.
No staff. No guards in sight.

But every breath I took felt watched.

He waited for me barefoot in a silk robe — chest bare, skin the color of burnished bronze, dark eyes deep enough to swallow planets.

He was younger than I expected.
Maybe late thirties.
But he radiated the kind of confidence only born from absolute control.

And yet, when he looked at me, he didn’t see a plaything.

He saw a peer.



“You are not one of my wives,” he said.
“You are not for keeping.”
“You are a rare taste. One I will remember.”

I didn’t speak. I didn’t bow.

I simply removed my coat, revealing my bare skin beneath the gold necklace, and said:

“Then taste.”



He didn’t move at first.
He just stared — slow, appraising — the way a collector stares at a forbidden piece of art before he breaks the rules to own it.

And then he crossed the room and grabbed me.

No hesitation.

One hand to my throat, the other sliding down between my thighs, middle finger dragging through wetness I didn’t bother hiding.



His kiss was all tongue and heat.
Hungry. Unforgiving.

He tasted like cardamom and lust.
His lips crushed mine as he pushed me back against the cold stone wall and lifted me with nothing but his arms — his grip under my thighs iron-strong.

And then… I felt him.

Hard. Thick. Massive.

His cock was heavy against my stomach, already leaking, already pulsing with need.

When he freed it, it slapped against my belly with weight and heat.

Thick. Veined. Dark. Beautiful.

At least nine inches, maybe more. The biggest I have seen even in flicks. Girth like a closed fist.
The kind of cock that ruins you — not just physically, but spiritually. The answer to why he had so many happy wives and satisfied concubines.

He saw the way my breath caught.

He smiled.

“You are wet for something you should fear.”



He didn’t undress me. I was already naked.
He didn’t tease. He didn’t ask.

He took.

He bent me over the carved stone table — the necklace clinking softly against my collarbones — and ran the head of his cock along my slick folds, slow, deliberate, pressing against my entrance just enough to make my thighs tremble.

Then he slammed into me.

No warning.

Just a brutal, claiming thrust that knocked the air out of my lungs.

“Say my name.”

I moaned.

“Say it.”

“Rami…”

And then he fucked me.



He was relentless.

Every thrust was deep and brutal, driving me into the stone like he meant to imprint me into its memory.

He held my wrists behind my back with one hand, pulling me onto his cock with the other.

My pussy stretched around him — painfully at first, then perfectly.
It hurt. It burned.
And then it felt like worship.

My moans echoed through the chamber, bouncing off stone and silence.

He groaned in Arabic — raw, animal sounds, praising how tight I was, how deep he was inside me.

He reached around and grabbed my throat, tilting my head back.

“You will remember this,” he whispered against my ear, hips still slamming into me.
“You will feel me for days.”



When I came, I shattered.
Clenching hard around him, toes curling, legs trembling.

He didn’t stop.

He fucked me through the orgasm, then flipped me onto my back, lifted my legs to his shoulders, and took me again.

Deeper. Rougher.

His cock so deep I could feel it pressing inside my stomach.

I was moaning shamelessly now — ruined, wrecked, wet and open and completely owned.



He finally pulled out, gripped his cock tight, and finished all over my breasts, my lips, my belly.

Thick ropes of cum marking me like a signature.

Then he dropped to his knees and licked me clean — every inch.

When his tongue met my pussy again, I came a second time, so violently I cried out his name like a curse.



We collapsed together, breathless and sweat-soaked, on silk pillows and stone.
His hand lazily traced the curve of my breast.
He lit a cigarette — Turkish, clove-scented — and stared at the vaulted ceiling like he was praying.

And then, without looking at me, he said:

“You should meet Reya.”
“She’s the only woman who’s ever walked out of my bedroom with more than I gave her.”
“She’d appreciate your class.”

He took a slow drag. Exhaled heat.

“And she gives gifts that last.”

He exhaled a slow stream of smoke and finally turned to look at me.
Naked. Marked. Breathing like I’d just survived a goddamn war.

There was no ego in his gaze.

Just knowing.

Like he’d carved his name into me, and knew I’d never forget how it felt.
And maybe he wouldn’t either.

We lay there in silence — not awkward, not tender.
Just full.
Like two empires after a treaty.

He touched the inside of my thigh one last time — slow, reverent — and pressed his mouth to it like a seal.

Then he rose, bare and composed, and slipped out of the room without a sound.

When it was over, we said nothing.

He helped me stand, kissed my wrist like I was royalty, and left the room.

An hour later, a server brought me tea.
With it, a leather envelope.

Inside: a wire confirmation for $1.2 million.

And a note, in his handwriting:

“You are not one of my wives.
You are a storm I let destroy me for one night.”



I left that morning.
No goodbye. No kiss.

Because I wasn’t meant to stay.

And I’m not interested in being anyone’s harlot — not even a king’s.

But he didn’t want a harlot.

He wanted a woman he couldn’t keep.

And I gave him exactly that.


Chapter 10: The Heirloom

It started with a necklace.

Not an invitation.
Not a message.
Not a promise.

A gift — too deliberate to be innocent.

Platinum links. Emerald centerpiece.
Cartier, 1937.
One of one — rumored to have been worn by a duchess the night she seduced a king into declaring war just to keep her in his bed.

It arrived in a black velvet box, hand-delivered by a courier who didn’t make eye contact.

No receipt.
No signature.
No return address.

Just a note, handwritten in black ink on thick, cream stock:

“Worn once by my grandmother when she seduced a king.
Now I want to see it around your throat.”
— R.

No full name.

But I didn’t need one.

I already knew.



Her name was Reya Kavoor.

Shipping heiress.
Twice divorced. Once widowed.
Her family controls six major port cities and half the world’s discreet maritime movement — oil, commodities, arms, and secrets.

I’d heard whispers about her since Singapore.
Seen her from a distance at select events.

But I only came to know her through a man who rarely spoke of others.

Shaikh Rami Al-Fahd.

It was after the second round — I was still dripping down the inside of my thigh, his cum cooling on my belly — when he lit a cigarette and said:

“You should meet Reya.”

“She’s the only woman who’s ever walked out of my bedroom with more than I gave her.”

“She’d appreciate your class.”

Then he smiled, slow and secretive.

“And she gives gifts that last.”



Two weeks later, the necklace arrived.

And I understood.



We had met once, years earlier, at a black-tie charity gala in Vienna.
I was on Ethan’s arm in a slit black Versace, lips the color of blood.
She was in tailored white satin, no jewelry, bidding on a Fabergé egg with one hand and slowly stroking the stem of her champagne glass with the other — her eyes locked on me the entire time.

She didn’t speak to me.

She didn’t need to.

Predators don’t introduce themselves.

They recognize each other.



The formal invitation came three days later.

Embossed stationery. Private courier.

“A three-night stay at my vineyard in Tuscany.
Come alone. Bring nothing but the necklace.”

And a final line, beneath the signature:

“I don’t chase. I collect.”



So I went.



The estate was perched on a hill flanked by black cypress and sprawling silence.
No staff. No security.

Just a locked wrought iron gate and one woman waiting barefoot in a silk robe with a bottle of Barolo in hand.

She didn’t greet me with words.

She opened the gate, stepped forward, kissed both my cheeks like we were old lovers reunited, and pressed a thick document folder into my hands.

A contract.

“You stay for three nights.”
“You wear the necklace and nothing else.”
“I own every orgasm.”
“In return,” she smiled, “you leave with the villa.”



I laughed.

She didn’t.



Night One

She didn’t touch me.

She watched.

Watched me undress in front of a roaring stone fireplace.
Watched me slide naked into a sunken marble bath filled with bergamot oil and crushed rose petals.
Watched me lie across her lap on the velvet couch while I fed myself truffle cheese and slow sips of Brunello, the emerald pendant resting just above the swell of my breasts.

She talked the entire time — calm, amused, cutting.

Warships. Hostile takeovers.
Lovers who broke contracts just to get back into her bed.

But she never touched me.
Not once.

When she finally knelt before me, it wasn’t to part my legs.

It was to unclasp the necklace.

She kissed the hollow it had rested in,
then my throat,
then my navel —
and stopped.

“Tomorrow,” she whispered.
“I want to earn the right to taste you.”

She left me there — glistening, pulsing, unsatisfied.

It was cruel.
It was calculated.

And it worked.



Night Two

She bound my wrists with her own Hermes scarf.
Laid me bare across a lacquered black piano bench, my thighs parted wide, wrists tied behind my back like an offering.

“I want to know what a broker begs like,” she said, brushing her fingers up my inner thigh.

I didn’t beg.

I turned my head. Met her gaze. And smiled.

“You want to taste me?”
“You ask.”

She held my stare for three seconds too long.
Then dropped to her knees without a word.



She kissed the inside of my knees.
Then the crease of my thighs.
And when she finally put her mouth on my pussy, she moaned — like she’d been starving and finally allowed to feast.

She licked with reverence.
Tongue flat and wide, slow at first, then deeper, hungrier —
as if she was trying to drink me into memory.

When I came, she shook.

When I came again, she did — hands trembling, thighs clenched, moaning against my cunt like she couldn’t separate pleasure from worship.

She came from tasting me.
And I let her.



Night Three

No words. No games.

She undressed me slowly.
Reverently.
Like she was unwrapping a sacred thing she already believed belonged to her.

She poured aged Chianti across my breasts.
Licked it off in slow, shaking strokes.

Then she fucked me — hard, deep, with the urgency of a woman who had conquered empires, men, oceans… but not me.

We didn’t make love.

We devoured each other.

My wrists pinned.
Her fingers inside me.
My mouth on her collarbone as she bit down on mine.

It wasn’t tender.
It was desperate.
Necessary.

“You make me feel seventeen,” she whispered against my neck, just before she came, shuddering and soaked, clutching my hip like a lifeline.

“You make me feel dangerous again.”

And I knew she meant it.



The next morning, I woke to find a single velvet folder on the bed.

Inside: a deed.
The vineyard.
Signed over.
Irrevocable.

I never asked for it.

But I’ve learned something about women like Reya — and men like the Shaikh who refer you to them.

When power meets power,
submission becomes a currency of respect, not shame.



Now the villa is mine.

I go twice a year.

It’s where I train my top-tier consultants — the women who want more than tips on sex or seduction.

They want what I have.

They want to be the kind of woman someone gives away real estate for —
not for love.
Not even for lust.
But because pleasing you once is worth more than owning a vineyard.



The necklace?

Still mine.

Still cold.

Still kissed by royalty and now blessed by surrender.

I only wear it when I want to be worshipped.

Which, lately, is often.


Chapter 11: The Retention Game

People always say sex sells.

That’s only half true.

Sex gets attention.
Control keeps it.



Men don’t come back to me because I make them come.

They come back because I don’t.

Because I leave them wanting.
Because I leave them unfinished, even when they finish.
Because, for the first time in their lives, someone looked them dead in the eye and said:

“You’re not here to fuck me.
You’re here to earn me.”

And most of them?
They’ve never had to earn anything real before.
Not in bed.
Not in boardrooms.
Not in marriages built on autopilot and obligation.

I’m the exception that exposes their whole dull pattern.



I don’t run an escort service.
I don’t spread my legs for rent money.

I run a retention business.

Every sigh is deliberate.
Every orgasm? Part of a loyalty strategy.

You want the next session?
You wire the money before you unzip your pants.

"You want to taste me again?" I ask.
And we both know what I mean.
You ask permission.

And maybe, just maybe, I let you.
Or maybe I tell you to crawl silently while I scroll my emails,
my heel resting on your cheek,
and I let you cry into my foot—quietly, reverently.

And the wild thing?

They love it.

Because I make the power feel personal.

Some gifts are sacred.
Like the Tuscan villa Reya gave me.
She still visits sometimes.
Not as a client — but as a woman who understands what we are



We take six vacations a year now.

Paris in the spring.
Kyoto in the fall.
Aspen in between.

Ethan’s colleagues ask how we do it.
How we afford the good life without flaunting it.
Without the influencer noise. Without the hustle.

He just smiles.

Sometimes he says we have “private investments.”
Sometimes he says I’m “consulting.”

He’s not lying.

I run a refined private consulting firm.
Women set their own prices — I take 10%.

I’ve already tested the model:

	One woman in Milan. 
	Two in New York. 


They don’t advertise.
They don’t need to.
I trained them in discretion.
In scent.
In stillness.
In silence that bends men to their knees.

And for those three? I keep 20%.
Quietly. Cleanly.

I’m not building a stable.
I’m building a standard.

Because this world doesn’t need more whores.

It needs brokers.

Women who know their worth —
and charge tax on top.



No, none of the wives suspect.

They just think I’m well-kept.
That I have “good skin.”
That Ethan is still obsessed with me after all these years.

He is.

He should be.



Sometimes, when we’re flying first class and I’m sipping champagne barefoot,
I catch him watching me.

Not just with love.

With pride.
With a little fear.
With the quiet knowing that I could walk away at any moment…

…but I don’t.

Because I like what we’ve built.
Because it’s mine.



Lately, I’ve been thinking of expanding.

Maybe a mentorship program.
A luxury retreat. Invite-only.
Curated training for women who want more than just tips on fucking with finesse.

Women who want to learn how to own their power.
Every inch. Every sigh. Every stare.

Not for men.
For us.

Because this was never just about sex.

This was about making powerful people say “please” on their knees —
and meaning it.



Talia, 41
Wife. Broker. Mistress.
Architect of my own damn empire.
And yes—still accepting clients.

At double the rate.

Book 3 begins ..

Wife to Escort

The Billion Dollar Move 

Deep Inside

Chapter One – The Stranger in his Skin 

The apartment reeked faintly of spilled whiskey and yesterday’s cigarettes. Empty bottles stood like soldiers on the counter, their clear glass bodies catching the late-afternoon light. The blinds hadn’t been opened in days, and dust clung to their slats. It wasn’t always like this. Once, the space had felt alive—laughter echoing off the walls, music humming softly from the speakers, the air full of touches and promises.

Now it was quiet, except for the slosh of liquid in a glass and the sigh of a man who had forgotten how to dream. Tall and broad-shouldered once, now softened by drink, his shirt clung awkwardly across a belly that hadn’t been there five years ago. His jaw, once sharp, was buried beneath uneven stubble; his tired blue eyes glimmered faintly, though only when they strayed toward her.

Daniel sat hunched over the kitchen table, shirt wrinkled, tie hanging loose like a noose he hadn’t bothered to tighten. His once-proud shoulders drooped as though every unpaid bill stacked on the counter weighed him down. The man she had married had been ambitious, charismatic, a dreamer with a plan. This Daniel—the one who drowned his regrets in bourbon before sunset—felt like a stranger wearing her husband’s skin.

Across the room, Emily leaned against the doorway, arms folded, her silk blouse clinging softly to her curves. Her long chestnut hair spilled over her shoulders in careless waves, framing green eyes that could harden or melt with equal force. A narrow waist gave way to the full curve of her hips, and even in simple heels she carried herself with a grace that pulled a man’s gaze like gravity.

She had dressed with care that morning, out of habit more than anything. Not for him. Not anymore. Still, she knew he noticed, in fleeting glances, and those glances carried something twisted now—envy, desire, guilt tangled together.

“Another day off?” she asked quietly, though her tone carried an edge.

Daniel didn’t look up. “Not off. Just… no point going in.”

“You mean they don’t want you there.”

The words slipped out sharper than she intended, but she didn’t take them back. He winced, drained the glass, and reached for the bottle again. She stepped forward, catching his hand before he could pour. For a moment their eyes locked—his glassy, hers bright with something between anger and sorrow.

“Dan,” she whispered, softer this time. “We’re sinking. The bills, the notices, the calls… I can’t keep doing this.”

Her fingers tightened around his, and he felt the warmth of her skin. Once, that touch had been enough to ignite him, to strip away stress and fear, to remind him that he was a man she desired. Now, shame burned through him hotter than her touch. He looked away, ashamed of the half-erection stirring under the table—not from her tenderness, but from the bitterness in her voice, the sharp edge that had somehow begun to arouse him.

Emily pulled back, frustrated. She turned toward the counter, shuffling through envelopes, overdue stamps shouting in red ink. She closed her eyes, inhaled, then exhaled slow. She remembered nights when Daniel would come home buzzing with victories, grabbing her at the door, kissing her breathless before they even made it to the bedroom. They used to fuck against these very counters, her legs wrapped around him, both of them drunk on love and ambition.

Now he was drunk on failure.

And yet, as she stood there in silence, she felt the heat rise in her body—not the clean fire of desire, but a darker flame. Something forbidden, born from the ache of neglect. She wanted more than pity sex, more than lying beside a man too broken to touch her. She wanted to be wanted again—hungrily, desperately.

Behind her, Daniel watched her curves shift under the fabric of her blouse, the way her hips tilted as she leaned on the counter. She had the kind of body that still turned heads—a body that looked both refined and dangerous in its promise. Thirty-two, yet she carried herself with the poise of a woman who knew her value, every curve sharpened by the quiet confidence of experience.

And though his shame gnawed at him, something inside him thrilled at the idea that someone else might be watching her this way too—seeing the sway of her hips, the long fall of chestnut hair, the emerald eyes that could unnerve a man with a single glance. The thought burned and humiliated him, yet it also stirred something darker, something he couldn’t name, that left him both jealous and aroused in the same breath. Even in his haze, he noticed how carefully she dressed now—skirts that hugged, heels that clicked with authority, blouses chosen to draw the eye. She hadn’t dressed like that just for him in years. The thought stung, and yet somewhere deep inside, a twisted part of him thrilled at the possibility that maybe she wasn’t dressing for him at all.

Maybe she was dressing for someone else.

The shame of it should have crushed him. Instead, it stirred something low and guilty in his gut.

Emily turned back, meeting his gaze. “Something has to change, Dan. I can’t keep living like this.”

