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Chapter 1

Standing on the veranda, I’m the queen of everything. Below, guests mill around trimmed hedges, spilling across the lawn in search of spectacle and status. They find both. I can feel their eyes on me, undressing my form-fitting silk dress, wondering how much I let them see. I smile, catching the greed in their eyes, knowing they’ll never see enough. Even Brandon’s absence seems designed to test my control. My grip tightens, my smile doesn’t. He finally shows, as crisp and distant as a text message. I greet him with polished disdain.

It’s a beautiful evening, saturated with twilight. The lights come on in synchronized perfection, illuminating my garden like a designer’s dream. It would be nice if he noticed, if he paid attention to anything that didn’t tick on his watch. I glide down the steps, graceful and unattainable, basking in whispered admiration. The men want me, and the women want to know why the men want me. Poor darlings.

"Isn't this party just divine?" A woman draped in diamonds asks, unable to decide if she loves or hates me.

I respond with a smile that reveals nothing. "I try," I say, moving on before she can discover anything to dislike.

From the corner of my eye, I see an elderly financier staring at my legs as if they’re on the way to salvation. I turn slightly, letting the slit of my dress give him a glimpse of heaven. Watching them want me without getting me makes me feel alive. I'm more than they can handle, more than any of them can keep.

Time continues, and Brandon does not appear. My grip tightens around my glass, condensation sliding down my fingers like promises. Let him be late, let him see how little it bothers me. The lights glitter and I'm in the center of it all. But beneath my practiced calm, the truth burns hot. I want more. More control, more power, more than Brandon’s careful plans will ever allow.

My guests laugh, the sound merging with the tinkling fountains and clinking glasses. They make more noise than they’re worth. They all see what I let them see and right now, I let them see everything. A perfectly orchestrated party, a flawless wife without a husband. Where is Brandon? Talking numbers with someone who doesn’t even need his attention?

If I were a more conventional woman, perhaps I’d be worried. But I am not that woman, and Brandon is not that man. He’s never failed me where it truly counts, and in the end, I’m sure he’ll deliver. That’s the problem: he delivers what’s needed, never what’s wanted. I sip my water and taste frustration.

A flurry of whispers, then Brandon finally appears, entering without apology or fanfare. His suit clings to his body, slightly rumpled from the car ride over. Did he dress in the dark? His hair, always immaculate, is one gust of wind away from being imperfect. Even undone, he’s a sight to behold. A powerful man who does not know just how much power he gives away.

“Traffic,” he says, reaching for a drink. He looks relieved to see I’ve waited, as if I had a choice.

“I see,” I reply, watching him closely. My eyes flash. Not in the way he prefers. “Busy day at the office?”

“The investors needed…” his voice trails, a tone that once interested me more than it does now.

“More time than they deserved?” I finish for him.

He offers a smile, carefully arranged. “Something like that.”

I want to laugh at the predictability of it all. I know him better than he knows himself, but does he know anything about me? Does he see the real Jessica, the one beneath the perfectly maintained exterior? If he does, he’s never dared to say. I like that about him, the silent acceptance. I wonder how long it will last.

His hand rests on my back as if staking a claim, but it feels more like a question. I lead him to the circle of power players and their overdressed wives, ready to put him in his place. I announced, ensuring everyone noticed the irony, “Look who finally found time for us.”

One guest, a lean and polished executive, shakes Brandon’s hand. “Thought you were still in New York,” he jests, with just the right amount of admiration.

I watch Brandon swallow his pride, his business persona taking over. “You know me, always trying to catch up.”

His words could have been mine, if I were still the woman he thought he married. I introduce him to more guests, noting how he’s the only one in the room less aware of me than I am of him. Each handshake, each charming exchange, is my way of reminding him who truly holds the cards.

Around us, laughter peaks and fades, blending with the murmur of conversations that are both dull and deceitful. Brandon plays his role, the supportive husband who’d rather be in a boardroom. I play mine, the captivating wife who knows exactly what she wants. He doesn’t see how much more I want, how much more I’ll have.

The party continues, and I enjoy every second of my control. Brandon thinks he’s in on the plan, that he’s part of the success story I’ve written for us. He thinks we want the same things. He doesn’t know how much he’ll have to change to keep up, doesn’t see what’s right in front of him.

A last round of introductions, and I lean into him, whispering so only he can hear. “Should I tell them you’re going to be a good husband and stay longer this time?”

He pauses, surprised by my brazenness. It makes me want him almost as much as it makes me want to break him. “I am a good husband,” he says, trying to convince himself as much as me.

My eyes meet his, holding him just as I hold his reputation. “We’ll see,” I reply, squeezing his hand with intention.

It’s a perfect evening. The guests will talk about it for weeks. By then, I’ll be on to the next thrill, the next scheme, the next conquest. And Brandon? He’ll still be trying to catch up, unaware of how the rules have changed and just how much they favor me.

The fountain lights flicker, as if expecting my move. The crowd thins, but not fast enough. I see Steve Connolly, eyes on the party like he wants to take a bite. I move toward him with a promise in my hips, my purpose clear. I’ve seen the way he looks at me, like a hungry animal. He’s been waiting all night; now it’s my turn to make him. Brandon is deep in conversation, easy prey to my diversion. I close the distance, shifting from hostess to huntress. The seduction begins before I even say hello.

Steve doesn’t see me at first, too busy surveying the crowd. What a shame for him, missing the best view. I glide into his line of sight, and the effect is instant. His eyes lock on me, like a drowning man catching a rope.

"Jessica," he says, his smile more dangerous than polite.

"Enjoying yourself?" I ask, letting the words hang between us like the low hum of anticipation.

“Trying to,” he replies, gaze drifting to my neckline.

I know what he’s trying to do and how badly he wants to do it. I laugh, stepping closer, the scent of ambition filling the space between us. It’s intoxicating, watching him come undone before I’ve even touched him. I was right; he’s hungry. It’s time to feed him.

The water dances behind us, a shimmering backdrop to our collision. My eyes are all over him, blatant and defiant. “I think this party just got more interesting,” I say, watching his pupils dilate with interest.

I can feel the risk, sharp and electric. Brandon is close enough to call for help, but too far to know I’m the one tying the knots. Steve glances toward him, uncertainty flickering in his perfect jawline.

I touch his arm, claiming the tension. “Don’t worry about him,” I whisper, a tease and a promise.

The corners of his mouth twitch, caught between caution and desire. “You don’t waste any time, do you?” he says, the words a thin veil for how much he loves it.

My laugh is low and deliberate. “Not when I know what I want.” I’ve reeled him in, and he knows it. Now to watch him squirm on the hook.

I look at Steve, feigning interest in his reply but drinking in the thrill of the chase. “Maybe I should show you my private collection,” I suggest, each syllable a lure.

He raises an eyebrow, the cornered fox trying to act unconcerned. “Private collection?”

I lean in, brushing against him as if by accident. “You’ll like it,” I say, wrapping my intentions in silk. “Follow me.”

I see the calculation in his eyes, the struggle between knowing better and wanting more. He hesitates, only for a moment, then gives in. “Lead the way,” he says, voice thick with resignation.

The path to the veranda is a gauntlet of guests, any of whom could reveal us. It makes the game even hotter. Brandon’s voice trails behind, lost in meaningless conversation. We slip past, invisible to everyone except each other. I can feel Steve’s tension, the magnetic pull between resistance and capitulation.

Heavy curtains drape the alcove, creating a perfect stage for my seduction. I close them behind us, turning the space intimate and charged. “Welcome to the private collection,” I say, letting my intentions loose.

Steve takes a step back, eyes scanning the room as if searching for exits. I block them all, advancing with each word. “It’s been fun watching you want me all night.”

His mask of composure slips. “Jessica,” he starts, trying to maintain control, “this is... risky.”

I love the sound of my name on his lips. I want to hear it under different circumstances. “That’s what makes it so fucking exciting,” I say, savoring his discomfort.

He hesitates, but I’ve seen that look before. He’s mine, whether or not he’s ready. I move in, pinning him with my body, leaving no space for doubt.

I press him against the wall, feeling his resistance melt. “What would Brandon think?” I taunt, trailing my fingers down his chest.

Steve’s breath catches, his voice a strained whisper. “What would he think?”

I lean closer, feeling his surrender. “If he knew how much you want me,” I finish, sealing his fate.

The hesitation shatters, and I see the shift in his eyes. He’s all in, and he can’t pretend otherwise. His hands find my hips, desperate and defiant. My dress rides up as he pulls me against him, our bodies reckless and exposed.

“You want me,” I say, not as a question but as a command.

“Yes,” he breathes, losing the last of his composure.

I guide his hand up my thigh, watching the shock and thrill collide in his expression. I want him to feel it, every forbidden inch. This forbidden power surges through me, a consequence of my actions.

His fingers brush against the lace, and I moan, loud enough to be dangerous. It spurs him on, his hesitation gone, his hand under my dress.

Then I hear it, the unmistakable sound of Brandon’s voice, closer than I’d planned. Steve stiffens, fear seizing his lust. He tries to pull back, but I hold him, locking eyes with the boldest smile I’ve ever worn.

“Relax,” I whisper, daring him and myself.

He falters, and then the rebellion kicks back in. His hand returns, exploring, pushing me to the edge of my control. I bite my lip, watching him marvel at how easily I’ve corrupted him.

