

Taboo: Bought by Influence

BOOK FOUR

How One Favour Changed the Rules of Her Marriage

Written & published by Emma Sluttily


Copyright © 2025 All rights reserved

No part of this publication can be copied, reproduced in any format, by any means, electronic or otherwise, without prior consent from the owner and the publisher of this book.


Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction intended for adults only. All characters depicted are 18 years of age or older. The events, names, and settings are products of the author’s imagination and are not based on any real persons, places, or situations.

This book contains explicit sexual content, graphic language, and taboo scenarios. It is written for readers who actively seek out and enjoy such material. If you are offended by themes of power exchange, humiliation, multiple partners, or interracial sex, this book is not for you.

By continuing, you confirm that you are legally permitted to read and purchase erotic material in your region.

Content Note

This novel explores:

	Humiliation, spanking, and group use 

	Multiple partners 

	Rough sex, messy creampies, and cum play 

	Interracial themes 

	Consensual but extreme BDSM-style dynamics 



⚠️ All sexual activity is consensual fantasy roleplay. Though the characters may appear reluctant at times, they explicitly choose to participate and enjoy their submission.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.


Other titles by Emma Sluttily available on Amazon Kindle:

Taboo Story of Candy the Office Tease

From Office Tease to Office Property

The Psychology of Submission

An illicit taboo professor–student erotic novel of BDSM & Submission

Taboo: Taming Geneva Ashford

An Illicit Tale of Dominating the Office Tease; Her Kinky Erotic

Taboo: His Obedient Slut!

From Virgin Innocence to Humiliated Plaything


Chapter One The Dinner

Chapter Two After the Dinner

Chapter Three The Bedroom

Chapter Four The Morning After

Chapter Five The Gym

Chapter Six The Invitation

Chapter Seven The Dress

Chapter Eight The Introduction

Chapter Nine Reflection

Chapter Ten The Deal

Chapter Eleven Crossing the Line

Chapter Twelve The Unseen Partner

Chapter Thirteen The House

Chapter Fourteen His Slut

Chapter Fifteen The Line Crossed

Epilogue Aftermath

Book Two Teaser Influence

Sweat and Surrender in the Gym


Chapter One
The Dinner

The private dining room had the quiet, expensive confidence of somewhere that did not need to advertise itself.

Muted lighting. Polished glass. Soft conversation.

The sort of place where decisions were made without ever sounding like decisions.

Chantelle sat beside Edward, her back straight, her legs crossed with careful precision, fully aware of the way the fitted cream skirt hugged the curve of her round heart-shaped ass and the way her slim waist tapered up into the soft swell of her chest beneath the silk blouse she had chosen after three separate outfit changes. At 5’5, she knew she was smaller than most of the women in the room, but that only made her tighter proportions more striking. The blouse followed the shape of her firm 34C breasts just enough to suggest rather than display, and her toned legs, the result of endless gym sessions, were framed neatly by nude heels that elongated her already shapely calves.

She didn’t need to ask.

She knew.

She was the youngest wife in the room.

And the most beautiful.

She could feel it in the glances that lingered a fraction too long before being politely withdrawn. In the way conversation faltered when she entered. In the faint coolness that settled across the table from certain women who wore their age and social polish like armour.

Hated, perhaps.

But noticed.

Which mattered more.

Edward was speaking, leaning slightly forward, his voice warm, confident, persuasive.

He understood something many of the other men pretended not to.

Business was never only about numbers.

It was about perception.

And perception was shaped by presence.

Edward had always known the advantage Chantelle gave him in rooms like this. Her youth, her beauty, the way her slim 5’5 frame carried itself with easy confidence, the way her fitted skirt traced the curve of her round heart-shaped ass as she shifted beside him, her narrow waist and softly defined chest beneath the silk blouse drawing quiet glances whether anyone admitted it or not.

He didn’t say it aloud.

He didn’t need to.

He believed she was the most attractive woman in the room.

And more importantly, he believed the other men noticed it too.

Believed they envied it.

Believed that envy translated into attention.

And attention, in his world, had always been the first step toward influence.

The same voice that had once secured contracts with ease.

“…of course, collaboration across the sector benefits everyone,” he was saying, his tone light but deliberate.

Chantelle let the words pass over her.

This wasn’t her part.

Her role was presence.

She adjusted slightly in her chair, the movement tightening the line of her narrow waist and subtly shifting the way the fabric traced her hips. The skirt was new, chosen specifically for tonight. Structured enough to look appropriate, fitted enough to emphasise the gym-built firmness of her figure. She had spent the afternoon making sure everything sat exactly right. Her blonde hair fell smoothly over her shoulders, framing the big blue eyes and full lips that so often drew attention before she even spoke.

Across the table, one of the other wives, older, elegant in a restrained way, offered a polite smile that didn’t reach her eyes.

Chantelle returned it with effortless brightness.

She understood the rules.

They had careers.

She had married one.

And she had done well.

Edward’s former partner sat three seats down, beside a woman who looked composed, expensive, and faintly superior in the way Chantelle had come to recognise as London confidence rather than Essex pride.

That partner, now with the rival firm, had taken more than his share of the market when he left.

He had taken momentum.

And tonight was about reclaiming ground.

Edward was trying to rebuild bridges.

Trying to show stability.

Trying to remind everyone that he was still part of this world.

Chantelle shifted again, aware of the subtle way the movement drew a brief flicker of attention from one of the CEOs opposite before he returned his focus to Edward’s words.

Yes.

She thought, smoothing her skirt lightly over the curve of her hips.

Still the best-looking woman here.

Still the youngest.

Still the one they would talk about afterwards.

Whatever happened with contracts and market share, she understood one thing clearly:

Presence mattered.

And tonight, hers was undeniable.

Good, this chapter should shift tone.

From public performance → private pressure.

We keep the sensual undercurrent, but the focus is tension, status anxiety, and how Chantelle responds in the only way she knows.


Chapter Two
After the Dinner

The lift ride up was silent.

Chantelle watched their reflections in the mirrored walls, adjusting the fall of her blonde hair over her shoulders as the doors slid shut behind them. The fitted skirt still clung neatly to the curve of her round heart-shaped ass, the silk blouse soft against the firm line of her chest, her narrow waist emphasised by the way she stood with one hip slightly angled. Even now, hours later, she still looked exactly as she had intended to look.

Perfect.

Edward didn’t look at her.

His jaw was tight; his gaze fixed ahead as the lift climbed toward their Canary Wharf apartment.

When the doors opened, he stepped out first.

The apartment greeted them with quiet luxury. Floor-to-ceiling glass. The low glow of city lights reflecting off the Thames beyond. Everything they had worked for.

Everything that had to be maintained.

Edward shrugged off his jacket and dropped it more heavily than usual over the back of the chair.

“Can you believe him?” he muttered.

Chantelle slipped off her heels, placing them neatly by the door before turning toward him, the movement tightening the line of her slim figure, her toned legs shifting beneath the hem of her skirt.

“Him who?” she asked softly, though she already knew.

“My former partner,” Edward snapped. “Sitting there like he belongs. Like he built something on his own.”

He let out a sharp breath.

“He’s not even a CEO. He’s just tech. Ideas. Engineering.”

The words carried more weight than irritation.

They carried resentment.

“He needed me,” Edward went on. “He needed someone who could sell it. Who could make people believe in it.”

He moved toward the window, staring out over the lights of the city that had once felt like proof of his success.

“And now I’m the one going around asking for mergers,” he said, quieter now. “Trying to stitch something together just to keep the money coming in.”

Chantelle watched him.

Watched the tension in his shoulders.

Watched the man she had married, the man who had once seemed effortlessly in control, standing rigid against the reflection of London’s skyline.

He wasn’t just angry.

He was afraid.

Afraid of losing:

The apartment
The lifestyle
The image

Afraid of failing her.

She crossed the room slowly, aware of the way the skirt moved with her, how the soft swell of her hips shifted beneath the fabric, how the fitted blouse followed the curve of her chest as she approached him.

“You’re just having to do what’s necessary,” she said gently.

He didn’t respond.

She reached him, resting a hand lightly against his arm.

“You always find a way,” she added.

Her voice was warm now.

Soothing.

The way she knew worked.

She tilted her head slightly, looking up at him, her blue eyes soft, her full lips curving faintly as she let her fingers slide down his sleeve.

“Come to bed,” she murmured.

Not a command.

Not even a suggestion.

An offering.

The kind she knew could quiet the noise in his head when nothing else would.


Chapter Three
The Bedroom

“Ed,” she said softly.

He let out a long, weary breath, his head bowing slightly. That was all the invitation she needed.

Her fingers began to work at the knots in his muscles, her thumbs pressing into the tight cords along his spine. She leaned into him, the firm swell of her 34C breasts pressing against his back through the thin silk of her dress and his shirt. She felt him shudder, a release of breath that wasn’t quite a sigh. This was her language. This was how she soothed him, not with boardroom strategies, but with presence. With the body she maintained so carefully for him, for them, for this life.

“Let’s just go to bed,” he said, his voice rough.

She nodded against his shoulder blade. “Okay.”

In their bedroom, the routine was a quiet, familiar dance. He shrugged out of his jacket, and she unbuttoned her blouse, then the zipper to her skirt. His fingers, usually so sure, fumbled for a second before he unbuckled his belt. Chantelle dropped the blouse and skirt to the floor, revealing the matching lace bra and thong set beneath, the pale cream a contrast against her gym-toned skin. She stepped out of the circle of fabric and turned to face him.

His gaze travelled over her, a look she knew well. It wasn’t the hungry, devouring look of their early days; it was one of appreciation, of possession, of comfort. It said, this, at least, is still mine. She took his hand and placed it on the narrow curve of her waist, her own hands going to the buttons of his shirt.

They undressed each other without hurry. His hands slid to cup her breasts, his thumbs brushing over the large, already stiffened nipples through the lace. A soft gasp escaped her. He leaned down and kissed her, a deep, searching kiss that tasted of expensive whisky and frustration. She met it, her tongue sliding against his, her arms winding around his neck. She could feel the hard line of his erection pressing against her stomach.

They moved to the bed, the cool sheets a shock against her skin. He lay beside her, propped on an elbow, his other hand tracing the lines of her body, the dip of her waist, the soft swell of her hip, the round, heart-shaped curve of her ass as she shifted onto her side to face him. His touch was methodical, almost reverent. This was their liturgy. His fingers hooked into the side of her thong and drew it down her legs. She did the same for his boxers, freeing his hard length, her fingers wrapping around him, giving a few slow, firm strokes that made his breath catch.

He rolled over her, settling between her thighs, his weight a familiar and welcome anchor. She guided him to her entrance, already slick with anticipation. He pushed inside with one steady stroke that filled her, a feeling so known it was like coming home. She wrapped her toned legs around his hips, her heels locking at the small of his back.

He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that was less about frenzy and more about connection. Each thrust was measured, pushing the air from her lungs in soft uh sounds. His face was buried in the crook of her neck, his breath hot against her skin. Her hands roamed over the broad planes of his back, feeling the muscles work.

She arched into him, meeting each push, the friction building a familiar, reliable heat in her core. Her breasts, freed from the bra, pressed against his chest, her nipples hard peaks rubbing against him. The room was quiet save for the sound of their breathing, the soft, wet slide of their bodies joining, and the occasional creak of the bed.

“Chantelle,” he groaned into her ear, his pace increasing slightly. It was the only word he’d said since they began.

“I’m here, Ed,” she whispered back, her voice thick. “I’ve got you.”

Her own pleasure was a steady climb, coiling tighter with every deep, penetrating thrust. She could feel the telltale flutter begin deep inside her, the muscles of her sex clutching around him. He felt it too, his rhythm becoming less controlled, more urgent. His hand slid down between their sweat-slicked bodies, his thumb finding her clit. The direct pressure was expert, practiced. It was all she needed.

