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Prologue

The city lights, a silent electric tapestry, bled through the sheer curtains of their Canary Wharf bedroom. The crisis was over. The money was in the bank. Edward lay beside her, his breathing already deepening into the easy, untroubled rhythm of a man who believed he had won.

His arm was draped heavily over her narrow waist, his hand splayed possessively on the soft swell of her hip. It was their usual position, the familiar geography of their marriage bed. The pressure of his hand should have felt like an anchor, a comfort. Instead, Chantelle felt it as a weight.

She stared at the ceiling, her body still and pliant beside his. She could feel the faint, pleasant ache in her muscles from her morning gym session, the familiar tautness of her stomach. She was wearing only a simple silk camisole, the thin straps digging lightly into the toned slope of her shoulders. The sheet was pooled around her hips. She was the picture of wifely repose.

Edward shifted, nuzzling into the crook of her neck. He smelled of his expensive shower gel and a faint, familiar trace of his cologne. “Mmm. You feel incredible,” he murmured, his voice thick with sleep and contentment. His fingers flexed against her hip, then began a slow, absent-minded stroke along the satin edge of her camisole, tracing the lower curve of her 34C breast. It was a gesture of casual ownership, of relaxed desire.

A week ago, it would have sparked a corresponding warmth in her belly. A soft, compliant arousal. Now, her mind split like a prism.

His touch was… nice. It was expected. It was the touch of the man who loved her, who had built this life with her. His fingers, skilled and knowing, slid under the silk and found her nipple. He rolled the already firm peak between his thumb and forefinger, and her body responded on autopilot, a slight hitch in her breath, a tightening in her core. Her large nipple pebbled instantly under his touch.

But as he shifted, pressing his growing erection against the curve of her ass, the comparison was sudden and vicious.

Edward was hard, yes. A solid, familiar pressure. He was a handsome, well-built man, broad-shouldered and strong. But the memory that flashed behind her eyes was not of his arousal. It was of Adrian, standing over her in his study, his cock already swelling back to a terrifying, rigid fullness in her mouth mere moments after his first release. The sheer, impossible size of him. The way it had stretched her lips, then later, the blinding, full-body claim of it invading a place never touched.

Edward’s hand slid down from her breast, over the flat plane of her stomach, and slipped beneath the sheet. His fingers found the damp junction of her thighs with practiced ease. He knew her body, every fold, every sensitive spot. He began to circle her clit, a slow, building rhythm that had always worked before.

“That’s it, darling,” he whispered, his breath hot in her ear. “Just relax. Let me take care of you.”

Relax. Adrian had said that too, but it was a command, not a suggestion. A demand she obeyed as he pressed his thick cock against her virgin ass. Edward’s touch was seeking to please. Adrian’s had been taking what he wanted, and her pleasure had been a violent, shocking byproduct.

Her body betrayed her thoughts. Moisture gathered, slicking his fingers. A soft, helpless moan escaped her lips. It was a physiological response, efficient and trained. Edward took it as encouragement. He rolled her onto her back, his weight settling over her, familiar and safe. The silk camisole was pushed up to her neck, baring her full, firm breasts to the dim light. He lowered his head and took a nipple into his mouth, suckling gently, his tongue flicking the hardened tip.

It felt good. It did. A warm, diffuse pleasure spread through her chest. But it was a distant thing, like listening to pleasant music through a closed door. Her mind was in another room entirely, a room with a polished walnut desk and the sound of sharp, stinging slaps.

Edward positioned himself between her toned, shapely legs. She felt the blunt, familiar nudge of him at her entrance. He was average, a comfortable, slender five and a half inches. She knew its shape, its rhythm, its limits by heart. He pushed inside in one smooth, steady stroke, sheathing himself in her wet, welcoming heat.

He sighed, a sound of profound relief and satisfaction, and began to move. It was the comfortable, loving rhythm of marital sex. Deep, measured thrusts. His hips met hers with a soft, regular cadence. His hands framed her face, his thumbs stroking her cheekbones as he looked into her eyes. “I love you,” he breathed, each word punctuated by a thrust. “We’re safe. It’s all going to be okay now.”

She wrapped her gym-toned legs around his waist, locking her ankles at the small of his back. She met his thrusts, arching her back to take him deeper, the round, heart-shaped curves of her ass lifting off the mattress. She made the right sounds, soft gasps, little cries of “yes, Edward.” She raked her fingers through his hair. She was present in the performance, flawless in her wifely duty.

But inside, she was a ghost.