His fingers press against me, finding the heat and wetness that betrays my desire. I let out a soft gasp, my head falling back just enough to expose my neck, an invitation for his lips to trace the sensitive skin. He takes the bait, his mouth hot and hungry, his teeth grazing my collarbone. I can feel his heart pounding against my chest, his breath ragged with a mix of fear and excitement.

"You're playing with fire," he murmurs, his voice hoarse with lust. His fingers slide inside me, his thumb circling my clit with a precision that sends waves of pleasure crashing through me.

I grin, a wicked curve of my lips that promises no mercy. "I like the heat."

His eyes darken, and he pushes deeper, his fingers curling inside me, hitting spots that make my knees weak. I cling to him, my nails digging into his back.

Giggling, I take control and direct him down to his knees, pressing my hips toward him.

His breath hitches as he looks up at me. The perfect picture of submission and desire. I tangle my fingers in his hair, guiding his mouth to where I need it most. His tongue finds me, hot and eager, lapping at my clit with a hunger that sends shockwaves through my body. I gasp, my head falling back, eyes closed to savor every illicit sensation.

The sound of voices just outside our hidden sanctuary only heightens the thrill. Brandon is out there, so close, completely unaware of the debauchery happening mere feet away. The thought of him finding us like this, of seeing Steve on his knees worshipping my body, sends a surge of adrenaline through me. I grind against Steve's mouth, feeling his groans vibrate against my flesh.

"More," I demand, my voice a harsh whisper. He obliges, his hands gripping my ass.

I tug at Steve's hair, pulling him back just as he thinks he has me on the brink. His eyes are wild, lips glistening with my desire. "Not so fast," I whisper, savoring the frustration that flashes across his face. I lean down, capturing his mouth in a fierce kiss, tasting myself on his tongue. It's filthy and exhilarating, a dance of power and lust.

Breaking away, I step back, my breath coming in ragged gasps. Steve stays on his knees, watching me with an intensity that could set the world on fire. I smile, running my fingers through his hair again, this time gently. "You want to fuck me, don't you?" I ask.

I can see the battle raging in his eyes, the primal urge warring with the remnants of his self-control. He's so close to snapping, to giving in completely. I love this moment, the anticipation, the power I hold over him. I reach down, tracing his jawline with my fingertips, feeling the tension there.

"Say it," I command softly, my voice a sultry purr. "Tell me what you want."

His jaw clenches under my touch, his eyes never leaving mine. "I want to fuck you, Jessica," he admits, his voice low and gravelly. "I want to bend you over and make you scream my name."

Giggling, I leave him.

I make my way back to the party. The night is thick with perfume and potential. Guests scatter like leaves in the breeze, unaware of the storm they leave behind. I make my way to the gazebo, knowing Steve will follow. Knowing he can’t do anything else. He’s drunk on rebellion; I’m drunk on him. Brandon is out of the picture, but not for long. I push Steve against the railing, catching his breath and his willpower. I’m the perfect addiction. “Don’t pretend you don’t love it,” I whisper, as much to myself as to him. His attempt to resist thrills me more than his surrender.

I pause, letting the night swallow the space between us. The garden is vast and dark, our private theater. Brandon thinks I’m still the gracious hostess, smiling and waving, but my smile is now wicked and my waves are only to draw Steve closer.

Steve hesitates by the fountain. The devil and the angel are both mine. I know which one wins; I’m betting on it. He follows, pulled into the secret and the risk. I want to feel his desperation, his urgency, his submission.

His hand reaches for my arm, as if I’m the one being rescued. We both know it’s the other way around. I shiver, not from the cold, but from the thrill of having him exactly where I want.

“Brandon?” he asks, his voice not nearly as strong as his reputation.

“Busy,” I reply, all teeth and sin. “He won’t notice.”

He swallows my lies like promises, each sweeter than the last. “You’re crazy,” he says, but it sounds like “I want you.”

“Then call me crazy,” I shoot back, wrapping him in my madness.

He’s quick to the gazebo, but I’m quicker. He reaches for me, but I reach harder. This is the game I’ve practiced for, and I never lose. I’m on him before he knows he’s won.

Our bodies collide, a frenzy of rebellion and heat. The rest of the world dissolves, just the way I like it. Steve’s breath is fast, ragged with the thrill of getting away with it. I push him against the railing, hard and uncompromising.

He tries to speak, but I silence him with a kiss. The taste is forbidden and fucking perfect. His lips bruise with my intent. I want him to remember this.

His hands roam my body, unsure of where to worship first. I guide him, leaving no doubt. My control is complete. I catch his eye, watching the last of his resistance crumble.

“Fuck,” he gasps, more of an admission than an obscenity.

“That’s the plan,” I reply, tasting his shock and excitement.

My fingers tangle in his hair, yanking his desire to the surface. I want to own it, own him. I’m wet with power, slick with it.

“My husband is on his way here, right now. How about I take your cock into my mouth?”

Brandon’s voice calls out, just feet away, a ghost who haunts but doesn’t scare me. He thinks he knows me, thinks he knows the life we lead. This moment, like all moments, belongs to me. I will never let him find it.

Kneeling in front of Steve, I smile up at him as I unzip his pants, freeing his massive hard cock.

“He can’t see me here. Just tell my nosy husband I’m back at the house.”

Opening wide, I take his cock into my mouth, tasting his pre-cum.

Steve's breath hitches as I take him deeper, his hands instinctively finding their way to my hair. I can feel his pulse quickening, his body tensing as I work my tongue around his shaft.

I can hear Brandon's footsteps pausing just outside the alcove, his voice a muffled question mark hanging in the air. Steve's grip tightens in my hair, a silent plea for me to stop, but I don't. I take him even deeper, feeling him hit the back of my throat. The danger makes it sweeter, the taboo more enticing.

"Jessica?" Brandon calls, his voice laced with a hint of concern. He's so close, separated only by a heavy curtain and his own oblivion. I can picture him standing there, his brow furrowed, his eyes scanning the garden as if he could find me hidden among the topiary.

Steve's body is rigid, his breath held captive in his chest. I look up at him, my eyes watering from the effort, and I can see the mix of terror and ecstasy.

“Steve, have you seen Jessica?”

I can feel Steve tense as I work his cock with my mouth and he struggles to keep me hidden from view.

I swirl my tongue around Steve's shaft, feeling it throb in my mouth. His voice trembles slightly, but he keeps it steady. "I think she went back to the house, Brandon. Maybe you should check there."

Brandon pauses, and I can almost hear the gears turning in his head. "Alright, thanks," he finally says, his footsteps retreating. I can feel Steve's relief, his body relaxing slightly as I continue to pleasure him.

As Brandon's footsteps fade away, Steve looks down at me, his eyes filled with a dark hunger. I can see the beast within him awakening, the primal urge taking over. He tightens his grip on my hair, taking control. He moves his hips, fucking my mouth with an intensity that sends waves of excitement through me.

I moan softly; the vibrations sending shocks of pleasure.

His cock hits the back of my throat, a delicious invasion that makes my eyes water and my heart race. I can taste his desire, feel his need in every thrust. His breath comes in ragged gasps, his body tense and coiled, ready to explode.

"Fuck, Jessica," he groans softly, his voice hoarse with lust. I can feel his cock throbbing, his orgasm close. I want it, want to feel him come undone in my mouth. I want to swallow his essence, take a part of him into me.

I double my efforts, my head bobbing faster, my tongue working his shaft. His grip on my hair is almost painful, but I don't care. I love the raw, primal feel of it. He's close to the edge, his body shaking with the effort of holding back.

"Jessica... I'm going to come," he warns,  his voice strained, almost pleading. I don't let up, pushing him closer to the brink. His cock swells in my mouth, and I can taste the saltiness of his pre-cum, a teaser of what's to come. His hips jerk, and he tries to pull back, but I hold him firm, my nails digging into his ass.

"Fuck," he groans again, this time a guttural sound that sends shivers down my spine. His cock pulses, and then he's coming, hot and thick, down my throat. I swallow every drop, my eyes locked onto his, watching the ecstasy play out on his face.

His body shudders as the last of his orgasm subsides, and I slowly release him from my mouth. His cock is still semi-hard, glistening with my saliva and his cum.

Wiping my mouth and standing back up, I kiss him deeply to share his taste with him.

“Good boy.”

I step back, giving Steve a look that leaves him empty and full. He’s had a taste, and I know he’ll want more. They always do.

I smooth my dress, the picture of elegant deceit. The night is mine, a flawless victory.

Steve watches, a beautiful wreck of ambition and desire. I leave him there, poised between wanting and needing, between daring and despair.

Back to Brandon, back to what I will reshape and reclaim. He does not know the storm he’s taken shelter from, no idea that he is next.


Chapter 2

The grand entrance way is too public, even for me. Instead, I pull Brandon into the guest suite, my throne room for this round. “We’re going to redecorate,” I say, eyes igniting the drab walls. He looks with a question mark on his face, but he follows. He always does. When he sees the first piece, Steve’s tie, draped provocatively across the bed, the realization hits him harder than my demands.

I give him a silk cushion to display it on. “It’s called curating, darling.” He doesn’t understand, but his obedient hands do. My words unnerve him, playful and sharp. “This room is going to be our hall of fame,” I say, watching his expression shift from confusion to realization. “Place it in the center, as if you love it.”

He sets the tie and hesitates, fingers lingering on the fabric. I savor the sight of him like this, trying to process my instructions. “And these?” he asks, pointing to the lace lingerie I’ve arranged.

