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CHAPTER I 


Daniel adjusted his tie, glancing around the dimly lit bar where the after-work crowd was slowly thinning out. His usual drink—a whiskey, neat—sat untouched in front of him. Across the high-end lounge, Richard leaned back against the leather booth, swirling his own glass lazily. The man had been riding high on his recent promotion, and tonight, he looked even more at ease than usual. 

The change in Richard had been impossible to ignore. Just a few months ago, he was a mid-tier executive like Daniel—doing well, but nothing out of the ordinary. Now, it was as if a switch had flipped. The Armani suit fit him like a glove, the Rolex on his wrist gleamed under the low lights, and the way he spoke—slow, deliberate, self-assured—was different. 

Daniel had assumed it was just luck or maybe a particularly well-timed project that had put him in the company’s good graces. But when Richard had invited him out for drinks and started hinting at something bigger, Daniel’s curiosity had piqued. 

“The right connections can change everything, Dan.” Richard took a slow sip of his drink, letting the words hang in the air. “Some of us are willing to go the extra mile to climb higher.” 

Daniel narrowed his eyes. “What does that mean?” 

Richard chuckled. “It means that when the right opportunity presents itself, a man has to be smart enough to see it for what it is.” He set his glass down, meeting Daniel’s gaze directly. “And brave enough to take it.” 

Daniel hesitated. The way Richard spoke, it was clear this wasn’t just about working harder or networking better. There was something else, something deeper at play here. 

Richard smirked at Daniel’s silence. “You ever wonder why some guys rocket to the top while others stay stuck, grinding away for years?” He leaned forward slightly, lowering his voice. “It’s not always about skill. Or luck. Sometimes, it’s about knowing how the game is really played.” 

Daniel shifted in his seat. His fingers tightened around his glass. “And what game is that?” 

Richard didn’t answer immediately. Instead, he took out his phone and tapped at the screen, then turned it towards Daniel. A single name glowed on the screen in his contacts: Wallace Sinclair. 

Daniel’s breath hitched. Wallace Sinclair—the CEO of their entire conglomerate. A man so high up the chain that even catching a glimpse of him in the office was a rare event. He was a ghost, a legend, someone who decided the fate of careers with a nod. And there it was—Richard had the CEO’s direct number saved in his phone. An unfiltered, private connection to the most powerful man in the company and the business world. 

Richard put the phone away and smirked. “We’ll talk soon.” 

Then he stood up, buttoning his suit jacket smoothly, and tossed a few crisp bills onto the table before walking out without another word. 

Daniel sat there for a long time, staring at the swirling amber liquid in his glass. He had no idea what Richard was really offering him. But something told him that whatever it was, it was the kind of thing that could change everything. 

Daniel straightened his cufflinks as he stepped into the private dining room of the upscale restaurant. It wasn’t the kind of place where you just walked in and got a table—this was an invitation-only kind of venue, the sort of place where power and influence dictated who got a seat. The maître d’ had led him through a discreet side entrance, past velvet curtains, and into a dimly lit space where only a handful of tables were spaced generously apart, affording absolute privacy to its patrons. 

At the far end of the room, Richard sat comfortably at a table set for three. A bottle of red wine had already been uncorked, the deep, rich liquid catching the candlelight. And across from him, Olivia. 


Daniel swallowed hard. He had always known Richard’s wife was stunning, but tonight she was beyond breathtaking. The black dress she wore clung to her body like it had been sewn onto her skin, hugging every curve, accentuating her perfect figure. The plunging neckline showcased her full, creamy breasts, just barely contained, threatening to spill free with every subtle movement. Her dark hair cascaded over one shoulder, framing her delicate features and the slow, knowing smirk that played at her lips. She exuded an effortless sensuality, the kind that made men pause, take notice, and remember her long after she had left the room. 

“Daniel,” Richard greeted him, gesturing toward the empty seat. “Right on time.” 

Olivia’s eyes flicked up, meeting his, and Daniel felt the heat of her gaze run through him like an electric current. She didn’t just look at him; she studied him, measured him, as if she were searching for something specific, something unspoken. Her lips parted slightly as she took a slow sip of her wine, her tongue flicking out to catch a stray drop. The motion was subtle, but deliberate. 

“Dan,” she murmured, her voice smooth as silk, warm yet unreadable. “It’s nice to finally have you to ourselves.” 

He slid into the chair, trying to keep his breathing steady. His fingers brushed against the polished wood of the table, grounding himself as Richard poured him a glass of wine. Olivia’s perfume—something rich, musky, with a hint of vanilla—hung in the air between them, thick and intoxicating. It was the kind of scent that lingered, that got under your skin and made you think of dark rooms, tangled sheets, and secrets whispered against flushed skin. 

The conversation started innocently enough—work, industry gossip, casual talk about upcoming projects. But there was an unspoken tension in the air, something simmering just beneath the surface. Every time Daniel glanced at Olivia, she was already looking at him, her lips curved in an almost playful amusement. The way she sipped her wine, the way she crossed her legs slowly, deliberately, drawing his attention to the smooth expanse of her thigh—it was all calculated, and Daniel knew it. 

She didn’t just exist in a room; she dominated it, commanded attention without saying a word. The way her dress clung to her, the way the candlelight cast shadows along the dip of her collarbone, the teasing way she toyed with the stem of her wine glass—it was all an art form, a game that she played effortlessly. 

“So, Daniel,” Richard said, swirling his drink lazily, watching him closely. “I imagine you’ve been thinking about our last conversation.” 

Daniel tensed, his fingers tightening around his glass. He had been thinking about it—nonstop. The cryptic hints, the way Richard had spoken about ‘going the extra mile.’ And now, sitting here, across from his friend’s impossibly beautiful wife, he felt like the pieces were about to click into place. 

Olivia tilted her head, watching him with those hypnotic, dark eyes. “You’re curious,” she said softly. “I can tell.” 

Daniel cleared his throat. “I… don’t really know what I’m supposed to be curious about.” 

Richard chuckled, shaking his head. “Come on, Dan. You’re a smart guy.” He leaned in slightly, lowering his voice, as if sharing something confidential. “You ever wonder why some men just seem to have everything? Power, money, influence… and the best women?” 

Daniel felt a slow heat creep up his neck. He had wondered. Plenty of times. But he wasn’t sure he liked where this conversation was heading. 


“The truth is,” Richard continued, his gaze sharp, knowing, “there’s a whole different level to this game. A level where the real players sit. And once you’re in, everything changes.” 

Daniel swallowed, his mind racing with possibilities. “And what exactly is ‘this level’?” 

Richard smirked, swirling his drink as he leaned forward slightly. “The Sanctum,” he said, letting the words linger in the air before continuing, his tone thick with meaning. “A very exclusive club.” 

