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Chapter 1

It starts with Riley adjusting his collar for the third time since we walked in. He’s resplendent in the charcoal Tom Ford I picked out for him, but the fabric clings to his self-doubt like smoke. His gaze darts from the polished floor to the chattering clusters of his colleagues, desperate for an escape hatch. I savor the tiny, futile movements of his fingers on his lapels.

They sent a car service, of course. Riley’s company loves a spectacle almost as much as I do. The elevator opens into a world built from obsidian glass and gloss; modern, severe, coldly expensive. Every wall is a mirror, every man a competitor, every woman an ornament or threat.

I glide past the threshold, the click of my Louboutins slicing through the drone of the crowd. My dress is a whisper of silk, jet black, clinging to my hips and slit high on the thigh. The dress you wear when you want someone to ask, but you’d rather they beg. Every eye in the room lands on me before it bounces off, a pinball game of hunger and resentment.

Riley clears his throat. “Maybe we could grab a drink before, um, before you mingle?” He’s already blinking too much.

“You grab us one, babe.” I tap his arm, let my hand linger, then slide into the current of bodies. I don’t look back, but I know he’s watching, sucking in a lungful of disappointment.

The party is in the atrium: honeyed lights, glass railings, the faint echo of a jazz trio somewhere out of sight. The air smells like corporate ambition, a blend of citrusy perfume and anxious sweat. I float to the center of the room, scanning for a spark, someone who matters, or someone who could. My lips part in a small, predatory smile.

He’s near the bar, his back to the crowd, shoulders broad enough to block out the world. Blond, tanned, sharp jaw. His suit is immaculate, his tie a deliberate afterthought, just loose enough to telegraph nonchalance. There’s a group orbiting him: men who laugh a beat too late, women leaning in with open mouths and closed hearts.

Jax. The new guy. I’ve only seen his photo in the quarterly report, but his reputation is already a thundercloud rolling through the office. Harvard. Former Olympic trials. Family money, but with enough audacity to pretend it doesn’t matter. I can taste the challenge in the air before I even cross the room.

He notices me, of course. Jax’s eyes sweep my body with a slow, unblinking curiosity. He doesn’t even pretend to be polite about it, and I reward him with a smirk. When I slide up next to him, he shifts just enough to angle his chest toward me. I lean in, letting the warmth of his body cut through the chill of the room.

“Good beverages, but the ice is a crime,” Jax says, raising his glass as if to toast me.

I laugh low and dirty and let my fingers trail along the bar’s marble edge.

He glances at my hand. “Tara, right?”

I lean closer. “I’m flattered. It was unknown to me that I was on your radar.

His eyes flick to my wedding band. “It's hard not to be. You’re the most interesting thing here, and I’m including the HR director’s toupee.”

He delivers it dry, but I can see the edge behind his humor. He’s testing me, weighing my reactions. I give him just enough to keep him chasing.

We banter. Sharpened words, laced with implications, and I brush his arm when I laugh. I feel the muscles tense under my touch. He doesn’t move away. If anything, he leans closer, matching my rhythm. The world blurs into insignificance.

I know Riley is watching. He’s standing at the edge of the crowd, two glasses in hand, caught in a liminal space between wanting to intervene and knowing he shouldn’t. I lock eyes with him from across the room and hold the gaze for a long, electric moment before turning back to Jax.

Riley’s hands tremble just slightly, and he forces a smile when a junior analyst approaches, desperate for his attention. I imagine his heart rate tripling every time Jax laughs at something I say, every time I let my tongue flick over my lips mid-sentence.

Jax’s voice drops an octave. “You always this much fun, or is it just the company?”

I trail my finger up the inside of his wrist, deliberately slow. “Why don’t you stick around and find out?”

He grins. “Best offer I’ve had all week.”

A woman in a sequined sheath glides by, eyes darting from me to Jax. I don’t break stride, and neither does he. I can feel the pulse of the crowd shifting, attention crystallizing around us.

We talk about nothing, about everything. It’s all a prelude, a performance, and Jax knows his lines. I drop my hand to his thigh, casual as breathing, and he covers it with his own. It’s not sexual, not yet, but it’s a stake in the ground. I flash another glance at Riley, who is now deep in conversation with a CFO type, but his eyes betray him. He’s not present. Not with them. Not even with himself. Only with me.

Jax leans in, lips dangerously close to my ear. “Your husband’s going to have to step up his game if he wants to keep up with you.”

I let out a sound that’s half laugh, half growl. “You’d be surprised what he can handle.”

He pulls back, blue eyes alight with mischief. “I doubt it.”

I decide to push. I cross my legs, exposing even more thigh, and drag my nails up Jax’s forearm. His knuckles flex, tightening around the glass. I lick my lips, slow and deliberate, and hold his gaze for three full seconds. The energy is radioactive.

Jax breaks the silence with a low, appreciative hum. “You’re trouble.”

I smile, teeth and all. “Only if you’re afraid of a little competition.”

“Never have been.”

From the corner of my eye, I catch Riley moving closer, still clutching both drinks. He’s close enough to hear, but far enough that he’s not truly part of the conversation. I tilt my body toward him, sending out a lifeline, but he hesitates. Instead, he hovers at the periphery, an observer in his own marriage.

Jax notices the tension and smirks. “You sure you want to keep him waiting?”

I trace my tongue along my teeth. “He likes to watch.”

Jax laughs, low and rich. “I bet he does.”

A junior exec interrupts, shoving a phone in Jax’s face. There’s a photo op, a brief flurry of flashes, and then we’re back in our bubble. Jax returns his attention to me, but I can feel Riley’s presence like a cold front approaching.

Eventually, Riley sidles up, clearing his throat. “Hey, um, I brought you a -”

He pauses as he sees my hand on Jax’s thigh, Jax’s hand over mine. The moment stretches, awkward and perfect.

“Beverage,” Riley finishes, voice barely audible.

I take it, sip, and place my hand, sticky with condensation, back on Jax’s arm. “You remember Jax, right, honey?”

Riley nods, blinking rapidly. “Of course. I, uh, think we met at the Q4 planning summit.”

Jax gives a wolfish grin. “We did. You were the only one who actually listened when I spoke.”

I stifle a laugh, but Riley tries to smile, lips twitching. He looks at me, really looks, searching for some trace of loyalty. I meet his gaze with a measured calm, then slide my hand from Jax’s thigh to Riley’s back, just above the waistband of his trousers. Riley straightens, then melts into my touch, desperate for approval.

I guide the conversation, balancing the attention between the two men, playing them off each other. I make a show of touching both, shifting my body language to favor whichever one is more reactive. Jax is unflappable, a rock. Riley is all exposed nerve endings, every gesture an admission of need.

We talk for another half hour, maybe more. Jax leans into my space with every word. Riley floats at the edge, helpless to intervene. Occasionally, I run my tongue over my lips, just to watch both men’s eyes follow the movement.

At some point, a VP’s wife compliments my dress, then glares daggers at me when she sees the way Jax is looking. I relish it.

The jazz trio switches to something slow and sultry. The lights dim. Jax finishes his drink and glances at me, a question in his eyes. I turn to Riley and squeeze his arm. “Ready to call it a night, babe?”

