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The leather steering wheel of my BMW M850i was slick under my palms, not from the heat—God, no—but from the sweat that kept pooling no matter how tightly I gripped it. My heart had been thudding ever since we left the driveway, and Madison, of course, noticed. My wife always noticed...

She sat beside me with one leg casually folded over the other, the hem of her dress hiking up a little higher each time the car hit a bump. That little black dress clung to her body like it had been sewn on, hugging every inch of her tight, toned frame. For thirty-five, Madison looked like she could’ve passed for a college senior on spring break—flawless, glowing, and effortlessly fuckable. Her blonde hair was tied back in a high ponytail, showing off her sharp jawline and high cheekbones. Her waist was trim, hips perfectly curved, and those tits—full, high, barely restrained by the thin fabric. Not a damn bra in sight, of course. The outline of her nipples pressed boldly through the dress like they were aching to be noticed. This was her job now—taking care of the house and her body—for these powerful, wealthy men. And she did both reverently, lovingly, like they were sacred duties.

We’d been together since high school—Madison and me. The golden couple, everyone used to call us. I was the quiet overachiever, she was the cheerleader who never missed a practice. We’d grown up together, stumbled into adulthood hand in hand, built a life that looked perfect on paper. But somewhere along the way, we stopped being equals. She bloomed in ways I never saw coming. And when I found success in the boardroom, she found her place in something else entirely—because she had to. For me. For my career. Because that was the deal. She became what they wanted so I could become who I needed to be.

I glanced again, I couldn’t help it. Her thighs were smooth—freshly waxed, flawless—glistening a little under the glow of the dashboard. And I knew, without even needing to ask, that she’d gotten her pussy done too. She never went that bare unless she wanted to feel every inch. My foot eased off the gas slightly as my eyes flicked between the road and the way her dress clung to her curves, knowing exactly what lay beneath.

She caught me looking. Of course, she did.

“Eyes on the road, baby,” she teased, pulling down the passenger mirror and flipping it open. “You wouldn’t want to wreck before the fun even starts.”

I swallowed, hard.

Madison uncapped her lipstick and leaned closer to the mirror, the sweet scent of cherries and something sinful filling the air. Her hand was steady as she painted her lips—deep red, glossy, whorish. Just the way they liked it. Just the way she knew would drive me insane.

“You know they picked me over the others for tonight, right?” she asked, voice light, almost amused.

I knew what was coming, but I still played dumb. “Picked you for what?” I knew the boss kept a few women on rotation—high-end, polished, trained to please. Girls who could turn a deal sweeter with a wink or a moan. Madison hadn’t always been part of that group. But now, she wasn’t just in it—she was the favorite.

She turned her head slightly and gave me that smirk—the one that curled at one corner of her mouth like she knew every filthy thought I’d ever had. Her lipstick caught the moonlight now, shimmering.

“The boss said I had just the right kind of mouth,” she said casually, blotting her lips on a tissue like it wasn’t the most humiliating thing I’d ever heard. “Told me I’ll ‘open this deal up right.’”

I gripped the wheel tighter. “You didn’t have to repeat that part...”

“But I like watching your face when I do.” She chuckled, tossing the tissue into the back seat. “You go all quiet. It’s cute.”

I focused on the road. The highway stretched out ahead, endless and dark, but the real tension was in the passenger seat. My cock throbbed against my pants—half from the jealousy, half from something worse. Something needier.

This was the price of the promotion. I was the new senior VP now. Office with a view. A seat at the table. All it cost me was this—surrendering my wife to the wolves, dressing her up for the boss and his clients like she was dessert on a silver platter.

It had started about eight months ago. The boss didn’t come to me—not directly. He pulled Madison aside at a company gala, whispered in her ear while I was across the room talking strategy with the CFO. She told me about it the next day—calm, measured, like she was discussing a dinner reservation. And I remember nodding, pretending I wasn’t breaking inside. I asked her if she was okay with it. She didn’t even hesitate. “If this is what it takes,” she’d said, “I’ll do it.”

We weren’t into anything like this before. No swinging, no wild fantasies. We were vanilla, boring even. But the moment that offer landed in her lap—and mine—it was like something unlocked in both of us. Or maybe something broke. Either way, it changed everything. We never looked back.

And the worst part? I couldn’t tell if I hated it... or wanted more.

She crossed her legs again, her heel brushing my thigh for just a second. Those were Louboutin stilettos—glossy black with that signature red sole, the kind of shoes that cost more than some people’s monthly rent. She knew what she was doing, brushing them against me like that. I nearly swerved.

Madison picked up her phone, screen glowing in the dim car. Her thumbs tapped quickly, then she giggled.

I didn’t want to ask. I really didn’t.

“What?” I muttered, eyes still on the road.

“One of them asked if I like being shared,” she said, scrolling casually. “I told him I’ve been passed around ever since my husband decided I wasn’t his anymore.”

I sucked in a sharp breath. My jaw clenched, and I could feel the heat crawl up my neck. But my cock was rock hard. Madison reached over without a word, her long, glossy crimson nails catching the glow of the dashboard light, her manicured hand sliding across my lap, fingers finding the bulge in my pants like she’d done it a thousand times. She gave it a slow, deliberate squeeze—once, then twice—just enough to make me shudder in place. Her nails grazed the fabric, teasing the outline, then pulled away like nothing had happened, like she hadn’t just owned me in a single, silent gesture.

She leaned her head against the window, her voice softer now, almost thoughtful.

“I think they like knowing you’re driving me straight into their hands. It makes them harder.”

I said nothing. What could I say? She was right. And worse—I knew it made me  harder too.

The ocean wasn’t far now. I could smell the salt in the air, feel the temperature drop just slightly as we got closer. My hands never stopped sweating.

This night was going to break me.

And I was driving straight into it.

The beach house looked like it belonged on a magazine cover—glass walls glowing under soft amber lights, sleek wooden beams, the low hum of ocean waves crashing just beyond the deck. The kind of place that whispered money in every polished tile and perfectly placed spotlight. And we were stepping into its jaws.

