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Chapter 1

The sound of the front door unlocking is subtle, almost apologetic. I step inside, toeing off my shoes onto the mat with a flick only an obsessive could engineer. The air is already thick with the scent of espresso and the faint, institutional whiff of Paul’s aftershave—Ambition, some marketing intern’s idea of gravitas. I listen for a moment, registering the muted cadence of keyboard strokes from the living room, and allow myself a private smile.

He’s home early. Perfect.

I set my briefcase on the console table with a gentle clack, then slide out of my charcoal blazer, folding it with geometric precision over my arm. My skirt, a muted houndstooth, glides across my hips as I move down the hall. I calculated every step. The whole day, every hour leading up to this moment, a careful orchestration.

I enter controlled but casual. Paul, hunched over his phone on the sofa with a slightly canted posture, resembles a corporate auditor—all focus and suppressed anxiety. He doesn’t look up, but his left hand hovers over the laptop perched on the coffee table, two fingers tapping a slow, irregular beat.

I clear my throat. He jumps, tenses, then recomposes himself with an awkward smile. “You’re back early,” he says, pushing up his wire rims. “Everything okay?”

“Board meeting ended early.” My voice is calm, a practiced instrument. I drape my blazer over the armrest, never taking my eyes off him. “You?”

He shrugs, attempting nonchalance. “Market’s dead. I figured I’d get a head start on the deck for next week.” His eyes flick to my hands, to the thin gold band, to the laptop—then back to me. He’s not a man gifted with guile, not really.

I reach for the fridge, pour myself a glass of seltzer, and drink half in one swallow. From the corner of my eye, I catch him scanning the laptop, noting the open tab, the blue favicon that signals my “other” life.

He hesitates. I don’t.

I cross the room and lower myself onto the opposite sofa, careful to align my knees and clasp my hands in my lap. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” I say, tone deliberately mild.

He glances at the laptop again. “Did you mean to leave this open?”

“Does it matter?”

A pulse of pink flushes his neck. “I—” He pauses, tongue worrying the inside of his cheek. “I just, uh, clicked out of habit. I thought it was your work stuff.”

“Clearly it’s not.” I lean forward, all business. “You found it. So ask.”

His jaw works for a second, then: “What is this?”

I suppress a smile. “It’s exactly what it appears to be.”

He draws the laptop closer, eyes squinting as he rereads the top line of the review. “You’re posting… this. In public?”

“Anonymously. To a selective community.” I sip my seltzer. “It’s not as uncommon as you think.”

He fumbles for the words. “You wrote this about—” His hand spasms, sending the cursor lurching down the screen. “Him?” His voice is higher, wounded. “And that’s… me?”

I study him for a long, silent moment. Paul in crisis is Paul at his most honest. He wants to be angry, to bark and posture, but all he manages is this—hands trembling, voice thin and brittle.

“Yes,” I say. “And yes.”

He scrolls, too fast, then too slow, halting at a phrase in bold italics: “Had potential but lacked the stamina to finish the job. Smaller than advertised, if we’re being honest. Still, at least he tried.” His lips part, then close.

I watch the vein in his temple, see the words etching themselves into his psyche.

“You ranked me,” he says, the words barely audible. “Out of—how many?”

I shrug. “Does it matter?”

He laughs, hollow. “You put me last.”

I uncross and recross my legs, letting the hem of my skirt ride a fraction higher. “Statistically, someone has to be. Don’t take it so personally.”

He stares, aghast. “How am I supposed to take it?”

My heart, traitor that it is, hammers with anticipation. But my face is impassive, eyes level. “However you want. You asked for transparency, remember?”

He’s silent. His gaze darts between me and the screen, back and forth, as if trying to reconcile the two Lauras—his wife and this woman, unflinching, clinical, a connoisseur of cocks and egos.

Finally: “Who is Ethan?” His voice is small, childlike.

I arch an eyebrow. “Does it matter?”

He shakes his head, lips thin with fury. “You wrote that he—” he points to a block quote, hands shaking, “—left your legs shaking for days? That you couldn’t walk straight? That he wrote, and I quote, ‘he hit every nerve ending like he was trained to do it’?”

I don’t blink. “You asked for honesty.”

He’s vibrating now, every muscle pulled taut. “What the fuck, Laura.”

A thrill runs through me, pure and uncut. I had rehearsed this, imagined every outcome, but the reality—Paul on the precipice, lost and desperate—is even better than fantasy. I want to cup his chin in my hand, to force his eyes back to mine, but I resist.

Instead, I stand, take a deliberate step toward him. “Do you feel threatened?” I ask, voice as gentle as a scalpel.

He doesn’t answer.

I close the distance, lean over the laptop so our faces are inches apart. “Or are you turned on?” My breath is cool, even.

His pupils dilate, a visible pulse at the base of his throat. “You’re not serious.”

“Aren’t I?” I brush his hand, light as mist. “You read it. All of it. You didn’t close the window. You kept scrolling.”

He flushes, a deep, embarrassing red. “It’s humiliating.”

“It’s honest,” I counter. “Isn’t that what you always said you wanted? For us to be honest about everything?”

He searches my face for a long moment, looking for some crack, some sign of remorse or even shame. I give him nothing.

“I just…” He trails off, eyes unfocused. “I thought I was enough.”

I feel the tremor in my hands and tamp it down. “You’re my husband. You are enough for everything except this.”

He stares, wordless.

I let the silence grow, feeding it, until I can see the first vestiges of doubt flicker in his eyes. No doubt about me—but about himself.

“Do you want to know what’s worse than being ranked last?” I say, voice almost a whisper.

He nods, barely perceptible.

“Never knowing where you stand at all.”

He tries to meet my gaze, fails, looks away.

I smile, slow and deliberate. “Now you know. And now you get to decide what you do about it.”

He pushes the laptop away, hard. “I need to think.”

I straighten, collect my blazer from the sofa, and walk to the doorway. Before I leave, I glance back, catching him staring at the screen as if it might bite.

My pulse is a supernova, but my face—my face is all ice.

“Take your time,” I say, and then I am gone, the click of my heels an aftershock in the room behind me.

For fifteen minutes, maybe twenty, I listen to the restless ballet of footsteps on hardwood, the scuff and stutter as Paul drifts from room to room. He’s not calling anyone; he’s not even pretending to work. The laptop, I know, is still open on the coffee table, my words radiating heat into his consciousness with every glance.

I reenter the living room at the precise moment his pacing brings him full circle. He’s been crying—not much, but enough to leave a sheen on his lashes and a betraying redness at the corners of his eyes. The sight is both jarring and exhilarating.

I wait in the doorway, arms folded. “Have you decided?” I ask, keeping my tone even.

He swallows hard. “Decided what, exactly?”

“Whether you’re going to pretend this never happened, or whether you want to understand it.”

A brittle laugh. “What is there to understand? You made it pretty clear.” He gestures toward the screen, his hand a trembling semaphore.

Moving to the rug’s center, I position myself between him and the exit. “I could have hidden it,” I say. “I didn’t.”

He holds my gaze, defiant. “Why not?”

I take a step closer, letting him feel my presence. “Because you needed to see it. To know exactly where you stand.”

He flinches at that, and I close the gap, circling him—slow, measured, an orbit with him at the vulnerable center. His breath catches; I hear it, sharp and unguarded.

“Tell me,” I murmur, “are you angry because I’ve been with other men, or because you’re ranked last?”

He bristles. “It’s not a fucking competition, Laura.”

“Isn’t it?” I circle behind him, lowering my voice. “That’s why you read every word, isn’t it? You couldn’t help yourself.”

He turns, desperate. “I love you. I thought that was supposed to count for something.”

I reach out, cupping his cheek with deliberate tenderness. He stiffens, but doesn’t pull away. “You want to know a secret, Paul?” I whisper, thumb grazing his jaw. “I love you, too. But loving you doesn’t change the facts.”

He can’t look at me. His jaw quivers; I watch his Adam’s apple bob.

“You enjoyed reading it,” I say, not as a question. “You hated it, but you liked it, too.”

He tries to shake his head, but I grip his chin, forcing eye contact. “You think I didn’t notice? The way your breathing changed? The flush on your neck? You’re hard right now, aren’t you?” My palm drifts down his chest, stopping just above his beltline. “Tell me the truth.”

He squirms, but the truth is obvious. His cock is pressing against the fabric, straining. “It’s not—I can’t help it—”

“It’s okay,” I say, voice soft as a threat. “You don’t have to help it.”

He moans, a sound equal parts shame and relief. My thumb brushes his lip, and he closes his eyes, surrendering.

“Do you want to hear what I wrote about Ethan again?” I ask, moving my mouth to the shell of his ear. “How he made me cum three times before he even put his cock inside me?”

Paul shivers, every muscle quaking. “Please—”

“Please what?” I’m relentless. “Please stop, or please keep going?”

He whimpers, unable to articulate.

I pivot in front of him, lean in so our noses almost touch. “You get off on it, don’t you? The idea of me with someone else? That someone else could ruin me for you?”

He opens his mouth, then closes it, then nods—almost imperceptibly.

My pulse spikes, but I keep my face neutral. “You know what that makes you, don’t you?”

He looks up, shamefaced. “A loser,” he says.

“No,” I correct, my voice velvet-wrapped steel. “It makes you honest. The first honest thing you’ve said all night.”

He sags, breath coming in shallow bursts. I trace a line down his tie, savoring the tremor that runs through him.

“Do you want to know what I liked best about Ethan?” I ask. “It wasn’t the size of his cock. It was the way he looked at me when he realized he’d made me cum. Like he was the king of the universe. Like I belonged to him, for that moment.”

Paul is shaking now, the words landing like blows and caresses at once.

“But you,” I continue, letting my hand drift lower, “you’re the only one who gets to see what comes after. The mess. The regret. The way I always crawl back to you.” I hook a finger under his chin, drawing his face level with mine. “Does that make you jealous, or does it make you want to fuck me harder?”

His cock answers for him, throbbing against my hand.