The orgasm washed over her not as a crashing wave, but as a warm, spreading tide. It pulsed through her in gentle, rolling contractions, a satisfying release that made her toes curl and her back arch off the mattress. A soft, breathy moan escaped her lips.

Feeling her climax triggered his. With a guttural groan, he drove into her one last time, his body shuddering as he spilled himself inside her. He collapsed onto her, his full weight pressing her into the mattress, his breath coming in ragged gusts against her throat.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, joined, the scent of sex and expensive cologne filling the air. Then, with a final, tender kiss to her collarbone, he rolled off, onto his back beside her.

They lay in the dark, side by side, catching their breath. The city lights painted shifting patterns on the ceiling. The tension was gone from Edward’s body; he was already looking more relaxed, his hand finding hers to give it a squeeze. Mission accomplished, she thought vaguely.

But as the pleasant aftershocks faded from her limbs, a hollow, quiet space opened up inside her. The sex had been good. It was always good. Satisfying. Comfortable. It had done its job. Yet, as she stared at the ceiling, feeling the familiar wetness between her thighs, she wondered…


Chapter Four
The Morning After

Morning light filled the apartment in soft, pale gold, reflecting off the glass and steel of Canary Wharf beyond.

Chantelle stood at the kitchen island in fitted light blue gym shorts and a cropped top, the fabric hugging her slim 5’5 frame, tracing the curve of her round heart-shaped ass and the gentle line of her narrow waist. The toned definition in her legs showed as she shifted her weight from one foot to the other, reaching for the coffee machine. Even this early, she looked polished, the result of routine, discipline, and the quiet pride she took in maintaining the tight, gym-sculpted body that had always drawn attention.

Edward sat at the breakfast bar, scrolling through emails on his phone.

He hadn’t slept well.

She placed his coffee beside him, the movement subtle but fluid, the soft sway of her hips beneath the fitted shorts catching his attention for a moment before he looked back down at the screen.

“Thanks,” he murmured.

Chantelle leaned against the counter, crossing one leg slightly in front of the other, aware of how the position accentuated her narrow waist and the soft fullness of her firm 34C breasts beneath the top.

“You’re quiet,” she said.

Edward exhaled.

“Spoke to James after you left the table,” he replied.

Chantelle looked up, interested.

“James?” she asked.

“One of the CEOs,” Edward said. “He mentioned someone.”

He paused, as if choosing his words carefully.

“An investor.”

Chantelle straightened slightly.

“What kind of investor?”

Edward looked at her now.

“The kind who steps into companies that are… repositioning.”

He hesitated before adding:

“They call him a dragon.”

The word hung between them.

Chantelle felt a small, sharp flicker of curiosity.

“Is that good?” she asked.

Edward gave a short, humourless smile.

“It means he’s always looking,” he said. “Looking for businesses he can invest in. Stabilise. Build back up.”

He wrapped his hand around the coffee cup.

“If we brought someone like that in…” he continued, “we could sell a stake. Get breathing room.”

Chantelle’s gaze softened.

“The money would help,” she said quietly.

Edward nodded.

“It could give us time,” he replied. “Time to rebuild properly.”

Outside, the city moved as it always did, fast, indifferent.

Chantelle reached for her gym bag, the movement tightening the line of her toned figure again, the fitted shorts emphasising the curve she knew was her strongest feature.

“So, what happens now?” she asked.

Edward glanced at his phone again.

“I’m going to contact him today.”

A beat of silence passed.

Hope, fragile but present, settled into the space between them.


Chapter Five
The Gym

The gym was bright, clean, and filled with the soft hum of routine effort.

Chantelle moved between machines with the easy familiarity of someone who came often and expected to be seen. Her fitted gym shorts hugged the curve of her round heart-shaped ass, the fabric tightening as she stepped forward onto the mat, her slim 5’5 frame balanced and controlled as she shifted into another set. The cropped top traced the line of her narrow waist and lifted slightly with each movement, revealing the toned definition she had worked hard to maintain.

This was where she felt most in control.

Her body.

Her image.

Her effort.

Proof that she still deserved the life she had.

By the time she finished, a light sheen of effort sat across her skin, her shapely legs still steady as she wiped down the equipment and moved toward the seating area.

“Chantelle!”

She turned, smiling as two familiar voices called her name.

Lara and Mia.

Both her age.

Both regulars.

Both watching her now with that same mixture of curiosity and admiration she had grown used to.

Chantelle adjusted the strap of her gym bag over her shoulder, the movement subtly accentuating the slim line of her waist and the soft fullness of her chest beneath the fitted top.

“Hey,” she said brightly.

“How was the big dinner last night?” Lara asked.

Chantelle smiled.

“Oh, you know,” she replied lightly. “Just the usual.”

Her tone was casual.

But the meaning was clear.

High-level.

Exclusive.

Important.

Mia tilted her head slightly.

“Must be nice,” she said.

Chantelle shrugged in a way she hoped looked modest but felt quietly triumphant.

Chantelle gave a small smile.

Chantelle gave a small, composed smile. “It’s not just Edward,” she said. “We’ve both worked for it.” Her tone was calm, almost matter-of-fact, as though the truth of it should be obvious. “I’ve put a lot into our life. It doesn’t just happen on its own.” And she believed that completely. The early mornings at the gym, the effort she put into maintaining herself, the way she supported him, the way she presented them as a couple — none of it felt accidental to her. Success wasn’t something she had simply married into. She had shaped herself into someone who belonged inside it.

Enjoyed the reminder that she was no longer just another girl from Chelmsford.

“I mean, it’s stressful for him,” she added. “But he’s dealing with it. Talking mergers. Investors.”

Lara raised an eyebrow.

“Investors?” she asked.

Chantelle nodded.

“There’s someone new,” she said. “A big one. One of those… dragons.”

The word felt satisfying on her tongue.

Important.

She liked the way Mia and Lara exchanged a glance.

“Yes,” she continued, smoothing a hand briefly over her shorts, as if steadying the line of her hips. “Edward’s contacting him today.”

They murmured the right responses.

They listened with interest, their responses warm and appropriately encouraging, their expressions attentive in exactly the way Chantelle expected. There was admiration there, or at least the appearance of it, and she left a few minutes later feeling quietly satisfied with the impression she had made.

Only once she was gone did the tone shift.

Lara leaned slightly closer to Mia, lowering her voice. “She’s unbelievable,” she said.

Mia gave a small, knowing smile. “She married well.”

“Exactly,” Lara replied. “That’s her achievement.”

Their eyes flicked briefly toward the door Chantelle had just walked through.

“She didn’t build anything,” Mia added softly. “She just looked the part.”

Lara nodded after a moment. “Still,” she said, “it worked.”

Chantelle never heard any of it.

She left believing they admired her, believing they saw her as someone who had made it.

And to her, that was all that mattered.


Chapter Six
The Invitation

That evening, the apartment carried a different atmosphere from the night before. The sharp edge of frustration had softened into something more measured, something that felt closer to possibility than pressure.

Chantelle moved easily around the kitchen, the quiet confidence of her movements reflecting the discipline she brought to everything she valued. The fitted black dress she had changed into after the gym followed the slim line of her 5’5 frame, resting neatly at her narrow waist before curving over the gentle swell of her hips and the round heart-shaped ass she always believed was her best feature. The fabric shifted smoothly as she reached across the counter, revealing the toned strength in her legs, the result of hours spent shaping herself into someone who looked as though she belonged in rooms that mattered.

Edward watched her for a moment before speaking.

“I spoke to him today.”

She turned, her blonde hair falling softly over her shoulders, the movement subtle but fluid.

“The investor?” she asked.

Edward nodded, his gaze steady now in a way it had not been the previous night.

“Yes.”

He paused, allowing the weight of it to settle between them before continuing.

“We’re meeting him.”

The words seemed to still the space for a moment.

“When?” she asked.

“This Thursday evening,” he said. “Dinner.”

She leaned lightly against the counter, her posture relaxed but attentive.

“Where?”

“A place in the West End,” he replied. “One of those restaurants where conversations matter more than menus.”

There was something different in his tone now. Not excitement exactly, but a cautious respect.

“What’s he like?” she asked.

Edward drew a slow breath.

“Adrian Blackwood.”

The name carried its own quiet authority.

“He’s very wealthy,” Edward continued. “Involved in a lot of things. He’s helped companies through difficult periods before.”

Chantelle listened carefully, sensing the shift in him as he spoke.

“He doesn’t just invest,” Edward added. “He prefers to be involved.”

“Involved how?” she asked softly.

“He advises,” Edward said. “Supports. Opens doors that most people don’t even know exist.”

He met her gaze then.

“If this works, it won’t just be funding,” he said. “He’ll help me rebuild properly.”

The words settled into the room like a promise.

Chantelle felt something stir within her, not relief yet, but anticipation.

Someone powerful.

Someone connected.

Someone who might steady everything before it slipped too far.

“Sounds like the kind of man people listen to,” she said quietly.

Edward gave a small nod.

“He is.”

For a moment the room was quiet again, the city lights shifting softly against the glass beyond them.

Chantelle considered what he had said, the name still settling into her thoughts, the quiet weight of opportunity it carried.

A meeting in the West End.

With a man whose involvement could reshape everything.

She turned toward Edward then, the movement graceful, the fitted black dress following the slim line of her figure as it curved over her hips and the round heart-shaped ass she took such quiet pride in, her narrow waist accentuated as she rested one hand lightly against the counter.

“I’ll need a new dress for the evening,” she said after a moment.

Her tone was calm, assured.

“Something classy.”


Chapter Seven
The Dress

The steam from the shower hung in the ensuite like a private cloud, softening the edges of the chrome and marble. Chantelle stepped from it, a soft white towel wrapped tightly around her torso, tucking securely above her 34C breasts. The plush pile of the bedroom carpet was warm under her feet. She moved to the centre of the room, pausing before the full-length mirror, its surface still slightly fogged at the edges.

For a long moment, she simply looked at the hazy outline of herself. Then, with a deliberate slowness, she let the towel fall.

It pooled at her feet, a ring of damp cotton on the pale grey wool.

The air, cooler than the shower, raised goosebumps on her skin. She didn’t shiver. She appraised.

This was not vanity. It was inventory. It was calibration.

Her gaze travelled down her own reflection. The slim, gym-toned lines of her body, the product of countless hours on the treadmill, the weight machines, the yoga mat. The firm fullness of her breasts, the large, pale pink areolas and nipples already pebbling slightly in the cool air. Her stomach, flat and narrow, a smooth plane leading down to the soft, feminine swell of her hips. A neat triangle of blonde curls nestled between her toned thighs. She turned slightly, presenting her profile, then turned further, looking over her shoulder.

There. The round, heart-shaped curve of her ass. The feature she worked hardest for. The one that filled out the back of her jeans, that made heads turn as she walked through the lobby. It was perfect. A symbol of discipline. Of belonging.

She turned back, her eyes meeting their own reflection. This is the body for the room, she thought. This is the body that says we haven’t lost a step.

On the vast bed, three evening dresses were laid out with ceremonial care. One was a column of emerald, green silk. Another, a black jumpsuit with a dramatic plunge. The third, the one she kept coming back to, was a gown of deep cobalt blue.

She lifted it now, holding the cool, heavy fabric against her naked body. The neckline plunged in a deep V. She could see the inner slopes of her breasts, full and pale against the dark blue. The back, she knew from the fitting, dipped low, almost to the top of her hips, a daring reveal of spine. The fabric would cling to her narrow waist, skim over the soft swell of her hips, and then fall in a clean line, with a high slit along the left leg. It was elegant. It was a statement. It was exactly right.

The bedroom door opened.

