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The sun glinted off the glass of the sleek black helicopter as its blades slowed, the rotor wash scattering loose snow along the mountaintop landing pad. The Swiss Alps stretched endlessly beyond, jagged white peaks under a powder-blue sky. It was pure silence outside of the hum of the slowing engine, but even the serenity of the view paled next to the woman who stepped out first.

Ava Langston.

Ava had grown used to the eyes. As a former swimsuit model turned social media darling with over a million followers, her beauty had been commodified in campaigns and collaborations, flashing across digital billboards and influencer ads alike. But Ava wasn't just another curated online fantasy—she had a raw, effortless allure that camera filters couldn’t touch. Curves sculpted by Pilates and vanity, lips full and glossed, and the kind of glamor that made luxury seem like her birthright. She married into tech money, but she carried herself like she was born into something older, something more exclusive.

Behind her emerged Jacob Langston, her husband, the founder of a rapidly growing AI-driven logistics platform. He was 29, a Stanford dropout turned Forbes-featured tech wunderkind, the kind of overachiever whose mind moved faster than his mouth. Sharp in his decisions, less so in social finesse. Ava had been his prize—proof that success extended beyond valuation rounds. And yet now, stepping into this world of true old money, he felt the same nervous energy that always crept in when he was out of his element.

He straightened his coat, trying not to show it.

Dressed in a snow-white designer ski jumpsuit, the zipper tastefully but undeniably lowered just past the soft swell of her cleavage. Her full, round breasts pushed out proudly against the tight fabric, the dip between them shadowed in a way that seemed crafted for attention. She wore thigh-high white snow boots that accentuated the length of her sculpted legs. Her golden-blonde hair was swept in soft waves over her shoulder, and her lips, painted in a glossy red, parted slightly as she smiled into the crisp alpine air. Cameras had followed her online for years. This wasn’t new. But here, in this moment, she looked untouched, like she belonged to the mountain and the money that came with it.

Jacob followed behind her, straightening his black cashmere coat, his breath visible in the cold. He was proud, anxious, and already a little intimidated. They were here for what was supposed to be the final negotiation phase of a long-anticipated merger—Victor Roth's private equity firm acquiring Jacob's tech startup. The deal had taken months to orchestrate, and this weekend was meant to close it. Or test it. Or test them. Because Victor Roth wasn’t just a legendary financier—he was a power broker who played by his own rules. Old money, quiet moves, and the kind of boardroom mythos most founders could only dream of standing in front of.

And there he was. Waiting.

Victor stood near the edge of the chalet’s terrace, a glass of something amber in hand. He wore a deep navy coat over a grey turtleneck, salt-and-pepper hair slicked back with effortless grace. He looked more like royalty than an investor, which wasn’t far from the truth. Born into one of Europe's oldest banking dynasties, Victor had spent decades in the shadows of global finance, orchestrating deals that never made headlines but shifted markets. His fortune wasn’t just generational—it was surgical, deliberate, earned on a chessboard where others didn’t even know the game was being played. His presence carried the kind of weight that couldn’t be taught—only inherited, then sharpened by decades of control. And when his eyes met Ava’s, there was no mistaking where his interest settled.

“Mrs. Langston,” Victor said smoothly, stepping forward.

Not “Mr. and Mrs.”

Just her.

He reached out, not for her hand, but her waist. A light touch, but firm, confident, and too familiar. Ava smiled, flattered but a little surprised.

“Mr. Roth,” she said, her voice like warmed honey. “It’s a beautiful place you have.”

Victor didn’t look at the mountains. He looked at her.

“Exquisite,” he said. The word hung in the cold air, weighted with something far more personal than scenery.

Only then did he turn to Jacob.

“Langston.”

No first name. Just the surname, curt and cool. He shook Jacob’s hand firmly, but briefly, before returning his gaze to Ava, watching the way the wind pressed her suit against the curves of her body.

Inside the chalet, the contrast from the crisp alpine air outside was immediate. Warm wood paneling framed floor-to-ceiling windows, allowing uninterrupted views of the mountains that seemed to fold around the structure like ancient, silent guardians. Every detail exuded tasteful wealth: brass fixtures, custom lighting, a curated mix of mid-century and Nordic furniture draped with furs that looked as soft as clouds. The scent of cedarwood lingered in the air, mingled with the subtle perfume of the fire already crackling in the hearth.

A discreet staff of three moved with a practiced grace—not intrusive, yet always present. Their luggage vanished without a word. Jacob tried to offer a thank-you, but the man was gone before he could speak.

Victor led them into a sitting room where champagne sat chilling in a crystal bucket. The view through the expansive window looked out over the southern slope of the Alps—unspoiled, impossibly serene.

“You’ll find the bedrooms upstairs. The master has a view of the southern peaks,” Victor said, voice low and smooth. His eyes didn’t leave Ava. “I thought you’d appreciate that.”

Time drifted easily after that. They freshened up in their suite, took a short walk around the perimeter of the chalet at Victor’s suggestion—Ava linked to Jacob’s arm as she admired the heavy silence of the snow-draped valley. Back inside, the sky dimmed into a dusky mauve, and the mountains turned silver under the fading sun.

By the time they returned to the dining room, it had transformed. Candles flickered from wrought-iron sconces, and the fire in the corner crackled invitingly. Ava had changed into a daring yet elegant ensemble—a long-sleeved black cocktail dress with a plunging neckline that stopped just above the swell of her breasts, exposing just enough to provoke thought. The fabric shimmered faintly in the candlelight, clinging to her body like it had been poured on. A thigh-high slit revealed the full length of one sculpted leg with every step. Her heels were high, black patent leather, the kind that made her hips sway with intent. No bra, no stockings. The top framed her breasts just tight enough to hint at the bounce beneath, her nipples slightly stiff from the cool air and the quiet thrill of being admired. It bordered on indecent—but the tailoring, the confidence, and Ava’s effortless poise made it high fashion. High class. Just enough sin hidden in sophistication.

Victor was already seated, rising only as Ava entered. He offered her the seat beside him. His fingers grazed her back as she sat. Jacob was directed to the chair opposite them, the one with a perfect view of the table—and of her.

Conversation flowed. Victor spoke in a rich, calm voice, threading stories of private equity and power plays through the air like silk. Ava laughed often. More than Jacob expected. She reached for her wine. Her hand occasionally rested on Victor’s wrist when she made a point or whispered something back.

Jacob watched, jaw tight, smile frozen.

Victor leaned into her during dessert, whispering something that made her eyes widen and her lips curl into a mischievous smile. Her cheeks flushed. Not from the wine.

Back in their suite, the lights were dimmed low, letting the alpine moonlight spill across the hardwood floors and cast pale blue streaks over the bed. Ava stood near the window, her back to him, slowly peeling the black dress from her body like she was unwinding silk. The fabric slithered down her shoulders, across the curve of her waist, and over her hips until it pooled at her feet.

She wore nothing underneath. The outline of her body glowed in the silver light—the taper of her waist, the fullness of her breasts, the subtle sway of her hips as she stepped free from the puddled dress. Her skin was flushed, her hair slightly tousled from the night.

“He’s a little intense,” she said, slipping out of her heels with a soft click. “But... kinda sexy, don’t you think?”

Jacob didn’t answer. His throat was dry. The hunger in him wasn’t jealous—it was wired into something deeper, more primal. He stepped up behind her, hands sliding over the smooth slope of her hips, pulling her gently back against him. He kissed the base of her neck, slow and deep, breathing in the perfume still clinging to her skin.

His hands moved up, cupping her breasts—full, warm, and perfect in his palms. He squeezed them gently, thumbs brushing across her nipples until they tightened under his touch. Ava gasped softly, her back arching slightly as he kissed across her shoulder and then up her neck. She turned her face toward his, and their lips met—slow at first, then hungrier, wetter, tongues tangling in a rhythm that made her press back into his body.

Jacob gripped her ass next, both hands squeezing and spreading the soft flesh, his cock thick and pulsing against her lower back. Ava moaned into his mouth, grinding into him slightly as he continued to kiss her deeply, hungrily, as though he could taste every second of her arousal on her lips.

She turned to face the window again, hands bracing on the glass as her chest heaved with every breath. Jacob dropped to his knees behind her, his mouth trailing hot kisses down her spine as he did. He reached up, grabbed another handful of her ass, and bit softly into the curve of it before kissing lower, down the inside of her thigh. She spread her legs for him willingly, already gasping in anticipation.

His hands gripped her thighs, guiding them apart. He kissed the inside of one, then the other, his mouth trailing heat until he found her glistening folds. She was already slick, her arousal a quiet, involuntary betrayal. She gasped as his tongue touched her pussy, circled her, then pressed deeper.

The window in front of her began to fog. She pressed her palms to the glass, bent slightly forward, her nipples grazing the cold surface as her moans grew louder, needier. The cold outside, the warmth between them, the echo of her breath—it all blurred together in a slow, filthy rhythm.

When Jacob rose, he didn’t need words. He simply took her by the hips, lined himself up, and slid into her in one fluid thrust. She cried out softly, her breath streaking the window as her body welcomed him. He filled her completely, their hips meeting with a steady rhythm that sent ripples through her thighs and hips.

The sounds were wet, raw—his breath in her ear, her whimpers against the glass, the slap of skin on skin. Her breasts swung with every thrust, tight with sensation, nipples hardened and brushing the cold windowpane with each forward motion.

The view outside remained majestic, but Ava’s eyes had rolled shut. Her focus was on the pulse inside her, the way her body trembled with every deep stroke, the way her moans began to pitch higher.

She came with a cry, thighs shaking, back arching into him. Jacob held on as she convulsed around him, dragging him into his own climax moments later. He groaned, teeth gritted, spilling inside her with a final thrust that made her gasp again.

