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The Los Angeles skyline shimmered in the distance as I pulled the car up to The Beverly Wilshire. The hotel’s grand entrance gleamed under golden lights, a parade of luxury—sleek black SUVs, impeccably dressed valets, and a revolving door of celebrities slipping past the paparazzi. But tonight, we weren’t here to rub elbows with Hollywood’s elite.

Tonight, my wife was the entertainment.

I stole a glance at Madison in the passenger seat, my breath hitching at the sheer perfection beside me. Her delicate fingers adjusted the thin strap of her jet-black mini dress, a dress that clung to every curve like it was painted onto her body. The plunging neckline showcased the lush, heavy swell of her full, round tits, barely constrained by the delicate lace of her bra, her soft flesh rising and falling with every steady breath. Her cleavage was so deep, so inviting, that it was impossible not to stare. The hemline barely qualified as decent, dangerously short, skimming the tops of her toned, creamy thighs. Every slight shift of her hips made the fabric creep up, exposing more of the garter straps clinging to her skin, hinting at the sheer lace stockings that trailed down her legs.

She wasn’t just dressed to impress—she was dressed to make men drool , to make them want , to make them ache  for what they could never have. Her golden-blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders in sleek waves, her makeup perfected down to the sultry, smoky eyeshadow that made her bright blue eyes pop. She was the epitome of temptation, the kind of woman who could make men lose their minds with a single look. And tonight, she was about to step into a world she had only fantasized about.

I swallowed hard. “Maddie… are you sure about this?”

She turned to me with a smirk, her lips glossed and inviting. “You’re the one who said we couldn’t afford to fuck this up,” she teased, her voice smooth and sultry. “I know what I’m doing.”

She was right. This wasn’t just about indulging in some twisted fantasy. This was business.

Kendrick St. James III—heir to Martin Empire Music Group, the son of a rap mogul who practically owned the industry—was expecting a private white stripper for the night. The original dancer had backed out at the last minute, spooked by the client’s reputation. Word was, Kendrick and his crew didn’t just want a stripper—they wanted a woman who would go all the way. The agency tried to find another girl, but no one was willing to take the risk. With no time left and the deal on the line, we were left with one option: Madison.

I stepped out of the car and walked around to her side, opening the door. Her five-inch stilettos clicked against the pavement, the sound sharp and deliberate, a tease of what was coming. The black platform heels gleamed under the hotel’s golden lights, the dangerously thin straps wrapping around her delicate ankles, accentuating the graceful curve of her legs. The towering height of the heels forced her to take each step carefully, her hips swaying naturally as she moved, the arch of her foot only enhancing the way her toned calves flexed with each step.

As she straightened, the movement made her dress ride up even higher, the hem skimming the creamy tops of her thighs, just barely concealing the lacy bands of her sheer stockings. The slight shift of her weight sent a ripple through her curves, her body knowing exactly how to display itself without even trying. Heads turned instantly. A group of old businessmen near the entrance stopped mid-conversation, their gazes locking onto her like magnets, drinking in every inch of her from the sharp points of her stilettos to the exposed skin of her thighs. Their eyes were full of silent hunger, their conversations forgotten as they watched her walk toward the lobby, completely owning the space.

She knew. And she loved it.

As we stepped into the grand lobby, the opulence of the hotel surrounded us—gold chandeliers, polished marble floors, the soft hum of jazz playing in the background. Yet none of it compared to the way men’s gazes snapped toward Madison, drawn in by the sheer force of her presence. The bellhops, the guests, even the security staff—they all noticed her. Some with subtle glances, others with outright stares.

Madison wasn’t just walking into this willingly. She was owning  it.

I felt my stomach tighten. This was real. No longer just whispered fantasies in the dark. She was about to become the center of attention in a way neither of us had ever experienced before. A part of me wanted to reach out, to pull her back, but the other part of me—

The darker part, the one that lived in the shadows of my own desires—wanted to see this happen.

The elevator ride up to the penthouse was silent except for the hum of the floors ascending, the air thick with unspoken tension. Madison leaned against the mirrored wall, her fingers drifting lazily down her exposed thigh, teasing the edge of her garter strap as she caught my reflection. Her tongue flicked out, running along the plump curve of her lower lip before she whispered, "You’re already hard, aren’t you?"

Her voice was low, sultry, taunting. My cock throbbed painfully against my slacks, and she knew it. She knew exactly what she was doing to me. I clenched my jaw, refusing to answer, but the smirk on her lips told me I didn’t need to. She could see it, the frustration in my eyes, the way my hands twitched at my sides, desperate to touch her, to remind her that she was mine—even if, after tonight, she never truly would be again.

She giggled, the sound light, teasing, pressing her thighs together with a slow, deliberate movement, shifting slightly in her heels. "You should be," she murmured, dragging a manicured nail over the thin strap of her lace bra, just visible beneath the plunging neckline of her dress.

The elevator doors slid open, revealing the dimly lit hallway leading to the penthouse suite. The music thrummed from behind the heavy doors, a deep, pulsing bass that vibrated through the floor, matching the rapid beat of my heart. Every step toward that suite felt heavier, like I was walking toward something irreversible, something I could never take back.

Madison walked ahead of me, her hips swaying, her ass peeking from beneath the hem of her dress with every step. She was a vision, a fantasy in heels, a dream about to be claimed by men far more powerful than me.

The second my knuckles hit the door, the air shifted.

A pause.

Then, the thick door swung open.

And there he was—Kendrick St. James III.

Six-foot-four. Built like a fucking athlete, but with the swagger of a king. His deep brown skin gleamed under the ambient lighting, tattoos sprawling over his arms, veins subtly bulging beneath them like coiled power waiting to be unleashed. A thick gold chain draped over his broad, sculpted chest, catching the dim light as he moved. He wasn’t just rich—he was  power, exuding it with every step, every calculated motion of his muscular frame. His presence alone commanded attention, the air in the room shifting around him like he was the center of gravity itself.

His sharp gaze landed on Madison instantly. A slow, predatory smirk curled on his lips, the kind that sent a pulse of heat straight between her thighs. “Damn,” he rumbled, his voice deep and soaked in amusement, dragging his eyes over her body like he was already stripping her down in his mind. “This the replacement?”