He nods, too eager, and I catch Jax’s smirk. I take Riley’s hand, but let my other fingers brush Jax’s as I turn away. His grip is like a promise: this is not the end.

We slip out into the corridor, Riley’s palm slick in mine. I lead him to the elevator, pressing the button with more force than necessary. The doors slide shut, sealing us in with the hum of fluorescent lights. I watch Riley in the reflection, his jaw clenched, eyes low.

“You okay?” I ask, voice syrupy sweet.

He tries for a shrug. “I guess I just didn’t realize you and Jax were… friends.”

I step close, crowding his space. “Is that a problem?”

He opens his mouth, then closes it. “No. I just. He’s a lot. You know?”

I run a finger along his jaw, sharp enough to sting. “Maybe you could take some notes.”

He laughs, nervous and small. “I’ll try.”

The elevator opens into the lobby. I tug Riley toward the waiting car, the night air biting at our skin. He’s quiet, lost in his thoughts. I slide into the leather seat, cross my legs, and watch him from beneath my lashes.

Jax is a firestorm, and Riley is a forest waiting to burn.

I can’t wait to watch it happen.

#

The Uber reeks of lemon-scented wipes and new vinyl, a cloying attempt to mask years of body heat and spilled secrets. Riley and I fold ourselves into the backseat, the driver’s eyes flicking up in the mirror, then away. He knows better than to ask questions.

We sit too close, even for a married couple. My bare thigh presses against the crisp wool of Riley’s slacks; the heat between us is more friction than affection. He stares out the window, city lights chasing his reflection down glass canyons. His hands twist in his lap, thumb worrying the skin below his wedding band.

I scroll through my phone, thumb idling over social feeds, but I’m not really reading. I let a small smile slip onto my lips, just for myself. The night isn’t over, not by a long shot.

“Did you have fun?” I murmur without looking up.

Riley flinches. He’s a man who’s always bracing for bad news, even when the question is harmless. “Yeah. I mean, sure. It was fine.” His voice barely fills the car.

“Just fine?” I nudge him with my knee, slow and deliberate.

He hesitates. “You seemed to have fun with Jax.”

I drag out a sigh, watching his Adam’s apple bob. “You’re not jealous, are you?”

He makes a sound. Part laugh, part exhale. “No. Why would I be jealous?”

“You tell me.” I glance up from my phone, let my gaze linger on the hollow of his throat, the faint pink flush that’s bloomed across his jaw. “You don’t have to be threatened by him, you know.”

He tugs at his collar, gaze fixed on the passing blur of neon and shadow. “I’m not threatened.”

“But you want to be.” I reach over, letting my fingertips skate along the back of his hand. He tenses, then relaxes, then tenses again.

“You’re impossible,” he says, but there’s no bite in it. He’s a drowning man, grateful for any hand that reaches into the water, even if it’s only there to push him under.

The ride is short, a luxury condo rising above the city like a dare. We say nothing as we ride the elevator up, the air tight with everything we’re not saying. Riley unlocks the door, and the familiar scent of lavender and linen wraps around us like a memory.

I kick off my heels, leaving them where they land, and watch Riley hang up his coat with exaggerated care. I don’t give him time to catch his breath.

“We should invite Jax over,” I say, breezy as a weather report.

Riley turns, eyebrows furrowed. “What?”

I walk to him, let my fingers drift along his chest, toying with the buttons of his shirt. “I think we should invite him over. You can grill him about his Harvard credentials or whatever it is you corporate boys do. Or,” I let my palm settle just above his heart, feel the frantic fluttering beneath, “we could just have some fun.”

Riley’s mouth opens, then closes. He looks at the floor. “You can’t be serious.”

I tip his chin up with one finger. “Why not? Don’t pretend you didn’t see how he looked at me. How you looked at us.”

He shakes his head, but he’s not fighting. Not really. “It’s just. He’s not. Tara, he’s—”

I lean in, breath warm against his ear. “He’s perfect. Isn’t he?”

Riley’s cheeks go scarlet. “I don’t—”

“Don’t lie.” I unfasten the top button of his shirt slowly and deliberately, then run my nails down his chest. “You like it. Watching. Wondering.”

He makes a strangled sound, more animal than man, and I feel his body betray him. I push him back against the wall, pinning him with my hips.

“We’ll invite him,” I say, voice velvet. “You’ll be polite. I’ll do the rest.”

He doesn’t answer, but his breathing tells me everything I need to know.

I kiss him hard, biting his lower lip. He melts. He always does.

The next move is mine.

#

Riley hovers at the edge of the bedroom, pacing tight circuits around the dresser. He runs his hand through his hair every ten seconds, a metronome of anxiety. I lounge on the bed, phone balanced on my bare thigh, one leg bent just enough to draw the eye. I can feel the pulse between my ribs, electric and anticipatory.

I dial Jax.

He picks up before the second ring. “Didn’t think you’d actually call.”

I let my voice drop, just for him. “I don’t bluff, Jax.”

He laughs. “Are you free now?”

“I’m always free when it matters.” I catch Riley’s gaze in the mirror, watch his pupils dilate.

“I’ll be there in twenty.”

“Bring something expensive,” I say, and end the call before he can answer.

Riley stops moving, looks at me like I’ve just rewritten the rules of gravity. “He’s coming over?”

I stand, shrugging out of my cocktail dress and letting it slide to the floor. I take my time, savoring the way Riley’s eyes track every inch of exposed skin. “You can still say no.”

He shakes his head, mute.

“That’s what I thought.”

I open the lingerie drawer and pick the red set. Lacy, sheer, practically criminal. I slide on the bra, tug the straps into place, then shimmy into the matching panties. I let Riley watch as I knot a silk robe around my waist, the hem barely grazing the tops of my thighs.

He’s flushed, breathing hard, hands flexing at his sides. I walk to him, press a palm to his chest, feel his heart try to break free.

“I want you to stay tonight,” I say, voice low. “All of it.”

He nods, and I reward him with a kiss. Hard, and unyielding.

Jax buzzes at the door exactly eighteen minutes later. I open it before Riley can finish straightening the living room. Jax stands in the hallway, jacket slung over one shoulder, a bottle of whiskey in hand.

“Told you I’d make it,” he says, eyes roaming over my robe, then past me to where Riley lingers in the shadows.

Jax walks in like he owns the place. He plants himself on the couch, one arm draped over the back, legs spread wide. I motion for Riley to join us. He perches on the far cushion, as far from Jax as the furniture allows.

I pour us some beverages. Jax raises his glass. “To new friends.”

Riley manages a nod, his hand trembling as he takes the glass. I sit between them, the silk of my robe whispering against the upholstery. I let my knees touch both their thighs, one warm, the other ice cold.

Conversation starts civilized. Jax asks about work, about Riley’s department, about the view from our balcony. But every question is a challenge, every answer a measure of dominance. Jax leans into me when he laughs, and I lean back, letting my robe fall open more each time. Riley watches, helpless.

At some point, Jax rests his hand on my bare knee. I look over at Riley; he sees it, and I see him seeing it. He doesn’t move. He doesn’t even blink.