Her words hung heavy in the air, thick with unspoken threats and dangerous possibilities. He nodded slowly, not because he believed he could fix it, but because a darker thought clawed at him: maybe she would fix it herself. Maybe she already knew how.

And the thought of her doing it—without him, with someone else—made his cock twitch in ways that terrified him.


Chapter Two – The Choice

The evening light slanted weakly through the blinds, turning the dust in the air into golden flecks. Daniel sat slumped at the table again, glass in hand, his tie loose, his shirt collar damp with sweat. The bottles never seemed to empty fast enough, though his paychecks did.

Emily walked in, heels clicking against the wood floor, her blouse tucked sharply into her skirt, as if armor could be stitched from silk. She had just come back from running errands, another stack of envelopes in her hand—more red stamps, more warnings. She dropped them on the counter with a hard slap.

“Do you even care anymore?” she demanded, her voice low but shaking with fury.

Daniel’s glass froze halfway to his lips. He turned his head slowly, his tired blue eyes narrowing. “Care? You think I don’t care? I break my back, and it’s never enough. Never enough for you, never enough for anyone.”

Emily folded her arms, jaw tight. “Breaking your back? You’re breaking the bottle, Dan. That’s all you’re breaking these days.”

The words sliced him open. He stood, too fast, chair legs screeching against the floor. His fists clenched at his sides, knuckles white. “Don’t talk to me like I’m some useless drunk. I’ve built this company from nothing. I—”

“—And now you’re letting it rot!” she snapped, cutting across him, her chest heaving. “Do you even hear yourself? Do you see this place? The bills, the calls, the goddamn notices? I’m drowning while you sit here with your fucking whiskey. Maybe it would’ve been better if I had fucked someone who could actually take care of me!”

The silence after her words was knife-sharp.

Daniel’s breath came ragged. Something inside him cracked—rage, shame, despair all twisting together. His hand moved before he thought, a sharp slap across her cheek.

Her head whipped to the side, hair spilling, lips parting in shock. For a single heartbeat the room was frozen, the sound of his strike hanging between them. Then Emily’s palm struck back, hard, across his face.

They stood inches apart, trembling, gasping like fighters at the end of a brutal round. Her cheek still burned from his slap, his jaw still stung from hers. Anger sat between them like a live wire, sparking in the silence.

Then, as if words had failed and violence had burned through the last defense, their bodies crashed together.

Daniel’s hands clamped onto her waist, rough, needy. Emily shoved him back against the table, envelopes scattering to the floor. Her nails clawed at his shirt, dragging buttons loose. Their mouths collided—wet, messy, desperate. He tasted of whiskey and salt, his breath hot and ragged.

“Fuck,” she hissed between kisses, teeth catching his lip.

His hips pressed into hers, already straining. She gasped as he lifted her onto the table, pushing aside bills and unopened notices. Paper crumpled under her thighs as he kissed down her neck with the fury of a drowning man clawing for air.

It wasn’t tender. It wasn’t gentle. It was raw, furious, alive. Their anger blurred into hunger. She bit his shoulder, he grunted against her skin, and for a moment it felt like the only way left to touch each other was to fight and fuck at the same time.

But even in the heat, even as she clung to him, Emily noticed it. The difference.

When he pushed inside her, it wasn’t the way it used to be. His cock didn’t throb with that old urgency. It felt softer, spongier, as if the booze had dulled even that part of him. She clenched hard around him, trying to coax life back into him, but it was like gripping flesh that had lost its steel.

Her nails raked his back in frustration, her body begging for more, but he was already faltering. His rhythm was shallow, hurried, almost pathetic. In moments it was over — a hot rush, a sharp grunt, and then his weight collapsed onto her chest.

Emily lay beneath him, unsatisfied, her breath still jagged, her body burning with need. All that fight, all that fury — wasted. She hadn’t even come close. These days, she never did.

If even this is gone, what’s left of him for me to hold onto? The thought cut sharper than the slap had.

Daniel sagged against her, chest heaving. She stroked his stubbled jaw, more out of habit than desire.

“Dan…” she whispered, softer now, the fight bled out of her. “You can’t keep doing this. To yourself. To us.”

His blue eyes shimmered in the dim light, wet with exhaustion, shame, maybe even regret. “I’m sorry,” he murmured. “I don’t… I don’t know how to fix it. I’m trying. God, I’m trying.”

She kissed his temple, held him close. For a moment, she almost believed it.

But by morning, the cycle had reset. The bottle was open before the sun was high. The landlord’s letter lay unopened, the red ink screaming. Company calls went unanswered.

Daniel sat slouched at the table, yesterday’s shirt clinging to him, head heavy in his hands. His promises had drowned overnight in amber liquid.

Emily stood in the bedroom mirror, blouse fitted sharp against her curves, skirt hugging her hips. She fastened her earrings, checked the line of her lipstick. She looked at him once more—ruined, slumped, lost—and something inside her hardened.

If she stayed waiting for him, they’d sink together.

She couldn’t let that happen. She wouldn’t.

That afternoon, Emily sent in her application to a mid-tier corporate firm. It wasn’t glamorous, it wasn’t her dream, but it was stable. Predictable. Survival.

The kind of job she once sneered at as dull, soulless. Now, it looked like salvation.

And as she hit submit, she told herself she was ready to make a desperate choice in a marriage that had already begun to bleed out.


Chapter Three – The Shift

The office wasn’t much to look at. A dozen desks, humming computers, a half-dead plant in the corner. The carpet carried the faint musk of stale coffee, and the copier made a death rattle whenever anyone dared to use it. But compared to the stifling wreck of her apartment, it was another world.

The man who ran it, Richard Hale, was in his early forties. Broad-shouldered, silver streak in his hair, sleeves always rolled up like he meant to get dirty alongside everyone else. His voice carried calm authority, but behind his smile Emily noticed the stress lines etched deep, the distracted way he thumbed through invoices. His firm wasn’t crumbling like Daniel’s company had, not yet, but the struggle was clear—he was holding it together with grit and charm, and everyone knew it.

Emily threw herself into the work. Spreadsheets, calls, late-night emails—whatever needed doing, she did it. When a client snapped on the phone, she snapped sharper and won. When a pitch teetered, she steadied it with that smooth voice and quick wit Daniel used to love in her. She hadn’t felt this sharp in years.

Richard noticed.

“Impressive, Emily,” he said after one brutal client meeting she’d turned around. His hand lingered a second too long on her shoulder, just enough to make her skin prickle. “Didn’t think anyone could pull that off.”

She smiled, professional but warm. “Just doing my job.”

But inside, it lit something. A flicker of being seen. Wanted. Respected.

Weeks blurred into months. She stayed late, often the last one in the office, typing under the harsh glow of fluorescent lights. Sometimes Richard stayed too, tie loosened, rubbing his temples while she dropped another neat folder on his desk. More than once he looked up at her with tired gratitude in his eyes—the kind of look Daniel hadn’t given her in years.

At home, things soured further. She’d drag herself through the door with takeout bags, or sometimes she’d cook while still in heels, too exhausted to care when Daniel mumbled drunken half-words from the couch. His glass was always full, his shirt stained, his eyes dull. After a while she stopped nagging. Stopped trying. She’d eat alone, watch him rot, and then crawl into bed without so much as touching him.

The sight of him with his belly slack, cock never hard unless fueled by booze and rage, barely even stirred anger anymore. Just numbness.

Richard, though—Richard looked at her differently. In meetings, his eyes flickered down the line of her blouse, across the curve of her hips when she stood at the whiteboard. She dressed sharp now—skirts that hugged her thighs, silk that clung just enough, heels that made her calves flex. She told herself it was just professionalism, dressing the part. But she wasn’t blind. She saw his gaze, felt the charge between them when he leaned close over a document, the warmth of his breath at her ear.

He never crossed a line. Neither did she. But it was there, humming under the surface.

One evening, after she’d salvaged a pitch everyone else thought was doomed and landed the firm a major project, Richard called her into his office. The staff had gone home hours ago, leaving only the hum of computers and the faint glow of city lights seeping through the blinds.

He pulled out a half-empty bottle of cheap wine someone had abandoned at a holiday party months back and poured two glasses. He slid one across the desk to her.

“You’re the reason we got this, Emily,” he said, raising his glass. His voice was tired but warm, eyes catching hers. “I don’t say this lightly—you’ve kept this firm alive.”

She took a sip, the wine thin and tart, but her lips curved anyway. “Happy to help,” she said.

Richard’s gaze lingered a second too long on her mouth. It wasn’t crude, not blatant, but she felt it. Felt it low in her chest, warm in a place that hadn’t been touched in too long.

They drank quietly, the silence weighted. Then his phone buzzed—family, she guessed. He sighed, pushed it aside, and leaned back. The moment slipped away like smoke.

Emily drained her glass, set it down neatly, and stood. She smoothed her skirt with practiced hands, every movement deliberate. “Goodnight, Richard.”

The parking lot was mostly empty, shadows stretching under the flickering lamplight. Her car—a five-year-old sedan she’d insisted on keeping in her name—waited like a lifeline. She slid behind the wheel, leather still faintly warm from the sun, and gripped the steering wheel with both hands.

Technically, they couldn’t afford it. The payments still nipped at her paycheck every month, insurance always came due at the worst time. Daniel had grumbled about selling it more than once, slurring about how they “didn’t need two damn cars” while tipping whiskey into his glass. But Emily had refused. The sedan wasn’t luxury. It was escape. Independence. A machine that would start when she turned the key, unlike the man slumped at home who couldn’t be counted on for anything.

She was grateful to Richard, more than she’d ever admit aloud. The salary he gave her wasn’t spectacular, but it was decent—steady, respectable money. Enough to keep some bills paid, keep the lights on, keep groceries in the fridge. She was still behind, always chasing due dates, the stack of envelopes on the kitchen counter growing like weeds. But at least she wasn’t drowning yet.

The thought of what would happen without her income made her stomach knot. With Daniel useless—drinking, jobless, dead to the world most nights—it was all on her now. The rent. The car. The groceries. Everything. She couldn’t afford to slip, couldn’t afford a single missed step. And still, the fear never left her.

As she pulled out of the lot, the city lights flashing across her windshield, her pulse still quickened from Richard’s gaze. He hadn’t touched her, hadn’t said anything out of line, but she’d felt it—the spark, the want. And in the privacy of her car, away from his steadying presence and Daniel’s stinking wreckage, she allowed herself to admit she wanted it too.

By the time she got home, the apartment reeked of sour alcohol and sweat. Daniel was sprawled on the couch, one leg dangling off the side, an empty bottle tipped on the carpet. His mouth hung slack, faint snores rattling out. He didn’t stir when she walked in.

She dropped her bag on the counter, kicked off her heels, and just stared at him for a long moment. The man she used to rush home to. The man who once made her legs tremble with a single kiss. Now he was a ruin in yesterday’s shirt, his cock useless, his dreams drowned.

Emily turned away, heading for the bedroom without a word. For the first time, she didn’t feel guilty for not caring. Not even a flicker of it.


Chapter Four – Fractures

Emily couldn’t remember the last time she’d touched her husband in anything resembling intimacy. Three months at least. Longer if she counted only the times that actually meant something, not the half-hearted grunts when he tried to force himself hard with booze and anger. His cock never stayed up unless he was pickled, and even then it felt like dead weight, spongy and unsatisfying. She’d stopped trying. Stopped wanting. Her body had gone dry with disuse, and the thought of him on top of her filled her with more dread than longing.

Work was different. Work was alive.

The latest account had nearly slipped through their fingers. The client was ready to walk until Emily cornered him with that iron voice she’d nearly forgotten she had. By the time she was done, the contract was signed. Richard had watched her the whole time—eyes sharp, mouth pulled into something between admiration and hunger.

After hours, when the office emptied and the city lights bled through the blinds, he poured her a drink. Scotch this time, not cheap wine. A single cube clinked in her glass.

“You saved us again,” he said, voice low, shoulders slumping with the release of tension. “I should be paying you twice what I do.”

Emily smirked faintly. “Don’t tempt me. You know I’d hold you to that.”

They laughed, but the sound faded into silence. He leaned back in his chair, sleeves rolled to his forearms, tie loose, hair mussed from running his hands through it. He looked nothing like Daniel. Richard looked tired, yes, but alive. Capable. Strong. His eyes flicked over her, and she felt it land—on her legs crossed just so, the silk blouse hugging her chest.

For a long moment, neither moved. She wanted him to cross that desk. She wanted his hands on her, wanted to feel flesh against flesh that wasn’t slack and reeking of whiskey. Her pulse throbbed between her thighs just at the thought.

But his phone buzzed, kids again, dragging him back. He broke eye contact first.

“Go home, Emily,” he said softly. “Get some rest.”

She left with her whole body humming, torn between relief and frustration.



The apartment stank before she even opened the door—beer, sweat, sour breath. Daniel was on the couch, slumped, snoring with his mouth open, shirt stained. She dropped her bag on the counter and started stacking bills into a pile, her stomach twisting as she added up numbers she couldn’t stretch.

Then he stirred. Groggy, bleary-eyed, blinking at her.

“Where the fuck’ve you been?” he slurred.

“Working.” She didn’t look at him. “Somebody has to.”

He staggered to his feet, wobbling, knocking an empty bottle to the floor where it rolled under the coffee table. “Late every night. All dressed up. Who’s fucking you, huh? Is it him? Your boss?”

Emily’s blood ran hot. “Don’t start, Daniel.”

But he did. He lunged toward the counter, snatched the stack of bills and flung them. Envelopes scattered across the floor like snow. “You think you’re better than me? You think you’re gonna leave me for some rich prick?”

Something inside her snapped. She screamed back, raw, voice cracking. “Better than you? Christ, Daniel, a corpse is better than you! You’re drunk, useless, limp in bed, and you’ve been that way for years. You disgust me.”

He froze at her words, sagging into silence, and for the first time he looked small—hollowed-out, pathetic. Emily’s chest heaved, her throat raw from shouting. She grabbed her bag, muttered, “Don’t wait up,” and slammed the door behind her.

She pushed past him, scooping her bag from the counter. “Don’t wait up.”



The night air was cool, sharp against her flushed skin. She slid into her sedan and started the engine, the hum steady and reliable in a way Daniel no longer was. For a long minute she just sat there, gripping the wheel, staring at the apartment windows, waiting to see if he would come stumbling after her. He didn’t.

So she pulled out and drove. Past the shuttered shops, past the glowing bars spilling laughter and neon onto the sidewalk, past couples walking arm in arm. The city blurred by in streaks of light while she tried to quiet the roar inside her chest.

Her mind drifted back to Richard—his steady voice, his eyes lingering on her, the way he looked at her like she still mattered. She felt the ache between her thighs, the hollowness of three months without real touch, the way her body craved something, someone.

And then her thoughts swung hard back to Daniel. Her Daniel. The one who used to kiss her until her knees buckled, who used to hold her so tight she thought nothing in the world could touch them. The man before the bottles, before the failure, before the rot.

She wished—God, she wished—he would ditch the drink, crawl back into their bed, and take her the way he once had. She would leave everything else—her job, the car, even the dangerous warmth in Richard’s eyes—if only Daniel would find his way back to her.

But when she pulled into the parking lot, the apartment lights were dark, and inside she already knew what she’d find: her dear Daniel, slack-jawed and stinking of liquor, lost in a sleep too heavy to wake.


Chapter Five – The Line Breaks

The boardroom buzzed with that false kind of energy, all nervous laughter and the sound of pens clicking against notepads. Suits everywhere — grey, navy, black — expensive watches flashing under the lights, ties pulled too tight against thick throats. The men looked up when Emily walked in with Richard, some trying to hide their quick appraisal, others not even bothering.

Her heels cracked sharp against the polished floor, echoing through the hush as she crossed the room. She could feel their eyes dragging over her: the cut of her blouse, the sway of her hips, the curve of her ass under the tight skirt. Once, months ago, that kind of attention would’ve rattled her, made her cheeks burn. Now, she let it roll over her like heat from an open oven. It wasn’t shame anymore — it was power.

Richard guided her to the head of the table with a subtle gesture, but when they sat, it was obvious whose presence dominated the room. He straightened his notes, his face calm, the same cool professionalism he always wore. But she caught the flicker in his eyes when he looked at her — he knew what she brought to the table. Literally.

“This is a conversation about more than numbers,” Richard began, his voice smooth, steady. He laid out the bare bones: the offer, the cost, the safe projections. He was the structure, the foundation.

But Emily was the fire.

When he paused, she leaned forward, elbows brushing the table, blouse shifting just enough to hold their attention. She didn’t rush. Her voice came low at first, then stronger, measured, drawing them in. Every word rolled out with confidence she had fought to earn. She smiled at the right moments, sharp and warm at once, the kind of smile that dared them not to agree with her.

A man at the far end coughed, adjusted his collar, eyes glued to her lips. Another kept glancing at the way her fingers traced the edge of her folder. Emily knew it, felt it — the tight pull of their focus, the way the balance of the meeting tipped in her favor with every sentence.

She wasn’t just selling numbers. She was selling herself — her poise, her curves, her voice. And she hated that it worked, but she loved it too.

By the time she finished, even the skeptics were nodding, murmuring assent. The signatures came quick after that, pens scratching across paper, contracts sliding across the glossy wood. Hands were shaken, broad palms gripping, rings catching the light.

Richard waited until they had left, the door clicking shut, the echo of their footsteps fading down the hall. Then he clapped her shoulder, firm but brief, his hand lingering just a fraction longer than necessary. He leaned in close, breath warm against her ear.

“You crushed it,” he murmured, low enough for only her to hear.

_________________________________________________________________________________

That night, the office was a hollow shell. Desks empty, screens dark, the hum of the city filtering in faintly through the glass walls. Only one light burned — Richard’s. It cast a warm, low glow across the carpet, a square of amber in the silence.

