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Chapter I 


The car rolled to a gentle stop at the front of the boutique hotel in Santa Barbara, its elegant, ivy-clad façade glowing under the warm afternoon sun. Nestled in the heart of this vibrant coastal town, the hotel exuded charm and sophistication, mirroring the couple who stepped out of their car. James adjusted his blazer as he stepped out first, offering a hand to Lila as she emerged with practiced grace. 

Her heels clicked against the stone driveway, her long, shapely legs showcased by the delicate slit of her soft pastel dress. The fabric clung to her curvy hips and hugged her full, round ass, the sway of her body drawing every eye as she moved. Her neckline plunged just enough to reveal a tantalizing hint of her perky, firm breasts, her smooth, glowing skin catching the sunlight like a spotlight. Heads turned as she smiled faintly at her husband, her confidence radiating effortlessly. She had always been the kind of woman who commanded attention without needing to try, a quality that filled James with pride and lit a familiar fire within him. 

“This place is perfect,” Lila said, her voice smooth and warm as her gaze took in the hotel’s charm. “Exactly the kind of setting for this year.” 

James nodded, his pulse quickening. “Found anyone intriguing yet for our annual tradition?” 

Lila’s lips curved into a teasing smile as she slid her phone out of her bag, her manicured fingers gliding over the screen with practiced ease. Lila and James had been married for over a decade, their relationship a seamless blend of mutual respect, love, and shared desire. Both high-powered lawyers on the other side of the coast, they were used to commanding boardrooms and crafting ironclad arguments, but it was in their private lives where their true passion flourished. Their marriage thrived not despite their adventurous lifestyle, but because of it. 

This annual tradition was their most anticipated escape—a decadent ritual centered on Lila’s unapologetic desires and James’ eager support. The rules were simple and firm: no matter how good the man was, Lila never slept with the same one twice. It was her idea, ensuring sex stayed purely physical with no chance for messy attachments. 

“They’re just here for my pleasure,” she’d told James, her voice dripping with smug confidence. “Nothing more. And variety keeps things exciting.” 

Lila reveled in the power she held over men. Her body—full, round breasts that bounced with every teasing step, a narrow waist curving into hips that begged to be grabbed, and an ass that drew stares like a magnet—made her irresistible. Her toned thighs flashed tantalizing glimpses beneath her dresses, every move calculated to captivate and dominate. 

The endless line of eager cocks at her disposal thrilled her. “Look at me,” she’d purr, running her hands over her curves, her tone dripping with smug dominance. “Why wouldn’t they line up for this?” The playful arrogance sent shivers through James every time. 

For James, it wasn’t just tolerable—it was intoxicating. Watching her bask in the gaze of hungry men only deepened his desire for her. She was his, yet the way she teased him with the reality that she could have anyone she wanted made him burn with arousal. “They’re just toys,” she’d murmur, her sultry tone laced with mischief. “But isn’t it fun to watch me use them?” 

“Patience, darling. I’m just setting the stage for a night to remember,” she said, her voice sultry, dripping with promise. Her eyes locked onto James, his arousal plain as day in the way his gaze lingered on her lips, her curves, her every move. The tension between them was electric, unspoken but unmistakable, and it pulled him closer without him even realizing. Lila smirked knowingly, her confidence only adding to the heat simmering between them. 

The lobby was just as sophisticated as the exterior—high ceilings, plush seating, and soft piano music in the background. As the concierge handed James their key, Lila leaned into him, her perfume filling his senses. “Let’s get settled in first,” she murmured. “Then, I’ll start scouting.” 

James followed her to their suite, anticipation thrumming in his veins. The room was spacious and luxurious, complete with a balcony overlooking the town’s quaint streets. Lila slipped her heels off, her dress riding up slightly as she perched on the edge of the bed and crossed her legs. 

“So,” she said, scrolling through her phone, “are you ready to see me at work?” Her tone dripped with mischief, her eyes gleaming as she turned the screen toward him. The profile she’d crafted was pure temptation, every photo designed to tease and arouse. In one, she wore a backless red dress which was from our previous valentines day, the fabric clinging to her ass so tightly it might as well have been a second skin, the curve of her cheeks practically begging to be grabbed. Another showed her sitting on a plush armchair, her toned thighs slightly parted, her legs crossed just enough to draw the viewer’s eye to the promise of what lay between them. The way her fingers trailed along her bare shoulder in one shot, paired with the sly smile on her lips, made it impossible not to imagine her undoing the strap of her dress. 

Each angle was calculated, every outfit picked to leave just enough hidden to drive men crazy. No faces were shown—their anonymity was part of the thrill for them both. It was a profile that didn’t just ask for attention—it demanded it, and the thought of how many desperate swipes it would get made them smirk with satisfaction. 

James exhaled, already feeling a mix of arousal and nervous excitement. “You’re going to have half the town swiping right.” 


Lila laughed softly, her fingers deftly swiping through the app. “That’s the idea, love. But don’t worry, I’ll make sure to find someone special for us.” 

The afternoon passed in a haze of teasing banter and subtle touches. They wandered through Santa Barbara’s vibrant streets, a mix of chic boutiques and oceanfront charm providing the perfect escape. At a quaint café, nestled between sun-dappled trees, they sipped lattes while Lila let her bare leg press against James under the small table, a knowing smile playing on her lips. 