“Hang them on display,” I instruct, pointing to the decorative hooks I’ve chosen. He’s a nervous apprentice to my art, handling each piece like it might bite him. I make tiny adjustments, brushing against him. “No, no, higher. It has to be obvious.”

The intimate details unsettle him. His shoulders tense as he follows my directions. “Is this really...?” he begins, trying to understand, trying to deny.

“Just the start,” I cut in, encouraging and taunting at once. “Go on.”

Brandon moves to the bed, where sheets lie in delicious disarray. “You can’t be serious about these,” he says, lifting them with disbelief and a hint of awe.

I correct him with a knowing look. “They’re important,” I insist. “Place them carefully.” His reluctance fuels me, makes me bolder. He seals them in a glass case, eyes betraying his struggle to comprehend. I circle him, savoring his surrender.

The next piece is his undoing. He finds the Polaroids, scandalous images of Steve and me, perfectly explicit. His hand trembles as he frames them. I insist they go up. He obeys, but his voice cracks. “Do you want me to describe...?”

“Yes, tell me about them,” I order, watching him swallow his composure.

“This is... this is you and Steve,” he starts, trying to find words that won't cut him. “On the balcony. Together.”

“Fucking on the balcony,” I clarify, refusing him an escape. “The night you hosted alone. Tell it like I told you.”

He repeats each word a delicious admission of how much he knows, how much he can’t ignore. I laugh, letting him squirm, his discomfort an aphrodisiac.

I guide him through the final touches. “There’s more,” I prompt, forcing him to complete the scene.

He arranges the sex toys on a shelf, lined up like a daring confession. He can't look at them long, but I do. “The one on the left,” I say, wicked in my precision. “You know what it means.” He nods, a feeble acknowledgment.

“The scent is wrong,” I announce, breaking his fragile focus. I hand him Steve’s cologne, a deliberate ultimate insult. “It should smell like him.”

He sprays it, defeated, each misty burst a reminder of who really holds the power. The scent mingles with his resignation. I adjust a frame, push a toy an inch to the right. My satisfaction is thick, heady. He looks at me, unraveling under my triumph.

“Perfect,” I purr, closing in on him like victory itself. “Now tell me what it all means.”

His voice is a whisper, as fragile as his pride. “It means...” he pauses, feeling every inch of my win. “It means you’ll have more.”

I give him a smile, more patronizing than pleased. “I know I will,” I say, my control as complete as the room we’ve created. Brandon stands amid the chaos, a beautiful mess of emotion and awareness. He’s exactly where I want him. I move close enough to feel his pulse race and his resolve crumble. The end of this is just the beginning.

I lean forward, grabbing his cock through his pants. He is hard, betraying his emotions.

His breath catches as I squeeze, a sharp intake that tells me everything he won't admit aloud. I look into his eyes, seeing the mix of humiliation and desire that makes this all the sweeter. "You like this, don't you?" I whisper, my voice a sultry purr. "You like knowing that someone has fucked me better than you."

He tries to turn away, but I hold his chin, forcing him to meet my gaze. His cock twitches in my grip, betraying his true feelings. "Don't lie to yourself, Brandon," I say, my voice laced with mocking sweetness. "You love being my cuckold."

I can see the struggle in his eyes, the battle between his bruised ego and his hungry libido. He wants to hate this, wants to hate me, but he can't. He's hard for me, even as I degrade him. I tighten my grip, feeling his cock throb in response. "Say it," I demand, my voice low and commanding. "Tell me what you are."

His lips part, but no sound comes out. I can see the humiliation burning in his cheeks, the shame that makes his breath come in ragged gasps. I lean in closer, my lips brushing against his ear. "Say it, Brandon," I whisper, my voice a seductive taunt. "Tell me you're my cuckold."

He swallows hard, his Adam's apple bobbing with the effort. "I'm... I'm your cuckold," he finally admits, his voice barely audible. His submission’s thrill sends waves of pleasure, and I feel power surging through me.

Unzipping his pants, I slip my hands through and pull his cock free, rubbing the tip.

“No, not as big as Steve’s.” I tease.

His cock throbs in my hand, a pathetic attempt to prove itself. I smile, stroking him with a light touch, just enough to keep him on the edge. "But it's cute that you try," I coo, my voice dripping with condescension. I can feel his shame, thick and palpable, wrapping around us like a shroud.

I can see his face tighten. The poor thing is about to cum. Pulling my hand away, I bring it to my mouth and lick the pre-cum that pooled on it.

“Now, take care of yourself. Guests are arriving.”

I leave him there, a pathetic figure standing amidst the shrine to his own humiliation. The click of my heels echoes down the hall, a sharp staccato beating out my victory march. I can still feel his cock in my hand, the pulsing need, the desperate desire for something he knows he can't have. Not like Steve can.

The doorbell rings, and I smile, knowing the circus is about to begin. Melinda’s eyes are all over me as I welcome her, an expression of wicked curiosity on her face. “You’re glowing,” she says, laughing as she pulls me in for a kiss on the cheek. “This must be good.” Brandon lingers, trying to blend in with the furniture. He can’t. Not anymore. Her seeing his powerlessness is my goal. I want them all to see. “I have something special to show you,” I announce, letting the anticipation build.

Melinda is buzzing with excitement, her blonde waves bouncing as she follows. She’s caught between fascination and disbelief, her questions starting before we even reach the door. “Is this your latest scheme?” she teases, loving the drama before she knows it.

I savor the moment, letting her dangle. “I’ll let you decide,” I say, glancing back at Brandon. He’s a silent shadow, knowing his part but dreading it. He’s delicious like this, trying to hold it together when he knows he can’t. We arrive at the entrance to the display, my private masterpiece. Melinda gasps, an eager intake of breath.

“Go ahead, darling,” I prod, nudging Brandon forward. “Give Melinda the tour.”

His eyes flicker with panic. It’s exquisite. He knows exactly what to do, exactly what I want him to do. He just doesn’t want to. But wanting is no longer a factor. Not for him.

He starts with Steve’s tie, the one that’s driven him to the edge of himself. “This is...” he hesitates, his voice thin. “This is Steve’s tie.”

“Steve’s tie,” Melinda repeats, loving the implications.

“It’s from a memorable evening,” Brandon continues, his attempt at composure breaking beautifully.

I interject, unwilling to let him off the hook. “Tell her why it’s memorable, Brandon.” My voice is a gentle whip, precise and cutting.

“It’s from a night they spent together,” he admits, each word like an incision.

Melinda laughs, a sound like champagne. She loves it. “Wow,” she breathes, eyeing me with admiration. “You weren’t kidding.”

Brandon moves on, desperate to be anywhere but here. “And this,” he says, gesturing to the lingerie. He can’t finish, so I do.

“The night on the balcony,” I supply, savoring his surrender.

Brandon looks like he might break, but he doesn’t. He never does. “Yes,” he echoes, barely audible. “The night on the balcony.”

Melinda’s gaze is sharp, skipping between the display and Brandon’s crumbling dignity. She’s lapping it up. Every scandalous second. “And what’s next?” she prompts, wanting to watch him squirm more.

The bed is next, and the sheets folded like temptation. Brandon’s face flushes as he speaks. “These are...” he starts, losing the words, losing himself.

“Fresh from the dryer,” I quip, taunting him and thrilling her.

“Fresh from the bed,” he corrects, almost choking on the truth. “I’m sure you understand.”

“Oh, I understand,” Melinda laughs, her eyes sparkling with conspiracy. “You poor thing,” she coos, enjoying his awkwardness as much as I am.

He presses on, each step deeper into my design. “The photos,” he says, pointing to the gilded frames. He wishes he could stop, but he can’t.

I’m relentless, loving the spectacle. “Aren’t they beautiful?” I ask, forcing him to acknowledge every detail.

“They’re certainly something,” he replies, his discomfort like a trophy.

Melinda inspects them closely, her smile widening. “Wow,” she repeats, savoring the chaos.

“Is that you?” she asks, knowing it is.

“Me and Steve,” I confirm, a wicked grin on my lips. “Brandon took care of them, didn’t you, darling?”

He nods, a puppet to my string. “Yes,” he concedes. “I took care of them.” His hands are shaking, just enough for me to notice.

Melinda is a kid in a candy store. She loves every sinful second, each more shocking than the last. Her eyes travel to the next display, and she gasps again. “Oh my god, is that...?”

Brandon can barely speak, barely breathe. He’s beautiful in his torment. “Yes,” he whispers. “It’s exactly what you think.”

“The toys are my favorite,” I add, not letting him hide. “Aren’t they fun, Brandon?”

His face is crimson, his pride in shreds. “Yes, they’re fun,” he agrees, surrendering everything.

“The scent,” Melinda notices, closing in for the final blow. “Is that...?”

“Steve’s cologne,” I say, triumphant and unashamed. “Brandon was thoughtful enough to spray it.”

Brandon stands like a man without a future. A man with only my past, our past, consuming him. Melinda can’t stop laughing, delighted by the scandal.

“You never cease to amaze me,” she says, eyes wide and incredulous.

“It’s an art,” I reply, watching her, watching him.

Brandon finishes the tour, his humiliation a perfect crescendo. He’s everything I’ve trained him to be: a husband without control, a man without defiance. The room is full of evidence, each piece a testament to my victory. I bask in the triumph, in his undoing. This is only the beginning.

