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Chapter 1

The mirror doesn’t lie, and neither do I, at least not to myself. My reflection is as honest as an indictment. I take my time with the lipstick: crimson, the kind that drags the eye and brands the memory. The ritual is everything. First, line the lips with mechanical precision—never trust a trembling hand—and fill with deliberate, smooth strokes. I angle my jaw and let the light catch the high point of my cheekbone. My mother always told me a Reynolds woman must look as though she might draw blood with a glance. She failed to mention it should also feel as though you could.

Beyond my left shoulder, Frank struggles with his bow tie. The man is forty-three, an executive at the sort of faceless firm that survives on mergers and subterfuge, and still can’t master a simple knot. His tongue pokes from the corner of his mouth like a schoolboy’s as he fumbles the silk. I watch him in the glass, every twitch and muttered oath. The effect is…well, not charming. I should find it endearing, his ineptitude, but all I feel is a pulse of contempt. Not even strong enough to be anger. More of a passing ache, like acid reflux.

“Do you need help?” I say, and the words are smooth and caramelized, not a hint of the boredom I’m harboring.

Frank glances at me through the mirror, caught admitting defeat. “That obvious?”

“Only if someone’s watching,” I reply, and set down the lipstick. I stand, smoothing the white silk of my dress over my hips. The hem is scandalous—well above the knee, sheer in the right light—but I have the legs for it and the money to ignore protest. I cross to Frank and place my hands on his chest. Even through the starched cotton, I feel his heart rabbiting. Nervous, always.

“Let me,” I say, untangling his bow tie with swift, practiced fingers. He stands stock-still, like a man on the gallows awaiting a priest.

His face appears pinched, with his hair thinning in the uncertain way of men who are unsure when to use the razor. I meet his gaze as I finish, pulling the knot tight.

“Perfect,” I say, and I mean the bow tie. The rest is serviceable. He looks at me a moment too long, searching for the warmth I withdrew years ago.

“Thank you, Caroline.” His voice is faint. I could blow him over with a sigh.

The master bedroom is as coldly opulent as an art gallery: alabaster walls, minimalist furniture, a view over the city that would cost most people a lifetime of indentured servitude. On the king-sized bed, his phone vibrates—one of his minions, no doubt, asking for permission to breathe. He ignores it, maybe because I’m here, or maybe because he knows what’s at stake tonight.

The auction. Months of coordination, of leveraging every ounce of social capital I possess, all culminating in one obscene gala. There’s a certain pleasure in watching the city’s titans of industry trip over themselves to donate to a cause that’s only a half-step removed from a tax shelter. But it’s not charity I crave. It’s something meaner, something that bites.

Frank hovers at the periphery of the room, as though my orbit might incinerate him if he drifts too close. He glances at his cufflinks, then at the clock, then at the cufflinks again. “We should go soon. The car’s downstairs.”

I pivot back to the vanity. The high-backed chair squeals a little as I reclaim my throne. “Five minutes,” I say. “They can wait.”

I study my face, the angles and shadows. There’s a science to the beauty I traffic in—knowing which feature to emphasize, which flaw to turn into a signature. My hair is black and perfectly straight, pulled behind one ear with a tortoiseshell clip. The earrings: diamond studs, subtle but worth more than Frank’s first car. I apply the faintest touch of powder, then stare myself down. What do I see? A woman bored to the marrow, but electrified by her own anticipation.

Frank fusses with the champagne bucket at the minibar. I watch as he pours himself a glass, the tremor in his hand spilling a bead down the flute. He doesn’t offer me any.

“Big night,” he says, trying for bravado and missing by a mile.

I grace him with a smile, teeth and no warmth. “You know how these things are. The wives gossip, the husbands circle each other like dogs at a hydrant, and everyone pretends it isn’t a power play.”

He frowns, as if the thought never occurred to him. “It’s for a good cause.”

“So they keep telling me.” I run my tongue over the edge of my teeth, considering. “Did you review the item list?”

He nods. “Mostly art, vacation homes. Grant’s putting up a week in his villa, which is—”

“Predictable,” I finish for him, eyes locked on his in the mirror. “And yet you insisted on donating the Cayman. I wonder if that’s compensating for something.”

He bristles, then looks away. “You picked the car, Caroline.”

I did. I pick everything.

He nurses his drink, uncertain. I savor the power in the silence, the way it draws a line under everything unsaid. In another life, maybe Frank would have found his spine, but in this one, he’s always on the defensive.

My phone pings. A text from Gloria: “VIPs arriving. House staff say everything’s flawless. Make them drool, darling.” As if I needed the reminder. I thumb a quick reply—“On our way. Tell the photographers I want candids, not mugshots”—and slip the phone into my clutch.

Frank drains his glass and sets it down, careful not to chip the rim. “You ready?”

I stand and pivot, letting the hem of my dress swish against my thighs. My chest brushes against his arm as I pass close to him, too close. I feel the jolt in him, the hardening beneath the wool suit. Pathetic. He’s so easy to read. Years together and he’s still a rookie at hiding his appetites.

I lean in, lips near his ear. “Remember, darling, tonight is about making an impression.”

He nods, his throat bobbing with the effort. “Of course.”

I collect my clutch, check my lipstick one last time, and lead him into the hallway. He trails a step behind, as always, the gravity of my presence dragging him forward.

As we descend the marble staircase, I rehearse the night’s choreography: entrance, mingling, the calculated reveal of my “surprise” donation, the way the room will hush and then erupt. I’ve planned every angle, every camera-ready smile. What Frank doesn’t know is how much I’ve staked on tonight. Or what I intend to collect.

The car is waiting at the curb, a black S-Class with the engine running and the cabin perfumed with leather and money. Frank slides in first, his hand hovering at the small of my back as if afraid to touch. I lower myself beside him, legs crossed, and stare at the city lights flickering past.

He tries to make small talk. “Did you see Grant’s last quarterly report? They’re going to double earnings this year.”

“Victor always lands on his feet,” I say, voice even. “He’s not the type to let sentiment get in the way.”

Frank laughs, a brittle little sound. “You say that as if it’s a compliment.”

“Isn’t it?” I don’t wait for his answer.

The rest of the ride is silent, and it’s a mercy. I close my eyes and let the night assemble itself in my mind: the glimmer of diamonds, the hush of velvet, the subtle, animal charge that laces every high-stakes gathering. I picture the moment—my moment—when I step into the spotlight, when the crowd hushes and every pair of eyes is mine. The auctioneer will be a prop; the guests, pawns. I am the one with the secret. I am the one they’ll remember.

Frank squeezes my hand just before we arrive, a rehearsed gesture of affection for the benefit of the driver, or maybe himself. I let him. I even squeeze back, just enough to keep him from unraveling.

“Ready?” he says, voice small.

I turn to him, smiling sharp as cut glass. “Always.”

And together, we walk into the lion’s den, him the sheep, me the bait,and the hunter, both.

# Scene 2 - from Caroline Reynolds's point of view

They say the best predators never roar; they purr. I step from the vestibule onto plush red carpet, the hotel’s signature scent—amber, tobacco, something expensive and forbidden—drawing a line between ordinary life and the pageantry of the event. The ballroom is a riot of crystal and gold, a thousand points of light refracted off glass and champagne bubbles. Everyone is here, or at least everyone who matters — everyone who can write a check with more digits than IQ points.

Frank sticks to my side, a polite afterthought. His arm hovers at my waist but never lands. I take a flute from a passing tray, nodding at the server. “Thank you, darling,” I say, loud enough for Frank to hear, quiet enough to remind him of his place. The server blushes and scurries off.

“Caroline!” Gloria barks across the room, barreling over in a pastel dress that must have come with its own flotation device. “You look radiant.”

I let her air-kiss both cheeks. “Gloria, you’re a vision,” I lie, but that’s what she wants. “I barely recognize you. Is that Chanel or just an inspired knockoff?”

She cackles, takes the bait. “You bitch. It’s vintage. From my mother.”

I smile, slide my gaze over her shoulder, cataloging the room. Gloria’s been useful, spreading word of my “game-changing” donation, stoking curiosity. She is a master of the empty compliment and the strategic leak.

Frank’s already bored, his gaze fixed on the line at the bar, where all the men wear the same suit in different sizes.

“Darling, did you meet Gloria’s new paramour?” I say, turning Frank by the shoulder. He stiffens, as if unprepared for the role of conversation partner.

Gloria loops her arm through a young man’s—junior partner, obvious from the way his eyes dart, hungry. “Frank, this is Peter. Peter, this is my dearest friend and her husband.”

We all shake hands. Peter’s grip is tight and dry, but his attention flickers to me, then to the daring hem of my dress, then back to Gloria. I see everything: the calculation, the cataloging, the quiet hope that I’ll remember his name.

“I hear your team crushed the recent negotiations,” I say, sipping my drink. “How did you manage it?”

Peter colors. “Well, Gloria had some helpful advice.”

“Oh, I’m sure she did.” I let the smile linger just a beat too long, watching Frank shrink beside me. “Frank, perhaps you and Peter can compare notes on mergers and…acquisitions. I need to powder my nose.”

I glide away, the crowd parting before me. Every so often, a hand lands on my arm, a hello, a how-are-you, a thinly disguised sizing-up. I play the game, never more than half-engaged. I watch for the real players, the ones who matter.