I run my finger along the rim of my water glass, then turn to Jax. “You don’t mind if I get more comfortable, do you?”

Jax’s eyes go dark. “I was hoping you would.”

I untied the robe, letting it slip off my shoulders, and pool behind me. The lingerie leaves nothing to the imagination. Jax exhales slowly and deliberate. Riley stares at the floor.

“You have no idea how long I’ve wanted this,” Jax says, voice nearly a growl.

“Longer than you think,” I purr.

Jax sets down his glass, leans in, and kisses me. It’s raw, hungry. His tongue demands, and I open for him, letting him take what he wants. His hands slide to my hips, thumbs digging into my flesh. I moan into his mouth.

Riley makes a small noise. I break the kiss, turn to him, cup his chin with my palm.

“You okay?” I ask gently.

He nods, voice gone. “Yeah.”

Jax smirks. “You sure, buddy?”

Riley looks at him, then at me, and nods again. “Yeah. I want this.”

I take both of their hands, lace my fingers through theirs, and stand. “Let’s go.”

I lead them down the hall to the bedroom; the men following like shadows. Pushing Jax onto the bed, I straddle him, feeling his cock strain in his jeans. I grind against him, slow and deep, never breaking eye contact.

Riley stands at the foot of the bed, frozen.

“Take your clothes off,” I say, not looking at him.

He hesitates, then complies, jacket first, then shirt, then pants. He’s beautiful, vulnerable. I beckon him closer.

Jax flips me onto my back, mouths my neck, teeth grazing skin. His hands find my breasts, squeezing through the lace. I arch, gasp, grab his hair, pull him harder. Riley stands there, erection tenting his boxers, eyes wide.

“Come here,” I say to Riley, voice dark.

He kneels on the bed beside us. I pull him down, kiss him with the taste of Jax still on my tongue. Riley whimpers, hips bucking.

Jax watches, amused. He shoves his hand between my legs, cups the heat through the lace. I cry out, grinding into his palm. Riley tries to touch me, but I slap his hand away.

“Watch,” I command.

Jax strips me, tosses the lingerie to the floor. He slides down, buries his face between my legs, tongue lapping with obscene skill. My back arches, fists knotting the sheets. I stare at Riley, force him to watch every flick, every moan.

“Jesus, Tara,” Riley whispers.

Jax looks up, grins, chin slick. “She’s a fucking goddess, isn’t she?”

Riley nods, silent.

I yank Riley’s boxers down, grabbing his cock. Riley gasps, then shudders as I stroke him, slow, almost teasing.

“Don’t cum,” I order Riley.

He bites his lip, nods.

Jax stands, unzips, and frees himself. He’s big. Bigger than Riley, and Riley knows it. Jax positions himself at my entrance, rubbing the head along my soaked slit.

“Beg for it,” Jax says.

I look at Riley, holding his gaze. “Do it, Riley. Tell him to fuck me.”

Riley’s face contorts, lust and shame fighting for space. “Please. Fuck her.”

Jax slides in, deep and relentless. I cry out, nails raking his back. He fucks me hard, never breaking rhythm, eyes locked on Riley.

Riley watches, helpless, cock in hand. He’s trembling, but he never looks away.

Jax pounds into me, each thrust a declaration of ownership. I scream, shatter, lose myself. Jax follows, growling my name as he finishes.

I pull Riley into bed, wrap him in my arms. He’s sobbing, but it’s relief. I stroke his hair, whisper to him, and he melts in my embrace.

Jax grins.

I’ve never felt more alive.


Chapter 2

The city glows behind our living room’s floor-to-ceiling glass, casting grid lines across the carpet. I watch Jax’s reflection as we cross the threshold, his silhouette slicing through the field of light like an athlete on game tape. I savor the sight: he fits the skyline, all jaw and muscle and casual entitlement, a man who expects to be waited on, fucked, obeyed.

Riley trails behind us, shoes barely making a sound on the rug. He’s traded his suit for loungewear. Something soft, something safe, but his face is strung tight. Every micro-expression a concession to the war in his chest. I can smell him: the aftershave I picked out at Nordstrom, mixed with a note of animal panic. The contrast is perfect. I feel the stir between my thighs.

Jax tosses his keys onto the kitchen counter and pivots, taking in the apartment. “You weren’t kidding about the view,” he says, not looking at the city, but at me. The dark is his, and so am I.

Riley hovers just inside the door, hands in pockets, jaw working overtime. He doesn’t know where to stand, so he doesn’t stand anywhere. I turn, catch his gaze, and he flinches. He’s not ready, but he wants to be.

I decide for him. “You can wait in the guest room.” I make it sound like an order, because it is.

Jax grins, picking up on the tension instantly. “You gonna put him in time-out?”

“Something like that,” I reply, tilting my head. I close the distance, plant myself between the two men, let the moment stretch. “You can listen, Riley. But don’t come out unless I tell you.”

His lips part, maybe to protest, but I see the pulse jumping in his throat and know he won’t. He nods. The movement is barely there, but it’s everything.

Jax circles the island, opens the fridge, and pulls out a bottle of sparkling water like he owns the place. He twists off the cap, drinks, never breaking eye contact with Riley. “You sure you’re cool with this?” His tone is teasing, but there’s steel behind it. He wants the answer to be yes.

Riley finds his voice, thin and threadbare. “Yeah. I’m sure.”

“Good,” Jax says, his smile all teeth.

I slide past Riley, brushing his arm with the barest touch. He shivers. I lean in close, just for him, letting my hair trail over his shoulder. “You’re going to be a good boy for me, aren’t you?”

He bites his lip, nods again.

“Say it.”

He closes his eyes, breath shaky. “I’ll be good.”

I kiss his cheek hard enough to leave a mark. “I know you will.”

Jax clears his throat, and I turn to find him leaning against the counter, arms folded. He’s already taken off his jacket, muscles stretching the sleeves of his t-shirt. I glimpse the ghost of a scar above his eyebrow, the one I remember from his LinkedIn headshot. The man is curated masculinity, a rebuke to everything safe and gentle about Riley. It’s almost poetic.

I take Jax’s hand, interlace our fingers, and walk him down the hall. We go slowly—deliberately. I make sure Riley watches every step, every hip sway, every suggestion in the line of my back. I feel the hunger behind me, the shame, the helplessness. It’s intoxicating.

As we pass the guest room, I pause and look back. Riley stands in the doorframe, hands limp at his sides, the light from the hallway making him almost spectral. I smile, and for a second, I think he’ll break. But he just stands there, eyes huge, swallowing everything.

I shut the guest room door myself, gently, but not so gently that he misses the click. On the other side, I hear his breath catch. I picture him standing alone, listening to the sound of my footsteps as I walk Jax toward our bedroom. The bedroom that Riley and I share, the one with my perfume still lingering in the sheets.

Jax squeezes my hand, and I squeeze back. I can’t stop smiling.

When we reach the master, I push open the door and lead him inside. The mattress is still rumpled from last night, and I tossed my robe on the chaise. Jax drops his backpack by the dresser and turns to face me. For a moment, the air goes tight, the only sound the distant, muffled hum of Riley breathing on the other side of the wall.