Daniel blinked. He had expected something illicit, something exclusive—but this? The words hung in the air, heavy with meaning, and Olivia smiled like she was enjoying his confusion. She took another slow sip of her wine, her tongue flicking out again, as if savoring the moment. 

“The Platinum Members,” Richard explained, “are the men who really run things. The top one percent. The ones who make decisions that ripple across entire industries.” 

Daniel frowned, his pulse picking up. “And what does that have to do with me?” 

Olivia leaned in slightly, her perfume wafting over him, intoxicating. “They handpick men like you,” she said, her voice almost a purr. “Younger executives. Smart, ambitious. But there’s one requirement.” 

Daniel hesitated, the air suddenly feeling too thick. “And that is?” 

Richard’s grin widened, his eyes gleaming with something unreadable. “You’ve also got to have a hot wife.” 

Olivia smirked, her eyes locked onto his, a flicker of mischief playing in her expression. "And you do, Daniel.” She leaned in closer, her voice dropping to something almost conspiratorial. “You just share her. And I know her. I have a feeling she’s going to love every second of it.” 

The air seemed to still. Daniel’s mind raced, the words tumbling over themselves in his head. He opened his mouth, then closed it, unable to form a coherent response. His pulse pounded in his ears. 

Olivia watched him, her fingers tracing the rim of her wine glass, the motion slow, teasing. “It’s not what you think,” she murmured. “I was hesitant at first, too. But trust me… it’s changed our lives.” 

She glanced at Richard, then back at Daniel, her lips curling into a smirk. Daniel blinked, turned to Richard, and hesitated before asking, "So you—I'm sorry, I don't mean to offend. You a—" 

Richard cut in smoothly, unfazed. "Yes, I'm a cuck." he said. Olivia leaned in, pecking Richard's ear with a slow, teasing kiss as he continued, "It was weird at first, but our lives have changed. And I won’t lie… it’s been fun as hell too." 

Daniel’s body reacted before his mind could process it—his cock twitched, throbbing in his slacks. Something about the whole conversation so far, the casual certainty in both their voice, stirred something deep inside him. It wasn’t just arousal—it was something more complex, something that made his stomach tighten and his pulse quicken. The words, the tone, the implications—all of it gnawed at him, awakening thoughts he hadn’t dared to entertain before now. 

Richard picked up on Daniel’s reaction and smirked, clearly enjoying the moment. “I told you, Dan. The right connections make all the difference.” 

Daniel’s mouth was dry. He should have been appalled, disgusted, but instead, he felt something else entirely. A low, burning heat settled in his gut, and as Olivia took another slow sip of her wine, her tongue flicking out to catch a stray drop, he realized something terrifying. 

He was intrigued. And worse—he wanted to know more. 

Daniel sat on the edge of their bed, his heart pounding as he laid it all out—every explicit detail, every condition, every expectation of the club. He told her about the Platinum Members, men of power and wealth who didn’t just fuck for pleasure but took women like trophies. About the Gold Members—men like him, who offered up their wives in exchange for opportunities, promotions, and an invitation into an exclusive world most could never dream of. About the gatherings where wives stripped bare for these powerful men, bent over expensive furniture, used and devoured while their husbands watched, aching, humiliated, and rewarded for their submission. 

He expected Julia to recoil, to slap him, to call him a pervert. But instead, she just sat there, legs tucked beneath her, staring at him with wide eyes. But not shocked. Not disgusted. Curious. 

Her fingers traced the pattern on the bedsheet absentmindedly, her lips parted like she wanted to say something but was still processing. Daniel’s stomach twisted in anticipation. He had rehearsed a dozen different ways this conversation could go, but none of them accounted for the way she was looking at him now—thoughtful, maybe even intrigued. 

“So…” she started, voice barely above a whisper, “I’d just be… entertaining these men? And you’d be watching?” 

Daniel swallowed. His throat felt dry. “Yes,” he admitted. “That’s how it works. The Platinum Members—they expect full submission. And the husbands…” He hesitated, letting out a shaky breath. “We just watch.” 

Julia’s brow furrowed slightly, but her expression wasn’t disapproving. If anything, she seemed to be considering it seriously, turning it over in her mind. “And it would be controlled, right?” she asked, glancing up at him. “No random creeps?” 

Daniel shook his head. “No. It’s all extremely selective. The men are powerful. Connected. They treat it like… like a privilege.” His voice dropped slightly. “And they don’t just pick anyone.” 

Julia exhaled slowly, her chest rising and falling beneath the thin fabric of her sleep shirt. “And… what if I enjoy it?” 

The words hit Daniel like a slap, but not in the way he expected. He felt something deep in his gut tighten, an unfamiliar heat pooling in his stomach. The way she said it—almost hesitant, but with something darker laced underneath—sent a shiver through him. 

He tried to clear his throat, to answer logically, but all he could do was picture her—the image of his wife, naked and spread open before those powerful men, her body used, her lips wrapped around them while he sat there, watching, helpless, aching. 

Julia’s gaze flickered down to his lap, and a knowing smile curved her lips. “You like the thought of that,” she murmured, shifting closer. “Don’t you?” 

Daniel’s breath caught. “I—” 

But she didn’t let him finish. She reached for him, her fingers trailing over his thigh, her touch featherlight. “You’re hard,” she whispered, her voice thick with something he wasn’t sure he had ever heard from her before. “Just from telling me.” 

Daniel groaned as she slid her hand between his legs, cupping him through his pants. His body betrayed him, throbbing against her palm. Julia’s eyes were locked onto his, studying his reaction with an intensity that sent a fresh wave of arousal through him. 

“I don’t know, Daniel,” she mused, leaning in, her lips grazing the shell of his ear. “Maybe I would enjoy it.” 

Her words sent him over the edge. Before he could think, before he could process what was happening, he was on her, lips crashing into hers, hands gripping her hips as he pulled her onto his lap. She gasped against his mouth, but didn’t hesitate—her legs straddled him, her thin sleep shirt riding up, exposing the soft, warm skin of her thighs. 


“Fuck,” Daniel groaned against her lips, his hands sliding up her sides, cupping her breasts beneath the thin fabric. Her nipples were already hard, pressing against his palms, and the realization that she was just as turned on as he was sent a jolt of electricity straight through him. 

Julia let out a soft, breathy moan, grinding against him as her fingers found the buttons of his shirt. “Tell me more,” she whispered, biting his lip lightly. “Tell me what they’ll do to me.” 

Daniel felt his control snap. His hands gripped her ass, grinding her down against his aching cock as he whispered filth into her ear—telling her exactly what those men would do, how they would take her, how he would have to sit there and watch as she was spread open and filled, used for their pleasure. 