That’s when I spot him. Victor Grant. Six-two, tailored to an inch, face carved from ambition and late-night cigars. He’s surrounded by a clutch of sycophants, holding court with the lazy ease of a man who knows he’s the apex predator. I move into his gravity well, letting the crowd draw us together.

“Caroline Reynolds.” He says my name like a password, his voice a low purr. “I was wondering when you’d come say hello.”

“Victor. I hear you’ve been busy collecting art and breaking hearts.”

He grins, not bothering to deny it. “The collection’s almost as impressive as the guest list tonight. Tell me, did you pick the seating chart yourself, or is it luck that you’re at my table?”

“I leave nothing to luck,” I say, angling my body so he can see every line the dress was meant to display.

His eyes flicker. He appreciates efficiency in business and elsewhere. “Is Frank enjoying himself?”

“Frank always enjoys being in the presence of greatness,” I say, letting the flattery hang in the air.

He leans in, his cologne sharp and predatory. “And you?”

“I’m here for the spectacle,” I reply. “You always put on a show, Victor.”

He studies me, weighing intent. “Will you join me for a drink after the auction?”

“Is that an offer or a challenge?” I say.

He laughs darkly. “With you, it’s always both.”

Someone else tries to break into the conversation—an aging senator’s wife, her gown painted on with a spatula—but Victor’s attention never wavers. He places a hand at the small of my back, guiding me just enough to remind me who is in command. I let him. For now.

The ballroom is a living organism: waitstaff circulate like white blood cells, guests cluster in tight knots of gossip and rivalry. I survey the men in the room, tabulating the potential for drama. A hedge fund villain with a wandering eye, a city official whose hands are everywhere but his wife’s waist, a minor European prince desperate for relevance. All of them competing, all of them prey.

Frank catches up to me, breathing a little heavy from the effort of mingling. “Did I miss anything?”

“Just the usual,” I say. “Victor was just inviting us to join him later.”

Frank’s face tightens, an old jealousy flaring and dying in a second. He knows better than to challenge me in public.

Victor smiles, watching the marital tension with interest. “Frank, try the appetizers. Best in the city.”

Frank nods, then looks to me for guidance. I wave him off. He scurries away, leaving Victor and me alone once more.

“I can see why you married him,” Victor says, a glint in his eye. “He’s the perfect…accessory.”

I don’t react. “He serves his purpose.”

“And what purpose do you serve tonight, Caroline?” His gaze is undressing, unapologetic.

I step closer, close enough to taste his power. “Wouldn’t you like to know?”

He holds my gaze, unblinking. “I think I already do.”

I let the silence grow intimate, then brush a hand over his cuff. “You’ll bid, won’t you?”

“Depends on the prize.”

“Oh, you’ll know it when you see it.” I trail a fingertip down his forearm, then vanish back into the crowd.

On the stage, the auctioneer begins the pageantry. The auctioneer introduces each item with fanfare and describes it in excruciating detail. Couples murmur, hands shoot up, paddles wave. A Mondrian replica, a long weekend at a Lake Como mansion, an “authentic” African safari. The numbers climb higher and higher, until the room vibrates with dollar signs and status.

I wait for the moment. I know the order. Gloria gives me a sly nod from the wings, a cue. I slink onto the stage, all eyes on me.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” I begin, the microphone melting my words into something syrupy. “It is my absolute pleasure to introduce a special, last-minute donation from the Reynolds household. My dear husband is a man of few words, so I’ll speak for him—tonight, we’re offering an experience unlike any other.”

A ripple of curiosity. Bored creatures, the rich always hunt for the next novelty.

“Frank and I would like to auction off a weekend with a ‘trophy wife,’” I say, the phrase rolling off my tongue like a dare. “The winning bidder will enjoy forty-eight hours of my undivided attention—whether for social events, business negotiations, or simply to savor the company of a woman who knows how to play the game.”

Laughter, a few gasps, the thrum of collective arousal and envy.

I catch Frank’s face in the crowd: frozen, pale, a deer in the blast of a spotlight. Perfect.

Victor’s eyes meet mine. He’s grinning, and it’s not friendly.

The auctioneer recovers quickly, reciting the terms. “A weekend with Caroline Reynolds! All activities are by mutual consent. Discretion guaranteed. Bidding opens at five thousand—do I hear five? Ten?”

The numbers shoot up. Five, ten, twenty. A junior executive tries to keep pace, but Victor stares him down and the boy folds. Thirty. Forty.

Victor raises a finger. Fifty. Silence. The room goes tight, holding its breath.

The auctioneer barks, “Sold!” and the gavel falls.

I give a little curtsy, a theater of humility. My heart is a drum; my pulse wild. I scan for Frank; he looks as though he might collapse, his mouth moving, but no sound comes out.

Victor is already waiting at the edge of the stage. He meets me with a smile that’s all teeth and conquest.

“Was that so hard?” he whispers, offering his arm.

I take it, my palm sliding over his skin. I can feel the hum of victory in him, the anticipation of the game to come. The guests erupt into applause, some amused, some scandalized, all of them talking about me.

Exactly as I wanted.

Frank stands alone, adrift in a sea of sharks. He doesn’t even try to follow as Victor leads me away, our bodies perfectly attuned in the choreography of predators.

The ballroom spins on, but I am done with it. I have my prize, and now I want to see just how far it will go.

# Scene 3 - from Caroline Reynolds's point of view

Victor moves as if he owns the place, which tonight, he does. The moment the gavel comes down, he’s at my side with a predator’s grace—just enough decorum for public consumption, but no question as to intent. He lets his hand rest on my hip, fingers splayed, thumb lazily tracing the bare skin between my dress and his palm. The ballroom is a hurricane of laughter, gossip, and envy, but around us there’s a hush—eyes follow, stories write themselves in real time.

Frank trails us. He looks as if he’s hoping to wake up from a nightmare, but every step brings him further into the reality I designed for him. He tries for a smile, but it warps at the corners. I know that look: a man untethered, desperate for a role and unable to find one.

Victor and I glide to a lounge off the ballroom. We claim a corner booth, and he pulls me in so tight our bodies fuse at the shoulder. He’s heat and power, the kind of man whose presence raises your blood pressure and your temperature at once.

Frank stands at the edge, hands clasped as if in prayer. For a moment I let him hang there, the discomfort fermenting. Then I pat the space beside me.

“Don’t hover, darling. Come sit.”

He obeys, perching on the velvet, careful not to touch me, as though contact might sear him. Victor signals to the bartender, orders whiskey for himself and nothing for Frank. The snub is surgical. I allow myself a private smile.

“You made quite the impression up there,” Victor says, voice pitched for intimacy. “You’re wasted on Frank’s circle.”

I lean in, letting my leg graze Victor’s. “I could say the same about you. Surrounded by men who’d rather lose than try.”

He studies me, eyes narrowed in appreciation. “Most women wouldn’t dare.”

“Most women bore me,” I reply, and it’s a truth.

Frank’s hand shakes on his lap. He tries to follow the thread, to assert a presence. “It was…a generous bid, Victor. For the foundation.”

Victor ignores him, his attention laser-focused on my face, then my mouth. “Do you always put yourself on the block, or was this a special occasion?”

I turn my head, looking at Frank with the kind of affection a cat has for a mouse. “Tonight is all about indulgence,” I say. “And sometimes, it’s fun to let the boys play for keeps.”

Frank swallows, his Adam’s apple bobbing. The sight of his discomfort excites me more than I’d like to admit.

Victor runs a fingertip over the rim of his glass. “How do you want to play this, Caroline?”

I reach over, brush a speck of lint from Victor’s lapel, and let my hand rest just a moment too long. “Why not start with a tour? We wouldn’t want our patron to miss the hotel’s more…intimate corners.”

He gets to his feet, offers me his arm. I take it, turning to Frank. “You’re coming, right?” The way I say it, there’s only one answer.

Frank nods, a child sent to the principal’s office.

Victor leads, but I guide the rhythm—heels clicking, hips swaying, a deliberate invitation to the voyeurism of every onlooker. We take the back stairs, away from the crush, and I feel Frank’s nervous energy pulsing behind us.

At a landing, I pause, letting Victor pin me against a marble column. His hands span my waist, grip tightening just short of pain. “You’re trouble,” he says.

“I prefer ‘inspiration,’” I breathe, arching just enough to let my chest brush his. “You bought your prize. What do you want to do with it?”

He doesn’t answer, just claims my mouth with his. The kiss is brutal, greedy. I bite back, tasting the metallic tang of whiskey and power. I hear Frank’s breath catch behind us, a ragged whimper.

I break the kiss, turn to find Frank gaping, cheeks flushed, eyes wide. The bulge at his groin is unmistakable, even under his suit.

“Frank,” I say, “are you going to just stand there?”

He stammers. “I—I didn’t want to interrupt.”

“Too late,” Victor says, and pulls me even tighter, hands roving down to cup my ass. I let him, arching into the touch, eyes locked on Frank’s. He looks mortified, but his cock is hard, straining the fabric.

“Have you ever watched before?” I ask him, voice low and silken.

He shakes his head. “No,” he croaks.

Victor laughs, and I feel it vibrate through my spine. “First time for everything,” he says, fingers squeezing until I gasp.

I turn my head, whisper into Victor’s ear but loud enough for Frank. “He doesn’t know what to do with me. Never has.”

Victor’s lips graze my jaw. “Some men just need to learn by example.”