With each inward stroke, she felt the pleasant stretch, the familiar friction. But she missed the fullness. The shocking, breath-stealing invasion that had touched something primal deep in her core. Edward’s pace was building, his breathing becoming ragged. She felt the coil of her own climax beginning to tighten, a reliable, predictable tension low in her belly. It was a nice orgasm. Comfortable. As he thrust harder, faster, his rhythm losing its precision, she focused on the friction against her clit, on the feel of his body moving over hers.

Her climax washed over her like a warm tide. It was satisfying. It made her toes curl and her inner muscles flutter around his length. She cried out, a genuine sound of release. It was good.

It just wasn’t devastating.

Feeling her clench around him tipped Edward over the edge. He groaned, a low, relieved sound, and buried himself deep, pulsing inside her. She felt the hot spill of his release, a familiar warmth. He collapsed onto her, careful to keep his weight on his elbows, and kissed her shoulder, her neck. “God, I needed that,” he sighed, his body going slack with post-coital contentment. “You’re amazing. Everything is going to be perfect now.”

He rolled off her after a moment, pulling her into the spooning position again. Within minutes, his breathing evened out into the deep, untroubled rhythm of sleep.

Chantelle lay awake in the circle of his arm.

The pleasant tingles of her orgasm faded quickly, leaving a strange, hollow silence in their wake. The physical sensation was gone, but the mental echo remained. Not of Edward’s loving, grateful possession, but of Adrian’s absolute, degrading claim.

She stared at the geometric shadows the city lights cast on the ceiling. Her body, her beautiful, meticulously maintained body, still hummed with a low, restless energy that Edward’s “nice” sex had not even begun to touch. The man who had saved their future had quietly rewired her desires. He had shown her a depth of sensation, a darkness of surrender, that her husband’s comfortable love could never reach.

The life they had just saved felt like a beautifully decorated cage. And she was only now realizing she’d tasted freedom, of a terrifying and exquisite kind, in the arms of the man who held the key.

Edward murmured in his sleep and pulled her closer. She let him, her body soft and compliant. But her mind was already elsewhere, racing down dark, dangerous paths, wondering what it would feel like to be truly taken by a man like that again.


Chapter One

The morning light poured through the vast glass wall of the apartment, spilling across the marble surfaces of the kitchen and turning the Thames beyond into a ribbon of pale silver. Canary Wharf was already alive below them, the quiet rhythm of money and ambition beginning its daily movement.

Edward stood at the breakfast bar with a mug of coffee warming his hands, staring out toward the towers opposite as though he could already see the future he intended to rebuild.

Chantelle sat across from him on one of the high stools, the posture of her body relaxed but instinctively elegant. The short summer dress she had slipped on that morning rested easily over the slim lines of her 5’5 frame, the soft fabric drawing in at her narrow waist before falling over the gentle swell of her hips. When she crossed one long, toned leg over the other, the movement naturally emphasised the firm curve of her round heart-shaped ass against the seat. She was used to sitting like that, used to the way attention followed her body without effort.

Edward turned back from the window, energy returning to his voice.

“The capital gives us room,” he said, tapping his fingers lightly against the stone counter. “Real room.”

Chantelle lifted her coffee to her lips, watching him over the rim of the cup. Even sitting still, she carried a quiet physical presence, the soft rise of her chest beneath the thin dress, the subtle confidence of someone entirely comfortable being looked at.

“How much room?” she asked.

“Enough,” Edward said, a smile forming now. “Enough to do it properly this time.”

He began pacing slowly around the island, his mind moving faster than his body.

“The problem was always the product side,” he continued. “That’s where we lost ground after Oliver left.”

The name hung in the air for a moment.

Edward pushed past it.

“There are a couple of people I want to approach.”

Chantelle shifted slightly on the stool, leaning one elbow against the counter as she listened. The movement drew the fabric of her dress more tightly across her hips, the quiet confidence of the gesture completely natural to her.

“Daniel Hargreaves,” Edward said. “He’s been leading development at VectraTech. Brilliant engineer. Difficult personality, but that’s fine. Difficult people build good things.”

Chantelle nodded.

“And the other?”

“Ravi Mehta,” Edward said immediately. “Very sharp. He’s behind some clever system designs that people haven’t even realised are his yet.”

He paused, imagining the structure forming in his mind.

“With the investment behind us, we can bring someone like that in. Build a proper development team again.”

Chantelle rested her chin lightly against her hand, her blonde hair falling over one shoulder as she watched him. The morning light caught the smooth lines of her skin, the soft athletic definition she maintained so carefully at the gym.

Edward turned toward the windows again.