Emily pushed the door shut behind her, the click sounding louder than she intended. He was hunched at his desk, jacket tossed over the back of his chair, shirt sleeves rolled up, tie pulled loose. The strain of the day still hung on him, lines at the corner of his eyes, but when he looked up, his gaze was sharp, shadowed, unreadable.

“I think people are starting to suspect,” he said at last, voice low, as though even the empty walls could overhear. “The way they look at us.”

Emily took her time crossing the room, each step deliberate, her heels muffled against the carpet. When she stopped in front of his desk, her lips curled — not into warmth, not into scorn, but something sly and knowing that sat right in between.

“I really don’t care, Richard,” she murmured, her voice steady, edged with something dangerous. “Let them. I know what I am.”

He leaned back slightly, jaw tightening, eyes searching her face for something he couldn’t name. The air thickened between them, dense, charged. The space felt too small now, too hot, as if the walls themselves were pressing them together.

And then, shrill and sudden, his phone rang. The sound sliced through the haze, pulling him back. He grabbed it, turning away as he answered, pacing toward the window. His voice shifted quickly, brightening, words clipped and fast. His face lit up as the caller spoke, tension easing from his shoulders in a rush.

He answered, pacing the office with the phone pressed tight to his ear, nodding quickly as the voice on the other end spoke. Emily watched him, her heart drumming. She could see the change happen in real time — the way his shoulders straightened, the stress lines around his eyes melting into something electric.

“Yes,” he said, almost breathless. “Yes, absolutely. We’ll make it work.”

He hung up and turned toward her, face flushed, grinning like a man who’d been drowning for months and just touched dry land.

“We got it,” he said, voice catching with disbelief and pride. “The contract. It’s ours.”

For a moment, everything stilled — just his breath and hers. Then something broke loose.

He crossed the room in three fast steps, grabbing her — hands sliding over her arms, down to her waist, then anchoring tight at her back. She barely had time to react before his mouth crashed into hers.

It wasn’t sweet. It wasn’t slow. It was everything they’d been holding back. His kiss was open, wet, devouring. His breath still smelled faintly of scotch and tension. She melted into it, lips parting, teeth grazing, tongues tangling like they were starving.

Everything she’d buried—loneliness, resentment, lust—rose in her throat like a scream. She didn’t want romance. She wanted to be devoured.

Her blouse bunched under his fists as he dragged her against him, knuckles white with how hard he gripped the fabric. The silk resisted for just a second, then gave way with a violent rip—buttons popping, pinging off the floor like coins tossed into the dark.

She gasped—not in shock, but from the sheer heat of it. The hunger. The violence of finally being wanted again.

His mouth was on her neck in an instant, biting, tasting, breathing her in like he’d waited years. He didn’t kiss gently—he marked her, dragging his teeth along her collarbone, sucking until her skin bloomed red beneath his lips.

One hand grabbed her ass with a groan, hard enough to bruise, grinding her against the thick, pulsing bulge in his pants. The other hand slid up beneath her skirt, slow and purposeful, fingers brushing the inside of her thigh like he already knew the exact path, like he’d memorized it in a thousand sleepless nights.

“Fuck,” he growled against her skin, voice raw, trembling. “I’ve wanted this for so fucking long.”

“Then take it,” she hissed into his ear, biting his jaw.

She shoved him back, palms flat and firm against his chest. He didn’t resist. He let her, staggering slightly until the backs of his thighs hit the desk behind him. His eyes locked on hers—wild, dark, starved—like he couldn’t believe it was finally happening.

She didn’t ask. She didn’t wait.

In one smooth, furious motion, she swept her arm across the desk—folders, pens, reports, a half-full coffee mug, even a framed photo of his kids and smiling wife—all of it went crashing to the floor in one violent, unapologetic sweep.

Paper scattered like debris, fluttering through the air and tumbling to the carpet in soft thuds, a chaotic storm of everything they were supposed to protect.

And none of it mattered. Not right now. Not anymore.

Her skirt was already rucked halfway up her thighs from the frantic grind of their bodies, the fabric bunched tight around her hips. She grabbed the hem and hiked it higher, baring the smooth skin of her legs without care, without grace. Her thighs trembled—not from fear, but from sheer anticipation, from the way her whole body throbbed with hunger.

Her panties were soaked, clinging to her like wet silk, the crotch dark with arousal. She didn’t ease them down. She hooked two fingers under the lace and yanked them aside, baring herself completely—glossy, flushed, swollen with need.

She hadn’t shaved. A soft patch of untrimmed hair crowned her mound, dark and damp, a mess of real flesh and scent and heat. Her folds pulsed open beneath it, glistening in the cool air, raw and exposed. There was nothing delicate about it. No pretending. No performance. Just unfiltered, unapologetic want.

Her legs spread wider, trembling, the muscles twitching under her skin. The look she gave him was pure command: I want you inside me. Now.

Richard’s breath caught in his throat. His eyes dropped, dragging across the sight of her—bare, wet, real—and he groaned, low and guttural, like a man cracking open.

He fumbled with his belt, fingers suddenly clumsy—urgency turning precision into raw desperation. The buckle clanked loud in the quiet office, metal on metal, a sharp reminder of just how far this was going. He ripped it open, yanked down the zipper with a low, frustrated growl.

His cock sprang free in one hard, hungry release—veined, thick, flushed a deep, angry red from base to tip. It jutted upward with weight and purpose, heavy with need, a bead of precum already welling at the crown like it had been begging for this all day. 

It was ugly. It was beautiful. It was massive. Bloated with desire for her.

Emily’s breath hitched. Her mouth parted, but no words came out. Just heat.

Fuck.

She wasn’t ready for the sight of him like this. She’d pictured it, sure—fleeting flashes while lying cold beside Daniel, her husband limp and snoring, reeking of whiskey and wasted years. In those moments, Richard’s face would flicker in her mind, his voice, the way his hand brushed her back during meetings.

But this? This was beyond the fantasy.

He was bigger than she’d expected. Thicker. The kind of cock that made her pussy tighten in anticipation, just from the sight. The kind that wasn’t built for gentle mornings or missionary sighs—it was built to ruin, to fuck hard and deep, to leave her wrecked and sore and trembling.

Just looking at it made her throb.

Her thighs clenched, slick and needy, as her breath came harder. There was no going back now. Not after this.

Her pussy clenched hard, wetness pooling instantly. She felt the rush of slick soak her already-damp panties, and her thighs pressed together instinctively, trying to chase the friction.

Her eyes stayed locked on him, dragging up the length of him slowly. Her chest rose and fell in shallow waves, heat rushing through every nerve in her body.

“Jesus Christ,” she whispered—half a moan, half reverence. She hadn’t meant to say it aloud.

Richard heard it. His eyes flared, something primal flickering behind the restraint. He stepped between her open thighs, the heat of him radiating off his skin.

His voice was low, rough. “You ready for me?”

Emily didn’t blink.

She looked him dead in the eye, lips parted, breath trembling. Her gaze dropped to his cock again, then slowly climbed back to his face.

Her voice came out thick, dark with hunger. “You have no fucking idea.”

“Jesus,” he muttered, the words almost reverent. “You’re so fucking beautiful like this.”

“Then shut up,” Emily hissed, voice ragged. “And fuck me.”

That snapped whatever restraint he had left. He grabbed her hips and hauled her forward, lining up and slamming into her in a single rough thrust. No warning. No build-up. Just the slick, wet slap of skin as months of tension finally snapped.

She gasped, sharp and raw, her nails digging into the edge of the desk, legs wrapping around his waist to keep him buried deep.

The stretch felt obscene in the best way. He filled her completely—hard, pulsing, thick in a way Daniel hadn’t been in what felt like forever. She moaned as his cock throbbed inside her, every inch dragging against her soaked, clenched walls. She gripped him instinctively, squeezing around him, drawing a ragged groan from his throat.

They moved like animals. Fast. Desperate. Their rhythm was messy, chaotic—skin slapping, hips crashing, mouths open and panting. His hands were everywhere, gripping her like he didn’t care if he left bruises. He grabbed her ass, squeezed her tits through the torn lace of her bra, fingers digging into her thighs as he drove into her harder, deeper, lost in the feel of her.

Her breasts bounced with every thrust, one nipple slipping free, his mouth catching it, biting, sucking, leaving it swollen and slick. Her blouse hung shredded around her elbows, hair matted to her face, mascara smeared under wild eyes. She was slick between her thighs, stretched wide around him, and she didn’t care how used she looked—she wanted it. Needed it.

She wasn’t quiet.

“Harder.”
“Don’t stop.”
“Fucking take it, Richard.”

And he did.

He gave her all of it—his breath, his weight, his guilt, his hunger, his months of wanting her behind every brutal snap of his hips. His thrusts turned frantic, almost punishing, and she took it gladly. Welcomed the filth of it. Craved the way it drowned everything else—Daniel’s whiskey-stained skin, the stack of unpaid bills, the cold bed she hadn’t bothered to lie in for weeks.

This wasn’t romance.
It was pure, savage need—her pent-up horniness after months of neglect, and his caged desire for the woman he saw every day and never dared to touch until now.

Her orgasm hit like a goddamn freight train.

It started deep in her belly, tight and mean, then broke free all at once. Her body locked around him—thighs clamping around his waist, spine arched, cunt spasming with violent waves. She cried out, loud and hoarse, and bit into his shoulder, hard. She tasted salt and sweat and the metallic tang of blood, but she didn’t care. She wanted to mark him, hurt him, keep him in that moment with her.

That was it.

That pushed him over.

Richard groaned—deep and animal—as he slammed into her one last time and came, hard. His hips bucked in stuttering bursts, his cock twitching deep inside her, spilling hot, relentless pulses of cum. She clenched around him, greedy and aching, like she could milk every drop out of him, like she needed to keep it in—needed to feel full, claimed, used, wanted.

She hadn’t felt that in years.

They collapsed together, sweaty, panting, tangled.

His forehead pressed against hers, the edge of the desk biting into the back of her thighs. Her legs trembled around his waist, still wrapped tight. Her pussy throbbed—raw, stretched, dripping. His cum was already sliding out of her in thick, hot streaks, pooling beneath them on the slick desk surface.

She didn’t close her legs. Didn’t move. She let it happen. Let herself be wrecked.

The office around them looked bombed-out.

Papers scattered like confetti, a report folder crumpled under her heel. Her bra hung from the armrest of a chair like an afterthought. One of the filing drawers had popped open when she’d shoved him back against the desk. Richard’s phone buzzed on the carpet, facedown, ignored. Somewhere, maybe under the couch, her panties lay twisted and forgotten.

Neither of them spoke.

They just breathed. Shallow. Heavy. The sweat cooling between their bodies made their skin sticky where it touched. His hand was still on her hip, hers tangled in his hair.

Then Richard’s voice cracked through the quiet, hoarse, wrecked with guilt.

“What are we doing?”

Emily slowly leaned back, her chest still rising and falling. Her blouse hung open, exposing her nipples to the fluorescent ceiling lights, her skirt still bunched around her hips. She didn’t reach for modesty. Didn’t try to clean up or fix a thing.

His cum clung to the insides of her thighs, hot and thick and wet.

She met his eyes. Steady. Unapologetic.

And with a voice that didn’t shake, she said:

“Exactly what we’ve wanted to.”


Chapter Six – The Drive

The silence in the room was different now—no longer heavy with lust, but something colder. Guilt had slipped in through the cracks and was already settling into the space between their bodies.

Emily was still spread across the desk, her skirt wrinkled and bunched around her hips, her blouse hanging open, one breast still exposed to the humming office light above. Her legs trembled around Richard’s waist, his softening cock still buried inside her, their bodies stuck together by sweat and cum and consequence.

And then the phone buzzed again. A sharp, insistent sound. A third time.

Richard stilled. His forehead was pressed against hers, and she felt him go rigid.

He pulled out slowly—carefully, like the exit itself was an admission—and stepped back. Emily winced at the loss. A hot trail of his cum leaked down the inside of her thigh, smearing against her skin.

He reached for his phone without a word, jaw clenched.

His thumb hovered over the screen for half a second, then tapped. The voice on the other end was muffled but unmistakable: his wife.

“Yeah. Still here,” he said, turning slightly away. “Long night… just wrapping up.”

Emily didn’t move. She stayed exactly where she was—half-dressed, half-ruined, not blinking—as she listened to the man who had just come inside her tell his wife goodnight.

“Of course I’ll be home before breakfast. Give them a kiss for me. Yeah… love you too.”

She exhaled quietly and sat up, the edge of the desk biting into the backs of her thighs. Her fingers went to her bra first—hanging from the chair like some discarded question. She hooked it back into place, fumbling for a second before her fingers steadied. Then her panties—crumpled on the floor, soaked through.

She stepped into them, tugged them up, wincing at the wetness against her skin. Her skirt followed, smoothed down over sore thighs. She didn’t bother to button all of her blouse—just the middle three—enough to pass for neat.

Richard was still talking. Still pretending. Still homeward.

Emily didn’t say anything. She walked to the door in silence, heels in hand, and disappeared into the corridor.



The washroom lights were too bright. Sterile. Brutal.

She closed the door behind her and turned the lock with a soft click. The office bathroom was stark and sterile — cold light buzzing above, tiled floor too clean, too white. The hum of the city filtered through the frosted window, but in here, the silence pressed.

Her eyes lifted to the mirror. And froze.

The woman staring back didn’t look like someone who made a mistake. She looked like someone who made a choice.

Her lipstick was gone — devoured in his mouth. Her hair, once neatly coiled, now hung wild and damp around her face. A smear of mascara traced a line down her cheek, half-dried tear or sweat, she didn’t know.

Her collarbone bloomed red — a bruise rising fast where his mouth had latched and sucked and bitten, a mark that would darken by morning. Her blouse hung off her shoulders, torn open, the front gaping wide, revealing the torn strap of her bra and the soft, flushed swell of one breast. Her nipples still ached, tight from his mouth, from how roughly he’d used her.

Her thighs were sticky. She could feel it — the warm, viscous smear of him still leaking down her legs, cooling now, but unmistakably there. The scent of sex clung to her skin. Musky. Sweet. Indecent.

Her eyes were too wide. Too dark. Haunted.

She stared at herself for a long, unblinking moment. Long enough to feel the ache settle in her hips, the dull throb deep in her cunt, the sore ring where he’d stretched her wide.

Then, finally, she moved.

She grabbed a wad of paper towels and ran the water hot. No soap — just heat and pressure. She hiked up her skirt again, didn’t wince when she saw the reddened skin between her thighs. She parted her legs and began to wipe — slow, deliberate strokes, cleaning his cum from her folds, her thighs, her panties.

It soaked through the first towel, then the next.

She didn’t flinch. Didn’t frown. Just kept going until the skin was clean, though not dry — she was still wet, but not from him now. From herself. Her body hadn’t gotten the memo that it was over.

She splashed water on her face. Dabbed beneath her eyes. Dusted translucent powder over the worst of the smudges. Ran her fingers through her hair, taming the worst tangles. Fixed her blouse as best she could — there weren’t enough buttons left to close it, so she tucked it in and tied it loosely at the waist.

Lipstick — a fresh coat. She applied it slowly, carefully, then pressed her lips to a folded square of toilet paper, blotting once, twice. She rolled her shoulders back. Straightened her spine.

Last came the perfume — just a single spritz to each wrist, and a touch behind each ear. A veil to hide what clung underneath.

She looked up at the mirror again.

She still looked fucked. Used. Tired.

But she looked good.

Alive.

Her voice, when it came, was soft — almost a whisper, her lips barely moving.

“You wanted this,” she said. “So own it.”



The lights in the office had dimmed to night mode, humming low overhead. The air felt cooler, sterile again. Like the heat they’d created had already been erased by fluorescent indifference.

Richard was near the window, phone to his ear. His voice was low and smooth — the business voice, the one that closed deals and shook hands, the one that never cracked. Not like when he came inside her, gasping into her mouth.

He was already someone else again.

Emily didn’t speak. Didn’t look at him.

She went to the desk instead. Her heels quiet now. She bent slowly, knees aching a little, thighs sticky despite the cleaning.

She began gathering the wreckage.

Loose pens. Scattered folders. Pages dotted with fingerprints and smudged ink. A report ruined by sweat and sex and weight. A cracked mug, still faintly warm from earlier coffee.

And then — the photo.

The one that fell during the chaos. Face-down on the carpet. The glass cracked down the middle, bisecting the smiling face of a woman she’d never met — Richard’s wife — and two kids who looked barely old enough to tie their own shoes.

Emily picked it up gently. Turned it over.

The crack ran straight through the wife’s eyes.

She stared at it for a long moment. Her breath shallow.

Then, carefully, she wiped the glass with her palm and placed it back on the desk, right where it had been.

Frame straight. Picture upright.

No judgment in her eyes. No apology.

Just stillness.

Behind her, Richard was already deep in another life.

“Yes, yes, of course. I’ll check the schedule for the campus tour next week—no, I think Cornell first, then maybe Brown. I’ll forward you the list.”

That voice — warm, polished, full of sweet domesticity — made her stomach twist. She didn’t turn around. She just gathered her things: coat draped neatly over one arm, tote over her shoulder, the manila folder she didn’t remember printing tucked under her arm like a prop.

Behind her, he chuckled, charming. “He’s not a numbers kid, babe. You said it yourself—he nearly flunked chemistry. Something liberal arts, maybe?”

He sounded like a father. Like a husband. Like he hadn’t just pulled out of her twenty minutes ago, cum dripping down her thighs, her blouse still hanging half-buttoned when his phone lit up with the name Wife.

She smoothed her skirt. Straightened her spine. Adjusted her blouse, tucked just right. The kind of grooming you do when you’re not trying to look presentable, but to look untouched.