I shudder, not from fear but from the intoxicating blend of humiliation and power. I reach back, take Victor’s hand, and guide it under the hem of my dress. He slides his fingers up, grazing the lacy barrier of my panties. I’m soaked, and we all know it.

Frank’s breathing grows shallower, almost frantic. His face is beet red, eyes glued to the space where Victor’s hand disappears beneath my skirt.

“Do you want to touch, Frank?” I ask, voice wicked.

He nods, desperate, but stays rooted.

“Say it,” I command.

“I want to touch you,” he whispers, “please.”

Victor’s fingers slip inside me, just enough to make my body jerk. “You’re not in charge tonight, Frank,” he says. “If you want something, you ask her.”

Frank’s hands tremble. “Caroline, may I—”

I cut him off with a laugh, sharp as a slap. “You don’t get to ask tonight. You get to watch.”

Victor’s hand works between my thighs, slow and torturous. He’s skilled—no fumbling, no hesitation. I let the pleasure roll through me, and make sure Frank can see every reaction, every gasp, every twist of my hips. I ride the edge, refusing to come, using the tension like a weapon.

Victor withdraws his hand, licks his finger with obscene satisfaction. “Delicious,” he murmurs, and I could come from that alone.

I lean back, whispering into Frank’s ear. “That’s what a real man tastes like.”

He’s sweating, eyes wild, pupils blown. I reach down, stroke the front of his pants, feel the urgent, pitiful throb of his erection. He bucks at the contact, but I pull away.

“Not yet,” I tell him. “You’ll wait until I say.”

Victor takes my wrist, kisses the inside. “Let’s move this somewhere private,” he says, voice dark with intent.

I take his hand, turn to Frank. “Follow,” I say, “but stay three steps behind.”

Frank does as he’s told, every movement a study in obedience and misery. We take the elevator; the ride up is charged with unspeakable energy. Victor stands behind me, hands on my waist, lips at my neck. Frank stares at our reflection in the mirrored doors, his own humiliation reflected back at him.

On the top floor, Victor leads us to a suite—of course it’s the penthouse. He opens the door and ushers me in, then shuts it behind Frank with a heavy click.

He wastes no time. The moment the door’s closed, he grabs me, lips on my neck, hands roaming. I surrender to the kiss, letting my body mold to his. Behind us, Frank hovers like a ghost, hands knotted, his cock obvious and useless.

Victor rips the hem of my dress up, finds my panties, and yanks them off with a practiced flick. “On the bed,” he orders.

I obey, crawling up onto the silk-draped mattress. Victor follows, pressing me down, grinding into me through his tailored pants. He hikes up my dress, exposing my ass to the open room—open to Frank’s gaze. I hear him gasp, the voyeurism as thrilling as Victor’s touch.

Victor opens his fly, pulls his cock free—thick, dark, already wet at the tip. I feel Frank’s stare, and I love it. I love knowing he’s never filled me like this, never even come close.

Victor buries himself in me, slow at first, then harder. The pleasure is sharp and overwhelming. I brace my hands on the headboard, throwing my head back. “Fuck me,” I say, and he does, each thrust a lesson in what I’ve been missing.

Frank’s noises are soft, strangled. He’s rubbing himself through his pants, desperate for permission. I look him in the eye every time Victor drives into me, wanting him to see every ounce of joy he never gave.

Victor reaches around, fingers working my clit as he pounds into me. I feel the orgasm build—fast, punishing. “Oh fuck,” I cry, not caring who hears. “Don’t stop—”

Victor grunts, shudders, comes with a force that leaves me shaking. He stays inside me, holding me down, letting Frank watch the aftermath.

Only when the tremors fade does he pull out, rolling onto his back with a satisfied sigh. I turn to Frank, still kneeling at the edge of the bed, tears in his eyes, his hand in a death-grip around his cock.

I crawl to him, push his hand away, and unzip his pants. His cock springs out, smaller and paler than Victor’s, leaking already. I stroke him, slow and deliberate.

“Did you like watching?” I ask.

He sobs out a yes.

“Do you want to come?”

He nods, desperate.

“Then beg for it.”

“Please,” he whimpers. “Please let me come. I need it, Caroline, please.”

I stroke him harder, keeping my eyes locked on his. “You’ll come when I say, and not a second before.”

He nods, tears running down his cheeks.

Victor watches from the bed, amusement clear on his face. “You really have him trained.”

I stroke Frank faster, squeezing just the way he likes. His body tenses, desperate for release.

“Now,” I command.

He erupts, hot and violent, covering my hand. He collapses forward, shaking with the force of it.

I wipe my hand on his shirt and stand, adjusting my dress. I cross to Victor, curl up beside him, my back to Frank.

After a moment, I hear Frank gather himself. He straightens his suit, wipes his face, and stands by the window, staring out at the city.

Victor wraps an arm around me, pulling me close. “Was this your plan all along?”

I smile, tracing a finger over his chest. “Of course. I wanted you to see what you were bidding for.”

Victor laughs, and it’s perfect. I feel the triumph settle in my bones, a fire that won’t burn out.

I turn to Frank, who still stares out the glass, lost.

“Wait up for us,” I say, voice as soft as it is cruel. “We might need you again.”

He nods, and I know he will.

Once you teach a man his place, he never forgets it.


Chapter 2

The elevator is a glass bullet, shuttling us up to the roof with a speed that leaves my stomach tight and humming. Victor’s hand finds the small of my back, his thumb tracing lazy circles against my skin, while Frank stares at his own reflection in the mirrored doors—trying, I think, to find some version of himself that isn’t a bystander.

When we emerge, the pool is all mirror and azure; the deck is staged with glossy white loungers and oversized umbrellas. The horizon splits the city in half, the world below a suggestion. It’s early, but not empty: a handful of hotel guests in sunglasses and resort casual, scattered like chess pieces in the sun. They look up as we arrive—a six-foot-two predator, a woman in a string bikini, and a man who walks like he’s on death row.

Victor is first to the water. He peels off his shirt with zero self-consciousness, then slips into the pool with a grace that’s at odds with his size. I follow, making a show of stretching—arms overhead, breasts straining against the thin triangle of my top. I can feel every eye on me, including Frank’s. Especially Frank’s.

I lower myself into the shallow end, gasping theatrically at the chill. The water hugs my body, the fabric of my suit going instantly translucent. I see the outlines of my nipples, the dark shadow of my pubic hair. If I were an ounce more modest, I’d blush; instead I arch my back, tilt my chin, and make sure the sun has a clear shot at all my best angles.

Frank hovers at the edge, towel wrapped around his waist like a shield.

“Come in, Frank,” I call, voice bright and acid. “You’re not afraid of a little public exposure, are you?”

He glances at the other guests, then back at me, mortified. “I, uh, didn’t bring—”

Victor cuts him off. “We’re all friends here. Don’t be shy.”

Frank shuffles to the steps and sits, ankles in the water, but goes no farther. He keeps his knees together, hands locked in his lap.

Victor glides toward me, his strokes efficient, predatory. He comes up behind me, presses his chest to my back, and encircles me with his arms. I melt against him, letting my head loll back onto his shoulder. He nuzzles my neck, lips grazing my ear.

“You like an audience,” he whispers, voice thick with amusement.

“You’re not the only one who likes to show off,” I murmur, and run my hand down his thigh, underwater, all the way to the hard outline of his cock. He’s half-erect already, and I squeeze him, thumb tracing the ridge through his suit.

Frank watches from the steps, lips parted. I exaggerate the movement, letting my arm break the surface so he can see exactly where my hand is.

Victor’s response is immediate. He slips a hand under the water, cups my breast, pinching until I gasp. The pain is exquisite, a live wire straight to my clit.

I shift in his grip, grinding my ass against him, feeling him swell even more. “You’re going to tear this suit,” I hiss, then reach up and untie the top, letting it float away. Victor catches it with one hand and tosses it to the side of the pool, then palms my breast in full view.

Frank’s face is a study in torment.

One guest, a leathery woman with perfect teeth and a nose job you could use to open an envelope, raises her sunglasses and watches us with open fascination. I smile at her, then close my eyes as Victor slides his hand down my belly, beneath the waistband of my bottoms.

He doesn’t bother with preamble—just plunges two fingers inside me, slow and deep. I clench around him, every muscle rigid with want.

I moan louder than necessary, and arch up against his hand. “God, right there,” I say, pitching my voice to carry. Frank flinches, but doesn’t look away.

Victor works his fingers, curling just so, until I’m right at the edge. “You want to come in the pool?” he asks, teeth on my ear.

“Yes,” I gasp. “Yes, fuck, yes—”

He speeds up, thumb circling my clit, and I come with a shudder that rocks me from crown to toe. I don’t care who sees; in fact, I want them all to see. I want Frank to see.

When I’m done, Victor withdraws his hand, brings it to his lips, and licks his fingers clean. I turn, straddle his lap, and kiss him hard, tasting myself on his tongue.

Frank sits on the steps, knuckles white, breathing through his mouth. I beckon him closer with a finger.

“Come here,” I say. “Sit next to us.”

He obeys, shuffling into the shallow water, eyes fixed on the tile. He’s visibly hard under the thin fabric of his swim trunks.

I reach out and take his hand, guiding it to my breast. “You can touch, if you’re polite,” I say, smiling. “Victor doesn’t mind sharing his toys.”

Frank’s hand trembles as he cups me, thumb flicking over my nipple. I look down at him, a mix of pity and contempt. “You could have had this,” I say. “You had years. But you never even tried.”