I swallowed hard, my throat tightening. “Yeah.”

His attention barely flicked toward me before locking back onto her. I was nothing. Insignificant. Already forgotten.

“This little white girl ready to put on a show?”

Madison’s breath hitched slightly, her chest rising quicker, the deep valley of her cleavage swelling with each unsteady inhale. Her nipples, barely contained beneath the lace of her dress, stiffened, betraying the heat building in her body. Her thighs pressed subtly together, her lips parting in an almost involuntary gasp as she absorbed the sheer dominance radiating from the man before her I saw her try to steady herself, lifting her chin, keeping her poise, but her body betrayed her—the faintest tremble in her fingers, the way she sucked her bottom lip between her teeth as if to suppress a gasp. There was hesitation there, just a flicker, but it was drowned out by something else— excitement . And then, as if a switch flipped, she smirked.

“She better be,” one of the other men chuckled—a massive, dark-skinned man with shoulders like a linebacker, his eyes sharp and filled with hunger.

There were four of them in total. Four Black men, towering, powerful, exuding different shades of dominance, radiating the kind of raw energy that made it clear—they took  what they wanted. They didn’t hesitate. Their very presence filled the space, swallowing the air around them. Their stares lingered on Madison, running over her body like they were already undressing her, already claiming her, already deciding who would have the first taste.

They stepped closer, their movements slow, confident, deliberate. The air grew thick, suffocating with the scent of expensive cologne and the unmistakable charge of arousal that clung to the atmosphere. They boxed her in, their bodies forming a cage around her, and I saw the exact moment it clicked  for her.

The moment she realized just how small she was compared to them.

Just how outnumbered  she was.

And she craved  it.

I saw it in the way she shifted in her heels, the way her thighs pressed just a little closer together. Her breathing had changed, growing unsteady, betraying the heat building in between her thighs. She wasn’t just nervous—she was horny  for this.

Kendrick reached out, his massive hand grabbing Madison’s chin, his thick fingers pressing into the soft flesh of her jaw, claiming control with a firm grip. She let out a sharp inhale, her lips parting instinctively, her delicate, doll-like features completely dwarfed by his sheer size. Her skin looked impossibly soft beneath his rough, calloused fingers, her breath coming out in a slow, needy exhale as she tilted her head back to meet his gaze.

“You gonna show us what you got, babygirl?” he murmured, his voice deep, dripping with amusement, but laced with command. His thumb brushed against her bottom lip, slow and deliberate, dragging across the supple flesh before pressing down, parting her lips further. He held her there, just like that, watching as her tongue flicked out, barely grazing his thumb—like she was testing him, or maybe offering  herself.

Madison’s body trembled slightly at his touch, her pupils blown wide, her tongue flicking out again, a little more daring this time. The heat between her thighs pulsed, a deep, aching need settling in her pussy. She wasn’t just reacting—she was melting  into it, her submission instinctual, her arousal undeniable.

And then, slowly, she smiled.

Her Queen of Spades initiation had begun.

I could see it in the way her skin in the sleeveless mini dress had goosebumps, the way her breath came just a little faster. She wasn’t just nervous—she was turned on .

Her gaze after drinking in what she was surrounded by meet Kendrick's eyes once more.

“You gonna show us what you got, babygirl?” he murmured, voice smooth and thick like honey.

Madison shivered, her body reacting before she even answered.

Then, slowly, she smiled.

Her Queen of Spades initiation had begun.

The air in the penthouse grew heavier, thick with lust and the unmistakable charge of dominance. Madison stood in the center of the room, surrounded, claimed by the moment before it had even fully begun. Kendrick didn’t move right away. He just watched her, the flicker of her smirk, the way her tongue lingered against her lip, her delicate chest rising and falling with barely contained anticipation.

The other men lingered for a moment, their eyes dragging over her body, heavy with hunger. Then, one by one, they moved back, settling lazily into their seats, their legs spread wide, making themselves comfortable—waiting. Watching. Letting her feel the weight of their expectations. No escape. No hesitation. Just this.

Kendrick’s grip on her jaw tightened slightly, his thumb pressing into the soft flesh of her cheek. “Turn around,” he commanded, his voice low and steady.

Madison obeyed without question, her body responding before her mind could catch up. She turned slowly, the hem of her dress teasing the tops of her thighs, barely hiding the wetness that pooled between them. The men inhaled, deep, satisfied, as if they could already taste her arousal in the air.

“Hands on your hips.” Kendrick’s voice left no room for defiance. Madison complied, smoothing her hands down her curves, settling them at her waist.

A warm hand landed on her bare shoulder—light, teasing, a contrast to Kendrick’s firm grip moments ago. “You put on this little dress for us, didn’t you?” Jamal murmured, stepping closer, his breath fanning against the shell of her ear. His voice sent a shiver down her spine, her nipples tightening under the lace.

She swallowed. “Y-yes.”

“Say it like you mean it,” Kendrick warned, his fingers tightening ever so slightly on her flesh, a reminder of his control. “You wanted this. Say it.”

Madison’s long lashes fluttered, her breath catching in her throat as her hips instinctively pushed back, brushing against the rigid heat pressing into her. A shudder ran through her as she whispered, “I wanted this,” the words soft, barely a breath, but soaked in raw need.

“Good girl,” Kendrick praised, his voice thick, his palm slipping down, skimming the curve of her ass, fingers teasing along the delicate lace of her garter strap before slipping beneath it, tugging lightly, making her gasp. “Then show us.”

A slow, trembling exhale left Madison’s lips as she straightened, her hands sliding deliberately over her own body. Her fingertips skimmed her curves, trailing over the tops of her thighs before grazing the soft swell of her breasts. Her nipples, straining against the thin fabric of her dress, pebbling under the teasing friction, stiffened even further as she pinched them lightly, a sharp little moan slipping past her lips. She rolled her hips subtly, a helpless movement of arousal, her thighs pressing together as a fresh pulse of wetness coated the thin scrap of lacy fabric between her legs.

“Damn,” one of the men muttered, his tone full of approval. “She’s dripping.”

Kendrick chuckled lowly, stepping back, giving her space—but not too much. “Then let’s not keep her waiting.”

