

Humiliating My Cuck on Camera

Ivy Moans

J&A Publishing

[image: ]


Copyright © 2025 Ivy Moans

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

ISBN-13: 9781234567890
ISBN-10: 1477123456

Cover design by: Ivy Moans
Library of Congress Control Number: 2018675309
Printed in the United States of America


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Books In This Series

Freebie


Chapter 1

I pad across the radiant marble, each footstep a quiet whisper, toes grazing the heated tiles of our penthouse’s master bath. Morning sun pierces the glass wall, catching the gold fixtures and turning the room into a temple built for worship—my worship, specifically. It’s the only place I can guarantee privacy, if not peace.

The countertop is a boneyard of luxury: Chantelle, Bordelle, La Perla. Four thousand dollars of engineered seduction scattered like a designer’s fever dream. Although the colors clash with deliberate violence—blood-red silk, sapphire mesh, white scalloped tulle—I always circle back to black. The black is a dare, the black is power. The black is me.

Today, I need more than power. I need certainty.

I strip off my robe and let it puddle at my feet, a snowdrift of silk that sets off the coffee-cream of my thighs. The mirror throws my body back at me, and I’m reminded—like always, like forever—that I am not merely pretty. Pretty is for girls who play defense, who think the world will smile at them for free. I am beautiful the way a guillotine is beautiful: clean, sharp, inevitable.

But even a guillotine needs careful assembly.

I start with the bra. Quarter-cup, black lace, eyelash trim. The French know how to cradle ambition: the cups barely contain me, nipples glossy and pointed, peeking over the lace like illicit confessions. My breasts sit high, almost obscene, areolae dusky against my skin. The band bites my ribs, tight enough to leave little red lines. I select the panties—if you can call them that—crotchless, of course, with a tiny, pearled bow that will catch the light and Mark’s attention in equal measure. There’s a matching garter, six straps, satin and mesh; I thread each stocking with the slow, purposeful grace of a surgeon closing an incision.

I turn in profile, one hip cocked, and regard the package. I’m not immune to my spell. The contrast is almost criminal—black on milk, hourglass exaggerated by tension and negative space. If I could paint this moment, I’d call it The Trap. I smile, practicing, and it’s a small, sharp thing.

The scene needs rehearsal. I flex my ankles, point my toes, arch my back until vertebrae click into alignment. My left arm floats above my head, hair tangled at the wrist like I’ve just been seized. My right hand drifts down, across the taut drum of my stomach, fingers circling the outline of my navel before dipping lower. It’s performative, a pantomime for an audience that exists only in my mind, but it works. I watch the mirror as my mouth parts, lashes dropping, and the illusion is flawless: Lisa the trophy, Lisa the whore, Lisa the thing you risk everything for.

Behind the display, the machinery spins. My plan is simple, if risky. The shoot was my idea, a favor to a friend who doesn’t really exist, and Mark took the bait like a fish bred for hooks. He could never resist the illusion of control; it’s his biggest kink, though he’d die before admitting it. I want him disarmed, off-balance, uncertain. I want him to see me the way the rest of the world does—hungry, untouchable, a little cruel. Today, I want him to watch.

I lower my arms, shake out my hair, and rehearse the smile again. Open, slightly mocking. The kind that says: I know exactly what I’m doing, and so do you. It’s not just for Mark, though. The second subject—the model, the prop, the body—I’ve already read him twice, online and in person. He’s a professional, which means he thinks he can stay neutral. That’s cute. That’s fine. I need only him to follow directions.

A final touch: a single line of Chanel eyeliner, wings drawn sharp enough to pierce the self-esteem of everyone in a two-block radius. My lips, dark, the color of a ripened fig. When I press them together, I imagine the smudge they’ll leave on Mark’s collar later, the proof of my victory.

The phone buzzes on the marble—Mark, confirming he’s running late. Of course. He will hate that, being late. I let the anticipation pool low in my stomach, a warmth that is almost but not quite arousal.

I step away from the mirror, gather the robe, and slide into it like armor, careful not to snag the lace. I catch my reflection once more, pause, and allow the mask to settle fully. My eyes are cold and bright and glittering with intent.

The trap is set. All that’s left is to spring it.
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The ride-share drops me a block from the studio, and I hoof the rest in patent heels, letting the city’s early-bird chill snake around my bare knees. The building is a converted warehouse: fresh steel on the doors, custom glass, a lobby so spare it verges on hostile. I take the elevator alone, feeling the weight of my robe and what lies beneath, each floor upward another click in the ratchet.

Jason’s early, of course. Models are like that—always a little hungry, desperate to prove they can be more than ornamental. He’s waiting in Studio 2, scrolling through his phone, perched on a high stool like a Renaissance Christ with an Abercrombie upgrade. Up close, he’s even more engineered than in the portfolio shots: cheekbones so sharp you could julienne with them, eyes dark enough to drown in, hair that looks tousled and expensive at the same time.

“Hey,” he says with a grin calibrated for maximum disarmament. “Lisa, right?”

His handshake is warm, fingers lingering half a second longer than polite. I like that; it’s efficient, with no need for theater. I let my hand fall, eyes raking him from top to bottom. He’s in black jeans, a white tee, leather jacket slung over one arm. The rolled-up sleeves of his shirt exposed forearms dusted with just enough hair to signal he’s not some prepubescent twink. I nod approvingly.

“You’re even taller in person,” I say. “That’ll play well on camera.”

He smirks. “You planning on climbing me or just draping?”

“Why choose?” I tilt my head, testing the boundaries. “The photographer’s late. We have time to get comfortable.”

He doesn’t know—can’t know—the choreography I’ve mapped out, but that’s fine. He’s here to follow cues, nothing more.

The studio itself is pure aspiration: seventy feet long, concrete underfoot, daylight streaming in through windows the size of movie screens. Racks of clothing, props, and accessories in labeled bins line one wall. At the far end, the cyclorama curves up like a wave about to break. I head there, dropping my tote beside the makeup station.

Jason trails me, not sure if he’s supposed to flirt or shut up, so he splits the difference. I caught him peeking at my legs. The robe barely qualifies as coverage when I move, the silk gaping at my thigh with every stride.

“Want coffee?” he asks, holding up a cup with a hopeful smile.

I shake my head, letting my hair sweep forward as I inspect the lighting rigs. “No caffeine. It messes with my hands.” He looks for the tremor, but I’m rock steady. Always am.

Mark texts: Elevator’s crawling. Two minutes out.

Perfect. I tuck the phone away, check my lipstick, and review my lines. There’s a tickle in my chest—not nerves, something sharper. It’s the feeling you get when you’re about to set off a fire alarm just to watch people run.

When Mark arrives, he’s already annoyed. The city always beats him at his own game, no matter how early he leaves, and he’s got that pinched look around his eyes that means he’s clocking every inefficiency. He spots me and the mask drops, replaced by the real Mark—hungry, proud, a little wary.

“Hey, gorgeous.” His voice is low, conspiratorial, like we’re sneaking around together instead of me cheating at chess with his emotions. He reaches for my waist, then hesitates, noticing Jason.

“Hi,” he says, flat, extending a hand. “You must be—”

“Jason Bell,” Jason cuts in, flashing teeth. “Nice to meet you. Big fan of your wife.”

Mark laughs, awkward, looking from Jason to me. “Are you modeling today?”

Jason shrugs. “Guess so. They said to be here at ten.”

Mark finally turns back to me, gaze scanning my face for some clue, some hint of what’s really going on. He won’t find it—not yet.

“Give me a sec,” I say, drawing him toward the dressing alcove. I closed the curtain behind us, dropping the volume to a hush. The robe is between us, but barely; I can feel the heat radiating off his skin.

“I thought you said this was a solo shoot,” Mark whispers, his mouth close to my ear.

I press a finger to his lips. “Change of plans. I want you to run the camera. Video, not stills.”

He blinks, confusion flickering. “But I — I’m not set up for that. I didn’t bring—”

“They have everything here,” I say, and let my hand drift to his chest, flattening his arguments. “You’ll be perfect.”

He swallows, the Adam’s apple bobbing. I can tell the idea of me on film—of other men seeing it, maybe wanting—scrambles something in him. It’s not jealousy. It’s curiosity, wrapped in denial, lacquered with that masculine certainty that he’ll always be the one in charge.

I step back, letting the robe part just enough to flash a triangle of lace and bare skin. “Five minutes,” I say, and slip out before he can recalibrate.

I can feel both of them watching as I cross to the vanity, as I touch up my lips and check my cleavage in the magnifying mirror. The lighting is flawless. It burns away every shadow, every lie, until only the essentials remain. I love that about this place; it’s the opposite of home.

Jason approaches, voice lowered. “Your husband’s pretty intense.”

“Only when he cares,” I reply, blotting my lips on a tissue. “That’s why it works.”

He nods, not getting it, not supposed to.

We take our places on the set. There’s a black velvet chaise, a handful of antique books, an empty crystal decanter. I position myself on the edge, legs crossed, robe artfully slouched off one shoulder. I signal for Jason to sit beside me, close but not quite touching.

Mark emerges from the alcove with the camera. It’s a beast—shoulder rig, matte box, shotgun mic. He fumbles with the settings, still pretending this is just another job, another billable hour. But his eyes keep darting to me, to the length of thigh exposed, to the shadow of my nipple under the lace.

“Rolling in three,” he says, voice hoarse. “Two. One.”

I let the robe slip, slow, theatrically, until it pools around my hips. The air is cool against my skin, my nipples tightening into stiff peaks that all three of us can see. Jason exhales a soft fuck under his breath, just audible. Mark’s face spasms: pride, then doubt, then something I can’t quite name. He keeps the camera steady, but his hands flex on the grip, knuckles blanching.

I angle my body toward the lens, arching just so, and glance at Jason. His arm is close enough to touch, but he waits for my cue. I give him a slow nod, permission sliding between us like oil.

Jason places a hand on my bare thigh. It’s warm, deliberate, the pressure firmer than I expect. He keeps his gaze fixed on my face, waiting for resistance, but I don’t flinch. I lean in, lips parted, every inch of me aware of Mark’s scrutiny.

