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Chapter One


"My name is Lucy, and I don't want you to pretend to be my husband."

Sam leaned back in his seat and studied the woman sitting in front of him.

He estimated she was in her late forties, although it was hard to tell. She wore no makeup, and the skin around her eyes was beginning to crease like paper that's been folded one too many times. She had a friendly face, though—a kind face, the kind you could imagine smiling easily.

It wasn't smiling now.

"I'm sorry," Sam said, "I'm not sure I understand."

"I'm told you're the best." Lucy spoke with a quiet certainty that was oddly compelling. "I'm told you're a good listener, and you don't judge."

"I try not to," Sam agreed.

"I come from a very rich family. By that, I mean I can buy and sell businesses like they were presents. Money is not an obstacle to me, and I find that it can help me with problems, like the one I am in now."

Sam was not impressed by money, but he was intrigued by how he could help this woman.

"My daughter recently got divorced. It was messy and prolonged, but we managed to keep it out of the press. As well as being a successful pop star, she runs her own makeup and fashion company and is due in London next week for some meetings and a launch party. They are expecting her to turn up with her husband. No one there has met him, and we have no wish for them to hear what happened and leak the information to the press. That is why I want you to accompany her and pretend to be her husband during the visit."

Sam nodded his head, finally understanding.

"You know what my fee is for my services?" he asked. This was always a delicate part of negotiations, and he always made sure that customers understood what they were getting into.

"You take a cash fee and also require freeuse of the client for the time you are working. By which I mean you can fuck her."

He nodded-she understood. But she was not really the client.

"And you are cool with that? Me fucking your daughter?"

Lucy let out a long sigh and leaned back in her chair.

"It is actually one of the reasons why you are perfect for the job. My daughter is... rather free with her affections. It was the reason for the divorce. I could get one of my employees to pretend to be her husband, but she would end up going out and looking for a plaything to fuck, and god knows we don’t need that in the papers. So you taking her in hand would solve more than one problem."

"I need to speak to your daughter. It's fine that you understand the arrangement, but I need to hear from her that she is ok with it."

Lucy nodded.

"She's outside. I will go get her. But after you speak to her, we need to go over the conditions of employment that I have."

She went over to the door and opened it, letting a young woman in. She had short, almost white hair in a tomboy haircut, was wearing a white playsuit and some high-heeled shoes that Sam was sure were worth more than his car. She was also stunningly beautiful.

"Sam," Lucy said by way of introduction, "this is my daughter, Maya."

***

Maya sat opposite him, the picture of restless elegance. One long leg crossed over the other, her foot—impractical heel and all—tapped a silent, frantic rhythm against the air. She wouldn't meet his eyes, her gaze sweeping the room as if searching for an escape route that wasn't there.

"So," she began, her voice a low murmur, "you're the problem-solver."

"I provide a service," Sam corrected, his tone level. "Your mother has explained the situation in London. But the specifics of our arrangement, that needs to be your choice."

She finally looked at him, and her eyes were the color of storm clouds, turbulent and grey. "I have to say, you're the cutest problem-solver I've ever seen. And the salt and pepper hair is sexy. You have a nice dick?"

Sam saw Lucy roll her eyes, but she didn’t interrupt.

"I can't say I have had any complaints. Do you know Marina Swan?"

He knew she would. They would move in similar circles, and Swan was once the wild child actress of note with a string of celebrity boyfriends.

"Of course I do."

"She was a client of mine. Twice, actually."

Maya seemed genuinely impressed.

"Do you fuck a lot? Like, can you keep up with me?"

Sam wiped an invisible speck from the shoulder of his jacket.

"You will be more than satisfied."

Maya turned to her mom.

"I like him, he's got big Dom energy. He might even keep up with me."

She turned back to Sam.

"Ok, hotshot. Freeuse for the trip to London. You're a lucky boy and about to get the ride of your life."

Lucy ushered her out of the room and came back to sit opposite Sam.

"So you are happy she agrees?" she asked.

"Yes, I am. But what is your condition?"

Lucy stood up, and he took in what she was wearing. He didn’t know the make, but it was slinky and expensive. The straps barely stayed on her shoulders, and it was tight enough for him to see that having large breasts seemed to run in the family.

"Maya may be content that you are good enough for her, but I need to see proof. I want you to fuck me."


Chapter Two


"You want me to fuck you?" Sam asked. Surprisingly, it was not the first time he had been in this situation.

"Yes. A test drive, so to speak. I need to know that you are man enough for both of us. Not just in stamina, but you have to be able to dominate her."

"Alright," he said, standing up. "But there will be a change to the charge."

"Go on," she said, a slight waver in her voice.

"If I fuck you, then I don't charge my usual fee for London. Not even expenses. My services will be free."