Edward entered, still in his tailored trousers and a crisp white shirt from the office, the sleeves rolled to his elbows. He stopped, his eyes finding her immediately. Nude, composed, a statue of herself in the middle of their room. A familiar, hungry light flickered in his gaze. He’d had a long day; the meeting with Blackwood loomed. She saw the tension in the set of his shoulders, the same tension she’d massaged away just nights before. His instinct was to seek that release again.

He moved toward her without a word, his hands coming up, aiming to cup her bare breasts from behind, to pull her against him, to lose himself in the familiar terrain of her body.

Chantelle’s hand came up, not pushing, but stopping. Her fingers wrapped around his wrist, her touch firm. She didn’t look away from the mirror.

“Not now, Ed.”

His hands stilled. She felt the heat of his skin against hers.

“I have to look exactly right tonight,” she said, her voice calm, low, utterly focused. “Every detail. You’ll have to wait till we get home.”

He let out a short, frustrated breath, his forehead coming to rest between her shoulder blades. His lips brushed her skin. “Chantelle…”

She held her ground. “If you can’t wait,” she continued, her eyes still locked on the reflection of her own unwavering gaze, “then go in the bathroom and deal with yourself.”

A beat of silence. She felt the moment of his decision, the irritation, the need, the reluctant respect for her focus. With a muttered sound that was almost a growl, he withdrew. His warmth left her back. She heard his footsteps retreat, then the click of the ensuite door closing. A moment later, the fan whirred on.

Alone again.

She let out a breath she hadn’t realized she was holding. The encounter had sent a strange, electric current through her. The denial. His frustration. Her control. It was… stimulating.

She laid the gown back on the bed and reached for the delicate underwear she’d selected: a skimpy lace thong, the blue a near-match to the dress. Before putting it on, she turned once more to the mirror. Her own nakedness seemed more potent now. Her hand drifted down, fingers brushing through the soft blonde curls between her thighs. A practical thought surfaced: Should I shave for this evening?

She almost laughed at herself. How foolish. Adrian Blackwood won’t be seeing me naked tonight.

Then, a wicked, unbidden thought followed, hot and sudden: Or Maybe!.

A rush of heat bloomed low in her belly, a distinct, aching pulse. It was unexpected. It wasn’t about Edward, not really. It was about the idea of being seen. Of being evaluated by powerful men in a room where the stakes were high. Of knowing her body, this carefully crafted instrument, was part of the arsenal. The awareness sent a faint, thrilling warmth through her veins, making her nipples draw into even tighter peaks.

Shaking her head slightly, she pushed the feeling down. Focus. She stepped into the thong, drawing the floss-like lace up over her hips, settling it into place. The sensation was minimal, a mere whisper against her skin. Next, she carefully stepped into the gown, gathering the heavy fabric and pulling it up her body. She shimmied it into place, the cool lining whispering over her thighs, her hips, her waist. She reached behind, managing the hidden zipper with a practiced contortion, pulling it up until the dress was sealed against her like a second skin.

She turned to the full-length mirror.

The transformation was complete. The woman who stared back was a vision of controlled power. The deep blue fabric made her eyes look like chips of ice, her blonde hair a brighter gold. The plunging neckline showcased the full, firm mounds of her breasts, the deep cleavage a shadowed promise. The dress clung to every curve, the narrow waist, the soft hip, the round curve of her ass perfectly outlined before the fabric fell away. The high slit revealed a long, toned leg with every slight movement.

She was armour. She was a weapon. She was ready.

The ensuite door opened. Edward emerged, his hair slightly damp, his expression smoother but still edged. He’d taken her suggestion. He stopped, his eyes sweeping over her. This time, the look was different. It was less hungry, more… appreciative. A slow smile touched his lips, the kind he used in boardrooms.

“Christ, Chantelle,” he said, his voice husky. “You look…”

“I know,” she said simply, cutting him off. She turned, presenting the dramatic back of the gown to him, the deep V revealing the long, elegant line of her spine down to the very top of her hips. “Does it work?”

He came closer. She felt his presence at her back, but he didn’t touch the dress. His hand hovered near the exposed skin of her lower back, his fingers almost, but not quite, tracing the dimples at the base of her spine. The almost-touch was more potent than a grab.

“It works,” he murmured, his breath stirring the fine hairs at her nape. “He won’t know what hit him.”

She met his eyes in the mirror, a slow, confident smile gracing her own lips. The anticipatory warmth in her belly hadn’t faded. It had settled, a low, steady burn. The night was about business. But the energy in the room, the charge between them, felt like something else entirely. It felt like a fuse, quietly lit.


Chapter Eight
The Introduction

The restaurant possessed the quiet assurance of a place accustomed to consequence.

Low light settled into dark wood and polished stone, the air carrying the soft murmur of private conversations conducted in measured tones. Nothing was hurried here. Nothing was loud. Influence moved in subtler ways.

Edward felt it as they entered.

The weight of the evening.

The possibility it carried.

Chantelle moved beside him, the cobalt gown flowing over her slim 5’5 frame with liquid precision. The fabric traced the line of her narrow waist before settling over the soft swell of her hips and the round heart-shaped ass she took such careful pride in maintaining. The daring cut of the back revealed the long line of her spine, while the deep neckline framed the firm fullness of her chest. She felt composed within it, as though the dress itself were a form of quiet armour.

A maître d’ guided them toward a secluded table at the rear.

Adrian Blackwood was already standing.

He rose with unhurried ease.

Edward extended his hand.

“Mr Blackwood.”

“Edward,” Adrian replied, taking it in a grip that was steady rather than forceful.

Edward turned.

“And this is my wife, Chantelle.”

Adrian’s gaze moved to her.

Not quickly.

Not with curiosity alone.

But with the composed attention of a man accustomed to evaluating what mattered.

His eyes moved over her once, unhurried, taking in the clean line of the gown where it dipped low at the back, the pale sweep of skin revealed there, the way the fabric framed the fullness of her chest before drawing in at her narrow waist and flowing over the gentle curve of her hips. It was the composed assessment of an older man noticing a young woman who knew exactly how to present herself, the balance of elegance and exposure, of confidence and invitation, before his gaze returned, just as steadily, to her eyes.

Then he took her hand.

He did not rush the gesture.

He held it just long enough for the moment to register.

For her to feel the quiet certainty behind it.

Chantelle became aware, suddenly, of the difference between admiration and authority.

He released her hand and stepped aside.

“We’ll eat first,” he said.

“Then we’ll talk.”



Dinner unfolded at its own deliberate pace.

Courses arrived and disappeared with seamless discretion, each more refined than the last.

Edward tried, gently at first, to steer the conversation toward the purpose of the evening.

Each time, Adrian redirected him with calm assurance.

“After we eat.”

The second time was accompanied by a faint, almost amused smile.

The third time, the smile did not return.

“Edward,” Adrian said quietly, “you have such a beautiful wife and yet you are determined to speak only of business.”

He allowed the observation to settle.

“After the meal.”

The phrasing was courteous.

But it carried the unmistakable tone of instruction.

Edward felt it.

The subtle shift in balance.

The quiet reminder of hierarchy.

Chantelle, however, felt something else.

Adrian’s attention returned to her more than once throughout the evening. Not insistently. Not intrusively. But with a composure that made it impossible to ignore.

It was the attention of someone who noticed without needing to pursue.

She felt its presence as a low warmth she could not quite explain.

Edward noticed too.

And said nothing.



When the meal was finished, Adrian rose.

“If you’ll join me,” he said.

He led them to a private room further within the restaurant.

It was furnished in the manner of a gentleman’s club: deep chairs, subdued lighting, the suggestion that decisions made here would ripple outward long after the evening ended.

They settled with whisky.

Adrian spoke first.

“I can provide the capital you require,” he said evenly.

“And I am inclined to do so.”

His gaze shifted briefly toward Chantelle before returning to Edward.

“But the share required would reflect the level of involvement.”

Edward leaned forward slightly.

“And I remain CEO?”

“Yes,” Adrian replied. “Of a revitalised company.”

He paused.

“It would be myself and a colleague. The investment, and the responsibility, would be shared.”

Edward nodded cautiously.

“I would retain the majority,” he said.

Adrian regarded him calmly.

“You would retain the largest individual share,” he replied.

“But together, my colleague and I would hold fifty-one percent.”

The implication did not need stating.

Edward’s jaw tightened.

“That gives you control.”

“It gives stability,” Adrian said.

Edward shook his head.

“I can’t agree to that.”

Adrian held his gaze for a moment longer than was comfortable.

“Then you will continue alone.”

He stood.

“I have reviewed your figures,” he added quietly. “Perhaps a year.”

A brief silence followed.

“My offer remains open until the end of the month.”

He turned toward the door.

“After that, my attention will move elsewhere.”

And with that, he left them in the stillness of the room.


Chapter Nine
Reflection

The silence in the penthouse was a physical thing, a heavy, expensive quiet that seemed to absorb the distant hum of the city. Edward sat on the edge of their bed, still in his trousers and unbuttoned dress shirt, his head in his hands. The ghost of Adrian Blackwood’s smug, confident smile seemed etched on the back of his eyelids. The deal was everything he needed. And it was a gilded cage.

Chantelle stood before him, still a vision in the cobalt gown, the fabric shimmering under the soft bedroom lights. She looked composed, untouchable, the perfect corporate wife. “It’ll give you everything you want,” she said, her voice calm, logical.

Edward didn’t look up. “Except control.”

“But if you don’t,” she countered gently, moving closer, “you will lose everything.”

The words, so reasonable, so utterly devoid of the visceral terror he felt, landed like a slap. His beautiful young wife, stating this, something she actually knew so little about. It was salt in the wound. His mind raced through the bleak alternatives, the desperate search for another investor, the humiliating slide into irrelevance. Adrian’s money was certainty. With it, he could hire talent, buy the technical genius he lacked. He could have control again. Well, control after Adrian.

He felt the bed dip as she settled onto his lap, her weight familiar and slight. Her gesture wasn’t overtly sexual at first; it was an offer of closeness, a silent apology for the unintentional hurt. Her scent, expensive perfume and her own warm skin, enveloped him. Then, without a word, she reached behind herself, her fingers finding the hidden zipper of the gown. He heard the soft, deliberate rasp as she drew it down a few inches.

The structured fabric loosened. With a slight shift of her shoulders, the gown fell open at the front. The firm, full mounds of her 34C breasts spilled out, pale and perfect in the low light, the large, pink nipples already drawn tight. It was a silent, powerful offering. This is real, her body said. This is yours.

A low groan escaped him. His hands came up almost of their own volition, cupping the heavy, warm weight of her. His thumbs brushed over the stiff peaks, feeling them pucker further under his touch. He leaned in, capturing her mouth in a deep, searching kiss. It was less passion than desperation, a need to connect to something solid, something his. She kissed him back, her tongue sliding against his, her arms winding around his neck.

Her own hand slid down between their bodies, her fingers deftly working the button and zip of his trousers. She reached in, her cool, smooth fingers wrapping around his softness. She squeezed gently, a reassuring pressure, then began to caress him, her touch a slow, familiar rhythm meant to coax him to life. He focused on the feel of her breasts in his hands, the taste of her mouth, the visual feast of her spilling from the gorgeous gown.

But nothing. A cold dread, entirely separate from the business worries, began to uncoil in his gut.

Chantelle felt it too. The lack of response. She broke the kiss, her blue eyes searching his with a flicker of confusion. Without a word, she stood up from his lap, letting the gown fall completely open. She turned, presenting her back to him, and with a graceful shrug, let the heavy blue fabric slide down her arms, over the round, heart-shaped curve of her ass, and pool on the floor at her feet.

She stood before him, gloriously, completely naked. The bedroom air kissed her gym-toned skin. She turned slowly back to face him, letting him see all of her, the narrow waist, the flat plane of her stomach, the soft, feminine swell of her hips, the neat blonde triangle between her toned, shapely thighs. She even turned again, giving a little, deliberate wiggle of her bare ass, the cheeks clenching and releasing. A performance she knew had never failed.