They stayed there for a moment—her palms against the fogged glass, his arms around her waist, both of them breathing hard, sweat cooling on their skin.

Neither of them said Victor’s name.

But they both thought it.

“I love you,” he whispered.

Ava kissed him, slow and deep, her arms winding around his neck.

“I love you too, baby,” she murmured back against his lips.

But they both felt it—unspoken and pulsing beneath the words—that something was shifting. That what they came here with might not be what they left with.

Sunlight crept across the chalet’s panoramic windows, brushing the high-beamed ceilings and polished oak floors with a quiet, honeyed warmth that made the space glow like it had been gently exhaled into life. Snow still clung to the fir trees outside, untouched and perfect, as if the entire landscape had paused to hold its breath. Somewhere in the house, faint classical music played from invisible speakers. The kind of atmosphere that felt curated—like everything here had been selected to exude calm, wealth, and control.

Jacob sipped his coffee at the breakfast table, still shirtless from the lingering heat of their quick, needy morning fuck—her bent over the edge of the bed, breasts pressed into the sheets, her moans muffled and urgent as he gripped her hips and came hard inside her. Now, not twenty minutes later, he sat with coffee in hand, watching Ava—fresh from the shower, wrapped in a towel, bare legs crossed as she scrolled her phone with the easy nonchalance of someone used to being adored. She looked beautiful in the sunlight. Radiant. Still glowing from the sex.

Victor entered without announcement, dressed immaculately in a dark grey suit, subtly textured and tailored to his form. No tie. Just crisp, deliberate elegance. His presence shifted the air.

"Jacob," he said, voice calm and commanding. "Walk with me."

Jacob exchanged a glance with Ava, who raised an eyebrow but gave a casual shrug, unconcerned. He stood, pulled a sweater over his head, and followed Victor out of the breakfast nook and into the hallway. They walked in silence down a corridor lined with framed black-and-white photos of European cities and economic icons—old men shaking hands in private clubs, unnamed towers bathed in light, cigar smoke coiled into the air above boardroom tables.

Victor opened the door to his study and gestured Jacob inside.

It was a masculine room: dark leather chairs, books bound in worn leather, a fireplace crackling low beneath a heavy marble mantel. The windows framed the distant ridge in crisp detail. A bottle of scotch rested on a sideboard, untouched.

Victor moved behind a desk that looked carved from a single tree. On top, a sleek tablet sat waiting. He tapped it once, and Jacob noticed a digital folder already open with his name on it.

"The terms," Victor said, his voice smooth but faintly weighted. "As we discussed, are all here."

Jacob stepped forward, slowly, hands sliding into the pockets of his sweater as he stopped across the desk. The tablet screen lit up between them, a tidy series of rows and columns—glossy, clean, almost too perfect.

The figures were staggering. A valuation beyond what Jacob had forecasted in his most aggressive model. The payout would change everything. There was equity, post-merger control, freedom to scale, pivot, expand—all on his terms. Every line shimmered like a finish line. Months of negotiation wrapped up in neat legal phrasing.

But then he saw it.

Not bolded. Not flagged.

Clause 19: Discretionary Hospitality Clause.

His brow furrowed.

Jacob scrolled back. The paragraph sat there in a sea of clean corporate language, its meaning both sanitized and impossible to miss.

"Mrs. Ava Langston will be made fully available for the duration of the engagement, as a gesture of cultural and transactional goodwill, at the full pleasure and discretion of Mr. Victor Roth."

He blinked. His fingers paused mid-scroll. Read it again. And again.

His stomach turned. Heat crept up his neck.

He let out a dry laugh—short and confused, trying to disguise discomfort as incredulity.

"This is... a joke?"

Victor’s face didn’t move. The stillness in his expression was unsettling.

"You think I’d draft a billion-dollar contract with a joke clause?"

Jacob opened his mouth, closed it. Tried again.

Victor didn’t wait. He rose slowly, his movement deliberate, his presence tightening like a noose. He circled the desk, holding the tablet in one hand, then tapped it once more.

A video opened.

The screen showed Ava from the day before, captured by the chalet’s security system in cold, clinical clarity. She was alone on the terrace, iPhone in hand, standing against the glittering backdrop of the Alps. She angled her body instinctively—shoulders tilted, hip drawn back, face tipped just so—searching for that perfect shot. It was routine, rehearsed, seductive in its ease. She didn’t know she was being watched. That unguarded confidence, that polished playfulness meant for an audience of strangers, now belonged to a private gaze. And in that moment, Jacob saw it not as content—but as offering.

Jacob’s chest tightened as the short clip looped again, Ava's movements so natural and relaxed, her smile full of pleasure in a moment meant only for herself—or for the millions who would soon see it on her feed. But here, played back in the stark quiet of Victor’s study, it felt like something else entirely. Possession. Foreshadowing.

Victor’s voice cut through the silence, low and deliberate, like a blade drawn slowly. “Your company is worth billions. But she’s worth more. To me.”

Jacob didn’t respond. Couldn’t. The air in the room seemed to constrict around him, thick with implication and a pressure that settled beneath his skin.

Victor took a slow step back, allowing the gravity of his words to settle fully. The fire popped in the hearth, a single crack of sound in the otherwise oppressive stillness.

“This isn’t about lust, Jacob. Not just. This is about leverage. About perception. Control. The things that separate men who command the world from those who merely build within it. What are you willing to offer in order to belong at my table? What are you prepared to surrender to walk through the next door?”

Jacob’s throat bobbed as he swallowed. The tablet still glowed beside him, the clause sitting there like a dare etched in legal precision. He looked again at the video, watched her turn, pose, smile, radiating a kind of warmth he had never been able to own. She didn’t even know she was being watched.

He hesitated, then asked, his voice quieter now, almost unsure, “Would she ever even go along with this?”

Victor tilted his head, not in mockery, but with a calm authority that made the question seem naive. “That’s the wrong question, Jacob. You should be asking whether she already has. Or whether, deep down, she wants to.”

He paused, then added with brutal finality, “And if you’re the man she thinks you are—you’ll know the difference between losing something and offering it. One is desperation. The other is power.”

And maybe that was the point.

And yet, despite how Victor framed it—as power, as strategy—Jacob couldn't stop the thought pulsing through him like a bruise: this wasn’t just about high-stakes business. This was about his wife. About the idea of her in another man’s arms, moaning another man’s name, her body opening for someone who wasn’t him. And worse, someone who wouldn’t need to ask. The sting wasn't just that it might happen—it was that it might not even feel like a loss. It might feel like watching a dream unravel, thread by erotic thread, while his cock stayed hard and untouched in his pants. That deep, shameful part of him—the one he never voiced, not even to Ava—was starting to wonder if this wasn’t just his humiliation. If maybe, in some twisted corner of his chest, this was also his arousal. Not just giving her away, but getting off on knowing he couldn’t stop it.

His mind was at war. The logic was brutal—this was the final push to everything he’d worked for. Yet the emotion curled up in his gut screamed against it, clawed at him to walk, to fight back. But even as he told himself he could, he knew he wouldn’t. Because he’d seen Ava beside Victor last night. Seen her laugh. Seen the way her body leaned in without even realizing it.

And Victor knew too. That was the real power in the room.

Jacob exhaled slowly, jaw tight. He reached for the stylus, fingers brushing its cool surface like it might burn.

He signed—and for the first time since arriving, he realized what this weekend was really about. And it had nothing to do with the company.

Evening settled over the chalet like silk—quiet, expensive, intentional. Outside, the snow had deepened into soft drifts under a velvet sky, the peaks of the Alps silver in the moonlight. Inside, the bedroom glowed with dim lighting and quiet anticipation. Since signing the contract that morning, Jacob had felt the shift within him—a strange blend of resolve and slow-burning dread. He hadn’t told Ava yet. But he knew she could sense something changing. The way his gaze lingered on her longer than usual, the edge in his silence, the heat behind every touch. She hadn’t said anything, but her eyes followed him a little more closely, like she was waiting for something unspoken to slip free—something shifting between them, unaddressed but undeniable.

Then came the knock. Sharp. Timed like a cue neither of them had expected.

Jacob opened the door to find a staff member holding a matte black gift box, tied with a white satin ribbon. No words. Just the box and a discreet nod before the man vanished down the hall.

Ava sat at the vanity, brushing out her hair in loose waves. "What’s that?"

Jacob placed it on the bed. A card rested on top—thick, ivory, and embossed in silver script: For the lady of the house.

He raised an eyebrow and handed it to her. She opened the box and peeled back the tissue paper.

Inside was an almost sheer black turtleneck—long-sleeved, feather-light, and translucent enough to make any bra irrelevant. Beneath it, a tailored pencil skirt in dark slate gray, designed to hug the hips and end just high enough to tempt. Silk heels, elegant and sharp, completed the look.

Ava let out a soft, amused scoff. "He’s dressing me now?"

Jacob gave a lopsided smile, doing his best to keep things breezy. "I think it’s a European thing. A dress code thing. Or... maybe he just has taste."

She gave him a teasing look. "And what do you think, Mr. Langston?"

He met her eyes. "I think you’d look incredible."

Ava stood, letting her robe fall open with a rustle of silk, then stepped out of it completely—unhurried, unapologetic. There was something casual about her confidence, like the camera in her mind never truly turned off. She wasn’t performing, not exactly, but she knew how to move in light, how to angle her body just right. And she knew Jacob was watching.

Her nakedness shimmered in the ambient glow of the room—skin flushed from the shower, breasts gently swaying as she walked. Her nipples had already hardened slightly from the cool air, but there was something else in her—an awareness of the tension that filled the room. She picked up the black turtleneck and draped it over her chest, inspecting its sheer weight with a smirk.

"Guess I’m skipping a bra," she said, more to herself than to him.