She could feel him looking. The way his voice stuttered ever so slightly. The shift of his weight — one foot turning toward her, just a fraction. Like he might say her name. Might offer a word, a look, something.

But he didn’t.

Couldn’t.

Not with her voice still piping in from the other end of the call. Not while he was pretending again.

So Emily walked.

She didn’t say goodbye.

The elevator swallowed her with a soft hiss. She didn’t glance back.

And that’s when she heard it.

“Love you too.”

Soft. Smooth. Automatic. Like exhaling.

The doors clicked shut, sealing the lie in with him.



The drive home bled like a slow leak.

The city crawled by — lights blurred against the windshield, sirens in the distance, the occasional shadow moving under a streetlamp. Everything and everyone felt untouched by what she'd just done. Or what had been done to her. The steering wheel was cold under her hands. Her thighs ached with each press of the brake. Her panties were damp, clinging to her skin, reminding her of everything she wanted to forget.

Her phone buzzed just as she turned onto her street.

RICHARD:
You okay?

A joke. A pitiful, three-word performance.

Her thumbs tapped out the reply with mechanical precision.

EMILY:
Just reaching home.

She didn’t wait for a response. She didn’t want one.



The porch light was still flickering overhead, the way it had for weeks. Inside, the house smelled like fast food and something left too long in the trash.

Her husband was passed out on the couch again, sprawled in his usual mess of socks and sweatpants and takeout wrappers. The TV was still on, muted, flashing scenes from some war film he wouldn’t remember watching. A crusted burger wrapper sagged off the coffee table. The bottle of Jameson stood proud beside it, a third gone.

His mouth was open, jaw slack. A thread of drool hung from his lower lip like surrender.

Emily stood there and looked at him — at the half-man he’d become, the weight on the couch that she kept calling her husband. She felt nothing.

Not pity. Not rage. Not even contempt.

Just… air.

She walked past him like he was furniture. Ghosted down the hallway. The bathroom door clicked shut behind her. Locked.



Steam rushed up to meet her as she peeled off her clothes. Blouse first. Then her skirt, damp where it had clung to the curve of her hips. Panties last — soaked through, still sticky from Richard’s cum. She didn’t wince when they peeled off her skin.

She tossed them into the corner and stepped under the scalding water before it even finished warming.

It burned.

She let it.

Soap. So much fucking soap.

She scrubbed between her legs, around the base of her spine, under her breasts where sweat and skin and his mouth had left their mark. Her nipples were sore. Her cunt felt stretched, raw, not just from his size but from the truth of what it had meant — to open like that. To let him in. To be ruined and then forgotten within minutes.

His cum had gone cold inside her. Her body had kept it. Absorbed it like a punishment.

She scrubbed harder.

She wasn’t trying to erase the sex.

She was trying to erase him. And the moment after. When he pulled out. When he grabbed his phone. When he lied so easily, so casually, with his dick still wet from her.

She stood there until the water went from scalding to tolerable. Until her skin was flushed and clean, and there was nothing left to peel away.

Then she shut off the water, stepped out, and reached for her robe.

She dried off slowly. Every inch.

Then she crossed the hallway — not to the bedroom. To the kitchen.

No lights. She moved in the dark, memory guiding her hand.

She reached into the back of the cabinet, behind old vitamins, expired cold medicine, and a mostly-empty box of allergy pills. Her fingers closed around a familiar foil packet. She pulled it out. One white pill left. No label.

No instructions needed.

She popped it from the pack and swallowed it dry.

No water. No pause.

Just a simple, clinical solution to something that could’ve been a disaster. She didn’t need a test. Didn’t need a lecture. She just needed to make sure nothing else came from tonight.

Not blood. Not a heartbeat.

She stood still in the dark for a moment, her hand pressed against the countertop like she might fold over.

But she didn’t.



She finally went to bed.

No perfume. No lotion. No mascara to smear across the pillow.

She put on her nightgown — full-length satin, heavy in the way good silk is. A faded ivory color, more comfort than beauty. It slid over her sore skin like water, covering the bruises, the teeth marks, the small angry places where her body had said yes and her mind had stayed silent.

Her husband stirred as she got into bed. A groggy grunt. “That you?”

She didn’t answer.

He rolled toward her, slinging an arm around her waist without opening his eyes. The weight of it landed across her hips like an afterthought. His breath smelled like liquor and sleep.

She didn’t flinch.

But she didn’t lean in.

She lay on her side, her back to him, eyes wide open, staring into the dark.

And she waited for morning.

Chapter Seven – Her Turn

The next morning, she arrived before anyone else.

The office still smelled like printer ink and recycled air. It was quiet — too quiet for what had happened the night before. But she didn’t flinch.

Emily walked in like she owned the space. Not just her corner of it — all of it.

Her heels were higher than usual. Blood red. The kind you didn’t wear unless you wanted someone to look. Her blouse was silk, tucked clean into a pencil skirt that fit like skin. No cardigan. No wedding ring. No apologies.

Hair pinned back tight. Lipstick darker — not cherry, not rose. This was wine. This was mouth blood. This was not up for discussion.

She didn’t look for Richard.

Didn’t need to.

When he arrived an hour later, his eyes found her immediately — a flicker, then gone, replaced by the polished nod he gave everyone. He passed her desk without a word. No hesitation, no stumble. Perfect performance.

She didn’t greet him.

Didn’t need to.

The hours passed like wet concrete. Heavy. Dragged. She buried herself in emails, in reports, in whatever mundane task kept her from remembering the way his mouth had pressed into her shoulder, the way he’d pulled out of her without a word and slipped right back into his suit like nothing had happened.

They didn’t speak all day.

But they looked.

They always looked.



The office thinned by six. Empty by seven.

By eight, it was just them.

She heard the soft thunk of his door closing behind him, the way the old hinge clicked in that familiar way. He wasn’t packing up. He wasn’t leaving.

Neither was she.

She stood.

Walked.

Her heels echoed like a metronome across the floor, slow and deliberate. She didn’t knock. Didn’t hesitate.

She opened the door and stepped inside.

He was at his desk, hands on a file, though nothing on the page in front of him was moving. He looked up — just for a second — but it was enough.

She didn’t say a word.

She locked the door behind her.

Then she walked to him, one step at a time, like she had all the time in the world. His breath caught somewhere in his throat, but he didn’t move. Didn’t dare.

She didn’t let him.

Emily reached for his tie and tugged it loose — not with a yank, but a slow, practiced pull, like undoing a gift. She leaned in close, her voice a whisper against his ear.

“My turn.”

His mouth opened like he might say something — a warning, an apology, maybe even her name — but she was already on her knees.

She unbuckled his belt, slow and unhurried, like she was unwrapping something she already knew belonged to her. She didn’t look up. Just freed him from his slacks, fingers wrapping around his cock with a grip firmer than tenderness. Not cruel — but certain.

When her mouth closed around him, he gasped. One hand shot to her shoulder, then faltered — like he didn’t know if he was allowed to touch her.

She didn’t stop.

She didn’t let him.

It wasn’t fast. It wasn’t frantic.

It was methodical. Controlled.

She licked the underside of his shaft with slow, deliberate pressure, flattening her tongue as she dragged it from base to tip — hot, slick, unrelenting. She felt him twitch in her hand, his breath hitching hard through his nose. He remembered this. So did she. The last time he'd come inside her, it had been fast, frantic — his knees had buckled when she clenched around him. Now he buckled for a different reason.

She circled the head with her tongue, tasting salt, precum already slicking her lips, then took him in again — deeper this time. Not soft. Not tentative. She swallowed him until he hit the back of her throat with a wet, obscene pressure, and she held him there.

He groaned, a low, broken sound that caught in his throat like he didn’t know if he was begging or praying.

She didn’t smile.

She didn’t slow.

She just worked him — mouth full, jaw flexing, her throat relaxing around him as she pulled back and took him again, deeper each time, lips slick, cheeks hollowing. Her fingers gripped the base of his cock, tight and unforgiving, milking him as she sucked him down like he belonged there.

He was falling apart in front of her.

One hand clenched the edge of the desk, white-knuckled. The other twisted in her hair, tugging just hard enough to make her eyes sting. Not to control her — but to anchor himself, like letting go would shatter him.

And when he came, it wasn’t with a warning — just a gasp, a choked, mangled whisper of her name, half-swallowed by the heat of it. His hips jerked up reflexively, helplessly, and she took it all. Every pulse. Every drop.

She didn’t pull away.

Didn’t let a single drop escape.

She swallowed everything.

No mess.
No wipe.
No hesitation.

When she stood, she didn’t kiss him.

Didn’t give him softness.

She wiped the corners of her mouth with the pad of her thumb and looked down at him like he was still inside her.

Because in a way, he was.

She just unzipped her skirt — slow, steady — the sound of the zipper slicing through the silence between them.
No panties. She hadn’t worn any. She hadn’t planned on forgiveness.

Richard’s eyes dropped immediately. The second her skirt slipped past her hips and pooled at her ankles, he saw everything — bare skin, flushed thighs, slick folds already glistening. He looked up at her like she was some kind of divine punishment. Something holy and awful all at once. Something he shouldn't worship — but would, anyway.

She climbed onto his lap without hesitation.

Straddled him. Claimed the space.

His cock was still wet from her mouth, still twitching, still rock-hard — and she didn’t give him a second to question it. Her hand wrapped around him, guided him to her entrance, and then she sank down, inch by inch, taking him back inside her with a long, filthy slide that made his whole body jerk.

He gasped — too loud — and she slapped her hand across his mouth before the sound had even finished leaving it.

“No.”

It wasn’t a suggestion. It was law.

She sat flush against him, cock buried to the base, his breath ragged behind her palm. Her pussy clamped down tight around him, so hot and wet he couldn’t stop the way his hips instinctively tried to thrust — but she dug her nails into his shoulders in warning. Hard. Leaving marks.

She held him still.

She ground against him slowly, deliberately, her movements tight and cruel, not bouncing — not yet — just rolling her hips with the kind of rhythm that made men lose their minds. Her cunt gripped him like a fist, like she was milking him with every turn of her hips. His eyes fluttered, his hands clenched the arms of the chair, desperate for somewhere to put the pressure she wouldn't let him release.

She didn’t let him move.

Not at first.

She owned the rhythm, the pace, the pressure.
It wasn’t sweet.
It wasn’t gentle.
It was a reckoning.

And when she finally picked up speed, when her ass started to smack wetly against his thighs with every downward thrust, his hands flew to her waist, his mouth open on a groan that never finished.

He tried to speak — a name, a plea, maybe her real name, maybe something pathetic — but she didn’t let him get it out.

She slammed her palm over his mouth again, leaned in close, voice a growl against his cheek.

“Quiet,” she whispered. “You don’t get to talk.”

She fucked him like a warning. Like a threat dressed in silk. Like a woman unspooling the version of herself he thought he could fuck, forget, and tuck neatly into the corners of his conscience.

Her rhythm was punishing — not in speed, but in intention. Each grind of her hips came with precision, a slow twist of her body that made him gasp beneath her, already oversensitive from her mouth, already close. Her pussy was soaked, tight, sucking him in with every pulse. She bore down on him like a storm that knew exactly where it wanted to land.

She wasn’t looking at him. Her eyes were closed, brows furrowed in that sharp, focused way — not with vulnerability, but with control. This wasn’t her losing herself. This was her taking it back. All of it.

When she came, it hit hard — sudden, brutal, electric. She bit down on his shoulder, deep enough to bruise, deep enough that he’d carry the mark for days. Her whole body trembled around him. Her thighs locked tight at his hips, trapping him inside her. Her cunt clenched with a rhythm that dragged a groan out of him whether he wanted it or not.

She came like she meant it.

And he followed — helpless.

He barely made a sound. Just a strangled moan muffled into the back of his own hand as his hips jerked up reflexively, spilling into her with full, hot pulses. His cock twitched inside her, body tense and twitching, overwhelmed. Her walls fluttered around him, milking him for everything he had, his cum flooding her again, wet and messy and claimed.

She didn’t move right away.

She stayed on him, her breath shallow, head bowed slightly, her fingers curled into his shirt. Not tender. Not emotional. Just there — in that final moment where she still held everything and he had nothing left to give.

Then, with a final exhale, she lifted herself off his lap — his cock slipping out of her with a sticky, wet noise that echoed indecently in the quiet room. His cum followed instantly, already dripping from between her thighs, a slow, slick line that ran down the inside of her leg.

She didn’t wipe it.

She didn’t flinch.

She pulled her skirt back up over her hips, zipped it in one slow, practiced motion, and smoothed the fabric with both hands.

No panties to adjust. She hadn’t worn any.

No mess to clean. She left it on her.

Behind her, he hadn’t moved.

Richard looked wrecked — completely undone. His shirt was half-unbuttoned, collar skewed, tie lost somewhere on the floor. His lips were parted, still catching breath. His eyes were wide and glassy, dazed in that post-orgasm haze that hadn’t yet caught up to reality.

He looked like a man who’d just realized he was not the one in control.

She looked composed.

Lipstick untouched.

Hair pinned with surgical precision, not a strand out of place.

The only proof of what had just happened was the shimmering streak of come running down her thigh, tracing a path over flushed skin, unapologetic and raw.

She walked to the door.

Unlatched it.

Hand on the knob, she paused — just once. No glance. No turning back.

Her voice was soft, but edged with steel.

“I told you,” she said. “My turn.”

And then she walked out, heels clicking like punctuation marks down the empty hallway.


Chapter Eight – After the Fall

The next two days passed like nothing had happened.

At least, that’s how they played it.

Richard showed up at the same time he always did. Hair neatly combed. Jacket draped over his arm. That tie she’d yanked open still pressed and worn like armor. Emily stayed composed, eyes on her screen, heels clicking through the corridor like punctuation. Their bodies never brushed. Their eyes barely met. But the silence between them shifted — it wasn’t avoidance. It was weight. It was memory.

They didn’t need to touch anymore. Everyone who looked at them probably knew something was going on.
And neither of them gave a damn.

Let them wonder.

Let them write the stories on their own.

She wore her skirts tighter. Not shorter — just more intentional. Her blouses stayed buttoned. Her lipstick remained dark, decisive, never smudged. Richard looked the same, but there was something under it now — a softness at the edge of his mouth that hadn't been there before. A stillness in the way he watched her pass. Like he was always about to say something and thought better of it.

She left early one afternoon — the kind of early that makes receptionists raise eyebrows. She didn’t explain. Didn’t owe them one.

The next day, he wasn’t in.

She noticed the moment she walked in.

His office light was off. His chair was empty. His coffee wasn’t on the desk, already half-cold by 9 a.m. She tried not to care. She worked. Sent her emails. Reviewed the quarterly proposal. But by 3:00, she was too aware of the absence. Like a gap in her routine she hadn’t realized had formed.

She caught herself staring at his door twice.

By 6:00, she was ready to pack up when her phone lit up.

RICHARD:
"Stay back a bit. Don’t leave yet."
"Let me drive you home tonight. You don’t need your sedan. Leave it parked."

No emoji. No explanation.

Just the offer.

The tone in her chest shifted. Not excitement — something warmer, and heavier. She replied with a simple:
OK.



The office was quiet when he arrived — late, a little disheveled, but not rushed.

He didn’t go to his desk. Just came straight to her.

“Let’s go,” he said, voice low.

She gathered her bag, slung her coat over her arm. No questions.

They walked to the garage like they weren’t doing anything wrong.



The car ride started in silence.

City lights passed by in yellow smears across the windshield. The heater hummed. Emily shifted in her seat, crossed one leg over the other. She could feel him glancing at her when he thought she wasn’t looking.

Halfway through the drive, he spoke.

“I know what’s been happening between us,” he said, one hand on the wheel, the other draped on the center console. “It’s not nothing. It’s not just… sex.”

She didn’t speak.

He kept going.

“It’s complicated. And honestly? It’s been good for me. And… for her. My wife. Weirdly. I don’t know if it makes sense, but—”

“I understand,” Emily cut in, her voice calm. Firm. “I never asked you to leave her. I’m not here to break anything.”

He went quiet.

She turned toward the window, but she could still feel the heat of his body beside her. Still feel that barely-there tension vibrating under the quiet.

“You don’t think I’m—” he started.

“A mistake?” she interrupted, this time looking at him. “No. You’re not. You’re a good man, Richard. And honestly? I’ve felt more like myself around you than I have in a long time. So… it’s all good.”

He glanced at her. Said nothing.

The car kept moving, but the air inside had shifted.
Quieter. Heavier. Something alive now, filling every inch of space between them. The streetlights smeared pale yellow across the windshield, and with each pass of light and shadow, Emily felt her pulse quicken.

He turned off earlier than usual, cutting away from the main road. A side street. Quieter, emptier, just a few blocks from her house. He eased the car to the curb, parked beneath a dead streetlamp, and killed the engine.

Silence.

Neither of them moved.

The tick of the cooling engine was the only sound, sharp and steady like a second heartbeat. Emily sat still, hands in her lap, staring out at the row of darkened houses. She knew what this was. She didn’t need him to spell it out.

Her hand moved first.

Just a small shift, casual enough to be nothing — until it wasn’t. The back of her fingers brushed his thigh. Just a whisper of contact, but she left them there. Let them linger. The heat radiating off him bled through the fabric of his slacks, seeping into her skin.

His breath caught. A short, uneven sound.

Emily turned her head, finally looking at him. Not shy. Not teasing. Just raw honesty, stripped bare in the dark interior of his car.

“I’ve missed you,” she said.

The words shocked her as much as him. She never thought she’d say them — not to Richard, not to anyone but her husband. Yet here they were, spilling out, truer than anything she’d admitted in weeks.

He looked at her like she was gravity, like she was the only thing anchoring him to the earth. Like not kissing her would split him apart.

He leaned across the console, closing the space between them, and caught her mouth in his.