“A year from now,” he said slowly, “we could be leading the sector again.”

The certainty in his voice filled the room.

Chantelle studied him quietly.

The strain of the past months had fallen away. Ambition had returned to him, bright and restless.

He believed the deal had restored everything.

He believed the investment had given him control again.

She took another slow sip of her coffee, her toned leg still crossed over the other, the effortless confidence of her body filling the space across from him.

And for a moment she wondered if Edward would ever truly understand how that future had been secured in the first place.


Chapter Two

The polished marble of the lobby floor was cool beneath her trainers. Chantelle pushed through the heavy glass door, the air-conditioned hush a stark contrast to the humid, diesel-scented bustle of Canary Wharf outside. Her gym kit, a tight, cropped vest and high-waisted leggings that clung to every curve, was damp with a light sheen of sweat. She felt powerful, taut, alive.

She didn’t have to look to know he was watching. The concierge, an older black man in an impeccably tailored uniform, stood behind his mahogany podium. His eyes, usually politely averted, tracked her as she crossed the expansive space. She felt the weight of his gaze like a physical touch, lingering on the narrow span of her waist, the firm swell of her 34C chest against the damp fabric, then dropping, inevitably, to the pronounced, rhythmic sway of her round, heart-shaped ass as she walked. It was a slow, appreciative study. She didn’t hurry. She let her hips roll with the natural, confident gait of a woman who knew the effect she had. A faint, secret thrill warmed her belly. She didn’t discourage it. She savoured it. His silent admiration was a tribute, a confirmation of the discipline etched into her slim, five-five frame.

The lift ascended in a silent, golden blur. The apartment was empty, still. Edward was still at the office, fighting the battles she now understood were already lost. She dropped her gym bag by the door, the quiet echoing around her. In the bedroom, she peeled off the damp clothes, letting them fall to the plush carpet. Naked, she walked to the ensuite, the toned muscles of her legs and ass flexing with each step. The shower was brief, a practical rinse that left her skin glowing and clean.

But she didn’t reach for a towel. Still dripping, she walked back into the bedroom, stopping before the full-length mirror mounted beside the wardrobe.

The floor-to-ceiling windows behind her were uncovered. The afternoon sun slanted in, painting her body in gold. The glass towers of neighbouring buildings stood sentinel, their dark windows like a thousand blank, potential eyes. She knew, with a certainty that made her pulse quicken, that someone, in one of those rooms, could be watching. A broker on a call, a banker working… their attention snagged by a flash of movement, a pale shape in the luxurious fishbowl of a penthouse. The thought didn’t make her shy. It made her breath catch. Let them look, she thought, her chin lifting. Her body became part of the view, a living sculpture in the city’s landscape.

She studied her reflection, not with vanity, but with a cool, assessing ownership. The water beaded on her skin, tracing the slopes of her firm, full breasts. Her large, dark nipples were peaked tight from the cooler air, standing proudly against the pale swell. Her stomach was flat, gym-toned, leading down to the narrow waist that flared into the soft, tempting curve of her hips. She turned slightly, looking over her shoulder. Her ass, round and high with a perfect heart-shaped cleavage, was her best feature, and she knew it. Long, toned legs completed the picture, a body maintained with rigorous care, a symbol of the life she inhabited.

But as she stared, the reflection seemed to shift. The woman in the mirror wasn’t just Edward’s trophy wife anymore. The memory hit her, not as a thought, but as a physical echo. Adrian’s voice, low and absolute. ‘Breathe through it, my slut.’ The commanding grip of his hands on her hips, the certainty with which he had positioned her, used her. The feeling of being utterly claimed by a man who never asked, only took. A slow, deep heat, entirely separate from the sun’s warmth, began to pool low in her belly. Her breathing slowed. Her body remembered him. The ghost of his possession was more real than the empty apartment around her.

She was part of Adrian’s world now. The realization was a quiet earthquake inside her. It wasn’t about the investment, the money. It was about this. The way her core clenched, empty and aching, at the memory of his dominance.

Her gaze dropped from her own eyes in the mirror to the triangle of blonde curls at the junction of her thighs. She was already wet. A slick, hot readiness that Edward’s loving touches hadn’t inspired. Her thoughts, treacherous and vivid, spiralled deeper. Not to Edward’s grateful, familiar possession, but to the first time Adrian had bent her over his desk. The shocking, bright sting of his palm on her ass. The sound of the slap echoing in the quiet office.