Madison turned slightly, her gaze flickering to me, her husband, one last time. But this wasn’t a look of hesitation or uncertainty. Her lips were slightly parted, her chest rising and falling faster, her body practically humming with anticipation. She wasn’t asking for permission.

She was ready .

She knew exactly what she was about to do.

And she craved every second of it.

The air in the suite had changed. The sharp bite of dominance pressing down on Madison like an invisible hand. She stood in the center of the room, her breathing uneven, her body taut with tension, the flickering city lights casting long shadows across her barely-covered curves. The slow, deep bass pulsed through the speakers, syncing perfectly with the throb between her legs, making her hyper-aware of every gaze fixed on her.

Kendrick’s smirk deepened as he took a slow step back, arms folding across his broad chest, deliberately giving her space—just enough to make her feel how completely on display she was. “Go on, babygirl. Show us why you’re here.”

Madison exhaled, her fingers grazing her waist, dragging slowly, savoring the feel of her own skin as she traced the line of her body. Her hands traveled up, cupping her own breasts, giving a subtle squeeze, her nails teasing the soft flesh through the thin fabric. A sharp little gasp slipped from her lips as the friction sent a spark of pleasure through her. She rolled her hips, letting the music dictate her movements, each slow sway a silent invitation.

“Take your time,” Jamal murmured from his seat, his dark eyes locked onto her. “We wanna enjoy every fuckin’ second.”

She turned her back to them, pressing her thighs together as she arched slightly, rolling her ass in slow, hypnotic circles, teasing the men with every deliberate movement. The hem of her dress inched higher, exposing more and more of the sheer lace of her thong, the swell of her ass barely concealed by the stretched material.

“Look at this little white girl,” one of the men chuckled, his voice thick with amusement. “She came ready to be put to work.”

Madison giggled, peeking over her shoulder, her blue eyes locking with Kendrick’s. With agonizing slowness, she hooked her thumbs beneath the thin straps of her dress, sliding them down one at a time, dragging out the moment, letting them see the anticipation building in her every move. The fabric loosened, slipping lower, baring more of her pale, flawless skin. The tops of her breasts spilled free, her nipples pebbling against the thin lace of her bra before she caught the fabric just above them, teasing at the final reveal.

Kendrick cocked his head, his voice smooth and knowing. “You teasing us, baby?”

She nodded, biting her lip, the thrill of it making her clench her thighs together.

“That’s cute,” he smirked, leaning forward slightly, his voice dropping. “But we paid for more than a tease.”

Madison let out a shaky breath, hesitating for only a second before she let the dress slip from her fingers completely. The silky fabric slid down her body, pooling at her feet, leaving her standing there in nothing but her thong, garter belt, and stilettos. The room exhaled, deep, primal. Eyes roamed over her, drinking her in, claiming her visually before even touching her.

Jamal let out a low whistle. “Damn, she got perfect titties.”

Madison’s stomach tightened, her thighs pressing together as the words sent another pulse of heat through her. She turned, facing them fully now, letting their eyes devour every inch of her. Her hands traced the line of her hips, her fingers lingering over the lace of her thong before sliding lower. She barely brushed against the damp fabric, teasing herself, teasing them.

Kendrick’s eyes darkened, the command already on his lips. “Show us how wet you are.”

A breath hitched in her throat, but she obeyed, parting her legs slightly, dragging the lace aside, letting them see just how drenched she was. The men groaned in approval, shifting in their seats, their bulges evident, their hunger palpable.

“Fuck,” one of them muttered. “She’s soaked already.”

Kendrick’s gaze darkened, a slow exhale escaping his nostrils as he dragged a hand over his jaw, his fingers tapping against his chin before sliding down his throat. His expression was knowing, heavy with anticipation, his lips curving into something deeper than a smirk—something predatory. “Guess we shouldn’t keep her waiting.”

One of them muttered. “She’s fucking ready.”

Kendrick patted his lap, his smirk widening. “Come here.”

Madison took a slow, deliberate step forward, her hips swaying in a hypnotic rhythm, every move designed to tease, to entice, to make them ache for more. The room seemed to still, all eyes locked onto her, anticipation thick enough to taste. One of the men shifted forward, his hand absently stroking over the thick bulge in his pants, his breath coming slower, heavier. Another exhaled sharply, his gaze dark with hunger as he muttered, "Look at this little slut, knowing exactly what she’s doing." A low chuckle rumbled from Jamal’s chest, his fingers tapping idly against his thigh as he smirked. "She’s been waiting for this all night, hasn’t she?" he mused, his voice thick with amusement. The way they spoke about her, around her, made Madison’s skin flush hotter, her stomach tightening at the knowledge that they were already claiming her in their minds, already deciding how they were going to take her. Her hands grazed down her sides, nails teasing her own skin as she approached Kendrick, her confidence growing with every second. She paused just before him, her chest rising and falling in quick, shallow breaths, her anticipation crackling in the air. Her eyes flickered downward, drawn to the bulge pressing against the fabric of his slacks, thick and unyielding.

Then, with a slow exhale, she climbed onto Kendrick’s lap, her knees bracketing his thick, muscular thighs. The heat of his body radiated through his clothes, searing into her skin as her pantied pussy pressed flush against him. A shudder ran through her frame, a soft whimper escaping her lips as she felt the thick, unrelenting pressure of his cock straining beneath her. Even through layers of fabric, he felt huge —the sheer size of him making her stomach tighten, her clit pulse with need.

Kendrick let out a low groan, the deep, reverberating sound vibrating through her body. His grip on her hips tightened, fingers digging into her soft flesh as he forced her to still. "Tell me, baby," he murmured, his voice thick with control, "is this what you wanted? All these men watching you, waiting to see what you’ll do next?"

Madison’s breath hitched, her body betraying her with a fresh pulse of wet heat. She swallowed hard, nodding, her voice barely above a whisper. "Y-yes..."

Kendrick’s smirk widened. "Say it properly," he commanded, his tone laced with dominance. "Tell everyone here exactly what you are."

She hesitated, her pulse hammering, but the burn of his gaze, the weight of every set of eyes on her, made her stomach tighten. Her lips parted, and finally, she whispered, "I... I want this. I want all of you watching me. I want to be used." His hands found her hips, gripping her with a firm possessiveness that sent another wave of heat pooling between her thighs. His fingers dug in, guiding her, controlling the pace as he tested how easily she molded against him. “Feel that, baby?” he murmured against her ear, his breath hot and teasing, his voice thick with amusement and control. “That’s what’s waiting for you.”