The kiss was slow at first, almost reverent. Aching. Heavy with everything they hadn’t said in days. His hand came up to cradle her jaw, thumb tracing along her lower lip like he was relearning the shape of her. She opened for him easily, her tongue sliding against his, and the restraint they’d both worn like armor cracked all at once.

Her lips were hot, wet, demanding. His breath was ragged, already losing its polish, his composure unraveling against her mouth.

Her hand moved again. Up his thigh this time, firmer now, following the ridge of muscle through the fabric. She felt the tension before she found the heat, the hard outline pressing insistently against her palm.

God, he was already hard.

Thick. Solid. Straining beneath the zipper.

She curled her fingers around him through his slacks, squeezed once, deliberate. His whole body jerked, a muffled groan lost in her mouth.

She kissed him deeper, swallowing the sound, her hand stroking slowly up and down his length, teasing him through the barrier of fabric. Each movement dragged another broken sound from his chest, his hips shifting forward like he couldn’t help it.

Emily pulled back just enough to breathe against his lips, their mouths still brushing, her voice low and certain.

“Yeah,” she whispered. “I missed this too.”

She gripped him through his slacks — slow at first, deliberate — her palm pressing along the ridge of him, dragging up and down with steady friction that made him groan into her mouth. The sound vibrated against her lips, desperate, broken. He shifted in the seat, hips jerking upward without thought, already chasing the pressure.

She didn’t let him rush. She drew it out, squeezing firmer, teasing the length of him, her knuckles brushing the zipper each time. His cock twitched under her hand, straining against the fabric. Finally, she tugged at the zipper, slow enough to make him groan again. She slipped her hand inside, pushing past the heat of his underwear until she had him in her hand.

Skin to skin.

Hot. Heavy. Hard.

She wrapped her fist around him and stroked — long, slow pulls from the base up to the slick head. He was already leaking, precum spilling over her thumb, and she smeared it deliberately, spreading the wetness down his shaft to make every stroke smooth, obscene. Her wrist moved with practiced ease, twisting just slightly at the top, milking him.

His breathing changed instantly. Deep, erratic, like he was already halfway undone. His forehead pressed to hers for a second, his mouth hovering open against her lips. He tried to kiss her again, but the gasp broke it apart.

“I… I need to tell you what happened in the meeting,” he panted, the words falling out sideways, fractured, as though he had to say something to keep from unraveling.

Emily smiled, lips still wet from their kiss, her hand never pausing its rhythm.

“You will,” she whispered, her voice low, certain. “Later.”

He groaned, eyes closing, his hips lifting helplessly into her hand.

But he wasn’t going to let her own all of it.

His free hand slipped beneath her coat, then under her blouse, the back of his knuckles grazing up her stomach until they hooked the waistband of her skirt. Then lower. The heat of his palm spread over her panties, pressing between her legs, feeling just how wet she was for him already.

She gasped, sharp and soft, when he pushed the fabric aside. His fingers slid under, finding her soaked, swollen, ready. Two of them plunged inside her like they belonged there, filling her instantly.

Her head fell back against the seat, a ragged moan spilling from her throat. She gripped his cock harder in return, stroking faster now, as though her pleasure was bound to his.

His fingers worked her deliberately — slow thrusts, then curling up to find that spot that made her body clench. He pushed deeper, dragging wet sounds from her cunt, his thumb circling her clit with maddening patience. She was grinding against his hand now, panting into his mouth, her thighs trembling as the heat built fast, too fast.

Her hand jerked harder over his cock, smearing him slick, pumping him in rough, desperate strokes. Their breaths tangled, hot and frantic, groans and moans muffled against each other’s mouths.

He curled his fingers just right and she broke — her whole body tightening around him, cunt spasming, thighs shaking uncontrollably in the passenger seat of his car. The orgasm ripped through her, sharp and consuming, her moan caught against his lips, stuttering into his cheek.

She collapsed against the seat, trembling, his hand still buried inside her, his fingers soaked.

When she opened her eyes, he was watching her. Not smirking. Not smug. Just staring like he’d never seen anything so raw, so alive, so her.

She caught her breath, then slowly adjusted her skirt, tucking it back into place, letting his fingers slip out of her. She reached for his tie, wiped her slick from her own hand onto the silk without hesitation. He didn’t stop her. He didn’t even flinch.

She leaned in, kissed him once — soft, decisive, final.

“Text me about that meeting,” she murmured against his mouth.

Then she opened the door, stepped out into the night, and walked away.

Not guilty. Not ruined.

Just satisfied.

Happy.


Chapter Nine – The Proposal

The next morning Richard was already in the office when Emily walked in. His suit was darker than usual, sharp, the kind of armor men put on when something big was moving. He waved her into his office, door closing with a soft, definitive click.

“About the thing I was tell you last night. I think I’ve got it,” he said, leaning across his desk, voice lowered like the walls had ears. “The big account. They’re circling. Another week, maybe less, and we’ll have the contract in hand.”

Emily sat opposite him, heart quickening. She knew the name already — the client whispered around the office like myth. Billions in play. A partnership that could transform their company’s standing overnight. Richard’s voice, usually smooth and easy, carried weight this time. Excitement. Risk.

He ran her through the details — the presentations, the proposals, the long calls. She listened, attentive, drinking it in. He spoke not just of revenue but power — the influence it would buy them, the way people would look at them differently, the doors it would open. His eyes burned when he said it, like this was the kind of deal men lived entire careers chasing.

And then he dropped it.

“The dinner.”

Emily tilted her head. “What dinner?”

He paused, studied her. “The client’s… different. Old money, new polish. Charming, evasive. He likes people who can play. Who can make things feel… less formal.”

She frowned. “You mean—?”

Richard exhaled, leaning back. “He asked me to bring someone. Not a wife. Not a secretary. Someone in-between. He wants to see that I can be discreet. That I understand his world.”

The silence stretched.

Her eyes narrowed. “And you want me to…”

“To come with me,” he finished. His voice was calm, measured. “To play the part. Not because I need you to. Because I trust you to. You’d be perfect.”

Emily blinked, a flush creeping up her neck. “Richard…”

He lifted his hands, palms open. “Only if you want. I won’t ask twice. You can say no, and it’s done.”

For the rest of the day, she tried to bury it. Worked through spreadsheets, proofed a contract, answered emails. But the words stuck. Play the part.

By late afternoon, she found him again, alone in his office, tie loosened.

She stood in the doorway. “Up to you,” she said finally, voice low. “If you want me there… I’ll come.”

His gaze sharpened. He nodded once. Nothing more.



The dinner was set in a private room at one of the city’s most expensive restaurants — glass walls, leather chairs, staff who knew when to vanish. The client arrived late, his presence filling the room before his words did. Handsome in a polished, understated way. Tanned skin, silver hair, a smile that revealed nothing and promised everything. Almost a billionaire, Emily reminded herself.

Richard introduced her smoothly, as if she’d always been part of the picture. “Emily,” he said, “this is Mr. Mathers”

John Mathers looked like Richard Gere might have, if Gere had traded film sets for boardrooms and learned to smile with only half his mouth.

The client’s eyes lingered, assessing, warm but sharp. He kissed her hand lightly, old-world courtesy mixed with something darker. The conversation over dinner was easy, full of charm, half-truths, and subtle probing. The man asked questions that seemed casual but were anything but. Emily held her own, laughing at his stories, leaning in just enough. She saw the way Richard watched her across the table — not jealous, but satisfied. She was playing the role perfectly.



Back at the office later, the building hushed and empty, Richard closed the door behind them. His eyes were alight, buzzing with adrenaline.

“You were flawless,” he said. “Exactly what he wanted. You have no idea, Emily — the scope of this. The money. The power. This deal will change everything.”

His hand found her wrist, tugging her closer, pulling her into the orbit of his excitement. She could feel it — not just his words, but the heat rolling off him.

“The travel. The recognition. The bonuses. Do you understand what’s coming for us if this closes?” His mouth was against her ear now, his words spilling like confession.

She gasped when his hand slipped under her skirt, the sudden heat of his palm spreading over her thigh before sliding higher. His fingers pressed against her, through the thin strip of damp fabric. He laughed — low, dark, knowing — when he felt just how soaked she already was.

“You feel it too,” he murmured, voice curling against her ear.

Her panties were pushed aside in one rough motion, and then his fingers were inside her — two, thick and deliberate — sliding deep, curling until her knees buckled against the edge of his desk. She grabbed for balance, clutching his jacket with trembling fingers, her breath breaking into a desperate moan.

“The thrill,” he said, punctuating the word with another curl of his fingers, hitting that place that made her hips jolt forward.
“The danger,” he added, pushing deeper, harder, dragging a wet sound from her body.
“The fucking power of it,” he growled, his hand pumping mercilessly now, every thrust pushing her further over the line.

Her head fell back, lips parting on a sharp, helpless cry. She clawed at his shoulders, nails biting through his suit, her body trembling under the rhythm of his hand.

“This isn’t just business, Emily,” Richard whispered, his mouth at her neck, his teeth grazing her skin. “This is empire-building. This is legacy. He’s giving us the keys to everything. And you—” he shoved his fingers in harder, faster, her wetness coating his hand as she writhed against him — “you’re the one making it possible.”

“Richard…” she gasped, broken and trembling, her thighs squeezing around his hand as if she could trap him there.

And then he stilled. Just for a moment. His eyes locked on hers, sharp and burning, his fingers buried deep inside her, holding her open.

“So tell me the truth,” he said. “Tell me the unthinkable.”

Her breath shuddered, her lips trembling as her body clenched around him. She couldn’t think, couldn’t reason — but she could answer.

“I’ll do it,” she whispered.

Something dangerous flickered in his eyes.

And then his fingers were moving again — not teasing now, not coaxing, but driving into her with ruthless precision. Harder. Faster. Each thrust angled to hit the spot that made her legs shake, the slick heat of her arousal coating his hand until it was dripping down onto her thighs.

Her mouth broke open around a ragged cry, half-moan, half-sob, every sound swallowed by his kiss as he crushed his mouth against hers. It wasn’t gentle — it was teeth and spit and breath, their lips sliding wet and frantic, his tongue pushing past hers while his hand fucked her open. The kiss tasted desperate, greedy, like neither of them cared about air anymore.

Her whole body bucked against the desk, hips rolling to meet the thrust of his fingers. She clawed at him, nails dragging furrows through the fabric of his jacket, needing to anchor herself to something as the heat inside her built too fast, too hard. Every curl of his hand made her clench tighter, wetter, the obscene squelch of her cunt filling the quiet office.

She tried to speak — his name, a plea, something — but it broke into a scream muffled against his mouth when he pressed his thumb against her clit and ground it in tight, merciless circles.

She shattered.

Her whole body convulsed, back arching hard, thighs locking around his wrist as if she could trap him there, force him to wring every last spasm out of her. She came messily, soaking his hand, her cunt fluttering and pulsing around his fingers as if trying to drag him deeper.

He didn’t let up. He kissed her through it, sloppy and wet, drinking in every noise she made, keeping his fingers buried in her until she was trembling, until she was clawing at his chest like she needed him to hold her together even as he tore her apart.

When it finally eased, she slumped against him, sweat dampening her blouse, lipstick smeared across his mouth. His fingers were still inside her, slow now, dragging lazily in and out as if to remind her who had put her there.

She was ruined, breathless, wrecked against his desk — and he was smiling like he’d just closed the deal already.


Chapter Ten – The Client

The restaurant’s private room was curated silence — floor-to-ceiling glass walls that caught the glitter of the city, leather chairs that smelled of money, staff trained to vanish at the flick of a glance. Emily had dressed carefully: a dress cut just high enough to be respectable, just low enough to draw the eye. Dark lipstick, the kind that lingered on glass. Earrings that caught the light when she turned her head. She wasn’t Richard’s assistant tonight. She wasn’t his mistress. She was his asset.

The client arrived fashionably late, his presence filling the room before his words did. John Mathers. Billionaire. Old money dressed in tailored understatement. Silver hair. Tan skin. A half-smile that looked carved out of marble, one corner tilted as though he knew the punchline before he told the joke. The famous Richard Gere smile.

Richard stood, hand outstretched. “John.”

“Richard.” Mathers clasped it with the assurance of a man who’d shaken hands on deals worth more than countries. His gaze slid past him to Emily. “And who’s this vision?”

Richard didn’t hesitate. “Emily,” he said, smoothly. “My partner.”

The word hung in the air — ambiguous, perfect.

Mathers’s eyes lingered. Warm, but sharp. He reached for her hand, kissed it lightly, lips brushing skin in a way that was more appraisal than courtesy. “Enchanté.”

Emily smiled. “The pleasure’s mine.”

Dinner unfolded like a play. Mathers told stories — some true, some not — about markets, yachts, politicians he’d toasted with champagne. Emily laughed at the right moments, leaned in at others, asked questions that made his eyes crease in approval. She touched her glass just enough to leave prints, tilted her head just enough to make the earrings catch the light.

And Richard watched her. Not with jealousy. With satisfaction. She was doing exactly what he needed her to do: pulling Mathers in, thread by thread, without even touching him.

By dessert, the air in the room had shifted. Mathers was charmed, yes — but more than that. He was hooked. His gaze returned to Emily again and again, lingering too long, voice softening when he spoke to her, sharp only when business cut through.

Finally, he leaned back, glass of red in hand, eyes glinting. “Richard,” he said, “I like you. I like the way you handle yourself. And now…” His glance slid to Emily, holding her there. “…I like the company you keep.”

Richard inclined his head, the barest smile curling his lips.

“We can give you the account,” Mathers said. “It’ll be discreet. But I expect you’ll be good with it.”

Emily let the silence breathe for a beat. Then she reached across the table, her fingers grazing Mathers’s hand. Not coy. Intentional.

She smiled, lips painted the color of wine. “We’ll take care of it,” she said softly. Her voice wrapped around the words like velvet. She let her fingers trace a little further before withdrawing. “I’ll take care of it personally, sir.”

Mathers’s smile deepened — that half-Gere smirk, all polished appetite and hidden sharpness. “I don’t doubt it,” he murmured.

Across the table, Richard’s eyes flicked to hers, gleaming with the same thrill he’d whispered about in the office — the thrill, the danger, the fucking power of it.

And Emily realized she felt it too.

Mathers had just finished another story — something about a minister, a yacht, and a bottle of wine that cost more than most people’s mortgages — when a discreet knock at the door interrupted. A waiter leaned in, murmured something low into Richard’s ear.

Richard nodded, excused himself smoothly. “Just a moment,” he said, patting Mathers on the shoulder like old friends. “Contract detail. I’ll step outside.”

And then it was just Emily and John.

For a beat, silence. Not uncomfortable — charged.

Mathers swirled his wine, his gaze sliding over her in a way that was measured but undeniably male. “So,” he said, voice smooth, “Richard’s partner.” The word lingered, almost teasing. “Tell me, Emily… how does he convince someone like you to join him in this madness we call business?”

She smiled, leaning in just slightly, her perfume catching the air. “He didn’t have to convince me. I like madness.”

Mathers chuckled — low, appreciative. His eyes creased, but his hand drifted across the table, resting near hers. Not touching. Close.

She let her fingers shift, just enough to graze his knuckles as she reached for her glass. The contact was feather-light, deliberate. His smile widened, that half-Gere smirk deepening into something warmer, hungrier.

“You play the part well,” he said.

Emily tilted her head, lashes lowering just enough. “Who says it’s a part?”

They lingered there — laughter, subtle touches, the conversation drifting from markets to music, from risk to pleasure. His hand brushed hers again when she leaned forward to adjust her glass, and this time he didn’t pull back. Neither did she.

By the time Richard returned, the air in the room had shifted again — not just business now, but something more intimate. Mathers looked comfortable, charmed. His half-smile never left. Emily’s laughter was soft, effortless, the kind that filled spaces and drew men in without trying.

Richard’s eyes flicked from Mathers to Emily. He didn’t interrupt. He didn’t need to.

She was already doing exactly what he wanted.

A knock at the door cut into the flow of conversation. A server leaned in, murmured something about Richard’s office line needing his immediate attention. Richard excused himself smoothly, already reaching for his phone.

“Back in a moment,” he said, giving Emily the faintest look — one that told her he trusted her to hold the room. Then he was gone, the door shutting softly behind him.

The atmosphere shifted instantly. Mathers leaned back in his chair, swirling his wine, the half-smile playing at his lips. His gaze lingered on Emily with a warmth sharpened by curiosity.

“You don’t have to keep calling me Mathers,” he said, tone low, inviting. “Makes me feel older than I am. Call me John.”

Emily’s lips curved. “John, then.” She let the name roll off her tongue, lighter, more intimate. “Though I admit, Mathers has… weight to it.”

He chuckled, tilting his glass toward her. “Weight isn’t always the compliment people think it is. Sometimes it’s about size. And size doesn’t always matter.”

Emily arched a brow, leaning in just enough for her perfume to carry across the table. “Size matters,” she countered smoothly, voice edged with a laugh, “but only if it performs well too.”

Mathers’s smile sharpened — amused, testing. “And you’re sure we’re still talking about my company?”

Emily let her nails tap the rim of her glass, then tilted her head, eyes glinting. “Of course,” she said lightly. A pause, deliberate. “Unless you want me to think otherwise.”

The air between them tightened. His gaze lingered a second too long, warmth sliding into hunger. She laughed softly, the sound smooth, confident, the kind of laugh that made men lean in without realizing it. She shifted her hand, letting her fingers brush his lightly as she reached for her glass, then left them there a beat longer than necessary.

Mathers’s smirk deepened. Richard Gere charm, but darker, more dangerous. “I see why Richard keeps you close,” he murmured.

Emily smiled back, lips painted the color of wine. “Maybe he just knows I can take care of things.”