“Beautiful,” Jason murmurs, just for me, but I throw it to the camera.

Mark’s breathing is ragged now, picking up pace. I can tell he wants to say something—wants to stop, or at least slow, the momentum—but he’s paralyzed by his own expectations. This is what he wanted, isn’t it? A wife who could make the world spin faster, who could draw every eye in the room, even if it means the eyes aren’t always his.

I let my hand drift over Jason’s, guiding it higher, across the seam where lace turns to skin. I let the sensation register: the heat, the promise, the genuine threat that this could go further than anyone planned.

I stare into the lens, into Mark, and smile the way I did in the bathroom mirror—hungry, untouchable, a little cruel.

“Is this what you want?” I ask, voice low, just above a whisper. “Tell me if it’s not.”

He shakes his head, eyes never leaving me. “It’s perfect,” he says, but the word trembles.

Good. That’s what I wanted.

From the wings, Jason squeezes my thigh, grounding me, a silent signal: Your move.

I lean forward, let the robe slide off completely, and let the camera see everything. My breasts, straining against the bra. The perfect V of my panties. The soft, wicked smile I have perfected over years of practice. Mark’s face—his whole body—tightens as he films, every inch of him struggling to stay in control.

In that moment, I am the only thing in the room with gravity.

The shoot is just beginning.

Mark’s hands shake as he adjusts the focus, the lens trained tight on my hips and the arc of my spine. The lights pulse hotter now, a ring of white that eats up every shadow. I shift on the chaise, knees apart, back arched so my breasts threaten to spill from the lace. My face is a study in calculated innocence—lips parted, eyes smudged just enough to look fuckable but not desperate. I know the difference. So does Mark.

“Chin up,” he says, and his voice cracks.

I smile, slow, letting the tremor hang between us. “Like this?” I angle higher, hand on my thigh, the silk of my stockings gleaming in the crossfire. Jason’s watching, arms folded, half-hard already if the bulge in his jeans means anything. He keeps his distance, but his gaze is a touch. I wonder how long it will take Mark to notice.

We run through poses: me reclining, me sprawled, me kneeling on the cushion with my ass presented like a gift. I keep my eyes on the camera, on the man behind it, watching for the moment he blinks, when he forgets to breathe. It happens sooner than I expect.

“Is that enough?” I ask, feigning shyness, fingers drawing idle shapes on my inner thigh.

Mark clears his throat. “Let’s get a few with Jason. For scale.”

I bite back a laugh. For scale. He wants to see the comparison, wants to watch the numbers stack up. Classic.

“Come here,” I say, crooking a finger at Jason.

He crosses the set in two steps. Up close, he smells like bergamot and adrenaline. I pull him down to the chaise, straddling his lap, my heels pressing into his flanks. He’s solid under me, all muscle and heat, and when his hands find my waist, it’s like flipping a switch: my breath hitches, my skin prickles, and I can feel my wetness seeping through the silk.

“Look at her,” Mark mutters, barely above a whisper.

Jason’s hands are reverent at first, skimming up my ribs, thumbs pressing the flesh just below my breasts. I exaggerate the arch, offering more, challenging him to take. He does. His palms slide up, cupping me through the lace, and I gasp, loud enough for the mic. I glance at the camera, at Mark, and the look on his face is pure, unfiltered ache.

“Hands lower,” I instruct, voice honeyed but iron underneath. Jason obeys, sliding down my waist, over the swell of my ass, kneading with both hands. I grind into his lap, feeling the ridge of his cock grow harder by the second. My pulse slams in my ears, equal parts fear and hunger.

Mark circles us, shooting from different angles. He pretends to direct, but he’s lost. Every time my head tilts, every time Jason’s fingers dig deeper, Mark’s composure crumbles a little more.

I ride the line between actor and animal. I let my body move the way it wants, rocking my hips in lazy figure-eights, leaning back so my hair tumbles down my spine. My nipples, visible, swollen, and dark, are positioned just above Jason’s hands. I moan, softly at first, then louder, the sound spiraling up as his hands grow bolder.

“Jesus,” Jason says, half to me, half to the camera.

“Do you like this?” I purr, locking eyes with Mark. “Do you enjoy watching me with him?”

He flinches, but doesn’t look away. “Yes. God, yes.”

That’s the moment I know I’ve won.

“Take off your shirt,” I tell Jason.

He rips it over his head, baring the perfect slabs of his chest. I rake my nails down his torso, leaving red trails. My panties are soaked now, clinging to my cunt, and I spread my knees wider so the camera can see everything.

“Are you sure?” Jason asks, voice rough.

I nod, deliberate, and drag his hands up to my tits, making him squeeze them until the lace creaks. He groans, mouth brushing my collarbone, breath hot against my skin. I tilt his chin up, kiss him hard, open-mouthed and hungry, then bite his lower lip. He stiffens, surprised, then melts into it.

I glance at Mark as I kiss Jason—eyes open, locking him in. He’s trembling visibly hard behind the camera, the front of his pants tented. Sweat beads on his brow, but he doesn’t stop rolling.

I break the kiss, pull Jason’s head to my breast. He licks at the nipple through the lace, tongue wet and insistent. I throw my head back, moaning louder, letting my hair whip across my shoulders. My hands knot in his hair, holding him close.

I turn so the camera gets a perfect profile: Jason’s face buried in my tits, my mouth open in bliss, my body arched like a question mark. I push his head lower, toward my stomach, and he trails kisses down my torso, biting at the waistband of the panties. I grab his hand and press it between my legs, grinding against his palm. The crotchless design is not lost on him; his fingers slip in with zero resistance.

Mark lets out a helpless noise, half-growl, half-moan. I savor it.

“Touch me,” I command, and Jason obeys, fingers sliding inside me, curling just so. I ride his hand, hips bucking, every muscle tensed and tuned for the camera. I force my gaze to Mark, staring him down as I come apart in another man’s lap.

“Harder,” I gasp, and Jason thrusts with two fingers, thumb circling my clit. I shudder, nails raking his arm, my climax tearing through me in electric pulses. I scream, sharp, the sound echoing in the bare studio. Mark almost drops the camera; his knees buckle, and I see him grab the tripod for support.

Jason doesn’t let up. He fingers me through the aftershocks, his mouth back on my breast, biting through the lace. I twist in his lap, finding his cock through his jeans, squeezing it hard, making him grunt.

I lean into the camera, into Mark, letting him see every tremble, every slick detail.

“Don’t stop filming,” I whisper. “Not for a second.”

He nods, lips parted, eyes wild.

I turn back to Jason, kiss him again, messier now, hands everywhere, heat climbing fast. I climb off the chaise, drag Jason with me, and push him up against the brick wall. The cold bites my skin; the friction wakes me up. I rip open the fly of his jeans, freeing his cock. He’s huge, thick and flushed, already leaking at the tip. I stroke it, slowly at first, then faster, making him gasp.

I drop to my knees, never breaking eye contact with Mark. I drag my tongue along Jason’s shaft, tasting the salt and sweat, then suck him deep into my mouth. He groans, hips jerking, hands tangled in my hair. I make a show of it, bobbing my head, hollowing my cheeks, using my tongue to torment the sensitive spot just beneath the crown.

Mark’s breathing is ragged, every exhale a stutter. He fumbles with the zoom, desperate to see every detail.

I pull off with a pop, lips swollen, saliva glistening on my chin. I stand, kiss Jason again, and guide his cock between my legs, lining him up with my dripping cunt.

“Now,” I say. “Fuck me.”

Jason lifts me easily, pressing me to the wall, his cock sliding into me in one slow, perfect motion. I gasp, nails clawing his back, legs wrapped tight around his waist. He sets a brutal pace, fucking me hard and deep, every thrust rattling my bones.

I keep my eyes on Mark, never letting him look away. I want him to see—need him to see—what I become when I’m untethered.

Jason’s hands are everywhere: squeezing my ass, yanking my hair, cupping my breasts so the lace finally gives, nipples exposed and raw from his mouth. I moan, scream, beg for more, all for the camera, all for Mark.

I come again, tighter this time, every muscle spasming around Jason’s cock. He slams into me, over and over, then groans, face twisted in ecstasy as he empties himself inside me.

We collapse together, sliding down the wall, sweat and come and mascara streaks everywhere.

Mark lowers the camera, hands shaking, eyes glassy. I blow him a kiss, lips still red, still wet.

“That’s a wrap,” I say, voice wrecked but triumphant.

No one moves for a long, long time.


Chapter 2

We lie there in the radiant aftershock—me, Jason, a greasy splatter of sweat and come across the wall—and Mark, standing motionless behind the camera, his own breath a stuttered pulse against the steady whir of the motor. I count the seconds until his hands stop shaking. They never do.

The heat lamps cook the air, close and intimate, sticky as a lover’s tongue. Jason shifts beneath me, his chest rising and falling with slow, indulgent satisfaction. I can tell he thinks it’s over. I can tell Mark wishes it were.

I raise myself up on my elbows, rolling off Jason’s lap with a feline grace that is all calculation, no laziness. I adjust the bra, but it’s a lost cause—one strap has given way, leaving my left nipple exposed, shiny and flushed and entirely unsorry. The panties are a wet, ruined thing dangling from my hip. Good. I want him to see the aftermath, the mark of someone else.

“You got what you need, darling?” I say, voice pitched for Mark and the shotgun mic.

He swallows, eyes glued to the LCD screen, but his gaze flicks to my body, then to Jason, then back to the viewfinder. I follow the line of sight and let it linger.

“I need more movement,” Mark says, and his voice is brittle, as if even asking costs him something.

“Movement,” I echo, stretching the word. “Is that what you want?”

Jason props himself up on one arm, smirk in place, waiting for his cue. I stand, tugging the ruined lace back into place, and cross to the chaise. I bend at the waist, slow and deliberate, knees locked, so the round of my ass points straight at the camera. I glance over my shoulder—one raised brow—and Jason takes the cue, lining up behind me, hands sliding down my hips with the easy entitlement of someone who’s done this before, both on and off set.

“Like this?” I ask, feigning innocence.