I lean in, pressing my lips to the corner of his mouth—gentle, clinical, an experiment in dominance.

“You’re not losing,” I whisper. “You’re learning.”

He sags against me, surrendering all pretense. The last vestige of resistance melts away, replaced by something raw and hungry.

I hold him like that, suspended between shame and desire, until I feel his pulse slow to a manageable tempo.

“Are you ready to stop pretending?” I ask, one last test.

He nods, this time with conviction.

I step back, adjusting my skirt, every motion calculated to remind him of the gap between us.

“Good,” I say. “Because I’m just getting started.”

The heat between us is volcanic, and for the first time all night, I let myself smile.

We stand at the edge of the living room, the space between us bristling with unresolved tension. Paul’s arms hang limp, his chest rising and falling like a swimmer’s after the sprint. I step toward him, and the compulsion in his eyes—fear, hunger, maybe both—makes me bolder than I’ve ever felt.

He doesn’t flinch as I take his hand in mine. His palm is damp, trembling, but he laces his fingers through mine willingly. I lead him down the hallway, each footfall an audition for the gravity of what’s about to happen. We pass the muted family photos, the closed doors, our own private museum of denial and compromise. Not tonight.

In the bedroom, I release his hand and turn to face him, crossing my arms as if to remind him that this is still business, or maybe a negotiation. He shifts from foot to foot, uncertain.

“I want you to take off your clothes,” I say, voice so soft it nearly vanishes in the hush.

He hesitates, maybe expecting me to undress first, to give him a cue. When I don’t move, his hands go to his belt, unfastening with clumsy urgency. He’s nervous, making a production of the simple act—like undressing for a doctor’s exam, not a lover. I watch every movement, cataloguing it, letting the anticipation build in both of us.

When he is down to just his briefs, he stands, arms at his sides, chest stippled with goosebumps. His cock is semi-hard, barely contained by the thin fabric. I don’t smile, don’t soften. Instead, I take a seat at the edge of the bed, pat the comforter beside me.

“Sit.”

He obeys, leaving the smallest possible gap between us.

I let the silence stretch, savoring the way it amplifies his discomfort. Then, I reach for the waistband of his briefs, peel them down, and let his cock spring free—a tangle of guilt and pride. I take it in my hand, not stroking, just holding, feeling the pulse that races through the shaft.

“Look at me,” I say. He does. His eyes are wide, scared, utterly defenseless.

“Do you want to know what I wrote about you?” My thumb circles the head of his cock, lazy and precise.

He’s barely breathing. “Yes.”

I lean in, press my lips to his ear. “I said you were eager. That you wanted so badly to please, you’d do anything if I just told you what I wanted. That your tongue is better than your cock, and that’s saying something, because I like the taste of both.”

He moans, body melting under my grip.

Pulling his head back, I gripped his hair to expose his throat. “I also said you cum too fast. That sometimes you whine when you’re about to finish, and it makes me feel powerful.” I tug his hair harder. “Do you like that? Knowing I told the world?”

He doesn’t answer, but his cock jerks in my hand, a bead of pre-cum pearling at the tip.

I push him down onto his back, climbing over him, knees pinning his thighs apart. I straddle his hips, letting the weight of my body settle over him, the hem of my skirt tickling his pelvis.

“You ever wonder what it feels like to be truly helpless?” I ask, and before he can respond, I grab his wrists and pin them above his head. He tenses, then surrenders, the struggle brief and ceremonial.

I lower my mouth to his nipple, biting gently, then harder, until I feel the arch of his back and the shock of pain through his body. I lick the mark I leave, then whisper, “You taste better when you’re scared.”

He shudders, cock rock-hard now, throbbing between us. I reach behind, trail my fingers along his balls, my nails scraping just enough to make him squirm.

“Do you want me to fuck you?” I ask, as if I haven’t already decided.

“Yes,” he gasps. The word is a confession, a release.

I stand and unzip my skirt, letting it puddle to the floor, then slip my blouse over my head. I’m wearing nothing underneath. Paul’s eyes drink in the sight, the flush of my chest, the shadow between my thighs.

I climb back onto the bed, this time settling my pussy over his face. His lips part instantly, his tongue reaching for me with reverence and desperation. I press down, suffocating him with the scent, the wet heat, the slick readiness of my cunt.

He eats me like a starving man, tongue frantic, nose buried deep, gasping for air between licks. I grind against him, using his mouth, watching his hands flex helplessly above his head. His moans vibrate through my pussy, and when I finally cum, I press down so hard he nearly chokes.

I slide off, wipe my mouth, and let him breathe.

“That’s the difference between you and Ethan,” I say, voice ragged but triumphant. “He never begged. He never surrendered.” I wrap my hand around Paul’s cock, pumping slowly, watching the pre-cum smear across my palm.

“But you,” I continue, “you want to be ruined. You want to lose.”

He’s incoherent now, every muscle in his body straining for release. I tease the head of his cock with my thumb, milking more fluid from the tip, then slide two fingers into my pussy and coat them with my slick.

“Do you want to taste me?” I ask, not waiting for permission as I push my fingers past his lips. He sucks hungrily, eyes rolling back.

I fuck him with my hand, steady and relentless, squeezing tighter every time he moans. When he’s right at the edge, I stop. I watch him squirm, the agony of denied pleasure writ large on his face.

“Say it,” I command. “Say you want to cum for me.”

“Please,” he begs. “Please, Laura. I need it.”

“Need what?”

He’s panting now, desperate. “Need to cum. Please.”

I lean over, kiss his forehead. “Good boy.”

With that, I stroke him hard, fast, never breaking eye contact. He explodes, cum jetting over his stomach and chest, more than I thought possible. I milk every drop, watching his face twist in bliss and shame.

When he’s finished, I release his wrists. He doesn’t move, just lies there, wrecked and silent. I settle beside him, pulling the sheets over our sticky bodies.

For a long time, neither of us speaks. The only sound is the slowing rhythm of our breaths, the afterglow sharp and sweet.

At last, Paul turns to me, eyes glazed but clear. “What happens now?” he asks.

I trace a line through the cooling mess on his skin. “Now,” I say, “we tell the truth.”

I smile into the darkness, already hungry for the next lesson.


Chapter 2

The next day, I wake with an ambition that’s less an emotion than a biological imperative. I move through my morning routine with the precision of an assassin: hair in a sleek ponytail, makeup that implies effortlessness, a charcoal dress cut to weaponise every curve without a hint of vulgarity. My husband watches me from the kitchen, his eyes alternating between the sharp line of my jaw and the trembling rim of his coffee cup.

“Big day?” he ventures, tone flat.

“Every day’s a big day,” I reply, tightening a diamond stud into my left earlobe. “You know that, Paul.”

He nods, sullen. There’s no point in reassuring him; I’m not sure he even wants reassurance. He’s waiting for something to break—me, us, the equilibrium that a single, deliberately publicized act of betrayal has redefined. But nothing’s going to break. Not unless I choose it.

By 9:15, I’ve orchestrated the first movement. Will Thompson is due at our house at exactly 6:00 p.m. The pretext is a property portfolio—Paul and I are considering a new construction, and Will, with his predatory grace and uncanny knack for leveraging other people’s insecurities, is the man for the job. I send a confirming text, to which Will responds instantly, “Looking forward to it. Let me know if there’s anything special you want to discuss.” The ambiguity is so obvious it practically winks.

At 6:03, the doorbell rings.

Paul’s on the sofa, deep in some fugue state of self-recrimination and spreadsheet analysis. I answer the door myself. Will’s hair is damp from the shower, crisp blue oxford taut across his chest, sleeves rolled just so. He offers a smile that’s half business, half something much more personal.

“Laura,” he says, voice low and deliberate.

“Will.” I let him in, catching a trace of aftershave and something more animal. I direct him toward the kitchen, the strategic heart of our home.

Paul rises, moving with exaggerated calm. “Will,” he says, extending a hand. There’s a brief contest of grips. Paul loses, but only I notice.

We settle at the table. I pour wine—Will’s favorite, as I’d made a point of remembering—and open my laptop to the spreadsheet Paul spent the day laboring over. Will’s eyes flicker with genuine interest for a moment, but they return, inevitably, to me.

“We’re looking for something bold,” I say, eyes locked on Will’s. “Not afraid to disrupt the neighborhood, but with a solid foundation.”

Will leaned in, his hand settling just beside mine. “Disruption is my specialty,” he says. Paul watches, mute.

We run through the perfunctory slides: property values, square footage, renderings so sterile they might as well be autopsies. But the undercurrent is sexual; every accidental brush of Will’s thigh against mine, every deliberate pause as I lean over his shoulder to inspect the screen. I can see Paul’s hands knotting beneath the table, his jaw flexing at every microaggression.

After a half hour, I close the laptop with a snap. “Let’s take this to the living room,” I suggest.

Will follows. Paul drifts behind, uncertain whether to play host or chaperone.

I sit on the edge of the sofa, crossing my legs so the hem of my dress rides high. Will sat beside me, close enough to let his knee graze mine. Paul takes the armchair, a silent sentinel.

I up the tempo. I laugh too loudly at Will’s jokes and touch his arm when I speak. Whispering into his ear, I lean in, my breath lingering a heartbeat too long. I meticulously calculate each gesture.

Finally, the opportunity. “Will, would you mind grabbing the 2019 portfolio from the front hall? It’s in the closet by the door.”

He stands, eager. As soon as he’s out of sight, I turn to Paul.

“Do you want to know what’s going to happen?” I ask, voice barely above a whisper.

Paul doesn’t answer. His eyes are glassy, his knuckles bone-white against the upholstery.

I stand and follow Will, leaving the door to the hall just slightly ajar.

He’s standing at the closet, bent over, rummaging through the mess of binders. I come up behind him, place a hand on his shoulder. He straightens, surprised.

“Found it,” he says, holding up a red leather folio.

I take it from his hand, but instead of stepping away, I let my fingers linger on his. He looks at me, searching for the script.

“Laura?” he says, questioning.