Jacob sat at the edge of the bed, elbows on knees, eyes pinned to her like she was some decadent answer to a prayer he hadn’t dared voice.

She slipped the top on with a deliberate slowness, arms reaching overhead, breasts lifting as the fabric slid down her body. It caught for a moment at the tips of her nipples before stretching into place—tight, second-skin thin, leaving nothing to the imagination.

Her nipples stood proudly beneath the sheer black fabric, dark and aching, and when she turned to catch his eyes locked on them, she didn’t look away.

"You’re drooling, babe."

"I’m very aware," Jacob murmured, his voice hoarse.

Then came the skirt. She turned her back, gave him a full view of her bare ass, then bent slightly, slowly, one leg at a time, slipping into the skirt with a dancer’s grace. Her hips gave a little roll as she pulled the fabric up, letting it snap tight across her ass and thighs, molding to every inch like it had been made for her body alone.

No panties. Just skin. Just a promise.

She stepped into the heels next—sleek, black, impossibly tall. With them on, her legs looked endless. She took a few steps in front of the mirror, studying the effect, adjusting nothing. She didn’t need to.

Finally, she turned to him, hands on hips, one leg slightly forward, body cocked just so. Her lips parted, breath even.

"Well?"

Jacob exhaled like he hadn’t realized he’d been holding his breath.

"You look... like temptation got bored of being subtle. Like something dangerous and perfect that doesn't belong to anyone—but lets people pretend."

Ava laughed softly, her eyes shining. She walked over and kissed his cheek, lips brushing warm against his skin. When she pulled away, a faint smudge of lipstick remained. A mark. A tease.

She didn’t wipe it off.

Neither did he.

The dining room had faded behind them, but the warmth lingered—on Ava’s cheeks, in the tips of her ears, along the insides of her thighs where Victor’s touch had trailed and stayed. Her skin hummed with wine and want as they entered the chalet’s living room.

The fire roared in the grand hearth, casting flickering light across the floor and walls, turning everything soft and golden. Victor gestured casually to the velvet seating near the fire. “One last drink?”

Ava glanced at Jacob, her lips slightly parted. Her body felt lighter now, more electric. Her skirt had ridden higher as she sat beside him on the low couch, and the sheer top that had started as a tease now felt like a dare. Her nipples pushed through the black mesh with every slow inhale. She didn’t bother crossing her arms.

Victor poured two fingers of aged scotch into each glass, the amber liquid catching the light like honey. He handed them over with a smile that never quite reached his eyes, then sank into the velvet armchair across from them with a smooth, deliberate motion. One leg crossed over the other, glass resting on his knee, he looked at Ava—and kept looking. His gaze carried no overt claim, yet it lingered with a slow-burning certainty—focused, deliberate, and heavy with meaning. Like he was waiting for her to fully notice that he already had.

Jacob felt it instantly—that shift in energy, the slow burn of realization curling in his gut. The way Victor looked at Ava wasn’t casual, and the way Ava accepted it wasn’t oblivious. There was a hum between them now, low and magnetic. Jacob could feel his pulse in his throat, in his cock, in his tightened grip on the glass. He sipped the scotch but tasted nothing—his mind was elsewhere, already reeling from the unspoken gravity of what he was letting unfold right in front of him.

The room settled into silence, like a curtain being drawn over the evening’s formalities. No more laughter, no more idle chatter—just the slow crackle of the fire and the gentle clink of crystal glasses resting on coasters. Time seemed to decelerate, stretching every second into something dense and simmering.

Ava’s breath had deepened, her wine glass idle in her hand. The heat from the hearth painted the edges of her skin in golden light, and her sheer top—so daring before—now felt almost ceremonial, a declaration she hadn’t realized she’d made. She could feel his gaze without even looking up.

Victor leaned forward slightly, the amber in his glass catching the firelight. When he spoke, his voice was slower, smoother—like the swirl of aged scotch. “You know... some pleasures only reveal themselves when you stop pretending that control makes you stronger.”

Ava’s head tilted, her lips parting, though no words came. Her flushed cheeks betrayed her curiosity. And something more. Something raw.

Victor’s eyes traced her legs—lazy, unashamed. “Surrender isn’t weakness,” he continued, raising his glass slightly. “It’s freedom. And freedom,” he added, “is rare. Precious. Often wasted on the unwilling.”

She still didn’t answer. But her body did. She crossed her legs, only to uncross them a moment later. Her fingers smoothed the fabric of her skirt as if trying to contain the tension building beneath it. When she finally lifted her gaze to him, her eyes were glassy—not from the alcohol, but from the anticipation that was slowly devouring her composure.

Victor stood—not with aggression, but with gravity. Measured steps carried him across the room, closing the distance between them. He stopped in front of her and extended his hand—not demanding, not imposing. Merely... expectant.

“Some things,” he said, voice dipped in heat, “are simply too exquisite to keep to oneself.”

Ava turned to Jacob. Her husband looked hollowed out by something too complex to name—jealousy, lust, fear. But when his eyes met hers, dark and burning, he gave the faintest nod.

She inhaled, exhaled—and placed her hand in Victor’s.

He pulled her to her feet slowly, letting the anticipation stretch between them like heat. His fingers found her jaw with reverence, tilting her face to him. He brushed her hair back with the back of his hand, a featherlight gesture that made her shiver before he leaned in.

Their lips met—soft at first, testing the air between them. She inhaled sharply when his mouth covered hers, his kiss deepening with a quiet dominance that made her knees weaken. His tongue slid past her lips, tasting her, savoring her, and she gasped into it, hands clutching his chest for balance.

Victor’s fingers curled at the nape of her neck, anchoring her with a firm hold, pulling her flush against him. Her breasts pressed into his chest, nipples pebbled and aching through the sheer fabric of her top. She moaned into his mouth, hips twitching forward without meaning to.

Jacob sat frozen on the couch, a knot of desire and disbelief lodged in his throat. His cock strained painfully in his pants, twitching as he watched his wife surrender to another man’s mouth. It wasn’t just a kiss—it was ownership being rewritten before his eyes.

Victor broke the kiss deliberately, drawing back only a breath’s width, his lips grazing her cheek, her jaw, as if memorizing her skin. He didn’t release her hand. He turned, guiding her gently but firmly toward the tall windows. The firelight behind them cast their shadows long and fused on the walls, like something out of myth—something too carnal to question.

Facing the glass, Ava could see her reflection—lips swollen, eyes wide, her breath misting the pane. Victor stepped behind her, but instead of lifting her skirt, he turned her gently, guiding her down onto her knees before him. Her hands fell to his belt without needing instruction, fingers trembling as they worked the buckle loose.

Victor watched her closely, eyes heavy with anticipation as she freed his cock, thick and already hard in her grip—considerably larger than Jacob’s, the weight of it alone making her fingers flex instinctively. Her eyes widened slightly at the sight, but her lips parted without hesitation. She looked up at him once—cheeks flushed, breath quickening—then leaned forward and wrapped them around the head, her mouth stretching to take him in.

Her mouth closed around him slowly, savoring the first taste. She hollowed her cheeks as she slid further down, tongue swirling, lips tight. Victor let out a low breath, one hand sinking into her hair, not forcing—just claiming.

Ava sucked him with slow, sinful intent—lips stretching wide as she eased more of him into her mouth with each pass, spit spilling down her chin and coating his cock in a glistening sheen. She moaned around him, a low, greedy sound that vibrated against the thick weight of his shaft. Every pull of her mouth was deliberate, every swirl of her tongue beneath his crown designed to drag a growl from his chest.

She twisted her wrist as she stroked what she couldn’t fit, pumping him in rhythm with her bobbing head. Her eyes fluttered, cheeks hollowed, and her throat flexed as she swallowed him deeper, working to take him further than she ever had with Jacob. Her moans grew wetter, filthier, fueled by the slick suction of her mouth and the heavy throb of his cock.

Victor groaned as she drooled around him, spit and precum stringing from her lips when she pulled off just enough to kiss the swollen head, tongue flicking underneath. “Fuck, you suck cock like a dream,” he growled, tightening his grip in her hair.

Ava’s hands clung to his thighs, her mouth slick and messy, eyes fluttering up to Jacob. Her husband sat motionless on the couch, jaw slack, cock visibly tenting his pants as he watched her slobber and suck like a woman possessed. Her pride surged—because she knew he saw it. Knew he couldn’t unsee it. And she didn’t slow. She sucked harder.

Wet, obscene sounds echoed through the room as her pace quickened. She was a vision—face flushed, mouth dripping, throat working with each gag as she devoured him with practiced hunger. Her cheeks were flushed, eyes heavy, mascara smudged slightly as her mouth stretched obscenely wide.

She turned her head slightly, her gaze searching for Jacob as she took Victor deeper, her throat stretching to accommodate him. He was frozen on the couch, cock painfully hard, lips parted as he stared at the filthy, gorgeous sight of his wife on her knees, servicing another man like she’d dreamed about it for years.

Victor groaned, his hand tightening in her hair. "Just like that," he muttered. "You know how to take it like it’s second nature."

Ava whimpered around him, her mouth stretching wider, throat working, eyes glassy. She wasn’t stopping. She was owning it.

When she finally pulled off him with a wet gasp, saliva clinging to her chin and glistening across his cock, she let out a shuddering breath, her voice barely a whisper. "Please… fuck me now."

Victor reached down, helped her to her feet, and turned her toward the glass, his hands sliding down her body before stopping at the hem of her skirt. He didn’t speak—just lifted it slowly, inch by inch, exposing the flushed swell of her ass and the wet, glistening pink between her thighs.

She looked back at Jacob, her eyes dazed, lips parted. Her expression didn’t beg for permission—it smoldered with filthy need. She wanted this. She needed him to see that.

Jacob didn’t speak. He just nodded, throat tight, eyes dark.