Jax runs his hands up my sides, slow and careful. “You like making him wait, don’t you?”

I nod, unable to play coy. “I do.”

He kisses me hard, greedily, taking what’s his.

As his hands slide under my shirt, I listen for Riley, straining to hear if he’s moved. But the silence is perfect. He’s there. He’s listening. And that’s all I need.

I let Jax push me back onto the bed, my mind alive with the heat of the moment, the weight of Riley’s gaze, even through drywall and darkness. There’s power in being wanted, but even more in being watched.

And tonight, I intend to give them both a show.

Jax wastes no time. He strips off his shirt in a single, practiced motion and tosses it onto the nightstand. His body is a monument to self-regard, abs tight, chest broad, every inch announcing its dominance. I arch my back on the bed, letting the dress ride up my thighs, letting him look.

He looks. He takes it all in, eyes darkening with a hunger that eclipses even my best lies. I know I’m wet already; the air between us tastes electric.

Jax climbs onto the bed, knees pinning my hips, hands bracketing my face. He kisses me like he’s devouring something rare and expensive, something he’s always deserved but only now collected. His tongue presses into my mouth, demanding, not asking. I give in, letting him bruise my lips, letting him own my breath.

His fingers slide up my arms, gathering both wrists and pinning them above my head. My body reacts instantly, spine bowing, thighs parting. I could resist, but I don’t. I want him to see how easy I am for him.

“You like being taken,” he says, voice low and hot.

“By the right man.” I let the words bleed out, loud enough for the wall to catch.

Jax grins, teeth flashing. “You mean the only man.”

He drags his mouth down my neck, biting, leaving a roadmap of ownership. I moan louder than necessary, just to be sure the audience gets his money’s worth. My nipples harden under the thin silk, begging for his hands. He obliges, squeezing until I gasp.

I hear it then. The soft, accidental thump from the guest room. Riley’s foot on the floor. I close my eyes and imagine him pressed to the wall, one hand covering his mouth, the other probably not. I arch up, grinding my hips against Jax, letting the bedsprings punctuate the rhythm.

He slides my dress up, bunching it at my waist. My panties are red and damp and soon to be gone. Jax hooks a finger, rips them down, and spreads my legs with the authority that makes me lightheaded.

He pauses, hovering at my entrance, cock thick and pulsing against my inner thigh. “Ready?” he asks.

“Don’t make me beg,” I whisper, so the wall won’t miss it.

He thrusts in, deep and sudden, filling me so fast I can’t breathe. I scream. Sharp, unfiltered. The headboard slams against the wall hard enough to rattle the picture frames. I hope Riley’s standing close enough to feel the vibration.

Jax pounds into me, each stroke a threat made good. My arms strain against his grip, wrists going numb. He fucks like he wants to break something. Maybe me, maybe the rules, maybe the entire fragile peace of our marriage. I let him. I welcome it.

Between thrusts, I shout his name, every syllable designed to torture the man on the other side of the drywall. “God, Jax! You’re so much bigger than him!” I gasp, arching up to take him even deeper. “Harder… yes… right there! Fuck, don’t stop!”

He doesn’t stop. He picks up the tempo, relentless, hips slamming into mine so the entire room shudders with it. Sweat beads on his chest, drips onto my stomach. His face is a mask of effort, veins popping in his neck.

I hear another noise. A muffled, half-strangled moan from the guest room. Riley can’t help himself. The sound is exquisite.

Jax leans down, lips brushing my ear. “You think he’s jerking it?”

I laugh, half-crazed. “He’s pathetic. He can’t help it.”

Jax fucks me harder, pinning my hips with his weight, grinding out every ounce of resistance. My vision whites out; I come with a noise that echoes down the hallway, probably out to the street below. I dig my nails into his back, drawing blood. I want him to remember me.

He pulls out, flips me over, shoves my face into the mattress. I gasp, sucking in sheets and city air. He grabs my ass, spreads me, and slides back in, even deeper from this angle. I scream again, animal and raw.

“Say it,” Jax growls, pounding me so the headboard keeps time. “Tell him what a real man feels like.”

I turn my head to the side, so the wall can catch every word. “He’s fucking me, Riley! You hear that? He’s inside me. He’s so fucking deep!”

The wall is silent, but I know Riley’s listening. I picture him kneeling on the other side, hand wet, eyes wide, heart broken.

Jax’s hand slips between my thighs, fingers rubbing my clit with brutal precision. I come again, sobbing his name, soaking the sheets. He follows, filling me with a heat that almost burns. He pulls out and collapses next to me, breathing like he just ran a race.

I lie there trembling, sweat cooling on my skin. The headboard’s still vibrating. My cunt aches, ruined in the best way. I smile, eyes closed, listening for signs of life in the guest room.

Nothing. Then—a small, desperate whimper.

Jax turns, kisses my forehead. “You’re savage,” he says, admiration in his voice.

“You have no idea,” I reply, still riding the high.

We lie there, tangled together, the city lights painting us in stripes of gold and blue. I think of Riley, alone with his shame and arousal, and I almost pity him.

Almost.

But tonight, the only sounds that matter is the beat of my heart and the echo of my name through the walls.

#

The room reeks of sex. Jax’s sweat, my slick, the ozone tang of a power struggle. I linger in bed, letting my pulse settle, my body still throbbing from the onslaught. Jax stretches, stands, and wanders naked to the bathroom, his back and thighs streaked with nail marks. He grins at me over his shoulder, arrogant and entirely at ease.

I listen for signs of life beyond the bedroom. Riley’s silence is dense, a vacuum that pulls my thoughts toward it. I wonder how long he’s been kneeling at the wall, how raw his hands are, how many times he’s come and choked back the noise.

I slide off the bed, legs shaking a little, and pad over to my closet. The silk robe waits, black and slippery, almost translucent in the low light. I shrug it on, don’t bother tying it tight. Let the fabric cling where it will; let the breeze from the air vent brush across my bare skin.

Jax re-emerges, hair damp, cock still half-hard. He throws himself onto the bed and watches me with lazy, predatory satisfaction. “You gonna check on your man?” he asks.

I nod, savoring the sting between my legs as I walk down the hall. The guest room door is closed, but not locked. I knock once, then open it.

Riley sits on the edge of the bed, hunched over, elbows on knees. His t-shirt is soaked through with sweat, and his pajama pants are tented, a wet stain spreading dark and obvious at the crotch. His face is crimson, eyes glassy. He can’t look at me, not yet.

I stand in the doorway, lean against the frame, and let him drink in the sight. “Did you enjoy the show?” I ask, my tone cool, clinical.

He nods, then shakes his head, then nods again. His hands twist together, knuckles white. “It was… a lot.”

I smile, letting the robe fall open a little more. “You’re still hard,” I observe. “Even after all that.”

He glances down, mortified. “I couldn’t. I mean, I kept trying.” The words dissolve into nothing.

I cross the room, stopping just out of reach. I tilt his chin up with one finger, forcing him to meet my eyes. “You came, didn’t you?”

He swallows. “Twice.”