Mark’s mouth is dry. “Yeah. Hold that. Now… move.”

Jason thrusts, easy at first, more a performance of friction than its reality. I exaggerate the motion, bracing my palms against the velvet, arching my spine. The impact makes the entire set vibrate. I let out a moan—real, not rehearsed—then angle my face so Mark can see it, the slackness of my lips, the gloss of saliva pooling at the corner of my mouth.

“Harder,” I command, but I’m not talking to Jason. I’m talking to Mark.

Jason’s hands leave bruises on my thighs. He drives into me, setting a pace that rattles the furniture, and I milk it for all it’s worth—hips circling, back undulating, hair a whip against my shoulders. Every slap, every squeak of the chaise, every wet collision is a little humiliation for my husband, and I want him to choke on it.

I throw my head back, catching Mark’s eye. He flinches, just a flicker, but I clock it. The camera dips, then recovers. His knuckles are bone-white on the rig.

“Is this what you want, Mark?” I pant, voice thick.

He doesn’t answer, just films.

Jason changes it up, yanking my hair so hard that he brings me upright against his chest. His cock stays buried inside, the fullness of a constant, obscene pressure. He slides one hand around to grope my tits, the other down to my clit, fingers working with practiced skill. I shudder, grind against him, then turn my head to kiss him hard, tasting the sweat on his lips.

“Make him watch,” I hiss. Jason’s eyes flicker, understanding.

He pivots me, spinning me around so I’m facing the cyclorama, then forces me to my knees. I land on all fours, knees spread wide, arms locked. The cold floor bites my skin. Jason positions himself behind me, grabbing my hips and yanking me back onto him with each stroke. My breasts sway with every impact, the lace now just a decorative afterthought. The position is pure degradation, and I love it.

“Camera left,” I direct. Mark shifts, moving in for a better angle. He’s not even pretending to be in control anymore; he just follows.

Jason keeps fucking me, harder, faster, until the world shrinks to nothing but heat and friction and the relentless sound of skin on skin. I claw at the floor, nails leaving crescent moons in the paint.

I let myself go, let the performance slip, and for a moment I’m just a body, a hole, a vessel for someone else’s appetite. I want Mark to see that, to understand it, to never forget.

I come again, a raw, electric thing that leaves me trembling, gasping, head drooping to my chest. Jason comes seconds after, collapsing over me, his weight pinning me to the floor. He withdraws with a wet pop, leaving me gaping and empty.

I roll onto my back, knees up, arms splayed. I stare straight at the camera, at my husband, and smile. There’s blood on my lip, where I bit down too hard, and I lick it clean.

“Is that enough movement for you?” I ask, sweet as syrup.

Mark doesn’t respond. He lowers the camera, hands trembling. I can see the tent in his pants, the outline pressing against the fabric, desperate for attention.

Jason stands, gathering his clothes, but I wave him off. “Not done yet,” I say. He hesitates, then drops the bundle and waits.

I cross to Mark, swaying my hips, every movement a dare. He tries to look away, but I catch his chin and force him to meet my eyes.

“Your turn, sweetheart,” I say. I press my palm to the front of his pants, feeling the heat and the hardness beneath.

He shivers.

I push him back into the nearest chair, straddling his lap, grinding down with just enough pressure to make him moan. I kiss him open-mouthed, letting him taste Jason’s sweat and my arousal.

His hands flutter, unsure where to land. I guide them to my ass, then pin them there with mine, squeezing until I feel him tense.

“Do you want to fuck me?” I ask, voice low.

He nods, throat working.

“Then watch,” I whisper.

I climb off, returning to Jason. I kneel in front of him, taking his half-hard cock in my mouth, cleaning him with slow, deliberate strokes of my tongue. He groans, hands at his sides, letting me do all the work.

I turn, locking eyes with Mark as I suck another man’s cock, letting the shame and desire war on his face.

When Jason is hard again, I guide him to the chaise, straddling him reverse cowgirl. I lower myself onto him, slowly and punishing, letting the camera see every inch as it disappears inside me.

I ride him, steady at first, then faster, until the sound is nothing but wet friction and the slap of skin. My nails rake down my own thighs and then across my chest, leaving angry red lines. I bounce, hair wild, hands gripping the back of the chaise for leverage.

“Touch me there,” I say, guiding Jason’s hands to my tits, then down to my clit.

“Harder,” I order, and he obeys, fingers merciless.

I glance at Mark, and he is undone—one hand white-knuckled on the camera, the other pressed to his cock, rubbing through the fabric, desperate.

I grind down, squeezing every ounce of sensation from Jason’s cock, until I feel him spasm, pulse, empty into me again. I milk him for every drop, then dismount, legs shaky.

I stalk back to Mark, straddling him once more, this time tearing open his belt, unzipping his pants, freeing his cock. It’s wet with pre-cum, twitching and needy. I stroke it, slow, then faster, never looking away from his face.

I lean in, lips grazing his ear. “You don’t get to come yet,” I whisper.

He groans, frustrated, and I squeeze the base, denying him.

“Next set-up,” I say, stepping away. “Jason, you’re with me on the platform. Mark, tripod and wide lens.”

They obey, scrambling to positions. The power is intoxicating, almost enough to make me dizzy.

Jason and I pose against the cyclorama, me bent over, him behind, hands gripping my waist. Mark films, silent and shaky, every muscle taut with need.

We run through positions: me on my back, legs spread; me on my knees, Jason’s cock in my mouth; me standing, Jason pressed to my back, his hand between my legs. I perform for the lens, for my husband, for myself.

I am everything he wants and everything he fears.

By the time we finish, my hair is plastered to my forehead, my makeup a wreck, my body trembling with exhaustion and triumph.

I look to Mark, eyes bright. He is sweating, panting, undone.

I blow him a kiss, tongue flicking out, a promise.

“Next time,” I say, voice hoarse, “you get to choose.”

But we both know he won’t.

The tension in the air is thick enough to choke on. I gather my ruined lingerie, wrap it around my wrist, and stride past them both to the bathroom.

I slam the door behind me, and for a moment, I let myself laugh.

It’s not joy, not exactly.

It’s victory.

#

I let the cool water run over my wrists; the tap churning up froth and steam. My reflection is a ruin: makeup smeared, eyes bloodshot, hair tangled like crime-scene tape. I look wild. I look alive. It has been years since I felt this much like myself.

I dry my hands and walk back to the studio, dragging my fingers over the rough brick, the sensation grounding me. The air is thick, damp with exertion and pheromones. Mark is still in the chair, hunched, arms crossed over his lap. Jason perches on the edge of the platform, texting with one hand, the other tracing lazy circles on his thigh.

They both look up as I enter. I drop the towel, letting it fall with a wet slap, and strip away the rest of the lingerie. The ruined bra is first, tossed to the floor. The panties, sodden and torn, follow. I stand naked in the harsh white light, skin blooming with flush and the memory of teeth.

Jason’s gaze darkens, pupils huge. Mark’s is pure hunger, his jaw so tight it might snap. I could end him right now. But what would be the fun in that?

“Camera on me,” I say. Mark fumbles with the rig, hands shaking, but he obeys. Of course he does.

I walk to Jason, straddling his lap, pinning his thighs with my knees. He runs his hands over my body, exploring every bruise and bite and bead of sweat. His mouth finds my breast, tongue circling, teeth grazing just enough to make me shiver. I drag his head down, forcing him to kneel at my feet. The power shift is delicious.

“Show me how grateful you are,” I tell him, and he lowers his face to my cunt, licking me clean with slow, deliberate strokes. I grab a fistful of his hair and grind against his mouth, riding the sensation, milking every ounce of submission I can.

I look at Mark behind the camera, and see his control fracturing. His breathing is loud, ragged, echoing off the concrete. The lens wobbles, dips, then recovers. His cock is out, hard and glistening, stroking himself in time with Jason’s tongue.

I want him closer. I want him helpless.

“Set it up on the tripod,” I say, waving at the camera. “Come here.”

Mark hesitates, but then his body obeys before his brain can object. He mounts the camera, makes sure it’s focused on us, then stands there, hands limp at his sides.

I walk over, standing naked in front of him, so close I can smell his aftershave. I press a hand to his chest, feeling the hammer of his heart.

“On your knees,” I say.

He swallows, then sinks to the floor, eyes level with my bellybutton. The sight of him kneeling, trousers around his ankles, is enough to make me wet all over again.

From my bag, I pull the coil of rope I brought “just in case.” It’s real silk, black and smooth, and Mark’s eyes widen when he sees it. I hold it up, raising a brow.

“This is what you want, right?” I say, soft but deadly.

He doesn’t answer, but his cock twitches, and that’s all the consent I need.

I bind his wrists together, snug but not cutting off circulation. I test the knot, yanking it tight. Mark’s arms flex, then relax. I guide him to the tripod, looping the rope around the central column, anchoring him in place. I pin his hands above his head, forcing his body to kneel and watch as I return to Jason.

He struggles a little, testing the restraints, but there’s no actual fight in him. He wants this, even if he can’t say it out loud.

Jason watches, lips wet, cock still half-hard. “You want him to see everything?” he asks, voice rough.

“That’s the whole point,” I purr.

I pull Jason onto the floor with me, spreading my legs wide, angling my body so Mark has a perfect view. Jason settles between my thighs, licking and sucking and biting until I’m shuddering, gasping, digging my nails into his scalp. Every sound I make is a gift for Mark. Every tremor, every arch, every moan.

I glance over at my husband. He is utterly undone, sweat streaming down his face, eyes wild and glazed. He pulls at the rope, hips jerking as he grinds against nothing, desperate for friction, for release.

“Please,” he says, voice hoarse, “please, Lisa.”

I ignore him, focusing on Jason’s tongue, the way he circles my clit, the way he fingers me with relentless precision. I let myself go, scream, bite my own arm to keep from sobbing. The orgasm hits like a car crash, sudden and total, leaving me gasping for air.

I collapse back, hair plastered to my face, sweat pooling in every hollow. Jason sits back on his heels, grinning, face shiny with my wetness. He wipes his mouth with the back of his hand, then kisses my ankle, reverent.