I lean in. “I want you,” I whisper.

He hesitates, only for an instant. Then his hands are on my hips, pinning me against the closet door. We kiss—hard, teeth and tongues, not the gentle preamble of an affair but the urgent collision of need and conquest. I push back, matching his energy, nails raking the line of his jaw. He groans into my mouth, grinding his body against me.

Through the cracked door, I sense the shift in air pressure, the almost imperceptible sound of Paul rising to his feet.

Will slipped a hand beneath my dress, fingers probing the silk of my underwear. “You’re wet,” he growls, and the note of surprise is almost comical.

“You have no idea,” I shoot back.

He shoves the underwear aside, slides two fingers into me. I gasp, loud and deliberate. There’s a rustle from the living room—the sound of someone trying not to make a sound.

Will slides his fingers out and holds them up, slick and glistening. “Fuck,” he says. “You really are.”

I drop to my knees, undo his belt, and free his cock. It’s bigger than Paul’s—this isn’t conjecture, it’s math—and I savor the heft in my hand. I look up, eyes locked on Will’s, and then—only then—do I glance at the mirror behind him, where I see Paul’s shadow outlined in the frame of the hall.

He’s watching. Of course he is.

I take Will’s cock in my mouth, deep, until I gag. He’s a groaner, expressive, and every sound he makes is a cudgel against the silence of my marriage. I bob my head, hand working the base, letting spit dribble down my chin. Every so often, I glance at the mirror, making sure Paul can see the entire production.

Will fucks my face with increasing urgency, hand tangled in my hair. I let him. I want him to own this moment, to make it so undeniable that Paul can never scrub it from his memory.

Will pulls out, dripping. “Jesus, Laura. You’re insatiable.”

I stand, wipe my mouth with the back of my hand, and hike up my dress. “Right here,” I say, breathless. “Right now.”

He bends me over the side table, shoves my underwear to my ankles, and lines his cock up with my dripping pussy. The first thrust is brutal, splitting me open. I cry out, loud enough to echo down the hall.

He pounds into me, hard, each stroke punctuated by the wet slap of skin on skin. I arch my back, push against him, meeting every thrust. I don’t fake my moans, but I amplify them, making sure Paul hears every syllable.

“You’re so much bigger than my husband,” I gasp. Will laughed, the sound triumphant.

He grabs my hips, fingers digging bruises. “You like it rough,” he says, half a question, half a statement.

“Yes,” I pant. “Harder.”

He obliges. The table rocks against the wall, a staccato drumbeat. I feel the orgasm coil in my spine, tight and electric. When it hits, I scream—not Will’s name, not Paul’s, just a raw animal howl.

Will slows, then pulls out, breathing hard. He strokes his cock, fast, and I drop to my knees to catch the jet of cum on my tongue, my chest, my face. He finishes with a shudder, then collapses against the closet door.

There’s a moment of silence, charged and infinite.

I stand, adjust my dress, and look directly at the mirror. Paul is gone, but the air is still thick with his presence.

Will, oblivious, zips up and grins. “You’re fucking wild,” he says.

I smile. “You have no idea.”

I walk him to the door, kiss him on the cheek, and promise to follow up on the portfolio in the morning. As soon as he’s gone, I turn back, find Paul exactly where I expect him—huddled in the master closet, breathing like a man who’s just outrun a wolf.

I open the door and stand over him, arms folded.

“Did you enjoy the show?” I ask, voice sharp.

He doesn’t answer, just stares at me, wide-eyed.

I kneel, take his chin in my hand, and force him to meet my gaze.

“Next time, you’ll watch from closer,” I say.

He nods slowly, and for the first time in our marriage, I see real surrender in his eyes.

I stand, leaving him there, and walk to the bathroom to wash Will’s cum off my face, humming as I go.

The night is far from over.

#

The morning after, Will is a lesson in theater, every gesture and inflection rehearsed, every moment calibrated to showcase exactly the version of myself I want the world to believe in. My office—the 22nd floor, glass walls, single steel door—is a fishbowl, a perpetual performance. In reality, the nominally tinted glass provides as little privacy as a shower curtain. I’ve always preferred it that way. The only thing more exhilarating than being watched is pretending you aren’t.

Today, I want to be seen.

I arrive at my desk at 7:38, heels echoing off the minimalist expanse of frosted concrete. The lights aren’t even fully on yet, the cleaning crew still orbiting with their squeaking carts and solemn, unhurried routines. I remove my coat, fold it with geometric precision, and take a moment to study my reflection in the window. I look immaculate, not a hair out of place. But beneath the precision there’s a violence, a pulse that’s been building since last night.

At 8:05, I summon my assistant.

He’s new, two months in, still learning the choreography. Tall, young, infatuated with me in the way only a man who still believes in upward mobility can be. His name is James, but I rarely use it.

He enters holding a stack of contracts, careful not to let the folders slip from his damp palms. “You asked for the revised NDAs?” He sets them on my desk, eyes flicking over my shoulder, then back to my face, then down at the glass surface.

“Thank you,” I say, not looking up. I flip through the contracts, feigning disinterest. “Stay late tonight. I need you to prep the prospectus for tomorrow’s call.”

He nods, relief and terror warring in his face. “Of course. Anything else?”

I allow the silence to grow, then glance up, direct and unblinking. “Is there a problem?”

He flushes, a tell I file away for later. “No, ma’am. Just—wondered if you needed anything before I run downstairs.”

“Coffee,” I say. “Black. Two sugars. And bring it in person.”

He scurries out, leaving a wake of nervous energy.

I sign the contracts, take a brief inventory of my day, and mentally rehearse the next phase. The meeting with Will, the dinner, Paul’s battered pride—it was all just a prelude. The real experiment happens when you remove the variable of privacy entirely.

When James returns with the coffee, I thank him and stand, crossing to the credenza where the files for the upcoming audit live in neat, monochrome rows. I reach up to the highest shelf, deliberately straining, letting the hem of my skirt ride up just enough to reveal the band of thigh above my stockings. I hear James’s breath hitch behind me.

“Could you help me with the top binder?” I say, not turning around.

He hesitates for half a beat, then comes up beside me, body close but not touching. He reaches overhead, retrieves the binder, and hands it to me. Our fingers brush; his are trembling.

“Thank you,” I say, and let my hand linger on his for a second too long.

He glances down at my skirt, then quickly away. “Is there anything else?” His voice cracks.

I take the binder, set it on the desk, and face him fully. “You’re very efficient,” I say. “But you need to relax. You will not get anywhere in this company if you’re always terrified.”

He opens his mouth to reply, but nothing comes out. He fixes his eyes on the spot where my blouse gaps just above the top button, a deliberate accident.

I step in, closing the gap, the air between us instantly charged. “Did you hear what I said?”

“Yes,” he breathes.

“Good.” I adjust his tie, straightening the knot, then let my thumb drag down the line of his shirt, stopping just above his belt. “Go prep the boardroom for the 11:00. And remember—relax.”

He backs away, visibly shaken. The rest of the morning is a series of minor power plays: a demotion issued via text, a schedule rearranged at the last possible minute, a rumor about the new VP’s drinking problem planted in the right ear. I keep the world spinning, all while projecting unshakeable calm.

At 5:42, the office is mostly empty. Only the cleaning crew and a few late-night zombies remain. I call James in for a last task.

“Lock the front entrance when you leave,” I say, handing him a set of security codes. “And bring the quarterly projections to my office before you go.”

He arrives at 5:55, folder in hand, sweat dotting his brow. “Here you go, Ms. Kensington.”

I take the folder, skim the contents. “You’re thorough,” I say, sliding into my chair. “You’ll go far here.”

He shifts from foot to foot, uncertainty radiating from every pore. “Is that all?”

I close the folder and look up at him. “You can go.”

He lingers at the threshold, as if hoping for something more. I almost give it to him—almost—but I smile, cold and perfect. “Good night, James.”

He leaves, the sound of his retreating footsteps a metronome in the empty hallway.

At 6:04, Paul arrives.

He enters quietly, expecting the door to be locked, surprised to find it open. He stands in the doorway for a moment, taking in the scene: me, alone at my desk, the city glowing behind me in dusk’s indigo haze.

“You wanted me to pick you up,” he says, voice small.

I glance at the clock. “You’re early.”

He closes the door behind him, his gaze moving over the expanse of glass, the city beyond, and then to the conference table where my assistant neatly stacked the remnants of her work. He’s wearing the same suit as yesterday, but he looks older, less certain.

I motion for him to sit. He does, perching on the edge of the guest chair.

We sit in silence for a moment, the tension between us electric and raw.

“I saw you,” he says at last, eyes fixed on the skyline. “With Will.”

I wait, refusing to fill the void.

“I watched,” he continues, voice thick. “You wanted me to, didn’t you?”

I uncross and recross my legs, letting the movement draw his attention. “Did you like it?”

He flushes, anger and shame twisting his features. “No.”

“Liar,” I say, soft and merciless.

He stands, fists clenched. “What do you want from me, Laura? Am I supposed to just sit there and take it?”

I stand as well, closing the distance in three measured steps. “You could have stopped it.”

His mouth opens, then closes. He looks lost.

“You could have stopped it,” I repeat. “But you didn’t.”

He shakes his head, helpless. “I didn’t know what to do.”

“How far I would go,” I said, stepping closer until we almost touched. “You wanted to watch. You wanted to see someone else make me cum. And you couldn’t look away.”

He’s trembling now, his facade crumbling. “That’s not true.”

I reach out, grip his tie, and pull him toward me. “It is true. And it’s okay.” I lean in, voice a whisper. “But you have to admit it. Say it, Paul. Say you enjoyed watching.”

He resists, but only for a moment. “I—” His voice breaks. “I liked it.”

I tighten my hold on his tie. “Louder.”

“I liked it,” he says, louder now, his eyes shining with unshed tears.

“That’s better,” I say, releasing him. “Now sit.”

He sits, defeated.

I walk behind my desk, lean against it, and slowly, deliberately, hike my skirt up to mid-thigh. “Do you want to watch again?”