He says nothing, just kneads my flesh with desperate, clumsy need.

Victor watches, bemused. “He’s hopeless,” he says. “But at least he knows his place now.”

I shift on Victor’s lap, feeling his cock straining against his suit. “Do you want to fuck me here?” I ask, loud enough for Frank and anyone else to hear.

Victor grins, savage. “You think you can take it?”

“Try me,” I dared.

He pulls my bikini bottom to the side, pushes inside me in one brutal thrust. I gasp, clawing at his shoulders. The friction, the exhibition, the knowledge that Frank and a half-dozen strangers are watching—it’s almost too much.

Victor sets a relentless rhythm, fucking me with short, deep strokes. I cling to him, nails digging into his back. Frank is inches away, transfixed, his own arousal obvious and pathetic.

I lock eyes with Frank, riding Victor’s cock with abandon. “You want to touch yourself?” I ask.

He nods, desperate.

“Go ahead,” I say. “But don’t come. If you do, you’re sleeping in the hall tonight.”

He slips his hand into his trunks and strokes himself slowly and shamefully.

Victor fucks me harder, grunting with effort. I come again, legs shaking, breathless and spent. Victor’s own orgasm is silent but seismic; he buries his face in my neck and holds me tight until the tremors fade.

I slide off his lap, reclaim my bikini top, and tie it back on. My hands are shaking, but my smile is steady.

Frank sits in the water, cock still in hand, eyes glazed.

“Did you enjoy the show?” I ask.

He can barely speak. “Yes.”

Victor climbs out of the pool, water sluicing off his body. “You two finish up. I’ll order drinks.”

I haul myself onto the deck, towel off, and stretch out on a lounger. Frank follows, towel wrapped around his waist.

I pat the spot beside me. “Come dry my hair,” I say.

He sits, picks up a towel, and pats my scalp with gentle, awkward care.

“You’re getting better at this,” I tell him, closing my eyes. “You might even earn your way back into my bed someday.”

He doesn’t answer, but I know he’s listening.

Out of the corner of my eye, I see the nosy woman from earlier whispering to her companion, both of them sneaking glances in our direction. I hope the rumor mill is working overtime; I want our disgrace to echo off every rooftop in the city.

Victor returns, a tray of drinks in hand. He hands me a glass, then sinks onto the lounger next to mine.

“To new beginnings,” he says, clinking his glass against mine .

Frank sits between us, a penitent at the altar of our appetites.

I rest my head on his shoulder, just for a moment, and let the sun dry the last traces of shame from my skin.

Tomorrow, I know, there will be hell to pay. But today, I am undefeated.

#

We return to the suite as conquerors—Victor leading, me clinging to his arm, Frank limping behind. Our hair is wet and wild, skin scented with chlorine and sunlight. I’m still wearing the bikini, barely, but the strings have loosened and the fabric clings to me like a second, sluttier skin.

The penthouse is cold after the rooftop, the marble floors and leather furniture a hard contrast to the water and air outside. Victor moves with casual ownership, drops his towel on the carpet, and surveys the room as if planning a renovation.

He turns to Frank, voice ironclad. “Sit in that chair, and don’t move.”

Frank obeys, shuffling to an armchair with a view of the bed. His hands are balled in his lap. He looks like a condemned man waiting for sentence.

Victor faces me, his eyes darker than I’ve ever seen them. “Are you ready?”

I nod, unable to trust my voice.

He strips me of my bikini in one motion, leaves it in a sodden heap on the floor, then gestures to the bed. “On your back, arms up.”

I climb onto the mattress, spreading my arms as instructed. Victor opens his overnight bag and produces two silk scarves—navy blue and blood red—and a pair of supple black leather cuffs. He binds my wrists to the headboard with methodical precision, pulling the scarves tight enough to burn but not bruise. The cuffs follow, buckled around my ankles and attached to the lower posts. I’m splayed, helpless, every muscle exposed and aching.

He steps back to admire his work, then turns to Frank. “Good view?”

Frank doesn’t answer, but I see him nod, just a flicker.

Victor climbs onto the bed, settling between my legs. He doesn’t touch me, not at first. Instead, he leans over, mouth close to my ear. “You’re going to keep your eyes on him,” he says. “You come when I tell you, and not before. Understand?”

I shiver, then nod. “Yes.”

He begins with his tongue, tracing lines from my collarbone to my nipples, down my ribs, over the bruises he left last night. He marks me again, sucking each breast until the tips are swollen and tender. I moan, low and guttural, but he ignores my noises, focused on his own rhythm.

I lock eyes with Frank. He’s rigid in the chair, face pale, pupils blown wide. The bulge in his pants is obscene.

Victor drags his tongue down my stomach, then pauses, just above my clit. He glances at Frank. “You want to watch me make her come?”

Frank nods, desperate.

“Then pay attention,” Victor says, and buries his face between my thighs.

The first lick is a shock, electric. His tongue is broad and relentless, stroking me until I’m gasping, hips straining against the restraints. He sucks my clit, then fucks me with two fingers, twisting and curling until I’m right at the edge.

“Don’t come,” he warns, mouth still pressed to me.

I clench my fists, fighting the urge to let go. The denial is exquisite, worse than anything I’ve ever endured.

He keeps me there for minutes—an eternity—edging me closer and closer, then backing off until I’m shaking with need. All the while, my eyes never leave Frank’s. I see the agony and hunger in his face. I know he’s close to coming, just from watching.

Victor sits back, wipes his mouth with the back of his hand, and smiles. “Now you can beg,” he says.

“Please,” I gasp, “please let me come. I need it.”

He laughs, then turns to Frank. “What do you think, Frank? Should I let your wife come?”

Frank swallows. “Yes,” he whispers. “Please.”

Victor returns to my cunt, tongue faster now, fingers punishing. The orgasm is volcanic, ripping through me with a force that leaves me sobbing, tears streaming down my face. I scream, not caring who hears. My whole body trembles, pinned and helpless, lost.

He doesn’t stop. He keeps licking, keeps fucking me with his fingers until the next orgasm builds, then the next. Each one is sharper, crueler, until I’m blubbering nonsense, my brain wiped clean.

When I finally collapse, limp and ruined, Victor unstraps my ankles but leaves my wrists tied. He rolls me onto my stomach, then enters me from behind, pushing my face into the pillow. His hands grip my hips, hard enough to bruise. He pounds me, rough and merciless, while Frank watches every second.

I glance back, just once, and see Frank palming himself through his pants, desperate for any contact.

Victor finishes with a roar, buries his cock deep inside me, then collapses next to me on the bed. He’s sweaty, panting, eyes closed in triumph.

I’m spent, but radiant. My body hums with satisfaction, every nerve fried and grateful.

Frank sits in the chair, untouched, his arousal a living thing between his legs.

Victor opens one eye, glances at Frank, and says, “Come here. Clean her up.”

Frank obeys, shuffling to the bed. He kneels, hesitates, then leans down and licks Victor’s semen from my thighs, slow and methodical. I arch into his mouth, sighing at the softness of his tongue.

Victor laughs, then gestures for Frank to sit on the edge of the mattress. “Do you want to come?”

Frank nods, eyes wild.

“Not yet,” Victor says, voice like steel. “You wait until I say.”

He unties my wrists, then pulls me into his lap. I straddle him, letting his cock slide against my ass, and face Frank, who’s so close I can feel his breath on my skin.

Victor cups my breasts, pinches my nipples, then orders Frank to watch as he slides two fingers back into me. I’m sore, but so fucking ready. I ride his hand, grinding against him, while Frank watches, unable to touch himself.

When I come again, I scream Frank’s name. He shudders, but keeps his hands at his sides.

Victor withdraws his fingers, then turns to Frank. “Now,” he says.

Frank explodes in his pants, eyes rolling back, body convulsing with release. The wet spot spreads across his lap, humiliation complete.

I laugh, delighted, then collapse against Victor’s chest. He kisses my forehead, gentle and possessive.

Frank kneels at the foot of the bed, ruined and obedient.

Victor strokes my hair, then whispers, “You’re perfect.”

I believe him.

The suite is quiet, except for the sound of our breathing.

Tomorrow, I know, there will be consequences. But tonight, there is only this: me, bound and adored, Victor triumphant, Frank broken but grateful.

It’s not love. It’s better.

It’s victory.


Chapter 3

Victor sprawls across the duvet with a sheet tangled around his waist, a perfect still life of aftermath. The light has shifted since dawn—less judgment, more postmortem. I stand by the window, naked, bruised, glittering with sweat and spit and the dried filigree of his conquest. My throat is raw from screaming and laughing and something in between.

Frank perches at the foot of the bed, hands trembling in his lap, knees pressed together like he’s holding himself in. His shirt is half-buttoned, backwards, as if he dressed in a panic. I can’t decide if I want to slap him or pull his hair, so I settle for watching him wilt from across the room.

It’s a tableau of defeat, and I’ve never felt so alive.

I pace along the window, running my palms over the glass, letting the city look in if it wants to. “Do you want to know the best part, Frank?” My voice carries like a blade in a cathedral.

He doesn’t answer. He’s barely breathing. I turn, saunter toward him, hips loose and slow, as if I’m stalking prey with nowhere left to run.

“Did you really think last night was some…accident?” I pause in front of him, hands on my hips, letting him take inventory of every bruise and bite and fingerprint Victor’s left behind.

He stares, desperate to look anywhere but my face.