Madison stepped out first, heels clicking against the stone pathway, dress riding high up her thighs as the ocean breeze caught the hem. Her blonde ponytail swayed with each step—tight, high, and styled in that deliberate way that begged to be grabbed, pulled, used while she was being fucked. Hips moved in that slow, hypnotic rhythm she knew drove men crazy. I followed a step behind, hard as a rock, nervous as hell, and already sweating through my shirt.

The door opened before we even knocked.

Mr. Anderson stood there in a fitted black tee and dark slacks, barefoot but still somehow intimidating. He was in his early fifties but sharp, commanding, with that kind of body that said money bought him time and control in equal measure. His eyes went straight to Madison’s chest, then her legs, then back up to her mouth.

“Perfect timing,” he said with a grin that looked more like a smirk—cold, knowing, and dripping with ownership. His gaze dipped hard into the swell of her cleavage, blatant and greedy, like he was already imagining her tits bouncing while he railed her from underneath. “We were just about to decide which room we’ll take you in first.”

Madison smiled—sweet, practiced, sensual. “I figured I shouldn’t keep the VIPs waiting.”

Anderson turned briefly to me then, his voice cool but polite. “Henry. Good to see you again.”

He said it like we were old golf buddies. Like he wasn’t about to fuck my wife in front of me. Like none of this was out of the ordinary.

She turned back just before stepping inside, giving me a look—one of those slow, knowing glances that said she knew exactly what she was doing to me. Her eyes sparkled, daring me to stop her, daring me to watch. Then she stepped past him without hesitation, hips swaying, dress hugging that perfect ass like it was begging for a firm grip. Anderson didn’t even try to hide it—his eyes still locked on her curves, laser-focused on the way the fabric stretched and shifted over her body, like he was already deciding which angle he’d take her from first. His gaze lingered like he was stripping her down with every blink. I followed behind them, hard and helpless, my heartbeat punching my ribs like a drum I couldn’t stop.

Inside, the place was warm and dim, lit with soft gold sconces and the flicker of candles. A bottle of bourbon sat open on a sideboard next to a crystal decanter and three heavy-bottomed glasses. Jazz played low from hidden speakers, almost drowned out by the sound of the ocean through the open sliding doors.

And then there were the clients.

Luc was lounging on a sleek white sectional, tall and elegant in a navy dress shirt, top buttons undone to show off his tanned collarbones. French, effortlessly suave, his legs crossed and one arm slung lazily along the back of the couch like he owned the place. Ronan stood by the sliding doors, darker, broader, with a sharper energy. His accent was unmistakably South African—clipped, deliberate, and heavy with something dangerous. They were in the States finalizing some multi-million dollar software deal—big money, bigger expectations, and apparently, tonight’s entertainment was part of the package.

Luc’s eyes lit up when he saw Madison.

“Ahh, la belle Madison,” he purred, rising smoothly. “You’re even more radiant than the pictures.”

He kissed her hand, then held it a second longer than necessary, letting his thumb drag slowly along her wrist.

Ronan didn’t even wait for an introduction.

“Tell me, do you moan with an accent when you’re gagging?”

Madison laughed, low and dirty. “You’ll have to find out for yourself, won’t you?”

Her voice was flirtatious but cool, confident. She moved between them like a hostess at a private party, touching an arm here, offering a drink there, her smile shifting ever so slightly depending on who she was teasing.

I stood off to the side like furniture.

Luc glanced my way finally, like I was an afterthought.

“You’re the husband?” he said, eyebrow raised. “Brave man.”

Ronan barked out a short laugh. “Or a smart one.”

Anderson walked past me, poured himself two fingers of bourbon, and offered a glass to Luc and Ronan. He didn’t ask if I wanted any. Instead, he grabbed a chilled bottle of water from the fridge, twisted the cap off, and handed it to me without looking.

Water.

The message was clear.

I watched as Luc guided Madison onto the couch beside him, his hand sliding right onto her thigh like it belonged there. Not tentative—possessive. Like he’d touched her before. Like he already knew how soft she was under that dress. Ronan joined her other side, close enough that his knee brushed hers, his fingers ghosting over the back of her neck before lazily draping his arm behind her shoulders.

She looked obscene and perfect—legs crossed high, skirt pulling tight across her thighs, tits pressing against the fabric every time she laughed at something Luc whispered in her ear. Her lipstick was still perfect, mouth curled into a smile that could wreck a man’s career.

Luc leaned in, his lips dangerously close to hers as he murmured something that made her laugh again—this low, throaty sound that made my cock twitch. Ronan’s hand was already sliding lower along the back between the couch and her, close enough to graze the top of her ass.

And then—right in the middle of it all—her eyes flicked up.

Past Luc. Past Ronan. Past the hands and the bourbon and the low hum of jazz.

To me.

Her gaze locked onto mine like a thread yanked tight. Steady. Unreadable. And filthy.

She didn’t smile. Didn’t wink. Just stared—eyes heavy-lidded, lips slightly parted like she was already halfway to moaning. Her breath hitched when Luc’s hand inched higher, fingertips grazing just beneath the hem of her dress, closing in on the slick heat between her thighs like he owned it. Ronan’s knuckles skimmed her bare neck, then slipped lower, slow and teasing, tracing the top of her cleavage like he was picturing his cock resting there while she drooled for it.

And she let it happen. Open. Relaxed. Like a cock-hungry slut who knew exactly what kind of show she was putting on for her husband.

She knew what this looked like—what it felt like to me. My cock throbbed in my pants, trapped and leaking, straining against the zipper like it couldn’t take another second. And all I could do was sit there and watch while they handled her like she was their favorite toy, one they planned to pass around and ruin until she couldn’t remember who she came for first.

And in that moment, I couldn’t tell if she was daring me to speak—or daring me to come in my fucking pants.