Nothing.

The dread solidified into ice. He saw the moment her confidence wavered, replaced by a sharp, pragmatic concern. She knelt on the plush carpet between his knees, her hands going back to his open trousers. She pushed the fabric down his hips, freeing him completely. His dick lay small and soft against his thigh. A stranger’s body.

Chantelle didn’t hesitate. She leaned forward, her blonde hair falling like a curtain. She took him into her mouth, her lips forming a warm, wet seal around his softness. Her tongue got to work, licking and swirling with practiced expertise, her hand cupping and gently massaging his small balls. She used every technique she knew, every trick that had always made him groan and thicken in seconds. She sucked, her cheeks hollowing, her head bobbing in a slow, determined rhythm.

Still, he remained limp. The only thing hardening was the knot of shame in his chest.

After a long, futile minute, she pulled back. She looked up at him, her lips glistening, her expression now stripped of its earlier softness. It was pure, unvarnished assessment. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

“If this happens when you need the deal,” she said, her voice low and utterly clear, devoid of malice but chilling in its certainty, “you better get it sorted.” She stood up, her naked body a stark, beautiful rebuke. “I need to be fucked.”

With that, she turned and walked, not to the bed, but toward the ensuite bathroom. The door closed behind her with a soft, definitive click.

Edward was alone. The echo of her words hung in the silent, opulent room. I need to be fucked. Not ‘I need you.’ Not ‘we’ll get through this.’ A basic, physical requirement he was currently failing to meet. He stared at his own flaccid dick, a symbol of every failure crashing down on him, the business, his pride, and now, the very bedrock of his marriage. Chantelle was his anchor, his proof of success, the living embodiment of the life he’d built. And she was walking away, unsatisfied.

He dropped his head back into his hands, the pressure behind his eyes building to a painful throb. The city lights twinkled, indifferent, beyond the window. The decision, suddenly, was no longer about boardrooms or share percentages. It was far more primitive. To save everything, the company, the apartment, the life, her; he needed to be the man who could perform. Who could provide. Who could fuck his wife.

And to do that, he needed Adrian Blackwood’s money.


Chapter Ten
The Deal

The following evening unfolded in an unfamiliar quiet.

They sat across from one another at the dining table, the space between them filled more with thought than conversation. The soft clink of cutlery against porcelain seemed louder than usual, each of them focused on their plates, their minds elsewhere.

Edward had arrived home late. They had barely spoken since.

The decision had settled into him during the afternoon, heavy but undeniable.

After almost half an hour, he finally broke the silence.

“I called Adrian.”

Chantelle looked up.

“I told him I’d take the deal.”

For a moment she simply stared at him.

Then the meaning landed.

“Oh my God… really?” she said, her voice brightening instantly. “Ed, that’s amazing. Then we’re… safe.”

Edward watched her carefully as the news settled in.

The bright lift in her voice, the immediate relief that softened her posture, the way her eyes lit with something close to triumph. It was all there, exactly as he had expected.

He almost smiled.

Not because she was wrong.

But because he understood what lay beneath her reaction.

It wasn’t the mechanics of the deal that reassured her.

Not the percentages.

Not the quiet surrender of control.

It was the restoration of certainty.

The preservation of the life she had come to inhabit so completely.

Her world would remain intact.

Her friends would still see success when they looked at her.

The apartment would continue to speak for them.

The narrative would hold.

And in purely practical terms, the outcome was difficult to ignore.

There would be capital from the shares.

Investment into the business itself.

And his own role, outwardly strengthened, would come with a salary that reached into seven figures.

Security.

Stability.

Continuity.

She would have what she needed.

“There’s one more thing,” he said at last.

Chantelle’s expression shifted, curiosity threading through the lingering relief.

“What?”

“Adrian wants you to collect the papers from his office tomorrow evening.”

She paused.

“Me?”

Edward nodded.

“Five-thirty.”

The request seemed to hover between them for a moment.

Unexpected.

Almost intimate in its specificity.

Chantelle did not respond immediately.

She had always existed on the edge of Edward’s professional world, present at dinners, admired at events, but never truly involved in its workings.

Now, without warning, she had been drawn into its centre.

“Why me?” she asked, keeping her tone light.

Edward gave a small shrug.

“I don’t know,” he said. “He liked you.”

A beat passed.

“But just remember,” he added, his voice easy but edged with something firmer beneath it, “he’s still a man. But don’t let him put his paws on you!”

Chantelle nodded.

“Of course.”

Yet as the moment settled, her thoughts drifted, not to the paperwork, but to the man himself.

The composed authority in the way he carried himself.

The measured calm of his voice.

The effortless command that seemed to surround him without effort.

The request did not feel incidental.

It felt considered.

And somewhere beneath her composure, a faint warmth stirred, unfamiliar, difficult to name.

Tomorrow, she would see him alone. And she thought, If that’s what it takes!


Chapter Eleven
Crossing the Line

For the meeting, Chantelle dressed with deliberate care.

The pencil skirt she chose ended mid-thigh, its clean, fitted line hugging her slim 5’5 frame and accentuating the curve of her round heart-shaped ass with quiet precision. The blouse was pale and soft, tailored just closely enough that, in certain light, the suggestion of her lace bra beneath might be glimpsed. It was not overt.

But it was intentional.

She wanted to look polished.

Capable.

Seen.

Adrian’s offices were housed within an elegant old building set just back from the busier stretch of Shaftesbury Avenue. The exterior carried the quiet dignity of age, its stone softened by time rather than diminished by it.

Inside, there was no reception desk.

Only a concierge, who acknowledged her with calm efficiency before directing her upstairs.

Adrian occupied two expansive offices overlooking the city beyond.

The first belonged to his PA.

She was tall, poised, effortlessly elegant, the sort of woman whose presence suggested education and self-possession in equal measure. Her beauty was composed rather than decorative.

Chantelle introduced herself, explaining she was there to see Adrian.

The PA’s expression shifted almost imperceptibly, something knowing flickering across her features before she gave a small, polite smile.

“Of course,” she said. “He’s expecting you.”

Then, as she gathered her things, she added:

“I’m just leaving for the evening.”

The words were neutral.

But the implication lingered.

Chantelle would be alone.

She felt the faintest stir of something, anticipation, perhaps, as she crossed toward the inner office.

Adrian’s space was a study in contrast.

The building’s age remained present in its proportions, its high ceilings and tall windows, but the interior was unmistakably contemporary. Clean lines. Soft tones. Carefully curated simplicity.

Here and there, a single antique piece had been placed with deliberate restraint, less as furniture than as sculpture.

Adrian rose as she entered.

“Chantelle.”

His greeting was smooth, assured.

He stepped forward, guiding her toward a low, white leather sofa set slightly apart from the desk, a space that felt more conversational than transactional.

“Please,” he said.

And waited for her to sit.

Adrian did not begin with the documents.

Instead, he spoke quietly, as though continuing a thought already in motion.

“I had not intended to move so quickly,” he said. “But I find I was… persuaded.”

His gaze rested on her, not in hunger, but in consideration.

“I enjoyed your company the other evening.”

The words were simple.

But their weight was unmistakable.

“And I realised something,” he continued. “If I am to involve myself in your husband’s business, to help shape its return to success, then it is only right that I understand the forces that support him.”

He paused, allowing the implication to settle.

“I will make your husband a very wealthy man,” he said.

As he spoke, his hand moved, resting lightly against her knee.

The contact was neither forceful nor accidental.

It was simply there.

Chantelle looked up at him.

The nearness of him was overwhelming in a way she had not anticipated. His presence filled the space without effort, the quiet assurance of someone accustomed to being desired without needing to pursue.

She recognised the sensation.

The same stirring she had once felt when Edward had first turned his attention toward her.

But this was deeper.

More composed.

More inevitable.

She understood, instinctively, that this was not courtship.

Not romance.

Not the beginning of a life together.

Adrian did not need a wife.

What he offered existed outside such structures.

“Whatever you choose,” he said softly, “will be your choice.”

His hand shifted slightly, resting now just above her knee, where the fabric of her skirt gave way to bare skin.

“You are free to refuse,” he added.

“If you do, nothing changes. The agreement with your husband remains exactly as offered.”

His voice remained even.

“I am not purchasing anything.”

The warmth of his hand lingered.

Chantelle felt it, not merely against her skin, but deeper, an unfamiliar heat beginning to gather within her.

It unsettled her.

And yet it drew her in.

She was aware of his age.

Of the years between them.

And still, the pull was undeniable.

For a fleeting moment, Edward’s warning surfaced in her thoughts.

But don’t let him put his paws on you.

The memory only sharpened her awareness of the contact.

Because in that instant, she realised with startling clarity:

She did not want him to move his hand away.

“You are free to refuse,” he murmured, his gaze dropping to her lips, then slowly, appreciatively, travelling down the length of her body. On him, it felt like a whisper.

Free to refuse. The words hung in the air. The psychological crossing wasn’t a line in the sand; it was a door swinging open before her. She thought of Edward’s desperate, silent failure in their bedroom. Of the hollow, functional intimacy that had become their routine. Of the aching, unsated need she had voiced aloud and then swallowed down.

She did not want him to move his hand away. She did not want this moment to end.

Her choice was silent, but absolute. She took a half-step forward, closing the remaining distance between them. It was a surrender to her own desire, so long dormant it felt terrifying and new.

Adrian’s calm never wavered. He read her decision in the slight parting of her lips, the dilation of her pupils. He cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheekbone, and then his mouth was on hers.

The kiss was not rushed. It was deep, exploring, a masterful claiming that sent a shockwave of pure sensation straight to her core. His tongue slid against hers, tasting her, and a low moan vibrated in her throat. Her hands came up, clutching at the front of his shirt, the fine cotton bunching in her fists.

He broke the kiss, his breathing only slightly altered. “Let me see you,” he said, his voice a rough whisper.

His hands went to the button so her blouse. Then the zip to her skirt, slid it down in one smooth, relentless motion. The fabric loosened. He pushed the blouse from her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. The skirt followed. Her skimpy lace-trimmed bra and tiny lace thong were revealed, pale against her gym-toned skin. He made quick work of the bra clasp. The cups fell away, and her full, firm 34C breasts spilled free, the large pink nipples already pebbled into hard, aching points.

A soft, appreciative sound escaped him. “Beautiful.” His hands came up to cradle their weight, his thumbs brushing over the sensitive peaks, making her gasp. He kissed her again, harder this time, as his fingers hooked into the sides of the thong and drew it down her legs. She stepped out kicking it aside with a small, helpless motion.

And then she was standing completely naked in the centre of his office, the city sprawling below them. The first time she had been bare before any man other than her husband. The air felt different on her skin, charged, dangerous, alive.

Adrian took a step back, his gaze a slow, scorching caress that travelled from the sleek line of her neck, over the proud swell of her breasts, down the narrow plane of her waist, over the soft, feminine curve of her hips, and the round, heart-shaped perfection of her ass. He lingered on the neat blonde triangle between her toned thighs, already glistening with her arousal.

“Now me,” he said, his eyes locking with hers. He undressed with a calm, efficient grace. The shirt was unbuttoned, shrugged off. His chest was lean, powerfully defined, a light dusting of dark hair across his pectorals. He unbuckled his belt, opened his trousers, let them fall. He stood before her in just his black cotton boxers.

Her eyes went instantly, irresistibly, to the thick, heavy bulge straining against the tight fabric. It was a shocking outline, a promise of size that made her mouth go dry. Impossible, she thought, a flush of heat spreading through her. That’s only in…porn.

He hooked his thumbs into the waistband and pushed the boxers down.

Chantelle’s breath left her in a soft whoosh. His cock sprang free, long, thick, and powerfully erect. It was a deep, flushed shade, the broad head already glistening. The sheer, daunting size of it was overwhelming. A primal part of her brain whispered danger, but a deeper, wetter part clenched in desperate, eager anticipation.