Julia shuddered against him, her nails raking down his chest as she let out a needy whimper. “God,” she breathed. “I want to know. I want to feel it.” 

Daniel’s grip on her tightened, his mind clouded with lust. He could barely think, his cock painfully stiff as the image of her surrender filled his head. 

“And after they’ve had you,” he growled, his voice thick with raw need, “I’ll take you home, and you’ll tell me everything they did while I fuck you so hard you can still feel them between your legs.” 

Julia moaned shamelessly, her fingers tangling in his hair, dragging him closer. “Yes,” she whimpered, her voice shaking with hunger. “Yes, Daniel.” 

His mouth latched onto her breast, sucking greedily, his teeth scraping her sensitive nipple as his hand slipped between her legs. His fingers pushed against her soaked panties, the heat of her arousal drenching the thin fabric. 


“Fuck, you’re dripping,” he growled, shoving the lace aside and slipping two fingers into her tight, needy pussy. Julia gasped, her back arching as he stretched her open, his fingers curling inside her. She bucked against his hand, desperate for more. 

“I can’t stop thinking about it,” she moaned, eyes dark with desire. “About them. About being on display… being fucked… while you sit there and watch.” 

Daniel groaned, his cock throbbing violently. He shoved his pants down, his length springing free, thick and aching for her. Gripping her thighs, he spread her wide, dragging the head of his cock against her soaked entrance, teasing her. 

“Tell me you want it,” he demanded, his voice rough. “Tell me you want them to use you.” 

Julia writhed beneath him, her nails clawing at his arms. “Yes,” she panted. “I want them to take me. I want to be used. I want you to watch.” 

His control snapped. He drove into her, sinking to the hilt in one brutal thrust. Julia screamed, her body jolting as he filled her completely, stretching her wide around his cock. He held her there, buried deep, savoring the way her walls clenched around him. 

Then he began to move. Slow at first, teasing, dragging every inch of himself out before slamming back in, making her cry out. Her legs wrapped around his waist, her heels digging into his back, urging him deeper. Daniel obeyed, pounding into her mercilessly, his grip on her wrists unrelenting as he pinned her down. 

“They’ll spread you open,” he growled between thrusts. “Make you beg. Fuck you like you were made for it.” 


Julia whimpered, her body shuddering beneath him. “Oh, fuck—yes! Yes!” 

His cock throbbed as her pussy clenched around him, her walls gripping him tighter, the friction unbearable. He could feel her unraveling, her breath hitching, her body trembling as she teetered on the edge. 

“Cum for me,” he commanded, his fingers moving to her clit, rubbing furiously. “Cum thinking about them stretching you open, filling you up.” 

Her orgasm tore through her like a tidal wave, her cries echoing through the room as she convulsed around him. Her pussy milked his cock, dragging him over the edge with her. With a guttural groan, Daniel drove deep, his release spilling into her in thick, hot bursts, claiming her, marking her. 

They collapsed together, breathless, slick with sweat, hearts pounding. Julia turned her head, pressing a lazy kiss to his jaw, her eyes glazed with satisfaction. 

Something awakened in both of them that night. Something dark. Something filthy. Something that neither of them wanted to stop. 

And there was no turning back now. 

CHAPTER II 

Daniel smoothed down the front of his suit jacket, his grip tightening around Julia’s fingers, as if grounding himself in the moment. Beside him, Julia radiated quiet confidence, her outfit chosen with careful precision—classy, yet daring enough to mark her as someone willing to play in this world. She wore a form-fitting black dress, sleek and sophisticated, hugging her curves like liquid silk. The neckline dipped just low enough to hint at the soft swell of her breasts, but not enough to be vulgar. The hemline, a teasing mid-thigh cut, showcased the long, elegant line of her legs, accentuated by black stilettos that added an extra touch of power to her stride. A delicate diamond necklace rested just above her collarbone, drawing attention to her exposed skin, while her hair cascaded in soft waves, effortlessly styled yet undeniably seductive. Every inch of her look was designed to strike the perfect balance—poised, refined, and dangerously alluring. The invitation had come suddenly, the location vague—a hyper-exclusive private club in the heart of the city, one so elite that there were no signs, no visible entrance, just a discreet black door at the base of a nondescript building. They had followed the instructions to the letter, arriving precisely at the designated time, their nerves frayed with anticipation. 

The moment they stepped inside, they were greeted by a breathtaking display of luxury—soft ambient lighting, rich mahogany finishes, and the faint scent of expensive cigars and aged whiskey lingering in the air. The atmosphere buzzed with an unspoken power, a quiet assertion that those who walked these halls belonged to an echelon far beyond the ordinary. 

A man in a tailored black suit led them through the corridors, saying nothing as he guided them to a grand lounge, its walls lined with rare books and decadent leather seating. In the center of the room stood a man who exuded raw, undeniable authority. 

Wallace Sinclair. 

Silver-haired, broad-shouldered, and effortlessly dominant, the CEO of Sinclair Holdings carried himself with the quiet arrogance of a king surveying his kingdom. Every inch of him radiated wealth, power, and control. His piercing blue eyes cut through them like a scalpel, assessing, judging. His gaze lingered on Julia, his expression unreadable but intense, as if he were already peeling away every layer of her soul. 

“Daniel Reynolds.” Wallace’s deep, commanding voice filled the room. “And Julia.” He said her name differently, slowly, like savoring the sound. “Welcome.” 


Daniel swallowed hard. “Thank you, Mr. Sinclair. It’s an honor to be here.” 

Wallace gestured toward the door at the far end of the lounge—a sleek, black entrance adorned with a discreet golden insignia. “Follow me.” 

He led them through the private corridors of the club, each step echoing against the polished marble floors. At the end of the hall, he pushed open a set of heavy double doors, revealing an opulent suite—his personal domain. Dimly lit with ambient lighting, the room was adorned with dark leather seating, a fully stocked bar, and a king-sized bed positioned against the far wall, its silk sheets untouched yet heavy with implication. 

Wallace turned to them, his expression unreadable, but his authority absolute. “Now, let’s begin.” he said pointing at a leather couch for them both while he settled into a grand leather chair in front of them. 

They obeyed. Wallace leaned back, fingers tented in front of him as he studied them. 

“I already know everything there is to know about you,” Wallace continued. “Your careers. Your finances. Your marriage.” His lips curled slightly at the last word, as if amused by its fragility. “And, most importantly, your desires.” 

Julia’s breath hitched. Daniel shifted in his seat, unnerved by how deeply this man had already unraveled them. Wallace wasn’t just a businessman—he was a predator, and they were standing on the edge of his domain. 