Either way, I didn’t breathe.

The low hum of the game buzzed from the living room speakers, the kickoff just minutes away, when Madison stood up from the couch and gave Anderson’s thigh a little squeeze.

“Think I’ll slip into something more... accommodating,” she purred.

The men murmured their approval as she sauntered down the hallway, hips swaying like she was walking a runway, not heading toward a bedroom in someone else’s beach house. Her heels clicked against the marble floor like a countdown. Anderson always had an outfit waiting for her on these nights—personally chosen, outrageously expensive, and so obscenely slutty that walking in completely naked would’ve been less obscene. These weren’t outfits—they were invitations to get fucked. Open-front lace, sheer panels, crotchless and cupless designs that left nothing to the imagination. Anderson made sure she looked the part for these little "meetings"—his curated image of an elegant, high-end whore. Not just for show. She wore her role like a second skin.

And the payment? It didn’t come in cash. It came in the form of my promotions, my fattened paycheck, my new title. She was doing this for me as much as herself—and God, she fucking loved it. Loved being dressed up like a toy and passed around by men who knew exactly how to use her.

And me? I wanted to hate it. Wanted to feel angry or betrayed.

But deep down—I couldn’t complain. I enjoyed this.

I barely blinked during the few minutes she was gone. I sat there with a bottle of untouched water in my hand while the men made idle small talk, their tones lazy and confident—like they’d already fucked her and were just waiting for round two. When Anderson finally stood, he clapped his hands once, casually, and nodded toward the dining area.

"Let’s get to it," he said, like this was just another meeting on the books.

The three of them rose, drinks in hand, moving like they had all the time in the world. I followed behind, already hard and aching, pulse pounding in my ears. The table was set—dim lighting above, rich cuts of meat laid out, wine glasses already waiting.

This wasn’t dinner. It was a stage, dressed in soft lighting and glassware, prepared for indulgence in every form.

And Madison? She was the main course—the seduction before the devouring.

And right on cue, she returned.

The room went silent.

She wore a silky black robe that clung to her curves like it wanted to be ripped off, tied lazily at her waist like an afterthought. Each step she took made it flutter open just enough to give filthy little previews of what was underneath—her tits barely restrained by a transparent mesh bra, nipples hard, puffy, begging to be sucked like candy. Her thong was a cruel joke—just a strip of black lace wedged tight between her ass cheeks, doing nothing to hide how fuckable she looked from behind. The garters cinched around her thighs looked like they were made for being yanked on mid-thrust, attached to thigh-high lace stockings that shimmered with every movement. And the heels—six-inch stilettos, black patent leather, fuck-me loud as they echoed off the marble tile—made her look like a walking, moaning fantasy just waiting to be fucked.

Anderson let out a low whistle.

“Now that’s what I call hospitality.”

Luc stood and reached for the back of a chair, but instead of offering it to her, he just gave her ass a slow, appreciative glance and stepped aside with a smirk, letting her glide past him. He knew she wouldn’t sit. None of them expected her to. Not in that outfit. Not tonight. Ronan just stared like he was already imagining her bent over the table.

Madison moved with calm control, strutting past the table as she poured drinks, hips brushing against shoulders, leaning in just enough to let her tits hover inches from the men’s faces. When she reached the far end of the table, she turned and bent over slightly, placing a plate down—her robe riding high, cheeks barely contained by that sliver of lace.

I watched it all from the far end—seated apart, like a quiet observer at someone else’s dinner party. My cock had been aching for an hour, but now it throbbed painfully, stuffed behind my belt as I tried not to make a scene.

Madison made one out of herself instead.

She circled the table slowly, placing plates, refilling glasses, letting her fingers trail across backs and shoulders as if she was tasting them with touch alone. When she finally passed Anderson again, he didn’t even ask—just grabbed her wrist and pulled her gently onto his lap.

“She makes a better centerpiece than anything you brought to the company,” he said with a smirk, lifting his bourbon to Luc and Ronan.

Madison laughed softly, nestling into his lap like she belonged there—like she’d been trained for it. Her legs draped lazily over one of the chair arms, her robe falling open just enough to flash the soft inner curve of her thigh and the thin lace strap disappearing between them. Her tits shifted with each breath, nipples barely veiled by the sheer mesh of her bra, jiggling ever so slightly each time Anderson’s leg bounced under her.

Dinner started like this was routine. Forks clinking. Glasses lifted. Filet mignon sliced into delicate bites. But nobody at that table was focused on the food.

Madison sat on Anderson’s lap like the main dish—hot, slick, and shameless. His hand slipped under her robe like it belonged there, fingers buried between her thighs, teasing her cunt while she delicately chewed a bite of steak Luc fed her. She moaned softly—not loud, just enough for the men around her to catch it. Just enough to make my cock twitch.

Her hips rocked in slow, lazy circles. Her breath hitched as his fingers worked her deeper. Ronan poured more wine, eyes fixed on the way her lips parted and her thighs trembled. The fabric of her robe rustled as her body shifted in his lap, her bare ass grinding against Anderson’s slacks, soaking them with every slow roll of her hips.

I couldn’t look away. I couldn’t even blink.

Luc glanced over at me, casual as anything.

“She said she likes you watching,” he said with a lazy shrug. “Makes her wetter. She’s dripping on Anderson’s hand right now.”

Anderson just smirked, not missing a beat as his fingers curled upward. Madison let out a shuddered breath and bit her lip, eyes glazed over, mascara smudging just slightly at the corners.

Then she looked at me.

Her head tilted just enough. Her eyes locked onto mine—flushed, desperate, and wild.

“You ever seen me this turned on just sitting next to you?” she whispered, voice barely more than a shaky breath.

I couldn’t speak. My cock was throbbing against my zipper, my tongue stuck to the roof of my mouth, and my pride—whatever was left of it—was crumbling beneath the weight of how much I wanted this.