I crouch, leveling our gazes, the air sharp with his shame. “You thought it was fate that Victor was the highest bidder? Some cosmic joke?”

Frank’s mouth opens and closes, useless. A goldfish in a blender.

“I approached him weeks ago,” I say, each word slow enough to sink. “I set it all up—the auction, the weekend, the rules of the game. He didn’t even want to bid at first. You know what changed his mind?” I reach out, brush the damp hair from Frank’s forehead, more tenderness than he deserves. “I told him how much you worshipped him. You spent your career idolizing the man, trying to measure up, always coming up short. He liked that. He enjoyed knowing you’d have to watch.”

The color drains from Frank’s face. He grips the edge of the bed so hard his knuckles flare white.

“Why?” he manages, voice a whisper, a child’s question.

I laugh, full and bright. “Because you never fucking listened, Frank. All those years, all those boring, breathless attempts to please me. I told you what I wanted. I told you what I needed. You offered me a sandbox when I wanted a battlefield.”

Victor shifts on the bed, propping himself on one elbow, lazily amused. He’s content to watch the spectacle, his handiwork rippling across my skin in purple and red.

Frank glances at Victor, then back at me, his lips trembling. “I—I thought we were—”

“Special?” I cut in. “God, you’re adorable. You’re the only one in this room who still believes in fairy tales.”

He tries to speak, but only a wet choking sound comes out. The trembling spreads from his hands up his arms. I savor it the way a cat savors a crippled bird before the kill.

I rise to my feet, circle behind him, fingers tracing his shoulders. He flinches at my touch but doesn’t pull away. “You know why I chose Victor?” I whisper, lips at his ear.

He shakes his head, tears leaking down his cheeks now.

“Because he made you,” I hiss. “Every professional skill, every posturing gesture, every ounce of your ambition—he shaped it. And I wanted him to unmake you. In front of me. In front of you.”

Frank gasps, a sound halfway between grief and orgasm. I press my nails into his scalp and tug his head back, forcing him to meet my eyes in the mirror above the dresser. Shock blows his pupils wide.

“Look at you,” I say, voice velvet and venom. “A man reduced to ash by the only two people who ever really saw you.”

He whimpers, the sound childlike. I could almost pity him if it didn’t turn me on so much.

Victor clears his throat. “You said you wanted a clean break, Caroline. This is…impressive.”

I flash him a smile. “We’re not quite done.”

I push Frank forward, hands on his back, making him hunch over his knees. He shudders, arms hugging his ribs. “All those planning calls I said were with Gloria? Victor, every time. You know those weekends I claimed to be at the spa?” I run my palm down Frank’s spine, letting it linger at the small of his back. “I was at Victor’s place, testing his product.”

Frank convulses, shoulders shaking with silent sobs.

I bend close, biting his ear. “He’s bigger, smarter, meaner. And he’s going to be your boss next quarter. Did you know that? Victor’s taking over your department.”

Frank shakes his head, moaning.

Victor stands, crossing the room. He towers above us, a titan in boxer briefs, cock swelling at the spectacle. He plants a hand on Frank’s shoulder—heavy, unyielding.

“Consider this an orientation,” Victor says, voice rich with triumph.

Frank collapses, chin to his chest. I stand, rolling my neck, relishing the stretch and the power.

I step between them, lean over, and kiss Victor, slow and filthy, making sure Frank can’t miss the sound or sight. I turn back to Frank and straddle his lap, pinning him with my thighs.

“Is this what you wanted?” I ask, hands cradling his tear-soaked face.

He can’t answer. He’s beyond language.

I press my forehead to his, voice low and brutal. “This is what you made me, Frank. I hope it hurts.”

He nods, tiny and broken.

I slide off his lap, grab a robe from the floor, and pull it around me. I look at Victor, who’s grinning, and then back at the ruin of my husband.

“I need a shower,” I say, crossing to the marble bath.

As I walk away, I hear Victor’s voice behind me, crisp and cold: “We’ll see you at breakfast, Frank.”

The water hits my skin like absolution. I let it scald, let the steam erase the last traces of regret. Outside, I hear the muffled sound of Frank’s sobbing, the low rumble of Victor’s laughter, the city waking up to another beautiful day.

I scrub myself raw, then lean against the glass, staring down at the street far below.

I don’t cry. I don’t need to.

This is what I wanted.

And it’s only the beginning.

#

I towel off slow, watching my reflection for signs of remorse and finding nothing but clean skin and a constellation of bruises. I let the robe slide off my shoulders as I step back into the suite. Frank sits where I left him, on the edge of the bed, hands limp and dead on his knees, his gaze fixed on a spot in the carpet as if he stares hard enough he might fall through.

Victor leans against the dresser, towel knotted at his waist, hair still wet from his own quick rinse. His eyes are on me, and there’s hunger there, but also a twisted fondness—a man proud of his monster.

I don’t speak right away. I let the silence burn, let the tension harden into something brittle and sharp.

Frank’s voice is so small I almost miss it: “Can we go home?”

I laugh, but not kindly. “Oh, darling. We’re just getting to the good part.” I drop the towel and cross the room, naked and unhurried, water beading down my thighs. Victor’s gaze tracks my every step. I savor it the way a showgirl must savor the footlights, the hush before a number. I turn to Frank.

“Sit there,” I command, pointing to the armchair positioned directly across from the bed, close enough to see every detail, too far for rescue.

With his will gone from his joints, he moves like a puppet. He sits, spine rod-straight, eyes blinking as if fighting off a head wound. He won’t meet my gaze. Not yet.

Victor drops his towel. He’s magnificent—broad and hungry, the marks of my nails still raked down his chest from earlier. He crosses to me, stops inches away, and brushes a knuckle down my cheek.

“You want to put on a show?” he says, voice low enough for just us.

“Let’s make sure Frank never forgets it,” I reply, loud enough for him to hear.

I climb onto the bed and splay myself out, arms above my head, knees drawn up and apart. I tilt my chin so I can watch Frank over the peak of my breasts. He glances up, then instantly away, the red flush climbing from his chest to his ears.

Victor climbs in after me, knees straddling my hips, and bends down to whisper in my ear: “You want him to watch me fuck you senseless?”

“Don’t hold back,” I murmur, voice a purr. “I want him to see everything he never was.”

Victor grins, wicked and sure. He runs his tongue along my jaw, bites down hard enough to leave a mark. My hips arch up into his. I reach down and wrap my hand around his cock, guiding it to the slick, aching heat between my legs.

He doesn’t ease in. He shoves, brutal and unceremoniously, splitting me in half with the first thrust. I yelp, the sting as sharp as it is sweet, and reach up to claw at his back. He sets a punishing rhythm, every motion choreographed for the audience.

I lock eyes with Frank. He’s transfixed, his jaw trembling. I bare my teeth in a smile.

“See that, baby?” I call out, voice bouncing off the glass. “This is what it feels like. What I’ve been wanting.”

Victor grips my thighs, lifting them higher, angling for maximum depth. The headboard slams against the wall in time with his hips, and I moan, long and loud, making sure Frank can hear every note. I reach down and rub my clit, quick and practiced, shivering under the onslaught.

Victor’s cock is a battering ram, each thrust flattening my will until all that’s left is hunger. I stare at Frank the whole time, never breaking the connection.

“You could have done this,” I taunt, voice gone ragged. “You could have made me scream for you.”

Frank shakes his head, mute.

“But you never did,” I hiss. “You never tried. So now you get to watch while someone else does it better.”

Victor leans over, bites my nipple, then looks up at Frank. “She’s right, you know,” he says, not breaking his stroke. “Some men were born to take, and some were born to watch.”

Frank makes a noise, almost a sob, but his hands don’t move from his knees.

Victor fucks me harder, the pain blooming behind my eyes until I’m seeing stars. I rub my clit faster, desperate, knowing I won’t last much longer. I want to drag Frank with me, force him to feel every ounce of my pleasure as punishment.

“Look at me,” I command, voice cracking with effort.

Frank looks up, eyes wet, face ruined.

“Watch me come,” I snarl. “Watch what you’ll never have again.”

Victor’s pace goes frantic, hips slamming me into the mattress. Screaming, with my back arched, and every muscle locked tight, I come. I don’t close my eyes. I want Frank to see the exact moment I shatter, want him to record it in the soft parts of his memory forever.

Victor finishes a heartbeat later, cock pulsing inside me. He stays there buried, holding me down, while I shake and sob and laugh.

Frank covers his face with both hands, shoulders hunched.

After shoving Victor off, I crawl to the foot of the bed and stare at Frank. I’m a mess—hair wild, skin slick, thighs streaked with sweat and come. I love how I look, how I must appear to him: untouchable, unconquerable.

I kneel at the edge of the mattress, spread my legs wide, and run my fingers through the mess Victor left inside me. I let it drip out, pooling on the sheets, before turning my palm to Frank.

“This is what a real man feels like,” I say, voice icy.

Frank sobs, head in his hands.

Victor stands, stretches, and stalks to the bathroom, satisfied.

I crawl across the bed, drag the sheet over my shoulders, and curl up in a tight ball. For a moment, the exhaustion catches up with me. I close my eyes, letting the world spin.

I wake to the sound of Frank’s crying, low and guttural, a sound that would break my heart if I had one left to break.

I roll onto my back and stare at the ceiling.

This is it, I think. This is the new world. Nothing soft, nothing safe, nothing left to lose.

I smile, eyes damp but unashamed.