Lucy froze, her hand halfway to adjusting the strap of her dress. The confident matriarch's mask slipped, revealing a flicker of genuine surprise. It was the first time he'd seen her off-balance.

"You... you'd do it for free?" she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

"A demonstration has its own rewards, and I am sure if I meet your needs, you will be more than willing to tell all your friends all about me," Sam said, walking around the table until he stood before her. He was close enough to smell the faint, clean scent of her perfume, something like jasmine and rain. "Besides, your daughter isn't the only one in the family who needs to be taken in hand."

He saw a tremor run through her, a visible shudder that had nothing to do with cold. Her gaze dropped from his eyes to his chest, then lower.

"I am sure whoever recommended me must also have told you how good my services are. And I could tell from the moment you walked in that you intended to have a taste yourself. Am I right?"

A blush crept up Lucy's neck, blooming across her cheeks. She didn't answer, but the way her breath hitched was confirmation enough.

"You will find I'm very intuitive, Lucy."

He reached out, his fingers tracing the line of her jaw. Her skin was soft, warm. She leaned into his touch, just a fraction, an involuntary surrender.

"Strip for me. Show me how much you need it."

He didn’t wait for a reply, just turned around and sat back down again. If he was right, his command would be enough.

Lucy stood there for a moment, her internal struggle clear. Then, with a soft sigh, she reached up and pushed the straps of her dress from her shoulders. The slinky fabric whispered down her body, pooling at her feet in a heap of expensive silk. She wore nothing underneath. Her body was incredible, with curves that a woman half her age would kill for. Her breasts were full and heavy, the nipples hardening in the air-conditioned room. Her waist dipped into a soft stomach, and her hips flared out, leading to a neat triangle of dark hair between her legs. She stood before him, vulnerable and exposed.

He made her stand there for a long moment, his gaze a physical weight on her skin. He let the silence stretch, punctuated only by the faint hum of the air conditioner and her quickening breaths. He watched her confidence fracture, replaced by a raw, open need.

Then he stood and walked towards her again, stopping just inches away. He didn't touch her, not yet. He simply looked, his eyes tracing the curve of her breasts, the dip of her navel, the soft swell of her hips. He was memorizing her, claiming her with his gaze alone.

"Beautiful," he murmured, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through the room. "Kneel down."

She slipped down onto the floor wordlessly. It was like she'd had training, and he wondered if she'd had a Dom in her past. Maybe that was why her daughter had mentioned Dom energy.

"Take my cock out," he ordered.

She reached up, her fingers fumbling slightly with his belt, his zipper. She was nervous, despite her bold words earlier. The thought pleased him. She finally freed him, her eyes widening slightly as she took in his size. He was already hard, thick and heavy in her hand.

"Suck it," he said.

She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to taste the bead of pre-come on his tip. Then she took him into her mouth, her lips stretching around his girth. She was good, he had to give her that. She knew how to use her tongue, how to take him deep without gagging. But he was in control here.

He tangled his fingers in her hair, holding her head in place as he thrust into her mouth. He set the pace, deep and slow, using her for his pleasure. He felt her moan around him, the vibration sending a jolt of pure electricity straight to his groin. He could feel her arousal in the air, a heady scent that mingled with her perfume.

He pulled out of her mouth, a string of saliva connecting them for a moment before it broke. She looked up at him, her eyes hazy with lust.

"On the desk," he commanded. "All fours, facing away from me."

She scrambled to obey, her movements clumsy with desire. She positioned herself on the large mahogany desk, her ass high in the air, her face pressed against the cool, polished wood. She was presenting herself to him, a silent offering. He ran a hand over the smooth skin of her ass, feeling her tremble at his touch. He gave her a light smack, the sound sharp in the quiet room. She gasped, pushing back against him.

He positioned himself behind her, teasing her entrance with the tip of his cock. She was soaking wet, her body ready for him. He slid into her in one smooth, deep stroke, burying himself to the hilt. She cried out, her back arching as he filled her.

He began to move, his thrusts hard and fast, his hands gripping her hips. The desk creaked beneath them, a rhythmic protest to their raw, animalistic coupling. He watched himself disappear inside her, the sight incredibly erotic. He felt her inner walls clench around him, her body begging for more.

He leaned over her, his mouth next to her ear.

"Do I reach your standards, Lucy?" he growled.

"Yes," she gasped, her voice hoarse. "God, yes."

"Good," he said, his voice dangerously low. "Because I'm going to fuck you until you forget your own name."

Suddenly, his phone buzzed. It lay on the table next to Lucy, and he picked it up. He had long ago mastered how to use the phone while still fucking.

The text was from an unknown number but gave itself away at a glance. It read, "I told you that you’d get the ride of your life, you just didn’t think I meant my mom. See you next week. You might want to keep some of that stamina for then - Maya."