#

Richard and Elizabeth arrive that afternoon, immaculately dressed and brimming with gossip. “So wonderful to see you,” Richard says, placing a careful kiss on my cheek. Brandon lingers behind me like a guilty secret, caught between them and me. Elizabeth surveys him with interest, noticing the discomfort he’s not used to showing. “What have you got for us this time?” she asks, amused by our reputation and curious about my plans. “Something you’ll never forget,” I promise, leading them toward my latest triumph. Brandon follows, a condemned man on his way to execution.

Their curiosity is electric, a pulse I intend to stoke. Brandon is the embodiment of dread, a silent spectator to his downfall. He knows how this will go; he just can’t stop it. I want him to see there’s no escaping my new order.

“This way,” I direct, opening the door to the spectacle. “My husband will show you around.”

His voice is a thin thread of composure. “This is Steve’s tie,” he begins, a rote echo of his previous performance. He looks ready to implode.

Elizabeth eyes him with fascination. She knows there’s more. “And what’s it doing here?” she presses, making him squirm.

“It’s from one of their nights together,” Brandon replies, words almost crumbling under the weight of their meaning.

Richard pretends to be scandalized. “Really?” he says, eyes dancing with intrigue.

Jessica steps in with a cutting smile. “He left it behind when I stayed with him. Isn’t it romantic?”

“Quite,” Elizabeth says, her laugh full of mirth. Brandon is red, a beacon of shame.

He moves to the lingerie, voice barely above a whisper. “These belong to... belong to Jessica. From the balcony night.”

I make sure nothing escapes. “Where was Brandon that night?” I ask, sealing his fate.

The audacity delights Elizabeth. “I think I know,” she chimes in, as thrilled by the confession as she is by the drama.

Brandon stumbles, but the path I’ve set is too slippery to escape. “He was home. Alone.”

Elizabeth’s eyes gleam with satisfaction. “Of course,” she says, glancing at me as if to say well done.

Richard’s voice is more serious, but I catch the amusement in it. “So he knew?”

“He’s known for a while,” I confirm, tightening the noose. Brandon sways, a man with no solid ground left.

Elizabeth whispers in my ear, impressed and intrigued. “How on earth did you convince him?”

“It’s a gift,” I reply, the answer as cool and effortless as I am.

Brandon gulps, the sheets looming like ghosts. “These are...”

“Fresh from Steve,” I interrupt, a quick knife to his dignity.

“Yes,” Brandon admits, his resolve dissolving. “Fresh from Steve.”

Richard raises an eyebrow. “Right off his bed?” he asks, reveling in the scandal.

“That’s right,” I say, my certainty drowning any of Brandon’s. His eyes search for refuge but find none.

He points to the photos. A man undone. “And these...”

I want him to say it, to own his downfall. “Go on, darling,” I coax. “Don’t skip the juicy parts.”

“They’re from the house,” he chokes out. “While I was gone.”

Elizabeth claps her hands in delight. “Oh, Brandon,” she says, laughing at the audacity.

“I thought he was in New York,” Richard adds, fueling the fire. “But I guess he was in someone else’s business.”

Their reactions are priceless, the perfect reward for my orchestration. I live for moments like this, when everything spins exactly as I will it. Brandon is at the center of the storm, unable to find shelter.

His eyes land on the sex toys, the final blow to his pride. He tries to gather his crumbling poise. “This is...”

I pounce on his hesitation. “Looks like my husband has forgotten the details,” I say, reveling in his ruin.

He stammers, drowning in humiliation. “I haven’t,” he protests, a last flicker of resistance.

I take over, relentless and clear. “Then show them. Tell them. Don’t hold back.”

He swallows hard, the words like glass in his throat. “Steve and Jessica used them,” he manages, shame coating every syllable.

“Used them for what?” Elizabeth teases, her eyes locked on Brandon.

“Fun,” I answer, my voice playful and unforgiving. “More than fun.”

His silence is perfect, and I let it linger before delivering the last punch. “Listen closely,” I say, opening a small recorder. Steve’s voice fills the room, unmistakable and intimate.

“Oh my god,” Elizabeth exclaims, breathless and stunned.

Richard’s jaw drops, an expression he can’t quite control. “Is that...?”

“It is,” I confirm, giving them just a taste before shutting it off. “The rest is for private listening.” I glance at Brandon, a knowing look, a look that reminds him of his place.

He stands amidst the wreckage, his pride reduced to rubble. The guests are awestruck, left reeling by the spectacle. Their fascination is a heady drug.

“You two,” Richard begins, shaking his head with incredulous admiration. “This is quite a performance.”

“Quite the marriage,” Elizabeth echoes, eyes wide with awe. “You have outdone yourselves.”

I smile, the very picture of dominance. “It’s only the start,” I say, sealing my victory.

The door closes on the couple, and I turn to Brandon, who looks like the shell of a man he used to be. I give him a cold kiss on the cheek, savoring his compliance.

“You’ve done well,” I whisper, a promise and a threat. “But it’s just the beginning.”

He is mine, whether or not he knows it.


Chapter 3

Brandon moves between the glasses, making sure everything is as perfect as he pretends not to notice it is. He wants this night to run on time, but I don't run on time—I run on tension. His shoulders are tight, anticipating my demands and the way I’ll push him to the edge. I watch him, waiting for him to see my new red dress, to see how I intend to break him tonight. He doesn’t. He won’t. The bar is complete, and the guests arrive, accessories to the crime I plan to commit on his ego.

I turn, feeling the silk slide across my skin, knowing what it does to Brandon’s insides. Provocative red, tight as scandal. A cut that demands more attention than he can afford. I see him pause, his hands fumbling with a bottle. He hasn’t seen it yet, not truly. Not like he will.

The door opens, and they trickle in: his investors, his colleagues, the type of people who take without giving. They don’t know what they’re in for, what I’m in for. My smile welcomes and warns them, a hostess with designs far beyond their expectations.

The men in their tailored suits already think they’re getting a bargain, the women wondering how I’ve got such a perfect fit. Poor things. They do not know the lengths I’ll go to, the lengths Brandon will go to when I’m through with him. They eye me with jealousy and envy, emotions as disposable as they are.

Brandon hands out beverages like he’s handing out dollar bills, each one a down payment on how much it will cost him. He’s distracted, flustered, but he thinks he’s in control. It’s cute, really. The only thing I want him to control is his humiliation. I’ll see to that.

“Are you ready for the tours?” I ask, stepping close, letting him catch my scent, my intent. The party is loud, but not as loud as his discomfort.

He stiffens, recovering with a stiff nod. “Whenever you say the word.”

I catch his gaze, the way he’s avoiding what he doesn’t want to see. “I’ll say more than a word, darling,” I assure him, voice dripping with purpose.

He holds his breath as I turn away, his world spinning just the way I want it to.

Steve arrives early, or maybe he’s right on time. It feels early for the rest of them, but late for me. I’ve been waiting longer than anyone knows. The last time left him wanting, and tonight, I’ll make him pay for the days in between.

I glide toward him, as blatant as I dare. “Steve,” I say, the name both a greeting and a temptation.

“Jessica,” he replies, a slow smile curving his lips. “You look...” His eyes finish the sentence, wandering where Brandon’s won’t dare.

“Like trouble?” I suggest, letting him drink in the view. My hand brushes his arm. An invitation and a threat.

“Like you’re going to get me in trouble,” he counters, his voice low.

“Only if you’re lucky,” I say, savoring the promise.

Steve chuckles, glancing at the crowd as if he doesn’t know they’re irrelevant. Brandon’s watching, I’m sure of it. I make sure of it, adjusting Steve’s tie with unnecessary intimacy. A perfect loop to hang him with.

“You seem distracted,” Steve observes, playing innocent and failing beautifully.

“Not distracted,” I correct, “distracting.” My whisper is for him, but loud enough for Brandon to hear.

The crowd thickens, a collection of pearls, Rolexes, and misplaced confidence. I look around, making sure I’m the epicenter of the quake, about to shatter Brandon’s world.

I step back, making sure Brandon sees every deliberate movement. Steve catches the direction of my gaze, his eyes alight with the thrill of knowing he’s the bomb I’m about to detonate.

“Quite the party,” Steve says, as if we’re here for anything else.

“Quite the audience,” I respond, the audience being only one man, the one who tries to stay composed.

Brandon’s hands shake, barely noticeable, but I notice everything. I’m a meticulous woman with meticulous plans.

He makes his way across the room, pretending to mingle, pretending he doesn’t care that I’m halfway to a victory he’s not even sure we’re playing for. His mask slips, but I like him best that way.

Steve leans in, a whisper I don’t have to hear to understand. “He’s going to lose it.”

I watch Brandon hold a drink for too long. “He’s going to lose more than that,” I say, backing into the crowd.

The room fills with expensive perfumes and forced laughter. My little empire, built on silk and audacity. Brandon is the perfect figurehead: impressive and utterly unknowing. I move through the party like a storm, leaving a trail of wreckage disguised as wonder.

Women who are not me cast sidelong glances, all wondering what my secret is. It’s simple. They want to be perfect. I want to win. They can’t tell the difference; Brandon can’t either. He glances my way, then away. Each looks like a confession. He doesn’t know that yet, but he will.

Steve’s eyes follow, enjoying his backstage pass to the chaos. I want him to know exactly what he’s getting into, exactly what I’ll get out of him.