Mathers swirled his wine lazily, the deep red catching the light like blood under crystal. “You’ve got a sharp tongue, Emily,” he said, his gaze fixed squarely on her mouth. “Dangerous thing in business. More dangerous elsewhere.”

Emily laughed softly, unbothered, resting her chin on the back of her hand. “I’d argue it’s the most valuable tool I have. In business, and…” She let the words trail off, just enough to leave the suggestion hanging. “…well, elsewhere.”

He leaned forward, elbows on the table now, closing the space between them. His hand shifted, resting near hers again, closer this time. “Richard’s a lucky man,” John said, voice lower, rougher now. “To have someone who can charm a room like this.”

She tilted her head, lashes lowering as she sipped her wine, deliberately leaving a faint smudge of lipstick on the glass. “Richard doesn’t keep me for charm alone,” she said. Her free hand moved across the table, brushing against his knuckles again, this time letting the touch linger.

His eyes darkened, the half-smile sharpening into something else — not polite, not businesslike. “I believe that,” he murmured.

For a moment, the room was too quiet, the city lights outside a blur of color and movement. His thumb grazed the side of her hand, the smallest gesture, but weighted.

Emily let him. She didn’t pull away. She held his gaze, lips curving as though they were still discussing market trends.

“That’s the thing about size,” she said finally, voice velvet-soft. “It only matters if you know how to use it.”

John chuckled, low and genuine this time, his eyes not leaving hers. “I think you’ll find I’ve never had a problem with performance.”

Emily smiled, slow and deliberate, then let her fingers withdraw, leaving behind the faintest trace of warmth. “Good,” she said, leaning back with regal ease. “Because Richard and I don’t invest in disappointments.”

The door clicked softly then — Richard returning, his expression unreadable as his gaze swept the room. But the air had shifted. Mathers sat back with a satisfied gleam in his eyes, and Emily… she looked untouchable, every inch the partner Richard had introduced her as.

Richard glanced between them, the faintest curl at his lips. He didn’t ask what he’d missed. He didn’t need to.

Richard’s return was brief. A quiet word to Mathers, a glance at Emily, then another interruption — his phone buzzing insistently on the sideboard. He excused himself again, the door clicking shut behind him.

This time, Mathers didn’t wait.

He leaned forward, eyes fixed on Emily like she was the only thing in the room. “You do realize,” he said, voice smooth but edged with something sharper, “if Richard leaves me alone with you much longer, I might forget why I’m here.”

Emily’s lips curved. She tipped her glass toward him, eyes half-lidded. “And why are you here, John?” she asked.

“Business,” he said automatically, then smirked. “At least, that’s what I told myself.”

His hand moved across the table, this time not stopping short. He covered hers, warm, firm, his thumb brushing over her knuckles like a man testing boundaries. “But I think you enjoy this as much as I do.”

Emily didn’t flinch. She let the contact sit, then slowly turned her hand so their palms touched, her fingers brushing against his. Her nails traced a lazy line along his skin before she withdrew, just enough to keep him hungry.

“Careful,” she said, her tone playful but steady. “I might make you prove it.”

Mathers laughed, low, rich, a sound that carried more weight than the wine between them. “Prove it how?”

Emily leaned in, close enough for her perfume to drift across the narrow space, close enough that her voice landed warm against his ear. “Performance, John. Size only matters if it performs. Isn’t that what we were just saying?”

His eyes flashed, his smile turning sharper, hungrier. “And you’re still sure we’re talking about my company?”

She held his gaze without blinking. “Of course. Unless you’d rather I think otherwise.”

The room hung thick with it — the smell of wine, leather, and something rawer now. Mathers’s hand lingered on the table, itching to close the space again. His laugh was quieter this time, almost to himself.

“You’re dangerous,” he said finally. “Richard knows it. I can see why he brings you into the room. But tell me — does he realize what it costs? To leave you alone with someone like me?”

Emily smiled then, slow, deliberate, lips curling like a secret. She reached for her glass, fingers grazing his one last time. “Maybe he does,” she said. “Maybe that’s the point.”

The door opened behind them. Richard stepped back in, pocketing his phone, eyes sweeping the table. Mathers didn’t move his hand away quite fast enough, and Emily didn’t look flustered in the slightest.

If anything, she looked brighter — like she’d just sealed the real deal.


Chapter 11: A Beautifull Rewarding Night

The meal lingered in its last course, a shared bottle of Bordeaux breathing between them. Emily laughed softly at something John said — not too loud, just enough to let the sound linger in the space. Richard smiled faintly, but his phone buzzed again. He checked it, lips tightening for half a second.

“My wife,” he said simply, excusing himself. “I should take this.”

He slipped out without ceremony, shutting the door gently behind him.

The absence was immediate. The air thickened. John set his glass down, eyes following Richard only until the latch clicked. Then they returned to Emily.

“Well,” he said, leaning back in his chair with an almost wolfish smirk. “That was discreet.”

Emily swirled her wine, cool, collected. “He trusts me,” she said, lifting her glass to her lips.

“Does he?” John’s voice dropped. He leaned in now, elbow on the table, his gaze sweeping over her face, her mouth, then lower. “Because if he trusted me, he wouldn’t leave you here with me.”

She let her glass hover, lips brushing the rim. Her smile was small, deliberate. “Maybe that’s exactly why he did.”

John chuckled — low, rich, vibrating through the quiet room. “Dangerous woman.” He reached across again, bolder this time, his hand brushing hers and then covering it fully. His thumb dragged slow circles against her skin, testing, waiting for resistance.

Emily didn’t pull back.

Instead, she set her glass down and let her fingers shift just enough to lace with his. The touch wasn’t accidental anymore — it was mutual.

“Why don’t we make this more interesting?” John said. His voice was velvet now, intimate. “There’s a bar upstairs, private lounge. Fewer eyes, better whiskey. Join me for a drink after this?”

Emily tilted her head, lips curving into a smile that was half-tease, half-dare. “And what exactly would we be drinking to, John?”

“To performance,” he said, eyes locked on hers. “Yours. Mine. Richard’s. Whoever delivers the most.”

She laughed then — soft, sultry, the sound slipping over him like silk. Her free hand slid toward her lap, deliberately brushing his wrist before she withdrew. “Careful,” she murmured. “I told you before — I don’t invest in disappointments.”

John’s grin widened. He leaned closer, close enough that the space between them vibrated with it. “Then don’t be disappointed.”

The door opened again. Richard’s voice, calm, smooth, the tone he reserved for his wife. “Yes, darling. Of course. I’ll be home before midnight. Kiss the kids for me.”

He stepped back inside, sliding his phone into his pocket, eyes sweeping the table. Emily and John were still holding each other’s gaze. Still close enough to touch.

And Richard said nothing.

Just sat back down, lips curling in that faint, knowing smile.

The dinner plates were cleared. The wine was finished. Richard’s phone buzzed again — another call from home. He glanced at it, sighed through his nose, and stood.

“I’ll settle the bill,” he said smoothly. “And take this outside.” His eyes flicked toward Emily for the briefest second, unreadable, then he slipped from the room, phone already to his ear.

John Mathers rose as well, buttoning his jacket with practiced ease. “Shall we?” he asked, his voice pitched low, warm.

Emily tilted her head, feigning hesitation — though her body had already leaned forward in answer. “Upstairs?”

He smirked. “Private lounge. Better whiskey. Fewer ears.”

She stood, her silk dress catching the low light, and let him offer his arm. She didn’t need it — but she took it anyway, her hand brushing the fine fabric of his sleeve as they walked. The contact was subtle, intimate, enough to make him straighten with a faint pride.

The lounge was quiet, all low amber light and leather chairs, the kind of space built for deals and sins alike. A single server slipped in, poured two glasses of Macallan without being asked, and disappeared.

John lifted his glass, but his eyes stayed on her. “To dangerous women,” he said.

Emily smiled, touching the rim of her glass to his. “And men who aren’t afraid of them.”

The whiskey burned smooth down her throat, but the heat in the room wasn’t from the drink. John leaned closer, his knee brushing hers under the table. She didn’t move.

“You’ve been playing with me all night,” he said, his voice rich with amusement. “That sharp tongue, those looks. You’ve got Richard running circles around himself and me wondering if this account is business… or pleasure.”

Emily set her glass down carefully, then leaned in until her lips nearly brushed his ear. “Maybe it’s both,” she whispered.

His hand slid across the table again, bolder now, covering hers with warm insistence. This time she let their fingers lace fully, her thumb stroking his knuckle with slow precision. His breath caught — subtle, but there.

“You’re not afraid,” John said, almost to himself.

Her laugh was soft, intimate. “Of you? No. Of disappointing Richard? Never.”

He studied her then, eyes searching, his free hand brushing the edge of her knee beneath the table. “So tell me, Emily… am I the deal? Or just the test?”

Her smile was slow, deliberate, as she held his gaze. “Maybe you’re both.”

The silence between them wasn’t silence anymore — it was loaded, electric, the hum of possibility and risk.

And somewhere downstairs, Richard Hale was still on the phone with his wife, making promises he had no intention of keeping.

The lounge was quiet enough that every sound seemed sharper — the clink of crystal, the faint crackle from the fireplace, the whisper of her silk dress when she shifted in her chair.

John’s hand was still over hers, warm, steady, his thumb drawing lazy circles. When he leaned closer, his knee pressed more firmly into hers, and this time she pressed back, deliberate.

“You know,” he said, his voice pitched lower now, “you make business feel… dangerous.”

Emily let her lips curve, slow, deliberate, and reached for her glass again. She lifted it to her mouth, knowing his eyes followed the shape of her lips. “Maybe danger is what you’ve been missing,” she said, her voice soft but edged like steel.

When she set the glass down, his fingers slid higher, from her hand to her wrist, brushing along the soft skin there. His touch lingered — not quite possessive, but testing.

She didn’t pull away.

Instead, she turned her palm upward, letting her nails trace lightly against his skin. The gesture was subtle, intimate — an invitation wrapped in control.

John smirked, leaning closer, so close she could feel his breath against her cheek. “If size matters…” he murmured, his lips grazing the shell of her ear, “…then you’ll find I don’t disappoint.”

Emily’s laugh was soft, warm, a velvet blade. She turned her head just enough that their mouths almost brushed, her voice a whisper against his lips. “Size matters,” she said, “but only if it performs.”

His hand slid further now, down under the edge of the table, onto her knee. He squeezed lightly, testing again.

She let him. For a beat. Then she placed her own hand over his, holding it there, guiding his palm higher by an inch — just enough to remind him it was her decision.

John’s eyes burned, sharp and hungry. “Dangerous,” he said again, almost a growl.

Emily leaned back slightly, reclaiming her glass with her free hand, sipping slowly as though nothing had happened. “And yet,” she said, setting it down with a delicate clink, “you’re still here.”

Their eyes locked. The air was thick, humming.

And downstairs, Richard’s voice drifted faintly up the stairwell, smooth and steady on the phone:
“Yes, darling. Of course. I’ll be home soon.”


Chapter 12 – Terms of Surrender

John’s fingers moved first — slow, curious.

He reached across the small space between them, brushing a lock of Emily’s hair behind her ear. The gesture was gentle, almost reverent, but there was intent in it — the kind of touch that lingered just a fraction too long to be polite.

His thumb followed, gliding along the curve of her jaw, then lower, down the line of her throat.
A caress, not a claim. But one that sent a current pulsing through the quiet space between them.

“You’ve got this softness,” John murmured, his voice rough silk. “Here.”
He let his fingers trail along her neck, then slipped them into her hair again, slowly combing through the dark strands as if memorizing the texture.

Emily didn’t move.

She let him touch her, let him explore. Her lashes lowered just slightly as she leaned in, tilting her chin to give him better access. Her lips parted — not to speak, but to breathe, quiet and slow, as his thumb brushed the tender hollow just below her ear.

“You’re dangerous when you’re silent,” he whispered.

“I’m dangerous when I’m bored,” she murmured back, her voice lazy with pleasure. “And right now… I’m not.”

He smiled, eyes gleaming. His hand slid further into her hair, letting it cascade through his fingers. His other hand rested lightly on her thigh, thumb circling in place.

She reached up, covering the back of his hand on her neck, not to stop him — but to anchor him there.

Then —

Buzz.

A vibration on the table. Sharp, unwelcome.

Emily didn’t react at first. She let the moment breathe.

But the sound came again.

Buzz-buzz.

She turned her head slowly, reluctantly. The screen glowed against the dark wood.
Richard.

Of course.

She exhaled, a small, amused breath, then glanced at John. “Persistent, isn’t he?”

John smirked, brushing his thumb one last time over the side of her throat before pulling back. “Let’s not keep him waiting.”

Emily picked up the phone with unhurried elegance, answered with a slide of her thumb. “Yes?”

Richard’s voice came smooth, low, unreadable. “I’ve taken the Uber,” he said simply. “You’ve got everything you need.”

There was a pause — a deliberate, loaded silence.

Emily’s lips curved.

Then she extended the phone toward John, gaze still locked on his. “He wants to say goodbye.”

John took the phone without hesitation. His fingers brushed hers — again — and this time, they lingered. Warm skin. Warm intent.

He brought the phone to his ear, already smiling.

“Richard,” he said easily, “the lady is quite nice company.”

A beat.

Then he ended the call.

No waiting. No explanation. No goodbye.

Just a click.

And now… it was just them again.

Quieter.
Hotter.
No interruptions.
No more Richard.

Only the unfinished touch.
And the hunger still hanging in the air between them. Emily reached for her glass again, but this time her hand moved slower — not sipping, but performing. A deliberate gesture, as if she knew how every motion pulled his gaze.
John watched — transfixed. The delicate curl of her fingers around the stem, the effortless grace in the way she tilted it to her lips, the faint sheen left behind by her lipstick.
She drank like she was toying with sin.

He didn’t speak.
He didn’t need to.

He leaned in, hand sliding to her knee — this time not testing.
This time claiming.
Firm. Warm. Intentional.

Emily let the contact sit, let the heat pool between his touch and her skin. Then she shifted — slow and feline — turning just enough for her inner thigh to press against his.

Closer. Aligned.

“Private enough for you?” he murmured, voice low, catching.

She set her glass down, her eyes locked to his like a held breath. “Isn’t that why we came upstairs?”

John chuckled — a dark, rich sound that curled between her legs.

“That’s what I was hoping.”

She didn’t wait for his hand to wander.
She led it.
Her fingers draped over his, guiding them upward, dragging the weight of his palm higher along her thigh. The slit in her skirt parted beneath his touch, baring warm skin and the hint of lace.

His breath stuttered — almost imperceptibly. But she caught it.

Control. Still hers.

His eyes darkened as he leaned in, closer now, lips brushing hers — slow, tentative, like a question.

She answered by kissing him back — deliberately, without urgency. No chase. Just heat wrapped in poise. Her mouth was soft and warm, tasting of wine and something sharper. His lips were firm, tasting of tension barely held in check.

Emily slid a hand up his chest, over the crisp line of his shirt, fingers pressing against the muscle beneath. She felt his pulse — steady, strong — but quickening.

When she pulled back, their lips barely apart, their breaths shared the same air.

“I’ve been wondering,” he rasped, voice low, hungry, “if you were going to let me touch you… or just keep teasing me until I begged.”

Her smile was wicked and slow, a curling thing of danger and delight.
“What makes you think I’d stop you if you begged?”

He kissed her again — harder now. No question this time. Just hunger.

His hands found her waist, slid around to her back, fingers bunching in silk as they found the zipper of her dress. She arched slightly, letting him work — letting him unwrap her like a gift he knew he hadn’t earned yet.

The silk peeled away, inch by inch, the cool air kissing her skin. The black lace of her bra barely contained the curves he’d been stealing glances at all night — delicate, sheer, and designed to be removed slowly.

John paused — visibly stunned by what was revealed. His gaze lingered, reverent… but starved.

“Fuck…” he muttered, more breath than word, his fingers brushing the swell of her breast over the lace. “You’re…”

She raised a brow, lips parted in mock surprise. “Lost for words, Mr. Mathers?”

He laughed, but it broke halfway through as she slid one leg across his lap, straddling him in a smooth, confident motion that made the leather beneath them creak.

“You don’t know what I want to do to you,” he murmured, his hands tracing her thighs, inching higher.

“I think I do,” she whispered, lips brushing his. “The question is — do you know what I’m going to let you do?”

He groaned low in his throat as his hands slipped under her skirt again — not to tease this time, but to find.
She was wet. Already.

Her panties were thin lace — barely there, already warm with arousal. He pushed the fabric aside with practiced fingers, and she hissed softly against his mouth as he slid two fingers between her folds.

Hot. Slick. Ready.

She bit his lower lip, then released it. “That’s for starters.”

John’s breath was ragged now. His other hand moved up to cup her breast, thumbing the nipple through the lace until it hardened beneath his touch.
Emily rocked her hips once, slow and deep, grinding against his hand. Her eyes never left his — daring him to keep up.

“Fuck, you’re —”
She silenced him with another kiss.

Not soft.
Claiming.

When she pulled back, lips flushed, voice thick with heat, she whispered, “I’m everything you hoped. And more than you’re ready for.”

Emily reached for his jacket, tugging it off with ease, the fabric slipping down his arms and pooling behind him. Her movements were precise, practiced — not rushed, not hesitant.

Next came his tie — loosened with a single pull, unknotted and cast aside with a flick of her fingers like she was unwrapping a gift she already knew she’d enjoy. Her eyes never left his — locked, assessing, owning.
He was breathing heavier now, chest rising beneath the buttons of his shirt.

She started on those next — one at a time — dragging her nails lightly down his chest with each undone clasp, letting them scrape just enough to make his muscles twitch beneath her touch. She reached the last button, then pushed the shirt open slowly, baring his skin like something precious… or something to ruin.

“You’re fucking killing me,” John muttered, voice low and ragged.

She smiled, slow and sharp. “Not yet.”