A soft moan escaped her lips. Her right hand, almost of its own volition, drifted down from her waist. Her fingers slid through her trimmed curls, finding the slick, swollen flesh beneath. She was so wet, her folds parting easily for her touch. She circled her clit, a slow, deliberate pressure, but it wasn’t enough. The image in her mind shifted, grew more explicit.

She saw herself on her knees on his deep-pile carpet. Saw his tall, powerful frame standing over her. Not his cock yet, just the imposing presence of him, the dark wool of his trousers. The memory of his taste, salty and musky, flooded her mouth. Her other hand came up, fingers brushing her own lips as she imagined them stretched wide around the thick, daunting girth of him. His big, black cock. The thought was crude, shocking, and it sent a violent jolt of arousal straight to her core. Her fingers worked faster, plunging two inside her own aching channel, mimicking the fullness she craved but couldn’t replicate.

She needed to see. Needed to make the fantasy real in the mirror.

Slowly, never breaking eye contact with her own lust-darkened gaze, she sank to her knees on the plush bedroom carpet. The position was submissive, vulnerable. She kept her back straight, her breasts thrust forward, nipples aching. Then, with a deliberate slowness that was its own kind of provocation, she let her toned legs fall open, wide.

She presented herself to the mirror, to the imaginary eyes in the towers beyond. One hand continued to pump her fingers in and out of her dripping pussy, the wet, slick sounds obscenely loud in the silent room. The other hand moved to her mouth. She parted her lips, pushed two fingers inside, sucking on them deeply, imagining the stretch, the weight, the feeling of him fucking her face with that relentless, dominant rhythm.

“Suck it, slut. All the way down.” Adrian’s voice was a phantom in her ear.

Her hips began to rock, fucking herself on her own hand in time with the simulation in her mouth. The dual sensations, the real, penetrating fullness and the imagined, throat-stretching invasion, merged into a single, overwhelming need. Her breath came in ragged gasps. She watched the woman in the mirror come apart. Saw the flush spread from her chest up her neck. Saw the desperate, wanton hunger on her own face. This wasn’t the carefully orchestrated pleasure she gave Edward. This was raw, hungry, selfish masturbation, fuelled by the memory of a man who had broken her open.

The climax built not as a tide, but as a seismic fracture. It started deep in her cunt, a coiling, unbearable tension, then radiated outwards, fused with the humiliation and thrill of the exhibition, the degrading, perfect memory of being called his. Her back arched violently. A choked, guttural cry was torn from her throat as the orgasm detonated through her. Her inner muscles clamped viscously around her plunging fingers. Her vision whited out at the edges, the mirrored room and the city beyond blurring into a gold-and-glass haze. Wave after wave of devastating pleasure wracked her kneeling body, leaving her trembling, gasping, her juices slicking her hand and thigh.

As the tremors subsided, she slumped forward, catching herself on her hands, head hanging. In the mirror beneath her, she saw a well-fucked, glistening mess. A woman satiated by a ghost. The woman looking back, breathless and spent, was not the girl from Chelmsford who had married a promising founder. She was someone new. Someone who craved the darkness behind the powerful gaze. Someone who had begun to change.


Chapter Three

That evening the apartment felt unusually calm.

The long glass wall of the kitchen reflected the first deep blues of night settling over Canary Wharf, the towers opposite glowing with office lights that looked like constellations suspended over the Thames. From this height the city seemed ordered, purposeful, a place where fortunes could rise again just as easily as they had fallen.

Edward stood at the kitchen island pouring wine while Chantelle finished plating dinner. The soft domestic rhythm of the evening had returned now that the crisis of the company seemed, at least for the moment, to be behind them.

Chantelle crossed the kitchen with easy confidence, placing the plates down before taking the stool opposite him. Even the simple act of sitting seemed to carry its own quiet assurance. Her short, fitted dress skimmed the slim lines of her 5’5 frame, drawing in at the narrow waist before settling naturally over the gentle swell of her hips. When she shifted slightly on the stool, crossing one toned leg over the other, the fabric followed the curve of her round heart-shaped ass against the seat.

She had never been shy about the way she looked.

Her body had become part of how she moved through the world.

Edward handed her a glass.

“Adrian called this afternoon.”

Chantelle looked up, accepting the wine.

“Oh?”

“He wants to see you tomorrow.”

For a moment she didn’t react, letting the information settle as she lifted the glass to her lips.

“Me?”

Edward nodded, taking his seat opposite her.

“Two o’clock. His office.”

Chantelle rested her elbow lightly on the counter, leaning into her hand as she studied him. The movement pushed the thin fabric of the dress slightly tighter across her chest, the soft outline of her body visible in the warm kitchen light.

“Why me?” she asked.