“Daniel,” Wallace said, finally breaking the silence. “Your business acumen is impressive. You’ve built something respectable. But respectability isn’t enough to play at this level. Power—true power—demands sacrifice.” 

Daniel nodded, feeling the weight of the moment settle on his chest. He was prepared to say anything, to prove his worth, but Wallace wasn’t interested in rehearsed words. His piercing gaze had already moved to Julia. 


“And you,” Wallace murmured, his voice dripping with intrigue. “You are exquisite.” 

Julia flushed under his stare. She felt like she was being appraised, every inch of her body dissected and evaluated. It wasn’t just attraction—this was ownership, an unspoken claim. 

Wallace leaned forward, his presence suffocating. “Tell me, Julia. Do you understand what this world requires? What it demands of you?” 

She licked her lips, nodding. “Yes, Mr. Sinclair.” 

His smirk deepened. “Good. Because words mean nothing here. Actions, however…” He trailed off, his gaze darkening with intent. “If you want in, your wife must prove she’s worthy—right now.” 

Daniel’s pulse spiked. Julia’s breath came faster, her fingers clenching on the armrest of the chair. Wallace watched her with the patience of a man who already knew the outcome. There was no hesitation in his demand, no doubt in his authority. 

“Kneel,” Wallace ordered. 

Julia’s heart pounded. The room was silent save for the slow ticking of an unseen clock. Daniel watched, his throat dry, as his wife—his beautiful, devoted wife—rose from her seat and sank gracefully to her knees in front of Wallace Sinclair. Wallace’s smirk deepened, his gaze dark with satisfaction. He lifted one hand, fingers making a subtle beckoning motion. 

"Crawl to me," he ordered, voice thick with amusement. 

A visible shiver ran through Julia’s body, but she obeyed, dropping forward onto her hands, the sleek material of her dress whispering against the plush carpet. She moved slowly, deliberately, each shift of her hips accentuating the sway of her body as she made her way toward him, her breath coming in shallow, eager gasps. Wallace watched, his fingers idly tapping against the arm of his chair, the weight of his gaze stripping her bare long before she reached him. 

A flicker of approval passed through Wallace’s eyes. He spread his legs, his fingers working the belt of his trousers with deliberate slowness. Julia’s gaze stayed locked on his, her breathing shallow but steady. 

“Unzip me,” he instructed, his voice a quiet challenge. 

Her fingers trembled slightly as she obeyed, lowering his zipper and parting the fabric. The moment his cock sprang free, thick and heavy, Julia’s breath hitched. Wallace was massive—bigger than Daniel, bigger than she’d expected. The weight of it filled her palm as she wrapped her fingers around the base, her fresh, high-gloss nails glinting under the dim lighting. The rich, deep red polish—selected specifically for tonight—stood out against the velvety skin of his shaft, her manicured tips pressing into the thick heat of him. She marveled at the contrast, at how delicate her perfectly shaped hands looked wrapped around such raw, pulsing power. She unconsciously darts out her tongue to wet her lips quickly. Wallace sees it. So does Daniel, who has started getting uncomfortably hard already. 


“Good girl,” Wallace murmured, his fingers threading through her hair. “Now show me how much you want this.” 

Julia’s lips parted as she leaned in, her tongue tracing the thick vein along his shaft, tasting the salty heat of his skin. Wallace groaned, gripping her hair tighter, holding her still, letting her know he was in control. She moved lower, her lips stretching to take him in, breathing fast as her tongue slid over his length. She let herself sink into the act, hollowing her cheeks, sucking with slow, wet, deliberate strokes, her saliva coating him, making each movement more obscene. 

Wallace grunted, pushing deeper, feeling her throat tighten around him. She gagged but stayed put, moaning softly, the vibrations making him groan. He rewarded her with a sharp tug of her hair, forcing her to look up at him, her mouth still wrapped around his length, her lips glistening. 


“Fuck, you take cock beautifully,” Wallace murmured, his voice thick with lust. "Look at you, all eager and willing." 

Julia whimpered, her fingers tightening around the base of his shaft, her nails pressing into his skin as she swallowed him deeper, desperate to please, desperate to prove herself. Drool dripped from the corners of her lips, smearing against her chin, adding to the filthy display. Daniel sat frozen, his cock throbbing in his slacks, unable to touch himself, forced to watch as his wife melted into submission. 

Wallace moved slower, enjoying how she gave in to him. "Swallow every fucking drop," he growled, his voice rough with impending release. Julia barely had time to brace before he spilled into her mouth, hot and thick, his grip tightening in her hair as he held her there, forcing her to take every last drop. She moaned as she obeyed, her throat working around him, her body shivering at the sheer intensity of it. 

When he finished, she pulled back, breathing hard, a strand of spit and cum still between her lips and his cock. Wallace smirked, wiping the mess from her chin with his thumb before pressing it against her lips. She parted them instinctively, sucking his thumb clean, her eyes hazy with submission. 

“Perfect,” he murmured. "You’ll do just fine." 

Daniel sat frozen, his cock straining painfully against his slacks. He wasn’t allowed to touch himself—Wallace had made that clear with a single, warning glance. His punishment was to watch, to witness the moment his wife submitted to another man’s dominance. 

Wallace groaned low in his throat, his hips rolling forward as he guided Julia’s mouth with steady pressure. He was testing her, pushing her, seeing how much she could take. She gagged slightly as he hit the back of her throat, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she moaned around him, the vibration sending a shudder through his body. 


“Fuck,” Wallace growled, his grip tightening. “You were made for this.” 

Tears pricked the corners of Julia’s eyes, but she didn’t stop. She let him use her, let him claim her mouth with slow, punishing thrusts. Spit dripped down her chin, her lipstick smearing as she surrendered completely to his control. 

Daniel’s fists clenched. His whole body was wound tight, every muscle screaming with tension as he watched his wife swallow another man’s cock, watched her eyes flutter shut as she lost herself in submission. 

Wallace’s pace quickened. His breathing turned ragged. “Swallow every fucking drop,” he ordered, his voice like gravel. 

Julia barely had time to brace before he came, thick ropes of hot cum spilling into her mouth. She moaned around him, her throat working as she took it all, obeying his command without hesitation. 

When he finally released her, she pulled back, gasping for air, a thin string of saliva still connecting her lips to his cock. Wallace smirked, tilting her chin up with a single finger. 

“Perfect,” he murmured. “You’ll do just fine.” 

Julia wiped her lips, her cheeks flushed with exertion and something darker—something electric. She glanced at Daniel, her expression unreadable, but he could see the fire in her eyes. Something inside her had shifted. 

Wallace leaned back, zipping up his trousers as if nothing had happened. He smirked, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction. "You're in," he said smoothly. "The real event is next weekend. Further instructions will follow on the day of the event. Don't be late." 