She whimpered, her fingers curling against his chest, nails lightly scraping over the expensive fabric of his shirt. Her hips twitched, instinctively rolling against him, the damp heat of her soaked thong pressing into the rigid outline of his cock through his slacks. A needy gasp escaped her lips as she felt the firm, unrelenting heat of him, her pulse quickening at the sheer size beneath her. The friction sent a deep, aching throb straight to her clit, her body reacting before she could think. Her fingers flexed against his chest, grasping at the fabric of his shirt as she adjusted her weight, pressing down just a little harder, desperate to feel more. Kendrick’s breath hitched slightly, a dark chuckle rumbling in his throat as he felt her desperation. "That’s right, baby," he murmured, his grip tightening on her hips. "You feel what’s waiting for you?" The hardness beneath her sent jolts of pleasure straight to her core, the pressure perfectly aligned with her throbbing clit. A desperate, needy heat coiled in her belly as a fresh rush of slick dampened her already-soaked thong. Her body betrayed her, responding shamelessly to the undeniable dominance radiating from him, the unspoken promise of what was to come.

Kendrick smirked against her ear, his grip tightening as he forced her to slow down. “Nah, baby. You don’t get to take what you want.” His fingers flexed, holding her still against him. “You earn  it.”

From the couch, Jamal leaned in, his dark eyes locked on the way she moved, his fingers lazily stroking the thick bulge in his pants. "Look at her," he muttered, voice thick with hunger. "Little slut knows exactly what she’s doing." One of the other men exhaled sharply, shifting forward in his seat, eyes glued to the slow grind of her hips. "Bet she’s been waiting for this all night," he added, adjusting himself, his anticipation clear. “Let’s see how good those hands are, little slut,” he muttered, his voice low and taunting.

Madison’s breathing hitched as another set of hands—strong, demanding—wrapped around her wrist. One of the other men reached for her, guiding her delicate fingers downward, placing them over the thick, heavy length in his pants. She gasped at the sheer size of it beneath her touch, her palm automatically curling around the thick, rigid heat straining against the fabric. A shaky exhale escaped her lips as she tested the weight of it, feeling the way it pulsed beneath her fingers.

Kendrick chuckled darkly, his grip on her jaw firm as he tilted her face up toward him. His thumb ran along her bottom lip, dragging it down slightly, teasing the wetness of her mouth. “Yeah… she’s gonna learn real quick who owns this pussy tonight.”

The air in the room grew heavier, the tension so thick it was suffocating. Around them, the other men shifted in their seats, their hunger palpable, their eyes devouring her every movement. One leaned forward slightly, palming himself through his pants, his jaw clenched tight. Another exhaled sharply, muttering a low, appreciative curse under his breath as he adjusted the obvious bulge pressing against his zipper.

Madison could feel it—all of them watching her, waiting, expecting.

The moment stretched, the air thick with anticipation, every breath in the room slow and weighted, the deep bass vibrating through the floor. The men shifted slightly, their gazes locked on her, low murmurs of approval passing between them. Madison could feel their hunger in the space between heartbeats, each second stretching unbearably as the tension coiled tighter around her.

Her breathing quickened, shallow and ragged, her pulse hammering beneath her skin as heat pooled low in her belly. Her fingers trembled as they slid lower, tracing over Kendrick’s zipper, the friction making her ache even more. Her tongue flicked out, wetting her lips, her gaze flickering up to meet his.

The challenge, the demand, the need was all there.

Then, with her voice barely above a whisper, thick with desire and submission, she exhaled, “Let me prove it, sir.”

The air was thick, charged with anticipation. The weight of every stare bore down on Madison, the reality of her submission sinking in deeper with every passing second. I watched from the couch, my throat dry, my pulse erratic. This was the moment I’d imagined, the moment I’d both feared and craved in equal measure.

Kendrick leaned back in his chair, legs spread wide, completely at ease, completely in control. His smirk was lazy, predatory, his eyes locked onto Madison as she knelt between his thighs, her delicate hands resting on his knees.

"Go on, babygirl," he murmured, his voice thick with amusement. "Show us how much you want this."

Madison exhaled, her breath shaky, her eyes flickering toward me for the briefest second before returning to Kendrick. Her fingers curled against his thighs, nails digging in slightly as she shifted forward, her body instinctively pressing closer. She was breathing differently now—shallow, expectant, almost trembling with need.

Jamal chuckled from the other end of the room, adjusting himself in his seat. "Look at her. Fuckin’ starving for it."

She was. And so was I.

I could see the way her bare tits rose and fell, how she licked her lips unconsciously, the way her body betrayed her before she had even touched him. Her hands moved, slow at first, skimming up the muscular curve of Kendrick’s thighs before resting over the heavy bulge in his pants. Her breath caught at the sheer size of it beneath her palm.

Kendrick watched her, his smirk never fading. "That’s it, baby. Get a feel for what’s about to stretch that pretty mouth."

Madison swallowed hard, her pupils dilating as she hesitated, savoring the weight of him in her hand. My cock throbbed painfully in my pants, the overwhelming mix of jealousy and arousal making it hard to breathe.

Kendrick lifted a hand, threading his fingers into her blonde hair, gripping it firmly at the scalp. "Enough teasing. Get to work."

A shudder ran through her body, her lips parting as she obeyed. Her fingers trembled slightly as they moved to his waistband, lingering at the button, teasing herself as much as him. She popped it open with deliberate slowness, her nails dragging over the fabric, her breath hitching as the tension mounted. The zipper came next, her movements unhurried, savoring every second as she pulled it down, the sound slicing through the thick silence of the room. She hesitated, her fingertips grazing over the rigid outline beneath the fabric, feeling the heat, the weight, the sheer size of him before finally curling her fingers around the band of his briefs. Her throat bobbed as she swallowed, her chest rising and falling, her body taut with anticipation. Then, with one final exhale, she pulled him free. My stomach tightened as his thick, heavy length sprang into view, the sheer contrast between his dark, veined cock and her soft, pale hands making the scene even more intoxicating. The room seemed to hold its breath, every man watching, waiting for what came next.