Brandon takes a deep breath, pulling himself together just to watch me tear him apart. He plays his part well, a steady ship in turbulent seas. He thinks he can steer this to safe harbor, but he does not know how far I’ll take us.

A partner at his firm greets him, ready to talk business. But I am the business. Steve joins me, his hand grazing mine as the distance closes between us. The distance I put there, the distance I will use like a dagger.

I signal with a glance, a wickedly arched brow, making sure Brandon knows it’s just the beginning. He makes his excuses, a prisoner who doesn’t realize the door is open, or that the door is me.

The red dress hugs me like the accomplice it is, my greatest ally, my greatest weapon. I hold Brandon’s gaze across the room. An unspoken declaration of war. He thought the last round was bad. He has seen nothing yet.

The conservatory is warm, wet with plants and perspiration. I pull Steve into the lushness, knowing that if I’m not entirely visible, I’m visible enough. Brandon is near, too near, to miss what I want him to see. Steve moves against me, his caution melting like ice on my skin. My fingers trace his jaw, daring and deliciously exposed. I know the exact moment Brandon sees us. I can feel it as certainly as Steve’s hands on my hips. Brandon’s voice stumbles, caught between business and pleasure. I laugh, loud enough to stain his reputation.

Brandon stands by the bar, holding a colleague hostage with half an explanation. "It's just a temporary dip in market share," he says, the dip in his voice making a mockery of the excuse. His words unravel like the man he's supposed to be. He doesn't have to look this way; he knows.

"Are you trying to ruin me?" Steve murmurs, his lips brushing against my ear.

"Trying?" I tease, arching into him. I want him to feel the reckless intent beneath my dress, the bold defiance that is all mine.

I run my hand down Steve’s chest, each button a countdown to destruction. I push him back, claiming my space and his pride. "You're not running yet, are you?" I taunt.

He holds my gaze, a smile tugging at the corners of his composure. "Not a chance."

I claim his hand, pulling him into my orbit. I don’t need to look back to know Brandon’s face is a glorious blend of panic and envy. Steve follows, helpless to do anything else.

We’re halfway down the hall when I see Mark. Brandon's best friend, standing like a neatly wrapped gift. It's not Christmas, but I never turn down a present. Especially one Brandon can’t deny me.

I turn, leaving Steve to watch as I drift toward my next victory. The longing in his eyes is almost enough to make me abandon Mark, but only almost. There will be time to make them both suffer.

"Jessica," Mark says, surprise and admiration tangled in his voice.

"Don't tell me you're here alone," I respond, letting my fingers play with his tie. “Where’s your date?”

He laughs, a nervous staccato, eyes dancing between me and the nearest exit. "Trying to find a better offer," he admits.

"I might have one," I say, stepping close enough to leave no doubt. "I've always wondered what Brandon's friends are like when he's not around." My lips brush his ear, and I hear him gasp, a sound almost drowned by the crowd.

Steve watches from a distance, enjoying the show. It’s a rare treat for him, watching me claim another man before he’s even done claiming me.

Across the room, Brandon's attention snaps back and forth like the elastic of my lingerie. It must hurt just as much. He tries to extract himself from the business conversation, but he can't. Not until I say he can.

Mark is oblivious, and I love him for it. Love how easy this is, how reckless and raw. "Come on," I say, pulling him deeper into the secret I plan to tell everyone. "I'll show you the way."

We move past the guests, past Steve's wicked smile. He's where I want him, just out of reach, but not for long. Brandon breaks free from the colleagues, but not fast enough.

I intercept him, making it look effortless. "Darling," I say, a command and a promise, "I think it's time for the first tour. Take these gentlemen to see our special room."

Brandon looks like he might argue, but he's a man out of practice and out of time.

I squeeze his arm, tight enough to leave my intentions behind. He flinches, a beautiful thing to watch. Reluctance and resignation pour off him. It's intoxicating.

He nods, a prisoner who knows the locks are just for show. I let go, watching him fall apart before the rest of them even know he's in pieces. His composure shatters in increments, each one more delicious than the last.

Brandon gathers his entourage, moving with a steadiness he doesn't feel. They follow, like lambs to slaughter, and I want to be there when the knife drops. But Mark is here, Steve is here, and I'm the one holding the blade.

"You have a lot to show me," Mark says, as breathless as he will be later.

"More than you can imagine," I reply, leading him back toward the conservatory and the fate he's not ready to escape.

Brandon disappears up the stairs, a man without a say, a man without a chance. I hold my victory close, and Mark even closer.

Brandon leads them upstairs, each footstep heavier than his resolve. He stops outside the guest suite, hands trembling as he opens the door to reveal my handiwork. They think they’re ready, but they’re not. Ties hang like trophies, lingerie drapes seductively over the mannequin, and polaroids boast what he can't deny. Their eyes are wide; Brandon’s shame is a weight he can barely lift. He’s beautiful like this, shoulders sagging, pride in shreds. The sight would make me hungry if I wasn’t already devouring Mark. “My wife has... unique tastes,” he chokes, his voice a fragile thread.

The men step inside, surveying my collection with interest. They’ve seen nothing like it, not in their own carefully managed lives. They look at Brandon, half-expecting him to shut the door and his eyes. He doesn’t. He’s a good boy. No one notices as I pull Steve aside into the room next door.

Steve's eyes lock onto mine, a hungry gleam reflecting at me. I lead him into the dimly lit room, the air thick with anticipation and desire. His fingers graze my waist before pulling me close, an unspoken agreement passing between us. I revel in the illicit thrill of it all, knowing that every touch is a step further into the abyss we're creating.

The sound of Brandon's voice echoes from the adjacent room. I press my lips against Steve's hungrily, needing this moment of rebellion more than I can admit. His hands roam my body, igniting a fire that threatens to consume us both.

Slipping to my knees, I unzip his pants, pulling them to the floor, admiring the massive prize in front of me that waits for my lips.

I lean in, my breath hot against the sensitive skin, teasing him with a tantalizing pause. Steve’s hands grip the edge of the table, his knuckles white with anticipation.

I wrap my fingers around his shaft, feeling the heat radiating from him. Slowly, I guide him into my mouth, savoring the taste of him on my tongue. His groan fills the room, a mix of pleasure and fear.

I suck him deeper, reveling in the way he responds to my every move. Steve's hips buck involuntarily, seeking more of the sinful pleasure I offer. The sound of his ragged breathing spurs me on, my pace increasing as I take him to the brink.

As I pull his cock deeper into my mouth, I hear the muffled voices next door.

“Very unique,” one guest says.

I can hear Brandon’s discomfort. “That’s what she uses when Steve visits,” he admits.

“Think they can hear us?” Steve asks in between his heavy breathing.

Letting his cock slip from my mouth, I look up at him, grinning. “That’s the point.”

Steve's eyes widen with a mix of terror and excitement. He's fully aware of the risk, of Brandon and the others just a few feet away. It makes this even hotter, even more forbidden. I take him deeper, feeling his cock hit the back of my throat. His moans are low, desperate to stay quiet, but loud enough to send a thrill through me.

“Where is Steve tonight?” someone asks, next door.

Giggling, I rise to my feet. “Now fuck me and make me your toy.”

Steve's eyes flare with a mix of shock and lust. He grabs my hips, spinning me around and bending me over the nearby chaise. He hikes up my dress, exposing my bare ass to his eager hands. His cock presses against me, hard and insistent. I brace myself, looking back at him with a defiant smile.

"Fuck me like you mean it," I dare him, my voice a low growl.

He drives into me with a force that knocks the breath from my lungs. I grip the chaise, knuckles white, as he pounds into me. Each thrust a claim of ownership. The room fills with the sound of our flesh slapping together, a lewd symphony to our carnal dance.

Steve's hands dig into my hips, holding me steady as he fucks me with an intensity that borders on violence. His grip tightens, his fingers digging into my flesh as he pounds into me with renewed vigor. Each thrust is a declaration, a brutal claim that sends waves of pleasure and pain crashing through me. I can feel his desperation, his need to mark me, to make me his in a way that Brandon never could.

"Harder," I demand, my voice a guttural growl. I want him to break me, to fuck me until I'm nothing but a shivering, shattered mess. I want him to make me feel alive in a way that only this illicit, forbidden act can.

He complies, his hips slamming against mine with a force that sends shockwaves through my body. The room fills with the obscene sounds of our fucking, a raw and primal symphony that drowns out the polite conversation from the adjacent room.

The moans echo down the hallway. I make sure Brandon hears, make sure they all hear.

Steve pulls his cock free of my wet pussy, slapping my ass with his cock. “You want it raw? I can give it to you raw.” Pinning my hands behind my back, he presses his cock between my ass cheeks.

My breath hitches as Steve presses against my tight entrance, a place Brandon has never dared to explore. The intensity of the moment makes my heart race, my body tense with a mix of apprehension and desire. Steve's grip on my wrists is firm, his intent clear. He wants to claim every part of me, to leave no doubt about his dominance.

"Do it," I hiss, my voice laced with defiance and need. "Fuck my ass like you own it."

Steve growls, a primal sound that sends shivers down my spine. He presses forward, the head of his cock breaching the tight ring of muscle. I gasp, the sensation intense and overwhelming. He pauses for a moment, allowing me to adjust to the intrusion, then moves, slowly at first, then with increasing urgency.