With that, the interview was over. 

Daniel and Julia rose shakily to their feet. Wallace didn’t say another word, just watched them with a knowing smirk as they walked toward the exit. The air between them was charged, a new, undeniable tension stretching between husband and wife. 

As they stepped back into the night, the city lights felt dimmer, the world outside somehow smaller than before. 

And they both knew—there was no turning back now. 

CHAPTER III 

Julia woke up to a text. 

A simple, cold list of instructions from an unknown number, but she knew exactly who it was from. There was no greeting, no pleasantries—just the next step in her transformation, dictated with absolute authority. 

​1. ​ Remove all hair. Every inch below your eyebrows. Smooth, soft, untouched. 

​2. ​ Manicure—bright sparkling red. A shade that screams "fucktoy." 

​3. ​ No food after noon. You need to be empty. 

​4. ​ Hydrate. No alcohol. No caffeine. 

​5. ​ Enema routine—thorough, repeat if necessary. 

The last week had been filled with an overwhelming intensity—Daniel and Julia had been wrapped in a frenzy of passion, their nights consumed by desperate, fevered sex. But beneath the pleasure, the nervous anticipation of the event had built steadily, growing heavier with each passing day. And now, the moment had arrived. 

Julia swallowed hard, her pulse quickening. The weight of what she had agreed to settled over her like a heavy, silken sheet—suffocating yet thrilling. There was no negotiating. No half-measures. She belonged to them tonight, and she had to be perfect. 

Daniel lay beside her, already awake, watching her read the message. He said nothing, but the way his chest rose and fell with measured breaths told her everything. He was as caught in this as she was. He wanted it. Hated it. Needed it. 

She slid out of bed and went straight to the bathroom, locking the door behind her. The first task was the easiest—she stepped into the shower, lathered her skin in a thick layer of cream, and began stripping herself bare. The razor glided effortlessly, leaving nothing behind, just pure, untouched skin. She moved slowly, methodically, making sure every inch of her was flawlessly smooth. When she was done, she ran her hands over her body, shivering at the new sensitivity, the sheer vulnerability of being so completely exposed. 

Next came her nails. She had never chosen a shade like this before. It was bold, obscene—nothing like the soft pinks or neutrals she usually wore. This was a statement. A declaration. A brand of ownership in lacquered crimson. 

She'd had a light breakfast, something small and easy to digest, but by noon, her stomach grumbled. Still, she obeyed. No food. Just water, glass after glass, until she felt lightheaded and floaty. 

The final instruction was the hardest. 

She stood in front of the bathroom mirror, the enema kit laid out before her, a reminder of Daniel’s earlier errand—he had gone out that morning and bought it specifically for her. Her hands shook as she followed the process exactly. It was humiliating. The sensation of being so exposed, sent a deep, unsettling thrill through her. She could feel every inch of her body, hyper-aware, her skin tingling in the aftermath. It was thorough—more thorough than she had ever experienced. The slow, intimate process left her breathless, her stomach twisting between shame and anticipation. By the time she was finished after her second round, she felt utterly vulnerable, cleansed in a way that made her legs shake. Her reflection in the mirror looked different—softer, more submissive, already reshaped into something new. And the worst part? She liked it. 

Daniel watched her the whole day, silent, tense, hard as steel beneath his carefully controlled facade. He didn’t touch her. He didn’t have to. Tonight, she wouldn’t be his. 

Two hours before the event, a sleek, black Rolls-Royce Phantom rolled up to the curb in front of their building. Julia’s heart pounded as she caught sight of the sharply dressed chauffeur stepping out, crisp and impassive, carrying a sleek, black garment bag. 

Daniel retrieved it, hands slightly unsteady as he unzipped the bag and pulled out the contents. His throat bobbed as he swallowed hard. 

The dress was sheer. Scandalously sheer. 

Thin, barely-there fabric, meant more for suggestion than actual coverage. It was cut obscenely high, stopping just below her hips, and dipped just as low in the front, teasing the curves of her breasts. The material was black, expensive, whisper-thin, designed to cling to every inch of her body like a second skin, accentuating every curve, every dip, every sinful line of her form. 

There was no bra. No panties. Just the dress, designed to taunt and tempt, a pair of dangerously high designer stilettos that arched her spine and forced her hips to sway with each step, and a single accessory— 

A thin black collar, supple leather that would hug her throat, its weight a constant reminder of her place. The delicate gold tag bore the club’s emblem—a mark of ownership, of surrender, of submission. It was the final touch, the last piece that would transform her from Daniel’s wife into something else entirely. A prize. A possession. A toy ready to be played with. 

Julia’s breath hitched. 

She hesitated. 

For the first time since this began, she felt the weight of what she was about to do pressing down on her like an anchor. This wasn’t just sexy. This wasn’t just daring. This was degrading, explicit. This was stepping over a line that she could never uncross. 

Daniel watched her carefully, as if waiting to see if she would refuse. But she didn’t. Instead, she took the dress from his hands, fingers trembling as she stepped into it, letting the fabric slide up her bare legs, her skin prickling as she pulled it over her body. It barely covered anything. The gauzy fabric clung to her curves, outlining the stiff peaks of her nipples, the seductive swell of her hips, the shadowy hint of her ass. Every inch of her was on display, yet somehow, the teasing illusion of coverage made it even filthier. 

She caught her reflection in the mirror—lips painted a deep, glossy red, her eyes lined dark and smoldering, lashes thick and fluttering. Her makeup was expensive, whorish in the most refined way—like a woman meant to be desired, to be devoured. A courtesan for kings. A fantasy brought to life. 

Daniel lifted the collar, his fingers brushing against her pulse as he wrapped the supple leather around her throat. His hands were steady, but his breathing wasn’t. The buckle clicked into place, securing the band snugly against her skin—a silent claim, a mark of ownership. The delicate gold tag lay cool and heavy against her collarbone, a quiet, undeniable reminder of what she had become. A brand. A promise of submission. 

Daniel let out a slow breath, his gaze sweeping over her, a mixture of awe, pride, and something deeper—something broken. 

Before stepping out, Julia grabbed a long, elegant coat—rich black fabric that swirled around her legs, offering a fleeting illusion of modesty. It was the only shield between her and the outside world, a temporary layer of protection before she was exposed in ways she had never been before. 


When they finally stepped out of their apartment and into the waiting car, Daniel sat stiffly beside her, dressed in a tailored suit, looking every bit the respectable husband. But beneath his composed facade, she could see it—the humiliation, the pride, the unbearable arousal. 

As the city lights blurred past the tinted windows, Julia shifted slightly, feeling the smooth, luxurious leather of the seat beneath her through the coat and the thin fabric of her dress underneath. The realization sent a shiver through her. 