He stares, unable to look away.

I unbutton the top two buttons of my blouse, exposing the sheer black lace of my bra. I slide my hand up my thigh, tracing the edge of my panties.

Paul’s breathing grows ragged, his hands gripping the arms of the chair.

I reach under the elastic, dip two fingers into my pussy, and pull them out, glistening. “This is what you do to me,” I say, holding my fingers up for him to see.

He shifts in his seat, straining against his slacks.

I walk around the desk, stand in front of him, and press my wet fingers to his lips. He parts them, tongue flicking out to taste me. His eyes close in ecstasy.

I slap his cheek, easy, but enough to shock him back to the present. “Don’t get greedy.”

He moans, desperate.

I unzip his fly, free his cock, and stroke it with ruthless efficiency. He’s already hard, already leaking.

“You want to cum for me?” I ask, voice silk.

He nods, helpless.

I straddle his lap, the hem of my skirt riding up to my hips, and guide his cock to the dripping heat of my pussy. I sink down in one motion, impaling myself, grinding against him. He gasps, head lolling back.

I fuck him hard, riding him like a bull, nails digging into his shoulders. The glass walls of my office reflect every thrust, every shudder, every obscene collision of flesh. Anyone walking by—anyone looking up from the street—could see everything.

“Do you see how pathetic you are?” I whisper in his ear. “Getting off on your wife fucking another man. Watching like a pervert.”

He groans, the humiliation only making him harder.

I clamp a hand around his throat, squeezing just enough to make his breath stutter. “You like it, don’t you? Say it.”

He struggles to speak, voice strangled. “I like it. I like watching you. I like knowing you want more.”

I release his throat, slap his face again, and ride him even harder. My orgasm is sudden and violent, ripping through me in waves. I clamp down on his cock, milking it, and he cums inside me with a strangled cry, shuddering so hard the chair rocks on its axis.

When I’m done, I stand, letting his cum drip down my thigh. I smooth my skirt, button my blouse, and return to my desk.

He sits there, spent and broken.

I look at him, ice in my veins and fire in my gut. “Next time,” I say, “you’ll watch from even closer.”

He doesn’t answer, but his eyes say everything.

I finish gathering my things, then motion for him to follow. We leave the office together, stepping out into the still-bright city night. I don’t look back.

He trails behind me, obedient, ruined, utterly mine.


Chapter 3

The ride home is so quiet it amplifies every micro expression, every shallow exhalation and involuntary shift in posture. I drive with one hand on the wheel, the other resting on my thigh, a studied indifference that’s entirely for show. Paul sits next to me, obediently seat belted, hands folded so tightly his knuckles threaten to tear through his skin. He is silent, which is new. Usually he tries to fill these pockets of tension with business jargon, recaps of his day, or observations about traffic patterns and city planning. Tonight, he doesn’t even try.

At a red light, I glance over and let the silence stretch so taut I can almost hear it whine. “You’re being quiet.”

He stares out the windshield, as if reading a warning only he can see. “What do you want me to say?”

I smile, sharp and not even a little kind. “I’ll let you know when I want you to say something.”

He absorbs this, then returns to watching the double lines flicker past in the headlamps.

When we pull into the garage, I kill the engine but don’t move to exit. Paul lingers, uncertain.

“You will follow me upstairs,” I say, “and you will do exactly as I tell you. If you hesitate or argue, I’ll text Will and ask him to come over and finish the job himself. Understood?”

After a second of hesitation, then he nods. “Understood.”

“Say it.”

He turns, his voice a fractured thread. “I understand.”

“Good.”

The walk through the house is a funeral procession: his, and every version of our marriage he’d ever imagined. I have already prepped the master bedroom, because I do nothing on impulse. In the center of the room, where our marital bed once anchored the space, I’ve installed a straight-backed birch chair. It is geometric, almost punitive in its minimalism—a chair that brooks no argument. I draped a silk scarf over the seat, and the matching set of padded restraints I ordered last week sits neatly coiled on the duvet.

Paul freezes in the doorway, registering the new decor.

“Strip,” I command, not looking at him. I open the closet, retrieve a bottle of pinot, and pour two glasses with the unhurried grace of a sommelier. When I turn, he is naked, clutching his hands over his crotch like a toddler in trouble. I savor the indignity before I point to the chair.

“Sit.”

He lowers himself carefully, his ass barely grazing the wood, every muscle vibrating with anticipation. I walk behind him, wind the silk scarf around his eyes, knotting it tight enough to block out everything but the whiff of detergent and the faint trace of my perfume.

I run my hands over his shoulders, feeling the corded tension, the suppressed tremor of adrenaline. “Hands behind,” I say, and he complies, wrists crossing at the small of his back.

The restraints buckle with a satisfying click. I take my time, savoring the ritual, then move to his ankles, binding each to a leg of the chair. He’s exposed, helpless, but so hard it looks painful.

I circle and watch the rise and fall of his chest. His cock twitches every time he senses my presence, like a plant orienting to a heat lamp.

“Are you scared?” I ask.

He’s silent for a moment, then: “A little.”

“Good. Fear is honest.” I drag a fingernail down his neck, stopping at the collarbone. “But I want more than your fear.” I want you to be humiliated. I want you to know exactly how small you are.”

He doesn’t answer, but the pulse at his temple says everything.

I retrieve my phone and scroll to Will’s number. The last text I sent—“Tomorrow, 6 pm. I’ll handle the details”—is still on the screen. I hit call and turn on the speaker, so Paul can hear every syllable.

Will answers on the second ring, voice smooth as wet gravel. “Laura. To what do I owe the pleasure?”

I let the silence hang for a beat, then say, “I want you to listen. And I want you to talk to me like you did last night.”

A pause, then a low chuckle. “Is your husband there?”

“He’s here,” I say. “But he can’t see or move. I’ve got him tied up. I want you to hear how desperate he gets when you make me cum.”

Will laughed, a sound so effortless it almost obscures the cruelty. “Fuck, Laura. You don’t play around.”

I move to Paul’s side, bend low so my breath ghosts across his cheek. “You hear that?” I say. “He’s going to talk us through this. You’ll listen, and you won’t cum unless I say you can.”

Paul’s cock is bobbing now, the tip glistening. I drag my finger along the shaft, feather-light, and he jerks against the restraints.

Will’s voice purrs from the phone: “You already getting hard for me, Paul?”

Paul tries to shake his head, but the blindfold turns the gesture into an abortive twitch.

“He’s harder than I’ve ever seen him,” I report. “Should I stroke him, Will? Or should I make him wait?”

“Make him beg,” Will says. “That’s what he’s best at.”

I smile, slow and predatory. “You hear that?” I purr in Paul’s ear. “He’s not wrong.”

I trail my nails down Paul’s chest, circling each nipple until it stiffens under my touch. His breathing ratchets up, a series of short, humiliating gasps. I resist the urge to kiss his neck—it would be too intimate, too close to mercy.

Instead, I drag my tongue up the shell of his ear, then whisper, “Tell Will what you want.”

Paul’s lips work soundlessly. I slap his thigh, sharp enough to leave a welt. “Use your words.”

He shudders. “I—I want you to touch me.”

Will’s laugh is low and delighted. “He sounds pathetic. You must be loving this, Laura.”

“I am,” I say, and I mean it.

I wrap my fingers around Paul’s cock—barely touching, just enough to let the heat radiate from my palm. He bucks up, desperate for friction, but I squeeze his thigh until he stills.

Will’s voice guides me. “Slow strokes. He doesn’t deserve fast.”

I obey, dragging my hand from base to tip, the motion excruciating in its restraint. Paul is making a sound now—a whimpering mewl, the dying moan of a man being unmade.

I press my mouth to the phone and say, “He’s leaking. He wants to cum so badly. Should I let him?”

“Not yet,” Will growls. “Let him watch you first. Tell him what you’re doing.”

I step back, unbutton my blouse, and slide a hand into my panties. My arousal is slick, a velvet friction that makes me bite back a gasp. I want to deny myself the pleasure, but the power is too much; it’s a drug, and I’m already addicted.

“Paul,” I say, “I’m touching myself. My fingers are inside me, and you don’t get to see any of it.”

He thrashes against the restraints, cock a purple beacon of humiliation.

Will is getting off on it. I can hear it in the shift of his breath. “Is your pussy as tight as I remember?” he asks.

I moan, not for Paul but for myself. “Tighter.”

Will’s voice drops. “Let him taste it. Then tell him he’s never going to fuck it again.”

I unbind one of Paul’s hands, just long enough to guide it between my legs. He’s shaking so hard it’s a miracle he doesn’t miss. I grind against his fingers, soaking them, then pull his hand away and lick them clean while he pants.

“You taste that?” I say. “That’s the last time you ever get to taste me unless I say so.”

Paul moans, loud and raw.

I grab his cock again, stroking with expert precision. Every time he’s close, I stop. The room fills with the sound of his frustration, the ragged edge of need that borders on agony.

Will is jerking off now. I can tell from the rhythm of his breathing. “Fuck, Laura. You’re turning me on. I wish you were here.”

I laugh, a sound so cold it makes even me shiver. “Maybe next time I’ll let you have me and make Paul watch. Would you like that?”

Paul convulses at the words, his cock dripping pre-cum in strings down my hand.

Will groans. “Yes. God, yes.”

I stroke Paul again, harder this time. “You want to watch me get fucked by Will? You want to see me ruined?”

He gasps. “Yes. Please.”

Will is coming now. I can hear it in the choke of his voice. “You’re such a slut, Laura. I fucking love it.”

I pull my hand away from Paul’s cock, watching the agony crest and break. I lean in, whisper in his ear. “You don’t get to cum tonight. Not until you learn what real humiliation feels like.”

I hang up the phone and let the silence reclaim the room.

Paul is shaking, tears leaking from under the blindfold.

I unbuckle the blindfold and hold his face between my hands, forcing him to meet my gaze.