Tomorrow, we’ll pick up the pieces.

Tonight, I savor the ruin.

#

Victor is the first to move, breaking the trance of spent violence and humiliation. He dresses with military economy—boxer briefs, tailored trousers, white shirt with the collar popped, hair finger-combed back into the suggestion of civility. His eyes never leave mine, except to flick once—just once—toward Frank, who still sits in the chair, hands limp, pants tented from his own shame.

Victor grins at me, slow and wolfish. “You want the room?” he says, voice still thick with satisfaction.

I lounge on the bed, one knee cocked, arms folded behind my head. My thighs are sticky with his come, sheets beneath me soaked through. I shrug, a pantomime of indifference.

“Stay if you want,” I say, “but you’ve already seen the main event.”

He laughs, pulls on his jacket, and glides to the door. As he passes Frank, he pauses, leans in, and plants a heavy hand on his shoulder.

“Monday’s board meeting should be interesting,” Victor murmurs, tone dripping with condescension. “Try not to fuck up the quarterly projections. I’d hate to discipline you in front of a crowd.”

Frank doesn’t answer. He sits frozen, eyes glazed, breathing shallow and desperate.

Victor gives me a brief salute and exits, the door closing with a whisper of finality.

The silence is delicious.

I stretch, limbs sore but singing. Every inch of my body, every place where Victor has left his mark, is something I can feel. I savor the slow ooze of his seed from my cunt, running in lazy rivulets down my thighs. I reach down, scoop some up, and lick it from my fingers, eyes fixed on Frank.

He shudders, but doesn’t look away.

I sit up, let the sheet fall away, and plant my feet on the floor. Dazzling still and naked, every inch of me was designed to torment him. I walk to the mini-bar, pour myself a glass of water, and drain it in one go.

Frank flinches when I approach, but I just laugh.

“Don’t be so jumpy,” I say. “The hard part is over.”

He looks at me then, really looks. His face is raw, eyes rimmed red, lips chapped from chewing and worry. He doesn’t speak, but I can feel the questions boiling in his skull.

I sit on the edge of the bed, legs crossed, water glass balanced on my knee. “You want to know what happens next?”

He manages a nod.

I smile, all teeth. “We go home. You go back to your spreadsheets, your insignificant life. I’ll go back to being the woman you can’t control. Except now you know the truth: you never could.”

Frank’s throat works, but nothing comes out.

I lean in, voice pitched low. “I’m going to keep seeing him. Maybe other men, too. You’re going to help me pick them, Frank. It will be your job to make the introductions. You’ll set the schedule, book the rooms, buy the lingerie. Every time you watch, you’ll remember tonight. Every time you fuck me, you’ll know it’s just an echo, a mercy.”

His hands grip the armrests so hard I think they might break.

I stand, cross to him, and kneel between his legs. My hair brushes his thighs. I reach up, undo his belt, and pull his pants and boxers down to his ankles.

His cock springs free, hard and flushed and leaking. I can smell the fear and want rolling off him. I run my hand along the shaft, slowly and clinically, as if inspecting a specimen for defects.

“You’re not worthless,” I say, stroking him with practiced ease. “You’re just…not enough. Not for me. Not anymore.”

He moans, the sound choked and helpless.

Leaning forward, I take him in my mouth, slow and deep, allowing my lips and tongue to do what years of marriage have trained them to do. I taste the salt of his pre-cum, the tang of his humiliation. I want him to remember this: my mouth full of Victor’s flavor, my body still wrecked and dripping from the man he’ll never be.

I bring him to the edge, then pull away, watching his face contort with agony.

“Not yet,” I whisper, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. “You come when I say.”

He whimpers, desperate.

I suck him again, harder this time, tongue swirling, jaw working. He bucks, tries to thrust, but I dig my nails into his hips and pin him down.

I pull off, leave him twitching in the cold air, and stare up at him.

“You’re going to clean the suite,” I say, calm as a boss giving orders. “Pack my things. Call the driver.”

He nods, panting.

I wrap my hand around him, pump once, twice, slow and ruthless. “You want to come?” I ask.

“Yes,” he gasps. “Please. Please.”

“Beg for it,” I demand.

He sobs, then: “Please, Caroline. I need it. I need you.”

I squeeze harder, thumb rubbing the head. “You want to come for your wife, or for your boss?”

He chokes. “Both,” he cries. “Anything. Please.”

I smile, wicked and triumphant.

“Then you’ll do everything I say, from now on.”

He nods, frantic.

I stroke him fast, relentlessly, never taking my eyes off his. When he comes, it’s violent, spurting across my chest and chin, dripping down my neck. I milk him until he’s empty, then sit back on my heels, grinning.

“Good boy,” I say, licking the mess from my fingers.

Frank slumps, spent and broken.

I stand, walk to the window, and stare out at the city.

This is what victory tastes like.

It’s not sweet. It’s not gentle.

It’s perfect.


Chapter 4

The return trip is surgical, all clean lines and silence. The driver ferries us from the hotel’s revolving doors to our penthouse with the same polite blankness he uses for city councilmen and international debutantes, but I catch the furtive glances in the rearview mirror. He can smell the aftermath, though he has no name for it. I imagine the stories he’ll tell his wife tonight. I hope they disgust her.

Frank sits slumped on the far side of the back seat, as if afraid his mere presence might stain my dress. He keeps his hands clamped between his knees, eyes fixed on the grid of the passing city, the mirrored glass of office towers, anything but me. Good. He’s learning.

I watch my reflection in the window: lips swollen, hair wild, the evidence of a hundred minor victories smudged into the corners of my smile. There’s a fresh charge in my body, a hum just beneath the skin. Refueled. Remade.

When the car glides up to our building, the doorman hurries out to open the rear door. “Mrs. Reynolds,” he says, eyes flicking up and down my body with professional speed. “Welcome home.”

Frank doesn’t even wait for the door to finish closing before he bolts for the elevator. I follow at a leisurely pace, taking the time to smooth my skirt and retie the silk scarf at my neck. The lobby is empty except for the concierge, who watches our progress with a sly sort of boredom. I flash him a smile as I pass, not because I need his approval but because I enjoy the effect.

Our penthouse is cold, sterile, untouched by human warmth in our absence. The cleaner has arranged everything in funereal order: pillows plumped, fresh-cut lilies drooping over the credenza, glass surfaces so spotless they turn the cityscape into a dizzying infinity. I drop my purse on the console and walk straight to the bar, pouring myself a double scotch, neat.

Frank hovers at the threshold, backpack dangling from one hand. He looks lost, a child after the world’s longest timeout. He opens his mouth, closes it, and finally says, “Do you want coffee?”

“No. I want you to sit down.”

He perches on the edge of the couch, careful to leave an ocean of space between us. His gaze is frantic, like a lab rat who’s learned that the cheese comes electrified.

“We’re hosting a dinner party next Friday.”

Frank blinks. “We are?”

“I am,” I correct. “You’ll be here, of course, but only as much as is necessary.”

He looks at his hands. “Who’s coming?”

I lean against the counter, crossing my arms. “The usual suspects. Gloria and her latest boy toy. That ghoul from the planning committee—what’s her name? Oh, and the Thompsons.” I let the names hang, each one a small, sharpened knife.

Frank’s face drains at the mention of the Thompsons. He swallows. “Do you think that’s wise?”

“Are you worried about your reputation?” I laugh, sharp as a slap. “Sweetheart, if you had any left, Victor would have finished it last night.”

He flinches, then tries to rally. “Maybe we should wait—give it a week, let things settle—”

I cut him off with a gesture. “No. We strike now, while the iron is hot.” I push off from the counter and pace the length of the living room, letting my heels echo off the marble.

Frank’s voice is thin. “I don’t know if I can—”

I whirl on him. “You don’t get a vote. Not after this weekend.” I close the gap between us, plant my hands on the back of the couch, and loom over him. He doesn’t look up, just stares at my knees.

“I’m going to teach you,” I say, voice soft and close. “I’m going to teach you how to be a good little husband. You’ll greet the guests, pour the drinks, and make polite conversation. But you will not under any circumstances embarrass me. Understood?”

He nods, barely.

I tap his cheek, just hard enough to sting. “Say it.”

“Understood,” he whispers.

“Good boy,” I say, and mean it.

I straighten, head to the study, and pull up the guest list on my phone. I scroll through the names, fingers hovering over each one, weighing the potential for spectacle and scandal. Gloria is a lock, of course—she’s half my public relations and all of my rumor control. The Thompsons are more interesting. I know for a fact that Liz has been fucking her Pilates instructor for months, and her husband has been auditioning for the role of “closeted cuckold” since the Christmas party. I grin at the possibilities.

Next, I text the caterer, the decorator, and a sommelier with the taste of a Parisian corpse. Each message is brisk, imperious. I want perfection, and I want it on my terms.

I wander back to the living room, where Frank hasn’t moved. He looks up as I enter, fear and longing fighting for dominance in his eyes.

“We’ll need to prep the house,” I announce. “You’ll help the cleaning crew. I want the floors immaculate, the guest bath stocked with real towels, not those cheap little squares you ordered last time.”

He nods, desperate to please.

I cross to the window, look down at the toy city below. “And you’ll wear the grey suit. The one Victor complimented.”

I hear his breath catch. “I thought you hated that suit.”

“I do,” I say, “but it makes you look like a man who’s trying very hard to be a man. I want the guests to see that.”