Victor stepped behind her and unbuckled his belt with calm, measured confidence. Ava stayed in place, bent forward at the waist, her palms flat against the cold glass, legs spread wide in a filthy, obedient stance. Her ass was arched high, cheeks flushed and slightly trembling, glistening with need under the firelight. Her pussy was completely bare—smooth, slick, glistening—wetness already coating the insides of her thighs, the swollen folds parting slightly with each breath she took. She shivered when the thick, heavy head of his cock nudged against her entrance, dragging slowly through her soaked slit. Her breath hitched audibly, her body tense with anticipation, completely offered up for him.

He was massive and heavy, the heat of his cock radiating against her soaked folds as he dragged it slowly along her slit—teasing her clit, smearing her slick, making her body tremble with need before he finally pushed the swollen head inside. Ava moaned—loud, wrecked—as he pressed in slowly, inch after inch, stretching her wide until her knees buckled and her forehead tapped the glass.

Her breath fogged the pane as he bottomed out inside her soaked pussy, stretching her completely. Then he began to move—deep and rough, the sounds of his cock slamming into her drowned only by the lewd wet noises between her legs.

Hard, deliberate thrusts. His cock pounded into her with obscene wet slaps that echoed through the room. His hands seized her hips with punishing force, holding her in place as he used her like a fucktoy—each thrust making her jolt forward, tits bouncing with every impact, her body surrendering to his rhythm without resistance. Ava cried out, her nails scraping the window as her body jolted with every deep, punishing stroke.

"Harder—don’t stop—fuck, fill me," she gasped, voice wrecked and desperate.

Victor leaned over her, lips brushing her ear. "You're soaked. Did your husband ever make you gush like this?"

She whimpered, her voice breaking. "No—he's never—never this deep—fuck, yes, fuck me—right there, Sir—right there—"

Jacob watched, wide-eyed, heart racing. He watched Victor’s cock disappear into his wife again and again, watched the way her ass jiggled with every thrust, her pussy clenching and dripping around the older man's length. It was too much—and not enough.

Ava’s cries became higher, more frantic. Her body seized as an orgasm ripped through her, her legs trembling, pussy clamping around Victor’s cock with slick, greedy pulses.

Victor snarled, driving into her one final time before pulling out, his cock pulsing in his grip as he stroked himself furiously. With a guttural groan, he came—thick, hot spurts of cum shooting across her ass, streaking her cheeks, and dripping down the backs of her thighs in sticky trails.

Ava sobbed through the aftershocks, still bent over, trembling, her skin painted with evidence of his release. Her ass glistened in the firelight, marked, claimed, and filthy. She was a mess. A masterpiece. And she never looked more satisfied.

Victor zipped up, calmly walked to the armchair, and refilled his glass like nothing had happened.

Ava turned slowly. Her skirt still hiked, her top sheer and clinging to her breasts. Her face glowed with arousal. With something more.

She walked back to the couch and sat beside Jacob, cum still trailing down her inner thighs.

“Take me upstairs,” she whispered. “I need to be fucked again.”

And Jacob did. He ate her, fucked her, worshipped her like a man who knew exactly what she had become—and what he had let her be.

Not just his.

Theirs.

The dining room was softly lit, the table dressed in white linen, gold-rimmed crystal, and flickering candles that reflected in tall glasses of wine. The fire in the grand hearth behind Victor’s chair cast long shadows that danced across the stone walls, bathing the room in a glow that was both intimate and expectant.

Victor rose as they entered, his motion smooth, rehearsed but not insincere. His gaze moved over Ava like an artist regarding a subject, deliberate and slow. Yet there was a measured grace in it—just enough restraint to cloak intention in elegance.

"You look radiant," he said, the compliment delivered with such cool assurance that it landed like a blessing.

Ava flushed, visibly but not theatrically. She dipped her head, a smile touching the corner of her mouth as she eased into her chair beside Jacob.

Victor poured the wine himself—deep, garnet red. Bordeaux. Jacob recognized the label, not just for its rarity, but for its price. Every detail tonight was a move, he realized. A slow strategy unfolding.

Dinner began softly, the air filled with polite warmth. Conversation moved like a dance—casual, practiced, with flirtations tucked inside laughter. Victor told a story about his time in Venice; Ava countered with something light about a shoot in Ibiza. Her posture grew more languid with each glass. Her legs shifted beneath the table. Her laugh lengthened. Her glance lingered.

And then Jacob saw it—Victor’s hand, slow and unapologetic, slipping beneath the edge of the tablecloth. A brush at first, then a confident stroke. His fingers found the inside of Ava’s knee and began to glide higher, tracing along bare skin with casual authority, as though he already knew how far he could go.

Ava froze—not in shock, but in something sharper, more electric. Her breath caught, her back stiffened, and for a split second Jacob thought she might flinch. But instead, she reached for her wine. Her fingers trembled around the stem, her cheeks tinged with sudden color.

Victor didn’t falter. His voice rolled on with the same smooth cadence, detailing some museum gala in Prague, as though he weren’t feeling up another man’s wife under the table. But Jacob could tell—he could see the subtle tension in Victor’s jaw, the way his free hand slowed on the glass, the gleam behind his eyes that never left Ava’s face.

And his hand stayed. Exploring. Higher.

Ava exhaled, long and shaky. Not protesting. Not resisting. Her knees parted an inch—maybe less—but enough. Her body didn’t just accept the touch; it responded. Her hips shifted ever so slightly. Her lips parted. Her lashes dipped. She let herself drift toward it, inch by filthy inch, melting into the heat of his fingers and the boldness behind them.

Jacob’s cock throbbed beneath the table. He could feel it—aching, straining—while his wife sat beside him and let another man stroke the inside of her thighs over dinner. He didn’t move. Couldn’t. His fingers were white-knuckled around his wine glass, jaw tight, heart hammering. He should’ve said something. Should’ve done something. But he didn’t.

Because he didn’t want to.

She didn’t reach for Victor. Didn’t touch him. But she tilted her thigh just slightly, adjusting herself toward his hand as it moved higher still, until she was sitting on the very edge of composure, her breath coming lighter, her body betraying how much she was starting to want it.

The air around them was thick now—slow and humid with tension. Ava leaned in to sip her wine, lips glossy and parted, her posture just shy of inviting. Her hand brushed Jacob’s thigh under the table, and it almost felt like she was checking that he was still there. That he was still watching. That he hadn’t looked away.

He hadn’t.

The permission had already passed between them in silence, without a single word. It was in the shift of Ava’s hips. The damp heat of her thighs. The wet, breathless pink in her cheeks. The rules had changed. And Jacob had let them.

The sun filtered through the tall chalet windows in soft, golden shafts, casting long streaks of light across the polished floors and tangled bed linens. The crisp mountain air, despite its purity, couldn’t scrub away the heavy scent that clung to the room—sex, sweat, and something else: surrender. The quiet majesty of the Alps stood in stark contrast to the raw filth of the night before, but Ava’s body remembered every second.

She stirred first, limbs slow and heavy with exhaustion. The sheets felt cool beneath her as she shifted her legs, tangled with Jacob’s, and immediately winced. Her pussy throbbed—a deep, relentless ache that pulsed with every breath she took. The soreness bloomed along her hips and thighs, a raw, tingling testament to every thrust that had shaken her body. Her skin was tacky, the slick mess left behind clinging between her legs in a faint sheen that caught the light. She could feel it still—his cum, not just sticky, but soaked into her skin, proof of just how thoroughly she had been used. She didn't want to move. Not yet. Not while it still felt fresh.

Jacob lay behind her, unmoving but very much awake. His hand slid along her waist beneath the covers, resting lightly on the curve of her hip. There was hesitation in his touch, like he didn’t know if he had the right to hold her the way he did before. Ava didn’t lean into it, but she didn’t pull away either. She just let the silence stretch around them—dense, humming with last night’s echoes.

Neither spoke.

There were no words left that could make sense of what they’d allowed, what they’d done, what she’d taken so fully and completely. The room held its breath with them.

Eventually, Ava slipped from the bed. Her body protested as she moved, her thighs brushing together, still slick. She padded to the bathroom, her bare feet silent against the heated wood. In the mirror, she saw herself—hair tangled, lips swollen, her chest dusted with faint marks. Her nipples hardened instantly from the memory, as much as from the cool air.

She stepped into the shower and let the water run hot, sluicing over her body, but she didn’t scrub with intent. She wanted the memory to cling, to linger in the parts of her he’d touched. As the water trailed down her chest and across her still-peaked nipples, she shivered at how tender they were. When her fingers slid between her thighs, she hissed—a mix of soreness and heat—her folds still swollen, the slick still faintly there. She rinsed, but left enough behind. She wanted Jacob to smell it. She wanted him to know he wasn’t the last one inside her.

When she stepped out, she toweled off slowly, wrapping the cloth around her body as steam fogged the mirror. Her pussy still tingled with every step.

She chose a soft cream skirt that clung to her hips like a second skin and rode high enough to tease with every step. Her top—a light, fitted cashmere knit—hugged her breasts tightly, the fabric thin enough to reveal every detail of her nipples, still stiff and sore, dark against the pale wool. She didn’t even consider wearing panties. The idea of trapping that delicious, sticky ache between her thighs beneath a layer of cotton felt insulting. She wanted the cool air on her bare pussy, the skirt brushing her sensitive folds as she moved, teasing her with every motion. No bra either—she wanted her tits to bounce freely, nipples brushing fabric, each touch a reminder of how thoroughly she'd been used. She caught Jacob watching her from the bed, his eyes locked on her ass as she bent to fix her heel, her slit briefly visible between her thighs. He didn’t say a word. Just lay there, lips parted, cock rock hard beneath the sheet, watching his wife get dressed like a walking pornographic memory of the night before.