I hear Brandon’s voice, “Lace. She makes sure they come off easily.”

“This isn’t what you’re used to, is it?” one of them says, just enough compassion to be insulting.

Each thrust from Steve sends a jolt of pain and pleasure coursing through me, a dark and delicious cocktail that leaves me reeling. Steve's grip on my wrists tightens, his body pressing against mine as he fucks my ass with a relentless rhythm. I can feel his cock throbbing inside me, each pulse a testament to his desire and dominance.

"You like that, don't you?" he growls, his voice low and dangerous. "You like being fucked like a little slut?"

I moan, the words sending a thrill through me. "Yes," I admit, my voice breathless. "I love it." I say it loud enough for everyone next door to hear.

His pace quickens, each thrust more brutal than the last. I can feel my body responding, my pussy throbbing with need. The humiliation of it all; how Brandon is hearing my moans while wearing one of his suits that his friends will see wrinkled.

Steve’s hand tangles in my hair, yanking my head back as he drives deeper into me. The sensation is overwhelming, a mix of pain and pleasure that sends electric shocks through my body. I can hear the voices next door more clearly now, the murmurs of Brandon’s colleagues as they take in the sordid display of my conquests.

“She certainly has a wild side,” one of them comments, a note of admiration tinged with envy in his voice.

Brandon’s response is barely audible, a mumble that sounds like an apology mixed with defeat. “Yes, she does.”

The sound of their voices, the knowledge that they’re witnessing my depravity, spurs Steve on. He fucks me harder, each thrust a punishing reminder of his control. I moan loudly, ensuring that everyone next door hears my pleasure, my submission to Steve.

“I’m going to fill your tight little ass,” Steve moans. His cock twitches inside of me.

His words push me closer to the edge, my body convulsing with a mix of pleasure and pain. I can feel his cock throbbing, pulsing as he spills himself into me, claiming my ass with his hot cum. I moan loudly, a sound of unadulterated ecstasy that I know echoes through the halls, reaching Brandon and his colleagues. Let them know the depths of my depravity.

Steve's grip on my hair tightens as he rides out his orgasm, using my body for his pleasure. I revel in it, the sheer filthiness of the act sending waves of satisfaction through me. As his movements slow, I can hear the voices next door more clearly, the shock and awe in their tones music to my ears.

As we catch our breath, I can hear the tour has ended and the group of men walking down the stairs. Steve’s cum drips down my leg as I lay over the table and Steve pulls up his pants.

“You really are a fucking mess, aren’t you?” Steve says, a smirk playing on his lips as he watches his cum drip down my leg. I stand up slowly, turning to face him with a smug smile.

“And you love it,” I reply, not bothering to clean myself up. The evidence of our tryst is still warm on my thighs, a testament to my control and his submission. I walk over to him, pressing my body against his as I reach up and kiss him deeply, tasting the remnants of our sin on his tongue.

He groans softly, his hands gripping my hips as if he already wants more. I pull away, a teasing laugh escaping my lips. “Later,” I promise, knowing that I’ll leave him hungry for it.

As we exit the room, I can hear Brandon’s footsteps approaching. His timing is impeccable, as always. He rounds the corner, his eyes widening as he takes in my disheveled state, Steve's smirk, and the unmistakable scent of sex in the air. His gaze drops to my thighs, where Steve's cum glistens, a blatant trophy of our transgression.

"Jessica," he begins, his voice a mix of horror and defeat. "What have you done?"

I step closer to him, my voice a low purr. "Something you couldn't, darling. Don’t you have more tours to give?" I brush past him, leaving him to stand there, emasculated and humiliated, as I make my way back to the party. Steve follows, a wicked grin still plastered on his face.

The party is in full swing, the air thick with laughter and the clinking of glasses. Mingling, I search for my next target. He finds me first.

Mark pushes me against the hallway wall, but I'm quick to spin him around, pinning him like I pin everything I want. His fingers are wild in my hair, pulling me closer to his own ruin. I hear the faint echo of Brandon's tour in the background, his words and his pride falling apart. It makes me bold. I push Mark to the edge, my lips taking and taking until I'm sure he's broken. Until I'm sure they're all broken. I emerge, lipstick smudged, satisfaction written across my mouth and the night. I wipe my lips, making sure Brandon sees.

He catches my eye across the room, even from a distance. Especially from a distance. The party goes on around us, but for Brandon, it might as well be over. His face is a study in beautiful disintegration. I watch him flounder, watch him gather another tour, another set of eyes to witness his shame.

The next round is less civil. Brandon’s hands shake as he gestures to the display. “Steve’s,” he says, sounding less certain than the first time. His loss of control is my gain, and Mark is there to collect the interest.

Brandon leads his group through the spectacle, but his heart’s not in it. It’s here with me, and I crush it with a smile and a man who isn’t him. I disappear down the hallway, and I know how much it hurts.

Mark follows, more devoted than Brandon, but not by much. I drag him to a place where only Brandon will know, where only Brandon will suffer. The feel of Steve’s cum dripping down my thighs drives me even more wild.

I turn to face Mark, his eyes on his prize. I hike up my dress, giving Mark a full view of what he’s about to have. His eyes widen with lust and surprise, taking in the sight of Steve's cum glistening on my thighs. " Looks like Steve had his fun," he murmurs, a hungry smile spreading across his face.

"And now it's your turn," I say, pulling him close, feeling his hard cock pressing against me through his pants. I reach down and stroke him through the fabric, eliciting a low groan from deep within his chest. He’s eager, almost trembling with anticipation. The poor man’s face shows both fear and desire.

Mark doesn't resist as I push him against the wall, his breath hitching with a mix of excitement and nervousness. I can feel his heart pounding against my chest, his body tense with anticipation. His hands find my hips, gripping tightly as if trying to hold on to his sanity. I lean in, my breath hot on his ear. "You want this, don't you?" I whisper, my voice a sultry promise.

He nods, his eyes flickering with a mix of lust and fear. "Yes," he admits, his voice barely audible. I can feel his cock throbbing against me, desperate for release. I reach down, unzipping his pants and freeing him from his confines. He gasps as I wrap my fingers around his shaft, stroking him gently but firmly.

"Tell me what you want," I demand, my voice low and commanding. I want to hear you say it."

Mark swallows hard, his eyes meeting mine with a desperate plea. "I want to fuck you, Jessica," he confesses, his voice hoarse with need. "I want to feel you around me, to make you scream my name."

I smile, a wicked curve of my lips that promises both pleasure and pain. "Good boy," I purr, stroking him faster, feeling him grow even harder in my hand. "But remember, this isn't about you. It's about me and what I want."

He nods, understanding his place in this dance. I push him back against the wall, asserting my control. His breath hitches as I hike up my dress further, exposing myself to him completely. His eyes widen at the sight of me, glistening and ready, Steve's cum a shiny reminder of my earlier conquest.

"On your knees," I command, my voice leaving no room for argument. Mark complies, sinking to the floor in front of me, his eyes level with my pussy. I can see the hunger in his gaze, the raw desire that makes him forget about anything but this moment.

"Taste me," I order, spreading my legs slightly to give him better access. He leans in, his tongue tentatively touching my clit, sending a jolt of pleasure through me. I grip his hair, pulling him closer, forcing him to delve deeper. His tongue explores me, lapping at Steve's cum and my wetness, a mix that drives him wild.

I moan softly, grinding against his mouth, feeling his tongue probe deeper. His hands grab my ass, pulling me against him as he feasts on me like a starving man. The sensation is overwhelming, the dual pleasure of my conquest and the physical ecstasy sending shockwaves through my body. I can hear his muffled moans, the vibrations adding to the intensity of the moment. His enthusiasm is sloppy, desperate, and utterly intoxicating.

"That's it," I coo, pulling his head back slightly to look into his eyes. "You love it, don't you? You love tasting another man's cum from my pussy."

Lust glazed Mark’s eyes, his mouth slick with our combined desire. "Yes," he admits, his voice a ragged whisper. "I love it."

I smile, satisfied with his submission. "Good," I purr, pushing his head back between my legs. "Now make me come."

His tongue finds my clit again, circling and flicking with renewed vigor. I grind against him.

His fingers dig into the soft flesh of my thighs, pulling me closer, his tongue delving deeper. I can feel the pressure building, the coiling sensation in my core that promises release. His moans vibrate against me, his enthusiasm making up for any lack of finesse. I grip his hair tighter, riding his face with abandon.

"Yes, right there," I gasp, feeling the crest of my orgasm approaching. His tongue flicks faster, his hands gripping my ass tighter, pulling me against his mouth. The world narrows to this single point of pleasure. The knowledge of Brandon nearby, the power I hold over both men, fueling my climax.

I come hard, my body convulsing as waves of pleasure crash through me. Mark's mouth is relentless, drawing out every shudder before I push him away, his face glistening with his efforts. I smile down at him.

“Good boy. Now go back to the party.” I tease, leaving him kneeling, watching me walk away.

I return to the party, fresh conquest in tow. Mark follows quick behind, his shirt is untucked, his collar loose, his smile even looser. Brandon watches us emerge, eyes betraying every emotion except the one he should feel. He should hate this, but he can’t.

The whispers spread, just like I knew they would. "Did you see..." "His own wife..." "Right under his nose..."

Brandon hears, I’m sure of it. I’ve made sure of it. His face burns with humiliation and defeat. He’s raw, exposed, just the way I like.