Tonight, she was theirs. 

And she was ready. 

CHAPTER IV 

Arrival at the Mansion The estate was enormous, a sprawling, secluded mansion wrapped in luxury and secrecy. The long, winding driveway was lined with flickering torches, casting golden light against the pristine stone. Security was everywhere—tall, intimidating men dressed in tailored black suits, each one trained to ensure absolute privacy for the night’s exclusive gathering. 

Inside, the atmosphere was even more intoxicating. The air was thick with the scent of expensive cigars, aged whiskey, and something deeper—power, dominance, and anticipation. The grand hall led into a cavernous space dominated by a gleaming marble table, polished to perfection, reflecting the dim glow of the ornate chandelier above. The Platinum Members were already waiting, each reclined in deep leather chairs like kings surveying their domain. Seven of them, the most powerful men in their respective fields—finance, real estate, tech, media. Each was fit, confident, and experienced in taking what they wanted. 

Julia felt their eyes on her before she even stepped into the room, their gazes piercing through the sleek black coat that clung to her form. The anticipation was palpable, a silent conversation of dominance and submission playing out before a single word was spoken. Her heels clicked against the marble, the sound sharp and precise, demanding attention without a single plea. She knew what was expected of her tonight—she had been trained, prepared, and primed for this moment. A carefully chosen outfit hugged every curve beneath the coat, but they couldn’t see it yet. For now, they could only imagine. 

Daniel stood beside her, his posture rigid, his hands clasped tightly behind his back. He was not a participant—at least, not yet. Tonight, his only role was to watch, to witness his wife as she surrendered herself before the men who would soon own every inch of her. 

Wallace, the host and the most senior among them, leaned forward slightly, his dark eyes sweeping over Julia with a slow, measured hunger. "Let’s not waste time," he murmured, voice smooth, authoritative. "Show them." 

Julia exhaled slowly, her fingers moving to the belt of her coat. The silk knot came undone with a single pull, the heavy fabric sliding open, spilling from her shoulders like liquid black silk. She let it pool at her feet, revealing a vision designed to tempt and torment. 

The dress she wore clung to her body like a second skin, an almost sheer masterpiece of delicate black fabric that shimmered under the chandelier’s glow. Every subtle shift in her stance revealed tantalizing glimpses of bare skin beneath—smooth, untouched, and waiting. The deep V-neck plunged dangerously low, offering an unrestrained view of her full, firm breasts, her dusky nipples faintly visible through the sheer material. The fabric hugged the curve of her waist, dipping into the deep arch of her lower back before skimming over the swell of her hips. With no barrier of panties to conceal her, every line of her femininity was on display, framed only by the wispy darkness of the fabric. 

Her long, toned legs were accentuated by the high slit in the dress, teasing the powerful men before her with each slow, deliberate step. Her calves flexed with every graceful movement, emphasized by the glistening black stilettos she had been given for the night—tall, commanding, impossibly expensive. The patent leather gleamed beneath the chandelier’s light, their red-bottomed soles a sharp contrast to the dark luxury of the room. The thin straps wrapped around her delicate ankles, locking her into a position of power and submission all at once. 

A collective silence filled the room as she presented herself, standing tall, poised, and completely at their mercy. The heat of their gazes burned into her, taking in every inch of the offering before them. Her breath was shallow, her pulse thrumming wildly beneath her skin, but her expression remained composed—lips slightly parted, chin tilted just enough to show her obedience without losing the edge of temptation. 

She was theirs now. 

Then came the next command for her from Wallace. She goes to the bar and starts preparing drinks for the men while Daniel was offered a chair in one corner of the large room. Looks like it was the designated cuck chair. She wheels in the drinks to the group, and lowered herself to her knees, her movements fluid, graceful—an offering of submission as she moved from one man to the next, presenting them with their drinks. The glasses gleamed in the dim lighting, the smooth liquor swirling within, but no one was focused on the beverages. All eyes were on her—on the way her barely-there dress clung to her curves, on the way her breasts swayed with every delicate motion. The fabric was so sheer that under the warm glow of the chandelier, the outline of her stiffened nipples was visible, teasing the powerful men watching her every move. 

As she reached the first man, a broad-shouldered executive with salt-and-pepper hair and a ruthless smirk, she lifted a tumbler of whiskey with both hands, offering it to him like a sacred chalice. He took it from her without breaking eye contact, his fingers grazing hers deliberately. Julia held her breath as he took a slow sip, his gaze never wavering from hers. She remained kneeling, her posture flawless, awaiting his silent approval. 

She moved to the next man, and the next, her lips slightly parted in quiet anticipation. Each time she leaned in to offer a drink, her full, naked breasts brushed against powerful thighs, the warmth of their bodies sending electric shocks through her own. The dress was no barrier—it was a promise of what was to come. Every approving nod, every lingering touch on her fingers or her cheek, sent another shiver of heat between her legs. 

By the time she reached Wallace, her breath was uneven, her body humming with tension. He was the oldest among them, the host, the most powerful man in the room. His presence alone commanded absolute obedience. He didn’t take the drink immediately. Instead, he reached out and tilted her chin up, his thick fingers firm against her jaw. 

“You know what comes next,” he murmured, his voice a slow drag of authority and amusement. 

Julia’s stomach clenched in anticipation. Heat spread through her, pooling low in her belly. Without a word, she let herself be guided, rising slowly to her feet before being led to the grand marble table at the center of the room. The surface was cool against her palms as she bent forward, arching her back, her dress sliding up to reveal the bare curves of her ass, fully exposed. A low murmur of approval rippled through the room. 

Wallace’s large hands roamed over her, possessive, methodical, his touch claiming every inch of her as if she were already his. He traced the curve of her spine, then down to her hips, spreading her open for the rest of the room to see. The weight of their gazes on her nakedness sent a fresh wave of arousal through her, her pulse thundering against her ribs. 


The first sharp slap landed on her ass, a resounding crack that echoed in the silence. A gasp escaped her lips, followed by a slow, delicious burn spreading through her skin. Another slap, harder this time. The pain melted into pleasure, an intoxicating mixture of discipline and indulgence. Wallace’s fingers dipped between her thighs, feeling the slickness already gathered there. 

“She’s ready,” he murmured, more to the men than to her. 

Julia’s breathing hitched as he spread her wider, baring her to every hungry set of eyes in the room. A single fingertip traced the glistening folds between her legs, circling, teasing, never giving her exactly what she wanted. She trembled, gripping the marble table harder, her body betraying her in its desperate need. 