Jamal let out a low whistle. "Damn. She better open wide for that."

Madison whimpered, her fingers tightening around the base as she leaned in, her breath coming in soft, uneven pants against the thick head of his cock. She hovered there, her lips barely grazing the tip, her tongue flicking out to taste the salty bead of pre-cum gathered at the slit. A sharp exhale left Kendrick’s chest, his fingers tightening in her hair, his patience thinning.

"Stop stalling, babygirl," he murmured, his voice low and edged with dominance. "Open that pretty mouth."

Her thighs clenched, her entire body heating under the weight of his command. With a shaky breath, she obeyed, her lips parting, her tongue stretching out to swirl around the swollen head before she slowly, deliberately, took him in. The first inch disappeared past her lips, then another, the sheer girth forcing her mouth wide. A muffled moan vibrated from her throat as her jaw stretched, adjusting to the heavy intrusion. Kendrick groaned, a deep, satisfied sound, his grip in her hair tightening as he guided her down further.

"That’s it," he murmured, watching her with hooded eyes. "Let’s see how deep you can take it."

Jamal chuckled darkly from his seat. "She’s drooling already. Damn, this little slut knows what she’s doing."

Madison's fingers flexed around the base, her other hand resting on his thick thigh for balance as she sank lower, the slick warmth of her mouth engulfing him inch by inch. Spit pooled at the corners of her lips, her breath coming faster as she fought to take more of him. Kendrick’s hips lifted slightly, pressing further inside, testing her limits.

I exhaled sharply, my cock painfully hard beneath my slacks, watching my wife surrender completely. She moaned around him, the vibrations making Kendrick’s head tip back slightly, his grip in her hair flexing with control.

"Good girl," he rumbled, his voice thick with pleasure. "Let’s see if you can handle all of it."

I exhaled sharply, my own arousal unbearable, watching my wife surrender completely. She moaned around him, the vibrations sending a shiver down his spine. Her throat flexed as she tried to adjust, her lips stretched tight around his girth. Kendrick groaned, his head tilting back slightly, his grip in her hair firm as he dictated her pace.

"Yeah, just like that," he muttered, his fingers tightening in her blonde strands. "Take me deeper, baby. I want to feel that throat stretch."

Madison whimpered around him, her body shifting as she sank lower, inch by inch, fighting the overwhelming fullness. Her free hand came up, cupping his heavy balls, rolling them in her palm, desperate to please. A deep groan tore from Kendrick’s throat as he looked down at her, his gaze dark with satisfaction.

Jamal let out a low chuckle. "She’s fucking choking on it. Damn, that’s a pretty sight."

Spit dripped from the corners of Madison’s lips, her mascara smudging as tears welled in her eyes, but she didn’t stop. She wanted this—wanted to show them what she could take. Kendrick guided her down further, his hips lifting just slightly, making her gag before pulling her back, giving her a moment to breathe.

"You can do better than that, baby," he taunted, watching as she gasped, a string of spit still connecting her lips to his cock. "Come on. You wanna prove yourself, don’t you?"

Madison’s titties heaved as she looked up at him, her lips swollen, her breath ragged. She nodded, determination flickering through her gaze before she went back down, pushing herself even further. This time, she swallowed him fully, her throat constricting as he groaned, his hips tensing.

"That’s what I like to see," Kendrick praised, his voice thick, his fingers threading through her hair, controlling each movement. "Messy, desperate, just how I like it."

Jamal shifted in his seat, palming himself through his pants as he smirked. "She’s a fucking natural. Think she’s ready for more?"

Kendrick let out a deep chuckle, his grip tightening. "Almost. Let’s get her nice and warmed up first."

He pulled her off slowly, letting his cock slide from her swollen lips with an audible pop. Madison gasped, blinking up at him, her face wet with spit and sweat, her body trembling with need. Kendrick smirked down at her, lightly slapping the heavy length of his cock against her flushed cheek, then her lips, letting her feel every inch. "Look at you," he murmured, dragging the thick head across her spit-slicked chin. "Such a messy little thing. You love this, don’t you?"

Madison whimpered, her lips parting instinctively as he tapped the swollen tip against her tongue. "Y-yes, sir," she breathed, her voice hoarse, desperate.

Kendrick chuckled darkly, gripping her chin and tilting her face up, his gaze locking onto hers. "Good girl. Now get on the bed. It’s time we break you in properly."

I swallowed hard, my fingers digging into my thighs as I watched my wife obey, crawling onto the large king sized bed at the center of the room, her body flushed, her legs shaking. This was happening. And I couldn’t look away.

The bed dipped beneath Madison’s weight as she crawled onto the soft, luxurious sheets, her breath ragged, her body glistening under the dim, golden light of the penthouse. Her thighs trembled as she settled on all fours, her bare skin flushed, her chest rising and falling as anticipation coiled in her belly.

I sat frozen in my chair, my fingers gripping the armrests, my breath uneven as I watched her submit. This was the moment— the  moment I both dreaded and craved, the line being crossed with no chance of return.

Kendrick stood at the edge of the bed, completely at ease, towering over her, his cock thick and glistening from her mouth. He let his fingers trail down her spine, making her shiver, his touch confident, possessive.

“You ready for me, babygirl?” His voice was low, teasing, knowing.

Madison whimpered, shifting her hips instinctively, her soaked pussy glistening as she spread her legs wider. "Y-yes, sir..." The words were barely a whisper, thick with need.

Jamal let out a dark chuckle from his seat. "Damn, she’s all ready. Look at that greedy little pussy."

Kendrick smirked, gripping Madison’s hips, holding her in place. "You know what to say, baby. Ask for it."

Madison moaned, pressing her cheek against the sheets, her nails digging into the mattress. "Please… Please fuck me."

Kendrick ran the thick head of his cock along her slick folds, teasing her, making her body quake with every slow drag. "Louder," he demanded, his grip tightening.

She gasped, her back arching. "Please, sir! Please fuck me!"

I swallowed hard, my cock throbbing painfully, my body torn between humiliation and unbearable arousal as I watched my wife beg  to be taken.