Lucy let out a moan that turned into a cry, and Sam felt her clamp around his cock as she came with a shudder.

Putting the phone down and increasing his thrusts, he realized he was in for quite the week.


Chapter Three


Both Sam and Maya arrived in London at the same time, although he was flying business and she was in the family jet.

He'd barely had time to dump his bags in his suite at The Savoy when there was a sharp, demanding knock on his door.

He opened it to Maya leaning against the doorframe, a vision in a red leather jacket that looked so tight it was like it had been painted on her.

"Took you long enough," she said, pushing past him into the room. Her gaze swept over the suite, a quick, dismissive appraisal, before landing back on him. "Nice. But it'll look better with my clothes on the floor."

She shrugged out of the jacket, letting it fall to the ground. Underneath, she wore a simple black vest top and jeans so tight they looked like a second skin.

He closed the door and leaned against it, watching her. She had the same restless energy as in their first meeting, a coiled spring of tension and ambition.

"My first meeting is tomorrow," she said, her voice all business. "We need to get our story straight. We met in Verbier. You're an 'independent investor.' We've been married for six months. It was a small, private ceremony in the Maldives. Don't add any details unless you're asked. The less you say, the less you can get wrong."

She walked over to the minibar, helping herself to a bottle of expensive water without asking.

"Understood," he said, watching as she walked over to the window.

"The launch party is tonight. That's the big one. Press, influencers, the whole circus. You'll be on my arm, looking handsome and... proprietary. I need you to look at me like you own me."

She turned to face him, a challenge in her stormy eyes.

"Think you can manage that?"

Sam walked towards her, his movements deliberate. He didn't stop until he was standing right in front of her, close enough to feel the heat radiating from her body.

"Your mother seemed to think I could," he said, his voice a low murmur.

"Well, I'm off to see friends. Be ready for tonight; we have a party to show up at and..."

"No."

Maya turned back to look at Sam.

"What do you mean, no?"

"You are not going anywhere. You are going to get out of those jeans, turn around, and I am going to fuck you up against that window."

Maya blinked.

"I know my mom gave you a glowing report, but you don’t get to tell me what to do."

Sam laughed, a short, sharp sound. "Oh, but I do. For the next week, you are my wife, Maya. And part of the contract, which you signed, means I get to fuck you whenever I want."

"Yeah, but, I thought that really meant whenever I wanted...."

Sam reached down, unbuttoning his trousers, reaching in and pulling out his cock.

Maya looked at it, blinked, looked at it again, and then started undoing her jeans.

"That's not fair, I'm a total slut for a thick cock," she said as she pulled them down and started on her panties.

"No, keep them on. I can just pull them aside, or rip them."

She seemed to like that.

Turning around, she pressed her hands against the glass of the window, her body a perfect silhouette against the glittering London skyline. The black panties stretched taut over the curve of her ass, a dark shadow against her pale skin.

He stepped up behind her, his hands gripping her hips. He could feel her trembling, a fine tremor that ran through her entire body. He slid one hand around her front, his fingers dipping beneath the lace of her panties to find her already slick with arousal. She gasped, pushing back against him.

"See?" he murmured in her ear. "Your body knows what it wants, even if your mouth wants to argue."

He pulled the fabric of her panties aside, exposing her to him. For a moment, he rubbed the head of his cock up and down her pussy, coating it in her wetness. Then he drove into her, hard and deep, burying himself to the hilt in one smooth, powerful stroke. She cried out, her hands flat against the glass as he filled her completely.

"Oh, fuck yes. Give it to me good and hard."

"No."

She tried to turn her head, and he saw a glimpse of the confusion on her face.

"I will fuck you how I like. If it's hard, it's because I want it hard. If it's soft, you will thank me for going gentle. I'm in charge, not you."

He started to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate, a deep, grinding rhythm that made her whole body shake with each stroke. He watched her reflection in the window, her head thrown back, her mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure. He was right. She was a wildcat, but she was a wildcat who had just been temporarily declawed.

"Press your tits up against the window, let the world see what a slut you are for your husband."

He could feel her hesitation, a flicker of defiance in the set of her shoulders. He responded by pulling almost all the way out, leaving just the tip of his cock inside her, a torturous tease.

"I said," he repeated, his voice a low growl, "press your tits against the glass. Or I'll stop."

A desperate moan escaped her lips. Slowly, almost reluctantly, she lowered her torso, pressing her full breasts against the cool, smooth surface of the window.

"Good girl," he said, a hint of approval in his voice.

Then he gave her what she wanted. He slammed back into her, his thrusts becoming hard and fast, the sound of his hips slapping against her ass echoing in the quiet room. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing it in tight, quick circles. She was so close, her whole body tensing, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

"That's it," he urged her on. "Come for me. Let everyone down there see how much you love my cock."