“Thought so,” she said just as Anderson curled his fingers again, slow and deliberate. Madison whimpered, a soft, cracked sound slipping past her lips, her eyes fluttering shut as her body jerked lightly in his lap. Her mouth hung open for a second, stunned by the sharp burst of pleasure, before she sucked in a shaky breath, trying to compose herself but failing gloriously.

This was the deal.

And I was drowning in it, one filthy, beautiful second at a time.

The steak was half-finished. The wine, untouched in my glass. My heart? Beating in my throat.

Madison’s body was humming in Anderson’s lap, twitching with every lazy flick of his fingers. Her eyes had fluttered closed for a second, then snapped open again—because she knew what came next.

He didn’t say a word. Just lifted her chin, pressed a single kiss to her temple, and stood.

"Come on," Anderson said, voice low and calm. "Let’s show them what a good girl looks like."

Madison rose without hesitation. She adjusted her robe like it was an afterthought, barely tugging it closed before he led her by the wrist across the open space. Every step echoed on the floor as her heels clicked toward the wide leather couch facing the giant TV.

Luc and Ronan sank into the opposite sofa, drinks in hand, the Super Bowl on screen. They barely even looked at it.

She was the main event.

Anderson stopped behind the couch and tugged the robe’s belt with one fluid motion. It slithered open and slid down her body, pooling around her heels like it had no business hiding her to begin with.

Madison stood there—bare tits out, thong riding up between her cheeks, and those fuck-me heels keeping her just elevated enough to look obscene in the most perfect way. Her mesh bra was gone, discarded like trash. Her nipples were flushed, stiff, begging to be sucked raw. Her tits jiggled with every breath, the soft under-curve catching the light. The thong—just a thread of black lace—framed her ass like a gift, clinging to the dip of her lower back before disappearing down the crack. She looked made for this moment. Owned by it.

Anderson gave her a light nudge and bent her forward.

Hands on the cushions. Knees on the floor. Back arched. Like she’d done it before. Like this wasn’t the first time she’d been made to get on all fours like a paid whore in front of other men. She didn’t hesitate—her ass lifted high, legs spread just enough to tease, thong slicing tighter between her cheeks with every adjustment. It was like muscle memory. She knew her place. And I knew—this wasn’t her first time being put on display like this for the men who signed my paychecks.

Anderson looked back at me, his hand already on his belt.

“Don’t blink,” he said, smirking. “It’ll hurt more if you miss the good parts.”

My throat closed. My pulse roared in my ears. My cock throbbed painfully in my pants, already leaking like it knew exactly what was coming.

And still, I couldn’t look away.

He pushed his pants down, stepped out of them like this was his fucking throne—because, tonight, it was. His cock hung heavy and thick, veins bulging, already glistening at the tip, and he didn’t waste a second.

Madison’s breath hitched when he grabbed her hips—fingers digging into her flesh with practiced ownership. She shifted in his grip, back arching deeper, ass tilted up like she was offering him the first taste.

And then he just slammed into her.

No warning. No buildup. One brutal, raw thrust that buried him to the base.

She screamed.

"FUCK—yes!"

The sound tore through the room—loud, filthy, desperate. Her body jolted forward from the impact, tits bouncing violently beneath her, mouth wide open as spit trailed from her lips to the cushion. Her hands clawed at the leather, her heels scraping at the floor, but she didn’t pull away—she pushed back.

Anderson grunted, grabbed a fistful of her ponytail, and yanked her head back so hard her moan cracked mid-breath. She gasped, eyes wide, mouth hanging open like she was in shock—and loving every second of it.

Anderson grabbed her ponytail—tight, wrapped around his fist—and pulled, forcing her to arch even deeper.

"Harder—fuck," she moaned, voice cracking, “you’re not scared of taking me like he is."

My stomach dropped. My fists clenched. But my cock didn’t care. It pulsed harder.

Anderson fucked her like she was just there to be used. Deep, rough thrusts that sent slapping sounds echoing through the room. The couch creaked beneath them, the springs groaning in time with each brutal pump.

Madison’s mascara was smudged, her lipstick smeared across her cheek, but she didn’t care. Her mouth hung open in a silent scream, her moans broken up by the jolt of each thrust.

Luc lit a cigar. Ronan poured himself another drink.

It was a show. And I was front row.

She looked back at me.

Eyes glassy, unfocused. But they found me anyway.

Her mouth moved.

"Look at me."

I did.

"This is what I needed."

Another thrust made her jolt. Her tits bounced violently, and her moan cracked.

Anderson leaned forward over her back, his voice a growl.

“She never made that noise for you, huh?”

He was right.

I’d never heard her scream like this. Not with me. Not ever.

She moaned again, louder this time. “Yes! Fuck—right there. Yes, Daddy, yes!”

The slap of skin filled the room. The sound of wet heat and stretched moans and the creak of leather and male laughter.

She never stopped looking at me.

And when Anderson grunted and drove deep—harder, rougher, spilling inside her—she came.

Her back arched violently. Her eyes rolled back.

She moaned like she’d been waiting for this all night.

And I just sat there, leaking in my pants, cock rock-hard, trembling in my seat.

And worst of all?

I didn’t want it to stop.

The Super Bowl halftime show had ended, and the second half was about to begin. The commentators were shouting over the roar of the crowd, filling the room with noise and energy that had nothing to do with the real show about to unfold.

Madison reentered the room like a fresh fantasy come to life. Her hair was neater now, ponytail redone, strands glossy and tight again. A new smear of red lipstick made her mouth pop against her flushed skin, and the robe was back—barely tied, just enough to flutter with every step. The insides of her thighs had been wiped clean, though a faint sheen still lingered where Anderson had spilled inside her.

She was refreshed, repainted, ready for round two.

Luc and Ronan were sprawled on the wide sectional across from me, drinks in hand, eyes glued to her the moment she entered. They didn’t ask. They didn’t need to. Luc set his drink down first and stood, then Ronan. Both approached her with the kind of calm hunger that said they’d waited long enough.