“This is just the beginning,” I say, voice soft as a threat. “You’re mine. You exist to suffer for me now.”

He sags against the chair, ruined and perfect.

I leave him tied there, walk to the bathroom, and shower off the evidence. The sound of his sobs is music.

When I return, he hasn’t moved. I kneel beside him, and for a moment—just a moment—I almost kiss him. But I don’t. I cup his balls in my palm, squeezing gently.

“You did well,” I say. “Next time will be even harder.”

He whimpers, but I see it—the first spark of true submission, the bliss in his torment .

I am already planning what comes next.

#

The next evening, I convene a meeting in the living room. That’s exactly how I frame it—a meeting, not a conversation, not a reconciliation. I text Paul at 5:45 sharp: “Be in the living room at 6:00. No clothes. No arguments.” The ambiguity is deliberate; I want to see how he interprets it, how much initiative he’s willing to take.

At 6:01 he appears, towel around his waist, hair wet from a just-completed shower. Punctuality and risk mitigation: two of his better traits.

I’m already seated on the leather sectional, legs crossed. On the coffee table in front of me sits a small, matte-black box. The aura of it is unmistakably disciplinary.

Paul hovers in the doorway, unwilling to commit.

I look up, let my eyes rake him from head to toe. “I said no clothes.”

He hesitates, then drops the towel, folding it in half with the ceremonial care of a priest tending an altar.

I gesture to the spot directly in front of me. “Come here.”

He obeys, cock already half-hard, the contradiction of humiliation and desire written across every line of his body.

I let him stand for a full thirty seconds, letting the weight of my gaze sink in, before I tap the box with my index finger. “Open it.”

He sits, careful to keep his knees together, and lifts the lid.

Inside is a steel chastity device: high-polish, precision-tooled, elegant as an Apple product and twice as intimidating. Next to it, a small padlock and a numbered tag.

Paul stares at it, eyes wide.

“Do you know what that is?” I ask, voice neutral.

He nods, tentative. “It’s a cage.”

“Correct. A very expensive one, I might add. Stainless, medical grade. I had it custom ordered. You should feel flattered.”

He tries to swallow. “What am I supposed to—”

“You’re supposed to wear it,” I say. “On my schedule. For as long as I say. I’ll lock you when I choose. If I want it off, I’ll tell you.”

He holds the device as though it might detonate. “This is—”

I cut him off. “Non-negotiable.  Let’s walk through the ground rules,” I say, adopting my Board Room Voice. “Rule one: you wear the device whenever I tell you. No exceptions, no excuses. If I say now, it’s now.”

He nods, watching the glint of metal in his palm.

“Rule two: when you’re locked, you don’t touch yourself. At all. Not through the bars, not through the slit, not even in your sleep. If you wake up in a mess, you tell me. If I catch you cheating, the punishment escalates.”

He squirms. “Punishment?”

I savor the uncertainty. “Rule three: your orgasms are mine. You don’t get to come unless I give explicit permission. If I want to edge you for a week, you’ll stay on edge. If I want to deny you for a month, you’ll be grateful for it.”

He blinks, the words sinking in. I see the conflict on his face—arousal fighting with the last shreds of masculine pride.

I lean forward, elbows on knees, and lock eyes with him. “Let’s be clear: this is not a game. This is your new normal. If you disobey, I’ll make sure the next humiliation is public. I have the means, and you know I’ll follow through.”

He swallows, barely audible. “I believe you.”

“Good,” I say, and lean back.

I let him sweat a moment longer, then gesture to the box again. “Go ahead. Put it on.”

He hesitates, but only briefly. He lifts the device, examining the engineering, the cool symmetry of the rings and cage. His hands are shaking.

“Need help?” I ask.

He looks up, relief and embarrassment tangled in his eyes. “Probably.”

I stand, take the device from his hand, and kneel in front of him. Guiding his cock and balls through the opening, I work with slow, deliberate efficiency, sliding the cage over the shaft and locking it in place with a click that echoes through the silent room. I tag the lock—#00417, a little dash of anonymity.

I stand and return to my seat.

“Now show me,” I command.

He parts his knees, displaying the cage, the cock inside swelling pathetically against the steel.

“Do you like it?” I ask.

He shakes his head, but the evidence is obvious. His cock strains against the bars, angry and alive.

“Liar,” I say. “You love it. You love knowing you don’t even control your own pleasure anymore.”

He flushes, but doesn’t argue.

I reward him: I pat the seat next to me, inviting him to kneel at my feet. He shuffles over, eyes down, the chastity device cold and bright between his thighs.

I reach down, stroke his hair, and murmur, “Good boy.”

He melts under the touch, pressing his cheek to my calf.

I let him linger, then tilt his chin up. “I’m proud of you. But you’ll need to do better.”

He nods, desperate for praise.

I toy with the padlock, rolling it between my fingers. “Now that you’re locked, I want to talk about the next steps.”

He looks up, attentive, awaiting instructions.

“I will not be the only one involved in this. I need more. You’re going to help me arrange it.”

He frowns, not following.

“I want Will to have me again. But I also want Cassie to see what I do to you. She’s always had a thing for watching men squirm.”

He shudders, the thought clearly destabilizing.

“You’ll coordinate. I’ll tell you what to say, how to act, what to wear. When I want you chaste, I will keep you locked up. When I want you caged and watching, you’ll sit and watch. If I want you to serve Cassie while I fuck Will, you’ll do it.”

He is silent, but not in resistance. More like a computer crash—the operating system of his ego blue-screened, reset, and waiting for new commands.

I stroke his cheek. “Do you understand?”

“Yes,” he says. His voice is thready, but real. “I understand.”

“Say it: you belong to me.”

He meets my eyes, trembling but determined. “I belong to you.”

I smile, this time with a shred of genuine warmth. “Good. Now show me your gratitude.”

He bends, kisses my feet, the gesture half-worship, half-abasement.

#

The suite is a gallery, not a room. Minimalist to the point of cruelty, the air-conditioned vastness staged in shades of powder-gray and starched linen. The only note of softness is the king-sized bed, centered like a stage prop and dressed in sheets so white they register as blue against the city’s evening pallor. The centerpiece—my addition—is a sleek leather armchair facing the foot of the bed, equipped with chromed ankle and wrist restraints. A single, shatterproof tumbler of ice water sits on the table beside it. The message is not subtle.

I instruct Paul to strip, then help him into the chair. He is compliant, silent except for a tremor that rides his breath and the faint rattle of the device locked around his cock. I fasten his ankles first, then wrists, tightening just enough to be inescapable but not enough to bruise. I want him to feel contained, not brutalized. This is not a punishment. This is the curriculum.

When I finish, I lean in, palm on his knee. “You understand why you’re here?”

He nods. “To watch.”

“To learn,” I correct, tucking a stray hair behind his ear. “You can’t see what you are until you see what you’re not. Isn’t that what you said about market positioning?”

He almost smiles at that, a trace of gallows humor. “Market positioning,” he repeats.

I kiss his forehead, an accidental tenderness, then move to the window to scan the street below. The traffic is a slow, molten river, every taillight a failed negotiation. I check my phone. Will is on time to the minute. Cassie, as expected, will be fashionably late.

There’s a knock—two firm raps—and I open the door to Will’s easy, athletic confidence. He’s dressed for the afterparty of a product launch: tailored indigo jeans, white tee under a half-zipped black bomber. He surveys the room, the chair, the restrained man within it.

Will grins. “Is it Christmas already?”

I welcome him in with a handshake that lasts just a little too long. He doesn’t break eye contact, not even when Paul’s presence becomes impossible to ignore.

“Evening, Paul,” Will says, polite but insincere.

Paul looks down, the cage rendering any gesture of masculinity moot.

I pour two glasses of sparkling water—there’s something irresistibly cruel about celebration in this context—and hand one to Will. I raise my glass to Paul, let him see the condensation bead and drip down the crystal.

“Enjoy the show,” I say, and clink glasses with Will.

The tension is a living thing now, bright and sentient, crackling against the soft drone of the HVAC. Will set his glass down, turns to me, and asks, “How do you want to start?”

I love him for framing it as a question, as if the parameters of tonight weren’t already as fixed as the orbit of a dying star.

“Clothes,” I say. “Off. Slow.”

He obliges, peeling away the jacket, the shirt, the jeans, until he stands naked and fully erect, a living rebuke to the man locked and fettered across the room.

I strip, too, but with purpose. My dress slides off in a single motion, and beneath it I wear nothing. The air is chilly, my nipples bead instantly, but the center of me burns.

Will comes to me, hands bold and certain. He lifts me onto the bed, tongue tracing my collarbone, fingers already searching, demanding. His cock is thick and hot against my thigh.

I look over his shoulder, straight into Paul’s eyes.

“Do you see?” I ask, not breaking Will’s rhythm for a second. “Do you see the difference?”

Paul’s answer is a gasp, a low animal sound, his hips straining against the cage.

Will buries his face between my legs, devours me with the greed of a starving man. I moan, loud and uninhibited, letting the sound carry across the room. My fingers twist in Will’s hair, holding him in place, using him like a tool. I reach back, cup my breast, and tug the nipple until it aches.

I glance again at Paul, who is watching with the fevered intensity of a drowning man eyeing the surface. His jaw is slack, the cage angry-red and pulsing.

Will stands, cock slick and ready, and rolls me onto my stomach. He enters me in one hard thrust, the force of it making me yelp into the sheets. He fucks me mercilessly, fingers digging into my hips, the slap of skin echoing off the sterile walls.

I look up at Paul, my mouth open, panting.

“This is what you never gave me,” I say, as Will pounds into me, “and what you never will.”

He closes his eyes, as if that will lessen the pain.

It doesn’t.

The door opens, and Cassie enters.

She has dressed herself for war in black boots, a micro-skirt, and a scandalously unbuttoned white blouse. She clocks the tableau in a heartbeat—Paul, bound and caged; Will, rutting into me; me, wild and feral, eyes glazed with pleasure.