He drowns his dignity with work, with another tour. The men look at him with curiosity, the way you look at an animal that might turn on itself. They wait for him to break.

During the final round, it happens. A guest with more nerve than sympathy corners him, the rest eager for his response. “Do you ever join Jessica and her lovers?” The question is cruel, and Brandon’s composure cracks like ice in the summer.

He doesn’t know how to answer. The words strangle him, pulling him under.

I appear in the doorway, just as I’ve planned. “Only when I allow it,” I say, each word cutting as deep as his humiliation. “Which isn’t often.”

The guests laugh, their respect for me rising in proportion to their lack of it for Brandon. He stands rigid, drowning in the truth.

I move in, brushing past them, heading for Brandon. I own the space and the situation, just like I own him.

“Jessica,” he says, almost a plea.

I straighten his tie, a gesture more insulting than intimate. “You’ve been such an excellent host tonight,” I announce, loud enough for everyone to hear.

His shame is my prize, the most valuable thing he has left.

“Now be a dear and get everyone fresh drinks while I show Steve the view from our bedroom.” The guests exchange wicked glances, waiting to see if Brandon will crumble.

He looks at me, at Steve, at the remains of his reputation. But what choice does he have? I’ve made sure there are none.

“Of course,” he whispers, a hollow shell of who he was at the start of this night. At the start of us.

I grab Steve by the hand, the same way I did at the beginning. Brandon watches, helpless, as I lead Steve up the stairs. He knows exactly what will happen next.

It’s almost too much. Almost. But I never have too much, never enough. Brandon knows that better than anyone.

I pause at the top, catching Brandon’s eye one last time.

The party is over. The night has just begun.


Chapter 4

The pen slides across the page, wet ink claiming him with each stroke. His signature is as sure as his pulse, unsteady with desperation. He wants me to stop this, to stop him, but we both know I won’t. His reluctance fuels my hunger; his compliance feeds it. The terms are absolute: he’s already broken. It’s the promise of ownership, of servitude. I wait for him to surrender, then wait a little more. “Sign it, Brandon,” I say, punctuating his undoing. His breath is shallow, his resolve thinner. He hesitates, but he knows. We both know. He accepts.

Now the permanence thrills me. His name stares back, bold and helpless. I run my fingers across it, savoring his written defeat.

The rest is pure anticipation. I go to the desk, open a fresh document, and let my intentions spill onto the page. A list of demands. It’s everything he fears, everything he needs. The details are an indulgence: submission in black and white. Maintain the hall of fame. Serve my lovers. Accept public humiliation. Each word, a stroke of power. Each clause, a promise of how far he’ll fall. How far I’ll take him.

I sit back. The polished chair is my throne. His acceptance hangs in the air, an exquisite scent. I’m drunk on it.

It’s evening when he arrives, a careful entrance to a room he knows he no longer controls. His hair, his suit, his perfect exterior—mussed by my intent. I like him best this way.

He looks at me, curious and cautious, wondering what I’ve done and how much he’ll enjoy hating it. I meet his eyes, a victorious grin claiming my lips. The document rests between us, an accusation he won’t deny.

I slide it across the desk, across the expanse of my dominance. “You’re late,” I say, the rebuke and the paper both landing exactly where I want them.

He hesitates, a beautiful reluctance, then reads.

I see it happen; the resignation spreading from his eyes to his shoulders, the weight of my demands bending him like silk. His hands tremble slightly, a motion only I’m supposed to notice. But I want him to notice. I want him to know how visible his surrender is, how visible I will make it.

Brandon’s eyes rise to meet mine, questions trapped behind the resolve he pretends not to need. I say nothing, let the silence do the work. The seconds stretch, long and luxurious. The moment belongs to me, just like he does. Just like he always will.

He swallows hard, voice thin. “Is this—”

“It is,” I interrupt, sealing the deal before it’s even signed.

His gaze drops back to the contract, scanning each line for mercy and finding none. He won’t object. He can’t. My terms are already his way of life. This just makes it official.

He stares, a man staring at his own heart. His own weakness.

I enjoy his reluctance more than I enjoy his willingness, and I enjoy his willingness more than anything else.

“Sign it,” I say, punctuating the command with a knowing look. I push the pen toward him, across his dignity, across his life.

Brandon picks it up, hesitant and hollow. The moment is thick with silence and his self-betrayal. It swirls around us, tightens and traps. He breathes, and I imagine how much it hurts. I imagine, because I won’t ever feel it.

“Accept what you’ve already been doing, anyway.” The words hang, precise and cutting.

He signs.

My world bursts with color and victory. My smile is infinite.

I lift the paper, triumphant. I’ve won. Again.

Brandon’s eyes remain on me, the pen now a useless weapon in his hand. His vulnerability is raw and exquisite.

I reward him with a kiss on the cheek, savoring his submission as much as he pretends to hate it. My breath on his skin is a promise and a threat. “Good boy,” I whisper, watching the words carve him.

He’s silent, unsure whether to speak, unsure whether he’s allowed to. He’s a quick learner.

“We’re having a party this weekend,” I announce, tasting the future. “To celebrate.”

His confusion flickers, dies. His acceptance, now fully in bloom.

“Celebrate what?” he asks, but it sounds like he already knows. He knows everything now.

I gather the signed contract, the proof of his unraveling. It’s beautiful, unbreakable.

“Your new role,” I say, breathless with conquest.

It’s official. He’s mine.

#

The first guests arrive, smug and expectant, sure they’re here to see me break Brandon again. They’re right. I am the perfect host, giving them exactly what they don’t dare to admit they want. They’re all here: lovers, trophies, envious spectators. They think it’s about Brandon. It’s about me. Steve smirks when he sees the other men. Their surprise thrills him, but it’s nothing compared to what I have planned. The crowd thickens. I wait, savoring the anticipation like a drug. Like a drug, I am what they crave. I am the dealer. They can’t overdose. But I can.

Brandon stands in the foyer, greeting them with quiet acceptance and the suit I chose for him. The fit is perfect and exacting, everything he is and isn’t. It matches Steve’s more casual style, tailored but effortlessly superior. The men arrive, grinning, each sure he’s the one I favor. None of them knows how far I’ll go.

Steve’s arm drapes over me as if I belong to him, but we both know the truth.

The air is electric with whispers and envy. Where is Jessica? Have you heard? What will she do next?

My entrance is dramatic. Brandon watches, knowing I will shatter him more than I already have.

I glide down the staircase, red silk clinging to my ambition. Their heads turn as one, an audience enraptured. A movie star, a bombshell, a fucking comet streaking through their ordered skies. They can’t look away. I won’t let them.

“Steve, Mark, everyone,” I say, greeting them like long-lost lovers. Some of them are.

Steve’s smile is full of wicked knowledge. I collect them, wrap them in my orbit, watching them catch fire.

“Jessica,” Steve murmurs, eyes consuming the dress and the woman who commands it. He can’t get enough. None of them can.

“I was wondering when this would happen,” Mark laughs, kissing my cheek, trying to act unbroken.

“It’s happening,” I assure him, moving on to the next, collecting my spoils.

I hold the room like I hold their hearts, squeezing just enough to make them squirm.

Brandon circles, offering appetizers like surrender. His composure is the only thing thinner than his dignity. He avoids Steve, but he can’t avoid me. He’s the man of the hour, but he’s already out of time.

I let him watch, knowing how much he’ll suffer.

It doesn’t take long. The cider sparkles. My smile, sharper than any blade, cuts through the noise. I clink my glass and make the first incision.

“Thank you all for coming,” I say, looking straight at Brandon. “This is a very special night.”

He gulps, the movement exquisite. The rest of them are on the edge of my lips, waiting to see just how far I’ll go.

“A new chapter in our marriage,” I continue, voice dripping with intent. I’m a generous woman. I give them more than they bargained for.

Steve moves closer, his confidence expanding as Brandon’s shrinks. I hold both their gazes, an expert juggler.

“Brandon has officially accepted his role,” I announce, loving the suspense, loving their wide, wide eyes. “As my submissive.”

It’s like throwing gasoline on a bonfire.

They explode with laughter, with envy, with an unbridled lust for what I have and what they wish they could.

Brandon’s face is an exquisite blend of humiliation and something that might be relief. He looks like he might break, but he never does. That’s why I love him. That’s why I do this.

I raise my glass, the world’s most wicked toast. “To Brandon.”

“To Brandon,” the room echoes, an anthem of his defeat. He’s caught, pinned, like a butterfly in a museum case.

Steve was quick to fill the space. He slides next to me, his hand on my waist, his triumph on my lips.

The other men eye him with jealousy. Sure, he’s my favorite, sure they’re wrong.

“Quite the declaration,” Steve says, whispering so only I can hear. So only Brandon can hear.

“The night is young,” I reply, pulling him deeper, pulling them all.

Brandon stays nearby, his discomfort palpable, delicious. He’s the chief attraction in this carnival, but he’s not the one calling the shots. I am. I always am.

The guests watch, amused, delighted, eager for more scandal. I live for this. I die for this. Then I live again.

“Don’t you have a tour to give?” I say, dismissing him like yesterday’s conquest.

Brandon’s eyes meet mine, an implosion of shame and gratitude. He’s never more beautiful than when he’s torn between the two.

He nods, a broken doll with brand-new strings. My strings.

Steve’s arm pulls me closer, tighter. Brandon turns away, a ghost haunting his own life. I see his hesitation, but only because I put it there.