Luc stepped in close and tugged at the loose knot of her robe. It fell open with a sigh, exposing her all over again—tits bare, thong now damp again from arousal. He didn’t touch her right away. Just looked. Studied her like a fine sculpture about to be thoroughly defiled.

Ronan reached around her and grabbed the robe at the shoulders, sliding it down her arms with one smooth motion. The fabric dropped to the floor. Madison stood between them now—bare, stunning, and already glowing from earlier use.

They took their time.

Luc reached up and cupped her breast, thumb flicking lazily over her nipple while Ronan’s palm slid down her belly, fingers teasing the top of her thong. They weren’t just groping—they were admiring. Marking her again with their touch like they wanted to be sure no part of her was left untouched.

“She put on a hell of a show,” Luc murmured, glancing at Ronan. “Anderson didn’t hold back.”

Ronan smirked. “She didn’t either. You see the way she begged for it? Fucking art.”

They eased back onto the sectional, drinks back in hand, their legs spreading slightly, already waiting for what came next.

And Madison—she didn’t need prompting.

She dropped to her knees between them, her mouth already parting, her hands reaching for their belts like it was exactly where she belonged.

The game kicked off again on the screen behind them, but no one in the room was watching it. The TV blared with crowd cheers, announcers shouting about field position, but all I could hear were the sounds coming from Madison’s mouth.

She knelt between Luc and Ronan like it was her natural place in the world—head bowed, lips parted, eyes heavy with hunger. Her fingers moved with fluid, filthy grace as she unbuckled both belts, letting the leather fall loose with soft snaps. Zippers slid down. Pants dropped. Their cocks sprang free—thick, swollen, already leaking with anticipation.

She didn’t even blink. Her mouth opened like a reflex, like it had missed this.

She stroked both shafts slowly at first—one in each hand, her grip confident, practiced, teasing. Luc got her lips first. She sucked him slow, sensual, her tongue dancing along his head before sliding deep, cheeks caving in beautifully. Her throat adjusted around him, and a wet gurgle filled the air.

Then she pulled off with a wet pop and turned to Ronan—spit stringing between them as she shoved her mouth over his cock with a messier rhythm. He was rougher in her grip, his hand tightening in her hair as she gagged around him, saliva running down her chin. She didn’t slow down. If anything, she moaned.

I was only a few feet away—so close I could hear every sloppy slurp, every needy gasp. The TV behind them was nothing but background noise—crowds roaring, announcers shouting, but none of it registered.

Luc let out a low groan, watching the way her lips wrapped around Ronan’s length while her hand kept working his.

"You trained her well, mon ami," he said, his voice thick with pleasure. "She opens like champagne."

Ronan chuckled, thrusting into her mouth as she choked slightly and blinked up at him through smeared mascara.

“When’s the last time she gagged for you and smiled, Henry?” he asked, locking eyes with me.

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. My cock pulsed, trapped and aching, and all I could do was sit there and watch her turn into their perfect little toy.

Her mascara was streaking again. Her lipstick smudged. Spit coated her chin and ran down her throat as she bobbed her head, rotating from one cock to the other with hungry purpose. She looked filthy. Perfect.

And then they switched.

Ronan grabbed her by the hips, hauling her up with an ease that said he’d been waiting for this exact moment. He turned her around, spun her like a doll, and bent her over the wide armrest of the sectional. Her ass popped high into the air, thong still cutting between her cheeks, soaked through and sticking to her slit like second skin. He didn’t pull it down—he just hooked a finger into the side, dragged it roughly aside, and exposed her dripping, swollen pussy to the room.

Luc stepped in front of her, cock still gleaming with her spit. He cupped her chin, tilting her face up to him, then smacked the head of his cock against her lips—not hard, just enough to mark her, to say open up.  She did, of course. Eagerly.

Ronan didn’t wait. He shoved into her in one savage, unrelenting thrust. Flesh met flesh with a slap that echoed off the walls. Madison jolted, yelped, then moaned straight into Luc’s cock as it pushed into her mouth.

Her body took it—took both of them—like she’d been trained for this. Her ass rippled with every thrust Ronan delivered, his hand coming down hard across one cheek, leaving angry red welts behind. She gasped, then gagged, her moans gurgling around Luc’s cock.

Luc was the controlled one, fucking her mouth with deliberate rhythm, angling her jaw just the way he liked, holding her head firm so she couldn’t pull back. He murmured something in French—something low and filthy—and smiled as her spit bubbled around his shaft.

Ronan was nothing like him. He was raw chaos, hips crashing into her like he wanted to rearrange her guts, growling with every stroke as if the rougher he went, the more she’d melt.

The sounds—Jesus. The room was a symphony of filth. Touchdowns blasted from the TV. Ronan’s hips slapped her wet cunt. Luc’s voice stayed low and calm, like he was coaching her through being used. And Madison? She moaned and choked and drooled like a woman possessed.

I stayed frozen, just like Ronan had ordered. "You stay right there. Watch. That’s your place."

So I did.

And she kept looking at me. Every time her throat stretched around Luc’s cock. Every time Ronan bottomed out inside her and she trembled.

Her makeup was wrecked. Her eyes glossy. Lips stretched wide. Drool spilling over her chin.

And she moaned—loud, needy, obscene.

"You wanted me to be good for the company," she gasped between thrusts, her voice breaking on a moan as Ronan slammed into her again. "Are you proud, baby?"

Luc shoved deeper down her throat in the same moment, her eyes rolling back, throat stretched around him, spit and precum pouring from her mouth like a faucet. She gagged and whimpered, her whole body trembling between them—fucked from both ends, filled and owned.

Ronan slapped her ass again, grabbed her hair, and pounded into her faster. The wet slap of their bodies was loud and relentless. Madison screamed around Luc's cock, muffled and obscene.

"She’s fucking close," Ronan growled, his fingers digging into her hips. "This pussy’s gripping me like she’s gonna milk every drop."