He got up and dressed, slower than usual, and they walked together to breakfast, still not speaking.

The dining room was immaculate. Sunlight streamed in from the tall windows, catching on the polished silverware and fresh-cut fruit. Croissants sat warm in a linen basket, butter already softening beside them. Victor was already there, seated at the head of the table, crisp as ever in a pale shirt with the sleeves rolled neatly to his forearms. He looked like he’d slept eight uninterrupted hours, not like a man who’d painted another man’s wife in cum and walked away without blinking.

“Good morning,” he said with easy charm.

Ava gave a faint nod and sat beside Jacob. She moved with control, but Jacob noticed the tiny tremble in her legs as she crossed them. And then he saw it—

A string of wetness.

Thin. Barely there. But visible. Stretching across the inside of her thigh, catching the light just long enough to make his stomach drop and his cock twitch.

He nearly choked on his coffee.

Victor noticed. Of course he did. He didn’t miss a thing. He took a slow sip of espresso, then set his cup down with care.

“She leaked all over my couch,” Victor said, his voice calm and cruelly casual, like he was remarking on a spilled glass of wine. “Beautiful.”

Ava didn’t even blink. She picked up a piece of buttery croissant, broke it delicately between her fingers, and slid one flaky bite between her lips with quiet composure. Her posture was composed, even regal—head high, gaze downward, unbothered. She didn’t spare a glance for either man, but she didn’t need to.

The image had already scorched itself into Jacob’s brain—the couch, her bent over it, his cum dripping down her thighs. His cock pulsed hard beneath the table, trapped against the press of his slacks, each throb a humiliating admission. He looked down at her legs again—now pressed tightly together beneath the tablecloth. But he could still see it, just barely: the sheen, the subtle gleam of dried cum smeared across the inside of her thigh like a filthy afterthought.

His throat constricted. He grabbed his coffee, tried to sip, and nearly gagged on the bitterness. It wasn’t the heat that shocked him—it was how much he wanted to taste her instead.

His pulse thudded as shame and arousal churned in his gut. He couldn’t decide what wrecked him more: hearing Victor speak so possessively… or knowing it wasn’t a lie.

Victor reclined slightly in his seat, unbothered, radiating control. "We’ll go over the financials after breakfast," he said, tone easy, almost bored. "I want your head clear before we finalize anything. Performance metrics still matter."

But Jacob’s head was anything but clear. His eyes drifted back to Ava’s legs, bare and glowing in the morning sun, her thighs still lightly marked with the consequences of last night’s surrender. Control, revenue forecasts, boardroom strategies—none of it even registered. He was thinking about her body—open, arched, used. He was thinking about her moaning while Victor filled her, her ass shaking as cum spilled from her onto his expensive leather.

Ava reached for her espresso. Her fingers were calm, elegant, but Jacob saw the truth in her body—the pink flush that crept along her throat, the sharp inhale she tried to hide behind her cup. Her chest rose just a bit too quickly. Her nipples were visible beneath her top, hard and stiff. She was remembering too.

And so they sat there, two people dressed for breakfast, each still soaked in last night’s filth.

They didn’t speak—not because they couldn’t, but because anything they might’ve said would’ve sounded laughable against the truth already written across her skin.

They had passed a line that no clean tablecloth or morning light could disguise.

This wasn’t just a memory.

It was a redefinition.

A reprogramming.

A loss of control.

There was no turning back.

Not for her.

Not for him.

Not for what they’d become.

The mountain air was sharp and invigorating, the slopes carved like white veins into the heart of the Alps. Clouds hovered just below the peaks, painting the scene in postcard perfection. But the elegant serenity of the mountains clashed obscenely with what had begun festering between the three of them—something filthy, something deliciously wrong. Sex had crept into every breath, every look, every shared moment. Ava wasn’t just being watched anymore—she was being used , played with, paraded like Victor’s personal doll. And she had become one, hadn’t she? A warm, slick thing for him to tease and bend and command, even out here among the snow and sky.

Her focus narrowed now to the burn in her thighs, the cold wind against her cheeks, and the quiet, tormenting buzz between her legs.

Her ski suit was fire engine red, slick and obscene in how it clung to her like liquid latex. The glossy fabric hugged every slope of her body—from the full, high curve of her ass to the sharp V of her waist, stretching taut across her breasts, their nipples hard and pressing visibly against the interior from both the cold and her constant, simmering arousal. It was zipped high to her collarbone, but it did nothing to conceal the raw sexuality radiating off her. She wore nothing beneath it except a barely-there red g-string, the thin strap vanishing between the soft curve of her cheeks and doing nothing to hide the heat radiating off her slick folds. No bra, just flushed, aching skin pressed into the inside of the suit. The g-string was soaked already, the damp fabric clinging tight to her pussy lips, doing more to spread the wetness than to conceal it. Each step made the fabric pull taut against her clit, adding friction that blended cruelly with the buzz thrumming against it. Taped with precision beneath that soaked string was a sleek, curved vibrator—small but merciless—nestled so perfectly it seemed custom-designed to torment her. It wasn’t just a ski suit anymore. It was a shell of pleasure and punishment, her body trapped in couture bondage that turned every movement into erotic exposure.

Victor held the remote in his gloved hand, discreet and small, the size of a car key fob—but Ava knew it might as well have been her leash. He looked every bit the distinguished alpine gentleman—wealthy, composed, above suspicion—but that faint, knowing smirk on his face gave him away. It was the smirk of a man about to play with his toy.

He tapped the button with one gloved thumb.

Bzzzz.

Ava jolted mid-glide, a sharp gasp escaping her lips as the vibrator came alive beneath the unrelenting tightness of her ski suit. The pulse slammed directly into her clit, making her thighs squeeze involuntarily around the pressure point. Her knees buckled slightly, poles digging deep into the snow to keep her upright as she stumbled. Her pussy clenched hard around nothing, fluttering in desperate response to the sudden stimulation. The buzzing cut out again, cruel and abrupt, leaving her panting and dripping into the heat-trapping fabric.

She whimpered, breath fogging in front of her, her lips parted in disbelief at how quickly her body was spiraling. One second of stimulation and she was already wet, flushed, and needy. Victor didn’t have to say a word—her soaked pussy and buckling legs told him everything.

Jacob trailed just behind, his skis silent across the powder. His goggles hid his eyes, but Ava could feel them on her. She knew he’d seen her stutter, heard her catch her breath. He had to know. He had to be wondering.

Victor glanced back at her, then forward again. His hand tapped the remote once more.

Bzzzzzz.

Ava groaned softly, biting her lip as her pussy throbbed. The friction of the suit, the pressure of the tight fabric, the cold wind brushing her cheeks—it all compounded into a perfect storm. Her legs trembled. Her balance wobbled. The orgasm was teasing at her edges now, just a few pulses away.

They skied a little farther, the trail narrowing into a winding path with stunning views. The sun was blinding off the snow, but Ava’s entire world had gone inward—coiled into the ache between her legs. Every buzz made her gasp. Every silence afterward made her ache.

Finally, Victor slowed and veered off toward a scenic overlook. It jutted over the ridge, offering a panoramic view of the snow-drenched valley below. There was no one else around.

Ava skidded to a stop beside Victor, her chest rising and falling with hard, shallow breaths. Her face was a mess of windburn, heat, and something filthier—her mouth hung open slightly, eyes glazed, skin glowing with exertion and lust. Her thighs were soaked inside the tight red ski suit, not from snow but from arousal, her pussy dripping against the damp, stretched fabric of the g-string that had long since turned transparent from the mix of cum and heat trapped between her legs. Every step she’d taken had made the tiny strip of fabric ride higher, her slick folds grinding against the string and the vibrator underneath it, smearing her juices further into the inside of the suit. The friction had become unbearable—pure torture—as the cord of the g-string pressed harder into her clit with every glide, like it wanted to split her open.

Jacob arrived last, panting, his skis hissing as they sliced into the powder. He didn’t speak. Didn’t need to. His breath billowed in short, heated bursts, but even through the dark lens of his goggles, the weight of his gaze was unmistakable—locked on her ass, her thighs, the trail of slick heat her body was leaving behind with every desperate step. He wasn't just watching. He was devouring her with his eyes, helpless to do anything but drink in the filth. He could see the tremble in her knees, the wetness seeping down her thighs under the fabric, the way she was falling apart with every teasing buzz and every grinding step.

She looked like she was ready to cum without a single touch.

Victor didn’t say a word at first. He turned to her and with slow, almost ceremonial intent, unzipped the top of her ski suit halfway. The hiss of the zipper cut through the cold air, and Ava’s sharp inhale followed instantly as the icy breeze met her overheated skin. The open flap revealed the top swell of her tits—deep, flushed mounds pushed high from the tight compression of the thermal fabric beneath. Her nipples were obscene through the thin layer, two stiff peaks straining against the material, fat and dark and aching. They looked ready to tear through the fabric, thick and sensitive from hours of teasing, standing out like they were begging to be sucked. The sight alone was pornographic, and Victor didn’t hide the way his eyes drank it in like she was already halfway undressed.

"Take your glove off," he murmured.

Her hand trembled as she peeled off the thick glove, fingers flexing with both the sting of the alpine chill and the raw anticipation pulsing through her core. The moment her hand was bare, she tucked the glove under her arm, her eyes never leaving Victor’s, lips slightly parted as if waiting to be told what filthy thing came next.

Victor leaned in, his voice a slow, dark purr that vibrated right into her bones. "Get those fingers inside that slippery little cunt, doll. Show him how you make yourself cum. Right here. Right now."

Ava blinked, her lips parting in disbelief—and then arousal. Slowly, she slid her bare hand past the unzipped gap, pressing against her stomach, trailing downward, until her fingers reached the soaked g-string and slipped beneath it. The vibrator buzzed to life again with Victor’s touch on the remote just as her fingers brushed her clit.