Daniel stood frozen nearby, his face flushed, his chest rising and falling unevenly. His hands clenched at his sides, forbidden from touching himself, from looking away. His wife—his Julia—was about to be taken, claimed, used by men who had no hesitation, no guilt, only desire. And all he could do was stand there and watch. 

Wallace pressed his palm against the small of Julia’s back, guiding her deeper into position. He undid his belt slowly, deliberately, letting the sound of the leather slipping through the loops fill the air. The heavy buckle clinked as it hit the table, and Julia’s breath caught in her throat. 

Then, with no more preamble, he took her. 

The first claim was slow, deliberate—an assertion of ownership she fully welcomed. Wallace set the pace, making sure she felt every inch of him, every deep stroke reinforcing her surrender. His hands were steady, guiding her body as she opened herself up willingly. His deep, commanding voice sent shivers through her as he praised her, whispered filth into her ear, stoking the fire already burning inside her. Julia melted beneath him, eager, hungry, her body fully offering itself. 

Wallace took his time, savoring every moment. His thrusts were measured, pushing her further, deeper, until she trembled beneath him, overwhelmed by pleasure. When he finally relented, easing her down with a firm hand, she gasped, her body still shaking from the intensity. 

She barely had time to recover before the next man stepped in, gripping her hips, pulling her back onto him. His hands were rough, claiming, spreading her open as he took his turn. Julia gasped, her back arching as he filled her, his cock driving deep. Her moans spilled out uncontrollably, her body fully submitting, fully welcoming what was being given. 

The cycle continued, each man eager to leave his mark, to push her further. Hands fisted in her hair, guiding her mouth open, stretching her lips wide around another thick cocks. Fingers roamed, teasing, spreading her even more, her body vibrating with sensation. She was filled, used, overwhelmed with pleasure in all of her hole as one after another took her, made her theirs. 

Daniel sat on the sidelines, his breath shaky, his cock straining, untouched. His hands clenched into fists as he watched Julia eagerly accept every inch, every thrust, every wet, filthy slap of skin against skin. He saw the way her body shuddered as she was stuffed full, the way her throat worked desperately as another man used her mouth, her eyes fluttering closed as she let herself drown in it. 

Her body glistened with sweat, slick with the evidence of every man who had taken her. Her thighs trembled as thick streams of cum and her own juices dripped from her puffy lips, her skin streaked with proof of her complete submission. She wasn’t just taking them—she was reveling in it, moaning as she reached for more, her fingers gripping at whatever flesh she could, her hunger insatiable. 

Daniel groaned low in his throat, the need to touch himself nearly unbearable, but he knew better. He wasn’t allowed. His place was to watch, to witness the transformation of his wife, to see her become exactly what she was meant to be. 

Her hands wandered between bodies, grasping for something to hold onto as her body was claimed again and again. She had been trained for this moment—to endure, to savor, to want. And she wanted. The moans spilling from her lips were not just from sensation, but from need. A need she had never realized ran so deep. 

Wallace pulled her into his lap, his hands guiding her hips as she straddled him, her movements now instinctual. She rode him with abandon, her breath coming in sharp gasps, her body arching in pleasure. But it wasn’t enough—not for them. Another man stepped forward, his cock pressing against her parted lips, and she took him without hesitation. Her mouth stretched wide, her throat working as she swallowed him down, submitting completely to the act. 

Daniel’s fingers dug into his thighs, his entire body tense as he watched his wife become something more than she had ever been before. She was lost in it now, consumed, transformed. He had always known she was meant for this. He had seen the hints, the unspoken desires. And now, there was no denying it. 

By the end of the night, Julia was ruined. Every inch of her bore the evidence of what had been done to her—every act, every indulgence, every whispered command obeyed. Her body glistened, slick with sweat and the thick remnants of pleasure left across her skin. Her thighs were damp, a mess of heat and release, her breasts flushed from the rough grasp of hungry hands, her throat raw from moans and gasps that had long since given way to breathless, exhausted silence. 

The air in the room was thick, saturated with the scent of sweat and sex, heavy and clinging, an undeniable testament to what had unfolded in the hours prior. Sheets twisted beneath her, damp from where her body had pressed into them, her limbs sprawled across the bed with no energy left to move, no thought beyond the slow, pulsing ache between her legs. 

She had been claimed, stretched, used until the very essence of her pleasure had been wrung from her in full, her body left trembling in its aftermath. She had surrendered completely, lost herself in their hands, their mouths, their cocks. And now, she was simply there, breath shallow, heart still struggling to slow, floating somewhere between euphoria and exhaustion. 

And then, finally, Daniel was given his first privilege. 

He had been still for so long, watching, waiting, silent and patient as she was taken. He had listened to her moans, her pleasure, had seen her taken by another, by others, had watched as she was worshipped, made to feel more than a wife, more than a woman—made to feel like an absolute goddess and a whore. And through it all, he had been hard, aching, but he had not touched himself. That was not his right. Not yet. 

Now, as the others left, as the room settled into the stillness of the aftermath, he moved. He crawled forward on unsteady hands and knees, his breath caught in his throat as he approached her, his goddess. 

His fingers trembled as he reached for her, not in hesitation, but in reverence. She was still slick, still marked, still open from where she had been stretched wide and filled over and over again. His hands found her thighs first, gently parting them as he took in the wreckage left behind—her swollen, used pussy, the sticky mess that lingered between her legs, the thick lube and cum still trickling from her ass, proof of every single thing she had taken tonight. 

A whimper of awe caught in his throat, but he swallowed it down, focusing instead on his task. His place. His role. 

His tongue was the first to touch her, a slow, deliberate stroke over the tender, slick folds of her pussy, gathering the taste of everything. She moaned low in her throat, his hands tightening on her thighs, holding her open as he licked, cleaning her with soft, reverent strokes. 

He took his time, savoring everything. Every drop. Every trace of them. He kissed her thighs between licks, his devotion in every press of his lips, in every slow, careful stroke of his tongue. 

"You’re divine," he murmured against her, his voice thick with adoration. "You’re everything, Julia." 

Her fingers curled into his hair, light at first, then tightening, pulling him closer. She was spent, exhausted, but she still wanted to feel his mouth on her, still wanted to be worshipped. 

He obeyed instantly. He licked deeper, slower, dragging his tongue through her soaked, sensitive folds, his mouth warm and eager as he worked to clean her properly. To taste the proof of her pleasure. To consume the evidence of her night. 

His cock throbbed against the pants, leaking, aching, but he didn’t dare grind against anything, didn’t dare seek his own relief. That was not the point. That was not his place. 

His place was here, kneeling before his wife, before his queen, knowing she had been taken, claimed, fulfilled. 

"Thank you for doing this… for us," he whispered against her, kissing her swollen clit with quiet reverence. "Thank you for letting me serve you. Letting me care for you." 