I laugh, sharp and mean. “And you liked it.”

He hesitates, then: “Yes.”

“Good boy.” I trace a line from his jaw down to his collarbone, watching him shiver. “Maybe next time you can watch with the door open.”

He closes his eyes, shame and need written all over him. I want to see how far he’ll let me go.

I lean in, mouth close to his ear. “That’s what it sounds like when a real man fucks me,” I whisper. He flinches, but I see the bulge in his pants twitch, see the hunger override the humiliation.

I step back, arms crossed, robe slipping off one shoulder. “Do you want to touch me?” I ask, voice pure ice.

He nods, frantic.

I shake my head, slow. “Not tonight. You can think about it, though.”

He lets out a sound, wounded but grateful. I watch him for a moment, studying the tremor in his hands, the heat in his eyes, the red bloom of arousal and defeat across his cheeks.

I turn and walk out, leaving him there. The soft click of the door is louder than any orgasm. I float down the hall, back to the master, where Jax waits for round two.

This isn’t about love, not anymore. It’s about power, about need, about seeing how many rules I can break before the world snaps in half. I slip out of my robe and slide into bed, Jax’s hands already greedy for more.

As he pulls me under, I wonder what Riley will do tomorrow. Whether he’ll pretend this never happened, or beg me for more.

Either way, I win.


Chapter 3

I wake with the taste of sweat and victory. Jax is sprawled beside me, radiating post-coital smugness, still half-hard even in sleep. My body aches in the most delicious way. Ached open, marked, and thoroughly satisfied. I stretch catlike, letting the sheet slip off one shoulder. The sun’s not up, but the city never sleeps, and neither do I.

I listen for signs of life. The silence in the apartment is full of suppressed things: Riley’s footsteps, careful as a thief’s, the soft metallic click of the guest bathroom, the hush of shame moving down a hallway. I pad to the door, drag on a silk robe, and step into the darkness.

Riley stands in the hall, backlit by the glow of his phone, thumb frozen above the screen. He doesn’t know I’m watching. The robe slips open as I approach, not accidentally. I let him see the dark map of bruises blooming up my thighs, the slick streaks between them. He looks up, startled, and I catch him red-handed. His mouth opens, but he doesn’t speak.

“Couldn’t sleep?” I ask, voice low.

He shakes his head too fast.

“Were you listening?” I step closer, letting my words slide over him like a hand.

He glances down, ashamed, but the bulge in his pajama pants betrays him. I almost laugh. He’s so easy.

Jax appears behind me, wearing nothing but last night’s bravado. He doesn’t cover himself; the body is the message. He leans in, lips brushing my neck. “Morning,” he says, but his eyes are on Riley.

I take Jax’s hand, intertwining our fingers. Riley’s eyes flick to the gesture, then away, then back. He’s helpless against the current. “Come on,” I say. “Let’s go back to bed.”

Jax’s smile is wolfish. “You want him to watch?”

I shrug. “He wants it more than we do.”

I led Jax down the hall, my pace slow enough to let Riley follow. At the bedroom door, I pause. Riley lingers at the threshold, not daring to cross.

I turn, pinning him with a look. “Stay there. Don’t move. I want you to see everything.”

He freezes, pulse visible at his throat.

The master is still a mess—twisted sheets, damp pillows, clothes scattered like confetti. I face Riley, letting the robe fall off one shoulder, then the other, a slow-motion striptease for an audience of one.

Jax stands behind me, hands already on my hips. I reach behind, find his waistband, and undo it. I look Riley straight in the eye as I slide Jax’s pants down, exposing the rising cock Riley could never measure up to. Jax’s arousal is immediate; his confidence is unbreakable.

I turn Jax toward Riley, displaying him like a trophy. “You see that?” I say loud enough to carry. “That’s what I’ve been missing.”

Riley sways, gripping the doorframe so hard his knuckles go white. The tent in his pajamas is unmistakable, obscene.

I drag Jax’s belt from the loops with a flourish, the leather hissing through each eyelet. Jax smirks, offering his wrists with mock reverence. I bind him. Not tight, just enough to make a point, then push him down onto the bed.

All the while, Riley never looks away. He can’t. His breath comes shallow, eyes wide and wet.

I straddle Jax, facing Riley. I grind down, slow and deliberate, making a show of every movement. Jax’s eyes lock on mine, but I’m performing for Riley, and he knows it.

Jax’s wrists strain against the belt, but he lets me control the rhythm. I ride him, hips rolling, cunt still swollen from last night’s conquest. I arch my back, moaning loud enough to echo down the hall.

Riley’s breathing syncs with mine. He stands at the threshold, undone.

I turn, locking eyes with him. “You want to touch yourself?” I ask.

He doesn’t answer, but his hand creeps down, almost involuntarily.

I laugh cruelly, exultantly. “Go ahead. It’s all you’ll get tonight.”

Jax bucks under me, and I ride the wave, riding him, riding the humiliation, until I come in a shudder that leaves me dizzy.

Riley comes too with a gasp I feel in my bones.

I collapse onto Jax, laughing, the power still thrumming in my blood.

I look back at Riley, wrecked and panting at the door.

“That’s my good boy,” I whisper.

And I mean it.

#

Jax’s pulse throbs under my hips, a heartbeat built to dominate. The belt around his wrists is an afterthought, a prop for my benefit more than his; I know he’d let me do anything. I ride the wave of my orgasm until the shudder becomes a gentle quake, my body still humming as I climb off him.

Riley is a shadow at the doorway, trembling, spent but straining. I catch his eye and smirk, daring him to move.

“Close the door, but don’t come in,” I say, voice sharp as glass.

He obeys instantly, shutting himself into the heat of the room, but keeping distance like a supplicant. His chest heaves, and he clings to the doorknob as if letting go would send him reeling. I see the slick sheen of sweat on his face and arms, the desperate glimmer of want in his eyes.

Jax stretches on the bed, wrists bound, cock still hard and shining with me. He looks at Riley and laughs, a low, dangerous sound. “Never seen someone so hungry from so far away.”

I want to feed that hunger, but slowly. I want to slice Riley open with a thousand minor cuts before I let him taste.

I turn my back to Jax and approach Riley, letting the silk of my robe fall fully open, exposing my bruised hips and flushed cunt. So close, I see the tremor on his lips and the pulse in his neck. I run a finger down his cheek, smearing the sweat, and lean in until my breath grazes his ear.

“Did you enjoy watching me fuck him?” I ask.

He swallows, nods.

“Did you wish it were you?”

He looks away, then back, shame and need at war in his face.

“Say it,” I whisper, gripping his jaw. “Say you wish it were you.”

His voice is a whisper, raw. “I wish it were me.”

I step away, satisfied, and let the robe slide off my shoulders, pooling at my feet. I walk back to the bed, aware of the eyes drilling into my back. As I grind down on him, I make a show of it, mounting Jax and straddling him. His cock finds me instantly, gliding in with obscene ease. I moan louder than before, just for Riley.

But this time, I slow it down. I run my nails over Jax’s chest, tracing the lines of his abs, the scars and stories written into his skin. I lean forward, arching my back, putting on a show for the man behind me.