Her gasp turned into a soft, broken moan. She rubbed herself in slow, circular motions, grinding her palm over the vibrator, her legs already wobbling beneath her. Her knees bent slightly as the pleasure crested faster than she could process, her thighs twitching. She was rubbing hard now, wet noises audible through the fabric of her suit, the heat of her pussy battling the alpine cold.

Jacob stood still, skis planted, breath shallow, his goggles unable to mask the horror and hunger on his face. She was jilling herself off in front of him—at another man's command—and he couldn’t look away.

Jacob stood frozen, his skis anchored in place, watching his wife pleasure herself in public at another man’s command.

Ava whimpered, her breath stuttering with every throbbing pulse against her clit. The vibrator buzzed harder now, sharper, more aggressive—Victor was pressing the button in a cruel rhythm that matched the frantic swirl of her fingers. She moaned louder, her voice cracking as she bit her lip to keep from crying out, but her body was already betraying her. Her thighs quivered uncontrollably, her knees wobbling as she humped her own hand, hips jerking in short, obscene motions. Her palm was soaked, her g-string plastered to her fingers, each wet stroke making squelching sounds through the fabric.

Victor moved in behind her without a word, one strong hand gripping her waist like a handle, the other locking her shoulder in place to steady her writhing frame. His breath hit her ear, calm and steady, like he was watching a favorite toy perform.

Ava’s orgasm slammed into her with no warning.

Her entire body locked up, muscles drawn tight, her mouth frozen open as a sharp cry tore from her throat before she bit down on her knuckle in a desperate attempt to muffle it. Her legs buckled, pussy spasming in wave after wave of raw, helpless pleasure. Her boots skidded slightly on the snow as her thighs gave out, hips jerking wildly against her own hand, still grinding. Cum gushed through her soaked g-string, coating her fingers, staining the inside of her suit as she twitched violently in Victor’s arms.

He held her like she was a prized possession, one hand splayed low on her belly, the other pressed against her chest, cupping the swell of her tits through the thermal with slow, possessive pressure.

Jacob hadn’t moved. He stood still, skis locked, body rigid, breath caught somewhere between a gasp and a groan. His cock throbbed in his gear, hard and aching, straining against the inside of his pants. His eyes didn’t blink. Couldn’t. Not as he watched his wife cum in front of him, wild and messy, broken open by another man's commands.

Ava’s face turned toward him slowly, her cheeks flushed deep red, lips slick and parted as she struggled to catch her breath. Her eyes—glassy, fucked-out, still swimming in aftershock—locked on his with a lazy, wicked gleam. Her fingers were still wet, twitching slightly at her side, gloved hand clutching the edge of her jacket for balance as the other one hung low, sticky with her own cum.

Her tongue darted out to lick her lips, deliberately slow, and then she smiled—just a hint, just enough to say you saw all of it . And maybe she wanted him to. Maybe that was the point.

Victor’s hand remained spread across her lower belly, anchoring her like a man holding his favorite possession in place. His other hand hadn’t moved from her tits, still palming the soft swell through her thermal like he could feel her heartbeat pulsing through the fabric.

Ava rolled her hips once against Victor’s front, grinding shamelessly against the thick bulge of his cock through all the heavy layers of ski gear. The friction was dulled, but still obscene—her soaked pussy pressed against him, sliding over the firm outline of his cock, her g-string sticky and riding high, smearing her cum against the inner lining of her suit. She let out a breathy moan, subtle but unmistakably needy, a full-body shiver coursing through her as she pressed in harder, humping him like she needed more, like she hadn’t been fucked nearly enough.

Jacob could see her thighs still twitching. Her pussy was still leaking, still clenching from the orgasm, maybe still aching for more.

His cock throbbed violently in his pants, and for the first time, he realized—he wanted to watch her do it again.

By the time night cloaked the chalet in heavy stillness, everything had shifted. The sun had set behind the peaks hours ago, and with it, something inside Jacob. What had happened on the slopes—Ava’s shameless display, her trembling orgasm wrung from the relentless buzzing of Victor’s hidden toy—still throbbed behind his eyes. She hadn’t cleaned herself up. She’d walked back into the chalet with her cum-soaked suit still clinging to her skin, her thighs glistening and sticky, every step a reminder of how deeply she'd surrendered. They hadn't spoken about it. Not even once. And yet, the silence between them screamed with everything left unsaid.

Now, moonlight bathed the terrace in silver. Snowflakes drifted lazily through the glow of lanterns, and the hot tub, sunk deep into the deck, sent thick clouds of steam into the freezing night air. The fire pit blazed behind him, but it didn’t reach him. Jacob sat hunched beside it, robe draped over his lap, heat licking at his shins but leaving the hollow inside untouched. The contrast between fire and frost outside matched the war within him—desire, humiliation, awe—and as he looked up, Ava appeared again like a vision in smoke. His insides felt frozen—numb with arousal, humiliation, and something dangerously close to awe. He was watching his wife again. Watching her about to give herself away again.

Ava stepped out onto the wooden planks of the terrace, her body slick and luminous in the silver wash of moonlight, like something sculpted for sin. The sheer neon green mesh bikini clung to her like it was painted on—obscenely see-through, more suggestion than garment. Her nipples were thick and swollen, sensitive peaks visibly strained beneath the sheer mesh, hardened from the teasing chill and the friction of fabric barely grazing across them. Each step sent a fresh jolt through the flushed buds, making them throb with a mix of cold shock and fevered need. The little triangles of mesh barely covered the tops of her areolas, the rest outlined and glistening. Her bottoms were even filthier—a micro triangle of mesh stretched taut over her shaved mound, doing absolutely nothing to hide the puffed lips of her pussy underneath. The fabric was already damp, darkened at the center, the outline of her folds peeking through with every step. It wasn’t a bikini—it was an invitation, worn by a woman who knew she was being devoured by more than just the cold.

Victor was already in the water, his broad chest rising just above the bubbling surface, arms stretched along the ledge behind him, lounging like a king. His gaze found her the moment she stepped out. Possessive. Calm. Waiting.

Ava walked slowly toward the tub, hips swaying with the kind of practiced confidence that came from knowing exactly how fuckable she looked. Her skin was goose-pimpled from the cold, but her nipples were already hard from the attention she knew she was about to receive. Every slow, teasing step made her barely-there bikini shift against her slick folds, sending wet little shudders down her thighs. She never looked at Jacob. She didn’t need to. She knew he was watching. Knew he was leaking into his robe, breath hitched, cock twitching with every bounce of her tits and swing of her hips.

When she reached the edge of the tub, Victor didn’t speak. He simply lifted one hand, palm up, fingers extended like he was summoning what already belonged to him.

She took it—without hesitation, like the obedient little toy she’d become.

With a soft inhale, Ava stepped into the water. The heat swallowed her, rising up her legs, her waist, until she was submerged to the hips. She straddled Victor, water beading along her thighs as she climbed into his lap, her legs spreading wide under the surface.

Victor’s hands gripped her hips the moment she straddled him, fingers digging into her soft flesh like he owned every inch. His cock was already rock hard beneath the surface—thick, veined, and pulsing with need, the swollen head nudging against her slit under the water, teasing her entrance with heat and weight.

Jacob sat a few feet away, knees splayed open, the robe slipping from his lap and exposing the dark, visible tent straining beneath. His fingers clenched around the stem of his untouched glass, knuckles white, his stare locked on the obscene scene unfolding before him.

Ava let out a low, needy moan as she reached between her thighs, grabbed the soaked string of her bikini bottom, and slid the tiny scrap of mesh to the side. She didn’t take it off—she didn’t need to. Just that obscene little shift gave Victor full access to her dripping pussy, her slick folds already spread and eager beneath the water. Her hand dropped to his chest, steadying herself as she began to sink down. The thick head of his cock kissed her entrance, and she parted around him inch by inch, the hot water swirling as her pussy stretched wide to take him. Her thighs trembled with the pressure, her stomach tensed, and her mouth fell open in a silent, breathy gasp. Her fingers clutched at his shoulders, nails digging in as she was slowly filled, held open by the cock her body was clearly desperate to swallow whole.

Victor said nothing. He just started moving her, slow and possessive, guiding her up and down with steady, bruising force. Her ass bounced against his thighs, water churning around them, slapping and spilling over the rim with every thrust.

Ava’s moans turned into something filthier—slurred, open-mouthed, breathy cries that turned into pornographic little sounds with every bounce. "Ah—ahh—fuck... yes... yes, right there," she whimpered, voice cracking between gasps and soft, broken squeals. Her hips rolled in slow, aching spirals, every grind purposeful, each movement designed to drag Victor’s cock along the soaked, swollen inner walls of her pussy. She wasn’t just riding him—she was wringing pleasure from every inch, chasing the friction with a kind of reckless abandon, the kind that made her cunt pulse around him like it wanted to milk him dry, juice slick and spreading beneath the water. Her tits bounced wildly with every motion, the sheer top plastered to her chest, nipples stiff and fat, clearly aching to be sucked. Water beaded and sprayed from her nipples as they jiggled, the sheer bikini top doing nothing to hold them back, her nipples stiff and glistening like she was begging to be fucked harder in front of her husband

Jacob could see everything. Her expression. Her surrender. The filthy rhythm of her body grinding against another man’s cock in the open, under the moonlight, like a fucktoy.

Victor’s voice cut through the steam. Low. Commanding.

"Say it."

Ava’s breath hitched. Her body hesitated for only a second—then she looked at Jacob. Just once. Her eyes glazed with lust, lips parted in shock, in guilt, in surrender. Then she turned her head back to Victor, mouth trembling as she sobbed through a moan.