Luc grunted, hips twitching. "Let’s finish inside her, mon frère. Let her taste both ends."

And they did. Ronan drove in hard, staying buried deep as he groaned through his release, his thrusts slowing into vicious jerks. Madison wailed into Luc’s cock as she came with him, her whole body seizing as she squirted down her thighs.

Luc pulled back just enough, slapped her cheek with his cock, then shoved forward again and came down her throat, forcing her to swallow every drop.

She moaned while gulping, mascara streaked, mouth leaking, body limp and ruined.

And I sat there, cock aching, soaked in precum, heart hammering, knowing I’d never been this hard watching anyone fuck.

And worse—I didn’t want it to stop.

The room reeked of sex, sweat, and soaked leather—thick with the stench of everything they’d done to her. The Super Bowl had ended what felt like ages ago, but the echoes of the game, the moans, the slaps, the deep grunts and wet gags—it all still lingered in the air like a haze you could taste on your tongue.

Luc and Ronan were draped across the wide sectional like kings after a feast, both shirtless, their pants open, half-hard cocks still glistening with remnants of what they’d taken from her. Madison lay between them, spent and spoiled, stretched out like a used gift. Her skin glowed with sweat and champagne, flushed with fresh marks—bite-shaped bruises on her tits, red streaks on her thighs, smears of spit and cum on her stomach. Her lips were swollen, lipstick long gone. She held a crystal flute between sticky fingers, sipping slowly, head resting against Ronan’s thigh. Her other hand absentmindedly stroked Luc’s thigh, like she couldn’t stop touching someone.

She looked wrecked. Glorious. Like something sacred that had been desecrated just right.

And I was still hard. So fucking hard.

I sat apart, near the fireplace, alone in my silence, my chair feeling less like furniture and more like a punishment seat. My cock throbbed like it had its own pulse, pressed painfully inside my pants, soaked through with precum. I hadn’t touched it all night. Hadn’t been allowed to. That was never part of the arrangement.

Every nerve in my body screamed to be touched. Every beat of my heart pounded humiliation deeper into my bloodstream.

Anderson stood a few feet away, dressed again, casual and unbothered, cigar glowing between his fingers. He took a long drag, exhaled the smoke in lazy curls toward the ceiling, then turned his head toward me.

"You ever think this is what you were always meant for?" he asked, tone calm, cruel in its quietness. "Not a CEO. Not a boss. Just a spectator."

He didn’t need a response. He smirked like he’d already read it on my face, then turned away to watch Madison—his work of art, still glowing with use.

Ronan murmured something low in her ear and she laughed, breathy and wrecked. Then her head turned. Her gaze found me.

And her smile changed.

She slid off the couch without hesitation, the men letting her go like they knew she’d return if they snapped their fingers. She moved slowly across the room, hips swaying with languid grace, bare feet silent against the tile. Her skin shimmered in the firelight—thighs slick and sticky with their cum, her pussy lips still parted and flushed. Her hair was a tangled mess, clinging to her flushed cheeks, and her scent hit me before she got close—sex, sweat, spit, and expensive champagne.

She climbed onto my lap like she owned it. Like I wasn’t a person, just another place for her to perch.

Her bare cunt rubbed against the bulge in my pants as she ground down gently. My whole body seized.

She tilted her head, that smug post-orgasmic glow in her eyes.

"You’re still mine," she whispered, voice soft but soaked in authority. Her fingers moved to my zipper, working it down with practiced ease, freeing my cock at last. It sprang out, angry and leaking, twitching against the cool air.

"Just not the only one who gets me now."

Her hand closed around me—warm, slick, and perfect. She started slow, just enough to make my hips rise helplessly beneath her. Her other hand cradled my jaw. She leaned in, lips brushing mine.

Then she kissed me. Deep. Wet. Slow.

I tasted her sweat, the champagne she’d lazily sipped to clean out her mouth, and yet, faintly—psycholgically—I still felt the ghost of other men. The kiss melted through me like gasoline. Her strokes quickened, pulling soft groans from my throat as my body tensed.

She pumped harder, jerking me just the way I liked. My balls tightened. My breath shortened.

I was going to come—finally, fucking finally—

And then she stopped.

Just... stopped.

Her grip loosened. Her lips left mine. She pulled back just enough to whisper into my ear, her voice all silk and thorns.

"Don’t worry, baby," she whispered, brushing her lips against my cheek. "I only scream when it’s earned."

Then she stood. Just like that. No warning. No mercy.

She walked back toward the sectional, her ass swaying, thighs still gleaming with their mess. She didn’t look back.

I sat frozen, cock twitching uselessly in my lap, dripping over my stomach. No relief. No finish. Just the ache.

And in that moment, I wasn’t sure if I hated her.

Or loved her more than I ever had.

It was nearing midnight, though time had long since lost its meaning. The air inside the beach house had thickened into something living—heavy with sweat, the musk of sex, clashing colognes, and the faint remnants of champagne. The fire in the hearth burned low, casting flickers of orange across half-empty glasses, damp cushions, and the bare skin of everyone sprawled across the room. The couch, once sleek and modern, now looked like the altar of a ritual soaked in cum and glory.

And at the center of it all—Madison.

Still dripping. Still trembling. Still insatiable.

They brought her back to the center again, as if she hadn’t already been fucked beyond recognition. But this time, it was ceremonial. She was pulled onto Anderson’s lap like a trophy being offered back to its owner. But this time, she faced away—straddling him in a reverse-cowgirl position. Her legs spread wide as she balanced on his thighs, one hand reaching behind to guide his cock into her soaked cunt. The stretch drew a long, guttural cry from her lips—a broken sound, too far gone to be graceful.

Anderson growled, his hands gripping her hips like handles, thumbs pressing into bruises already forming. He leaned back against the cushions, letting her body do the work. She began to ride him—slow at first, her ass bouncing gently, skin slapping softly against his thighs. Each bounce got harder, faster, more desperate, until her entire frame was shuddering with every downward slam.