“You see this?” I call out, not turning. “This is what it’s supposed to feel like.”

Jax bucks his hips, driving in deeper, and I gasp, fucking him in slow, torturous circles. I glance over my shoulder, catch Riley’s eyes fixed on the place where we join.

I let the rhythm build, then pull off, leaving Jax’s cock standing proud. I slip off the bed, move to the dresser, and pull out the lingerie I bought just for tonight—black lace, sheer, straps like spiderwebs.

I dress myself for Riley, turning every movement into a performance. The panties slide up my legs, then the bra, with strap adjustments. I lean against the dresser and let him stare.

“Do you like what you see?” I ask, this time louder, voice dripping with command.

Riley nods, biting his lip, his face a study in agony.

“Come closer,” I say, crooking a finger.

He crosses the room, each step a surrender. He stops at the foot of the bed, barely breathing. The tent in his pants is back, bigger than before, and his hands hover awkwardly at his sides.

I climb onto the bed, kneel next to Jax, and run my hands over his bound arms, his chest, his cock. My positioning ensures Riley sees everything clearly. I open my mouth and take Jax in, tongue swirling, lips stretched tight. I make eye contact with Riley as I suck, letting saliva dribble down my chin.

“Is this what you want?” I taunt, stroking Jax with both hands.

Riley nods, eyes locked on my mouth.

I let go of Jax, crawl to the edge of the bed, and beckon Riley forward. He steps up, face inches from mine.

“You can look,” I say, “but you can’t touch. Not unless I tell you.”

He whimpers, a small sound, and I feel another surge of power flood my veins.

Jax laughs behind me, enjoying the show. “He’s gonna fucking explode,” he says.

“Not yet,” I reply, licking my lips.

I turn my attention back to Jax, climbing astride him, fucking him again, slow and deep. My moan fills the room as the sound rolls out. I glance at Riley, see his hands shaking, sweat dripping from his temple.

He’s gone, undone, a puppet on strings I barely have to pull.

I ride Jax until I come again, shuddering and loud, then slide off, collapsing in a heap at his side.

I pat the mattress, inviting Riley to kneel at the edge. He does, falling to his knees, breath coming in short, desperate gasps.

“You want to come, don’t you?” I ask, teasing.

He nods, frantic.

“Maybe later,” I say, smiling.

I sink back onto the bed, Jax’s arms around me, and close my eyes, relishing the power, the control, the delicious ache between my legs.

Riley kneels there, broken, waiting for permission that might never come.

It’s perfect.

The silence after is holy. I breathe it in, deep and greedy, while Jax lies beside me, limbs tangled and wrists still lashed. Riley kneels at the edge of the bed, eyes glassy, cock straining against the fabric of his pants, hands knotted into helpless fists. Sweat drips from his brow, turning the hair at his temples dark and wild.

I let the moment stretch until it hurts, until the tension vibrates in the air like a tuning fork. Then I point to the chair at the foot of the bed—a mid-century number Riley picked out years ago, back when he still believed in comfort over spectacle.

“Sit,” I order.

He climbs onto shaky legs, stumbles to the chair, and drops into it. He’s so close I could spit on him, but so far away he might as well be on the moon. I savor his isolation, the way his body curls in on itself, the desperate flick of his eyes between me and Jax.

Jax watches all this with a half-lidded grin. He flexes his arms, making the belt strain, and props himself up on his elbows. He’s so sure of his place in the world—so sure of his place in me. I love that about him. I hate it too, but only in ways that make me wetter.

I stand at the edge of the bed and slip off the black lace bra, slow and theatrical. My nipples are still swollen, cherry-red from Jax’s mouth and hands. I catch Riley staring, mouth open, breathing in little wet gasps. I make a show of tossing the bra to him; it lands in his lap, a dare in fabric form.

I straddle Jax, facing away from Riley so my ass and the dark strip between my thighs are front and center. I sink down onto Jax’s cock, arching my back, letting Riley see the way I take every inch. Jax moans, low and satisfied, and his hands fight the restraint just enough to make it interesting.

I ride Jax, slow at first, letting my hips circle, letting the motion build. I roll my head back, hair wild, and let every sound escape my throat. Jax meets my rhythm, fucking up into me with a confidence Riley could never fake.

Behind us, Riley is statue-still, except for the slow rise and fall of his chest. I let it go for a minute—two—then I turn, just enough to catch him in my peripheral.

“Touch yourself,” I say, voice raw.

He freezes, blushing from neck to ears.

I repeat it, louder: “Touch yourself. I want to see how hard you are for me.”

He hesitates, looking to Jax, looking to me, lost and embarrassed.

“Do it,” I snap.

He slips a hand under his waistband, shuddering as he wraps fingers around his cock. I watch his face, the pain and pleasure fighting for control. He starts slow, then faster, hips jerking up in time with my own.

Jax laughs, a cruel, perfect sound. “Look at him,” he says, thrusting up. “He’s gonna make a mess all over your chair.”

“That’s fine,” I say, eyes locked on Riley. “It’s what he’s good for.”

I fuck Jax harder, slapping my ass down so the sound echoes, so Riley can see the way my skin ripples with every impact. I want him to memorize it—the way a real man fucks his wife, the way I glow when I’m filled just right.

“Is this what you wanted?” I taunt Riley, voice breathless but sharp. “Is this what you dream about when I’m gone?”

He’s beyond speech, hand a blur, sweat beading on his forehead. I see the desperate strain in his muscles, the way he fights not to come too soon.

I reach behind, grip Jax’s thigh, using him for leverage as I grind down harder. “Tell me,” I demand, “tell me you love watching me with him.”

Riley gasps, “I love it. I love it, Tara, I—”

I cut him off with a guttural moan as I come, body shaking, cunt clenching around Jax so hard he swears and bucks up, losing control. He groans my name as he finishes inside me, hot and thick, and I ride the aftershocks until my legs go numb.

Riley’s hand slows, then stops. There’s a dark, wet spot spreading across his pants, proof of his obedience and his ruin.

I climb off Jax and stalk over to Riley. I plant myself in front of him, legs spread, pussy still leaking, and tangle my fingers in his hair.

“Open your mouth,” I command.

He does. I push my cunt to his lips, making him taste the proof of my victory. He licks tentatively at first, then greedier, devouring everything I give him.

Jax watches, still sprawled and grinning, arms flexing against the belt. “You gonna let him finish you?” he asks.

I smirk. “Maybe I will.”

I grind against Riley’s mouth until I come again, softer this time, but no less real. I pull his head back by the hair, forcing him to look up at me.

“Good boy,” I say, voice full of steel and honey. “You know your place.”

He nods, dazed and happy, the shame now a badge of honor.

I turn back to Jax, freeing his wrists with a quick flick of the belt. He rubs his arms, then pulls me onto his lap, kissing me with a hunger that makes my head spin.

Riley sits in the chair, panting, wrecked, and radiant. I know he’ll never leave. I know he’ll crave this forever.

And that’s exactly how I want him.

The city outside glitters, uncaring. But in here, I own the night, and everything in it.


Chapter 4

I make them wait.