Her tone was casual.

Almost curious.

But even as she spoke the question she felt something stir inside her, a familiar warmth gathering slowly in the centre of her body at the thought of Adrian Blackwood.

Edward shrugged.

“He didn’t explain much,” he said. “Just said you’d understand the need.”

Chantelle’s eyebrow lifted slightly.

“Understand what?”

“Something about your input,” Edward replied. “Your perspective.”

He seemed faintly amused by the idea.

“About the business,” he added.

Chantelle gave a small nod, though her mind had already begun drifting elsewhere.

She remembered the quiet authority in Adrian’s voice. The way he had looked at her, not with the obvious hunger she was used to from younger men, but with something calmer, more deliberate. She remembered the spanking he had given her, and how she had sucked his magnificent big black cock.

As if he had already decided something about her.

Edward continued talking, his attention returning to the subject that had filled his thoughts all day.

“I spoke to Hargreaves again,” he said, reaching for his fork. “He’s interested. If we can bring him in to lead development, we could completely rebuild the product line.”

He leaned back slightly as he spoke, the excitement beginning to return to him.

“And Ravi Mehta might come over as well. Imagine having those two working together.”

Chantelle nodded politely, though she was barely following the details.

Her fingers traced lightly around the rim of her wine glass as she listened.

“With Adrian backing us,” Edward continued, “we can afford to bring the best people in. This time we build it properly.”

His confidence filled the room again, the same ambition that had first drawn her to him years ago.

But Chantelle’s thoughts kept circling back to the same point.

Tomorrow.

Two o’clock.

Adrian’s office.

She shifted slightly on the stool, the movement subtle but instinctive, the awareness of her own body returning as the thought of seeing him again settled deeper in her mind.

“Did he say anything else?” she asked.

Edward shook his head.

“Just that you’d know what he meant.”

Chantelle held his gaze for a moment longer.

Then she took another sip of wine, the faintest smile touching her lips as she set the glass down.

Whatever Adrian Blackwood wanted tomorrow, she had a very strong suspicion it had nothing to do with the business.


Chapter Four

The midday sun poured through the floor-to-ceiling windows, bathing the Canary Wharf bedroom in a stark, revealing light. Chantelle stood motionless before the full-length mirror, completely nude. The blinds were open. The glass towers opposite were a grid of dark windows, some reflecting the sky, others dark and impenetrable. Someone could be watching. The thought didn’t make her retreat. It made her skin prickle with a slow, awakening heat. Her awareness of her own body sharpened, honed by the possibility of unseen eyes.

She turned slowly, letting the light trace her contours. Her reflection was a study in disciplined upkeep. At five-five and slim, her frame was gym-toned, every muscle defined from countless hours of work. Her narrow waist accentuated the soft, tempting swell of her hips and the proud, firm curve of her 34C breasts. The large, dark nipples were already tight points, sensitive to the cool air and her own simmering anticipation. She ran her hands down her flat stomach, over the gentle flare of her hips, and gripped the round, heart-shaped curves of her ass. It was her best feature, and she knew it, high, full, and perfectly shaped. Her toned legs, long and shapely, completed the picture. This was the body she offered to the world. Today, she was choosing how to present it for a specific audience of one.

On the bed, her selection was laid out with deliberate care. She began with the underwear. Three lace thongs, black, red, and a neutral skin tone, lay like delicate secrets. She picked up the black one first, holding the sheer lace against her hips in the mirror. It was a minimal triangle, a whisper of fabric that would disappear into the cleft of her ass. She tried the red next, the vibrant colour a stark, bold statement against her pale skin. Finally, the neutral one, almost invisible, offering the illusion of nothing at all. She chose the black. Its matching half-cup bra was a masterpiece of engineering, lace that pushed her full breasts up and together, creating a deep, tempting cleavage while leaving the tops subtly exposed.

Slipping the underwear on was a ritual. The lace thong settled high on her hips, the central strip a taut line against her trimmed blonde curls. The bra cupped her breasts, the lace pattern etching itself into her soft skin, her nipples pressing against the delicate material. She stood straight, assessing the foundation. The black lace was a dark promise against her fairness, a private contrast she knew Adrian would appreciate.

Next, the outfits. The first was a light, fluttery summer dress, barely reaching mid-thigh. She stepped into it, letting the soft cotton fall over her shoulders. It was playful, innocent. She turned before the mirror, watching the skirt swirl around her toned thighs. Too casual, she decided. It didn’t match the charged formality of a meeting in his office.