She shattered, her orgasm ripping through her with the force of a hurricane. She screamed, her body bucking against his as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her.

He gave her a moment to recover and then started to thrust again.

"You didn't think we were done, did you? That was just the warm-up."

He reached up with his free hand, wrapping it around her throat, not choking her, just a light, possessive pressure that made her feel completely and utterly his. He tilted her head back, forcing her to look at their reflections in the glass.

"Look at us," he commanded. "Look how good we look together."

He leaned in, his mouth next to her ear.

"You're mine for the week, Maya," he whispered, his voice a dark promise. "And I'm going to enjoy every single second of it."

With one more hard thrust, enough to push her up onto her tiptoes, he came inside her.


Chapter Four


The party was a blur of flashing lights and champagne flutes. Maya was in her element, a radiant star in a sea of admirers. She worked the room with a practiced ease, her laugh tinkling like bells, her hand resting possessively on Sam's arm. He watched her, a quiet observer in her chaotic world. He saw the calculated charm, the effortless networking, the way she commanded attention without ever seeming to try.

And he saw the flicker of something else in her eyes, a restlessness, a hunger for something more than this glittering facade.

He played his part, the handsome, devoted husband. He smiled when he was supposed to smile, nodded when he was supposed to nod. But his mind was elsewhere, replaying the afternoon in his suite. The way she had surrendered to him, the way her body had responded to his touch. It was a potent memory, one that made his cock stir even now.

He saw Maya excuse herself from a conversation and walk towards him.

"I'm bored," she said, her voice a low murmur for his ears only. "And I'm horny. Let's find a cloakroom."

"No," he said, his voice firm.

She looked up at him, a flicker of defiance in her stormy eyes. "What do you mean, no?"

"I mean, we're not leaving. We're staying right here. And you're going to be a good girl and wait until we get back to the hotel."

She opened her mouth to argue, but he silenced her with a look. A look that promised pleasure and punishment in equal measure.

"Or," he said, his voice a low whisper, "I could bend you over this balcony railing and fuck you in front of all of London. Your choice."

"OK," she said at last, "but can I bring a friend back with us?"

***

It turned out the friend was a woman named Winter whom she had hit on at the party. Tall and thin, with the look of a supermodel, Sam liked her immediately, not just for her looks but also for her no-nonsense attitude. She also had an Eastern European accent, which Sam found sexy.

"I find you attractive," she said as they got into the car and told the chauffeur to take them back to the hotel. "And I want you to fuck me, but first I want to eat your wife’s pussy."

Maya giggled and blushed, her bravado from earlier now replaced by a shy excitement. She looked at Sam, her eyes wide with anticipation.

"She tastes sweet," Winter continued, her gaze fixed on Maya. "I can tell."

Sam just smiled, a slow, wide smile. "We'll see about that."

Back in the suite, the air was thick with unspoken desire. Winter didn't waste any time. She pushed Maya down onto the large, plush sofa, her hands already working on the buttons of Maya's dress.

"I've wanted to do this since the first time I saw you," Winter said, her voice husky with desire.

Maya just moaned, her body arching up to meet Winter's touch.

Sam watched for a moment, his cock hardening at the sight of the two women together. Then he sat down opposite them.

Winter looked up, a wicked grin on her face. "Not joining us?"

"I want to see you make my wife come. Then she's going to help me fuck you senseless."

"I'm ok with that plan," Winter said. "Very ok with that plan."

She then lowered her head, her tongue darting out to taste Maya's already slick folds.

Maya cried out, her hands tangling in Winter's long, dark hair. She ground her hips against Winter's face, her body a live wire of pleasure.

Sam watched, his own need growing with each of Maya's cries. He could see how close she was, her body tensing, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

"I knew she was going to be sweet," Winter mumbled from between Maya's legs.

Sam watched as Maya grabbed Winter's head, pulling it down as her eyes rolled into the back of her head.

"That's it," he urged her on, his voice a low growl. "Come for her. Come all over her face."

And she did, her orgasm ripping through her with the force of a tidal wave. She screamed, her body bucking against Winter's mouth as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her.

Winter looked up, her face glistening with Maya's wetness. She crawled over to Sam, a predatory grace in her movements.

"My turn," she said, her voice a low purr.

He stood up, his cock straining against his trousers. He undid his belt, then his zipper, freeing himself.

Winter's eyes widened slightly, a flicker of surprise and appreciation in their depths. "Well, hello," she said, a slow smile spreading across her face.

Maya had recovered and was now on her knees next to them, her eyes wide with a mix of lust and awe.

"Let me help," she said, her fingers gently resting on the back of Winter's head, guiding it to Sam's cock.