Her hands skimmed over his chest, down his torso — not hurried, not fumbling. She touched him like she was studying him, learning him — mapping terrain she already planned to conquer.

Then his hands found her again — skin now, not silk — and they roamed. Over her bare waist, up her ribs, down the smooth line of her thighs, gripping her with a kind of reverence that teetered on desperation. Like he wanted to devour her and kneel for her in the same breath.

When she straddled his lap, he exhaled like he’d been holding it since the first moment she touched him.
Hot. Hard. Straining beneath her.

“Still think this is about business?” she whispered, lips brushing the corner of his mouth, hips rocking forward just enough to make his cock twitch beneath his trousers.

He groaned — actual, raw sound — and managed, “I think this is the bonus.”

Emily laughed — soft, wicked, wrapped in smoke and sin. She tilted her hips again, slower this time, grinding against him with maddening rhythm. His hands flew to her hips, gripping tight, like he needed something to hold onto before he came undone.

“You haven’t earned it yet,” she murmured, voice like silk draped over a blade.

Then she moved again — hips rolling, slow and taunting, dragging her heat across the rigid length straining beneath him. She wasn’t teasing anymore.

She was torturing.

His head dropped back against the chair with a low curse. “Jesus, Emily…”

Her fingers tangled in his hair, yanking his head forward again — forcing him to look at her. “Don’t look away,” she said, voice sharp, commanding.

“I’m not,” he panted, hands running under the hem of her skirt now, palms rough against her thighs, sliding higher. “Fuck, I’m not.”

She ground harder now, rocking with purpose. His cock was caught between them, the friction thick and heavy, dragging a low moan from his throat as her lace panties soaked against his pants.

“You want to fuck me?” she asked, soft and brutal at once. “Then you sit there and take it. You wait.”

He was nearly trembling under her now, eyes wild, lips parted. “Emily—”

She cut him off with a kiss — deep, bruising — biting his lower lip hard enough to make him groan into her mouth. Then she pulled back, breath hot against his skin.

“You don’t get to fuck me yet,” she whispered. “You get to feel me. Want me. Earn me.”

Her hand slid down between them, fingers dragging across his belt buckle. She didn’t unfasten it — not yet — just pressed the heel of her palm against the hard line of him and rocked.

He bucked under her. “Jesus fucking Christ.”

She smiled — slow, cruel, goddamn glorious.

“I like the way you beg,” she said, lips grazing his ear. “You’ll do it again before I’m done.”

Emily shifted on his lap, watching the tension coil in John’s jaw, his chest rising and falling like he was holding back an earthquake inside him. His cock throbbed beneath her, rigid and trapped behind his slacks, begging for friction.

Her eyes stayed on his. Her hands didn’t tremble.
She rose slightly on her knees, letting her breasts press flush against his bare chest, and then reached behind her back with slow, deliberate fingers.

The clasp gave way.

Black lace slipped down her shoulders, caught briefly on the swell of her breasts, then fell away completely.

She was bare now — nipples tight, skin flushed from heat and power, standing over him like a goddess built to ruin men.

John froze, lips parted, eyes fixed on her like he was looking at something he wasn’t sure he deserved to touch.

“Fuck,” he breathed.

His hands twitched, instinct pulling them toward her breasts, but Emily caught his wrists.

“Don’t,” she said, her voice low, commanding, and so calm it was almost cruel. “Not until I say.”

She guided his hands back to the arms of the chair and pinned him there with nothing but a look.

“Stay still,” she said. “I’m not done unwrapping you yet.”

Then she slid off his lap with feline grace, sinking to her knees between his legs. Her skirt rode up around her hips, and she made no effort to fix it. She wanted him to see the curve of her ass, the flash of her panties soaked through, the dominance in her posture as she stared up at him.

Her fingers went to his belt — firm, fluid — and she undid it with a single pull, followed by the zipper, slow and deliberate.

The sound of it was obscene in the quiet.

She reached in without hesitation and wrapped her fingers around his cock, dragging it out of his briefs like something she owned. He was thick, flushed, hard as hell — already leaking at the tip.

“Fuck, Emily—” he groaned, hips jerking.

She held him steady, stroking once — base to tip — slow and firm.

His head dropped back with a strangled growl.

“Don’t look away,” she said sharply, her voice cutting through the fog of lust.

His eyes snapped to hers again — wide, wild.

“Better,” she purred.

She stroked again, a little tighter now, wrist twisting just enough to make him grunt. Her thumb circled the head, spreading precum, slicking him up while she watched him fight not to explode in her fist.

“You’ve been waiting to get inside me all fucking night,” she whispered. “Now look at you — barely holding it together while I’ve got you in my hand.”

John gritted his teeth. “You're driving me fucking insane.”

Emily’s smile curved slow and deadly. “That’s not insanity,” she said, pumping his cock again, letting her nails lightly graze the underside. “That’s need. My kind of need.”

She leaned in, lips parted, warm breath ghosting over his cock — but not touching. She hovered close, letting her tongue flick just under the tip without taking him fully in.

He let out a raw, strangled sound from somewhere deep in his chest.

His hips jerked.

She pulled back.

“Don’t move,” she warned. “Not unless you want this to end right here.”

He froze again, fists clenched on the armrests, sweat beading along his brow.

She stroked him slow and tight, letting him feel every second of her control. Every movement was deliberate, meant to edge him without release, to break him down inch by inch.

“Say it,” she said softly.

“Say what?”

She leaned in, kissing the base of his cock, trailing her tongue upward. “Tell me what you want.”

“I want to fuck you,” he growled, the words tearing out of him. “I want to come inside you so fucking bad it hurts.”

Emily’s eyes flared with amusement — and approval.

She rose slowly, still holding him in one hand as she climbed back into his lap, her now-naked body wrapping around him like heat itself. Her panties were soaked through, but she didn’t bother taking them off yet — she wanted him to feel the friction, to know how close he was to getting what he begged for and how much of it depended on her.

She rubbed her pussy against the head of his cock through the wet lace, slow, grinding, teasing.

“You’ll get to fuck me,” she said, breathless but composed.
“But not until you know whose game you're playing.”

Emily climbed back into his lap, naked now — all heat and command, her body slick against his. Her panties were still on, soaked through and clinging to her folds, but she made no move to take them off.
Not yet.

John’s cock stood hard between them, throbbing where she’d pulled him out — long, flushed, still glistening from her strokes.

She rubbed against it again, grinding her soaked lace across his shaft, smearing wetness along his length as she rolled her hips slow, lazy, precise.

John’s head fell back, a growl escaping him. “Fucking hell…”

Emily grabbed a fistful of his hair and yanked his head forward again, making him groan. “You don’t get to look away,” she said, panting now. “You watch me. You feel me. But you don’t come.”

“I’m so fucking close,” he gritted, his voice hoarse, wrecked.

“I know,” she said with a wicked grin. “That’s the point.”

She ground her hips harder now, dragging her soaked pussy up and down his cock, her panties barely a barrier anymore. Every move smeared heat across him, every shift made him twitch and grunt like a man this close to losing it.

He bucked his hips once — desperate — and she stopped completely.

Her eyes snapped to his.

“You don’t move unless I move,” she said, deadly calm. “Do you understand me?”

He nodded, breathing hard. “Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I don’t fucking move unless you do,” he rasped.

She smirked, rubbing her wetness over his tip in slow, wet circles. His hands flexed uselessly on the arms of the chair, like a man bound without rope.

“Good boy,” she whispered.

Then she reached down, wrapped her hand around the base of his cock again, and jerked him off in long, tight strokes — just enough to make him leak, just enough to make his thighs shake.

Her voice dropped to a whisper near his ear. “You feel that? That ache in your balls? That heat crawling up your spine like it’s gonna detonate?”

“Yes,” he groaned.

She licked his jaw, slow and dirty. “You’re not coming until I say. And if you do without my permission, I swear I’ll walk out and leave you here with your dick in your hand.”

John’s entire body shuddered.

Emily pressed her soaked core down on him again — still covered by the lace, but slick and hot and grinding. Her clit caught against his shaft, and she moaned this time — a low, filthy sound that made his cock jump.

Her breath hitched, but she didn’t stop. She rolled her hips again and again, stroking him between her folds, every move a threat and a promise. Her nails dug into his shoulders.

“I could fuck you right now,” she said, eyes gleaming. “Ride your cock until you explode. You’d love that, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes,” he choked. “God, yes.”

She laughed, cruel and gorgeous. “Too bad.”

And then she let go of him completely, sitting back on his thighs, still straddling him — her pussy flushed and dripping behind soaked lace, her nipples hard, breath unsteady. She looked like a goddess halfway between mercy and destruction.

“You’ll come,” she said, licking her lips, “but when I decide. Not before.”

John looked like he was seconds away from begging.

And Emily?

She just smiled, reached for her wine, and took a sip like nothing had happened — leaving him rock hard, soaked in her arousal, and hanging on the edge of fucking sanity.

John was shaking under her.

Every nerve in his body on fire. His cock twitched with every breath, still slick, still hard, and aching like hell. Her touch was gone, but the memory of it burned in every inch of him.

And she knew it.

Emily sat perched on his thighs, completely nude, soaked panties clinging to her cunt like they were painted on, her thighs gleaming with arousal. She sipped her wine, legs spread wide around him, acting like he wasn’t seconds from blowing his load untouched.

He tried to speak — say something, anything — but she cut him off with a look.

“Don’t even think about begging yet,” she said, setting the glass down. “I’m not done playing with you.”

Then she moved again — slowly, deliberately — sliding forward just enough to let the head of his cock press back against her covered slit. A moan slipped from both of them.

She ground down, dragging her pussy along his shaft, letting the soaked lace rub between them until it was nothing but a tease of friction. His cock throbbed beneath her, wet and raw with need.

“You’re fucking soaked,” he groaned.

“Mm,” she hummed. “That’s not for you yet.”

Then she lifted just enough to reach between them again, grabbing him by the base. He hissed.

Her strokes were slow, milking him, dragging every ounce of precum from his tip.

“Feel that?” she whispered, her voice right at his mouth. “That burn in your balls? That tightness in your spine that’s screaming to let go?”

He nodded frantically.

She pumped him faster, tighter. Her eyes locked on his.

“Don’t come.”

“Emily—” His voice broke.

“I said,” she snarled, suddenly stopping mid-stroke, her grip tightening around the base of his cock like a vice, cutting off the flood of sensation, “don’t fucking come.”

John growled like a wounded animal. His hips bucked once, reflexively — desperate — but she pushed him back down, straddling him harder.

His cock was twitching against her soaked lace, painfully hard, so close it practically leaked orgasm.

But Emily didn’t stop. She just shifted again — this time pulling her panties aside, finally baring her dripping pussy to him, rubbing her soaked lips along the length of his shaft.

He shuddered under her.

“Jesus fucking Christ,” he groaned.

Her clit caught his ridge on every pass, and this time, her moans matched his — breathy, sharp, rising.

She rocked her hips over him, sliding her wet heat up and down the underside of his cock, almost letting him slip inside.

But never quite.

Her lips hovered over his, her mouth open, panting.

“Feel that?” she whispered, grinding slow and filthy. “You’re so fucking close you can taste it.”

“Yes—fuck yes—please—”

And then, without warning, she slapped his cock — not hard, but enough to make him jolt, gasp, lose his rhythm.

“No,” she said, voice dripping with wickedness. “Not yet.”

She climbed off him again, standing, hips swaying as she peeled the lace panties fully down her legs and tossed them onto his chest like a trophy.

Then she stood there naked, legs parted, wet and glistening — while he sat, cock swollen, leaking, trembling with need.

She watched him like a hunter watches prey, and said, “You’ll beg properly next time

Emily stood over him now, completely bare, her panties crumpled on his lap like a fucking challenge.

Her thighs glistened, and her pussy — clean-shaven, smooth, soft, and soaked — caught the low light as she slowly parted her legs just enough to make him ache. He could see everything: the flush of her folds, the slick glint between them, the swollen curve of her clit.

He stared up at her, jaw tight, breathing like a man on the edge of ruin.

She smirked down at him. “You’ve been patient,” she said, stepping closer, straddling his lap again. “So I’m going to reward you…”

His body tensed with relief—

“…by not letting you come yet.”

“Emily—”

“No,” she said simply, sitting back on his thighs. Her pussy hovered inches above his cock — flushed, wet, dripping — and then lowered just enough to slide him between her lips, not inside her, but along the length of her slit.

His cock pulsed hard. Her slick heat coated him.

She rocked her hips, slowly dragging his tip over her clit, back and forth, back and forth — riding him without giving him an inch.

“God—fuck—” John’s voice cracked. “You’re so fucking wet.”

“And you’re so fucking needy,” she whispered, leaning in to bite his lip, her voice all breath and filth. “I love watching your cock twitch every time I almost take you.”

She kept grinding — slow, wet, maddening. Her clit was slicking all over him, and her moans were getting breathier, more real.

She was close too.
But she still had more control to take.

Emily pulled back again, standing up. He whimpered.

Then she climbed onto the chair, one knee on each armrest, and lowered her dripping cunt right over his mouth.

“Eat.”

John didn’t hesitate. His mouth opened, tongue darting out to taste her — and fuck, she tasted like sin. Clean, sweet, warm, and so wet he could barely breathe.

She grabbed the back of his head, grinding down onto his face, smearing her slick across his lips.

“Use your tongue, not your teeth. Lick my clit like you owe me your fucking life.”

He obeyed, tongue sliding up and down, circling, flattening — licking like a man possessed. His hands stayed at his sides, trembling.

Emily rolled her hips onto his face, moaning hard now, her clit throbbing with every pass. She rutted against his mouth, head thrown back, nails digging into the back of the chair.

Then she stopped suddenly — breathing fast, wetness dripping from her thighs onto his chin.

She climbed down.

And grabbed his cock again.

Her hand pumped it in fast, merciless strokes, her other cupping his balls, tight, heavy, ready to blow.

“Eyes on me,” she said, standing over him now with one foot on the chair between his legs. “You want to come?”

“Yes,” he begged, sweat-slick and red-faced. “Please—fuck, I need to—”

She kept stroking, harder now, twisting her wrist. His hips jerked, abs tensing, balls drawing tight.

“Not until I say,” she growled. “You fucking wait.”

“I’m gonna come—please, please—”

“Not yet.” Her grip tightened, slowed. He whimpered.

“Beg,” she snapped.

“Please let me come, Emily, fuck—please, I’m so close—please—”

She watched him writhe.

Then said, “I’m going to count down. And if you come before I hit one, I’m going to walk away and leave you here leaking in your pants.”

He nodded frantically.

“Five…”

Her hand stroked him fast again. His thighs were shaking.

“Four…”

His cock jumped. She leaned in and spat on the head, making it slicker, wetter, hotter.

“Three…”

His eyes rolled back. “Oh fuck—fuck—”

“Two…”

Her nails dragged along his shaft. His whole body convulsed.

“One—”

He exploded.

A choked, broken sound tore from his chest as cum shot up in thick, desperate spurts, splashing across his abs, his shirt, even catching her wrist. His hips bucked uncontrollably. His breath hitched.

And Emily?

She smiled — slow, wicked, victorious.

“You filthy fucking mess,” she whispered.

She wiped her hand on his chest and reached for her wine again, sipping it while he lay there, ruined and gasping beneath her.

John collapsed into the chair, wrecked and boneless, his cock twitching against his stomach, still leaking from the brutal orgasm she’d wrung out of him.

But Emily wasn’t done.

Not even close.

She watched his chest rise and fall — sharp, ragged — watched the tremble in his thighs, the sweat on his brow, the dazed look in his eyes like he’d just been fucked by a storm.

She knelt between his legs again, dragging her nails up the insides of his thighs, watching him flinch from the contact.

“Sensitive?” she murmured.

He nodded, eyes barely open. “So fucking sensitive…”

Her lips curled.

“Good.”

Without warning, she wrapped her hand around his cock again — still hard, barely softening, still twitching with aftershocks — and began to stroke.

Slow. Cruel.

His whole body bucked.

“Emily—fuck—Jesus—”

His voice broke again as her palm glided over the overstimulated head, smearing his own cum across the shaft, using it like lube as she worked him back up, dragging him right back into hell.

“You’re not done,” she said, voice like silk dipped in poison. “One orgasm doesn’t mean I’m finished with you.”

“I—I can’t—”

“You can,” she said, tightening her grip. “And you will.”

Her mouth descended, warm breath ghosting over his soaked tip. He flinched like she’d shocked him.

She licked a single, slow stripe from base to head, then circled her tongue around his crown, dragging it through the mess she’d made, swallowing the taste of him like it was hers.

He whimpered.

Not moaned. Whimpered.

She smiled against his shaft. “You’re so fucking wrecked.”

He nodded, helpless.

She licked again, faster now, then sucked the head into her mouth, slow and deep — only an inch or two, but enough to make his hips jerk like he was about to explode again.

“Fuck—Emily—fuck, fuck—please—”

She pulled off with a pop, her lips slick, chin messy. “You’re going to come again for me.”

He shook his head, eyes wide. “I don’t think I can.”

She climbed back into his lap, pressing her bare, slick pussy against his cock, which was somehow getting hard again — slower, twitchier, more desperate — but still alive.

“You’ll come,” she whispered, grinding into him, soaking his shaft again. “Because I said so.”

Then she reached down and slid his cock through her folds, letting it catch her entrance — just a little. Just enough to tease the tip inside, hot and tight and so fucking wet.

John’s hands flew to her waist.

She stopped. “Don’t move.”

He froze.

She rocked — just the head — in and out. Barely.

He was shaking.

“Do you want to come again?”

“Yes—yes—please—fuck yes.”

“Then beg better than last time.”

“Please let me come inside you,” he groaned. “Please, I need it. I need to feel you around me. I’ll do anything, Emily, just—fuck—please.”