He doesn’t respond. He knows better.

I pour another scotch, this time adding a single cube of ice, and lean back against the counter. “Frank?”

He looks up, hope flickering. “Yes?”

“Are you jealous?”

He considers, then nods. “Yes.”

I let the silence stretch. “Good. I want you to remember that feeling.”

He looks down, shoulders slumping.

“Don’t look so defeated,” I say. “You’re going to have a front-row seat.”

He shudders, but a trace of excitement glints in his eyes. I see it, and I file it away for later.

The rest of the day passes in a flurry of logistics. I order flowers, schedule a deep clean, and vet the menu options with the ruthlessness of a firing squad. I make sure the wine cellar is stocked and the silverware polished to a blinding sheen.

Frank follows my instructions to the letter. He empties the fridge, scrubs the kitchen tiles, and even dusts the crown molding. I caught him once, standing in the dining room, staring at the table set for twelve, his expression unreadable.

I pad in behind him, barefoot, hair up in a silk scarf. “Do you think we’re ready?”

He jumps, startled. “Almost,” he says. “Do you want me to polish the crystal?”

I step closer, take the glass from his hand, and set it aside. “I want you to listen,” I say, voice low and intimate. “Next Friday, you will do exactly as I say. If you disobey, if you make a scene, I will make you regret it.”

He nods, silent.

I tilt his chin up, forcing him to meet my gaze. “You’re going to watch me flirt with every man in that room. And some women, too. You’ll laugh at the jokes, and you’ll smile when you see me touch them. You’ll remember every word, every gesture, every secret I whisper in their ears.”

He’s breathing faster now, but doesn’t break eye contact.

I drop my hand, pat his cheek, and walk away. “Dinner is at seven,” I call over my shoulder. “Don’t be late.”

I leave him in the dining room, alone with the crystal and the fine linen and the knowledge of what’s coming.

It’s enough for now.

But next Friday, I’ll raise the stakes.

And he’ll thank me for it.

#

Friday. The air is knife-sharp, humming with anticipation. The penthouse is a cathedral of decadence: candles flicker in every alcove, crystal refracts light into the corners, the scent of peonies and rare steak commingle in a way that says this isn’t just a dinner, it’s an execution. I move through the pre-party like a conductor, orchestrating staff, fussing over seating, double-checking the wine pairings with a sommelier who has never told me no.

Frank is a wreck, pacing in his suit, polishing nonexistent smudges from the silver. He knows what’s coming, or at least he suspects, which is almost better. The most exquisite torture is the anticipation, the knowledge that the axe hangs just above and you have to be charming while you wait for it.

I vanish into the master suite at six-thirty, leaving Frank to sweat out the arrival of the guests. I spend twenty minutes on my makeup, perfecting the cat-eye, drawing blood-red lines on my lips with the precision of a surgeon. The dress is black, skin-tight, and slit high enough to raise questions even among our crowd. No bra, just a hint of nipple beneath the silk. I step into stilettos so severe they might qualify as blunt instruments, then spritz perfume at my wrists, behind my knees, at the curve of my throat.

I pause at the top of the grand staircase, surveying the tableau below. Gloria is already here, giggling at her own jokes and leaning so far into her boy toy’s chest she might as well crawl inside. The Thompsons hover near the bar, both impeccably dressed, both scanning the room like predators on a veldt. Liz’s dress is a battle flag—white and virginal, offset by a choker that screams, “I’ve seen things.” Her husband, Paul, wears his hair slicked back and his wedding band on a chain around his neck. The others arrive in drips and drops, each with their own small orbit, but already I can see the lines being drawn.

Frank does his best to play host, greeting arrivals with brittle smiles and increasingly desperate pours of refills. He bows when people enter, hands them drinks, makes tight conversation about traffic and the market. No one is really listening. They’re all waiting for me.

When I enter, the room stills. There’s a half-beat where even Gloria stops talking, and the only sound is the crystal in my hand tapping the banister as I descend. Eyes track every step. The dress does its job, telegraphing intent like a neon sign, but it’s the way I walk—the ownership, the promise of danger—that has them holding their breath.

Gloria is the first to recover. “Darling, you’re a vision,” she says, voice syrupy and loud enough to reach the far end of the room.

I lean in, kiss her on both cheeks, and let my hand linger at the nape. “You’re too kind,” I whisper. Her boy toy’s gaze drops straight to my cleavage, where it lingers for the rest of the evening.

Paul Thompson offers me a drink. “You look…different tonight,” he says, barely masking the hunger in his eyes.

I accept the glass, brush his fingers with mine, and arch a brow. “It’s a special occasion.”

His wife, Liz, sidles up, her eyes laser-bright. “What are we celebrating?”

I let the question hang. “Surprises,” I say, and move on.

Dinner is a parade of the city’s best, each course an escalation. Sashimi with caviar, lamb shank so tender it falls apart under the slightest pressure, tiny spheres of sorbet that explode on the tongue. The caterer’s staff glides in and out, silent and invisible. I make sure Frank stays busy, refilling glasses and clearing plates, a butler at his own execution.

Conversation orbits the usual: markets, children, scandals, the city’s ongoing collapse. I steer it, gently at first, then with more force.

“So, Paul,” I say over the first course, “you’ve been traveling. Any new conquests?”

He laughs, feigning modesty. “A few client dinners in Tokyo, nothing wild. You know how it is.”

I turn to Liz, letting my lips curl. “And you? Been behaving while the husband’s away?”

She doesn’t flinch. “Never,” she purrs.

The table laughs, but the subtext is acid. I catch Frank’s eye across the room, and he flushes, already behind in the game.

I shift the attention. “Gloria, did you tell everyone about that party in Milan?” I say.

She blushes, fans herself. “Oh God, no, Caroline, you’re terrible.”

“Now you have to,” I say, leaning in so the entire table can see the inside of my thigh. “It’s too good.”

Gloria launches into a story about a masquerade, and she rivets the table. I sip my drink and rest my hand on Paul’s thigh beneath the tablecloth. His leg tenses, then relaxes, a pulse of excitement running through him. I stroke a slow circle with my fingertip. He glances at Liz, but she’s deep in conversation with Gloria, or at least pretending to be.

I move my foot, just slightly, so it grazes the ankle of Gloria’s boy toy. He stiffens, then looks up at me, eyes wide. I wink.

By the main course, the table is flush with stories, each one more suggestive than the last. I ramp it up, dropping a story about a failed trip to Greece and a run-in with a swimsuit model. “It’s amazing what people will do for the right audience,” I say, voice velvet and sweet.

Liz cocks her head. “Did you join her, or just watch?”

I let a slow smile spread. “A lady never tells.”

“Since when?” Gloria cuts in, laughter bubbling up.

“I’m in polite company,” I say, letting my hand slide higher up Paul’s thigh. He squirms, then shifts in his seat, hiding his erection with his napkin.

Frank serves the next round of wine, his hand trembling just enough to make the glasses clink. I watch him, see the pink rise in his cheeks, the effort it takes not to stare at my exposed skin, my hand, my foot still tangled with Gloria’s boy toy under the table.

I slide my hand off Paul’s leg and run it down the length of my dress, smoothing the fabric. I reach across the table for the butter and let my breast brush the rim of my glass, leaving a faint trace of lipstick on the crystal. Paul watches, slack-jawed. Liz’s eyes narrow, then flick to Frank, then back to me.

For dessert, the staff brings out a trio of tiny cakes, each more precious than the last. I scoop a raspberry tart off its plate with my finger and lick the cream in slow, obscene circles. Across the table, Gloria giggles and mimics me, sucking a dollop of chocolate from her finger. The boy toy nearly chokes on his coffee.

I set the stage, then drop the curtain.

“You know,” I say, voice dropping to a purr, “I’ve been thinking about how to make tonight truly memorable.”

The table stills. All eyes are on me.

I run my tongue over my teeth. “What if, for one night, we dropped the charade?” I gesture at the table, the plates, the crystal. “What if we admitted what we really wanted?”

Paul swallows hard. Liz leans forward, hungry.

I look at Gloria, whose anticipation already flushed her face. “No masks, no lies. Just…whatever we can imagine.”

The silence is electric.

Liz breaks it, voice breathy: “What are you suggesting, Caroline?”

I shrug, casual, as if proposing a round of cards. “I think pretending bores all the people here. Why don’t we make our own fun?”

Frank stands behind the dessert cart, hands clenched so tight the knuckles are white. I see the sweat break on his brow.

I look at the table, one by one.

“Paul, you’d love to see what your wife is like when she’s not playing the perfect hostess.” I turn to Liz. “And I bet you’d love to be the center of attention, just once.”

Gloria cackles, drunk with anticipation. “And what about us?”

I smile, slow and cruelly. “I think you and your boy would like to watch. Maybe join in if you’re brave.”

The room hums with possibility, a low growl of want.

I stand, let the dress slide open a little further, and run my hand down the curve of my hip.

“Let’s take this upstairs,” I say, voice soft as velvet.

No one hesitates. Not even Frank.

Especially not Frank.

#

The master suite is already lit for drama: amber sconces, velvet blackout drapes, king-sized bed with a mirrored headboard that triples the sin. I sweep in first, hips loose and dangerous, followed by the pack—Liz and Paul hand in hand, Gloria and her puppy right behind, and Frank bringing up the rear, eyes wide and unblinking.

I turn, plant myself at the foot of the bed, and point to the chaise by the window. “You,” I say to Frank, “will sit there. Hands where I can see them.”