Cassie grins, slow and sharp. “Nice setup,” she says, then crosses to Paul. She runs a finger over his scalp, then down his chest, stopping at the steel cage.

“Poor thing,” she croons, “left out of the fun.”

She turns to me. “May I?”

I nod, barely able to speak.

Cassie kneels in front of Paul, kisses the cage, then opens her mouth and licks it, slow and lingering. She doesn’t touch, only teases, letting her breath and tongue do the work. Paul’s cock surges inside the steel, desperate to escape.

Will pulled out of me and flips me onto my back. He enters again, even deeper, and I scream—part pain, all pleasure. He leans down, bites my neck, then whispers, “Tell him how it feels.”

I lock eyes with Paul. “It feels like I’m being fucked by someone who knows how to make me cum.”

Will picked up the pace, slamming into me so hard the headboard rattles. Cassie unbuttons her blouse and mounts Paul’s thigh, grinding herself against him as she continues to mouth the cage. Her moans are high and bright, a sharp counterpoint to the guttural sounds Will rips from my throat.

It builds and builds—a storm surge of heat and humiliation, every sense tuned to the razor’s edge. When I cum, it’s volcanic, the shudders wracking my body as Will pulses inside me. He pulls out, strips the condom, and wipes himself on the sheets with a satisfied grunt.

Cassie stands, breast out, fingers glistening. She turns to Paul, plants a lipstick-red kiss on his cheek, and murmurs, “Good boy.”

She and Will dress, sharing a look of post-coital mischief. Will kisses me on the mouth, then Cassie on the temple, and they leave together, closing the door behind them.

The room is silent except for the low hum of the city and the frantic thump of Paul’s heart.

I walk to him, naked and still trembling, and unfasten his wrists, then his ankles.

He doesn’t move, paralyzed by the rawness of it all.

I kneel in front of him, unlock the cage, and slide it off. His cock is so hard it twitches the moment it’s freed.

I stroke him, slow and cruel, letting him hover at the edge.

“Do you want to cum?” I ask.

He nods, mute.

“Beg.”

He does, voice thick and desperate. “Please. I need it. Please, Laura.”

I grip him tighter, milk him with ruthless efficiency. When he cums, it’s a geyser, splattering his chest, my hand, the seat of the chair. He sags, ruined and grateful, every cell in his body singing with relief.

I straddle him, cock still twitching against my thigh, and whisper in his ear. “You’re mine, now. All the way.”

He cries, not from pain but from the awful, exquisite release.

I hold him as he shakes.

The city’s lights flicker in the window behind us, millions of people living, millions of lies.

But in this room, there are only truths, exposed and raw and perfect.


Chapter 4

Every conference room is a pressure cooker, but someone calibrated this one to sublimate people. Thirty-five feet of quarter-sawn walnut stretches down the center, a million in custom wiring humming beneath the surface, water glasses laser-aligned in front of every seat. The men—and they are, overwhelmingly, men—cluster in packs of two and three, each with their own subtle taxonomy of power. Cuffs just a hair tighter than business-casual demands. Watches too expensive for timekeeping. The choreography of dominance played out in miniature, as predictable as an algorithm.

I sit at the margin, near enough to the head table that I command a view of Paul’s every movement, but far enough that I could, if required, plausibly claim the role of passive observer. I’m dressed for the part: navy sheath, pearls (a concession to tradition), hair in a chignon tight enough to trigger a migraine. No lipstick, just a gloss so neutral you could calibrate an instrument by it.

Paul is on deck. He stands at the periphery, fidgeting with the tablet that will control his slides, adjusting the knot of his tie with a frequency that would tip off any decent poker player. No one else sees it, but I do—the shortness of breath, the extra blink rate, the way his lips move silently as he recites the opening to himself. His hands betray him: the wedding band is gone, replaced with the fidget spin of the presentation remote, thumb ratcheting up and down the rubberized pad.

My device is not so obvious. I keep my phone in my lap. Screen dimmed and notifications silenced, but with the app open beneath the memo pad. The icon is generic: “Horizon,” an optimistic blue sunrise. No one who doesn’t know would ever suspect that the primary function of this app is to override another person’s nervous system, to reduce a grown man to a shivering wreck with a swipe of a finger.

Paul glances my way, searching for some silent benediction. I give him nothing but a measured nod—just enough to anchor him, not enough to coddle. If I have learned anything about power, it is that the appearance of support can be more destabilizing than its absence.

The meeting chair raps the table, calls the group to order, and motions Paul to the podium.

“Next up, Mr. Kensington with a review of the third quarter projections and product integration strategy.”

Paul clears his throat. He advances to the podium, taps the screen, and the opening slide appears: a sterile bar graph in blues and reds, the data visualization that’s less a communication tool than a psychological sedative.

He starts strong. His voice is crisp, sentences clipped at the edges to communicate efficiency and mastery. I admire his ability to wear the suit of authority, even as I know precisely how tenuous it is. I let him build momentum—five, ten, fifteen slides—before I open the app on my phone and tap the “Buzz” icon, set to Level 1.

The effect is instantaneous. He flinches, almost imperceptibly, but to the trained eye it is as if an electric eel has brushed his inner thigh. He swallows, misreads the next bullet point, then recovers with a quick “Excuse me,” as if it’s just another minor stutter in the data flow.

I watch the room. No one else notices. Two seats down, a woman in a teal blazer types notes with eyes on her screen, lips pursed in mild disapproval. The others watch with varying degrees of attention, none of it acute.

I tap again. Level 2.

This one lasts a fraction of a second longer. Paul’s knee knocks the base of the podium. He adjusts his glasses, which don’t actually need adjusting, and blinks three times in rapid succession. His voice jumps a register, barely audible, but I catch it and log it for later.

He recovers beautifully—this is, after all, the same man who once delivered a wedding toast while suffering from food poisoning and a panic attack. He’s adaptable. But every time he settles back into the rhythm, I edge the stimulation up a notch.

By Level 3, a flush has crept up his neck. He’s speaking faster now, not so much to impress as to finish the ordeal before his body betrays him further. At Level 4, I see the first bead of sweat break the hairline, then trace down to the edge of his sideburn. I imagine the ring of steel under his slacks, the discreet pressure of the cage pulsing with every shock.

I smile—just a little, just for myself.

At slide thirty, Paul gestures at the data on screen with an open palm, a trick I taught him to signal transparency. “As you can see from the international segment—” he pauses, jaw locking, eyes flitting to me for a microsecond. I hold his gaze, raise a brow, and cross my legs beneath the table. My thumb glides to Level 5.

He chokes. A genuine, throat-catching, loss-of-air gasp. He covers it with a cough, then a sip of water, and presses on, but his composure is unspooling now, every word a tightrope walk.

A man at the far end of the table glances over, concerned. “You alright, Kensington?”

Paul smiles, too broad. “Dry mouth. Happens every time I talk about Europe’s underperformance.” The room laughs, the tension releases, and he launches into the closing argument with a bravado so fierce I almost forgive him for his earlier incompetence.

I give him a break—drop the setting back to 2, let him coast through the last five slides. He brings it home. Fields two questions with only a single visible flinch, and even manages a joke about regulatory compliance that lands well enough to earn a chuckle from the legal team.

When the applause comes, it is perfunctory, but Paul’s relief is visible. He steps back from the podium, hands gripping the sides so tightly his knuckles blanch. He’s panting, but only I can hear it.

The meeting chair gives him a polite nod. “Thank you, Paul. Next, let’s transition to Q&A.”

I set my phone face-down on the table and rise, smoothing the lines of my dress. The moment he steps from the podium, I cut across the room, intercepting him by the corridor to the catering alcove.

“You survived,” I whisper, lips just above the shell of his ear. “Did it hurt?”

He huffs, eyes wild. “Fuck you,” he mutters, but his voice trembles.

I tuck a loose strand of hair behind his ear. “Careful. I still have the app.”

He wants to be angry. I can see it. But the anger is a mask for the shame, and the shame is what I’m after.

I slide my phone from the clutch, open the app, and tap the “Hold” icon—Level 5, sustained.

He shudders, grabbing the countertop for balance. I lean in, teeth grazing the edge of his jaw.

“You did well,” I say, voice velvet. “I’m proud of you.”

He exhales, shaky and half-sob, then straightens. “Is it over?”

I kill the app with a flick of my thumb, and just like that, he’s released.

“It’s over,” I confirm, then turn on my heel and return to the conference room, leaving him there, shaking but grateful.

As I reclaim my seat, I catch my reflection in the polished window. I look perfect—calm, untroubled, in control. No one else in the room would ever suspect the cruelty hidden in my smile.

I scan the room, searching for any hint of suspicion. There is none. The men return to their phones, the women to their notes, and the only evidence of my work is the faint red flush on Paul’s neck and the memory, already fossilizing in his nervous system, that no matter how much he prepares, no matter how well he performs, he will always be at my mercy.

And that is the only data point that matters.

#

Gala season is the city’s excuse to don artifice with the sanctimony of a fundraiser. Tonight, hydrangea towers and an ice sculpture resembling a blue whale’s femur have transformed the ballroom beyond recognition. Paul and I arrive in formation: he, in a midnight tux that fits like a second skin, me in black column silk with a slit sharp enough to serve as an implicit threat. The clutch is Tom Ford, the necklace a triple strand of South Sea pearls (my mother’s god rest her lacquered soul). We are here to be seen, which is just a more efficient way of being judged.

I work the room with predatory calm, intercepting conversations at the moment they crest, inserting myself as an equal or, more accurately, as an improved variant. Paul keeps pace, his smile so polished it borders on forensic. He is the perfect plus-one, but tonight’s choreography calls for a bit more than arm-candy.

We have a system. We always have a system.

Touch the pearls up one level.

Touch the earring pulse, three seconds.

Sip beverage: drop a level.

Hold glass in left hand: standby, but maintain.

Right hand: edge, incremental.

We also encode phrases. “Absolutely fascinating” is a rapid-fire staccato, a salvo intended to destabilize. “I couldn’t agree more” cues a rolling wave, peaking mid-sentence. “Let’s circle back” is a hard stop, immediate relief.