Her tits shook violently with the rhythm, her thighs clapped with the force of her movement. She looked like she was in a trance—hair whipping, mouth open, cheeks flushed.

Luc stepped forward, stroking his cock lazily, letting it thump against her cheek. She turned her head toward him with a look that bordered on reverence. Her lips parted immediately.

She took him in deep.

Luc didn’t ease her into it. He fed her his cock until her lips stretched and her cheeks hollowed. He gripped the back of her head with one hand, steadying her, easing her onto his shaft with the same control he used all night. Her moans were muffled now, vibrating around him, broken only by wet gags when he shoved in deep.

Ronan lingered behind them, one leg draped over the armrest, hand slowly working his shaft, eyes fixed on the chaos before him like a man savoring the final act of a masterpiece.

And I sat there—on the floor, directly in front of the couch. Cross-legged like a schoolboy, but with my pants unzipped, my cock twitching uselessly against my stomach, painfully untouched. I was so close to her I could feel the droplets of sweat flick off her skin, could see the stretch marks on her inner thighs, the glistening streaks left by every man who had taken her tonight.

She looked down at me. Her eyes glazed, pupils blown wide with lust and exhaustion.

"Can’t stop looking, can you?" she managed around Luc’s cock, then gasped for air, spit trailing down her chin. "Look at me when I come, baby. You deserve that much."

I was already doing it. I couldn’t tear my gaze away. My lips parted. My jaw clenched. My cock drooled steadily against my belly.

Anderson fucked up into her harder now, sweat pouring off his chest, teeth clenched. Madison let out a scream, one that turned into a long moan as she began grinding down harder, her thighs visibly shaking. Luc pulled her hair tight, keeping her throat open, driving in and out of her mouth with rhythmic force.

She squirted mid-thrust—loud, explosive. A violent spray gushed from her pussy, soaking Anderson’s lap, coating his thighs, dripping onto the couch. Her entire body convulsed. Her scream was lost in Luc’s cock.

And still—they didn’t stop.

Luc slid free from her mouth, letting her gasp and choke for breath. Anderson shifted beneath her, and Madison’s legs gave out as he slid her forward. Ronan moved in, grabbing her by the ponytail, yanking her head back with a practiced snap.

“Open,” he commanded.

She did.

He slapped the head of his cock across her tongue, dragging it down her lips, before thrusting in hard. She gagged immediately, eyes watering, arms trembling as she braced herself. Her body hung suspended between two cocks—Anderson still buried in her pussy from behind, Ronan now taking her throat completely.

Her face was ruined. Mascara smeared halfway down her cheeks, spit pouring in strings from her lips, eyes wide, unfocused.

Anderson’s breathing turned ragged. With a final growl, he slammed up one last time, burying himself to the root as he came deep inside her, pulling her hips tight against him, groaning through his orgasm.

Madison whimpered around Ronan’s cock, her pussy spasming in response.

Ronan yanked her forward and tossed her down to the floor, flipping her over like she weighed nothing. She was on her back now, body limp and legs spread wide. Luc knelt between her thighs and entered her slowly, easing his cock into her slick, used cunt with a smoothness that looked almost tender.

She cried out—raw, high-pitched, wrecked.

Luc was gentler, but still deliberate. He fucked her with slow, powerful strokes, whispering in French, one hand cupping her face like she was something worth worshipping. Ronan hovered above her head, feeding her his cock again, this time slower but deeper, stretching her lips impossibly wide.

She was a mess—hair matted, tits bouncing with every thrust, belly streaked with cum, her body nothing more than an offering.

And I was completely undone.

Every sound she made, every gag, every slap of their bodies against hers—each one shattered something else inside me. I didn’t even feel like a husband anymore. Just a witness. An addict. A man too far gone to remember what she was like before this.

Luc’s pace faltered.

He let out a low growl and slammed into her deep. Madison screamed as he emptied himself inside her again, thick spurts flooding her used pussy. Ronan yanked out and grunted, pumping hard until ropes of cum splattered across her tits, chin, and neck.

She collapsed beneath them, twitching, utterly spent. Her mouth hung open, cum dripping from her lips, her chest heaving.

No one cleaned her.

No one offered a towel.

They leaned back into the cushions, catching their breath. The fire crackled softly in the background. All that remained was the scent of sweat, sex, and something like victory.

And me.

Still kneeling. Still hard. Still leaking.

My cock twitched helplessly as I stared at the woman I married—ruined, glowing, and everything I was never going to be able to give her again.

The highway was almost empty. Midnight had passed. The city lights shimmered in the distance, casting a faint orange glow across the windshield as the road hummed beneath the tires. The hum was hypnotic, but my mind was anything but quiet. I kept both hands on the wheel, knuckles pale, jaw locked, heart still drumming an erratic beat. The silence inside the car was deafening, a stark contrast to the raw, animalistic chaos we'd just left behind.

Madison was asleep in the back seat.

Her head was tilted against the window, lips slightly parted, a soft snore escaping now and then like the echoes of her moans still rattling around inside my skull. One of the clients—Luc, I think—had draped his expensive Burberry overcoat over her before we left, like he was tucking in a favorite plaything after a long, satisfying session. The coat hung off her bare shoulders, too large to hide much. Her legs were still parted beneath it, thighs slightly open, trembling even in sleep, her body still twitching from everything it had taken. I could see the faint shimmer between them, dried streaks catching the passing streetlights like a dirty halo.

Her makeup was destroyed—mascara streaked in trails down her cheeks, lipstick blotted and smudged across her jawline. Her hair was a nest of tangles and sweat. But somehow, it all made her look more complete. She looked fucked open, raw and ruined. And perfect.

And mine.

My cock had never gone soft. It pulsed inside my pants like a second heartbeat, swollen and soaked through with precum. The zipper felt like it was digging into my skin. I hadn't touched myself. I hadn’t dared—not with her right there, looking like that.