She let him slip in another inch, and his whole body seized like he’d been struck by lightning.

She leaned in, lips at his ear. “You’ll come again.”

Then she slid down on him slowly — inch by inch, her pussy swallowing his cock in one slow, wet, perfect descent — until she was sitting flush against his lap, full of him.

His eyes rolled back. “Fuuuck—”

And she started to ride him.



Emily sat fully on him now, his cock buried deep inside her, the slick stretch of it almost obscene. He was still sensitive — every nerve in his cock firing like it was too much — but she didn’t let him pull back. She didn’t let him breathe.

She rolled her hips, slow, grinding, like she was fucking him through quicksand — no mercy, no rush, just unbearable friction dragging across his raw, overstimulated cock.

John’s hands gripped the armrests again like his life depended on it. His head was thrown back, face tight with pain and pleasure twisted together.

“Oh my God—” he gasped. “I can’t—I can’t—”

“Yes,” Emily whispered, nails dragging down his chest, drawing pink lines across his skin. “You fucking can. You’ll take every inch until I decide I’m finished.”

She rose slightly, just enough for his cock to almost slip out — just the head left inside — then dropped down again, slow and deep, her wetness sucking him in with a lewd, wet noise that made his legs twitch.

John’s whole body spasmed. “Jesus, fuck, it’s too much—”

“Good,” she hissed. “I want it to be too much. I want your cock sore for days. I want you leaking for the next hour, thinking about how I used you.”

She rocked again, long, wet strokes, her pussy gripping him tightly, squeezing like she meant to drain him of every drop.

Her walls were hot, clenching rhythmically around him, almost pulsing in time with his ragged breath. She was soaked — absolutely dripping — and every time she slid up and down, it smeared that wetness across his thighs, down to his balls.

“Feel that?” she whispered, leaning in, her breath hitting his mouth. “That ache in your balls? That tight, desperate clench building again?”

He nodded, useless now, mouth open, moaning like he was being wrecked from the inside out.

“I’m going to make you come again,” she said, voice low and mean. “You’re going to fucking shoot into me like you’ve got something left.”

“I—I don’t—fuck—I can’t—”

“You will.”

She shifted the angle, slamming down harder now — grinding, dragging her clit across his pelvis as she fucked him, riding him slow and cruel. Her nails dug into his shoulders, her tits bouncing slightly with every grind, sweat gleaming down her spine.

And John was unraveling.

His face contorted — eyes squeezed shut, breath ragged, cock twitching wildly inside her. Every thrust made his thighs tremble harder.

“You’re gonna fill me up, aren’t you?” she growled. “You’re gonna empty those fucking balls for me again.”

“Yes—yes—oh fuck—yes—”

She leaned back, grinding faster now, harder — her pussy tightening with every stroke, milking him like a machine built to ruin men.

His mouth fell open in a silent scream, and then—

He came.

Again.

Hot, thick pulses flooded into her, each one weaker than the last, each one dragged out like she was squeezing his orgasm from somewhere deep inside him. His whole body locked up, his muscles spasming, cock throbbing helplessly inside her as she kept riding, not stopping.

He was gasping, sweating, shaking — and still, she didn’t let up.

She kept moving.

Milking. Grinding. Wringing him dry.

Every twitch of his cock pushed another drop out of him, and she rode through it like she was chasing her own climax on the back of his exhaustion.

When she finally stopped, she stayed seated on him — cock still inside, twitching faintly — and leaned down, licking the sweat from his throat, whispering:

“That’s what it means to be used.”

He couldn’t speak. Could barely breathe.

He was done. Fucked dry. Ruined.

And Emily?

She just smirked and ground her hips once more, slow and firm, making his whole body jolt.

“Don’t pass out,” she whispered. “I’m not done yet.”

John was limp beneath her — a ruined mess of sweat and nerves, twitching and gasping, cock still buried inside her, softening but not soft enough.

Emily sat still for a moment, straddling his lap, her body humming, skin flushed, breath steady. She could feel the heat of his cum inside her — thick, warm, dripping slowly around his cock. It was filthy. And perfect.

Her eyes lowered to his face — wrecked, dazed, barely hanging on.

But she wasn’t done.

She shifted her hips again, slow and heavy, grinding her still-throbbing pussy down on him — her clit pressing hard against his pelvis, slick folds dragging every last drop of sensation from his overstimulated body.

He flinched. “Emily—please—I can’t—”

Her nails dug into his shoulders again. “You don’t need to come,” she growled, voice rough now. “You just need to stay hard long enough for me to finish.”

She began to ride him again.

Slow. Deep. Cruel.

Her pussy clenched down hard around his cock — what was left of it — dragging him back into something close to hardness whether he wanted it or not.

John groaned, head falling back, his entire body shaking. His cock twitched inside her, weak and too raw, but still there.

And Emily?

She was a fucking storm.

She moved with purpose — grinding her hips in tight, needy circles, her clit swollen and throbbing now, aching for release. Her breath hitched. Her eyes fluttered closed.

She didn’t care if it hurt him. She didn’t care if he begged.

He was going to be inside her when she came.

Every thrust rubbed her clit just right, the angle brutal and beautiful — her wetness soaking his lap, her body shuddering now with each slow, ruthless ride.

She was close.

“Oh fuck…” she moaned, rocking harder. “That’s it… right fucking there…”

She grabbed his jaw, forcing his head up, forcing him to look at her as she used his cock like a toy.

“You feel that?” she panted. “That’s me… fucking coming… on your ruined dick.”

Then she broke.

Her whole body locked up, thighs clenching tight around him, pussy clenching even harder — milking him again, pulsing around him like she meant to drain him of more cum he didn’t have.

She moaned, long and loud, her orgasm ripping through her, hips grinding in frantic, shaky circles, riding it out while his body trembled under hers.

His cock twitched uselessly inside her.

She didn’t stop.

Even as she came — hard, deep, soaked — she kept moving, chasing the aftershocks, grinding down until her thighs were shaking, until her breath came in ragged gasps and her chest heaved.

Finally — finally — she collapsed forward, her body spent and trembling, her cunt still wrapped tight around him, cock still buried inside.

She kissed his throat. Bit his collarbone. Laughed, low and breathless.

“Now,” she whispered, lips against his ear, “now I’m done.”

John didn’t answer. He couldn’t.

He was wrecked.

Destroyed.

And she?

She was glowing.

John was trembling, chest rising in shallow, ruined breaths, his cock twitching pathetically inside her — softer now, still soaked in both their mess, still barely hanging on. He’d come. Hard. Multiple times. His thighs shook with the effort of it, and his voice was a wrecked whisper when he finally spoke.

“Fuck... Emily... I don’t... I can’t even...” He laughed weakly, eyes glazed. “These days? At my age? I can’t come more than once. Maybe twice if I’m lucky and I skip dinner. And you—” His head dropped back, totally spent. “You made me come three fucking times.”

Emily was still on top of him, pussy wrapped tight around his softened cock, her thighs trembling too. Her body was flushed and soaked, and she wasn’t trying to hide the satisfaction. Her smirk was soft now, lips swollen, mascara faintly smudged from sweat and motion.

She leaned forward, kissed his jaw, then his throat, then his mouth — a long, slow, grateful kiss. Not teasing. Not cruel. Just... earned.

“You were perfect,” she whispered against his lips. “It’s been a privilege to fuck you like that.”

She climbed off him slowly, carefully — like unwrapping something delicate. His cock slipped out of her, wet and exhausted, followed by a messy trail of cum that smeared down her thighs. She didn’t flinch. She owned it.

Grabbing a towel from the corner, she wiped her legs clean — then, without being asked, cleaned him too. His hips jerked as she touched him — overstimulated, flinching — but she was gentle now, tender as she cleaned his cock with slow, apologetic strokes.

“Drink?” she offered, standing naked in front of him like a goddess fresh from war.

He could barely nod. “Please…”

She walked, unashamed, across the hotel suite, hips still swaying, poured him a scotch with one hand and used the other to rake her fingers back through her tousled hair. She handed him the glass with a soft smile and kissed his temple once more.

“Rest,” she said. “You’ve earned it.”

He stared at her, like he didn’t know whether to fall in love or pass out. Maybe both.

And she?

She slipped into her dress, fixed her hair in the mirror, reapplied her lipstick with a precision that shouldn’t be possible after what they’d just done — then turned at the door, gave him one last look.

“John,” she said softly, “you’ll sleep well tonight.”

He smiled. “I fucking hope so.”

Emily left with her head high, heels clicking down the hall.



The next morning, she walked into the office, hair up, sharp suit, no sign of last night on her skin — just a glow in her eyes that hinted at the fire she’d unleashed.

Richard — her boss — was already in the conference room. As she walked in, he looked up from his phone and grinned wide.

“Emily,” he said. “Congratulations.”

She paused, arching a brow.

“We won the contract,” he said, standing. “John signed this morning. Full commitment. Ten-year partnership. Triple the original number. We’ve landed a billionaire, Emily.”

He stepped close and lowered his voice.

“I don’t know what you did to that man,” he muttered, “but he said you were... ‘incomparable’. His exact word. Said you reminded him what it meant to feel again.”

Emily smiled, slow and subtle.

“I was just doing my job,” she said.

Richard chuckled, patting her shoulder.

“Well, remind me to give you a raise. You didn’t just close a client. You unlocked him.”

She walked to her desk with a soft hum in her throat, set down her bag, and pulled out a folder with all the signed agreements — still warm from the courier.

There was a note clipped to the front. Handwritten. Elegant.

“Thank you, Emily. You reminded me I’m still alive.
— J.”

She tucked the note into her bag. No one else needed to see that.

Because last night?

Was personal.
And this morning?

Was business.

But both?
Belonged to her.      

Chapter 13 :  The Whore and The Pimp

Richard couldn't stop staring.
All morning, his eyes followed her — from the conference room to the coffee machine to the printer. She moved like something dangerous wrapped in silk. Everyone noticed the glow in her eyes, but only he knew what it meant.

She had fucked John Mathers last night.
And this morning? The contract was signed.

By 3 PM, he called her in.
"Close the door," he said.

She did. Quietly. Calmly. And turned to face him, arms crossed under her chest — body perfectly still, expression unreadable.

He waited. Then said:
“Mathers wants to see you again.”

She didn’t react.
“Said you… ‘left an impression.’ He called you—what was it—ah, yes. Incomparable. Said you made him feel like he was twenty again.”

A soft smirk curled on her lips. But she didn’t speak.

Richard stepped around the desk. Closer.
“What did you do to him, Emily?”

She tilted her head.
“What makes you think I fucked him?”

Richard's nostrils flared. “Because I know you.”

Her smile widened — slow, wicked, perfectly controlled.
“Do you?”

He took another step. “Did you fuck him in the car? The suite? How many times?”

She walked past him, deliberately brushing his shoulder, then sat on the edge of his desk — crossed her legs, slowly, flashing the faint lace of a thong she had slipped off hours ago and tucked into her purse.

“Let me guess,” she murmured. “You’ve spent the whole day trying to picture it.”

He said nothing.

Her voice dropped lower.
“Trying to imagine how he touched me. If he pulled my hair. If he made me moan. If I begged.”

Richard’s cock was hard. Throbbing against his slacks.

“I won’t tell you what happened,” she said, voice smooth as glass. “But I will tell you this…”

She leaned forward, lips near his ear.
“He came three times.”

That was it.
Just that.
No detail. No confirmation. No story.
Just enough to set him on fire.

He groaned — soft, tortured. His hand moved to his belt.
Emily slapped it away.

“Don’t touch yourself.”

He swallowed hard.

“You sent me to him,” she whispered. “You told me to use my body to close the deal. So let’s stop pretending you’re not just my fucking pimp.”

She slid closer. Opened her thighs just enough to tease him.
“I fucked a billionaire for you. And now you’re hard like a teenager. So go ahead, Richard.”

She reached up, grabbed his tie, yanked him forward.
“Say it.”

He looked down at her. At her glistening cunt. At the woman who owned him.

“You’re a whore,” he breathed.

She nodded. “And you?”

“I’m your pimp.”

“Good boy.”

She undid his belt. Pulled his cock out. It was already leaking.

“No kissing,” she said. “No foreplay. Just fuck your little office whore and remember who made your firm a goddamn empire.”

He rammed into her like a man starving — no rhythm, no finesse, just raw, carnal desperation. The contract was worth billions; he’d take humiliation if it meant keeping her close.

She clenched around him once, deliberately, then let her body go still. Denying herself — and him — the satisfaction.

She stared at him the whole time — steady, unblinking, judging.

When he started to lose control, she shoved him back. Dropped to her knees. Took him into her mouth like a punishment, not a gift.

He moaned. Loud. Broken.

She let him come. Swallowed every drop.

Then stood. Slapped his cheek — just hard enough to mark it red.
“I fucked him for business,” she whispered. “But I fucked you because it turns me on to see how weak I make you.”

She tucked his cock back in, zipped him up, fixed her lipstick without looking in a mirror.
Then walked out.


Chapter 14: Confession Pending

John Mathers had taken her to his penthouse.

Not the suite he used for meetings. Not the hotel.

His real home. Private elevator. Custom marble bar. Floor-to-ceiling glass walls overlooking the city like a throne room for billionaires.

He fed her caviar off a silver spoon, poured her 40-year-old scotch, and then fucked her with the intensity of a man twice her age and none of her restraint.

She came twice.

He came three times.

The last time wasn’t from thrusting.
It was when her hand slid lower, almost without thought, curiosity mixing with the heat. She teased first — light, testing — then, surprising even herself, pressed two fingers past the tight ring of his ass while stroking his cock with the other.

She half-expected him to flinch.
Instead, John’s body bowed like a wire pulled too tight, his control breaking all at once. The billionaire who owned boardrooms and empires let out a ragged, helpless groan as he came harder than either orgasm before — shaking under her, undone, while she milked him from inside and o

As for her third orgasm, it didn’t come from his cock at all. It came when he pulled her legs over his shoulders and buried his face between her cheeks like a man possessed. He ate her ass like it was his mission — tongue working shamelessly, wet, relentless. His grip on her thighs was iron, spreading her wide, holding her in place while he devoured her.

At first, Emily’s breath caught, her body tensing in shock. No one had ever dared touch her like this, let alone claim her so completely. But then his tongue pushed deeper, circling, probing, flicking, and the shame twisted instantly into something molten. Her hands clawed at the sheets, her hair sticking to her damp forehead as her body betrayed her — arching back into his mouth, chasing more.

The sounds were obscene, slick and desperate, and the way he groaned against her — like worship, like hunger — sent vibrations through her spine. She was unraveling, piece by piece, and she couldn’t stop it. Didn’t want to.

When it finally broke, it was violent in its release. She screamed into the mattress, her whole body shaking as the orgasm tore through her, raw and uncoiled, something she hadn’t even known she was capable of.

She hadn’t known she could come from that.

But he made her.

Afterward, he didn’t just collapse beside her like other men. He took a warm towel from the bathroom and returned to her, kneeling between her thighs with the reverence of a servant and the focus of a lover. He cleaned her slowly, every stroke careful, almost ceremonial, as though tending to her body was the real prize of the night. The way his hands moved — steady, unhurried, thorough — made it feel less like aftercare and more like possession.

When he was done, he kissed the inside of her knee, then rose and walked to the dresser. From a drawer he retrieved a small velvet box and placed it in her hand without a word. Inside, a diamond glowed — small but flawless, cut to throw fire under even the dimmest light. Not flashy, not gaudy. Chosen to be intimate, private.

He leaned close, his breath warm against her neck. “You didn’t just remind me I was alive,” he whispered. His lips brushed her skin like a benediction. “You reminded me I still know how to worship.”

She left his penthouse with her body humming, her skin marked, her pulse still unsteady. The city lights outside seemed brighter, the air sharper, her heels clicking like a victory march.

She came home glowing. Limbs sore. Pussy still twitching.



Her husband was on the couch, drunk.

Not messy. Just… broken. Slurring slightly. Eyes red.

“I waited,” he said, voice cracking. “You stay out for hours… I don’t even know where you go anymore.”

Emily took off her heels, walked to the kitchen, poured herself water.

“You know where I go.”

He stood up, wobbled slightly, and walked over to her.

“You fuck other men.”

She turned, met his gaze — cool, sharp. “Do I really care what you think?”

He shook his head. Not in anger — in confusion. Pain. Lust.

“I don’t know how to deal with this. I try to jerk off, I try to fantasize, but then I feel like I’m losing you. Like you’re slipping away.”

She didn’t flinch. “You’re not.”

“I miss you,” he whispered. “I miss your taste.”

She blinked. “Then take it.”

He sank to his knees. He lifted her skirt — she wasn’t wearing any. She hadn’t bothered after Mathers.

She leaned back against the fridge, spread her legs slightly, one hand in his hair.

He buried his face between her thighs, licking her softly at first, then deeper, faster, like a man trying to reclaim something sacred.

And when his tongue drifted lower — when he licked the places Mathers had touched just hours before — she gasped, surprised at the flash of shame and heat. Then she relaxed into it. She didn’t stop him.

She came on his tongue in minutes — legs trembling, moaning his name through gritted teeth.

When she came down, she cupped his face, kissed his mouth, tasted herself on him.

“You want me back?” she asked, breathing hard.

He nodded. “I already called a counselor and applied to three temp jobs this morning,” he said, voice raw. “I’m starting now.”

She smiled. Brushed a tear off his cheek.

“Then do it,” she said. “I’m proud of you already.”

He looked up at her like a worshiper.

She held his face between her palms, steady, unshakable.

“But before you do,” she said softly — the glow gone now, her eyes dark with something heavier.
“I have to tell you something.”

The words hung in the air, sharp and loaded.
And for the first time all night, it wasn’t sex or power that made his body tremble.

It was fear.

Stay tuned for Part 2
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