His voice was thick, needy but sincere. This wasn’t about desperation. This was about worship. 

Her body twitched under his tongue, her legs still weak, her breath still shallow, but she let him continue, let him show her how much he adored her, how much he loved the very fact that she had been fucked by others, made into something greater than just his. 

She was more than his now. She had been taken beyond what one man could ever give her. 

And he loved her for it. 

She sighed, her fingers tightening in his hair before relaxing, stroking through the damp strands, soft, approving. 

He belonged here. 

Here, kneeling before her. 

Here, tending to her. 

Here, worshipping the wife that was no longer only his—but something greater, something untouchable, something divine. 

And he would serve her forever. 

CHAPTER V 

The Rolls-Royce Phantom glided smoothly through the empty streets, its engine barely making a sound as if the vehicle itself understood the significance of the night. Inside, the air was thick—saturated with the scent of sweat, sex, and surrender. Julia lay slouched against the seat, her limbs loose, her breath slow and heavy. Her dress, once a symbol of elegance, was now ruined—clinging to her body, wrinkled, damp with sweat, and marked with remnants of the men who had taken her. The rich fabric bunched at her thighs, exposing skin still glistening from the evening’s indulgences. 

She didn’t bother to fix it. She didn’t need to. 

Daniel sat beside her, silent and unmoving. His posture was stiff, his hands clenching and unclenching against his thighs. The bulge in his slacks was painfully obvious, straining against the fabric, a visual testament to how much restraint he had exercised throughout the night. He had watched her, had seen her body surrender to hands that weren’t his, had seen the men claim her again and again. And yet, despite the tight knot of possessiveness in his chest, he could not deny the raw, consuming arousal coiling inside him. 

The chauffeur remained professional, his face unreadable as he maneuvered through the dark streets. He had seen them earlier that evening—Julia pristine and poised, her makeup perfect, her golden hair cascading in waves down her back. Now, she was a vision of indulgence, a woman who had been thoroughly taken, her body a testament to the pleasure she had given and received. Yet the chauffeur did not look. Did not react. This was not the first time he had driven such a woman home in such a state. 

The silence stretched between them, thick and charged, but Julia could feel Daniel’s gaze on her, heavy with need. Slowly, she turned her head, meeting his eyes. His jaw was tight, his lips pressed into a firm line, but his hunger was impossible to disguise. 

“You’re hard,” she murmured, her voice hoarse from hours of moaning, of gasping, of screaming for others. 

Daniel inhaled sharply through his nose, his hands flexing at his sides. “And you’re still covered in them,” he ground out. 

A slow smile spread across Julia’s lips. Without breaking eye contact, she let her fingers drift down her thigh, trailing over the dried evidence of the night. Lifting her hand, she held it between them, her fingertips glistening under the dim cabin light. Deliberately, she brought them to her lips, sucking them clean with a soft hum of satisfaction. 

Daniel’s control snapped. 

In one swift movement, he pressed the button that frosted the electro-chromatic glass separating driver from rear passengers that offered them some modest as if they’d need it anymore and then he grabbed her wrist and yanked her onto his lap. The Phantom never wavered, gliding smoothly through the streets as if completely unaware of the way Julia gasped as she landed against her husband’s chest.

“You’re mine,” Daniel murmured against her throat, his breath hot, his voice rough with restraint. “They took you. They fucked you. They filled you. But you’re mine.” 

Julia shivered at his possessive claim, feeling the thick press of his erection against her inner thigh. Her body, already spent from the night’s events, stirred again, a fresh pulse of need blooming between her legs. 

“I know,” she whispered, smirking as she tilted her head to expose more of her neck. “Then why don’t you show me?” 

Daniel wasted no time. 

His hand slid beneath her dress, his fingers trailing through the slick mess of her thighs. The heat of her, the undeniable evidence of everything she had done tonight, made his cock ache. He dragged his fingers through the wetness, coating them in the filth left behind, then pressed them against her entrance. 

“Did they stretch you wide, baby?” he murmured, pushing one finger inside. 

Julia moaned softly, her body instinctively rocking against him. “Yes.” 

“Did they fill you up?” Another finger, curling inside her. 

She gasped, gripping his shoulders. “Yes.” 

Daniel let out a ragged breath, his control fraying at the edges. “Then I’m going to fuck it all out of you.” 

EPILOGUE 

Two days later, Daniel stepped into the office a different man. 

Something had shifted. Something fundamental. 


He had watched his wife surrender, had seen her body taken, used, and worshiped by men more powerful than him. And in doing so, he had been marked, initiated, accepted. 

By the end of that day, he had received a promotion. A massive one. More money. More power. A level of influence he never could have attained on his own. And he knew exactly why. 

Because Julia was no longer just his. 

Every month, she was called back to the club. Every month, she served. Every month, he watched her step into the world of men who decided his fate, who determined their wealth, their standing. And every month, she returned home to him—wrecked, dripping, spent. 

Their own sex life had transformed into something raw, uninhibited, desperate. There were no longer any inhibitions between them. No walls. No shame. Julia would come home, still slick with the remnants of the night, and Daniel would take her again and again, reclaiming her in his own way. 

The gifts started arriving soon after. 

Expensive jewelry. Designer clothes. Cash tips in discreet envelopes, left on their doorstep as if it were nothing more than a casual token of appreciation. Their lifestyle changed. They were no longer merely comfortable. They were powerful. They were connected. 

And then, one year later, Daniel stood at the curb, watching her step out of the limousine. 

But this time, it wasn’t just any club. 

This time, it was Dubai. 

She emerged, draped in silk, diamonds hanging from her throat, her golden hair sleek and polished. She was radiant, her beauty sharper now, more refined, shaped by the men who had claimed her. She was no longer just Julia, his wife. 

She was something more. 

She had embraced it. 


And so had he. 

Because this was their new reality. 

She belonged to them now. 

And he wouldn’t have it any other way. 

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


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

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

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

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

Are you ready to watch? 

The Corporate Cuckold Agreement: A Wife's Monthly Surrender to Her Husband's Boss

[image: ]

Direct Link:   https://mybook.to/NNgjVpF 

“Do you think Kane will like this?” Laura asked, her tone teasing as she adjusted the straps of her gorgeous silver dress. Something she picked specially for this occasion. 

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

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


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

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

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

Perfect for fans of erotic power play, this story explores love, submission, and the boundaries of desire in a way that’s bold, daring, and utterly captivating. 
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Emily Felix loves writing stories that push boundaries, ignite fantasies, and leave her readers breathless. With a knack for capturing raw emotions and steamy moments, she creates characters who aren’t just exploring their desires—they’re living them fully, unapologetically, and with just the right mix of teasing and passion.

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

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

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