I crawl over to Mark, who is panting, eyes desperate.

I squat in front of him, knees apart, letting him see everything. I cup his chin, thumb brushing his cheek.

“You look so pretty like this,” I say, voice dripping with mock affection. “All tied up. Helpless.”

He shivers, cock jerking, leaking down his thigh.

I stroke his face, then reach down and grip his cock, squeezing just hard enough to make him gasp.

“You don’t come until I say,” I whisper. “Understood?”

He nods, frantic.

I turn to Jason. “Get behind me.”

Jason moves into place, cock pressed to my ass, hands gripping my waist. I angle myself so Mark can watch every second. Jason enters me from behind, and I ride the rhythm, slow at first, then faster, making sure my tits bounce, my face contorts, my body gives him a show.

I lock eyes with Mark the entire time, never letting him look away. He is lost, broken, and ruined.

Jason fucks me until I come again, then withdraws, jerking himself off, spraying across my back and shoulders. I scoop some up with my finger and smear it over Mark’s lips, making him taste it.

He moans, humiliated and aroused, straining against the rope.

I lean in, lips grazing his ear.

“Do you want me to untie you?” I ask.

He nods, desperate.

“Beg for it,” I say.

“Please,” he whispers. “Please, Lisa. I’ll do anything.”

I untie his wrists, watching the red marks bloom on his skin. He collapses, boneless, at my feet.

I look down at him, then at Jason, then back at my husband.

I have never felt more powerful. Or more merciful.

“Clean me up,” I say, and Mark obeys, licking Jason’s come from my skin, then kissing my thighs, my cunt, worshipping me like a fallen angel.

Jason just watches, fascinated, stroking himself back to hardness.

We stay like that for a long time: me, the queen; Jason, the consort; Mark, the servant, begging, exactly where I want him.

And when I finally let Mark fuck me—when I finally let him come—I make sure Jason is right there, watching, memorizing every second, so my husband never forgets.

Jason lingers at the edge of the set, half in shadow, as I herd Mark back onto the stage. His cock is angry and swollen, red from denial, still oozing need even after everything I’ve wrung out of him. The sight would be pitiful if it didn’t thrill me.

I cross to Jason first, smoothing the crumpled bills from my purse, folding them into his palm. “Thank you for your time,” I murmur, voice honeyed. “You were… perfect.”

He looks at me, then at Mark, who is kneeling, spent, on the velvet. Jason’s face is unreadable, but his hands linger over mine just long enough to say: call me if you ever need an encore. He shrugs on his jacket, checks his hair in the black mirror of the window, and leaves without another word.

The studio door clicks shut. The silence is instant, complete. It is only us now.

Mark sags, head bowed. I watch the tendons in his neck flex, the pulse staccato at his temple. He is the most beautiful animal when he’s like this—cornered, trembling, all façade stripped away.

I circle him, slow, predatory, my bare feet whispering against the concrete. His eyes flicker to mine, then away. I savor his shame, his obedience, his craving.

I help him upright and march him to the chaise, pushing him face-down across the velvet, ass in the air, his cock rubbing against the seam like a desperate teenager.

He whimpers as I straddle him, settling my weight on his hips, pinning him in place.

“You were very good today,” I purr, running my nails down his spine. “But not good enough.”

He whines, hips bucking, trying to get friction.

I slap his ass, once, twice, leaving perfect red handprints. He gasps, then groans, pushing back into me.

I dig my nails in deeper, raking them across his skin. He shudders, thighs tensing, cock twitching against the velvet.

“You want to come so badly, don’t you?” I taunt, grinding my cunt against the small of his back.

“Yes,” he groans. “Please, Lisa. I need it.”

“Not yet,” I snap, grabbing a fistful of his hair and yanking his head back.

I lean in, lips at his ear. “Do you want me to fuck you, Mark? Like the slut you are?”

He moans, eyes fluttering. “Yes. Please.”

I slide down his body, straddling his thighs, and press two fingers to his lips. “You know what to do,” I say.

He sucks them in, tongue swirling, desperate and eager.

I withdraw, slick with saliva, and reach around, pumping his cock with slow, cruel strokes.

He bucks and whimpers, hips straining, wrists twisting in the rope.

I edge him, bringing him to the very brink, then stopping, over and over until his face is wet with tears, his voice a broken thing.

I slap his ass again, harder. “Tell me what you saw, Mark. Tell me what I did.”

He sobs, words spilling out in a rush: “You fucked him, you let him touch you, you sucked his cock, you let him come inside you—”

“And you watched,” I say, cutting him off. “You watched every second.”

He nods, helpless.

I resume stroking him, slow at first, then building speed, squeezing at the base, denying him every time he’s close.

He’s shaking now, whole body vibrating with need.

“Please, Lisa,” he begs. “Please, I’ll do anything. I need it. Please.”

I shove him onto his back and climb on top, lowering myself onto his cock in one brutal motion.

He screams—part agony, part ecstasy.

I ride him, relentless, fucking him until he’s gasping, thrashing, nails clawing at the velvet.

His hands fly to my hips, but I grab his wrists and pin them above his head, holding him down as I grind and squeeze and milk him for everything he’s worth.

“Beg for it,” I order.

“Please, please, I need it, Lisa—”

I edge him again, lifting off at the last second, letting his cock slap against his stomach, slick and angry.

I wait, watching the hope die in his eyes.

Then, finally, when he is sobbing, when his entire body is nothing but pleading, I slide down, take him in my mouth, and finish him with ruthless efficiency.

He explodes, flooding my throat, hips jerking, voice gone.

I swallow every drop, then crawl up his body, kissing him, letting him taste himself on my lips.

He collapses boneless, on the chaise, tears streaking his face. I cradle his head in my lap, stroking his hair, shushing him.

“It’s okay,” I murmur. “You did so well.”

He clings to me, shaking, utterly broken.

I smile, satisfied, already plotting the next game.

There’s always a next time.

Always.


Chapter 3

It’s always better in the dark.

We sit side by side on the velvet couch in our media room, the only light the pulsing blue glow of the seventy-inch OLED and a single candle guttering on the far shelf. The speakers throb with low, predatory bass—my choice, always—while the air hums with something thicker than ozone. Mark’s shoulders hunch as the footage starts, but he doesn’t flinch. I’ll give him that much. My husband is stubborn, even as he’s being dismantled in real time.

I click PLAY.

The screen fills with me. Me—kneeled over Jason, hair wild, body painted with the aftermath of our last session. There’s a split second of Mark behind the lens, hands steady but eyes wild, the camera catching his own reflection in the mirrored brick. He hates he left it in, but I insisted. Every humiliation should have a witness, even if it’s yourself.

I nudge the volume a click higher, and my moans fill the room. Not fake, not forced—the raw, electric whine of a woman who knows exactly how to manipulate an audience, and also herself. Jason is gorgeous on camera, even more so than in life; his body glistens with sweat, and the look he gives the lens is pure, weaponized arrogance. I love that. I love watching Mark try not to love it.

Next to me, Mark’s fingers dig into the armrest, whitening the knuckles. I rest my hand on his knee, nails grazing the wool of his slacks, and let it slide up—inch by inch, so slow he can’t possibly miss it—until I feel the tension in his thigh vibrate through the bone. His cock is already half-hard. I can see it in the slack of his jaw, the way his lips part every time Jason’s hands close around my hips on screen.

I let the video run, pretending to be absorbed. In reality, my eyes are on him, drinking in every micro-expression. The hurt, the hunger, the hatred and the need.

When Jason shoves me against the brick and fucks me, slow at first and then brutal, Mark’s breath stutters. Not a gasp, not quite a sob, but the air catches in his throat and the tips of his ears go pink.

I pause the video—frame-perfect on my face, mouth slack, eyes rolled back. For a second, I just look at him. Then I lean in, letting my hair brush his cheek, my voice a purr:

“Did you like that part?”

He closes his eyes, but not before I catch the flicker of shame.

“Lisa—”

I don’t let him finish. I drag the pad of my thumb over his lower lip, then trail it down, across his Adam’s apple, down his chest to the waistband of his pants.

“Because I did. I liked it a lot.” My hand slips inside, finds him rigid and hot. “Tell me what you liked about it.”

He shakes his head, but he’s not resisting—just shaking, trying to focus. I squeeze a little harder.

“You can’t lie to me,” I remind him. “I know every signal. You’re not complicated, Mark.”

He laughs, bitter. “No, I guess not.”

I rewind, slow motion, letting the scene play out again. This time I narrate:

“I remember how deep he got. How he stretched me, right here—” I grip his cock harder, making him squirm. “The way you made me look at the camera while he was inside me. Do you remember what you said?”

His voice is a whisper, barely there. “I said you were beautiful.”

“That’s right. You said, ‘She’s perfect. Don’t stop until she’s shaking.’”

He can’t breathe. He doesn’t want to.

I edge closer, thigh pressed against his, still stroking him through the fabric, slow and cruel. I angle the remote so the next scene jumps forward: me on my knees, Jason’s cum running down my face in pearly ropes.

Mark groans, the sound guttural, embarrassed. I savor it.

“It’s okay,” I tell him, voice syrup-sweet. “I liked that too. It pleases me that you saw it. I enjoy knowing you can’t forget it.”

He covers his face with one hand. “Jesus, Lisa.”

I guide his hand away, making him look at the screen. “No, really. Watch.” I press play.

The sound is obscene. My moans layered over Jason’s grunts, wet and hungry. I time my strokes to the rhythm on screen, and when I see Mark’s hips buck, I reward him with a kiss—open-mouthed, teeth grazing his lip, my other hand now inside his boxers, warm skin on skin.

He melts, the fight draining out of him. I slow my pace, barely moving at all, letting him simmer in the humiliation.

“Did you think about this when you jerked off in the shower?” I ask, not bothering to hide the glee.

He doesn’t answer, but his cock twitches in my grip. I squeeze the head, twisting just enough to make him gasp.

“You did. You watched me get fucked by another man, and you loved it.” My mouth is at his ear, biting, whispering. “You want to do it again, don’t you?”