The second option was more serious: a fitted, mid-thigh pencil skirt in a deep charcoal grey. She pulled it up over her hips, zipping it at the side. It was a perfect fit, hugging the narrowness of her waist before tightening around the full, round curves of her backside with a possessive grasp. The hem ended just at the middle of her thighs, showcasing her long, shapely legs. She paired it with the nearly transparent blouse, a sheer, silky fabric the colour of champagne. She buttoned it slowly, watching in the mirror as the black lace of her bra became a tantalising shadow beneath the gauzy material. In certain light, it would be clearly visible. In others, just a suggestion. The effect was controlled, professional, yet undeniably, deliberately provocative. The skirt restricted her stride, forcing a subtle, hip-swaying walk.

The third outfit, a layered ruffle mini-skirt and a tie-front blouse, felt like a costume, a deliberate attempt at seduction. She dismissed it. She didn’t need to try that hard. The power was in the subtlety, in the knowledge that she knew what she was offering.

Her choice was made. The pencil skirt and sheer blouse. She stood before the mirror for a final appraisal. The sunlight streamed through the blouse, rendering it almost diaphanous. The black lace bra was clearly discernible, the dark triangles framing the soft, pale swell of her breasts. The skirt was a second skin over her hips and ass, the fabric pulling taut as she turned to view her profile. The heart-shaped curve of her backside was perfectly outlined, the black thong a faint, teasing line visible through the snug material. She ran her hands over her hips, smoothing the skirt, feeling the firm, toned flesh beneath. Her reflection was a woman in control, a beautiful, polished instrument tuned for a specific purpose. Her stomach fluttered with a low, thrilling current. This wasn’t just dressing. It was armouring herself for a battlefield of a different kind.

She applied her makeup with a light, precise hand, a touch of mascara to widen her blue eyes, a nude gloss on her lips. She left her blonde hair down, falling in soft waves over her shoulders. One last turn in the mirror. The woman who stared back was the perfect corporate wife, ready for a business lunch. Only the knowing glint in her eye, the deliberate transparency of her blouse, and the sinful grip of the skirt on her ass betrayed the truth.

She collected a small leather portfolio, her phone, and left the bedroom. The quiet of the empty apartment followed her to the private elevator. Down in the lobby, the cool, hushed air enveloped her. Her heels clicked a sharp, confident rhythm on the marble.

The older black concierge looked up from his podium. His professional smile remained, but his eyes, sharp and observant, dropped. They travelled from her face, down the sheer front of her blouse, lingering for a heartbeat on the shadow of lace, then journeyed lower, over the narrow waist, to where the tight pencil skirt hugged her hips and ass with a possessive intimacy. As she passed, his gaze followed her, a palpable, appreciative weight on the retreating view. He watched the way the skirt constrained and then emphasised each deliberate, swaying movement of her round, heart-shaped ass with every step she took toward the glass doors and the waiting city beyond.


Chapter Five

The building’s age remained present in its proportions, the 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 stood as deliberate sculpture. Chantelle’s heels sank into the deep, silent carpet as she was shown into Adrian’s office. The space was vast, airy, the afternoon light streaming through the windows overlooking Shaftesbury Avenue. It was a room that spoke of quiet, absolute power.

He was standing by the window, a tall, lean silhouette against the light. He turned as she entered. The moment she saw him up close again, straight away she felt the shift. The air in the room seemed to thicken, to charge. It was in the way his dark eyes pinned her, taking in every detail of the sheer blouse, the skirt that gripped her hips like a second skin. He didn’t smile. He simply assessed.

“Chantelle,” he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated in her bones.

“Adrian.” Her own voice sounded small.

He didn’t offer her a seat. He took two slow steps toward her, his gaze a physical weight. “I’ve been thinking,” he began, his tone conversational, yet utterly focused. “Since you left my home. About that first time in my other office. About the sound my hand made on your perfect ass.”

Her breath hitched. A flush crept up her neck.

“I decided,” he continued, closing the distance until she could smell the clean, sharp scent of his soap, the underlying warmth of his skin, “that I need to see that gorgeous round ass of yours again. Up close. I hope you don’t mind if I bend you over the desk and spank you?”

It wasn’t really a question. It was a test. A command phrased as a courtesy. Her heart hammered against her ribs. Her mind screamed a dozen warnings, but her body was already answering, a hot, slick pulse beating between her thighs. She felt her nipples tighten painfully against the lace of her bra. She swallowed, her throat dry.

Very nervously, she nodded.

“Good girl,” he murmured, and the praise sent a shiver straight to her core.