“You like the way I’m teasing you?” she asked, her voice dripping with mischief as she leaned forward, letting her blouse dip just enough to give James an even clearer view of her perfect cleavage. The way her breasts pressed together, just barely restrained by the fabric, made it impossible for him to look away. 

James swallowed hard, his throat dry as he tried to keep his composure. “You know exactly what you’re doing,” he muttered, his voice low and rough. 

She laughed softly, brushing a hand over his knee before they stood and continued exploring. Stopping briefly near a boutique window, Lila admired a silk dress displayed on a mannequin, its deep red fabric flowing like liquid fire. Her fingers grazed the glass as she traced the outline of the dress, imagining how the fabric would cling to her body. 

James, standing slightly behind her, caught her reflection in the window, his eyes already drawn to the way her curves were framed in the afternoon light. Without hesitation, he stepped closer and murmured, "It would look perfect on you." 

Lila turned, a playful glint in her eyes. "You think so?" she teased, already knowing the answer. 

James nodded, pulling out his wallet. "I’m not letting you leave without it. You’ll thank me later when you see how irresistible you look in it." 


Her smile widened as she linked her arm through his, letting him lead her into the boutique. "You spoil me, you know," she purred, already imagining the reaction she’d get when she modeled it for him later. 

As they strolled back toward the hotel, the breeze tugging at her hair and dress, she leaned into him, her voice low and sultry. “This weekend’s going to be unforgettable.” 

James’ breath hitched, and he squeezed her hand tighter, his pulse quickening at the promise in her tone. “I’m counting on it,” he murmured, his anticipation palpable. 

The next morning, the scent of fresh coffee and warm pastries filled the air as James and Lila made their way to the hotel’s breakfast buffet. The dining area was quiet, the soft clinking of cutlery and murmured conversations setting a relaxed atmosphere. Her floral dress, thin and flowing, clung to her curves in all the right places, the fabric shifting with every movement to tease glimpses of the smooth skin beneath. As she slid into her seat across from James, the dress rode up just enough to expose the toned length of her thighs, the hint of lace from her panties barely visible for James across her before she casually adjusted herself, pretending not to notice his stare. The way the material stretched over her full, perky breasts made it clear she hadn’t bothered with a bra that morning, the faint outline of her nipples pressing against the fabric just enough to drive him crazy. Her hair was still slightly tousled from the night before, her lips curling in that teasing way he knew all too well. 

She picked up her phone, casually swiping through her Tinder matches as she sipped her coffee. James watched her, his anticipation building with every subtle smirk and arched brow she gave in response to whatever she was seeing on her screen. 

"You’re enjoying this too much," James murmured, taking a sip of his own coffee, his gaze flicking between her phone and the bare hint of cleavage peeking from her robe. 


Lila lifted her eyes to him, amusement dancing in them. "Of course I am. It’s my favorite part—choosing." Her finger hovered over the screen before she turned it toward him, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. "I’ve narrowed it down, baby. Want to see who made the cut?" 

James leaned in, swallowing hard as he took in the pictures. There were three finalists, all young, fit, and eager. But one stood out. 

A 21-year-old black college athlete named Marcus. Tall, broad-shouldered, with dark, smooth skin that gleamed under the gym lighting in his profile pictures. His bio was simple, confident, and to the point. Respectful. Adventurous. Up for a challenge.  But what truly caught James’ attention was the way Lila lingered on one particular picture—Marcus in tight gym shorts, his powerful legs on full display, and an unmistakable bulge pressing against the fabric. 

James exhaled slowly, his grip tightening slightly around his coffee mug as his pulse quickened. A flicker of heat curled in his stomach, anticipation mixing with the low thrum of jealousy that always made this part of the game even more intoxicating. "Looks like he could be the one, doesn’t he?" 

Lila bit her lip, her nails tapping lightly against the phone, then flicked her tongue over the soft curve of her bottom lip, glancing up at James through half-lidded eyes. She knew exactly what she was doing, her smirk deepening as she watched his reaction, letting the moment stretch just long enough to make him shift in his seat. "Definitely. You see that bulge in those gym shorts?" She tilted her head, her voice low and taunting. "Can you picture me on my knees in front of him, pulling them down?" 

James felt the blood rush straight to his cock, his hand tightening around his coffee mug. Lila smirked knowingly, reaching for a croissant as if she hadn’t just set his entire body on fire. 


"You’re cruel," he muttered, shifting slightly in his seat to adjust his growing erection. 

She took a slow, deliberate bite, licking a stray crumb from her lip. "And you love it. So, should I message him?" Her thumb hovered over the screen, waiting for his answer, though they both knew what it would be. 

James exhaled through his nose, his voice rough. "Do it. Let’s make this weekend unforgettable." His stomach tightened with anticipation, a familiar mix of arousal and aching jealousy twisting inside him. He wanted this—craved it—but the way she spoke, so casual yet dripping with hunger, made his pulse pound. Watching her with another man always left him breathless, torn between wanting to be part of it and knowing his role was to watch, to be denied. And that denial was exactly what made it so fucking good. 

Lila grinned, tapping the screen. "Done. Now, let’s see if he’s as eager as he looks." 

James swallowed, knowing full well that by tonight, he’d be watching his wife live out the very fantasy she had just whispered into his ear. 