“Don’t keep them waiting,” I taunt, each word a crack in his porcelain pride.

He gathers the newest guests, humiliation and anticipation leading the pack. They are eager to see what he shows them, eager to see what I’ve made him.

The hall of fame, the halls of hell, whatever they call it—Brandon will show them the way. He has no choice.

They follow, unaware that I’ve done this all before and will do it again. I never run out of ways to win.

I watch them disappear, a line of witnesses, a line of bodies. My satisfaction is limitless.

The room turns back to me, to Steve, to my dominance and my drama.

It’s going to be a long night. A perfect night.

Brandon can’t wait. Neither can I.

I spot her near the bar, an innocent beacon in this sea of sharks. Young, fresh, out of place. Out of her depth. Her dress is blue, not quite daring enough for the company she keeps, but that’s what makes her perfect. That, and her striking red hair. I have to have her. Brandon’s young twenty-one-year-old assistant, here to mingle and network, not knowing how thoroughly I plan to connect. Alyssa. Her name is an invitation. Her smile, a white flag. I see Brandon’s panic, his realization that she’s next. It makes me want her more. I move in, ready to strike.

Her eyes widen as I approach, not with fear, but with recognition. I’ve seen that look before, the one that says I want to be like you. It’s beautiful, that look. Especially when I shatter it.

Brandon watches. He’s a distant planet, a distant star. The distance thrills me. He thought his work was safe, separate. He thought wrong. There are no separate spheres in my universe.

Alyssa’s out of place, out of her league, and that’s why I want her. Fresh meat for a pack of hungry wolves.

“Jessica Montgomery,” I say, offering a smile and my intentions.

She stumbles over a response, her voice bright and eager. “I know,” she says, flushing. “Alyssa. I’m—I work with—”

“Brandon’s mentioned you,” I interrupt, wrapping her in my orbit. “He said you were... ambitious.” My pause is deliberate, and she fills it with more than I’d hoped.

“I am,” she assures me, as if it’s a challenge, as if it’s enough.

Her naivety is fucking delicious.

I play the interested mentor, the worldly woman, with wisdom and time to spare. “How are you finding the party?”

“It’s amazing,” Alyssa replies, her eyes wide, soaking in everything. She can’t believe she’s here, can’t believe she belongs.

She doesn’t. But she will. She’s the perfect next move.

Brandon’s panic is visible, like steam rising from ice. He tries to ignore it, to ignore us. It makes me reckless. It makes me cruel.

“Stay close,” I tell her, with more meaning than she’ll ever know.

Her smile is bright, uncertain. It makes me wild to crush it.

She laughs nervously, a sound like surrender. “I will.”

The words are an aphrodisiac. I let them settle before I move in for the kill.

My arm brushes against hers. A current of promise and persuasion. “You’ll do fine here,” I say, knowing how much better she’ll do than fine. “Especially with your look.”

“My look?” She’s flustered, an open book of insecurity. It’s fucking perfect.

“The dress, the hair.” I touch her arm, light as a breath. Light as her willpower. “Everything.”

Alyssa blushes, bright and raw. I can feel her unraveling, feel how fast it will be.

The crowd surges around us, greedy and loud. I hear Brandon’s voice, hear him suffer as he guides another tour.

“You must come upstairs,” I insist, each word baited and waiting. “I have something to show you.”

Alyssa’s too innocent to see the trap, too eager to care. She nods, caught and claiming not to mind.

We’re halfway up the stairs when I spot Brandon, a beautiful wreck at the bottom, giving one last hopeless glance. He knows where this is going, knows he can’t stop it.

I hold Alyssa’s hand like a fucking prize. It’s over before it starts.

The master bedroom swallows her, wide-eyed and in awe. She’s seen nothing like this. She thinks it’s the decor. It’s not.

I close the door, leaving it just enough ajar for Brandon to follow.

Alyssa stares, a small-town girl in a big-city scandal. I watch her, drinking in the confusion, the thrill.

“Jessica,” she starts, but she doesn’t know how to finish. She doesn’t have to.

“I’ve been wanting to get you alone,” I say, letting the words and the silence work together.

Her eyes flash with realization, with panic. But I don’t let them flash long. I touch her hair, soft and fucking irresistible.

“Is this really...?” Her voice is small, delicious.

“What you want?” I finish, lowering my mouth to her neck, wrapping her in inevitability. “It will be.”

She gasps as my lips touch her skin. It sounds like pleasure. It sounds like home.

Brandon appears just where I knew he’d be. I catch his eye, make sure he knows he’s invited to witness.

Alyssa squirms, a live thing caught and tamed. “Oh my god,” she whispers, a surrender to me and only me.

I lead her to the bed, each step an incision, each movement precise. She trembles, but I’ve seen this before. She’s helpless to do anything but want.

“Sit,” I command, my voice a velvet knife.

Alyssa obeys. So does Brandon.

He lowers himself to the chair, a tortured spectator to my perfect play. He can’t take his eyes off us, just as I planned.

I undress her slowly, loving the innocence, loving how I’ll ruin it. The fabric slips, the straps fall. Her breath is fast, unsure. As Alyssa's dress falls to the floor, exposing her delicate curves and creamy skin, a mix of anticipation and fear dances in her eyes. I can almost taste her vulnerability, sweet and intoxicating. Her lingerie is modest, a stark contrast to the carnal intentions pulsating in the room. I run my fingertip along her collarbone, igniting a shiver that betrays her inner turmoil. She looks at me with a blend of desire and trepidation, like a doe caught in headlights, unable to look away.

Brandon watches, his tension palpable in the air, his own desires tangled with helplessness. He shifts in his seat, his knuckles white as he grips the armrests, his breath shallow and uneven. The sight of Alyssa's exposed form, her youth and innocence on display, stirs something primal in him. He knows he shouldn't be here, shouldn't witness this act of seduction unfolding before his eyes. But he can't tear away.

Pushing her to the bed, I move in between her legs, breathing in her scent. I look up to see Steve standing in the doorway to watch the scene unfold, his arousal clear.

I smile at Steve, a silent invitation to join the spectacle. He steps into the room, his eyes locked on Alyssa's naked body, his lust palpable. Brandon sees him too, his face a picture of tormented acceptance. Two men, one helpless to resist, the other helpless to intervene. My perfect audience.

I turn my attention back to Alyssa, her breath hitching as I run my hands up her thighs, pushing them apart gently but firmly. She’s trembling, a mix of nerves and anticipation making her skin flush beautifully. I lean in, blowing softly on her most sensitive spot, making her gasp and arch slightly off the bed. Her reactions are genuine, untainted by experience, and it makes her even more appealing.

Steve moves closer, his eyes never leaving Alyssa's body. He stands beside me, his hand reaching down to caress her breast, his thumb circling her nipple until it hardens under his touch. Alyssa's eyes widen, her gaze flickering between Steve and me, a mix of confusion and desire swirling in their depths. She has never experienced such a touch, nor has she ever been the object of such raw, unbridled lust. It's overwhelming and exhilarating, a baptism by fire.

"What... what are you doing?" she stammers, her voice barely a whisper. Her body betrays her, arching into Steve's touch, seeking more of the forbidden pleasure.

I smile, a slow, wicked curve of my lips. "Whatever we want," I murmur, leaning in to trail kisses up her inner thigh, feeling her shiver beneath my lips. "And you're going to let us."

I watch Brandon as we take her, as she shatters beneath me. His eyes are full of unspoken need. He needs to be me. He needs to be her.

Steve positions himself behind us, his cock hard and ready. Steve is always ready. More than I can say for Brandon.

I turn my head, catching Brandon's eye as I flick my tongue against Alyssa's clit, feeling her body jolt with the sudden rush of pleasure. His face is a mask of torment, his eyes glued to the scene unfolding before him. He’s seeing the corruption of innocence, the fall from grace I orchestrated just for him. I can see the battle within him—the desire to look away warring with the compulsion to watch.

Alyssa moans softly, her hands gripping the sheets as I continue to tease her, my tongue circling and flicking against her most sensitive spot. Steve leans down, capturing one of her nipples in his mouth, sucking and biting gently. Her back arches off the bed, a silent plea for more. She’s lost in sensation, overwhelmed by the dual assault on her senses.

Steve’s hands are eager as they explore Alyssa’s body, his touch firm and possessive. He moves behind me, his cock hard and pressing against my ass, before sliding it between my legs, teasing my pussy with his length. I push back against him, feeling his thickness rub against me. A promise of what’s coming. Alyssa watches, her eyes wide with a mix of shock and lust, her body trembling with anticipation.

Steve’s cock slides between my folds, coating himself in my wetness before moving to Alyssa. He teases her entrance, running the head of his cock up and down her slit, making her gasp and writhe beneath us. Her hips lift, seeking more contact, more friction. I watch as Steve’s cock, slick with my desire, presses against Alyssa’s pussy, ready to claim her.

Brandon moans as he watches the scene unfold. This is exactly what I need. Exactly what he needs.

It’s perfect.

It’s a game I always win.

I grin as I look over at Brandon. “Kneel at the foot of the bed.”

Brandon complies, kneeling as Steve continues to move between our aching and wanting pussies. Alyssa grips me with every thrust, gasping with want and need.

Brandon watches, knowing this is his life now.

He knows his place.

“Good boy,” I whisper to Brandon. He smiles at the reward.
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