He gestured to the massive, polished desk, clear but for a single, sleek computer monitor. Chantelle stepped forward on trembling legs. The room was so quiet she could hear the rustle of her skirt, the frantic beat of her own heart. She set her small portfolio down on a nearby chair. Then, facing the desk, she reached behind her, found the hem of her tight pencil skirt, and slowly, slowly, gathered the material in her hands. She pulled it up, bunching it around her narrow waist, baring the backs of her toned, shapely thighs and the black lace thong that vanished into the cleft of her round, heart-shaped ass. The cool office air kissed her exposed skin.

She bent forward, flattening her upper body over the cool, smooth wood. She turned her head to the side, her cheek against the surface. The position was profoundly submissive, her ass raised and offered. The position made the firm, full curves of her backside the absolute focus, the black lace a stark, sinful contrast against her pale skin. She felt the heat pool at her core, a desperate, aching wetness that began to soak through the flimsy lace.

Adrian walked around the desk, coming to stand behind her. She heard his soft, appreciative exhale. “Exquisite,” he breathed.

His hands, warm and large, settled on her hips, his thumbs stroking the sensitive dips there. Then they slid up, palms smoothing over the full, round curves of her ass. He squeezed, kneading the firm, gym-toned flesh with a possessive familiarity that made her whimper. He ran his hands over her cheeks, tracing their shape, committing them to memory. Then his fingers found the thin waistband of the thong. With no ceremony, he hooked his thumbs into the lace at her hips and simply pulled it down. The delicate fabric slid over the swell of her ass, down the backs of her thighs, catching for a moment at her knees before he gave a gentle tug and it fell to a puddle around her ankles, leaving her completely bare.

“Step out,” he instructed softly.

She lifted one foot, then the other, kicking the scrap of lace aside. Now, she was utterly exposed. The cool air touched her most intimate places, making her flinch. She felt gloriously, terrifyingly naked.

Adrian used his foot to gently nudge her feet further apart, widening her stance. The movement opened her up, and she knew he could see everything, the slick, pink folds of her pussy, already glistening. He made a low, approving sound. Then his hand came up, sliding between her shapely thighs from behind. His fingertips trailed through her wetness, gathering her arousal, before circling her swollen clit.

“So wet,” he observed, his voice dark with pleasure. “Wet for your spanking, you little slut.”

The crude word, spoken in that calm, certain tone, made her cunt clench around nothing. A fresh gush of moisture coated his fingers. “Yes,” she whispered, the admission torn from her.

“Yes, what?” His finger pressed harder on her clit, a cruel, delicious pressure.

“Yes… I’m wet for it,” she gasped.

“Good.”

He removed his hand. For a second, there was only the silent anticipation, the feel of the cool desk beneath her cheek, the vulnerable arch of her back. Then she heard the shift of his weight.

The first spank landed with a sharp, crisp crack that echoed in the quiet room. It wasn’t a tentative tap; it was a solid, stinging blow across the centre of her right cheek. A gasp was punched from her lungs. A bright, hot pain bloomed, followed instantly by a deep, radiating warmth. Before she could process it, the second spank came, just as hard, on her left cheek. Crack!

He began a slow, methodical rhythm. Crack! Right cheek. Crack! Left cheek. He alternated, each slap landing with precise, unwavering force. The pain was intense, a shocking, bright sting that made her eyes water. But with each blow, the heat spread, sinking deep into her muscles, mingling with the molten arousal pooling between her legs. Her breaths became ragged sobs. Tears tracked from the corners of her eyes, smudging the polished wood. Her body jerked with each impact, her round ass clenching and quivering.

“Stay still,” he commanded, and his voice was the only anchor in the storm of sensation.

She tried, forcing her muscles to lock, presenting herself for his punishment. The spanks continued, relentless. The pale skin of her ass was transforming, flushing a deep, angry pink, then a hot, uniform crimson. The sound of his palm connecting with her well-spanked flesh was obscenely loud, a wet, sharp thwack now that her skin was heated and sensitised. The pain was a living thing, but underneath it, coiling tighter with every blow, was a desperate, climbing need. Her pussy was dripping, her juices making a sticky mess on her inner thighs. She was sobbing openly, tears and saliva smearing the desk, but she was also grinding her hips subtly against nothing, seeking friction, seeking more.

He paused. His hand, warm from the impact, rested on the burning, throbbing flesh of her right cheek, soothing and claiming it at once. He leaned close, his lips near her ear. “Look at you. Crimson red and sobbing. And your greedy little cunt is flooded. Do you like your spanking, slut?”

“Y-yes,” she choked out, the truth undeniable.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, I like it,” she wept, the humiliation as potent as the pleasure.