Chapter II 

The evening air was warm, carrying the soft scent of the ocean through the open balcony doors as Lila stood before the full-length mirror, her fingers trailing slowly down her bare thighs before slipping under the silk fabric of the dress James had bought her. The deep red material was sinful, a smooth, liquid silk that clung to her curves like it had been painted on. The fabric glided over her skin as she moved, whispering against her body with every subtle shift. It dipped low at the neckline, the delicate material cool against the warm swell of her breasts, making her nipples subtly press against the fabric, teasing with every inhale. It was sheer luxury—soft, weightless, and decadent, designed to be both worn and removed with equal pleasure. She tugged it up over her hips, smoothing it down over the curve of her ass, the soft fabric barely concealing the full, round shape that James loved watching other men devour. 

Behind her, James sat on the edge of the bed, his casual suit in place, but his focus locked on the way the dress clung to her. His eyes followed every movement, lingering where the silk parted at her thighs, teasing just enough to make him shift slightly, adjusting himself. 

"Turn around," he muttered, his voice thick. "Let me see." 

Lila smirked, dragging her hands up her sides as she turned, facing him fully. The dress framed her breasts perfectly, the deep neckline exposing the smooth swell, her nipples barely hidden behind the delicate fabric. 

"You look fucking incredible," James murmured, his cock straining against his trousers, already imagining how Marcus would react when he saw her. 

Lila’s lips curled as she adjusted the thin straps, letting her fingers drift down her collarbone, teasing her own skin as she watched James in the mirror. "Mmm, you think he’ll be able to focus on anything else once he sees me?" she murmured, tilting her head, her voice thick with amusement. "Or do you think he’ll be picturing me naked before we even finish dinner?" 

James exhaled sharply, his grip tightening on his thighs. "He won’t stand a chance. You’re making me hard just standing there." 

She reached for her heels, slipping them on with slow, deliberate movements, making sure he watched the way her legs stretched, the arch of her foot accentuating the perfect lines of her calves. Meeting his gaze through the mirror, she gave him a knowing smirk. 

"Good," she purred, her voice a promise. "Because I plan to make this a night neither of you will ever forget." 



They stepped into the restaurant, a sleek, upscale spot with soft jazz humming through the speakers, the scent of grilled steak and expensive wine lingering in the air. The ambiance was designed for indulgence—low, golden lighting casting seductive shadows over the plush, dark leather booths, the gentle hum of soft jazz mixing with the quiet murmur of hushed conversations. The air was thick with the rich scent of grilled steak and aged wine, the warmth from flickering candlelight adding a sultry intimacy to the setting. Crystal glasses gleamed under the glow, the soft clink of silverware against porcelain punctuating the atmosphere, a symphony of quiet luxury and temptation. The air thrummed with quiet, intimate conversations, a backdrop of clinking silverware and the occasional burst of hushed laughter. It was the kind of place where people came to impress, to indulge, to surrender to pleasure without question. The perfect setting for the night ahead. 

James spotted Marcus first, the young athlete lounging in his chair, his confidence evident in the way he carried himself. His fitted button-down clung to his chest, hinting at the raw strength beneath, and the veins in his forearms stood out as he casually drummed his fingers against the table. His sharp eyes flicked up as they approached, his gaze locking onto Lila. The way his pupils darkened, the slow rake of his eyes over her body, sent a thrill straight to James’ gut. 

Lila knew exactly what she was doing. She held his stare, her lips curving into a sultry smile as she slid into the seat across from him, deliberately slow, making sure Marcus got a full view of the way the dress hugged her body. James settled beside her, already feeling his pulse throb at the way Marcus’s gaze lingered on her cleavage, the delicate dip of her neckline framing her soft, full breasts. 

Marcus leaned forward, his voice smooth and assured. "Damn, you look even better in person." 

Lila tilted her head, crossing her legs under the table with deliberate slowness, the slit in her dress parting just enough to give a teasing glimpse of her thigh. "I was hoping you'd say that." Her voice was rich, dripping with invitation, her fingers tracing the rim of her wine glass as she studied him. 

The conversation flowed easily, each word laced with an undercurrent of heat. James listened, watching as Marcus leaned in slightly, drawn into Lila’s orbit like every man before him. Her laughter was soft, knowing, her fingers drifting over Marcus’s wrist before trailing up his forearm, her nails barely scraping against his skin. She let them linger, teasing, feeling the heat of his body beneath her touch. Marcus exhaled through his nose, shifting slightly, his muscles flexing under her fingertips. His eyes flicked to hers, dark and intense, and she could see the way his jaw tightened, the way his breath hitched for just a second. That reaction—raw, immediate—sent a pulse of satisfaction through her, knowing she had him exactly where she wanted. Every movement was a tease, a promise. 

As the waiter cleared their plates, Lila leaned in, her voice a sultry whisper, just loud enough for James to hear. "You understand my husband will be watching us? It excites him." 

Marcus smirked, his confidence unwavering. "I respect that. It’s actually a turn-on for me too." 

James shifted in his seat, his fingers tightening around his glass as he let their words sink in, the weight of the moment pressing against his restraint. He could already see how the night would unfold, and the thought alone made his cock throb. 

Marcus reached into his pocket, pulling out a folded paper and sliding it across the table toward them. "And as promised, clean bill of health. No barriers tonight." 


Lila took it, unfolding it carefully, her lips parting slightly as she read. Then she smiled, folding it again before tucking it into her purse. "Perfect." 

She ran a manicured nail along the stem of her glass, meeting Marcus’s gaze. "Shall we finish our drinks and take this conversation somewhere more private?" 