Winter needed no further encouragement. She leaned in, her tongue swirling around the tip, tasting him. She took him into her mouth, her lips stretching around his girth.

Maya watched for a moment, her own arousal building again. Then she joined in, her tongue tracing patterns along the shaft, her lips kissing the base.

The sight was incredible. Two beautiful women, their mouths and hands working in tandem to bring him pleasure.

Winter was the one to take him deep, her throat relaxing as he hit the back of it. She looked up at him, her eyes hazy with lust, a silent challenge.

He responded by tangling his fingers in her hair, holding her head in place as he began to thrust into her mouth. He set the pace, deep and slow, using her for his pleasure. He felt her moan around him, the vibration sending a jolt of pure electricity straight to his groin.

Then he felt Maya's hands on his ass, her fingers digging into his flesh as she urged him on.

"That's it," she murmured, her voice a low whisper against his skin. "Fuck her mouth. Use her. And then use me."

He pulled out of Winter's mouth, a string of saliva connecting them for a moment before it broke. She looked up at him, her chest heaving, her lips swollen and red.

"On the bed," he commanded. "Both of you. All fours, side by side."

They scrambled to obey, their movements clumsy with desire. They positioned themselves on the large king-size bed, their asses high in the air, a stunning tableau of submission.

He walked over to the bed, his cock in his hand. He ran it along Winter's slick pussy, teasing her. She pushed back against him, a desperate moan escaping her lips.

Then he did the same to Maya, her body trembling at his touch.

He started with Winter, sliding into her in one smooth, deep stroke. She cried out, her back arching as he filled her completely. He began to move, his thrusts hard and fast, his hands gripping her hips.

Then, without warning, he pulled out and entered Maya, her wet heat wrapping around him. She let out a deep moan, her body bucking against his as he filled her.

He moved between them without warning, taking them to the edge and then pulling away. A slow, deliberate torture that was both exquisite and unbearable.

"Please," Winter begged, her voice hoarse with need. "I need to come."

"Please," Maya echoed, her body a live wire of tension. "I'm so close."

He laughed, a low, dark sound. "Patience, ladies. All good things come to those who wait."

He positioned himself behind Winter again, this time entering her with a hard, possessive thrust. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing it in tight, quick circles.

"Oh, fuck," she groaned, wobbling as her arms started to shake.

"That's it," he urged her on. "Come for me. Come all over my cock."

And she did, her orgasm ripping through her in a wave. She screamed, her body bucking against his as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her.

He didn't give her a moment to recover. He pulled out, slapped her ass, and then entered Maya, his thrusts just as hard, just as demanding. He reached around, his fingers finding her already sensitive clit, rubbing it with a relentless rhythm.

"Your turn," he growled. "Come for me. Now."

She didn't need any further encouragement. She came with a force that surprised even her, her body convulsing, her cries of pleasure mingling with Winter's.

He pulled out and walked round to the other end of the bed, climbing up till he was standing over both of them.

"Mouths wide, ladies."

He looked down at the two beautiful, well-fucked women, their faces filled with awe and lust.

"You're going to take my load, and you're going to swap it between you."

He started to jerk himself over them and soon, with a guttural groan, he came, thick ropes of it splashing over both of their faces and into their open mouths.

As he knelt down, he watched as the women kissed, swapping and swallowing.

"Good girls," he said, lying down between them. "Now, what shall we do next?"


Chapter Five


The next morning, the atmosphere in the suite was charged with a new kind of energy. The raw, primal hunger of the night before had been replaced by a comfortable, intimate ease. Winter had left before dawn, a whispered goodbye and a lingering kiss the only proof she had ever been there.

Maya, on the other hand, was still there. She sat at the small table by the window, a cup of coffee in her hands, wearing nothing but one of Sam's shirts. The morning light filtered through the glass, casting a soft glow on her skin, making her look almost ethereal.

"You're quiet this morning," Sam said, walking over to the table and sitting down opposite her.

"I was expecting this week to be... different. I thought you were just going to be a fun little fucktoy for me. But you can keep up; not many people can do that."

"I do my best," he said, a small smile playing on his lips.

"So what's your story, Sam? The 'independent investor' is a good cover, but it's not the real you. Why are you a husband for hire?"

He took a sip of his coffee, his gaze fixed on her over the rim of the cup. He saw the genuine curiosity in her eyes, a desire to understand him.

"My story is simple, really. I'm good at what I do. I provide a service, and I enjoy it. I enjoy being in control; I like making people feel good, and I like the freedom it gives me. No attachments, no complications."

"No attachments," she repeated, a thoughtful look on her face. "So what happens after this week? Do you just... disappear?"

"That's usually how it works," he said. "The contract ends, and I move on."

"Sometimes that’s for the best. When it's good, it can’t last. Better getting out when you can."