But every flash of memory came crawling back like it had been carved into the back of my eyelids.

Her gagging around Luc’s cock. The squelch of Ronan pounding her from behind. The way her eyes had locked onto mine when Anderson made her scream into the cushion. The way she looked up at me while they made her come.

I needed to do something. Anything. The ache was too much.

I pulled off the highway, turning into a small rest stop tucked into the trees. A dim bulb overhead flickered as I rolled into a dark corner of the lot. No cars. No noise. Just my own shaking breath and the buzz of that old sodium light.

I stepped out of the car, my legs stiff, cock tenting the front of my slacks like it was begging to be freed.

The air outside was biting cold. My breath fogged the air as I opened the passenger door and reached into the glove box, pulling out the crumpled lace thong I’d grabbed off the floor of the beach house bedroom before we left. It had been kicked near the bed—forgotten in the frenzy. I had pocketed it without a second thought, like some desperate man needing proof the night had even happened.

Now, under the pale buzz of the streetlamp, I brought it to my face.

It was damp. Still warm from her. Reeking of sweat, spit, cum, and the woman who’d been passed around like the best gift I’d ever given.

I stumbled to the front of the car, found a spot in the shadows, and finally pulled myself out. My cock sprang free—angry, twitching, leaking. I wrapped the thong around it, wrapped my fist tight, and pressed it to my nose.

The first stroke nearly brought me to my knees.

“F-fuck,” I whispered, breath rattling in my throat.

I pumped harder. Faster. My hips jerked forward. The lace scratched deliciously along my shaft. My mind filled with her moans, her body shaking, the way she had smiled at me through the mess of other men’s cum.

"Madison... baby... fuck..."

I came harder than I ever had in my life. Cum painted the bumper, my thighs, the gravel. My legs trembled as I braced myself against the hood, body buckling like I’d been hit with something biblical.

I stayed like that, panting, cock twitching in my hand, fingers sticky, her scent still heavy in my lungs.

But it wasn’t just about release.

It was about surrender.

It was about understanding who I really was now.

I took one last deep inhale of the thong before tucking myself back into my pants and climbing back behind the wheel. The car’s heater buzzed gently. Madison shifted in the back seat, her brow twitching, a soft murmur leaving her lips as she curled tighter beneath the coat.

I looked at her in the mirror. She didn’t look ashamed. She didn’t look conflicted. She looked deeply satisfied—completely spent and at peace, like every nerve in her body had been rung out and was now humming in quiet bliss. Even in sleep, her lips curled faintly, like the ghost of a smile still lingered from everything they’d done to her. She looked like someone who had been given exactly what she craved. Like a woman who knew her power—and had used it until there was nothing left to prove.

And in that moment, I felt no jealousy. No regret.

Only pride.

I wasn’t just the man who watched.

I was the man who gave her to them.

Who let her become something filthy and untouchable.

And earned my place for it.

I started the engine, rolled back onto the road, and headed toward the glow of the city skyline.

My hands were steady now. My heart finally quiet.

I’d sold my pride for a title.

But tonight? I gave her everything else.

And I’d do it again.

Every time.

***

Enjoyed the story?

If this tale left you wanting more, I’d love to hear your thoughts! Your rating or review makes a world of difference—it not only fuels my passion for writing but also helps other readers find and enjoy these steamy adventures. Thank you for being part of this journey. 💋

— Emily Felix
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The Billionaire’s Shared Hotwife: A Deal with a BBC 

( Direct Link:   https://mybook.to/M72IM    )

Victoria Kensington was never meant for an ordinary life. Once a business school intern, now the adored trophy wife—and perfect hotwife —of Arthur Kensington, a billionaire nearly thirty-five years her senior.  He spoils her, controls her, and has shaped her into his most prized indulgence. She lives for his praise, thrives under his guidance, and would do anything to make him proud. 

Including being shared when the moment calls for it. 

Arthur has always closed his biggest deals with more than just negotiations. Powerful men expect a certain level of trust, a bond that goes beyond contracts.  When the opportunity arises to lock in a lucrative new mining venture, Arthur offers Malik Adeyemi—the commanding, impossibly built business West African mogul—his most valued possession: Victoria. 

For Malik, the deal isn’t done until he’s had her— truly had her.  And Victoria? Trained to please, dressed to tempt—she was a gift meant to be admired, touched, and thoroughly claimed. 

Tonight, she won’t just watch her husband sign a deal—she’ll seal it. 

A night of pleasure, submission, and indulgence  awaits in this steamy, high-heat novella where control, wealth, and desire collide. 
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Cuckolded on Camera: From Husband to Cuckold, From Wife to Star 

( Direct Link: https://mybook.to/46pPd3P  ) 

I’ve always loved my wife, Samantha. But loving her means something different now. It means watching, obeying, and knowing my place. It means staying locked in chastity while she takes real men—men who please her in ways I never could, and leave her breathless and satisfied. 

Tonight, like so many nights before, I sit inches away as she welcomes Omar and Jason, two of her regulars. I serve, I watch, I ache, and then, I write. Every filthy detail, every whispered taunt, every moment I’m denied—preserved in ink for her to read, to savor, to relive. 

In the backyard, under the glow of lanterns, she becomes theirs. Together they take their time, teasing her, worshiping her, making sure I see everything. I am nothing more than a bystander, a locked, aching cuckold with one purpose—to please her, but never in the way they do. 

And when the night is over, when they’ve had their fill and left her glowing and satisfied, she pulls me close. Not to free me. Not to give me what I crave. But to remind me why I belong to her. 

A Chastity Cuck & Two BBCs: Journaling the Backyard Ménage of My Wife  is an intimate, humiliating, and deeply submissive cuckold diary—a story of chastity, control, and complete devotion. If you enjoy powerful women, obedient husbands, and the thrill of surrender and submission, you won’t be able to put this down. 

About the Author

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

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

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

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