I sprawl on the sheets, thighs splayed in practiced disarray, one hand gliding over my ribcage, the other beckoning for Jax. He answers with a lazy, predatory grin—he’s already shirtless, the scar on his brow catching the dim light like a medal. I can feel Riley in the hallway before I even see him; his anxiety radiates through the drywall, a storm front waiting for a reason to break.

“Come here,” I say, voice edged with steel. Jax crosses the room, pausing only to grab the silk scarves from the dresser; black, expensive, a little too on the nose. I pat the bed, then drag my index finger along the slats of the headboard, lazy and suggestive.

Jax reads the cue, sits, and gently pins my wrist above my head. He winds the scarf slowly, like he’s savoring every second. The fabric is cool, but his palm is furnace-hot. He knots it tight, but not so tight I couldn’t escape. It’s a formality, a symbol, like everything else we do in this room.

I smirk up at him. “Careful, tiger. You break me, you buy me.”

He laughs, leans in, and whispers softly so Riley can’t hear: “You’re not breakable. That’s why I like you.”

He grabs the second scarf, loops my other wrist, and tugs both hands up, palms open. My chest arches, breasts thrust forward, the silk slicing a fault line down my arms. I shiver, but not from cold. I glance at the door, where Riley hovers, a ghost in Uniqlo.

He’s still in pajamas, a Harvard tee stretched across his narrow chest. As if to stop the flush, he pulled his hands tight against his collar. He looks like he’s about to bolt, but his gaze is glued to my body—eyes darting from my wrists to my breasts to the damp between my legs. I angle myself just so, offering a view worth dying for.

“Don’t just stand there,” I say, turning my head toward him. “Inside. Against the wall. Where I can see you.”

He steps in, trembling, the tent in his pajama bottoms so flagrant I almost laugh. He leans against the far wall, fingers digging crescents into the paint. The humiliation is oxygen to me; I inhale.

Jax traces a thumb along my jawline, then down the hollow of my throat. His other hand explores my ribs, nails grazing the spaces between, slow and deliberate. He makes a show of it, pinning me in place with nothing but his touch. It’s methodical, almost scientific, the way he maps the terrain of my skin, cataloging goosebumps and gasps.

I exaggerate the noises, letting every moan rattle the windows. “God, your hands are huge,” I say, loud enough to ricochet across the room. “He never touched me like this, you know?”

Riley winces. His knuckles whiten around the doorframe. He’s not breathing, not really.

Jax leans down, lips barely grazing the curve of my breast. He circles the areola with his tongue, slow enough to torture, and I arch my back, pushing into him. The movement draws the scarves even tighter around my wrists, and the silk burns, delicious.

I glance at Riley, making sure he’s watching. “You see that, honey?” I purr. “That’s how a real man touches a woman.”

He looks away, but only for a second. When he looks back, there’s a wet stain spreading on the front of his pajamas. He wipes it away as if erasing evidence, but it only makes the fabric cling tighter to his cock.

Jax slides down my body, mouth leaving a line of heat from breast to belly button. He kneels at the foot of the bed, palms cupping my ass as he nuzzles between my thighs. I spread wider, making a production of it, and throw my head back with a moan that’s equal parts pleasure and performance.

“God, you’re so much bigger than him,” I say, almost laughing. “It’s not even close.”

Riley makes a noise, choked, pathetic. His body is rigid, every muscle locked. He’s sweating through the shirt now, the damp patch spreading like spilled tea.

Jax’s tongue finds my clit and I lose it, hips bucking, knees pressing against his skull. He doesn’t let up, hands gripping my thighs so hard I’ll bruise. I lock eyes with Riley, pinning him with a look that says: This is mine. You can’t have it. You never will.

The foreplay goes on forever. Jax alternates pressure and speed, methodical and brutal by turns. He knows exactly when to pull back, when to thrust two fingers in and curl them so my toes curl too. I can see the outline of Riley’s cock straining against his pajamas, the wet spot now spreading down the leg. He’s holding his breath, eyes glazed, cheeks so red he looks sunburned.

I let myself get louder, feeding off the tension in the room. Every time I moan, I glance at Riley, watching him flinch. Every time I gasp, I see him tense, the muscles in his jaw pulsing like a trapped animal.

Jax pulls back, wiping his chin with the back of his hand. “You want him to see how wet you are?” he asks, voice low.

I nod, hair matted to my forehead. “Let him look. That’s what he’s good for.”

Jax spreads my lips, holds me open like a display case. The air is cool, but I’m molten inside. Riley stared intently, his pupils dilated. I could tell him to drop to his knees and lap up what’s left, and he would, no hesitation.

But not yet. Not even close.

Jax climbs back up, kisses me hard, tongue forcing its way into my mouth. I taste myself on him. I twist my wrists against the silk, test the bonds, but don’t bother fighting. I love the way it feels—helpless, but only on the surface.

“Do you want me to fuck you?” he asks, not bothering to whisper.

I bite my lip, nod once, slow. “Show him how it’s done.”

Jax grins, all teeth. Unzipping, he frees his thick, veined, and leaking cock. He strokes it a few times, letting the head glisten, then lines up against my entrance. He pauses, glances over his shoulder at Riley.

“Watch,” he says. “This is what she needs.”

He pushes in, slowly at first, then all at once. I scream, arching off the bed. The scarves dig deeper, the friction electric. Jax sets a brutal pace, hips slamming into mine with every thrust. The bed creaks, headboard slamming against the wall. I writhe, helpless, letting the momentum carry me.

Riley remains transfixed. He’s mouthing something. Maybe my name, maybe Jax’s, maybe just a prayer. His fists are still at his collar, but the knuckles are bone-white now. The damp patch has grown, a tidemark of humiliation.

Jax leans down, face inches from mine. “He’s never going to get this close again, you know that?” he whispers.

I moan, breathless. “He never was.”

I twist to look at Riley, voice barely a gasp. “Don’t you dare touch yourself,” I say, smiling. “Not until I say.”

He nods, desperate, the need in his eyes so raw it almost hurts to look at.

Jax keeps going, pace relentless. Every time he bottoms out, I see stars. I let the screams come, each one a dagger thrown straight at Riley’s chest. The orgasm builds slowly, then hits like a freight train. I convulse, body snapping, legs locking around Jax’s waist. I sob, scream, thrash, and every second is for the man in the corner.

When it’s over, I’m limp, sweat-soaked, barely able to catch my breath. Jax pulls out, wipes himself with the sheet, and collapses next to me, hand still tangled in my hair. I look at Riley, really look. He’s ruined, shaking, tears running down his face. But his cock is still hard, still leaking, still begging for a touch.

I smile, slow and cruelly. “You’re not done,” I say. “Not even close.”

But I am. For now.

#

Jax isn’t finished with me, not by a mile.

He sits up, wipes the sweat from his brow, and unknots the scarves from my wrists with a gentleness that almost makes me laugh. My arms are numb, but I relish the burn as the blood comes roaring back. I barely have time to breathe before he grabs my waist, flips me onto my stomach, and plants a palm on the small of my back.

“On your knees,” he says.