"Is that what happened with your husband?"

Maya looked away, her gaze sweeping over the glittering skyline. For a moment, she looked vulnerable, lost.

"He was a good man," she said, her voice quiet. "But he wanted to tame me. He wanted to put me in a box, make me into something I wasn't. He couldn't handle the fire, so he tried to extinguish it. In the end, I had to leave to keep from burning out completely."

Sam understood then. He saw the wildness in her, the untamable spirit, not as a flaw to be fixed, but as a part of her to be cherished. He didn't want to put her in a box. He wanted to set her free.

"I'm not going to try to tame you, Maya," he said, his voice a low murmur. "I just want to play with that fire."

She looked back at him, a slow smile spreading across her face. "I think you might be the only one who can."

***

Later that day, they found themselves in a high-end lingerie boutique. The launch party was over, but the week of meetings and public appearances was not. They needed to look the part, and Sam had decided that part included a new wardrobe for Maya.

"I hardly think that I need lingerie for boardroom meetings," she said.

"But your husband is a possessive man," Sam said. "He wants to see you in things that make you feel sexy and desired. And he wants to know you're wearing them under your power suits."

A shiver ran through her, a mix of excitement and trepidation. She liked this game, this role-play of submission and control.

The boutique was a wonderland of silk and lace. A personal shopper, a woman with a severe bun and an even more severe expression, guided them through the racks of exquisite creations.

"These are our new arrivals from Paris," she said, her tone crisp and professional. "The Chantilly lace is particularly fine."

Sam picked out a set, a deep burgundy bra and panties, intricate patterns woven into the delicate fabric. "Try this on," he said, handing it to Maya.

She took it from him, her fingers brushing against his. "You're not going to watch me?"

"Of course not. But you're going to come out and model it for me."

The changing rooms were plush and private, with heavy velvet curtains and velvet chairs. Sam sat in one of the chairs, waiting. He could hear the rustle of fabric, the soft sigh of her breath.

A few minutes later, the curtain was pulled back. Maya stood there, a vision in burgundy lace. The bra lifted her breasts, creating a stunning cleavage, while the high-cut panties accentuated the long lines of her legs.

"What do you think?" she asked, her voice a little breathless.

"I think," he said, standing up and walking towards her, "that you're going to buy this. And you're going to wear it tonight."

He reached out, his fingers tracing the line of the lace along her hip. "But I want to add something to it."

He turned to the personal shopper, who was watching them with a detached curiosity.

"Do you have any toys?"

The woman's expression didn't change, but a flicker of something—disapproval, perhaps?—crossed her eyes. "We have a selection of silk corsets and bodices. But we do not carry... toys."

"A pity," Sam said, his gaze returning to Maya. "I'll have to source that myself."

He leaned in, his mouth next to her ear. "And I'm going to enjoy every second of it."

Maya let out a long, shuddering breath. He was pushing her boundaries, testing her limits. And she was loving it.


Chapter Six


That afternoon, Sam watched from a discreet armchair as Maya led her meeting. She was transformed. The wildcat from the party, the submissive lover from the hotel room; both were gone. In her place was a formidable businesswoman, sharp, articulate, and in complete command. She wore a tailored black pantsuit, her hair slicked back into a severe bun. She looked powerful, and she was.

He had insisted she wear the burgundy lingerie underneath. He had also insisted she wear a small vibrator, nestled inside her, its remote control discreetly in his pocket. She had protested at first, a playful attempt at defiance. But he had been firm, his promise of pleasure and punishment enough to make her comply.

As she spoke, he watched her, a predator observing its prey. He saw the flicker of arousal in her eyes, the slight tremor in her hand as she reached for her water glass.

He decided to play.

He pressed the button on the remote and knew that it would instantly set off a steady pulse in the vibrator.

She faltered, a slight hitch in her voice. The man she was speaking to, a stuffy-looking executive in a pinstripe suit, didn't seem to notice, but Sam did. He saw the flush rise up her neck, the way her breath hitched.

He pressed the button again, increasing the intensity.

She cleared her throat, a desperate attempt to regain her composure. "As I was saying," she began, her voice a little strained, "the projections for the next quarter are very promising."

Sam smiled to himself. This was a new kind of power, a more subtle kind of control. He was in the room, but he was also inside her in a way that only the two of them knew.

He increased the intensity again, the vibrations now a relentless, insistent hum.

She stumbled, her words jumbling together. "The... the... projections... are..."

"Are you alright, Ms. Dubois?" the executive asked, a look of concern on his face.

"I'm fine," she said, her voice a little too high, a little too bright. "Just a bit of a headache."

Sam could see the desperation in her eyes, a silent plea for mercy. He was enjoying this, her public struggle with her private desire.