He shudders. “I don’t know.”

I slow my hand to a stop, just cupping him, not letting go.

“Mark.” I wait for his eyes to meet mine. “Tell me what you want.”

His breath rattles, knuckles white on the couch.

“I want—” He can’t finish.

I do it for him. “You want me to do more. Don’t you?”

He nods, helpless.

I smile. There it is: total capitulation. I lean back, crossing my legs, savoring the power.

“I’m thinking next time we up the stakes,” I say, voice bright as a news anchor. “Maybe rope. Blindfolds. Something to remind you who’s in control.”

His cock is still hard in my palm, still leaking, still betraying him.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” I go on, outlining the fantasy like a lesson plan. “I could tie you to the bed, blindfold you, maybe let Jason do whatever he wants while you just listen. Would that make you crazy? Or would you love it?”

His answer is a moan. I squeeze harder, then let go, depriving him.

He tries to protest, but I shush him with a finger to his lips.

“We’ll start slow,” I say, standing, smoothing my skirt. “Tonight, you’re going to sit right here and finish yourself while I shower. You can watch the footage as many times as you want. But you don’t get to touch me. Not until I say so.”

His mouth opens, closes. He’s defeated, but grateful.

“Good boy,” I murmur, and walk out, hips swaying for the camera he can’t turn off.

In the hallway, I pause. I listen to the sound of his fist in his lap, the soft whimpers. I could go back, could let him inside, but I don’t. I want him to ache.

I want him to dream up every way I could break him, and then beg for it.

I want him to know the rules have changed, and that he’ll never get ahead of me again.

In the bathroom mirror, I wipe away the last smear of Jason from my lips.

There’s a new game now.

And I intend to win.

#

The invitation reads “semi-formal,” but that’s a lie. The entire point of a corporate gala is to see who can dress up the most desperate insecurity in the thinnest veneer of class. I play the game under those rules. My dress is black, matte, severe: high neckline, long sleeves, but fitted so tight you could bounce a quarter off my ass. Mark zipped me into it himself, hands trembling as he tried not to ruin my hair or his composure.

The car ride is silent, but not tense—just loaded. He keeps glancing over, drinking in the length of my legs, the sharpness of my cheekbones, the brutal neatness of my bun. I let him stare. I want him on edge before we even arrive.

The venue is a palace—marble columns, towering floral arrangements, waiters gliding like sharks through the current of old money and new ambition. Mark does a circuit, shaking hands, reciting the same five compliments he’s used since college. I hang on his arm, smiling for the cameras, every inch the supportive spouse. I can see his colleagues struggling to place me: too beautiful to be overlooked, too poised to be dismissed as a trophy. The women resent me; the men hover just on the right side of inappropriate.

I love it here. I love being the most dangerous thing in a room full of people who think the only danger is missing out on a merger.

We take our seats at the head table, Mark sandwiched between his boss and a walking khaki advertisement for Midwestern banality. I tuck myself in next to him, knees touching under the table. His boss starts droning about quarterly projections, but I tune her out, watching Mark’s profile in the candlelight's flicker. He keeps his hands folded, fingers white at the knuckles, and sips his drink too fast.

When dessert arrives—a perfect white sphere of mousse, shattering at the touch of my spoon—I slip my shoe off and drag my toes up Mark’s calf. He jolts, then covers it with a cough. I keep going, letting my foot drift higher, massaging the muscle just below his knee, then higher, to the soft skin at the crease of his thigh.

He’s so fucking easy.

I lean over, lips brushing the shell of his ear. “You’re doing so well,” I whisper, letting my breath tickle the hair at his nape. “You might get a reward later.”

He shivers. His boss raises an eyebrow. I smile sweetly and pour her more wine.

During the networking hour, I circulate, collecting gossip, complimenting jewelry, making enemies without ever raising my voice. Mark trails me, but I keep a step ahead, never quite letting him close the distance. When I double back, I catch him staring at me across the room, blue eyes gone dark with want. I mouth the words “good boy,” and watch his jaw flex.

On the balcony, I corner him. The marble is cold under my palms as I press him back against a column, bodies shielded by a forest of potted palms. My hand finds his belt, fingers tracing the buckle.

“Are you behaving?” I ask, voice low.

He nods, but it’s a lie. His breathing is ragged. He’s hard under my hand, so fast it’s almost tragic.

“I could ruin you right now,” I say, pressing the heel of my palm against him. “Do you want that?”

He closes his eyes, breath hitching. “Not here.”

“Good. Because I enjoy making you wait.”

I step back, smoothing my dress, leaving him flushed and desperate. On the way inside, I pass Jason, who’s here as a brand ambassador for some high-end athleisure line. He recognizes me instantly, flashes a smile calibrated to the exact wattage of “I know what you look like naked.” He winks, subtle, just for me. I don’t acknowledge him, but I let the heat linger in my cheeks, just in case Mark is watching.

Inside, the auction starts. Trips to France, signed sports memorabilia, luxury watches—all the trappings of a lifestyle no one here actually enjoys, just collects like badges. Mark tries to focus, but his mind is somewhere else. I can see it in the way he drums his fingers, the way he keeps checking the time.

During the big toast, I catch his gaze across the ballroom and mouth, “You’re mine.” He looks away, color high in his cheeks.

By the time we make it to the coat check, Mark’s hands are shaking. I let him help me into my jacket, then slide into the car, legs tucked demurely, smile pure poison.

In the back seat, I reach for his hand, lace our fingers together. I say nothing; I don’t need to.

He’s a live wire now, every nerve exposed.

And I’m already planning how to make him spark.

#

The house is silent but for the soft thud of my heels on hardwood. Mark is three steps behind, exactly where he should be, hands fidgeting with the car keys, face still raw from the humiliation of the evening. I let the anticipation hang, a velvet rope drawing us up the staircase, through the corridor, into the sanctum of our bedroom.

I have staged everything to perfection. The bed is stripped to the sheets—black, Egyptian cotton, so smooth it catches the light like oil. The nightstands are cleared, replaced with implements: leather cuffs, thick and buckled; a silk blindfold, midnight blue; a riding crop, slim and cruel; and an array of silicone toys, lined up in descending order like a surgeon’s tray. Light is provided solely by six votives scattered in the room, and their flames project shadows that slither and dance on the molding. The air is thick with the scent of sandalwood and heat.

Mark stands in the doorway, frozen. I watch the war in his face—fear, anticipation, that little-boy confusion that’s both sad and so, so erotic.

“Take off your clothes,” I order, and he obeys.

He folds his jacket, drapes it over the chair. Shoes, then socks, then the careful unbuttoning of his shirt. His hands are unsteady, and the buttons slip, but he catches himself, jaw set, eyes never leaving mine. By the time he’s down to his briefs, his cock is a taut line pressing at the fabric, and his breath has gone shallow and fast.

“Everything,” I say, and he complies, peeling the briefs off, folding them with the rest.

He stands naked, arms at his sides, trembling.

I circle him, slow, letting my nails skim his biceps, the plane of his chest, the slope of his hip. He shivers at every touch. I cup his chin, tilting his head up, and stare into his eyes until the fight drains out of him.

“Get on the bed.”

He climbs onto the mattress, settling on his back, legs together. He doesn’t cover himself; I trained that out of him weeks ago. I let the silence stretch, watching him squirm.

I pick up the cuffs—black leather, lined with lambswool—and fasten his right wrist to the headboard, then the left. He tests them, the muscle in his arm flexing, but the bonds hold. I move to the foot, secure his ankles to the posts. By the end, he’s spread-eagle, stretched so tight he could vibrate.

I run my hands up his calves, over his knees, the inside of his thighs. His cock twitches, bobbing against his stomach, leaking already.

I climb onto the bed, straddling his hips, letting the hem of my dress ride up. I wear nothing underneath; I wanted him to wonder all night. I lean down, lips grazing his ear.

“Are you ready for me?” I ask.

“Yes,” he says, voice cracked.

“Good.”

I slide off him, pick up the blindfold. He lifts his head obediently, lets me tie it snug over his eyes.

“Count to ten,” I say.

He does, voice trembling.

I slip into the bathroom, open the freezer, and retrieve the glass of ice cubes I prepared earlier. I wrap them in a towel, carry them back into the bedroom.

He’s counting, “...seven, eight, nine, ten,” and then he falls silent, listening.

I pluck a cube from the glass, circle the tip around his nipple. He gasps, body jerking.

“Shh,” I whisper. “Let me do the work.”

I drag the ice down his chest, around his navel, over the sharp ridge of his hipbone. It leaves a trail, water and cold, his skin stippling with goosebumps.

I alternate ice with tongue—licking the water, tasting the salt of his sweat, then shocking him with the cold again. I make a game of it, mapping the entire landscape of his body with sensation, never letting him expect what comes next.

When I reach his cock, I roll the cube up the shaft, circle the head, then take him in my mouth—hot, wet, sucking the chill from his skin. He arches, moans, hips bucking off the bed.

I slap his thigh, gently but firm. “Don’t move,” I warn.

He tries, but the effort nearly unmanned him.

I release him, and pick up the crop. The leather is cold and stiff. I trail it down his chest, between his legs, tapping the inside of his knee.

“You remember what happens if you speak without permission?” I ask.

He nods, lips pressed together.

“Good.”

I strike. A light flick across his thigh. He gasps, but doesn’t speak. Another, harder. This time a moan escapes, but he bites it off.

I alternate—ice, tongue, crop—each stroke, each touch, winding him tighter, tighter, until he’s straining against the cuffs, sweat slicking every muscle.

I climb onto the bed again, straddling his waist, cunt pressed against his stomach. I lean forward, letting my hair tickle his chest.

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

He nods, desperate.

“You know you have to earn it.”

“Yes,” he groans.

I rock my hips, letting my wetness smear over his skin. I want him to smell it, to feel how ready I am, how much I enjoy holding him at the brink.

“Let’s try a scenario,” I say, voice bright. “You’re my subordinate at work. I caught you staring at my legs during the board meeting. What do you have to say for yourself?”

He swallows, then finds the character. “I’m sorry, Ms. Kendall. I couldn’t help myself.”