James exhaled slowly, his body taut with anticipation. His pulse pounded in his ears, a tight coil of arousal and anxiety winding in his stomach. The sight of Lila—her body practically begging to be unwrapped, her confidence radiating like a drug—made his cock ache with a mix of longing and restraint. He knew what was coming, knew how the night would unfold, but the reality of it always hit different when he was right on the edge. He was turned on beyond belief, yet there was that familiar gnawing inside him, that intoxicating mix of jealousy and arousal that made this game so fucking good. The night was only just beginning. 


Chapter III 


The elevator ride back to their suite was thick with anticipation. Lila stood between James and Marcus, her body humming with excitement, her fingers idly tracing patterns along Marcus’s forearm while flashing James a knowing smirk. She was in full control, and she loved every second of it. 

As they stepped into the dimly lit hotel room, she turned to both men, her voice low and teasing. "I can't wait to get out of these clothes and into something a bit more... comfortable." 

James exhaled slowly, loosening his tie as he took a seat in the corner, his role in the night already established. "I can’t wait to see what you’ve picked out for tonight." 

Lila laughed, dragging her fingers down the straps of her dress before sauntering toward the bathroom, leaving both men watching her disappear behind the door. A few moments later, she reemerged in a full Valentine-themed lingerie set that left them both breathless. 

The deep red lace top piece wasn’t just a bra—it was an intricate work of seduction. Delicate floral lace covered her full, round breasts, the sheer fabric allowing teasing glimpses of the stiff peaks of her nipples beneath. Intricate lace appliqués trailed down her torso, framing the swell of her cleavage, while soft, scalloped edges curved along the top, emphasizing every curve. Thin, crisscrossing straps adorned with tiny red satin bows ran along the sides of her breasts, adding a delicate bondage-like detail that made it look more like a designer fantasy piece than simple lingerie. The way it hugged her body, barely restraining her softness, made it impossible to ignore just how inviting she looked. Thin, delicate straps traced her shoulders, framing the exposed expanse of her cleavage, while a matching garter belt hugged her waist, cinching her toned curves perfectly. The lace-trimmed thong sat scandalously high on her hips, a tiny strip of fabric disappearing between the firm globes of her ass, accentuating the way she moved. 

Nude silk thigh-high stockings clung to her legs, their sheer fabric adding an elegant contrast to the deep red lace bands wrapping around her thighs. The delicate material shimmered softly under the dim hotel lighting, teasing just enough skin to make it impossible to ignore the smoothness beneath. Clipped to the garter straps that dangled seductively against her thighs, the entire ensemble framed her body like a decadent masterpiece, designed to be unwrapped piece by piece. Every inch of the ensemble was designed to tempt, to arouse, to make a man desperate to tear it off—yet it was Lila who remained in full control. 

She twirled slowly, letting the soft fabric brush against her skin, showcasing herself like a gift waiting to be unwrapped. "Like what you see?" she purred, locking eyes with James before letting her gaze shift to Marcus. 

Marcus let out a low whistle, his dark eyes drinking her in. "Damn, you know how to make an entrance." 

Lila moved toward Marcus, placing a hand on his chest, pushing him back onto the bed. "Lets start the festivities." 

She wasted no time. Crawling over Marcus, she pressed her palms against his broad chest, her nails grazing over his skin as she sank down between his legs. Her fingers found the buckle of his belt, undoing it with slow, deliberate movements, her breath warm against his stomach as she dragged his jeans and boxers down in one teasing motion. 

James inhaled sharply from his chair, his cock twitching at the sight of Lila, so eager, so confident in her control. 

She glanced back at him, her lips curling. "I want you to watch this," she purred, turning back to Marcus. Her hands wrapped around his length, her grip firm but teasing as she stroked him, her eyes locked onto his. "You like that?" 

Marcus groaned, his hips shifting instinctively. "Fuck, you know I do." 


Lila’s tongue flicked over the tip, tracing the ridge with agonizing slowness before she took him into her mouth. Her moans vibrated against his length as she moved, sucking him deeper, her lips stretching around him. James could hear the wet sounds, the soft, filthy gasps that filled the room as she worked him over, her hand twisting in time with her mouth. 

James clenched his fists, his arousal unbearable as he watched his wife devour another man’s cock with pure hunger. She was in her element, loving every second of it, her movements deliberate, controlled, designed to drive Marcus insane. 

"Shit, Lila," Marcus groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair. "You’re fucking perfect." 

She hummed around him, her eyes flicking back to James, knowing exactly what this was doing to him. With one last deep stroke, she pulled back, her lips glistening. "I want more." 

Without another word, she climbed onto Marcus, straddling his lap, her body flush against his. She rocked against him, teasing, feeling the thick heat of him pressing against the soaked lace of her panties. "I want you to take your time with me," she whispered, grinding down harder. "Make me feel every inch." 

Marcus groaned, his hands gripping her hips as she moved, guiding her against him in slow, deliberate motions. His cock throbbed beneath her, straining against the last layer of fabric separating them. 

"Fuck, you’re soaked," he growled, slipping a hand between them, fingers pressing against the damp lace. 

Lila moaned, throwing her head back. "Then do something about it." 

With a quick shift, Marcus peeled her panties aside, positioning himself as she sank down onto him inch by inch. A long, breathy moan escaped her lips as he filled her completely. James sat back, his cock aching painfully as he watched his wife stretch around another man’s length, the raw pleasure written across her face. 