Kendrick chuckled, lining himself up, his gaze flickering toward me for the briefest second before he thrust forward, claiming her in one smooth, unrelenting stroke. Madison’s cry tore through the room, raw and desperate, her back arching as her fingers curled into the sheets, her body struggling to take the full length of him. Her mouth fell open, a breathless moan spilling from her lips, her face twisted in shock and pleasure.

Jamal let out a low whistle. "Damn, look at her. She wasn’t ready for all that."

Kendrick groaned, his grip tightening on her hips, holding her still as he let her adjust. "That’s it, baby. Feel it. Stretch for me."

Madison’s thighs trembled, her nails digging into the bed as she whimpered, her body clenching involuntarily around him. The thick, pulsing length inside her made her shudder, her muscles struggling to accommodate the sheer size of him.

"She’s gripping tight," Kendrick muttered, rolling his hips slightly, making Madison whimper louder. "Yeah, she’s feelin’ it now."

Jamal smirked, adjusting himself in his seat. "Tell us, baby. How’s it feel?"

Madison gasped, her head pressing into the mattress, her body caught between pleasure and overwhelm. "S-so full," she choked out, her voice barely above a whimper. "So deep..."

Kendrick let out a dark chuckle. "Yeah? That’s what you begged for, right?"

She moaned in response, her fingers curling into the sheets, her hips starting to shift, as if adjusting, as if wanting more.

"That’s right," Kendrick murmured, his voice thick. "Now let’s see how much more you can take."

He pulled back slightly, then drove forward again, sending another sharp cry from Madison’s lips as her body rocked under him, her pleasure undeniable.

Jamal exhaled sharply. "Shit. She’s taking all of it."

Kendrick groaned, his hands gripping her ass, pulling her flush against him as he buried himself to the hilt. "That’s it, baby. Take every inch."

Madison let out a desperate moan, her body trembling as she adjusted to the overwhelming fullness. She pressed her cheek into the sheets, her fingers curling into the mattress, her breath coming in ragged gasps as Kendrick found his rhythm, each thrust slow and deliberate, making her feel every inch of him.

Jamal smirked from his seat, shaking his head. "Damn, she's really takin’ it. You stretchin’ her out nice, bro."

Kendrick chuckled, gripping Madison’s hips tighter, his strokes growing deeper. "Yeah, she needed this. You hear that, baby? You needed a real fuckin’ man, didn’t you?"

Madison whimpered, her nails digging into the sheets. "Y-yes, sir…" she choked out between moans.

Kendrick’s smirk widened. "You got one now." He delivered a sharp slap to her ass, making her gasp, her body jerking against him. "But I’m not done with you yet."

He pulled out abruptly, leaving her breathless and empty. Madison barely had time to process the loss before Kendrick flipped her onto her back, spreading her legs wide. Her face was flushed, her body glistening, her lips parted as she stared up at him, needy and desperate.

Jamal stood, approaching the bed with a lazy confidence, his eyes trailing over her exposed form. "You got her nice and ready for me, huh?"

Kendrick stepped back, nodding. "Yeah, she’s all yours now. Give her what she’s beggin’ for."

Madison swallowed hard, her chest rising and falling as she turned her gaze to Jamal. The shift was happening, but Kendrick wasn’t done with her yet. He trailed a hand down her stomach, letting his fingers graze over her sensitive skin, smirking as her body twitched beneath him.

"Slow down, baby," he murmured, his voice thick with amusement. "Ain't nobody rushin' this. We gonna take our time."

She whimpered, her thighs instinctively pressing together, the ache between them unbearable. Kendrick chuckled, nudging her legs apart again, his fingers ghosting over the slick heat between them. "Still so needy," he mused. "You want more, don’t you?"

Madison bit her lip, nodding quickly. "Yes… please."

Jamal exhaled sharply, his eyes dark as he watched her squirm. "Damn, she already addicted. Look at her, beggin’ for it."

Kendrick leaned down, pressing a kiss to the inside of her thigh before stepping back, leaving her exposed, trembling, and wanting. "You better show him how much you want it, baby."

Madison turned her head, her gaze locking with Jamal’s as he approached the bed. The anticipation stretched, the room thick with tension. Her breath hitched as he ran a hand over her body, exploring, savoring, making her wait.

Meanwhile, Kendrick moved beside her, his cock still slick from her body. He smirked down at her, gripping her chin and tilting her face toward him. "You ain't done with me yet, baby. Open that mouth."

Madison whimpered, her lips parting as he tapped his thick length against them, dragging it along her swollen bottom lip. "Nice and slow," he murmured, his tone deep, commanding. "Show me how much you missed it."

She swallowed hard before wrapping her lips around the tip, her tongue flicking out, savoring the taste of him. Kendrick groaned, his fingers tangling into her hair as she began to take him deeper, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked eagerly. Her moans vibrated around him, her body still quivering as Jamal's hands roamed her curves, teasing, stretching the moment further.

Jamal chuckled, shaking his head. "Damn, she just can’t get enough, huh?"

Kendrick groaned, his grip in Madison’s hair tightening slightly as she took him deeper, her throat flexing around him. "She’s getting real comfortable like this," he murmured, watching the way her lips stretched, her tongue swirling, her moans vibrating against his length. "Look at her, takin' her time, savorin’ every inch."

Jamal let his cock enter here slowly, while his touch feather-light, teasing. "She’s a greedy little thing," he mused, watching her shiver under his touch. "Bet she loves being the center of attention."

Madison moaned around Kendrick, her body responding instinctively, her back arching, her thighs pressing together as she absorbed every sensation at once. She was completely lost in it, her mind slipping into that place of pure submission, where every touch, every thrust, every whisper of praise, every command made her melt further.

I sat there, my breath unsteady, my cock painfully hard, watching my wife come undone under their hands, their words. The way her body moved, the way she moaned, the way she surrendered—it was intoxicating. My fingers twitched against my thighs, torn between restraint and overwhelming arousal.

Kendrick pulled back slightly, letting his cock slide from her swollen lips with a wet pop, his thumb wiping away the trail of saliva glistening at the corner of her mouth. "You love this, don’t you, baby?" he murmured, his voice low, coaxing.

Madison gasped, catching her breath, her eyes hazy, her lips still parted. "Y-yes, sir…"

Jamal while continuing to thrust grinned, his hands still teasing over her trembling body. "Yeah? You ready for more?"