I have trained Paul to recognize the cues, to expect them, to integrate pain and pleasure so seamlessly that no one else can see the tremors but me.

We drift from conversation to conversation, the city’s commercial backbone laid bare in bespoke suits and heel-gashed parquet. Paul is popular tonight—his presentation from this morning has started a ripple, and the VPs of two rival firms are vying to poach him for their think tanks. They compliment his “leadership under pressure,” which is the sort of irony that, if deployed any heavier, would collapse the glass ceiling in one go.

I scan the crowd for the night’s target: Maxwell Devereaux, the gala’s signature donor and a man who wears his seven-figure philanthropy like a codpiece. He’s tall, old money, arrogant, and in desperate need of humbling.

I approach him at the bar, timing it to catch him between sycophants.

“Maxwell,” I say, voice smooth as a smoked Manhattan.

He turns, assessing. “Laura Kensington. The only woman here whose pearls are real.”

I touch the necklace, making eye contact with Paul across the room. The signal is sent; Paul’s posture tightens, just so.

“Maxwell, you say the sweetest things.” I let the hand linger, index finger tracing a single pearl. “I hear you’re making a play for the hospital board.”

He smirks, delighted at my prescience. “Is there anything you don’t have dirt on?”

I shrug, lips curling. “That’s what they pay me for.”

Behind him, I see Paul in a cluster of three, holding a glass in his left hand. He’s following, listening, but the strain is clear—a tightening around the eyes, the way he shifts his weight every few seconds.

I up the ante: I touch my earring, then add “absolutely fascinating” in the next sentence. Maxwell leans in, seduced by the illusion of my undivided attention.

Paul’s reaction is textbook. He stifles a cough, steadies himself with the edge of a bistro table, then resumes the thread of his conversation with a woman from Risk. His face has adopted the sheen of forced normalcy, the surface tension of a man desperate not to show his struggle.

Maxwell isn’t oblivious. “Is your husband alright? He looks peaky.”

I smile, bright and glacial. “Nerves. He’s never liked large rooms.”

“Funny,” Maxwell says. “I’ve always found him… adaptable.”

“People are full of surprises,” I say, and touch the necklace again.

Paul’s right hand white-knuckles on his glass. I imagine the cage’s internal vibrations building, the way it teases and then denies, the way he’s forced to keep a poker face even as his body betrays him. I savor it: the raw animal urge, boxed and shrink-wrapped for public display.

The silent auction is called, and we drift toward the displays: a week in Tuscany, two courtside Knicks tickets, an original Basquiat. I stand beside Paul, brushing his sleeve with calculated affection.

“You’re holding up,” I murmur, low enough that only he can hear.

“I’m fine,” he rasps.

I slip a hand into the crook of his arm, nails grazing skin. “You look flushed.”

He leans into me, the barest tilt, and I reward him with a coded sip of my drink—relief. His jaw unclenches.

“You’re cruel,” he whispers, voice trembling.

“That’s what you love about me,” I reply, then press my cheek to his for the benefit of an approaching photographer. The flash freezes us in a moment of artificial intimacy, a perfect snapshot of married bliss.

Later, as the crowd thickens around the auction displays, I break off and circle back to Maxwell. He’s holding court with two consultants and a starlet whose dress is little more than contour tape. I laugh at his joke, touch the necklace, and hold Paul’s gaze across the room as I escalate the intensity again. He’s sweating now, a line of salt tracing down his temple, but he maintains—always, always maintains.

Maxwell catches the glance. “Jealous, Kensington?” he asks, voice pitched just loud enough for Paul to hear.

Paul musters a practiced smile. “Not at all. I trust Laura with my life.”

Maxwell raises his glass. “As you should.”

I push a phrase: “I couldn’t agree more.” I watch Paul’s hands spasm, his whole body rigid for a split second, then release.

Maxwell moves on, drawn by the promise of better flattery. I leave Paul to recover, gliding through the crowd, collecting whispered admiration and the odd business card, letting the sense of absolute control buoy me above the tedium of networking.

The gala’s climax is the check presentation: half a million dollars pledged, a standing ovation, a photo op with the mayor and a hospital CEO. As the applause fades, I find Paul by the back wall, his posture wrecked but his composure fully recovered. The sweat is gone, the skin a perfect matte.

He deserves something for this. Something real.

I wait until the crowd’s attention drifts toward the dessert tables, then catch Paul by the elbow and steer him through a side corridor, past the caterers’ staging area and into a coat closet lined in navy velvet. The scent is wool and bourbon and, faintly, his aftershave—Ambition, of course.

I push him against the wall, both hands pressed to his chest. He shudders under my touch, every muscle wired with residual tension.

“You were perfect,” I say, mouth grazing his ear. “No one suspected a thing.”

He tries to speak, fails, then manages, “Thank you.”

I reach down, trace the line of his cock through the tuxedo pants. The cage is vibrating gently, the setting just high enough to make him ache.

“You want relief?” I ask, voice silk and steel.

He nods, desperate.

I turn the dial up one last time, watching the shock ripple through his body. He spasms, almost losing his footing, then clamps down and rides the sensation.

“You can wait until we get home,” I say. “You’ve earned it.”

He gasps, a sound halfway between pain and devotion.

I smooth his lapel, kiss his cheek, and step back into the party, leaving him in the dark, hard as marble and just as helpless.

This is how you win a gala: not by raising the most money, but by owning the only man who matters.

#

After the gala, the house is dark and silent save for the faint whirr of the espresso machine cycling through its post-cleanse. I leave the lights off, letting the sodium glare from the streetlamps flicker through the blinds, striping the living room with tiger stripes of insomnia. Paul is in the bathroom, perhaps just staring at his own reflection, searching for the man who once called the shots.

I open the laptop and log into the account I never let auto-fill: the site where I keep my own private ledger. It’s nominally a review site, but only the desperate or the truly deviant use it for its original purpose. For me, it’s a way of cataloguing progress—a taxonomy of men, ranked and scored, their metrics calibrated to the thousandth decimal. If LinkedIn had a dark twin, this would be it.

The ranking system placed Paul fifth. Not bad, given the talent pool, but not stellar either. I click on his profile, scan the stats: Dependability, Endurance, Discretion. All trending upward since the incident with Will, but still shadowed by a stubborn resistance to full surrender.

I hover over the “Edit” button, weighing the risks. He did well tonight—better than I expected. His pain threshold is improving, and he’s developing a taste for humiliation that’s almost… elegant. Not yet worthy of the top slot, but no longer an embarrassment.

I bump him up to third. Save.

Then comes the review. I type, letting the text spill without filtering.

“Paul has shown a remarkable growth trajectory since last quarter. His willingness to endure prolonged denial in high-stakes environments has set a new bar for emotional and physical discipline. Particularly notable was his performance at a recent charity event, where he maintained social composure despite ongoing, private stimulation. He responds to both verbal and nonverbal cues, and has shown increased aptitude for obedience in the presence of authority figures.

“He is, however, still prone to bouts of self-pity and requires periodic reinforcement of his status. Best results achieved through a blend of public praise and private humiliation. A work in progress, but trending positive.

“Would recommend for long-term projects requiring a compliant, resilient partner with potential for higher-order submission.”

I read it over once, twice. It’s honest, efficient, and cruel only in the way that honest things are.

I leave the page open on the screen and call down the hall. “Paul. Bedroom. Now.”

He appears in the doorway, pajama pants and nothing else, skin marked where the cage bit hardest. He’s clutching the waistband like it’s a shield.

“Sit,” I say, nodding toward the foot of the bed.

He complies, hands folded in his lap, eyes scanning for cues. I angle the screen so he can see it, then turn it toward him.

“Read.”

He does, lips moving but voice silent. I watch the reaction bloom across his face: a quick flare of hope at the new ranking. The phrase “requires periodic reinforcement” delivers a cutting blow, and his mouth twitches at “higher-order submission.”

When he finishes, he looks up. “Third,” he says, trying to sound neutral.

“You’re improving,” I reply, nonchalant.

He’s silent for a moment, then: “Who’s first?”

“Does it matter?”

He considers, then shakes his head. “No.”

I close the laptop with a click. “Do you accept your place?”

A pause, then: “Yes.”

I pat the carpet beside the bed, and he drops to his knees without prompting. He presses his face against my thigh, inhaling the scent of silk and sweat, and I let my hand rest on his head.

“You’ve done well,” I say, voice softening just a hair.

His shoulders relax. He leans into the praise, starving for it, and I stroke his hair, slow and methodical, like one might calm a thoroughbred.

For the first time tonight, he looks happy. Not content—never content—but happy in how a man can be happy when he’s exactly where he belongs.

I let him kneel there until the espresso machine winds down, and the world outside the window is all shadow and silence.

#

I leave him kneeling for a long time. When I finally lift my hand from his head, he looks up at me, eyes red-rimmed but clear.

“You can get on the bed,” I say.

He climbs up, slow and careful, settling against the pillows with the reverence of a monk entering a sanctum. He doesn’t know what’s coming, not exactly, but the rituals are familiar enough to provide their own sadistic comfort.

I open the bedside drawer and retrieve the key—small, gold, toothless at the end—and hold it up for him to see.

“Tonight,” I say, “you get a reprieve. But you know what that means.”

He nods, Adam’s apple bobbing.

I unlock the cage, working with slow, almost medical precision. There’s a moment of resistance, then it snaps open, revealing his cock: angry, swollen, and already leaking. I slide the device off, set it on the nightstand, and run my fingers along the raw lines it’s left behind.

He exhales, the sigh that comes from too much hope held for too long.

I straddle his thighs, reach up, and grab his wrists. “Above your head.”

He obeys, and I fasten the soft leather cuffs around each wrist, then loop them through the headboard. He’s spread but not stretched, immobilized but not uncomfortable. This is about containment, not torture.

I trail my nails down his arms, over the shallow valleys of his chest, and stop just below his navel.