Lila didn’t waste time. She set the pace, rolling her hips slowly, making Marcus groan beneath her. "Fuck, you feel so good," she purred, dragging her nails down his chest. "So thick… stretching me just right." 

Marcus gritted his teeth, his hands gripping her ass, guiding her movements. James clenched his fists, unable to tear his eyes away as she rode Marcus with slow, measured strokes, savoring every inch. 

Then, with a wicked grin, Marcus flipped her onto her back, pushing her legs apart as he thrust deep inside her. Lila gasped, clawing at the sheets, her moans turning desperate. "Yes! Just like that! Fuck me harder." 

James could barely breathe, watching his wife take it all, her body writhing, her voice raw with pleasure. Marcus pounded into her relentlessly, shifting her legs over his shoulders, driving deeper, making her cry out with every thrust. 

"You love this, don’t you?" Marcus growled, his hands gripping her thighs. "You love taking every inch." 

Lila’s head thrashed against the pillows, her voice a broken, needy moan. "Yes! Fuck, yes! Give me all of it." 

Marcus kept up the brutal rhythm, his muscles flexing as he drove into her over and over, until finally, he pulled out and straddled her chest, stroking himself, his breath ragged. Lila licked her lips, opening her mouth eagerly. "Give it to me." 

James sat on edge, his entire body tense as he watched Marcus fist his cock, jerking faster until a deep groan tore from his throat. A moment later, hot ropes of cum painted Lila’s tongue and lips. She moaned, swallowing him down, licking every last drop before flashing James a wicked grin. 

She wiped the corner of her mouth with her thumb, then sucked it clean. "Now that," she purred, looking between both men, "was fucking perfect." 




Lila stretched out across the bed, her body still trembling from the aftermath of their first round, every inch of her glowing under the dim, flickering light. Her skin glistened with sweat, a slick sheen that accentuated the smoothness of her toned stomach, the swell of her breasts rising and falling with each satisfied breath. Her long legs sprawled luxuriously against the sheets, her thighs still slightly parted, revealing the deep red lace of her barely-there lingerie clinging to the curve of her hips. The thin straps of her top had slipped from her shoulders, exposing the upper curve of her breasts, her nipples still sensitive and peeking against the delicate fabric. 

Reaching for the bottle of champagne on the nightstand, she poured a glass, taking a slow, indulgent sip. The cool liquid slid down her throat, a stark contrast to the heat still simmering between them. She let a stray droplet escape her lips, rolling down her chin before she caught it with her tongue, flashing Marcus and James a knowing smirk. Her hand trailed lazily down her stomach, fingertips grazing over the garter straps clinking on her stockings amusing herself as she glanced between the two men, reveling in the way they were both still watching her, hungry for more. 

“Mmm… that was just the beginning,” she teased, her voice sultry. “Think you boys can keep up?” 

Marcus let out a low chuckle, stretching his arms behind his head, his confidence radiating as he watched her. “Oh, I’ve got plenty left in me.” 

James, still seated in his chair, shifted slightly, adjusting the tension in his posture. His breath was uneven, his arousal evident even though he hadn’t moved from his spot. He picked up his own glass, swirling the champagne as he met her gaze. “I don’t doubt that.” 

Lila smirked, setting her glass down before crawling back toward Marcus. Her fingers ghosted over his stomach, feeling the taut muscles beneath his skin. She traced a slow path down, her touch light but deliberate. 

“You’re still so warm,” she murmured, her voice playful. Her fingers wandered further, teasing, testing his reaction. “You liked that, didn’t you?” 

Marcus exhaled sharply, his body reacting under her touch. "Liked it?" he smirked, his voice husky. "That was something else." 

Lila didn’t pull her hand away, instead letting her fingers roam over his chest, tracing the hard ridges of his muscles before drifting up to his shoulders. She leaned in closer, her breath warm against his skin, her nails dragging lightly down his pecs before teasing the sensitive buds of his nipples. Marcus inhaled sharply, his body jerking slightly under her touch. 

James leaned forward slightly, his eyes locked onto the way his wife played with Marcus’s body so confidently, so effortlessly. His own breathing grew heavier as he watched Lila’s fingers circle one of Marcus’s nipples, her thumb flicking over it slowly, testing his response. 

She glanced back at her husband, a knowing smirk curving her lips. "You enjoyed the show, didn’t you, baby?" Her voice dripped with amusement as she reached back with her free hand, dragging her nails along Marcus’s thigh, teasing him just enough to make him twitch beneath her touch. 

James let out a shaky breath. “You know I did.” 

Lila’s fingers continued their slow exploration, tracing light, teasing strokes along Marcus’s lower abdomen before drifting lower. Her nails skimmed just above his groin, her touch featherlight, a cruel tease that made his muscles tighten beneath her. She smirked at the way his body responded to her without hesitation, every slight movement from her fingers making him twitch with anticipation. 

She let her fingertips graze along the base of his shaft, trailing along the thick vein, feeling the heat of him pulse back to life in her grasp. "Mmm… look at that," she murmured, wrapping her hand loosely around his growing length, giving the first slow, deliberate stroke. "I knew you weren’t done yet." 