Madison’s breath hitched, her eyes flickering between them, her entire body burning with need. She didn’t just want more—she needed it.

And I could do nothing but watch as she prepared to give herself over completely.

I clenched my fists, my pulse hammering as I watched Madison’s face twist in pleasure, her lips parting, her moans raw and desperate.

This was happening. And I could do nothing but watch.

Time had passed, the air in the penthouse suite thick with satisfaction, the primal heat of the night still lingering in the dim glow of the bedside lamps. The sheets were a ruined mess beneath her, the echoes of deep groans and breathy moans still seeming to vibrate through the walls.

A final shudder racked through Madison’s body as one of the guys grunted above her, his fingers gripping her flushed, sweat-slicked skin. With a deep, satisfied growl, he pulled back, the last hot ropes of his release splattering across her heaving chest, mixing with the many others that had claimed her throughout the night. A breathy moan escaped her lips as she lay there, completely spent, her skin painted with indulgence, the exhaustion and satisfaction radiating from every inch of her body.

Madison now got up and slowly sat at the edge of the bed, her body still flushed, her golden hair tousled in a way that screamed satisfaction. The heat of the night still lingered on her skin, every inch of her body humming with exhaustion and pleasure. Her legs were spread lazily, her arms draped over her thighs as she took slow, deep breaths, her lips swollen from the hours of pleasure and indulgence.

A satisfied smirk played on her face as she stretched, her bare skin glistening under the dim light, still marked with the night’s excess. The thick trails of cum streaked her chest, cooling against her skin, some drying in glistening patterns along her curves. More dripped from her inner thighs, the remnants of unrelenting pleasure pooling beneath her, soaking into the ruined sheets.

She let out a soft exhale, rolling her shoulders, feeling the soreness settle deep into her muscles. The ache between her thighs, the light sting of where hands had gripped her body—it was all evidence of a night well spent. Between her parted legs, a slow, glistening trickle of warmth slid down, a final, undeniable reminder of just how thoroughly she had been taken. And yet, despite it all, the glow in her expression was unmistakable—she was satisfied, indulged, and completely spent in the best way possible.

Kendrick now stood near the suite’s mini-bar, pouring himself a final drink, the rich amber liquid swirling in the glass as he took a slow sip, his eyes flicking toward Madison with unmistakable satisfaction. His expression was knowing, appreciative—like a man who had just experienced something truly indulgent. Jamal had already slipped into his designer suit jacket, the fabric crisp against his toned frame, his phone in one hand as he scrolled, a lazy smirk tugging at his lips. The others adjusted their watches, murmuring to one another in low, satisfied voices, their postured ease radiating confidence and fulfillment.

The energy in the room had shifted, the earlier tension and urgency now replaced by something thicker, slower, basking in the aftermath. It was the kind of satisfaction that came when every appetite had been met, every indulgence taken to its fullest. Business had been handled— and handled well **.**

On the glass table in front of Madison sat two thick envelopes. One was the agreed-upon payment, crisp hundred-dollar bills stacked neatly, held together with a gold money clip. The second was fatter, heavier—Kendrick’s personal touch, an extra ‘tip’ for her performance, stuffed thick with extra bills that barely fit inside. He smirked, watching as she reached for it, her fingers still sticky with the remnants of the night, her nails lightly scraping over the smooth paper. She thumbed through the bills, her breath still unsteady, her body aching in all the right ways.

She caught Kendrick’s gaze, her lips curling into a tired but deeply satisfied smirk. The weight of the envelope, the raw soreness in her muscles, the cooling slickness still clinging to her skin—everything was a reminder of what she had just done. She tilted her head slightly, teasing, knowing exactly what she had earned.

"That for me?" she murmured, her voice husky, thick with exhaustion and something else—something deeply pleased.

Kendrick chuckled, taking a slow sip of his drink, his dark eyes roaming lazily over her spent, glistening body. "That’s for you, baby. You earned that shit. Every damn cent. Consider it an invitation. You ever wanna do this again, you just say the word."

Madison arched a brow, her fingers lazily threading through her tangled hair, still damp with sweat. She smirked, exhaling slowly, feeling the ache settle deep into her muscles. "Mmm... I’ll think about it."

He smirked right back, his gaze locked onto hers, confident, knowing. "You do that. But we both know you will."

With that, the men grabbed their coats, throwing her one last look of approval before making their way toward the door. Kendrick, the last to leave, glanced at me, the cuckold husband still seated near the corner, watching it all unfold. He grinned, shaking his head before stepping out into the dimly lit hallway, leaving behind only the echo of closing doors.

The silence that followed was thick, buzzing with residual heat and satisfaction. Madison turned her gaze toward me, stretching again, her satisfied glow unmistakable.

"You ready to go home?" she murmured, her voice softer now, teasing.

I swallowed hard, nodding, my body still humming with the weight of everything that had just transpired.

Madison stretched languidly, her body still humming with the remnants of the night’s indulgence, before pushing herself up from the ruined sheets. With slow, deliberate steps, she made her way toward the hotel’s luxurious marble bathroom, her bare skin glistening under the dim golden light. She stepped into the large glass-walled shower, turning the knob as warm water cascaded down her body, washing away the cum, the scent of sex, and all the lingering evidence of the night. Steam filled the space, swirling around her as she ran her hands over her curves, a satisfied smirk playing on her lips.

Meanwhile, I remained seated at the edge of the bed, my hands trembling slightly as I reached for the envelopes. My fingers brushed against the thick stack of crisp hundred-dollar bills, and I let out a slow exhale as I counted through them. The weight of the money was undeniable— f orty thousand dollars.

Forty grand for four hours of my wife’s services.

A very good payday, indeed.

The second envelope, heavier and stuffed thick with additional bills, was Kendrick’s personal touch—a generous tip for a job well done. I swallowed hard, running my fingers over the smooth paper, the realization settling deeper into my chest.

By the time Madison emerged from the bathroom, her skin glowed from the heat of the shower, steam still trailing off her damp curves. The soft lighting of the suite highlighted every inch of her, from the flushed hue of her cheeks to the way the water glistened across her collarbones. She stood there, completely bare, her body still carrying the faint, undeniable marks of the night—subtle impressions on her hips where hands had gripped her, a lingering redness along her thighs, her puffy pussy, and the way her skin still held that post-pleasure sheen.