“Tonight,” I repeat, “you’re going to do exactly what I say. No improvisation, no shortcuts.”

“Yes,” he whispers.

I grip his cock, feeling the heat radiate off it, and give it a single, punishing squeeze. He bucks, but the restraints hold.

I bend over him, hair loose for once, and kiss him—mouth open, tongue insistent, staking my claim with every flick and bite. He moans into me, the sound raw and helpless.

I break the kiss, hover above him, and lock eyes.

“What are you?” I ask.

He hesitates, then: “Yours.”

I reward him with a slow stroke, then stop. “Louder.”

“Yours,” he says, this time a little more forcefully.

I smile, then work him with both hands: one on his cock, the other on his balls, squeezing and tugging, reading the tremors in his body like a lie detector. Every time he gets close, I stop. Wait ten, fifteen seconds, then start again. After the third denial, he’s sweating, trembling, every muscle pulled taut.

“Please,” he gasps. “Please, Laura.”

I sit back on my heels, reach for the glass of water on the nightstand, and take a deliberate, slow sip.

“Not yet,” I say.

He groans, the sound almost inhuman.

I lean forward, teeth grazing his ear. “You want to cum for me?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

He falters, searching for the answer he knows I want. “Because it’s yours. My pleasure is yours.”

I bite down, easy enough not to break skin but enough to leave a mark. “Better.”

I alternate between torment and comfort: dragging my nails down his inner thigh, then kissing the spot where I scratched; jerking him hard and fast, then stopping just before the edge. Each time, the delay is longer, the return sharper. He’s reduced to a quivering bundle of need, and I revel in it.

By the sixth time, he’s crying, tears running down his cheeks, but he’s still present—still aware of me, of the rules, of his place.

I kneel over his chest, my cunt hovering just above his mouth.

“You want to taste me?” I ask.

He nods, desperate.

“Say it.”

“I want to taste you. Please.”

I lower myself onto his face, grinding against his mouth. He licks and sucks with the fervor of a man reprieved from death row. I ride him, taking what I want, using his face as a tool for my pleasure.

When I cum, I grab his hair and pull, forcing his tongue deeper, his nose buried against me. The orgasm is sharp, but I don’t let him up for air until the aftershocks are gone.

I slide off, wipe my mouth, and stare down at him.

He’s a mess: eyes bloodshot, lips swollen, cock still iron-hard and untouched.

“You did well,” I say, voice hoarse.

He whimpers, grateful.

I release his wrists, but he doesn’t move. He knows better.

I stroke his cock again, slow and steady, watching the way his breath hitches with every pass.

“Are you ready?” I ask.

He nods, but I stop, hand frozen at the base.

“Say it.”

“Please let me cum. Please, Laura.”

I pump him, hard and fast, not stopping this time. His hips thrust up, desperate for release. I maintain eye contact, never letting him look away, forcing him to see himself in my gaze.

When he cums, it’s violent—spurting across his stomach and chest, soaking my hand and the sheets. He cries out, raw and broken, then collapses back, spent.

I climb up beside him, spooning my body around his, my hand resting on the cooling mess.

We lie in silence for a while, the only sound our breathing and the distant hum of the city.

After a long time, I speak.

“There’s something I want to tell you.”

He shifts, still dazed. “What is it?”

I trace a circle on his chest, just above the spot where his heart hammers. “I’ve arranged for us to renew our vows.”

He blinks, processing.

“I want everyone to see what we are now. I want to say it out loud, in front of people who matter. No more pretending.”

He smiles, small but real.

“Okay,” he says.

I kiss his forehead, then his mouth, slow and deep.

“Good,” I whisper.

I let him drift off, body limp and pliant in my arms.

For the first time in a long time, I feel something like peace.

#

The garden is a theatre of precision, every detail calculated for maximum psychological impact. White roses massed along the aisle, petals waxed and perfect as a tech CEO’s smile. Dozens of candles hover in the dusk, each in a hurricane of glass that catches and refracts the early evening, casting tiny halos on every guest’s face. They arranged the chairs in a semi-circle—intimate, but not suffocating—and a string quartet plays just loud enough to smother nervous laughter, but not so loud as to distract from the main event.

We stand at the head of the aisle, side by side, but everything about our posture signals hierarchy. Paul is in slate grey, no tie, his shirt open at the collar as if he’s already halfway to surrender. I wear a tea-length dress, black, with a pair of heels sharp enough to threaten the patio stones. My hair is down, for once, loose and shining like a dare.

Our friends and family gather in small clusters, all in on the joke but none quite fluent in the language. Cassie is here, lips blood-red and eyes heavy-lidded, recording everything for the group chat. Will sent a bottle of Dom with a card—“You made me a believer. Never settle for less”—but claimed a client meeting as an excuse for his absence. It doesn’t matter. The only witness that counts is the man next to me.

The officiant is a woman I found online, the kind who describes herself as “bespoke and non-judgmental” in her reviews. She has a preacher’s calm and a therapist’s gaze; she reads the crowd and pitches her voice accordingly.

“Dear friends, we gather to reaffirm what began as a promise, then became a contract, and is now—” she pauses, glancing at us— “an evolving partnership. Laura and Paul wish to renew their vows in front of those who matter most.”

The language is exactly what I wanted: not love, not even devotion, but the implication of endless revision. Paul’s hand is damp in mine, and when I look at him, he’s scanning my face for cues, as if the years haven’t trained him to know exactly what I’ll do next.

When it’s time for the vows, I take the lead.

“Paul,” I say, “when we first married, I promised you adventure. You delivered stability. I promised to keep you guessing, and you—” I pause, the smile a blade— “you never stopped searching for the answers, even when the questions changed.”

The audience laughs, polite, but Paul’s face is rapt. He knows every word is code.

“My promise now is to challenge you, every day, to be the best version of yourself. To guide you through life’s pleasures and its necessary pains. To honor the trust you place in my hands, and never, ever to waste what you so freely give.”

He swallows, hard, and I see it: the brief twitch in his jaw, the invisible shiver up his spine. I imagine the device under his shirt, silent but present, a ghost of every night we ever spent together.

Paul’s turn. He takes a breath, steadies himself.

“Laura, you always said marriage is a negotiation. I thought that meant compromise, but I learned it meant transparency. You taught me how to want better, to expect more. My vow is to support you, to follow your lead, and—” he glances at me, the words dropping an octave— “to never stop learning from you.”

The friends who know us best—Cassie, the cluster from the old office, a cousin who’s seen more than she should—smile at the subtext. The rest just hear sincerity.

We exchange rings. I slide his on with exaggerated slowness, pausing at the knuckle, making sure he feels every millimeter. He stares at me, pupils wide, breathing shallow.

The officiant smiles. “By the power vested in me—”

I tune her out, focusing only on Paul’s face, the way he’s holding it together for the crowd. The moment the ceremony ends, I grab his hand and drag him to the side of the garden, out of earshot but not out of sight.

“You did well,” I say, pressing him against the stucco wall. “They all believed you.”

He laughs, shaky. “Did they?”

“Does it matter?”

He shakes his head, and I reward him with a kiss—open, hungry, the kind you save for midnight in a hotel lobby. I grab his ass, pulling him into me, and whisper, “Tonight, you’ll show me how much you meant every word.”

He nods, desperate.

We rejoin the guests, all of them ready for the next round of champagne and the ritual roast that passes for conversation. Cassie toasts us: “To the couple who proves you can have it all, if you’re ruthless enough.”

I raise my glass. “To never settling for less.”

Paul smiles, and I squeeze his hand so hard he winces, but he doesn’t let go.

As the sun sets, the candles glow brighter, the music swells, and for the first time in years, I let myself enjoy the performance. Not the part where I control the variables, but the part where I trust him to play his role to perfection.

We move through the night together—accepting praise, deflecting envy, dancing exactly twice before slipping away into the house. I lock the door behind us, and Paul falls to his knees before I even have to ask.

The last thing I see before I close my eyes is his face, illuminated by candlelight, looking up at me with absolute certainty.

It’s the only truth I’ve ever needed.
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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. 

Scavenger Hunt of Humiliation



A birthday scavenger hunt, where the ultimate prize is watching me with his boss.

My husband's boss, the hotel manager, is assertive and powerful, knowing exactly what I crave. It's time my husband witnesses his own shortcomings.

It's my husband's birthday, and I have a gift he'll never forget. While he's busy chasing clues, I'll be endlessly savoring my desires with his boss.

The thrill of my husband possibly walking in any second is electric. Ideally, he'll show up right at the climax: watching through a one-way mirror as his boss takes what he can't, filling me completely while he's helpless to do anything but watch.

By morning, my husband will know his genuine gift: eternally being my obedient little cuck.


Couples Massage Humiliation



The masseuse satisfies me in ways my husband never could, as my hubby watches every tantalizing moment unfold...

My husband writhes on the massage bed next to me, eyes glued to the scene unfolding before him. The expert hands of my masseuse trail across my skin, sparking a desire in me that leaves my husband breathless with yearning. My moans taunt him mercilessly, while his own masseuse further fuels his torment, skillfully withholding the relief he desperately seeks. Watching is his only release.

As I lie there trying to handle the overwhelming sensations, the masseuse unveils a toy that seems impossibly large, yet I crave it more than anything else. I’m stretched and filled, but satisfaction eludes me, and I long to taunt my husband even further. From the corner, he watches, denied pleasure and left with only the torment of voyeuristic humiliation.

The real fun starts now. My spa indulgence will end with my husband reduced to an eager, servile cuckold, fulfilling my every whim and desire.
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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




OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Title Page


    		Copyright


    		Contents


    		Chapter 1


    		Chapter 2


    		Chapter 3


    		Chapter 4


    		Books By This Author


    		Freebie


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70






OEBPS/image_rsrc11Y.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc11X.jpg
Cuckolded & Humiliated by Cheating Trophy Wives

HIDDEN RANKINGS
Ctaneibialeon

An Erotic Short Story of Cuckold Humiliation

[VY MOANS





OEBPS/font_rsrc11V.ttf