Marcus groaned, his hips jerking slightly into her touch, his length stiffening with every slow pull of her hand. Lila’s grip tightened, her thumb circling over the tip, gathering the first drop of wetness that had already begun to form. "So eager," she teased, her voice dripping with wicked delight. "You just can’t help yourself, can you?" 

James exhaled sharply, his knuckles white where he gripped his glass, his own arousal undeniable as he watched Lila work Marcus back to full hardness. He could see the hunger in her eyes, the way her body responded to having control over them both. 

She licked her lips, her other hand sliding up Marcus’s chest, her nails raking over his nipples as she kept stroking him, her pace unhurried but firm. "Good," she purred, feeling him throb in her grip, impossibly hard again. She flicked her gaze toward James, her smirk deepening. "Because I’m not done with you yet." 

Chapter IV 

Lila smirked as she felt Marcus pulse in her grip, her fingers gliding up his stiff length, teasing him with slow, measured strokes. "Mmm, you get this hard just for me?" she purred, licking her lips. "I love knowing I can do this to you." She shifted slightly, lowering her head to drag her tongue along the length of his shaft, swirling it over the tip before taking him into her mouth. Her moans vibrated around him as she worked him with her lips, her hand stroking in sync, coaxing him back to full hardness. Marcus groaned, his hand threading through her hair, guiding her motions as she devoured him with raw hunger. "Fuck, you’re insatiable," he growled. "You love feeling me grow in your mouth, don’t you?" 

After a few minutes, Lila pulled back, wiping the corner of her mouth with a wicked grin. "You’re ready for me again, aren’t you?" she purred, climbing back over him, dragging her soaked heat against him. "I’m not done until I’ve wrung every last drop from you." The anticipation was thick, the room heavy with the scent of sweat, arousal, and lingering champagne. She bit her lip, reveling in the way both men watched her—one aching to have her again, the other aching to witness it all. 

She let her nails rake lightly over Marcus’s chest as she shifted, straddling him once more. "Mmm, you ready to give me more?" she purred, grinding down against him, feeling his heat press against her soaked panties. 

Marcus groaned, his hands finding her hips, gripping tight. "You know I am." 

She slid up his body, lifting herself just enough to guide him inside her, taking him in inch by inch, her head tilting back as a long, satisfied moan escaped her lips. She started slow, grinding her hips in slow, controlled circles, savoring every inch stretching her open. Marcus’s hands gripped her waist, guiding her movements, matching her rhythm. "Fuck, you’re so tight," he groaned, watching her ride him with perfect control. 

Lila leaned down, pressing her lips to his, her tongue teasing his as she rocked harder, her nails digging into his chest. "You like how tight I feel wrapped around you?" she whispered, nipping at his jaw. "Tell me how much you love fucking me like this." She lifted herself higher, then slammed down, taking him deep, making them both gasp. "Mmm, you feel that? That’s how much I love this," she moaned. 

"Oh, fuck," she gasped, rolling her hips in slow, deliberate circles. "God, that stretch… you feel so good inside me." 

James gritted his teeth, gripping the arms of the chair, his cock throbbing painfully in his slacks. He couldn't look away, couldn't do anything but sit there and watch as his wife completely gave herself over to another man. 

Lila leaned forward, her hands bracing against Marcus’s chest as she bounced on his cock, her moans growing louder, filthier with each movement. "Fuck yes. Just like that. So deep, baby… stretch me open. You love watching me take it, don’t you, James?" 

James groaned, his breathing uneven. "You know I do." 

Marcus gripped her ass, thrusting up into her, making her cry out, her nails digging into his skin. "Shit, you take me so fucking well." 

Lila arched her back, her body shuddering with pleasure as she rode him harder, her breasts bouncing, her skin slick with sweat. She glanced back at James, her expression pure sin. "Watch closely, baby. I want you to see exactly how much I love this." 

She shifted positions, letting Marcus flip her onto her back, spreading her legs wide as he sank deep inside her again. He pushed her knees up, angling himself to hit deeper, making her cry out in pure ecstasy. "Oh god, right there! Don’t stop!" she gasped, her fingers gripping the sheets. 

Marcus smirked, grabbing her wrists and pinning them above her head as he pounded into her. "You love being taken like this, don’t you?" he growled. "Pinned down, fucked just the way you need it?" "You like it when I take control, don’t you?" he growled, watching her body arch against him. 

Lila writhed beneath him, her legs wrapping around his waist, pulling him deeper. "Yes, fuck, I love it! Harder!" she begged, her nails dragging down his back. James clenched his jaw, the sight of his wife completely surrendering driving him to the brink of his own release. She gasped, her body arching off the bed as he fucked her harder, his strokes deep and punishing. 


"Oh my god, yes! Fuck me just like that. Don’t stop, don’t fucking stop!" 

James’s breathing was ragged, his arousal unbearable. He clenched his fists, watching the way Marcus took his wife, the way her body welcomed every thrust. 

Marcus grabbed her thighs, pushing them higher, drilling into her as she screamed his name, her hands clutching at the sheets. "God, you feel so good," she gasped. "So big, so deep. Fuck, you know exactly how to use it." 

James couldn’t look away, completely absorbed in the way Lila unraveled under Marcus, the way her body responded to every thrust, every touch. He was completely at her mercy, and she knew it. 

With a sultry glance back at her husband, Lila moaned louder, making sure he saw everything. "You see this, baby? This is what I need." 