I swallowed hard, my breath hitching as I took her in. She had always been beautiful, but now, standing there in front of me, completely bare and unapologetically satisfied, she was something else entirely. She radiated power, indulgence, the raw confidence of a woman who had been worshipped, taken, and thoroughly fucked. My eyes traced every curve, every mark, the way her posture exuded nothing but satisfaction.

She caught me staring, a knowing smirk tugging at her lips as she slowly unwound the towel from her hair, letting it tumble down her back. "Like what you see?" she teased, her voice sultry, teasing.

I exhaled shakily, nodding without a word. There was no denying it—she was breathtaking in this moment, and I had never wanted her more. She arched a brow at me as she noticed the envelope in my hand, a lazy smirk curving her lips.

"Didn’t think they’d be that generous?" she teased, crossing the room with a sultry grace before plucking the envelopes from my grip and tucking them into her bag.

I exhaled, my voice uneven. "It’s a lot."

She chuckled softly, unwrapping the towel and slipping into her dress with practiced ease. "Well, baby… I earned it."

Her knowing smirk, the lingering glow of satisfaction on her face, sent a fresh wave of heat through me. She quickly got her dress back on her minus the lingerie, they were too used now to be used again. Without another word, she grabbed my hand, leading me toward the elevator. The ride down was quiet, filled with stolen glances and the weight of unspoken words. When we reached the car, I opened the passenger door for her, slipping behind the wheel, my pulse still uneven.

As we pulled onto the road, Madison shifted in her seat, casting me a knowing smile. "You’ve been really good tonight."

I exhaled shakily, gripping the wheel tighter. "Yeah?"

She hummed, reaching over, her fingers trailing down my thigh. "Mmmhmm."

Before I could respond, she leaned over, unfastening my belt, her fingers working deftly as she pulled me free. My breath hitched as she wrapped her hand around me, her touch slow, teasing, deliberate.

"You deserve a little reward," she murmured before dipping her head, taking me between her lips.

My hands gripped the steering wheel like holding onto them for life, my head tipping back slightly as the car rolled through the quiet Los Angeles streets, the hum of the city lights blurring into the background.

I groaned, now bringing one free hand and threading into her tousled hair. "F-fuck, Madison…"

She hummed around me, the vibrations sending a fresh pulse of pleasure straight through my spine. Her tongue flicked over the sensitive tip before she hollowed her cheeks, taking me deeper, letting every slow, deliberate motion pull another ragged moan from my lips. The slick warmth of her mouth, the obscene wet sounds, the way her fingers gripped my thigh—it was overwhelming.

She pulled back slightly, letting my cock slip from between her lips just enough for the cool night air to tease the slick, throbbing flesh before she ran her tongue along the underside, dragging it back up to swirl around the tip. Her eyes flickered up, locking onto mine as she smirked, her voice a sultry purr. "Mmm… you taste good after everything I’ve been through tonight."

I groaned, my knuckles whitening against the steering wheel. "F-fuck, Madison…"

She grinned wickedly, pumping me with slow strokes as she licked her lips, her voice dripping with satisfaction. "You liked watching me tonight, don’t you? Seeing me get used like that… knowing you’ll be the one cleaning up after?"

My breath hitched as she wrapped her lips around me again, sinking down until I felt the tight flex of her throat. The heat, the way she controlled every movement, dragging out my pleasure—she was in charge now, playing me just as easily as she had played them. My head tipped back against the seat, my free hand tangling into her tousled hair, guiding her as she worked me.

She pulled back again, her lips glistening, her voice thick with filth and satisfaction. "You’ll get the real thing in a couple of days," she whispered, winking, running her tongue slowly over her swollen lips. "Once I’ve recovered."

I swallowed hard, my pulse hammering, my body trembling from the aftermath of the night. My mind swam with the images, the sounds, the way she had surrendered so fully and taken every bit of what they had given her.

And as we drove through the neon-lit streets of Los Angeles, the city glowing around us, my only thought was that the night might have ended—but the effects of it would linger for a long, long time.

***

Enjoyed the story?

If this tale left you wanting more, I’d love to hear your thoughts! Your rating or review makes a world of difference—it not only fuels my passion for writing but also helps other readers find and enjoy these steamy adventures. Thank you for being part of this journey. 💋
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Cucked By The Chairman In Malibu: A Wife's First Time Surrender 
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“Go ahead, Lena,” I managed to say, my voice hoarse. “I… I want to see you enjoy.” 

Paul’s grin widened, a glint of triumph in his eyes. “Atta boy, Jake,” he said smoothly, “You’re learning your place nicely.” 

Jake never imagined a weekend work retreat in Malibu would change everything. He thought it’d be a chance to impress his boss and spend some quality time with his gorgeous wife, Lena. But when Paul, the bold and charming chairman, starts paying Lena extra attention, things take a turn Jake didn’t see coming. 


Paul isn’t subtle. His confidence, smooth compliments, and commanding presence pull Lena in—and Jake finds himself watching, torn between jealousy and excitement. Late-night drinks, private conversations, and a charged atmosphere push the boundaries of their marriage further than ever before. 

"Cucked By The Chairman In Malibu" is a spicy story about a husband, a wife, and the man who knows how to take control. It’s packed with tension, temptation, and the thrill of stepping into the unknown. If you love stories about hotwives, powerful men, and husbands who can’t look away, this is the one for you. 

The Corporate Cuckold Agreement: A Wife's Monthly Surrender to Her Husband's Boss
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“Do you think Kane will like this?” Laura asked, her tone teasing as she adjusted the straps of her gorgeous silver dress. Something she picked specially for this occasion. 

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

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


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

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

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

Perfect for fans of erotic power play, this story explores love, submission, and the boundaries of desire in a way that’s bold, daring, and utterly captivating. 

About the Author

Emily Felix loves writing stories that push boundaries, ignite fantasies, and leave her readers breathless. With a knack for capturing raw emotions and steamy moments, she creates characters who aren’t just exploring their desires—they’re living them fully, unapologetically, and with just the right mix of teasing and passion.

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

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

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