“Do you know how inappropriate that is?”

“Yes, Ms. Kendall. I’m sorry.”

I slap him with the crop, harder this time, the sound echoing off the walls. He yelps.

“Sorry isn’t enough,” I say. “You need to be punished.”

I run the crop along his cock, tap the shaft, then strike the tip—light, but sharp. He jerks, a bead of pre-cum blooming at the head.

“Please,” he whispers. “Punish me.”

I alternate spanking with the crop and rewarding with my mouth, never letting him find a rhythm, always one step ahead.

“You know what I did with Jason?” I murmur, lips wrapped around the head of his cock. “He didn’t beg like you. He just took what he wanted.”

He moans, a raw, guttural sound.

I ease up, let my tongue circle the shaft, then take him all the way, gagging myself, showing him what he watched on screen last night. I hum, the vibration making him shudder.

I break away, lean up, let him taste himself on my lips.

“You’re nothing like him,” I say, tone both soothing and cruel. “But that’s why I love you.”

I reach for the vibrator, switch it on, and hold it against his balls while stroking him with my other hand. He’s thrashing now, voice rising, desperate for permission.

“Can I come?” he begs.

“Not yet,” I say. I want to see how far he’ll go.

I remove the vibrator, return to the crop, and stripe his chest with red. He whimpers on the verge of tears.

I climb up, straddle his chest, cunt hovering over his mouth.

“Earn it,” I say. “Make me come, and I’ll let you finish.”

He licks, sucks, tongue desperate and sloppy, but he knows exactly how to work me. I ride his mouth, fingers in his hair, grinding until I’m shaking, gasping, losing the thread of my performance. I slap his face as I come, riding out the wave until I can’t breathe.

I slide off, collapsing next to him, both of us panting.

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

I remove the blindfold, look him in the eye.

“Beg properly,” I say.

He does—full-throated, shameless, voice breaking.

“Please, Lisa, I need it. I’m yours. I’ll do anything—”

I kiss him, stroke him hard and fast, no more games.

“Come for me,” I whisper.

He explodes, the orgasm ripping through him, coating his stomach and my hand in thick, hot ropes. He sobs, body going limp, utterly spent.

I release the cuffs, wrap him in the black sheets, hold him close until his breathing slows.

I savor the moment—the aftermath, the total surrender.

He’s ruined.

And he’s mine.

Always.


Chapter 4

The penthouse is a crucible tonight, all the edges softened by deliberate shadows, every window filmed over with something metallic and forbidden. We spend the afternoon shifting the landscape: ottomans exiled to the hallway, low tables forced to the walls, the baby grand swaddled in a dust sheet like a corpse awaiting identification. In the kitchen, platters of charcuterie and miniature cakes sweat in the cold, waiting for mouths braver than mine.

I dress at dusk, stripping down to skin that still aches from last night’s warfare. I pour myself into a slip dress, black silk, two thin straps and nothing underneath. The fabric is cut so low that my breasts threaten insurrection with every breath. I wear my hair down, a dark spill that frames the geometry of my collarbones, and I touch my lips with a gloss the exact color of a fresh bruise.

Mark sets up the camera in the living room, testing angles, adjusting for light that changes with the hour. He is methodical, a servant to the process. He thinks this makes him safe. I watch him from the bedroom doorway, arms folded, one hip cocked, and he catches me watching—eyes flicking up, then away, then back, as if he can’t decide whether I’m the snake or the charmer in this story.

By seven, the air is salt and adrenaline and the low, predatory pulse of house music I selected for maximum effect. The doorbell starts its work. Mark opens it, ushering in the first pair: a junior partner from his firm and her wife, both in dresses that pretend at modesty but cling in all the right places. I greet them with double air kisses, the way I learned in Paris, and let my hand linger on each woman’s back a heartbeat longer than etiquette requires.

A tech entrepreneur follows them with a mop of expensive hair and a model girlfriend from nowhere anyone can pronounce. I recognize her from a fragrance ad, cheekbones so sharp they could pierce the myth of American innocence. She wears red leather and nothing else. The entrepreneur’s eyes track every motion I make, the way my dress shivers when I walk. I wonder if he knows what it will cost him, but I doubt he cares.

By eight, the room is a circuit of hungry eyes and murmured conversation, the air thickening with every round of drinks. Mark ghosts behind me, lens in hand, always catching the microsecond when a glance turns to a glare, when laughter sours into resentment. He’s gotten better at reading people. He’s gotten much, much worse at hiding his own tells.

I brush against the techie’s arm as I refill his drink, watching the ripple of goosebumps up to his neck. He smiles—too confident—and tries to stage-whisper something about “live streaming this.” I let my fingers trail up his forearm, nails barely grazing the skin.

“Not everything is for public consumption,” I say, and he laughs, but his hand trembles on the glass.

Mark catches it, I know. He documents everything.

The junior partner and her wife are by the window, backs to the skyline, fingers entwined in a way that’s both possessive. I break the tableau, leaning in close so they can smell me, can feel the heat off my skin. I compliment the wife’s necklace, lifting it from her throat, thumb brushing the pulse point.

“Gorgeous,” I purr. “Almost criminal, hiding a neck like this.”

She flushes, but her partner’s grip tightens, as if to remind both of us whose property she is. I enjoy that. I enjoy all of it.

Around ten, the mood tips. Someone (the fragrance model, I think) switches the playlist to something primal—low, thumping, impossible to ignore. People migrate to the center of the room, drawn by the promise of something they can’t name. I make sure to be there first, perched on the back of the couch, legs crossed so the hem of my dress reveals just a suggestion of cunt.

Mark hovers, camera up, a mechanical third eye. I make a game of catching his gaze in the lens, holding it, then breaking it just to see if he’ll follow. He always does. The other guests notice—how I command attention, how I orchestrate the current. They orbit closer.

I tap my glass and call out: “Let’s play something fun.”

No one protests. No one ever does.

I propose a variant of Truth or Dare, but remove the “Truth” part. Every challenge is physical, no words, no explanations. First round, the model must lick honey from the entrepreneur’s chest. She does, slow and elegantly, her tongue drawing a wet, sticky line up to his collarbone. Second round, they dare the partner’s wife to bite my shoulder, not gently. She does, and the shock of teeth electrifies me straight down the spine. I look at Mark and see his jaw clench, the camera dipping as if to steady himself.

As the dares escalate, the circle tightens. Always escalating, I take charge, issuing orders, never repeating a challenge. I let the fragrance model spank me, let the junior partner grope me under the guise of “fitting” my dress. I kneel for one woman, tongue flicking the rim of her glass before I let her drink. Piece by piece, I offer myself, but never give it all at once. Every dare is a currency, every gasp a dividend.

The sexual tension is a live wire now, fraying at the ends. The techie, emboldened by attention, slides onto the couch next to me, his thigh pressed to mine. I drape an arm over his shoulder, as if in a lover’s pose, and watch his eyes flick to Mark, then back to me, then down to the dangerous inch of bare skin above my stocking.

He slides his hand up, tentatively, then firmer, fingers splaying just below the hem. I let him, angling my body so the room—and more importantly, the camera—has a perfect view. I spread my knees a fraction wider; the silk riding up, the heat of his palm igniting every nerve.

I stare straight into the lens as he gropes me, my lips parted, eyes challenging. Mark holds the shot, then steps closer, as if to make sure he’s got the best possible angle. His breathing is audible now, even over the music. I imagine what he looks like—cock rigid, sweat beading on his temples, heart pounding in that rabbit-panic way he gets when I really push him.

The room watches, transfixed. No one interrupts.

I lean in, whispering into the techie’s ear, “You’re being filmed. Smile for the camera.”

He does, teeth gleaming, and his hand creeps higher, thumb skimming the slickness between my thighs.

I arch just enough to let the room know it’s welcome, and then, with a practiced flick of the wrist, I pull his hand away and bring his fingers to my mouth, sucking them clean.

The effect is immediate. The women flush, the men adjust their laps. Mark wavers, camera almost drooping before he recovers.

I stand, smooth my dress, and beckon for the next round of dares.

The party is mine now. The narrative, mine. I watch the guests reconfigure themselves, shifting alliances and appetites, every move a silent audition. They want me; they want to be me; they want to see how far I’ll go.

They’re about to find out.

Mark is still filming, but his mask is off. He’s not the documentarian tonight—he’s the subject, whether or not he knows it.

I toast him, mouthing the words, “Watch closely.”

He does.

He always does.

It doesn’t take long for pretense to dissolve.

First, the fragrance model kisses the wife of the junior partner, lips open and slow, hands buried in the shimmer of that expensive dress. Then the entrepreneur, emboldened, moves behind them, palms roaming the smalls of their backs, the curve of an ass, a thigh. The music seeps into the walls, pounding the heartbeat of the room into a single organism, less a party than a living, writhing creature with a thousand tongues.

I claim the chaise in the center, a goddess on her altar. The silk rides high as I stretch out, my nipples pronounced and obscene under the chill air. I crook a finger to summon the entrepreneur—he’s named Simon, I think, but that’s immaterial—and he comes at once, sinking to his knees between my splayed thighs.

He’s eager, but unskilled. I guide his head, threading fingers into his hair and pulling his mouth exactly where I want it. He licks, clumsy at first, but I mold his jaw with my palm, opening him up, teaching him the rhythm I crave. The model hovers beside us, perched on the chaise’s arm, long legs crossed, watching with an analyst’s detachment. I gesture her closer, and she slips in, running her hands up my arms, massaging my shoulders, then dipping low to cup my breasts, pinching the nipples until I hiss.

The rest of the room fades, a bokeh of movement and heat. All I see is Mark, steady behind the camera, his body rigid as he tracks my every gasp. I make a point of arching, of letting my head loll back so my hair spills over the edge, so he has a perfect angle of my neck, my parted lips, the glisten on my tongue.

“Take it off,” I command the model, and she obliges, peeling the dress down in a single, practiced motion. She’s bare underneath, skin taut over bones, breasts small and perfect. I pull her in, kissing her with tongue, biting her lower lip until she gasps. Simon’s tongue works faster, more desperately, trying to impress. I reward him by grinding against his face, my heels digging into his back, every muscle tight and shuddering.