"It’s not about him," she cried out, her voice cracking as her hips pounded down harder. "I love him… I really do… but fuck—this cock—oh my god—it’s so fucking deep—I need it—I fucking need to be ruined like this. Used. Owned. Stretched until I can't think."

Victor growled and grabbed her ass in both hands, spreading her cheeks wide, bouncing her harder now, fast and rough, the slap of wet skin echoing off the water. "That's it," he muttered darkly. "Let yourself go, baby. Take every inch. Show him how deeply you need  this. How you crave to be taken like this—raw, deep, and shameless."

Ava’s moans shattered into loud, wet cries—"Fuck, fuck, fuck—oh yes—use me, stretch me—oh god, he’s watching—watch me, baby—watch me get destroyed by his cock—" Her nails carved angry red crescents into Victor’s shoulders as her back arched. Her tits bounced like they were begging to be bitten, nipples poking through the sheer fabric like they were about to tear free.

Jacob couldn’t move. He couldn’t breathe. His cock throbbed violently beneath the robe, twitching with every brutal bounce of her hips, with every filthy word tumbling from her lips. The fabric tented, aching, and without thinking, his hand drifted beneath the robe. Fingers curled around his cock through the soft cotton of his briefs, rubbing slowly, helplessly. He could see the tremors in her thighs, the way her cunt squeezed down like it never wanted to let Victor go. And still, his hand kept moving—gripping, stroking, lost in the shameful rhythm of watching his wife being fucked senseless right in front of him.

Ava was gone—fucked out, moaning nonsense now, babbling between sobs. "So full—so fucking full—yes, yes, fuck, keep fucking me—"

Victor’s breath turned ragged. He slammed her down one last time and held her there, cock buried to the hilt. A deep grunt rolled through his chest as his hips jerked and thick spurts of cum flooded her clenching pussy.

Ava screamed softly, long and breathless, her body convulsing as Victor’s cock pulsed inside her, flooding her pussy with thick, hot cum. She could feel every spurt—deep, claiming, messy—leaking out in ribbons around his shaft and mixing shamelessly with the bubbling water.

Her legs gave out, trembling violently, and her body melted against his chest, tits pressed to his skin, breath hitching as her cunt continued to twitch and milk him. Her hands slipped from his shoulders, fingers trailing through the water as if dazed, and she clung to him with the desperate grip of a woman who had been utterly used and never wanted to leave that place.

Jacob remained motionless, his body tense and rigid, every muscle locked in place as his drink slipped from his hand, forgotten, eyes fixed—eyes locked on the cream swirling around her thighs beneath the bubbling water. His throat was dry, lips parted, his cock hard as stone, trapped beneath the robe. His hand had been rubbing through the fabric moments before, slow and trembling, on the very edge of release. But now—watching her collapse against Victor, watching another man’s cum drip from her used cunt—he couldn’t finish. It was too much. Too filthy. Too fucking real. He let his hand fall, cock aching and twitching under the robe, denied and desperate as the scene in front of him came to its slow, sticky end.

She hadn’t just given in—she had reveled in it. This wasn’t mindless surrender, but the indulgent, dripping wet embrace of a woman who had tasted depravity and found it sweeter than she’d imagined. Ava didn’t just want it—she needed it, fed on it. Her body responded not from coercion, but from sheer, filthy hunger, the kind that bloomed from her core and throbbed through her veins with every pounding inch that filled her.

Victor growled, his arms coiled around her as he drove up into her one last time, the rhythm violent, the need behind it animal. His cock surged inside her, twitching hard as the climax ripped through him—flooding her cunt with molten heat, thick ropes of cum gushing into her still-clenching pussy, forcing the tight, stretched lips of her sex to leak around him.

Ava’s moan broke from her chest with no restraint, loud and guttural, her body locking in pure ecstasy as the orgasm surged through her again, triggered by the warmth flooding her insides. Her head dropped to his shoulder, tits flattening against his chest, the water rocking gently around them as she spasmed helplessly, her pussy still fluttering around his cock, sucking greedily even after the last spurt had passed.

The tub stilled around them, the only sound left the gentle hiss of steam rising and the soft, involuntary whimpers she couldn’t seem to quiet. Her fingers floated limply in the water, her cheek resting against Victor’s chest, her body slack and ruined in his grip.

Jacob sat just beyond the mist, the half-empty glass slipping in his fingers. His cock throbbed beneath the robe, heavy, unsatisfied, painfully hard—but he didn’t touch it now. He couldn’t. He was too stunned, too wrecked by the beauty and filth of what he had just watched. His wife hadn’t been taken.

She had given herself. Completely.

And the part that twisted in his chest the most—was that she had loved every filthy, aching second of it.

Victor’s study smelled of old leather and sharp ink, the kind of scent that clung to power. Morning light pushed through the tall windows, filtered by the frosted mountain view beyond, bathing the space in a cold, clean glow. The crackling fireplace at the far end offered a gentle warmth, but the true heat in the room came from the woman sprawled across Victor Roth’s desk—nude, flushed, and glistening.

They hadn’t spoken much the night before. They didn’t need to. After Ava had collapsed in Victor’s lap in the hot tub, drained and soaked and dripping with the other man’s cum, Jacob had taken her hand without a word and led her upstairs. What followed between them wasn’t tender—it was raw, feral, the kind of sex that bruised and clawed and left them both panting in the dark, tangled in soaked sheets. She’d ridden him with a desperation he’d never seen in her before, her pussy still slick from Victor, her moans still echoing with everything she had said down below. Jacob had fucked her harder than he ever had in his life, and still, it hadn’t been enough to match what Victor had done to her just hours before.

It had become a pattern—every time Victor used her, Jacob followed. Trying to reclaim something. Trying to match it. But even now, he knew: Victor had taken her more times this weekend than Jacob had. And yet… every time he had her, it was the wildest they'd ever been.

And now, here she was again—laid out like an offering, freshly fucked, teased, owned—while Jacob stood by with a pen in hand, ready to sign away the last piece of whatever had once been theirs alone.

Ava lay on her stomach atop the polished wood, skin pressed against cool mahogany, her arms draped lazily to the side, hair tousled like she’d just been thoroughly enjoyed—and she had. Her body bore the evidence: bite marks on her shoulder, nail trails across her thighs, and her ass, still red from the last brutal round of Victor’s cock claiming her as his own a few minutes ago. She shifted slightly, whimpering as the sharp press of the desk edge nudged her sensitive clit. Her legs parted on instinct, the shine of slick cum still glistening between her thighs, dripping slowly onto the floor in small, obscene splashes.

Victor sat across from Jacob in the tall-backed chair, perfectly composed in his slightly crumpled shirt and open collar, one hand casually holding the thick stack of legal documents that would finalize the merger—worth billions. His other hand? Buried between Ava’s thighs, fingers lazily stroking her pussy, spreading her open and teasing the swollen folds that had already been fucked raw and wet. She gasped quietly every time his fingertips circled her clit, the contact cruelly light, like he was keeping her on the edge just for sport.

Jacob stood beside the desk, freshly shaven, dressed in a suit he hadn't earned but was about to. His signature alone stood between him and the Forbes billionaires list. His pen hovered over the first page, but his eyes—his eyes couldn’t leave Ava. Her body trembled under Victor’s hand, hips twitching with every stroke, nipples dragging against the desk’s surface, her moans soft and filthy, echoing in the high-ceilinged room.

Victor’s voice was calm. Almost bored. “Start signing.”

Jacob blinked once, his throat tight, swallowing back the knot of heat pulsing through him as he pressed the pen to the first page. The scratch of ink was met instantly with a sharp whimper from Ava—Victor’s fingers were already sliding deeper inside her pussy, his knuckles vanishing between the glistening folds, curling upward until her back arched and her thighs spread wider in raw, reflexive surrender.

“Every signature costs her another orgasm,” Victor drawled, not even sparing Jacob a glance. “And every stroke of that pen pulls you closer to the top 0.1% club. Keep going."

Victor’s tone dropped half an octave, the firelight glinting off his knuckles still buried inside Ava. "Let’s start the festivities."

Jacob’s hand trembled as he wrote, not just from nerves—but from the sight in front of him. Ava's moans were breathy at first, sultry and wet, her hips rocking gently with each flick of Victor’s fingers. Her pussy squelched obscenely, already soaked, already fluttering around the man’s digits. Her whole body undulated like she was being played like an instrument—spread over the desk, her tits dragging across the wood with each motion, her ass rising higher, shamelessly presenting.

With every clause Jacob signed, Victor’s hand moved with more precision—fingers pumping, circling, grinding into her soaked clit until Ava was gasping, legs shaking with effort to hold herself up. Her voice cracked into open, desperate moans.

“Oh—oh fuck—please—oh god—don’t stop—”

Jacob’s cock throbbed painfully inside his suit pants, a dark, aching bulge pressing against the fabric as he fought to keep his hand steady. He signed again. And again. And with every mark, Ava’s cries grew filthier.

Wet noises echoed off the stone walls, her pussy so loud now it was obscene—squelching, dripping, clenching around fingers that knew exactly how to ruin her. She was panting, tongue hanging out slightly, one cheek pressed to the desk, eyes rolled back and unfocused.

Jacob paused on the fourth page, his knuckles white around the pen, jaw tight as he fought to keep from falling apart himself. His eyes flicked up for a second—just long enough to see Victor’s fingers moving faster, grinding into the soaked, twitching bundle of nerves between Ava’s thighs, her ass shaking uncontrollably with each filthy, slick circle.

Victor finally looked up, expression calm but electric with control, his voice a low hum of power. “You stop, she doesn’t cum.”