Marcus groaned, his pace quickening, his muscles tensing as he pushed them both toward the edge. He slowed for a moment, shifting her onto her side, lifting one of her legs over his shoulder before thrusting into her again. The change in angle made her eyes roll back, her mouth parting in a silent scream as pleasure overtook her. 

"Oh fuck! Just like that!" she gasped, gripping the sheets as he drove into her relentlessly. The wet sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, her moans breaking into breathless cries with each deep stroke. 

Not satisfied yet, Marcus flipped her onto her stomach, pulling her hips up, slamming into her from behind. Lila clutched the pillow, her body shuddering under the force of his thrusts. "Yes! Use me! Make me yours tonight!" 


James exhaled sharply, his entire body tense as he watched his wife lose herself completely. "You’re such a perfect little slut for him, aren’t you?" he murmured, his voice thick with need. "Taking him so deep while I watch…" Lila turned her head slightly, locking eyes with him. "Watch me take it all, baby," she moaned, her fingers slipping between her legs, rubbing herself as she neared another climax. 

Lila’s entire body tensed, her cries turning to gasps as she clenched around him, her orgasm crashing over her in waves. Marcus followed seconds later, his grip tightening as he groaned deep, filling her completely. 

James could only watch, breathless, aching, consumed by the sight of his wife utterly satisfied. 

As Lila finally collapsed onto the bed, breathless and glowing, she turned to Marcus, running a hand over his chest, her body still humming with pleasure. "Now that," she whispered, licking her lips, "is how you make a woman feel like a queen." 

The room was filled with the scent of sweat and sex, the air still thick with the heat of what had just transpired. Lila lay sprawled across the bed, her body still humming with satisfaction, her skin glowing under the dim light. Marcus sat up, rolling his shoulders before reaching for his clothes, the final traces of the night lingering between them all. 

James remained in his chair, his gaze locked onto Lila, taking in every inch of her spent, glistening form. His own body was still taut with need, his hands gripping the armrests as Marcus began dressing. The sight of her, completely satisfied, yet still exuding an intoxicating allure, made his restraint almost unbearable. 

Lila turned her head, meeting James’s gaze with a smirk. "Did you enjoy watching tonight?" she purred, stretching her limbs lazily before rolling onto her side. The way she moved, slow and deliberate, was designed to tease. "Your turn now." 


Marcus chuckled, fastening his belt. "Damn, that was something else." He ran a hand over his jaw, glancing between them. "You two really know how to make a guy feel special." 

Lila laughed softly, brushing her hair out of her face. "Mmm, we like to make sure everyone leaves satisfied." Her fingers trailed down her stomach, absently tracing the faint marks his hands had left on her skin, her smirk deepening as she caught James watching her closely. 

James exhaled, standing slowly, his body aching from restraint. "You always know how to make these nights special for us." His voice was low, thick with need, his eyes dark with desire as he took in every inch of her sprawled body. He wanted her—needed her—just as much as he had when the night had begun, maybe even more now. 

Marcus grabbed his jacket, flashing them both a knowing grin. "Glad I could be part of it." He stepped toward the door, pausing for a moment. "Hope I lived up to expectations." 

Lila’s eyes flicked down to his still-impressive physique, her lips curving. "Oh, you exceeded them." She stretched again, arching her back slightly, letting him have one last look before he left, satisfied but spent. 

With a final nod, Marcus stepped out, but not before letting his gaze linger on Lila one last time. His smirk was lazy, satisfied, his body still bearing the marks of the night’s intensity. "If every Valentine’s was like this, I’d never celebrate it alone." he muttered, shaking his head as he adjusted his jacket. 

Lila stretched again, her bare skin gleaming under the dim light, her fingers still idly playing with the sheets. "We like to make an impression," she teased, licking her lips as she trailed a lazy hand down her stomach, reminding him exactly what he’d just had. 

Marcus exhaled, chuckling. "You sure as hell did." He gave James a knowing look. "Lucky man." 

James’s eyes darkened, his grip tightening on the chair’s arms. "I know." 

With that, Marcus left, his purpose fulfilled, the scent of him still clinging to the air. The door clicked shut behind him, leaving the couple alone in the aftermath of indulgence. The silence that followed was charged, thick with the tension of unfinished business, James exhaled sharply, pushing himself up from the chair, his body tight with anticipation. He rolled his shoulders, shaking off the tension of watching all night, his eyes never leaving Lila as he took slow, deliberate steps toward the bed. She stretched under his gaze, knowing exactly what was coming, her smirk widening as he reached for her. 

James moved closer to the bed, his fingers tracing up Lila’s thigh, his touch possessive. "Mine now." 

Lila shivered under his touch, her body already stirring again. "Always." 

His lips met hers, the kiss slow but deep, tasting the remnants of Marcus on her, a lingering reminder of what she had just taken. It sent a thrill through him, knowing he was claiming her now, reclaiming what had always been his. His hands roamed her body, feeling the heat of her skin, the way her curves still trembled from being thoroughly used. Lila moaned into his mouth, arching into him, her fingers desperate as they tugged at his belt. 

James pulled her onto his lap, his grip tight on her hips as he rolled her against his aching length. "Tell me how much you missed me," he growled, his lips dragging down her neck, biting just enough to make her gasp. 

Lila shuddered, her nails raking down his chest, her breath hot against his ear. "I need you, baby. I need you inside me. I need to feel you." 