The room is a theater now. Other guests have stripped to varying degrees—shirts off, pants unbuttoned, bodies pressed together on the floor and the couch and against the glass, leaving smeared prints and foggy halos. I watch them with approval. I am both audience and star.

I break away from the model, turning to the camera, fixing Mark with a stare that means: This is your punishment. This is your prize.

He zooms in; the lens capturing the trail of saliva down my chin, the flush in my cheeks, the way my dress has become a sodden wreck around my waist.

I shove Simon away, wiping his mouth with my thumb, and beckon the model to take his place. She moves between my legs, but doesn’t rush. Her kisses are featherlight, her hands expert, coaxing every tremor from my body before she ever puts tongue to cunt. I sigh, luxurious, spreading myself wider, making sure the camera can see everything.

The first orgasm comes quick and mean, a convulsion that leaves my fingers white-knuckled in her hair. I ride it, teeth bared, making a show of it, and when it’s over I collapse back, sated but already hungry for more.

“Your turn,” I say, grabbing the model by the hips and dragging her onto my lap. I slide two fingers inside her, curling them, thumb working her clit. She grinds against my hand, eyes rolling back, hands clawing my shoulders for purchase. I pull her down and suck her tits, biting until she yelps, the sound sharp and real. Mark zooms in, the camera’s red light blinking like a warning.

I glance around the room. The junior partner is being eaten out by her own wife, both moaning, fingers interlaced as they rock together on the rug. The techie has found a willing mouth—one of Mark’s old colleagues, I think, who’s knelt on the kitchen island, pants at his ankles, face glazed with awe and lust.

I lock eyes with Mark, then push the model off my lap and crawl across the chaise, beckoning for two more guests to join me. They come, a woman and a man, both half-naked, both glassy-eyed with want. I instruct the woman to kneel behind me, hands on my ass, spreading me open so the man can enter me from behind. He’s thick, not as long as Jason, but eager and trembling. He lines himself up, and I sink back onto him, the stretch sharp and delicious.

I groan loud enough for the room to hear, and the guests cheer, a chorus of animal delight.

The woman behind me fingers my clit, her tongue tracing circles around my asshole, her hands kneading the flesh of my hips. The man grips my waist, pounding me in a rhythm that leaves me dizzy, drunk on sensation. I look over my shoulder and catch Mark filming, his own cock tenting his pants, his jaw clenched with the effort of not exploding on the spot.

I call to him, “Get closer,” and he does, stepping over tangled limbs and overturned glasses, camera trembling as he films my face twisted in pleasure, then tilts down to the joining of bodies, the filth of it.

I whisper instructions to my lovers—“Harder, there, don’t stop, pull my hair”—and they obey, puppets on strings. I orchestrate every movement, every crescendo, always aware of where Mark stands, always feeding him the show he deserves.

A second orgasm tears through me, legs shaking, knees threatening collapse. The man pulls out, jerking himself to completion across my lower back. The woman licks it clean, tongue hot and greedy, then kisses me, letting me taste the salt of my degradation.

I trade partners, pulling the model back in, then the wife, then the techie, each one a new flavor, a new adventure. I make sure each pairing is unique—sometimes I take, sometimes I give, always I direct. The couch becomes a nest of bodies, hands and mouths everywhere, no longer concerned with names or titles or who belongs to whom.

Between encounters, I crawl over to Mark, straddle his lap, and kiss him, lips sweet with the taste of everyone else. He trembles, but doesn’t touch me; his hands are white-knuckled on the camera, as if it’s the only thing tethering him to reality.

“You’re doing so well,” I murmur, tongue flicking his ear. “Keep filming.”

He groans, hips bucking, but I deny him, slipping away and back into the fray.

The orgy peaks, then plateaus, the energy shifting from frantic to languid. Couples and trios form and dissolve, people falling into each other with an easy, post-coital camaraderie. I recline on the chaise again, watching the aftermath, savoring the ache in my muscles and the triumph in my chest.

Mark is still filming, but I can see he’s close to breaking. I beckon him over, this time letting him kneel at my feet.

I spread my legs, the dress a ruined memory, and let him watch as I finger myself, slow and lazy, milking out the last drops of pleasure. I look down at him, eyes heavy-lidded, and smile.

“This is for you,” I say, voice ragged.

He kneels there, worshipping, as I come one final time, then collapse back, spent and victorious.

The room quiets, the guests catching their breath, bodies tangled and beautiful in the dying light.

I sit up, hair wild, skin flushed, and look around at the ruin I’ve made.

The camera is still rolling.

It always will be.

There is a lull. Post-orgy, the room steams with sweat and breath, bodies slack on the velvet and the rugs, a half-dozen strangers tangled like a myth with no moral. I let them bask for a few minutes, let Mark kneel at my feet and watch me glow in the aftershocks.

Then I clap, a single sharp sound, and the room stirs. A dozen eyes find me, and I smile, slowly and certainly.

“Break time,” I announce. “Hydrate, use the bathroom, fix your hair. Five minutes.”

They peel off in pairs, some alone, all of them too blissed out to protest. Mark stays where he is, eyes glazed, mouth half-open. I pull him up by the wrist, making him stand.

He wobbles, legs shaky. I wipe the sweat from his brow with my thumb, then reach behind his neck and steal the camera from his hands. He lets it go, hands dropping limp to his sides.

I scroll back through the footage, letting it play at double speed: the dares, the first kisses, the escalation, the raw-cut porn of my body taken and taking. Every moan, every shudder, every violation. The quality is perfect. The lighting, sublime.

I turn the camera around, letting Mark see his own face reflected in the playback: slack-jawed, desperate, torn between the urge to run and the need to watch.

“Do you like what you see?” I ask, holding the screen inches from his nose.

He can’t answer. I don’t let him.

I set the camera on the tripod, panning it to face the largest open space—the very center of the living room, where the rug is plushest and the light best. I snap my fingers and summon the guests, who trickle back in, drinks refilled, faces scrubbed, hair re-coiffed. They line up without instruction, a semicircle of voyeurs, all eyes on me.

I pull Mark into the middle, guiding him like a sleepwalker. He’s still dressed, rumpled in a shirt I picked for its subtlety and pants that now bulge with unspoken need.

“Strip,” I say, and the room goes silent.

He hesitates, only for a flicker, then obeys. The shirt comes off, then the undershirt, exposing skin still marked from the crop and the nails and the heat of my thighs. He shucks his pants, then the briefs, every movement slow, every button a confession.

He stands naked, cock half-hard, the flush running up his neck and across his cheeks. He is at once the most beautiful man in the room and the least powerful. That is the point.

I step back, circling him, letting the guests drink in the view. There are indistinct murmurs, some laughter, a few whispers I can’t quite catch. I feed off their attention, off Mark’s mortification.

I tap the shoulder of a man I barely know—he’s tall, gym-built, with a thick neck and hands that look like they could snap a pool cue. His body gleams with sweat, pecs furrowed, cock already hard. I beckon him forward.

“Help me out,” I say, and he nods, face calm, eyes predatory.

I direct them—Mark on his knees, hands behind his head, the other man standing over him, one hand gripping Mark’s hair, the other stroking himself to full length. I walk around them, adjusting angles, smoothing Mark’s hair, positioning the other man’s cock just so it lines up with Mark’s lips, not touching, but close enough the threat is real.

The camera catches all of it.

I pace in front of the guests, narrating like a ringmaster:

“Tonight, we have a very special exhibition. My husband, the brave and patient documentarian, has volunteered to be our subject. We’re going to see how much he can take.”

There is laughter, applause, the women hooting, the men grinning like wolves.

I address Mark directly: “You will keep your hands behind your back at all times. You will not come until I say. If you break either rule, I will add another participant. Understood?”

He nods.

“Good boy.”

I let the big man, my new assistant, start slow. He slaps the side of Mark’s face with his cock, once, twice, letting Mark feel the weight and heat. I move behind Mark, running my fingers down his spine, nails digging in just enough to wake up every nerve.

The crowd leans in, enthralled.

I whisper in Mark’s ear: “Open.”

He does, almost greedily, and the cock pushes past his lips, thick and salty, stretching his jaw wide. The man fucks his face in short, measured thrusts, never too rough, but never gentle. Mark’s eyes water, but he keeps his hands laced behind his head, straining not to break posture.

I narrate for the camera, for the guests, for myself:

“See how well he takes it? So obedient. So desperate to please.”

I kneel beside him, tracing his cock with my fingernails, watching it swell with every humiliation.

When the man is close, I slow him, pulling him back, letting the tip hover over Mark’s tongue. I signal to one woman—a redhead with a body built for breaking rules—and she joins us, kneeling opposite Mark. I instruct her to stroke his cock, slow and steady, while he continues to be face-fucked for the audience.

Her hands are small, skilled. She brings him to the edge in seconds, then backs off at my command.

Mark gasps, hips rocking, spit and pre-cum gluing him to the rug.

The big man shudders, jerks himself, and finishes with a torrent across Mark’s face, painting him from cheek to chin. The redhead licks it off, slow and deliberate, then kisses Mark, sharing the taste.

I let the guests take turns—each new pairing a twist, a variation, always escalating, always keeping Mark at the center. Sometimes I bring in two, sometimes three. I orchestrate the sequence, rotating hands and mouths, sometimes denying Mark any contact, sometimes letting others pleasure themselves in front of him, just out of reach.

Between rounds, I wipe his face with a towel, let him sip water, then plunge him back into the game.

His cock stays hard throughout, red and angry, veins pulsing with the need to come. I edge him, over and over, letting the frustration mount, letting the guests witness every tremor.

The finale, when I call it, is a composition all its own: Mark on his back, three women riding his face and chest and thighs, while I sit astride his hips and jerk him with both hands, alternating pressure and speed, never letting him finish.

When he’s finally allowed, I make him beg. On camera, in front of everyone.

“Please, Lisa,” he chokes. “Please let me come. I’ll do anything. Please.”