He finally took pity on her, turning the vibrator off. She let out a long, shuddering breath, her body sagging with relief.

But the meeting wasn't over yet.

He waited until she was in the middle of a particularly important point, her confidence regained, her flow smooth once more. Then he turned it on again, this time on the highest setting.

She cried out, a sharp, unexpected sound that made everyone in the room turn to look at her.

"I'm so sorry," she said, her face burning with embarrassment. "I... I think I need a moment."

She practically fled the room, leaving a trail of confusion and speculation in her wake.

Sam waited a few minutes, then excused himself. He found her in the adjoining bathroom, leaning against the vanity, her chest heaving.

"You bastard," she said, her voice a hoarse whisper. "You absolute, utter bastard."

"You seemed to be enjoying it," he said, a smirk playing on his lips.

"It's not funny," she said, but he could see the laughter in her eyes. "I almost came in front of the board of directors."

"And now you're going to come in front of me."

He presses the button, setting off a pattern of pulses. The effect was immediate.

She gasped, her hands flying to the vanity to steady herself. He walked towards her, his movements deliberate, a predator stalking its prey.

"Turn around," he commanded. "Hands on the counter. Don't move."

She complied, her body trembling with anticipation. He pressed against her, his hands running over the curve of her ass. He could feel the vibrations through the fabric, a faint, rhythmic hum.

Reaching round, he slid his hands into the trousers of her suit.

He pulled her panties aside, his fingers finding her already slick folds. She was so wet, so ready for him.

"Please," she begged, her voice a desperate moan. "I need you inside me."

"Patience," he murmured, his fingers teasing her clit. "I want you to come like this first."

He pressed the button again, the vibrations now a relentless, driving force. He circled her clit with his thumb, matching the rhythm of the vibrator.

It didn't take long. She came with a force that made her knees buckle, her cries of pleasure echoing in the small, tiled room. He held her up, his arms wrapped around her waist, as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her.

When she finally came back to herself, she was limp in his arms, her body a pliant, willing mass of satisfaction.

"And now," he said. "You are going to go back in there and show them what a great businesswoman you are. And you are going to show them that you mean business. Then, after, I'm going to fuck you in the car ride to your next meeting."

She flashed a smile at him as she stood up straight.

"Good plan, 10 out of 10. No notes."


Chapter Seven


The rest of the week went in a mix of meetings, parties, and fucking. Maya even confessed that she might have just met her match.

"At least," she said as they lay in bed, "the person I feel most happy giving up control to."

“It's funny you should say that,” said Sam, getting up and walking over to the door, “Because I asked someone to join us, and I thought you might want to see if they could tame that wild streak.”

It was Winter, dressed in a black robe. Her hair was up in a bun, and her legs bare.

"Good evening, darlings," she giggled, stepping into the room and opening her robe to reveal her nakedness underneath. Except for one thing, a red harness with an equally red strap-on.

"I hope you don't mind," said Sam, "but I wanted to see if you could take a little more."

Maya's eyes widened. She looked from the strap-on to Winter, then to Sam. A slow, sly grin spread across her face.

"More?" she purred, pushing herself up on her elbows. "Darling, you have no idea."

Winter approached the bed with the languid grace of a panther. She didn't look at Sam. Her focus was entirely on Maya, a predator closing in on her chosen prey.

"On your hands and knees," Winter commanded, her voice husky with an authority that sent a shiver down Maya's spine. "Ass towards me."

Maya scrambled to obey, a thrill shooting through her at the command. She positioned herself, her body taut with anticipation. She felt the bed dip as Winter climbed on behind her.

"You've been a very bad girl, Maya, at least that is what Sam tells me," Winter murmured, her hand running over the curve of Maya's ass. "So I think it's time you were properly punished."

Her hand shot out, slapping Maya's bare flesh.

Sam appeared next to her with a bottle of lube in his hand and poured a generous amount on the strap-on.

"She's all yours," he said.

Winter moved with a deliberate slowness, positioning herself. She ran the tip of the thick, red silicone along Maya's folds, teasing her, making her wait. Maya pushed back, a desperate plea for more, but Winter's hand on her hip held her firm.

"Patience," she chided, her tone a mix of amusement and steel.

Then, with one sharp, decisive thrust, she entered her.

Maya cried out, a sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure. Winter was not gentle. She set a hard, fast rhythm, her hips snapping against Maya's ass with each powerful stroke. The sound of their bodies coming together, hard and rhythmic, filled the room.

Sam sat back and watched, his own arousal a heavy, throbbing presence. He watched the play of muscles in Winter's back, the way her breasts bounced with each thrust. He watched Maya's face, her expression a mask of ecstasy. She was completely lost to the sensation, her body a vessel for Winter's dominant will.

"Do you like that?" Winter growled, her breath coming in ragged gasps. "Do you like me fucking you?"