Ava let out a raw, desperate moan, her hips jerking wildly, grinding back on Victor’s hand. Her cunt was soaked, shining, utterly ruined—slick cream smeared across the dark grain of the wood, droplets sliding down her inner thighs in sticky, obscene trails. Her voice broke into a needy, hiccuped sob, “Please—please—I’m gonna cum—I’m shaking—I need to cum so fucking bad—I’m right there—please don’t stop—”

Jacob’s hand snapped back to the page like it was burning him. He pressed harder now, initials scrawled in a quick, messy rush as he watched the way her back arched, her chest sliding forward with each panting breath, nipples dragging against the glossy surface.

“Oh god, fuck—fuck—I’m cumming—” Ava moaned, her voice breaking as she teetered on the edge, her mouth open, eyes rolled back.

Victor’s fingers circled her clit faster, merciless and slick, the wet friction echoing in the space. “Then he’d better hurry,” he said again, quieter now, darker.

Jacob’s pulse pounded as he reached the final page, hand trembling, cock stiff and leaking in his pants.

Ava was thrashing now, hips jerking back with every stroke, her thighs glistening with the mess dripping out of her soaked pussy. Her entire body was wound tight, like a bowstring ready to snap.

Victor leaned in close to her ear, breath hot and commanding. “Now.”

Jacob signed.

Ava screamed.

Her entire body snapped taut, a violent, choking cry tearing loose as the orgasm slammed into her like a wave. Her thighs convulsed, her ass lifting and locking, toes curled and back arched as a gush of slick cum splattered from her spasming pussy—wet, loud, uncontrollable. Her fingers clawed at the desk, nails scraping furiously at the wood, breath caught between gasps and wails.

Victor held her down by the hips, fingers still buried in her, milking every spasm until she collapsed forward, boneless and shaking, her body twitching with lingering pulses as her cunt clenched around nothing—emptied, wrecked, dripping down the insides of her thighs in slow, messy trails.

Her entire body arched off the desk, a sharp, guttural scream tearing from her throat as the orgasm crashed through her. Her legs kicked out, toes curling, the muscles in her ass clenching wildly as her pussy convulsed around nothing, leaking a fresh gush of cum that streamed down her thighs. She shook uncontrollably, gasping, crying out, nails scraping the polished surface beneath her as she came undone.

Victor pulled his fingers free, slick with her release, and sucked them clean one by one—like finishing a meal made just for him. He moaned low in his throat, savoring every drop as Ava’s body trembled in the aftermath.

Jacob stood frozen, breath shallow, cock twitching painfully in his slacks. He had just signed away more than shares or control—he had signed away the last sliver of exclusivity, the last illusion that she was only his. And strangely, what burned wasn’t just loss—it was how fucking erotic it had all been.

Ava collapsed slowly onto the desk like a doll left spent and discarded, her limbs slack, her cunt leaking freely down her thighs. Her back rose and fell in short, gasping breaths, eyes fluttering as she tried to come down from the high. Her entire body had been wrung out, spent across a marathon of orgasms that had left her limp and twitching—five, maybe six in total, each one dragged from her under Victor’s relentless fingers as Jacob signed away everything. The desk beneath her was smeared with a shine of wetness—her cum, her sweat, her surrender.

"Congratulations, John," Victor leaned back into his chair, legs spread. He looked like he’d just conquered a kingdom with nothing more than patience and a cock.

He cast a slow glance over the signed document, then let his eyes drift lazily up to Jacob, a smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth.

Victor’s words cut through the haze, but before Jacob could respond, Ava lifted her head slowly from the desk, eyes still heavy-lidded, lips swollen, cheeks flushed from the afterglow. A lazy, satisfied smile curled across her face.

“Congratulations, baby,” she purred, her voice hoarse and drenched in orgasmic fog. "We earned it."

Victor chuckled under his breath and added, "You're a billionaire now. And she’s unforgettable, isn’t she?"

The fireplace still crackled in the study, the scent of Ava’s release lingering in the air long after they’d dressed and gathered their things for departure. They were leaving today—bags packed, contract signed, and her scent still thick on Victor’s fingers. The deal had gone through cleanly, a staggering merger that put Jacob’s name in elite financial circles and unlocked unimaginable power for his company. But power had come with a cost—one paid in moans and soaked sheets.

Jacob hadn't said much, just watched silently as Victor helped her slip into the green satin designer dress, fastening the delicate diamond anklet around her ankle like sealing a ritual. There were no goodbyes spoken in that room—only looks. Promises. Possession.

Outside, the morning air on the helipad was sharp and bracing, the kind that kissed the skin with chill but couldn’t quite cut through the heat still clinging to Ava’s body. She stepped out into the mountain light like a vision—tall, radiant, effortlessly decadent. Her blonde hair whipped in the wind, tousled but glossy, styled with that perfect mess that said she didn’t try too hard—because she didn’t need to.

The coat she wore was a deep emerald designer piece, tailored to hug her hourglass curves, belted high to draw the eye to the arch of her waist and the swell of her hips. Beneath it, barely visible but unmistakably expensive, was the dress Victor had laid out for her that morning. The kind of dress that wasn’t meant to be worn—it was meant to be peeled off, slowly, like unwrapping a rare gift. Her legs were bare, flawless, with the diamond anklet glittering delicately above one heel—all of which were Victor’s parting gifts for her. That and the lingering ache she carried between her thighs—a decadent reminder of just how thoroughly she'd been enjoyed. A physical echo of everything she'd surrendered, of how far they'd both been pulled into this new version of their lives—one where there was no going back.

Victor stood beside her, his hand resting low on her back, his touch subtle but proprietary. He guided her toward the chopper like she was still his to command—because in many ways, she was. She didn’t resist. She didn’t even flinch. She leaned into his touch.

Jacob followed behind them, silent. He wore his success well now—tailored wool, Italian leather, the kind of watch reserved for the elite. But even with the ink dried on the contract and his name freshly minted among the billionaire class, there was no mistaking who held the real power here.

Victor helped Ava into the helicopter, lifting her lightly by the hips. But before she climbed in fully, she turned to face him, eyes heavy-lidded, mouth already parting. Without a word, she leaned in and kissed him—wet, deep, filthy. Her hands clutched the lapels of his coat, and his tongue pushed into her mouth like he was claiming her one last time, tasting the memory of everything he’d left between her thighs. When they finally parted, her lips were pink and slick, and her breath came out shaky.

She turned her head over her shoulder as she climbed, lips curved in a small, private smile. One he knew. One he had seen twisted in pleasure, flushed and open and soaked. Then, before ducking fully into the chopper, she paused as Victor extended his hand past her.

Jacob stepped forward, hesitated—and then shook it.

Victor’s grip was firm but not rushed, his gaze direct. "I’ll see you both at the next quarterly meeting," he said smoothly, voice warm and deliberate. "Something tells me she’ll be eager for it."

Jacob said nothing. He just nodded, jaw tight, the heat of Victor’s grip still ghosting across his palm. The handshake felt like more than a farewell—it was a reminder, a promise. And deep down, Jacob already knew exactly what that next quarterly meeting would bring. More gifts. More moans. More of her.

And more of him watching, hard and hungry, while she was taken again.

Victor gave a knowing smile, then stepped back.

As the rotors picked up speed, Victor stepped back, hands in his pockets, his face composed but unmistakably satisfied. The look of a man who had claimed what he wanted—and knew he’d claim it again.

He raised one hand in a casual wave. Jacob nodded stiffly. Ava didn’t wave—she just blew him a kiss.

The helicopter lifted from the pad with a thunderous roar, slicing up into the cold Alpine air. Inside the cabin, Ava slid her coat off and draped it across her lap. She leaned into Jacob’s side with a soft hum, her head tucked against his shoulder like nothing had changed. Like everything was fine.

Jacob wrapped his arm around her automatically, still stunned by the weekend. His heart beat slow and thick, equal parts raw arousal and shellshock.

And then she unlocked her phone, the sly little smile playing on her lips betraying that she’d been waiting for this moment.

Without hesitation, she opened the gallery, screen angled just enough for Jacob to see—just enough to tease. Her fingers moved with practiced ease, tapping into a hidden album labeled with nothing but a black heart emoji. The thumbnails that appeared were raw, obscene, unapologetic.

The first was a full-frame shot: Ava, straddling Victor with abandon, tits bouncing wildly, sweat-slicked skin glowing in the firelight. She was mid-thrust, hips slammed down around his cock, fully impaled, mouth open in a filthy, broken moan, her hair flying around her like a halo of ruin.

The second image hit even harder—an extreme close-up of her face, flushed and red-cheeked, strands of hair stuck to her temples. Her mouth hung open mid-scream, eyes completely rolled back, her whole expression the portrait of fucked-out ecstasy. Cum was smeared across her inner thighs like a promise.

The third made Jacob choke on his breath. A selfie. Ava on her knees, lips glazed in fresh cum, her tongue out and proud, strands clinging to her chin. Her eyeliner smudged, cheeks glistening, and the overlay in bold white text: I’ll be back.

She didn’t say anything. She didn’t need to. The images said it all. The filthy joy. The shameless surrender. The ownership she had leaned into—and the man who had taken her there. It was all right there in the smirk she wore, the glint in her eye, and the cum still drying in the folds of her memories.

Instead, she just nestled deeper into Jacob’s side, lips brushing his neck as her fingers teased lazy, taunting circles along his inner thigh, tracing higher and slower with each stroke. The screen still glowed beside them like a trophy—every photo seared into his brain, raw and permanent.

Jacob didn’t speak, but he didn’t need to. Something had changed. In her. In him. In them.

He was hard beneath her touch. Aching. And he didn’t know if it was jealousy, pride, or submission. Maybe it was all three. But he knew one thing for sure: their old life had ended on that mountaintop.

Below them, the chalet grew smaller and smaller—but in their minds, it loomed huge. Like a threshold they had both crossed together, never quite sure who was leading and who was following.

And neither of them looked back.

***

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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