Without a word, driven by a need she didn’t fully understand, she sank to her knees on the soft carpet. The thick, masculine scent of him filled her senses. She reached out, her fingers wrapping around the base. Her hand couldn’t close fully around the girth. A shiver of pure desire ran through her.

She leaned forward, her pink tongue darting out to taste the bead of moisture at the tip. Salty, musky, his. She opened her mouth and took him in.

It was a stretch from the very first second. Her lips strained to accommodate his width as she slid her mouth down as far as she could, her tongue swirling along the thick vein underneath. A low groan came from above her. His hands tangled in her blonde hair, not forcing, but guiding, his hips giving tiny, shallow thrusts. She worshipped him with her mouth, sucking, licking, taking him deeper with each bob of her head, lost in the sensation of filling her mouth with this magnificent, forbidden cock.

His dark eyes held hers with an intensity that made her pulse race. Chantelle knelt before him, her big blue eyes gazing up at him as if he were a god. Her full, pink lips stretched and wrapped around the thick, veined length of his black cock, taking him deeper with each slow, deliberate bob of her head. The sight was intoxicating, her cheeks hollowed, her tongue swirling along his shaft, her delicate hands gripping the base of him as she worshipped him with unabashed devotion.

A low groan escaped Adrian’s lips, his fingers tightening in her silky blonde hair. The sensation of her warm, wet mouth working him was almost unbearable, every stroke of her tongue and suction of her lips sending waves of pleasure coursing through him. He could feel her desperation, her eagerness to please, and it only heightened his arousal.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice rough with approval, his hips rocking slightly to meet her rhythm. She moaned around him, the vibration making his cock twitch in her mouth. He pulled her head back gently, his thumb brushing over her swollen lips, smeared with his precum. “Look at me,” he commanded, his tone firm yet soft.

Her eyes, glazed with arousal, locked onto his. There was something raw, almost primal, in the way she looked up at him, submissive yet hungry, willing to give him everything.

“You’re doing so well,” he praised, his thumb tracing her jawline. “But I want more than your mouth now.”

Her breath hitched, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she understood his meaning. Slowly, she rose to her feet, her body trembling with anticipation. Adrian’s gaze burned into her, his hand cupping her cheek as he leaned in to capture her lips in a searing kiss. The taste of himself on her tongue was intoxicating, fuelling his desire even further.

He broke the kiss, his voice a low, possessive growl. “Turn around.”

He turned her, guiding her toward the massive desk. “Bend over.”

The cool, polished wood met her stomach and breasts. He positioned her, his hands running over the lush curves of her ass, kneading the firm, round flesh. Then, without warning, his palm came down in a sharp, stinging slap.

Smack!

The sound was loud in the quiet room. A jolt of pure, electric shock, not pain, but intense, awakening sensation, bloomed across her cheek. He did it again, and again, alternating sides, until her entire backside was glowing a hot, warm pink, the skin tingling and hypersensitive.

She was panting, her wetness now a slick, aching flood between her thighs. She felt the blunt, broad head of his cock press against her soaked folds. He didn’t enter her. He ran the massive head up and down her slit, coating himself in her juices, teasing her swollen clit with each pass. The sensation was maddening.

“Please…” she begged, the word torn from her.

“What?” His voice was a dark velvet whisper behind her. “Tell me what you want, slut.”

The crude word, delivered in that calm, commanding tone, shattered her last pretence. “Please….. fuck me,” she gasped, pushing her hips back in shameless invitation.

With one powerful, relentless thrust, he buried himself inside her.

Chantelle cried out, a raw, guttural sound. The feeling of being stretched, filled beyond anything she had ever known, was overwhelming. It was a delicious, burning fullness that touched places deep inside her she didn’t know existed. He didn’t move for a long moment, letting her adjust, letting her feel every impossible inch of him lodged within her trembling body.

Then he began to move.

His pace was controlled, deep, each withdrawal almost complete before he drove back into her with a force that rocked her entire body forward on the desk. The slap of his hips against her glowing ass was a rhythmic, carnal counterpoint to their ragged breathing. One of his hands gripped her hip, the other tangled in her hair, holding her in place as he took her.

The stretch was constant, exquisite. Each thrust rubbed his thick length against her inner walls, igniting sparks of pleasure so intense they bordered on pain. She felt her own orgasm building not as a slow climb, but as a sudden, terrifying precipice. The unfamiliar size, the dominance of his possession, the sheer taboo of it all coalesced into a white-hot coil in her belly.

The difference was staggering. The difference. Between her husband and Adrian, it wasn’t just physical, it was fundamental. Edward had always treated her with reverence, his touch gentle, his movements careful, as though she were something fragile, something sacred. Their sex had been mutual, balanced, both giving, both taking. But Adrian? Adrian took. He commanded. He dominated. There was no negotiation, no hesitation. He was in charge, and she had surrendered completely, willingly, to his control.

And then there was the physical contrast. Edward’s dick, slender, average, familiar, paled in comparison to Adrian’s. Adrian’s was thick, long, and heavy, a weighty, veined presence that had stretched her beyond anything she’d ever known. It wasn’t just the size, though that alone had left her breathless. It was the way he wielded it, with confidence, with purpose, as though it were an extension of his will. Every thrust had been deliberate, every stroke designed to claim her, to remind her of his dominance.

Edward had worshipped her body, but Adrian possessed it. The way Adrian had handled her, bending her over the desk, delivering those stinging slaps, forcing her to beg, had awakened something primal in her. It was raw, unapologetic, and it had left her trembling in ways she hadn’t thought possible.

“Adrian… I’m… I’m going to…” she choked out.

“Come for me,” he commanded, his thrusts becoming harder, faster, pounding into her with a potency that stole her breath.

The orgasm detonated. It was not the warm, spreading tide she was used to. It was a violent, convulsive quake that ripped through her, making her scream into the polished wood. Her inner muscles clenched and fluttered around his massive cock in frantic, helpless pulses.

Feeling her climax, his control finally snapped. With a hoarse shout, he drove into her one last, deep time, his body shuddering violently as he spilled himself inside her. She felt the hot, thick pulses of his release, a shocking, abundant flood that seemed to go on and on, filling the incredible stretch he had created.

He collapsed over her, his weight pressing her into the desk, his breath hot against her neck. They stayed like that for long minutes, joined, the only sound their gradually slowing breaths and the distant hum of the city.

Slowly, he withdrew. The sensation of emptiness was profound, almost shocking. She felt his seed immediately begin to seep out of her, a warm, slick trickle down her inner thigh.

Wordlessly, he helped her stand. Her legs were weak, trembling beneath her, the aftermath of his possession still echoing through her body. He picked up and handed her clothes, his touch unexpectedly gentle now, almost reverent. She dressed with clumsy fingers, the fabric clinging to her damp skin. She felt exposed, bare beneath the skirt, and the sensation was both thrilling and nerve-wracking. 

Adrian knelt down, his movements deliberate, and picked up the slither of lace that was her thong. His fingers lingered for a moment, tracing the delicate fabric, before he slid it into the drawer of his desk. The gesture was possessive, a silent reminder that her submission to him would linger even after she left this room. 

She could feel the thick, fertile evidence of him oozing from her well-used, thoroughly stretched pussy, her inner thighs slick with their combined fluids. The sensation was raw, intimate, and impossible to ignore. As she smoothed the skirt over her trembling body, she knew she would return home bare, the absence of fabric beneath her skirt a secret testament to what had transpired in this room. Adrian’s gaze never left her, dark and knowing, as if silently claiming her even as she prepared to walk away.

He watched her, his expression unreadable. “The documents are signed,” he said, his voice back to its calm, businesslike tone as he nodded to the folder on the desk. “The transfer will begin when they are returned with your husband’s signature.”

She picked up the folder, clutching it. She couldn’t meet his eyes. “Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me,” he said softly. “It was a mutually satisfactory arrangement.”


Chapter Twelve
The Unseen Partner

The following evening unfolded in a quieter rhythm.

Dinner sat between them, half-finished, the conversation moving more slowly than usual.

Edward spoke first.

“I’ve signed the documents.”

Chantelle looked up.

“And?”

“He wants you to take them to his house tomorrow morning,” he said. “Saturday.”

The words lingered.

“So, the deal’s done?” she asked. “It’s a good one?”

Edward nodded, though not without hesitation.

“Yes.”

She paused before asking:

“And the other investor?”

Edward exhaled lightly.

“I don’t know who he is.”

Her brow tightened.

“You agreed without knowing?”

“He’s investing through an offshore structure,” Edward explained. “He remains anonymous for now.”

Chantelle considered this.

“That doesn’t worry you?”

“It did,” Edward admitted. “But Adrian assured me everything is in order. Apparently, this investor knows the sector well, someone with experience, insight.”

He glanced down at his plate.

“He may already be involved somewhere else and wants to stay unseen until the timing is right.”

Chantelle nodded slowly.

“That could be good.”

“If it’s true,” Edward said. “Yes.”

Silence followed for a moment.

Chantelle’s thoughts drifted, not to the unknown partner, but to Adrian himself.

To the evening in his office.

To the quiet certainty in his presence. The best sex she had ever had. Chosen it.

And now, whether she admitted it aloud or not, she knew that choice had shaped the outcome.

“But once he has the documents,” she asked softly, “the deal goes through?”

Edward met her gaze.

“Yes,” he said. “Everything stabilises.”

A small pause.

“Our lifestyle stays exactly as it is.”

There was something in his voice now.

Light.

Almost casual.

But edged.

Chantelle heard it.

The implication beneath the words, that this mattered to her more than anything else.

It stung.

A small, sharp cut she hadn’t expected.

And in its wake, something colder settled inside her.

Very well, she thought.

She would take the documents.

She would return to Adrian.

Yes, I’ll take the documents and I’ll let him fuck me again with his huge black cock. She felt she had the upper hand over her husband now.

The awareness came quietly, but unmistakably:

For the first time, she was not simply reacting to Edward’s decisions.

She was shaping the outcome herself.

And in that thought, she sensed, with a calm she did not question, that the balance between them had shifted.


Chapter Thirteen
The House

Morning arrived with a quiet sense of purpose.

They rose without needing to discuss the day ahead. Chantelle moved through the apartment with practised ease, preparing breakfast while Edward read through emails he had already reviewed twice before. There was little conversation.

Afterwards, she returned to the bedroom.

Her shower was quick but deliberate, the ritual of preparation calming in its familiarity. When she dressed, she chose something light; a short summer dress that followed the slim line of her 5’5 frame and rested easily against the curve of her round heart-shaped ass. It was effortless, but intentional. Beneath it, she wore only the skimpiest little thong. And no bra.

They rarely used the Jaguar.

In a city that ran on buses and the tube, it usually remained untouched in the underground garage. Chantelle was not a confident driver, especially through London’s unpredictable traffic, but Sutton was manageable.

As she drove south, the city slowly softened.

Glass and steel gave way to wider roads, quieter streets.

She found herself wondering whether she might meet Adrian’s family.

A wife.

Children.

Perhaps even grandchildren.

The thought felt oddly grounding.

The gated entrance to the community appeared without fanfare. A discreet camera, a silent gate.

She buzzed.

Moments later, it opened.

The road within curved gently, lined with tall trees and hidden driveways. The houses themselves remained almost entirely unseen, shielded by space and foliage.

Adrian’s lay at the far end.

Another gate.

Another quiet approval.

She parked and approached the entrance, the scale of the front door framed by stone pillars that suggested permanence rather than display.

It was opened by a woman whose composed efficiency suggested long familiarity with the household.

Without unnecessary words, she led Chantelle through the house toward the rear, where Adrian’s private office was situated.

The room echoed the aesthetic of his London space.

Modern restraint.

Interrupted only by carefully chosen antique pieces that seemed placed less for function than for presence.

Adrian dismissed the maid with a brief instruction that they were not to be disturbed.