"Yes," Maya cried out, her voice hoarse.

"Tell me how much you like it."

"I love it," she sobbed. "I love it. Don't stop. Please, don't stop."

Winter reached around, her fingers finding Maya's clit, rubbing it in tight, punishing circles. The dual stimulation was too much. Maya's orgasm crashed over her, a violent, shuddering wave that left her gasping for breath.

But Winter didn't stop. She continued to thrust, her movements relentless, driving her into a second, even more powerful orgasm. Maya collapsed onto the bed, her body limp, her mind a blissful, blank slate.

Winter pulled out, leaving Maya a trembling, spent mess on the bed. She turned to Sam, a triumphant smirk on her face.

"She needed that," she said, her voice a low purr.

"She did," Sam agreed, a slow smile spreading across his face. "But I think she can take some more."

He stood up, stripping off his clothes. His cock was hard, heavy with need. He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself behind Maya.

"Up on all fours," he commanded, and she pulled herself up into position.

"Winter, could you fill my wife’s mouth while I fuck her?"

Winter didn't hesitate. She moved with practiced grace, kneeling in front of Maya and facing Sam. She looked down at Maya, a predatory glint in her eyes.

"Open up," she commanded.

Maya complied, her mouth opening to accept the strap-on, still slick with her own arousal. Winter wasted no time, sliding the silicone cock between Maya's lips. She gripped the back of Maya's head, holding her in place as she began to thrust, her hips moving in a slow, deliberate rhythm.

Sam watched, mesmerized by the sight. Then he positioned himself behind Maya, running a hand over the smooth curve of her ass. He could feel the heat radiating from her, the evidence of her recent release. He slid a finger into her, feeling her clench around him.

"Ready for me?" he murmured.

She tried to nod, her movements restricted by Winter's grip. Her answer was a muffled moan around the silicone cock filling her mouth.

That was all the invitation he needed. He entered her slowly, letting her feel every inch of him.

She cried out, the sound muffled by Winter's cock. The sensation was overwhelming, being filled from both ends, used by two people who knew exactly what they were doing.

Sam began to move, his thrusts matching Winter's rhythm. The three of them moved together, a single, writhing entity of pure, unadulterated lust. Sam could feel Maya's body tensing, another orgasm building deep within her. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing it in tight, quick circles.

"Come for me," he growled, his voice a low command. "Come for both of us."

And she did. Her orgasm was a cataclysmic event, a force of nature that ripped through her with a violence that left her shaking and sobbing. Her body convulsed, her muscles clamping down around Sam's cock, milking him, pulling him over the edge with her.

He came with a guttural groan, his release hot and thick inside her. He collapsed onto the bed beside her and ran his hand down her back as Winter pulled out of her mouth.

"And now," she said, "it's your turn to wear the strap-on."


Chapter Eight


A week later, Sam was back in his office.

Maybe a couple of days' break would be a good idea, he thought, just to get my energy back.

At that moment, the door burst open, and Lucy came charging in.

"I thought you were going to keep her in control?" she shouted, stopping in front of Sam.

"I kept her in control, she got what she needed, and we didn't get into any trouble," replied Sam.

"No trouble? She just put out a statement that she's divorced and is now engaged to some Russian woman that I have never met, and that they are going into business together selling branded sex toys. How is that not getting into trouble?"

Sam laughed, a genuine, heartfelt laugh.

"Sounds like a smart business move. And she's happy."

"Happy? She was supposed to keep out of trouble and out of the news."

"Lucy," he said, his tone gentle but firm. "Maya is a wild spirit. You can't put her in a cage. You can only hope that she finds someone who appreciates the fire, not someone who tries to extinguish it."

He paused, letting his words sink in.

"And maybe," he continued, "this is her way of taking control of her own life, her own sexuality. Maybe this is her path to happiness."

Lucy stared at him, her anger slowly deflating, replaced by a weary resignation. She slumped into the chair opposite him, a picture of defeat.

"So what do I do now?" she asked, her voice a small, lost whisper.

"You support her," Sam said simply. "You love her. And you buy a vibrator with her name on it. I'm sure they'll be on sale soon."

A small smile touched Lucy's lips, a ghost of the confident woman he had met a week ago. "You're a bastard, you know that? I hired you to look after my daughter."

"I've been called worse," he said, a smile playing on his own lips. "And I did look after her. And told her to find someone who wouldn’t try to change her and would love her for who she is. Isn't that what you want?"

Lucy smirked and knelt down in front of him.

"Well, it's one of the things I want. The other..."

Her hand reached out and rubbed over his crotch.

To hell with taking a break, he thought. Why would I ever want to take a break from this?

And with that, he put his hand on the back of Lucy's head and guided her down to his waiting cock.
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