With a rough growl, he flipped her onto the bed, spreading her legs wide, his eyes locked on her glistening heat, still dripping from Marcus. The sight of it made his cock throb. He pushed himself between her thighs, teasing her entrance, rubbing the swollen head against her slick folds. "You took him so well, but now it’s my turn. You’re mine, Lila." 

She whimpered, wrapping her legs around him, pulling him closer. "Yes. Yours. Always yours." 

James groaned as he sank inside her, her tight walls stretching around him, molding to him perfectly. "Fuck, you’re still so wet, still so open for me," he rasped, thrusting deeper, claiming every inch of her. 

Lila moaned loudly, nails biting into his back. "God, yes! I love this. I love the way you feel inside me. Fuck me, baby. Make me yours again." 

His rhythm built, each thrust harder, deeper, the sound of their bodies meeting filling the room. His hands were everywhere—gripping her thighs, pinning her wrists, holding her down as he took what was his. He growled into her ear, his breath hot. "You love it, don’t you? Feeling him stretch you open first, knowing I’d be the one to reclaim you? You needed him to ruin you, just so I could put you back together." 

She gasped, her body tightening around him. "Yes! I love it! I need it!" 

Her words sent him over the edge. He thrust into her harder, faster, feeling her body quake beneath him as she climaxed again, her moans turning into sharp, broken cries. Her nails clawed at his back, her entire body shuddering as she came, her walls squeezing him, pulling him in deeper, milking every last drop of his release. 

James groaned, his grip on her hips bruising as he lost himself, slamming into her one final time before spilling inside her, his cock pulsing, filling her with everything he had. The raw heat of his cum made Lila arch against him, a final whimper escaping her lips as she trembled beneath him, completely spent, completely owned. 


He collapsed on top of her, their sweaty bodies tangled, his chest rising and falling against hers. Lila’s fingers traced lazily through his hair, her lips brushing against his temple as she let out a satisfied sigh. "Mmm… that’s exactly what I needed." 

James exhaled heavily, his cock still buried inside her, reluctant to leave the warmth of her body. He lifted his head, looking down at her flushed, blissed-out face, his heart pounding with satisfaction. He smirked, brushing his thumb over her swollen lips. "Mine," he murmured, voice thick with possession. "Always mine." 

Lila smiled, pressing her lips to his thumb before whispering, "Always, baby." 

The room was silent except for their slowing breaths, the scent of sex lingering between them, the satisfaction of the night settling deep in their bones. James finally pulled away, collapsing beside her, pulling her against his chest. 

Lila let out a soft laugh, her fingers tracing circles on his skin. "Happy Valentine’s Day, baby." 

James chuckled, kissing the top of her head. "Best one yet." 

And with that, they drifted into sleep, tangled in each other, spent, satisfied, and ready for the next 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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Cucked By The Chairman In Malibu: A Wife's First Time Surrender 

( Direct Link: https://mybook.to/YOMpc5  ) 

“Go ahead, Lena,” I managed to say, my voice hoarse. “I… I want to see you enjoy.” 

Paul’s grin widened, a glint of triumph in his eyes. “Atta boy, Jake,” he said smoothly, “You’re learning your place nicely.” 

Jake never imagined a weekend work retreat in Malibu would change everything. He thought it’d be a chance to impress his boss and spend some quality time with his gorgeous wife, Lena. But when Paul, the bold and charming chairman, starts paying Lena extra attention, things take a turn Jake didn’t see coming. Paul isn’t subtle. His confidence, smooth compliments, and commanding presence pull Lena in—and Jake finds himself watching, torn between jealousy and excitement. Late-night drinks, private conversations, and a charged atmosphere push the boundaries of their marriage further than ever before. 


"Cucked By The Chairman In Malibu" is a spicy story about a husband, a wife, and the man who knows how to take control. It’s packed with tension, temptation, and the thrill of stepping into the unknown. If you love stories about hotwives, powerful men, and husbands who can’t look away, this is the one for you. 

The Corporate Cuckold Agreement: A Wife's Monthly Surrender to Her Husband's Boss
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Direct Link:   https://mybook.to/NNgjVpF 

“Do you think Kane will like this?” Laura asked, her tone teasing as she adjusted the straps of her gorgeous silver dress. Something she picked specially for this occasion. 

Matt swallowed hard, his voice trembling. “He’ll love it.” 

She smirked, stepping closer. “Good. Because I plan to make this weekend unforgettable for him—and for you.” 


Matt’s career was going nowhere fast until his wife, Laura, caught the attention of his boss, Howard Kane—a powerful CEO with an irresistible offer. Kane’s proposition is simple: one weekend a month with Laura in exchange for Matt’s promotion, bonuses, and access to a lifestyle they could only dream of. 


What starts as a desperate gamble becomes something much more. Laura, once reserved and supportive, thrives under Kane’s dominance, her confidence growing as she embraces her new role. For Matt, watching his wife submit is both humiliating and intoxicating, leaving him torn between jealousy and fascination. 

Set in the luxury of New York City’s penthouses and private clubs, The Corporate Cuckold Agreement, told in nearly 17K words, delves into the shifting power dynamics of an unconventional arrangement. Laura shines in her newfound independence, Kane asserts total control, and Matt is left to navigate a complicated mix of emotions as their lives are transformed forever. 

Perfect for fans of erotic power play, this story explores love, submission, and the boundaries of desire in a way that’s bold, daring, and utterly captivating. 

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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