Then he turned back to Chantelle.

For a moment, he said nothing.

“Let me look at you,” he said finally.

The request was gentle.

Not a command.

She turned slowly, offering the movement with an ease that surprised even herself.

She was aware of his attention, measured, appreciative.

“Perfect,” he said.

And she felt, once again, the quiet warmth that came with being seen.

Chantelle glanced toward the wide windows that looked out over the garden beyond.

“Your wife… she’s not at home?” she asked. “And your children?”

Adrian gave a light, easy laugh.

“All grown,” he said. “Living their own lives now.”

A small pause.

“My wife is in New York this week. Visiting family.”

The information landed without weight.

Chantelle stepped forward and placed the signed documents into his hand.

He accepted them without ceremony.

Without even glancing down, he set them aside on the desk.

“The funds will be transferred to your husband’s account before the end of the week,” he said calmly.

The certainty in his voice made the outcome feel already decided.

Then he moved closer.

Not abruptly.

Not with urgency.

Simply stepping into her space until the distance between them dissolved.

His hand rose, large and steady, gently cupping her chin.

He tilted her face upward.

Chantelle did not step back. She didn’t breathe.

This was the crossing. Not obligation. Choice.

He leaned down, and his mouth met hers.

The kiss was soft at first, a whisper of contact that sent a shock of pure sensation straight to her core. It deepened slowly, his lips moving over hers with a possessive tenderness that was somehow more devastating than the raw hunger in his office. His tongue traced the seam of her lips, and she opened for him with a soft sigh, surrendering to the slick, exploring heat. One of his hands slid into her blonde hair, cradling the back of her head, while the other settled on the dip of her waist, his thumb stroking the thin cotton of her light summer dress.

When he broke the kiss, his breath was warm against her cheek. “Strip,” he commanded, his voice low but utterly firm. “I want to see that perfect body. I want to see that round ass.”

A flush of heat bloomed across her chest. There was no hesitation in her now, only a thrilling, liquid surrender. Her fingers went to the tiny buttons at the front of her dress. She worked them slowly, letting him watch, her eyes downcast. She shrugged the thin straps from her shoulders and let the dress slither down her body, pooling at her feet on the antique rug. She stood before him in just a sliver of ivory lace, her thong. She wore no bra. The cool air pebbled her large nipples into hard, aching points against the full, firm swells of her 34C breasts.

Adrian’s gaze was a physical caress, travelling over her slender frame, the narrow waist, the soft swell of her hips, and down the long, toned lines of her legs. It lingered on the round, heart-shaped curve of her ass, barely contained by the lace.

“You’re such a naughty tease,” he murmured, a dark smile playing on his lips. In one swift movement, he grabbed her wrist and pulled her towards a deep, leather armchair. He sat, his legs spread and guided her over his lap. She went easily, her body draping across his hard thighs, her ass presented high in the air. The position was utterly submissive, exposing her completely.

His big, warm hands settled on her bare cheeks, kneading the firm flesh. “Perfect,” he breathed, his voice thick with appreciation. “Perfect for a good, hard spanking.”

She loved the feel of his hands on her. The attention he paid to her sculpted rear, the way his fingers traced the sensitive crease where cheek met thigh. She could also feel the hard, thick ridge of his erection pressing insistently against her toned stomach through his trousers. The dual sensation, the promise of punishment and the evidence of his arousal, made her wetness seep into the lace of her thong.

The moment she felt his hands on her, she knew this was different from anything she’d experienced before. Her husband’s touch had always been gentle, almost tentative, as if he were afraid to claim her fully. But Adrian’s touch was possessive, demanding, as though her body was his to sculpt, to own. There was no softness here, no hesitation, only raw, primal dominance. She felt it in his grip, in his voice, in the way he looked at her, like she was his slut. And God help her, she liked it. She liked the game, the dynamic of power and submission.

She liked the size of his hands, how they engulfed her, how they marked her with heat and force. She liked how strong he was, how effortlessly he could hold her in place, how his power made her feel small, fragile, and yet utterly safe. She liked the feel of his thick, hard cock pressing against her stomach, the undeniable proof of his arousal, his need for her. It thrilled her, this undeniable connection, this electric charge that crackled between them. She wasn’t just a woman in his arms, she was his, and that truth burned brighter than any pleasure she’d ever known.

She craved more of it, more of him. She wanted to feel his hands everywhere, to be marked by his strength, to hear his voice commanding her, praising her, punishing her. She wanted to be his plaything, his possession, his prize. His dominance was intoxicating, and she was drunk on it, willing to surrender completely, to let him take her where he pleased. This was no ordinary encounter, this was his game, and she was all in.

Then his hand lifted, and the first smack landed.

Crack!

The sound was startlingly loud in the quiet room. A sharp, stinging heat blossomed across her right cheek. Before she could process it, his hand came down on the other side.

Crack!

He was not gentle. His large palm covered almost an entire ass cheek, the impact reverberating deep into her muscle, leaving an immediate, burning handprint. He set a relentless rhythm, alternating sides, each smack harder than the last. The sting built into a deep, throbbing heat that spread across her entire backside. Soon she was wriggling, her hips twisting instinctively to avoid the blows, a soft gasp escaping her with each impact.

He was too strong. His arm was an iron bar, holding her in place. “Please, Adrian,” she whimpered, the words forced out between smacks. “It hurts.”

“Naughty little slut,” he growled, not pausing. “You love it. Your pussy is dripping all over my lap.” He punctuated the statement with three rapid, brutal smacks in the same spot, making her cry out. “Now, up.”

He helped her stand, her legs shaky. Her ass was on fire, a uniform, glowing red that pulsed with her heartbeat. “Stand in front of the desk,” he ordered, his voice calm again. “Let me admire my handiwork.”

She obeyed, walking on unsteady legs to stand before the large desk, facing the windows that looked out onto a private garden. She felt profoundly exposed, her reddened ass on full display for him. She heard the rustle of clothing behind her, the soft thump of his sweater hitting the floor, the whisper of a zipper.

Then, the sound of a phone camera shutter.

Click. Click. Click.

He was taking pictures. The realization sent a fresh jolt of shame and arousal through her. He was documenting her submission, her marked flesh. She heard him move closer, the rustle of fabric as he presumably stepped out of his trousers and boxers. Then she felt him behind her, his naked body not quite touching hers, but the heat of him was a brand.

“Look at you,” he whispered, his breath hot on her shoulder. His hands returned to her ass, his fingers tracing the outlines of the red handprints, gently squeezing the heated flesh. “Beautiful.”

He spun her around to face him. He was fully naked now, and her breath caught. He was all lean, powerful muscle, and his cock stood out thick and long, curving slightly upwards, the broad head flushed a deep, purplish red. It was an intimidating, magnificent sight.

“Come here,” he said, his tone leaving no room for anything but obedience. “Kneel.”

She sank to her knees on the soft rug, the position making her reddened ass ache wonderfully. She was level with his erection, its musky, masculine scent filling her nostrils. It was only her admiration for this powerful, successful, devastatingly attractive older man that made her ignore his crude command. The thrill of submitting to him was its own potent aphrodisiac.

“Suck me, slut.”

She leaned forward, her pink tongue darting out to lick a slow, wet stripe from the heavy base all the way up the throbbing vein to the broad, leaking tip. She tasted his salt. A low groan rumbled in his chest. She opened her mouth wide, taking as much of the thick head as she could, her lips stretching painfully around the girth. She sucked hard, her tongue swirling around the sensitive corona, her hand coming up to stroke the length she couldn’t take.

He was right. She did love it. The sting in her ass, the taste of him on her tongue, the sheer, overwhelming presence of him. She worshipped his thick, hard cock, her mouth working in a rhythm of adoration, her tongue swirling around the broad head before plunging down the shaft. Her fingers gently cradled his heavy, round balls, feeling them tighten with his building pleasure. She looked up, her big blue eyes wide and submissive, her full, sexy lips stretched obscenely around his girth.

He looked down at her, his dark eyes hooded with lust. “You love my big black cock, don’t you, slut?” His voice was a low, possessive growl.

She couldn’t speak, couldn’t do anything but moan around him in affirmation, the vibration making his hips jerk. She felt him throb, the pulse of his impending release against her tongue. Just as she thought he might come, his hands were in her hair, pulling her off with a wet pop.

“Enough,” he rasped, his breathing ragged.

In one fluid, powerful motion, he lifted her from her knees. She gasped as her feet left the rug, her body weightless in his hands. He turned her, just like he had in his London office, and bent her over the huge, polished walnut desk. The cold, hard wood met her upper body, her firm full breasts squashed down against it.

Smack! Smack! Smack!

His palm came down on her already-tender flesh three more times, each impact a sharp, bright burst of pain that melted instantly into a deep, radiating heat. She cried out, her fingers scrambling against the smooth wood.

“Spread for me,” he commanded, his voice rough. When she didn’t move her legs fast enough, he used his foot, nudging her ankles further apart until she was fully exposed. The cool air of the study whispered over her wet, slick folds. She was drenched, her arousal coating her inner thighs.

She felt the broad, blunt head of his cock nudge against her entrance. He didn’t enter her. Instead, he slid the bulbous tip up and down her soaked slit, gathering her wetness, teasing her swollen clit with each pass. The sensation was maddening. A desperate, keening sound escaped her throat.

“Tell me, slut,” he demanded, his voice a dark whisper. “What do you want?”

“Oh, fuck, Adrian, please,” she begged, her voice breaking. “Please fuck me. I need it. I need you to fuck me.”

He granted her wish.

One hard, deep, perfect thrust.

Her mouth fell open in a silent scream. The stretch, the fullness, it was overwhelming. He was so big, so deep, filling a space inside her she hadn’t known was empty. The sensation was so intense, so complete, that her vision whited out at the edges. She practically came on the spot, a sharp, convulsive clench of her inner muscles around his invading thickness.

He didn’t pause. He began to fuck her in earnest, his hips pistoning against her reddened ass with a hard, relentless rhythm. Each drive buried him to the hilt, the slap of skin on skin echoing in the book-lined room. The desk rocked slightly with their force. Her world narrowed to the brutal, glorious sensations: the incredible stretch and fullness of his big cock, the delicious rub of his pelvis against her hard, needy little clit with every thrust, the rough scrape of her sensitive nipples across the cold, unyielding wood.

Pleasure coiled tight in her core, a spring wound to breaking. She was babbling, nonsense words and pleas, her fingers clawing at the desk. The orgasm built, inevitable and vast, and then it crashed over her. She came with a shattered cry, her body convulsing around him, her inner walls fluttering and gripping him in rhythmic waves. It was deep, total, wracking.

But he didn’t stop.

He kept fucking her, his pace unbroken, as the aftershocks of her climax still trembled through her. He was relentless, driving her up again, her sensitivity making every thrust a new, shocking pleasure-pain. She lost all awareness of anything but the feeling. She was just a body being used, claimed, pleasured beyond reason.

Then she felt it.

The pad of his thumb, slick with her own juices, pressing firmly against the tight, forbidden pucker of her anus.

Nooo! Her mind screamed a silent protest. No one had ever even touched her there. It was private, untouched, a line never crossed. Panic flared, hot and bright.

But her body was betraying her. She was already hurtling toward another peak, her nerves alight, her cunt gripping him desperately. And as his thumb pushed in, just the first knuckle, a shocking, invasive pressure in that most intimate place, her mind short-circuited. It couldn’t compute the violation and the blinding pleasure.

The dual sensations, the deep, pounding fullness in her cunt and the insistent, stretching pressure at her rear, tipped her over the edge.

Adrian grunted, a low, feral sound, and drove his thumb in deeper at the same moment he slammed his cock into her to the root.