He stumbles to obey, mouth already dry. I feel the collective gaze on my back as I face the others, holding the silence until it trembles with want.

Gloria is the first to move. She slides her arms around her boy’s neck and kisses him, slowly and sloppily. I watch her tongue slip into his mouth, watch his hands slide down her hips, gripping her ass like it might float away. Liz stands beside her, trembling but resolute. Her eyes are on me.

Paul hovers, caught between anticipation and fear. I beckon him with a crook of my finger, and he comes, hands shaking.

I peel off the dress in one smooth motion. No preamble, no shame. It falls to the floor, black silk puddled at my feet. Every pair of eyes latches onto my skin: the curve of my hip, the cut of my ribs, the taut line from belly to breast. I let them look.

Liz laughs, a nervous, choked sound. “You really don’t give a fuck, do you?”

I grin. “Not when there’s a roomful of people ready to do it for me.”

She shrugs out of her own dress, white sliding to ivory skin, and stands in her bra and panties. Paul can’t breathe.

I move to him, pressing my bare chest against his suit jacket. “Take it off,” I command.

He fumbles with the buttons, fingers numb, but I help, dragging the jacket down his arms, then the shirt, then the tie. He’s lean and built like a runner, and terror flexes every muscle.

Gloria and her boy are down to underwear, her dress a crumpled flag on the floor. He is hung, and she is not shy about displaying it, stroking him as she walks him to the bed.

I beckon Liz closer. “Show me,” I say, and she removes her bra, then her panties, standing naked except for the choker. She’s beautiful, a contradiction: soft curves, fierce eyes. I walk around her, dragging a single fingertip along her spine, then cup her breast in my palm. She gasps.

Paul is still frozen, so I reach down and unbuckle his belt, dropping his pants to the carpet. He’s hard already, cock straining against the cotton of his boxers. I sink to my knees, slide them down, and take him in my mouth without warning, without mercy.

He moans, hands fluttering, unsure where to touch. I look up at him, never breaking eye contact, lips wrapped tight around his shaft, tongue flicking at the head. I hear Liz’s breath quicken behind me.

I break off, stand, and turn to Liz. “Your turn.”

She kneels, takes her husband’s cock in hand, and strokes, slow at first, then faster. I watch, aroused by the sight of her devotion, the way her lips stretch around him, the wet sounds filling the room. I slide a hand between my legs, fingers finding slickness and heat.

I climb onto the bed, watching Gloria ride her boy, tits bouncing, hair wild. I crawl beside her, tangle my hand in her hair, and pull her face to mine. She tastes of wine and chocolate, her tongue greedy and insistent. I feel her fingers creep between my thighs, nails scratching, then two of them slip inside, pumping with expert rhythm.

I moan, arching against her hand. Gloria’s boy bends down and sucks my nipple, biting until I gasp. I rake my nails down his back, drawing a thin line of blood.

Paul and Liz join us on the bed. Paul is shaky but determined; he climbs behind Liz, kisses her neck, then pushes her onto all fours. He fucks her from behind, hands on her hips, eyes locked on me.

I splay my legs, two fingers circling my clit as Gloria’s boy bends me over the edge of the mattress. He slides his cock in slowly, all the way, then pulls out and slaps it against my ass. The sting is electric.

Gloria’s hand is still inside me, working harder now. I come, a jolt of heat tearing through my body, but I don’t let up—I want more.

I twist, roll Gloria onto her back, and spread her legs. She’s wet, dripping, and I dive in, tongue and teeth and lips, devouring her. She screams, thrashing against my mouth. Her boy shoves his cock between her tits, fucking them while I suck her clit.

Paul groans, then pulls out of Liz, spraying cum across her lower back. She collapses, boneless and panting.

I sit up, wipe my mouth, and look across the bed to the chaise. Frank sits there, hands gripping the arms, erection raging under his suit. His eyes glaze with need, and I know he’s dying inside.

I crawl to the foot of the bed, beckoning him closer. “Come here,” I say. “But keep your hands behind your back.”

He kneels, eyes level with my cunt, and I spread my legs wider. “You want to taste?” I taunt.

He nods, desperate.

I grip his hair and press his face to me. He licks, frantic, as if trying to drink me dry. I use him, grinding against his tongue until I come again, louder this time. I push him away, back to his corner, and wipe my juice off his cheek with my palm.

I return to the bed, where Gloria and her boy are sixty-nining, lost in each other. Paul is stroking himself, watching Liz finger herself beside him.

I climb onto Paul, straddle him, and ride his cock, slow at first, then pounding. Liz kisses my breasts, sucks the nipples into her mouth. Gloria’s boy fucks Liz from behind, his hands cupping her tits, mouth at her neck.

We are a mess of limbs and sweat and moans. Every angle in the mirror is obscene. I look over, see Frank on the chaise, cock in hand, but he stops the moment I glare at him.

“Not yet,” I call out. “You come when I say.”

He whimpers.

I swap partners, take Gloria’s boy inside me while Gloria sits on my face. Her pussy is sweet and raw, and I lap at it until she comes, quivering and howling. The boy is rough, slamming into me, his hands wrapped around my waist like iron. I milk his cock until he shudders and erupts inside me, then push him off, collapsing in a puddle of slick, spent flesh.

Paul and Liz are side by side, stroking each other, eyes fixed on me.

I beckon Frank again, this time letting him kneel at the edge of the bed. “Hands behind your back,” I repeat.

He obeys, trembling.

I press my cunt to his mouth again, using him like a toy, then turn and have him clean the cum from between my thighs. He licks it up, whimpering.

When I am sated, I sit back, legs spread, breasts heaving. I stare Frank down, voice sharp.

“You want to come now, don’t you?”

He nods, tears in his eyes.

“Ask for it.”

“Please,” he whispers. “Please let me.”

I smile, evil and perfect. “Do it.”

He jerks himself off, desperate, and comes in thick ropes across his own stomach, face twisted with shame and relief.

I collapse onto the sheets, Gloria curling up beside me, her head on my shoulder.

The others drift off, boneless and ruined, but I lie awake, staring at the ceiling, letting the memory of Frank’s humiliation replay again and again.

This is power.

This is love, in its way.

And tomorrow, I’ll find new ways to break him.

But tonight, I let the pleasure settle in my bones, and drift to sleep surrounded by bodies, still the queen of this strange, perfect kingdom.

#

Morning comes in patches—blinding sunlight at the windows, the stink of sweat and sex layered over with stale perfume, the raw ache in my hips and throat. The guests stir one by one, first in silence, then in whispers, then in laughter when someone breaks the seal with an off-color joke. Gloria finds her panties hanging from the bedpost and waves them like a flag of surrender. Paul and Liz stumble into the master bath together, still naked, still tangled. The boy toy makes himself a double espresso at the wet bar and winks at me, unashamed.

Frank sits at the edge of the chaise, shoulders hunched, eyes glazed. He hasn’t slept. I doubt he even moved. There’s a dried streak of my come across his cheek, and he doesn’t seem to notice or care.

One by one, the guests dress and vanish, leaving behind empty wine bottles, lipstick-stained glasses, and the occasional forgotten undergarment. Paul and Liz depart last, she in yesterday’s dress, he with his shirt inside-out. “Call us,” she mouths at me over his shoulder, eyes wild and hopeful.

When the last door closes, the silence is obscene.

I take inventory: bruises on my thighs, bites at my breast, a deep, sweet ache between my legs that pulses with every heartbeat. I feel like a goddess, fucked and worshipped and sated.

I pad across the room, still naked, still victorious. Frank doesn’t move as I approach. He looks up, hollow - eyed, mouth slack. There’s a new emptiness in him, a final break I recognize from experience—he’s given up, and in its place is something softer, almost grateful.

I crouch beside him, resting my chin on his knee. He flinches, just a little.

“You were perfect last night,” I say, and mean it. “Exactly what I needed.”

He tries to speak, but the words catch in his throat.

I run my finger along his jaw. “You know what’s next, don’t you?”

He shakes his head, mute.

I smile, slow and surely. “Next time, you won’t even get to watch. Maybe I’ll have you tie me to the bed, then lock the door. Or maybe I’ll just send you the footage after, if you’re a good boy.”

His cock twitches, involuntary.

I lean in, lips brushing his ear. “This is the new normal. You, kneeling. Me, doing whatever the fuck I want.” I drag my nails down his chest, leaving a trail of red. “You’re free, Frank. Free from pretending. Free from wanting to win.”

A tear rolls down his cheek. I lick it off, then stand, stretching, arms above my head.

I turn, stride to the shower, and glance back only once. He’s still there on the chaise, unmoving, a statue at my altar.

In the shower, the water is scalding. I scrub myself clean, careful not to wash away the best bruises. I savor them, the proof of my night’s work.

When I emerge, Frank is on the floor, on his knees, collecting the scattered lingerie and clothing into a basket. He pauses when he finds my panties, holds them to his face, and breathes deep before tucking them away.

He’s broken, but beautifully so.

I cross the room, step over him, and head to the kitchen, naked and humming. I make myself a coffee, sip it black, and stare out at the city.

There’s nothing left to prove. No more masks.

This is who we are.

And, for the first time in my life, I am absolutely, obscenely happy.
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A birthday scavenger hunt, where the ultimate prize is watching me with his boss.

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

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

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

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


Couples Massage Humiliation

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

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

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

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