I slow, savoring the last seconds, then whisper in his ear: “Do it now. Show them how much you want it.”

He explodes, shooting onto my stomach, his own, the hands and hair of everyone within range. The women squeal, rubbing it in, smearing it across his skin, his lips, his eyes.

The room erupts in applause. The camera catches every filthy second.

I stand triumphant, and look down at the ruin I’ve made.

Mark is spent, shuddering, face slick with  cum, but his eyes—when they find mine—are nothing but worship.

The main event is over.

But the night is still young.

I waste no time.

The crowd is still electric, the air soupy with sex and sweat and the sweet aftertaste of collective humiliation. The muscular guest—the one who ruined Mark’s mouth and ego in a single calculated fuck—lounges on the chaise, cock still half-hard, a bead of cum slicking his thigh. I beckon him up, run my tongue along his jaw, taste the salt and dominance on his skin.

Mark kneels at my feet, chest heaving, lips swollen. His eyes never leave my face.

I drag the camera from its tripod and hand it to the redhead, the only woman in the room whose hands aren’t shaking. “Film this,” I instruct. “Don’t miss a thing.”

She grins, proud to be chosen, and steadies the shot.

I push Mark flat on his back, arms above his head, then straddle his chest, facing away. My cunt hovers inches from his mouth, still raw and hungry, but I don’t let him touch yet. Instead, I spread myself, fingers splaying the lips, and look over my shoulder.

“You want to taste?” I ask, voice dripping with contempt.

He moans, nods, but I turn to the other man instead.

“Show him how it’s done.”

The man—his name is Carter, I recall now, a detail from the guest list—moves between my legs, buries his face in my cunt, tongue working in tight, practiced circles. I grind down, using his mouth, my own moans louder than Mark’s whimpers. I look back, see his lips, chin, jaw slick with my wetness, his hands gripping my ass like handlebars.

Mark writhes beneath me, desperate to help, to lick, to prove his worth, but I pin him down, letting Carter finish what he started.

When the orgasm comes, it’s thunderous, a body quake that leaves me trembling, legs locking around Carter’s head. I ride it out, gasping, then collapse forward, hands braced on Mark’s shoulders.

“Good boy,” I say to Carter, then to Mark: “Maybe you’ll get a turn. If you’re obedient.”

I spin around, straddle Mark’s face, and finally let him lick me. He does so with an intensity that’s almost frightening, tongue and lips and teeth working in desperation, as if he can reclaim his dignity through sheer hunger. I ride him hard, grinding, suffocating, making sure the camera catches every drop and every gasp.

Carter moves up behind me, cock hard again, and presses it to my asshole, not entering, just teasing. I brace myself, arch my back, let the camera see the way my body opens for him.

“Go slow,” I command, and he obeys, sliding in with patience that’s rare for men built like him. The stretch is exquisite, pain-pleasure, and I scream into Mark’s mouth as Carter fills me.

The room watches in stunned silence, every eye on the holy trinity of my body: Mark’s tongue, Carter’s cock, my cunt gaping and hungry for both.

I orchestrate the scene with tiny, vicious instructions:

“Mark, lick harder. Carter, spank my ass while you fuck me.”

The camera’s red light is a metronome, blinking in time with my heart.

I edge Mark by alternating between allowing him to lick and denying him completely. When Carter is about to come, I pull off, straddle Mark’s cock, and lower myself down in one brutal motion. He’s so close to release, so desperate, but I squeeze at the base and whisper: “Not yet.”

Carter jerks off onto my back, painting it with hot stripes. I scoop some up and smear it on Mark’s lips, making him suck it off my fingers.

He does, eyes wild.

I fuck him slowly, then fast, always changing pace just before he can finish. I let the redhead climb on top of his face, riding his mouth while I ride his cock. She fists my hair, screams into the void, then shudders through her own orgasm before collapsing onto the carpet.

I force Mark to lick her clean, then reward him with a savage kiss.

The other guests crowd closer, some jerking off, others just gaping in awe.

I keep Mark at the edge for what feels like hours, every muscle in his body spasming with need. He begs, he pleads, he sobs, but I hold the power, milking him for every ounce of surrender.

Finally, I look straight into the camera and deliver my verdict:

“Mark Kendall, you may come. But only if you say—on camera—that you are a pathetic cum-slut husband who exists to be humiliated.”

He doesn’t hesitate. The words spill out, broken but honest:

“I’m a pathetic cum-slut husband. I exist to be humiliated. Please, Lisa. Please let me come.”

I let go. He explodes inside me, the release so intense he screams, body convulsing. I milk him dry, then dismount, leaving him twitching and ruined on the floor.

I climb to my feet, dripping with sweat and fluids, and look at the wreckage. The guests are silent, stunned, a few clapping, others just grinning in disbelief.

I walk to the camera, take it from the redhead, and pan across the tableau: Mark, flat on his back, cock still leaking; Carter, lounging on the chaise, cock soft and satisfied; the redhead sprawled on the carpet, hair a mess, face glowing.

I turn the camera on myself, hold it at arm’s length, and smile.

“Perfect,” I say, and blow a kiss.

The party is over.

The memory will last forever.

#

By four a.m., the penthouse is a disaster zone of abandoned glasses and ruined linens, the air rank with sweat and ozone and the faint, sour tang of forty expensive colognes interbred. The guests filter out in small knots, some giggling, some silent, most of them unable to meet my eye. A few try for bravado—“amazing party, let’s do it again”—but it rings hollow, a souvenir for a story they’ll only tell in darkness.

Mark and I are alone. He sits on the edge of the bed, still naked, staring at his hands like they might belong to someone else. His cock is limp now, shrinking from its role as both weapon and target, but the rest of him is still on fire—red welts along his ribs, teeth marks on his thighs, a bruise flowering on his jaw where I slapped him to punctuate an orgasm.

I leave him there. He needs silence.

In the office, I plug the camera into the server and start the upload, two terabytes of debauchery crawling through encrypted circuits to a vault no one but me can access. I settle into the chair to watch the transfer bar inch toward 100%. As it goes, I scrub through the footage, replaying the night in twenty-second bursts. I catalog the best moments: the first time I made Mark cry, the perfect angle of Carter’s cock plunging into my mouth, the redhead’s face when I forced her to rim me for the audience. I tag my favorites and drop them into a folder labeled “Training Materials.”

Mark shuffles into the doorway, wrapped in a hotel towel. His hair is damp, but he hasn’t showered. He looks like a man condemned, but there’s a wildness in his eyes I haven’t seen before. A kind of hunger.

I crook my finger. He obeys, folding himself to sit cross-legged at my feet.

“Was it too much?” I ask, stroking his hair.

He thinks for a long time, then: “I didn’t know I could feel that much.”

“Pain?”

“Anything,” he says. “I felt... erased. And then rebuilt.”

I smile, pulling his head to my lap, letting him rest against my thigh.

“It gets easier,” I promise. “The first time is always the hardest.”

He nods, but he doesn’t believe me. Not yet.

I let him sit there while the server finishes its work, the screen finally reading COMPLETE, all files secure.

“Next time,” I whisper, “we’ll have an audience.”

He doesn’t react. I explain:

“There are clubs. Online, real-life. People pay to watch. People pay to be trained. We could run the entire show. Use tonight’s footage as a trailer.”

His lips part, and for a second I see the old Mark—the man who loved his job, his wife, his perfect insignificant life. Then it’s gone, replaced by the new version, the one I built from scratch.

“What would I have to do?” he asks, voice already surrendering.

“Nothing you haven’t done already,” I say. “Just more. More eyes, more pressure. More of you on display.”

He shudders, but the sound he makes is not fear. It’s a relief.

“Okay,” he whispers.

I kiss his forehead, gentle, the way I used to before all this started.

“Go shower,” I say, patting his cheek. “Use the good soap. We have a big day tomorrow.”

He stumbles off, towel barely hanging, and I watch him go, pride and hunger and something almost like love swelling in my chest.

I queue up the next round of invitations, drafting the guest list in my head. There are so many possibilities. So many people are desperate for a taste of what I can offer.

When Mark returns, skin raw and pink from scrubbing, I lead him to bed, curl around him, my hand heavy on his cock, not for sex but for ownership.

“This is only the beginning,” I tell him. “I’m going to make you famous.”

He believes me.

He always does.
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Cuckolded & Humiliated by Cheating Trophy Wives

Scavenger Hunt of Humiliation

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

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

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

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

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


Couples Massage Humiliation

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

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

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

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


Hidden Rankings Humiliation

I scattered my lover leaderboard for my underperforming husband to stumble upon...

Not sure what stunned my husband more: his pitiful score against other guys, or finding out just how many have had me while he was clueless.

Now I'm getting my fix, letting man after man take their turn while he sits there, pure and untouched, just watching.

Denied his release, he craves my command, yearning to spill. Teetering on the edge repeatedly, just to linger for my signal.

I mock his score and applaud his climb up the ranks. From now, my husband is my cuck.


Humiliating My Cuck At The Charity Auction

The Highest Bidder Gets it All - While My Husband Watches

My husband's pathetic little equipment and two-pump performance? Yawn. But his business mentor? Let's just say when I dropped my pen in his office, I discovered why they call him "The Big Deal Closer."

My pathetic husband thinks tonight's charity auction is just another networking event. Wait till his jaw hits the floor when I strut onto that stage wearing next to nothing, auctioning off what he can barely satisfy—while his boss sits front row, checkbook ready and bulge visible.

Surprise, surprise—his mentor "wins" me with a wink. When he unzips, my husband's eyes bulge bigger than what's springing free from those designer pants. While hubby squirms in his chair, hand down his pants like the pathetic little worm he is, I'll have his boss stretching me in ways he never could. "Don't you dare let it go until I say so, tiny," I'll purr at my husband, knowing he'll be begging while I'm screaming.

After tonight, hubby gets demoted to professional voyeur—front-row seats to watch real men satisfy what his pathetic inchworm never could. He'll be begging for scraps of my attention while I'm screaming another man's name. Poor thing might even thank me for the privilege of watching.



Freebie




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

Used Like a Toy
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