She came again. Harder. A raw, screaming orgasm that tore through her with violent force. Her back arched, her toes curled, and she felt him pulse inside her, his own release jetting deep into her womb in hot, spurting waves. He held her there, impaled on both his cock and his thumb, as she shook and sobbed through the endless, devastating climax.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing and the wet, intimate sounds of their joined bodies.

As he came down, he kept a firm grip on her full, round hips. Slowly, he pulled his softening cock out of her well-used pussy with a loud, wet squelch. Then, with a possessiveness that made her shiver, he pulled her ass cheeks wide apart.

She knew what he was doing. He was looking. Getting the delicious, degrading view of his fat, spent cock having stretched her pink little hole, and now the proof of his possession, his spunk, white and thick, already beginning to stream out of her, running in rivulets down the inside of her trembling thighs.


Chapter Fourteen
His Slut

“On your knees. Clean me.”

His command was absolute, leaving no room for thought, only obedience. Chantelle peeled herself off the cold, hard surface of the desk, her skin slick with a sheen of sweat that made her full, firm breasts stick to the wood for a heartbreaking second before separating. She slid down, her toned legs trembling as she lowered herself to the plush rug, settling between his spread feet.

He stood over her, still magnificently naked, his softening cock glistening with the mixed evidence of their sex, her juices, his release. The musky, intimate scent filled her nostrils. She leaned forward, her pink tongue darting out to lick a slow, tentative stripe from the heavy base upwards. The taste was salty, primal, hers and his. She took the soft, thick length into her mouth, sucking gently, her lips forming a tight seal as she cleaned him with a reverence that felt instinctual. Her tongue swirled around the head, collecting every drop, her soft slurps the only sound in the quiet study.

She was shocked when she felt him stir against her tongue.

A faint, thickening pulse. Then another. The flesh in her mouth began to swell, to harden, filling out with a speed that seemed impossible. This man was in his fifties. Her Edward, in his prime, needed time, recovery. But Adrian… Adrian was growing rigid again in moments, the blood rushing back with a relentless urgency that made her core clench in answering awe. His cock surged back to its full, intimidating size, stretching her lips wide once more until she was gagging gently on the renewed girth.

He pulled himself from her mouth with a wet pop. “Now I’ll take your virgin little arse,” he stated, his voice calm, as if announcing the next item on a agenda.

A bolt of pure fear shot through her, cold and sharp. “Please, Adrian,” she begged, her voice small. “I’ve never… I’ve never done that. And your cock is huge.”

He looked down at her, his dark eyes unyielding. “I’ll go slow. I’ll be gentle. Now, back over the desk, slut.”

The command brooked no argument. A strange calm settled over her. She did worship him. His power, his certainty, the way he made her feel utterly seen and utterly claimed. She would do this. She would give him this last untouched part of herself. Slowly, she rose on shaky legs and moved back to the desk, assuming the position. She bent forward, resting her forearms on the smooth walnut, presenting the round, heart-shaped curves of her ass to him. The reddened, spanked flesh glowed in the dim light.

She heard the soft snick of a drawer opening. The sound of a cap being twisted. Lube. The practical consideration sent another thrill through her, he was preparing her, taking care.

Then his big, warm hands were on her, not on her sore cheeks, but lower, gripping the very undercurve of her bottom. His thumbs hooked into the crease of her thighs and pressed, spreading her wide. She gasped at the exposure, the cool air whispering over parts of her that had never felt it before. She felt profoundly open, vulnerable in a way that made her pulse hammer in her ears.

She felt the cool, slick drizzle of lubricant over her most private pucker. The sensation was shocking, intimate beyond anything she’d known. His thumb, slick and warm, smeared it in slow, circular motions around the tight, crinkled star. The pressure was insistent, not penetrating, just massaging, waking up nerves she didn’t know she had. A low, involuntary moan escaped her. It wasn’t pleasure, not yet, it was the sheer, overwhelming intimacy of it.

His voice cut through her haze, low and possessive. “I’ve just bought your husband. And now I will own all of your pretty little sex holes.”

The words landed like physical blows. Bought your husband? Her mind, still a shaky, oversensitive mess from the two devastating orgasms he’d just wrung from her, tried to latch onto the meaning. A cold dread pooled in her stomach. But before the thought could cohere, his slick thumb was replaced by the blunt, insistent pressure of two thick fingers.

They pressed against her tight ring of muscle.

“Oh! God!” she cried out, her back arching. The stretch was immediate, intense, a burning, foreign pressure that her body fought instinctively. He worked them slowly, patiently, the lube easing the way, but the sensation of being opened there, invaded there, was overwhelming. Her mind short-circuited. The question about Edward was swallowed by the raw, physical reality of his fingers sinking deeper into her tight anal channel, stretching her in a way that was equal parts pain and shocking, taboo fullness.

He scissored them gently, and she whimpered, her fingers clawing at the desk. “Relax, my slut,” he murmured, his voice a dark caress. “You will take it.” He withdrew his fingers, leaving her feeling oddly empty and stretched.

Then she felt it.

The broad, slick, bulbous head of his enormous erection nudging against that same impossibly tight entrance. The difference in size was terrifying. Her whole body went rigid.

“Push back,” he commanded, his hands firm on her hips.

Tears pricked her eyes. She obeyed, trembling, pushing her hips back a fraction. The pressure increased, a dull, insistent ache that promised to become a burn. There was no give. None. It felt like trying to fit a fist through a wedding ring.

“Relax,” he said again, his tone leaving no room for panic. He held the pressure steady, not forcing, just maintaining that impossible, stretching tension at her threshold.

Chantelle focused everything on relaxing. She forced her breaths to deepen, willed the clenched muscles in her back, her thighs, her there, to unclench. She thought of the submission, the worship, the sheer rightness of belonging to him. She focused on the feel of his big hands holding her, on the low, approving sound he made in his throat.

And then, a miracle.

A sudden, shocking yield.

The tight ring of muscle, stretched and lubricated, gave way all at once with a soft, internal pop.

The broad head of his cock surged into her, burying itself in the first inch of her virgin anal passage.

“Fuck!” she screamed, the word tearing from her throat. The sensation was blinding. A searing, burning stretch that consumed every thought. It was pain, sharp and bright, but underneath it was a shocking, deep, fullness that was unlike anything. It was pressure in a place never designed for it, a claiming so complete it felt like he was spearing her very soul.

He held still, buried just past the head, letting her adjust. “Breathe, Chantelle,” he said, his voice strained with his own control. “Just breathe. The worst is over. You’re taking me so well.”

She sobbed, tears now streaming down her face, her body trembling violently around the invasive, incredible thickness lodged in her rear. The burn was intense, a line of fire inside her. But he was in. He was in. And she was, against all reason, still his.

She had fucked this man. Given herself to him. Cheated on her husband. Now he was taking her anal virginity. It felt so lewd, so illicit. She was giving something she had never given before, something sacred, something that wasn’t even Edward’s. The connection was deep, primal, and undeniable. Her body trembled with the weight of what she was doing, betraying her husband, surrendering herself completely to Adrian.

She clung to the desk, her knuckles white, her breath hitching as she tried to steady herself. The stretch was unbearable, yet it was also inevitable. She had crossed a line, and there was no turning back. Adrian’s cock was buried inside her, claiming her in a way that was both terrifying and exhilarating. She felt owned, possessed, utterly his.

Her mind reeled with the realization of what she was doing. She had given her body to another man, let him defile her, let him take her in ways she had never imagined. And now, she was letting him take her ass, a place she had always guarded, always kept pure. It was the ultimate surrender, the ultimate submission.

She could feel him inside her, his thick cock stretching her, filling her, marking her. She could feel the heat of his body against hers, the strength of his hands gripping her hips, holding her in place. She could feel the weight of his gaze on her, the intensity of his desire, the certainty of his possession.

She was his slut, his whore, his property. And she was okay with that. More than okay. She wanted it. She needed it. She craved it. The connection was deeper than sex, deeper than love, deeper than anything she had ever known. It was raw, primal, unbreakable.

She moaned softly, her body trembling with the intensity of the sensation. The pain was fading, replaced by a deep, aching fullness that was both strange and intoxicating. She felt complete, whole, claimed. And she knew, without a doubt, that she would never be the same again.


Chapter Fifteen
The Line Crossed

He held himself there, buried just past the head in that impossibly tight, clenching heat. Chantelle’s breath came in ragged, sobbing gasps, her body trembling violently around the invasive thickness. The burn was a bright, searing line inside her, a pain so sharp it felt like a brand. But beneath it, already, a strange, deep fullness began to register. A claiming.

“Breathe through it, my slut,” Adrian murmured, his voice a low, controlled rumble. His big hands smoothed over the reddened, glowing curves of her ass, a possessive, soothing gesture. “You’re taking me so well. Just breathe.”

She tried. She focused on the feel of his hands, on the solidity of the desk beneath her forearms, on the cool air of the study against her flushed skin. She forced air into her lungs, willed the frantic clenching of her inner muscles to ease. Millimetre by agonizing millimetre, he began to push deeper.

It was the slowest, most deliberate invasion she could imagine. The stretch was relentless, a gradual, burning expansion of a passage never meant for this. She felt every ridge of his thick cock, every pulse of his heartbeat within it, as he sank deeper into her bowels. A low, guttural moan was torn from her throat, a sound of pain and awe. Her knuckles were white where she gripped the desk’s edge.

“That’s it,” he encouraged, his tone dark with approval. “Give it to me. All of it.”

The burning stretch began to shift, subtly, as the head of his cock passed the tightest ring of muscle. The searing pain didn’t vanish, but it muted, transforming into a profound, aching fullness. It was a lewd, shocking sensation, this deep internal penetration. She felt stuffed, packed to capacity in a way that made her cunt, hanging empty and slick below, clench in sympathetic need. He was in a place Edward had never even touched. The illicit thrill of that thought cut through the discomfort like a knife.

He paused again, now halfway buried. “Good girl,” he breathed. Then his hand came down on her right ass cheek.

Smack!

The sharp sting was a bright counterpoint to the deep, stretching ache inside. She jolted, a surprised cry escaping her. The impact seemed to reverberate through her core, mixing the sensations until they were indistinguishable, pain and fullness, punishment and possession. He gave her left cheek an identical, hard slap.

Smack!

“Oh, God,” she whimpered, the tears on her cheeks now from overwhelm, not just pain.

“Such a naughty, perfect round arse,” he growled, and resumed his slow, inexorable push.

The final inches were the most intense. The feeling of being opened so completely was overwhelming. Her anal passage stretched and burned around the thick intrusion, but the fullness was becoming something else, a tantalizing friction, a deep, internal massage of nerves she never knew she had. When his hips finally met the full, round curves of her backside, a shocked gasp punched from her lungs. He was buried to the root. Balls deep. The heavy, hot weight of his testicles rested against her swollen, dripping pussy lips.

He held still, letting her absorb the reality of it. She was utterly impaled, speared in her most private place. The stretch was immense, a constant, burning pressure. But the fullness… the fullness was everything.

Then he moved.

A slow, deliberate withdrawal, dragging his thick length through the clenching, sensitive channel. The friction was exquisite, a rough, intimate caress that made her toes curl. He pushed back in, just as slowly, burying himself again with a soft, wet sound.

“Fuck,” she breathed, the word a prayer.

He began to fuck her in earnest. A slow, deep, rhythmic pistoning of his hips. Each outward drag was a sweet, torturous pull on her stretched ring. Each inward thrust was a claiming, a reassertion of that incredible fullness. The burn had subsided entirely now, replaced by a building, coiling heat that started deep in her bowels and spiralled outwards.

His big, round balls slapped against her pussy and her exposed, throbbing clit with every deep drive. The dual stimulation, the deep, internal friction and the rhythmic, percussive tap against her most sensitive nub, sent sparks of pure pleasure shooting through her nervous system. Her large, diamond-hard nipples scraped back and forth across the cool, polished wood of the desk, adding a sharp, delicious edge to the symphony of sensation.