I obey, planting knees and elbows on the mattress, ass high, breasts pressed into the rumpled sheets. He slides behind me, lines himself up, and glances over his shoulder. “You want her to see you, don’t you?” he asks, voice pitched for Riley.

He positions me so I’m facing the doorway, facing Riley, who’s still rooted to the spot, hands trembling at his sides. The pajamas do nothing to hide his arousal; if anything, they broadcast it, tented and obscene. I lock eyes with him, and for a moment, I see nothing but raw, helpless hunger.

Jax pushes into me from behind, cock parting me in a single, brutal stroke. I gasp, then moan, the sound echoing down the hallway. Every thrust drives my face deeper into the pillow, but I refuse to break eye contact with Riley. I want him to see every second.

“Look at me,” I pant, hair sticking to my lips. “Don’t you dare look away.”

He doesn’t. He can’t.

Jax’s hands find my hips, fingers digging in so hard I know I’ll be marked for days. He uses me like a handle, yanking me back onto him, each stroke rougher than the last. I yelp, scream, let every sound out—no filters, no shame. The bed groans, headboard slamming the wall with a rhythm that’s almost musical.

Riley’s mouth is open, eyes wide and glassy. His hand hovers at his waistband, desperate to reach inside, but he freezes at my command.

“Not yet,” I say, smiling through the pain. “You don’t get to come until I say.”

He whimpers, a sound almost lost in the chaos.

Jax picks up speed, hips slamming into my ass, the wet slap of skin-on-skin filling the room. Sweat drips down my back, pooling where his body meets mine. I reach between my legs, rub my clit, and the orgasm builds fast, overwhelming, inevitable.

“Yes, right there!” I shout. “Harder! Don’t stop, don’t you fucking dare—”

He pounds into me, relentless, and I come so hard my arms give out. I collapse onto the mattress, body convulsing, legs shaking uncontrollably. I scream Jax’s name, over and over, until my throat is raw and I’m seeing colors that don’t have names.

Riley watches, hands fisted at his sides, body shaking so hard I think he might pass out. His cock is straining, leaking, the wet patch spreading down both legs of his pajamas. He looks like a man on the edge of death, or something close enough.

Jax finishes with a final, savage thrust, then pulls out, letting the cum drip onto my thigh. He stands, stretches, and smacks my ass hard enough to leave a perfect red handprint.

I turn my head, panting, and fix Riley with a look of pure, uncut satisfaction.

“You see what you’re missing?” I say. “You’ll never have this again. Ever.”

He nods, eyes brimming with tears.

“Good,” I whisper, sinking into the bed, body spent and ruined.

Jax leans over, brushes the hair from my face. “You want to go again?” he asks, voice like thunder.

I nod slowly, eyes never leaving Riley’s.

Let him watch. Let him burn.

That’s what he’s here for.

#

We collapse together in a heap, slick with sweat and other things, the sheets knotted under us like a shipwreck’s rigging. Jax throws an arm over my waist, fingers splayed possessively across my stomach. His cock rests heavy on my thigh, twitching with the ghost of another erection. I bask in the afterglow, savoring the way my body throbs with every breath, the burn between my legs a trophy I earned.

Riley is still in the doorway. He hasn’t moved, hasn’t even blinked, as far as I can tell. His pajamas are soaked, the dark patch now creeping up his shirt, but he doesn’t hide it. He looks wrecked, exhausted, humiliated, and more turned on than I’ve ever seen him. His hands hang at his sides, fingers trembling, his knuckles raw from clutching the woodwork.

I push myself up, elbows digging into the mattress. The movement sends a new trickle of cum down my thigh. I tilt my chin at Riley.

“Come here,” I say, voice sharp as a slap.

He steps forward, slow, as if every footfall might set off a landmine. He stops at the foot of the bed, eyes glued to the mess between my legs.

I spread them wide, exposing everything, pussy glistening, slick with my wetness and the thick spill of Jax’s cum. My fingers run through it, picking up a string on my index finger, then putting it in my mouth. I suck it clean, exaggerated, holding eye contact the whole time.

“This is what a real man does,” I say, letting my fingers trail down my throat. “See how wet he makes me? You never could.”

Riley makes a strangled sound, half gasp, half sob. His cock twitches in his sodden pajamas, desperate for any touch.

I lean back, knees splayed, cunt on display. “Go ahead,” I say, voice ice-cold. “You can touch yourself now.”

He does instantly, slipping a hand under the waistband. He strokes slowly, almost reverently, eyes never leaving the space between my legs. His face is a study in agony and ecstasy, shame warring with need. I watch him, clinical and detached, cataloging every tremor, every shallow gasp.

Jax watches too, grinning, running a lazy hand over my breasts, squeezing just hard enough to bruise. He’s not jealous. He’s not even interested. For him, Riley is just another spectator, another casualty.

Riley comes fast, barely a dozen strokes before he shudders, whole body convulsing. He makes no sound, but I see it in his face, the way his knees nearly buckle, the wet stain spreading wider, darker, final.

I laugh, low and mean. “That’s all you get,” I say. “Now go clean yourself up.”

He stands there ruined, blinking back tears. He looks at me, then at Jax, then back at me, as if waiting for some sign of forgiveness. There is none.

“Go,” I repeat, waving him off.

He turns, shuffles out, leaving a trail of damp footprints on the floor. The door closes behind him with a soft click, a coda to his defeat.

I lie back, stretching, letting the sheets cool against my skin. Jax kisses my shoulder, then my neck, then slides a hand between my thighs, collecting more of the mess he left there.

“Ready for another round?” he asks, not really a question.

I smile, slow and predatory. “Always.”

I hear Riley sobbing in the hallway, soft and muffled, but I don’t care. Not anymore.

I’m the queen of this place, and tonight, the universe is mine.


Books By This Author

Teaching Him to Share Me

To be taken in the wide open with so many to witness makes me squirm with delight.

My nosy neighbor watches from her window as my landscaper stretches me in front of my husband, who is enjoying the fun as much as I am.

Now that the secret is out with my pesky neighbor, I'm going to show them exactly what they've been craving all along, and while I'm at it, I'll indulge in every bit of pleasure I desire. 

10 Book Cheating and Humiliation Cuckold Collection Vol. 1

0 stories with over 100,000 words in this delicious collection - Husbands reduced to quivering voyeurs, watching helplessly from the shadows as their once-faithful wives writhe in ecstasy beneath men who outmatch them in every way.

Included Stories:

    Teaching Him to Share Me
    Training My Boss to Watch
    Surrendering to My Husband's Best Man
    Teaching My Husband to Be My Cuck
    My Secret Cuck Diary I Left For Him To Find
    Using All His Rivals In Front of Him
    Humiliating My Husband With His Rival
    Humiliating My Husband With My Hall of Fame
    Humiliating My Husband On Our Anniversary
    Caught Cheating With My Contractor On Purpose

Ten wives taking what they deserve, ten husbands learning their true place in the sexual hierarchy. The path to acceptance is paved with delicious humiliation.


Freebies

Craving steamy tales of unfaithful wives and pathetic cucks? Grab this sizzling freebie, too scorching for Amazon. Click the link below for your spicy cucky story:

Used Like a Toy
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