He picked up the pace, his thrusts becoming harder, more purposeful. The sound of skin on skin filled the room, the slap of his pelvis against her reddened cheeks, the wet, slick sounds of her ass taking him. Every few strokes, his hand would come down again, a sharp, stinging punctuation to the deep, pounding rhythm.

Smack! “My slut.”

Smack! “Taking my cock.”

Smack! “In your tight little arse.”

Each blow drove her higher. Her body was alight, every nerve ending screaming. The pleasure built in her core, a dense, hot coil of need that wound tighter and tighter with every thrust, every slap, every brush of his balls against her clit. She was babbling, meaningless pleas and praises falling from her lips. She was nothing but sensation, a body being used, claimed, and driven toward a precipice she hadn’t known existed.

The orgasm, when it hit, was not like any other.

It didn’t crest and break. It detonated.

It erupted from that deep, filled place inside her, a volcanic wave of pure, convulsive pleasure that tore through her with violent, shocking force. Her back arched violently, a silent scream stretching her mouth wide. Her inner muscles clamped down on his invading cock in a series of frantic, rhythmic pulses, milking the thick shaft buried in her bowels. The sensations were too much, the clamping, the friction, the slapping, the scraping, it overloaded her mind, whiting out everything but the raw, devastating climax shaking her apart.

Feeling her virgin anal passage clench and spasm around him was Adrian’s undoing. A rough, guttural shout was ripped from his throat. He slammed into her one final time, hilt-deep, and held. She felt him pulse, a deep, internal throb, then the hot, sudden flood of his release jetting into her depths. Wave after wave of his cum filled her, a scalding, intimate claim that seemed to go on forever, syncing with the endless shudders of her own climax.

For a long moment, they stayed locked together, both trembling, both breathing in ragged, shattered gasps. Slowly, carefully, he pulled out.

The sensation of his thick cock sliding from her well-stretched hole was almost as shocking as its entry. A soft, wet gasp escaped her, followed by a profound sense of emptiness. She felt used, well-used, in the most delicious way.

He took a step back. She heard his low, appreciative hum.

Then his hands were on her again, gripping her ass cheeks and spreading them wide. The cool air hit her freshly fucked, sensitive hole, making her twitch. She knew what he was seeing. The sight of her two gaping stretched little sex holes, both oozing his spend. Her pussy, slick and glistening. Her anus, pink, puffy, and leaking a thick, white trickle of his cum down the inside of her trembling thigh.

“Beautiful,” he breathed, his voice thick with satisfaction. Smack! He delivered a final, stinging slap to her sore flesh, making her jump. “Don’t move.”

She heard the familiar sound of his phone being unlocked. The electronic shutter click echoed in the quiet room.

Click.

Click.

Click.

He was documenting it. Capturing the explicit, degrading, breathtaking proof of what he’d just taken. What she’d just given. The hot flood of shame was almost as potent as the aftershocks of pleasure still trembling through her.


Epilogue
Aftermath

The drive home was a blur of streetlights and shame.

Chantelle sat rigidly in the low-slung bucket seat of the Jaguar, her knuckles white on the steering wheel. The cool, conditioned air did nothing to soothe the heat radiating from her core. In the rearview mirror, her reflection was a stranger’s, a beautiful, ruined mess. Her mascara had smudged into dark, smoky crescents under her eyes, her lipstick was long gone, kissed and sucked away. Her carefully styled blonde hair was a wild, tangled halo. She looked exactly like what she was: a woman who had just been thoroughly, degradingly fucked.

The thin, floral summer dress was all that separated her ravaged body from the supple leather seat. With every shift, every bump in the road, she felt it. The hot, slick trickle of Adrian’s release, seeping from both of her used holes, soaking through the dress’s delicate material and onto the car’s interior. A lewd, wet patch was surely forming beneath her. The sensation was constant, a humiliating reminder with every mile that put distance between her and his expensive mansion. Her ass cheeks, sore and sensitised from his spanking, throbbed in time with the engine. Between her legs, her pussy felt swollen, well-stretched, and achingly empty. But it was the deeper, more intimate ache that held her focus, the lingering, burning stretch of her anus, a place that had never known intrusion until an hour ago.

She had never been used like that. Not truly. With Edward, sex had been a transaction of comfort, a performance of support. She had always held the cards, her beauty, her body, her big blue eyes, her round, heart-shaped ass. She could wrap Edward around her finger with a pout, control the tempo with a sigh. She was the prize, and he was grateful to receive her.

Adrian had rewritten the rules.

With Adrian, she was not the prize to be won, but the object to be claimed. He saw her beauty, her toned body, her firm 34C breasts, and he appreciated them, oh, he appreciated them deeply, but as his possessions. His to admire, his to mark, his to use as he saw fit. The control she’d always wielded had been stripped away, and the shocking, terrifying, exhilarating truth was… she loved it. The submission. The absolute surrender. Being called his slut hadn’t felt like an insult; it had felt like a title, a definition. It had aroused her. Having a man that strong, that powerful, that utterly confident take complete charge, bend her over his desk, and take what he wanted… it had unlocked something feral and desperate inside her.

He took my anal virginity.

The thought, clear and stark now outside the haze of pleasure-pain, made her shiver. She had given something to Adrian she hadn’t even given to her husband. Something she’d never imagined giving to anyone. The illicit thrill of that betrayal was a cold, sharp stone in her gut, but it was warmed by the memory of the devastating, soul-shattering orgasm that had followed. The fullness, the slapping of his balls against her clit, the sting of his palm on her reddened flesh… it had been a symphony of degradation that had made her come harder than she ever had in her life.

Then, cutting through the afterglow like a shard of ice, his words returned.

“I’ve just bought your husband!”

Her breath hitched. The Jaguar’s powerful engine purred, carrying her back to her gilded cage in Canary Wharf, but her mind was racing back to that moment, bent over the desk, his fingers stretching her. She’d been too overwhelmed, too alight with sensation to process it. Now, in the sterile silence of the car, the meaning began to curdle.

Bought him? What did that mean? Was it just a crude metaphor for the investment deal? Or was it literal? Was there a clause, a side-letter, something in the fine print of the documents she’d delivered that she hadn’t understood? Did Edward know the price? Was this, her body, her submission, part of the transaction he had feared?

The money would soon be in their account. Their life was saved. But at what cost? Not just her pride or her marital fidelity, but their very autonomy. Were they now puppets? Would they lose everything if they displeased him? The sleek apartment, the cars, the lifestyle… it had all been predicated on Edward’s success. Now that success belonged, at least in part, to Adrian Blackwood and his anonymous partner.

She felt a sudden, violent pang of nausea. She wasn’t just a cheating wife slinking home. She was a commodity returning to its owner, her body still warm from the use of her husband’s new master. The hot trickle between her legs felt like a brand.

She guided the Jaguar down into the familiar, dimly lit underground car park of their apartment block. The tires echoed softly on the concrete. She slotted the car into its designated space, next to Edward’s more sensible sedan. The engine died, leaving a ringing silence.

For a long minute, she didn’t move. She just stared at the pristine white wall in front of her, seeing nothing. The scent of sex, of Adrian’s cologne and her own arousal, seemed to fill the cabin. She could still feel the ghost of his hands on her hips, the imprint of his cock buried deep inside her. Her sore holes clenched involuntarily around the emptiness.

How could she face Edward? What would she say? Her face was a map of her sin. Her body was a testament to it. She could shower, scrub her skin raw, but she couldn’t scrub away the feeling of being owned. The memory of Adrian’s phone clicking, capturing the explicit proof of her used, leaking body, made her skin crawl with fresh shame.

With a trembling hand, she reached for her small clutch, lying on the passenger seat. She pulled out a makeup wipe. In the dim glow of the parking lot lights, she scrubbed at her face, wiping away the smudged mascara, the remnants of her evening. The face that emerged was younger, paler, haunted. Her own blue eyes stared back, wide with confusion and a dark, secret thrill.

She took a deep, shuddering breath. The practical part of her mind, the Essex girl who had fought for her place, took over. Fix your face. Straighten your dress. Walk tall. You’ve done nothing wrong. You secured the deal. You saved us.

But the other part, the part that had sobbed through an anal orgasm, knew it was a lie. She had done everything wrong. And she wanted to do it all again.

Smoothing the thin summer dress over her thighs, she winced as the material pressed against the damp, sensitive flesh beneath. She opened the car door, the interior light harsh and revealing. The cool air of the car park hit her bare legs. As she swung them out and stood, the full, aching aftermath made itself known. A fresh, hot trickle escaped her, tracing a path down her inner thigh. She quickly closed the door, leaning against the Jaguar’s cool metal for a moment, steadying herself.

Then, back straight, head held high, she walked toward the private elevator that would take her up to the penthouse. To her husband. Each step was a small, intimate reminder of the man who was not her husband, and of the devastating, world-altering power he now held over them both.


Book Two Teaser
Influence

The money arrived on Friday.

Edward watched the confirmation appear on his screen without speaking, his eyes lingering on the figures as though repetition might somehow make them less surreal. The numbers were undeniable. Solid. Assuring in a way that spreadsheets and projections never truly were.

For the first time in months, the future no longer felt like something that needed to be fought for day by day. It seemed, if not safe, then at least steady again.

He allowed himself to believe, briefly, that the decision had been both difficult and necessary.

Across the apartment, Chantelle moved through the morning light with quiet composure. Her slim figure caught in the soft glow from the windows, she seemed unchanged at first glance, poised, elegant, exactly as she had always been.

And yet something had shifted.

Not in any way that could be easily named.

She did not seem distant, nor cold.

Instead, there was a calmness to her now, an ease that suggested an understanding he had not yet reached. She looked at him as though she had already accepted something he was still trying to justify.

That evening, Edward’s phone rang.

Adrian’s voice was steady.

“Everything is progressing as expected,” he said.

A pause followed, deliberate rather than uncertain.

“There are certain expectations that come with alignment.”

Edward frowned slightly.

“Expectations?”

“In time,” Adrian replied. “For now, focus on stability.”

The silence that followed felt intentional.

“Growth,” Adrian added quietly, “is never achieved by capital alone.”

Edward’s gaze drifted toward Chantelle, who was watching him from across the room.

She held his eyes for a moment, and something in Adrian’s words settled within her, not as a warning, but as recognition.

Because she already understood that some investments required more than money.


If you enjoyed ‘Taboo: Bought by Influence’

you will probably thoroughly appreciate:
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Sweat and Surrender in the Gym

By Emma Sluttily

Amber Lewis lives for control, the burn of training, the rhythm of her own breath, the discipline that keeps her life in order.

Then Jamal Brooks walks into her gym.

He’s a former kickboxing champion with quiet command in every movement, the kind of man who makes focus feel like temptation. His gaze lingers, his voice low and steady, every correction in her form brushing closer to something she doesn’t yet dare name.

Each session pushes her harder, draws her nearer, until strength and surrender blur into one irresistible ache. Amber thought she was here to build muscle and confidence; instead, she’s discovering what it means to yield to a power she’s never faced before.

Sweat and Surrender in the Gym is a sensual, slow-burn interracial erotic and kinky sex story pulsing with heat, dominance, and the sweet loss of control. A beautiful woman trained to be their slut.

The woman in the mirror was a stranger, vibrating with a new kind of energy. Her skin was flushed pink from the shower. She let her eyes travel downwards, a critical, then appreciative gaze. Her shoulders, strong from countless hours of bag work. Her arms toned and defined. Her breasts, full 34C’s, were high and firm, their pink tips hardening instantly in the cool air, pebbling into tight, sensitive buds. Her gaze dropped lower, over the taught plane of her stomach, the subtle definition of a six-pack hinted at beneath smooth skin, a testament to her discipline. Her hips curved gently, a feminine sweep that led to powerfully built thighs, still humming with the ghost of the deadlifts Jamal had guided her through.
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