He delivered one final, searing spank to the very centre of her ass, making her cry out sharply. Then he stopped. His hands rubbed her blazing cheeks, the touch almost gentle now. “Beautiful,” he murmured. “A perfect, well-spanked ass.”

She lay over the desk, trembling violently, her entire world narrowed to the fiery pain in her backside and the aching, empty throbbing between her legs. She was wrecked. She was his.

After a long moment, he spoke. “Stand up. Slowly.”

Her muscles protested as she pushed herself up, her body feeling heavy and used. She turned to face him, her skirt still bunched around her waist, her front now as exposed as her back. Her face was tear-streaked, her makeup ruined. Her full breasts rose and fell with her ragged breaths, the hard points of her nipples pressing against the sheer blouse and black lace bra.

Adrian’s eyes burned over her. He took a step back, leaning against the edge of the desk, folding his arms. “Now,” he said, his voice a low command that brooked no refusal. “Strip for me. The rest of it. Do it slowly. I want to appreciate the moment. You have a gorgeous, sexy body, Chantelle. I want to watch you show it to me.”


Chapter Six

His command hung in the air, a vibration that settled in her bones. Chantelle obeyed. Her movements were slow, deliberate, each one a performance under his scorching gaze. Her fingers, trembling slightly, went to the side zip of the tight pencil skirt. She pulled it down, the sound a soft rasp in the silent office. She pushed the bunched fabric over the round, full curves of her hips, letting it fall in a puddle of charcoal wool at her feet. She stepped out of it, standing now in just the sheer champagne blouse and the black lace bra, the scrap of her thong long discarded.

Her hands rose to the blouse. She undid the first button, then the second, her eyes locked on his. The sheer fabric parted, revealing more of the dark lace beneath, the pale swell of her cleavage. She shrugged the blouse off her shoulders, letting it slide down her arms to join the skirt on the floor. The cool air touched her skin, pebbling it, making her large nipples press even more insistently against the lace cups.

She reached behind her back, her arms crossing, the movement making the muscles in her slim, toned arms flex. She found the clasp of the bra, fumbled for a second, then released it. The tension gave way. She let the straps slide down her shoulders, and then, with a final, surrendering breath, she let the bra fall forward into her hands before dropping it to the floor.

She stood naked before him, save for her heels. The afternoon light from the vast windows bathed her, highlighting every curve, every plane of her meticulously maintained body. Her full, firm 34C breasts sat high on her chest, the large, dark areolas tight and pebbled. Her waist narrowed sharply, a dramatic contrast to the soft, tempting swell of her hips. Those hips flowed seamlessly into the round, full, heart-shaped ass he had just painted crimson, the skin still glowing with the heat of his spanking. Her long, shapely legs, toned from endless gym sessions, were slightly parted.

“Good,” Adrian said, his voice a low rumble of approval. “Now. Twirl, slut. Slowly.”

The command was humiliating, reducing her to an object for his appraisal. A fresh wave of heat flooded her core. She obeyed. She placed her hands on her narrow waist and began to turn, a slow, deliberate rotation on the balls of her feet. She felt the weight of her breasts shift with the movement, the ache in her spanked ass a constant, throbbing reminder of his ownership. She turned fully, giving him the view of her reddened backside, the perfect heart shape, the slight tremor in her toned thighs. She completed the circle, facing him again, her cheeks flushed with shame and arousal.

The thought burned in her mind, to be naked, on display to a man older than her own father. Humiliating and arousing in equal measure as his dark eyes raked over every inch of her beautiful, nude form. Her skin prickled under his scrutiny, her chest rising and falling with shallow breaths. Every curve, every dip of her body was laid bare for him, a canvas he could mark as his own. The weight of his gaze was heavy, possessive, and it made her want to squirm even as she held herself perfectly still. Held herself for him.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, his dark eyes drinking her in. “Now. Kneel.”

Her knees hit the deep-pile carpet without hesitation. The soft fibres were a stark contrast to the hard wood of the desk. She settled back on her heels, the position making her thighs spread naturally.

“Wider,” he commanded. “Arch your back. Hands behind your head. Show me how wet and needy your little pussy is.”

Chantelle’s breath hitched. She shuffled her knees further apart, until the cool air touched her most intimate flesh. She arched her spine, pushing her chest forward, her breasts jutting proudly. She laced her fingers behind her head, her elbows framing her face. The position was one of absolute submission and display. It opened her completely, exposing the slick, pink folds of her pussy, already glistening with her arousal, to his merciless inspection. She felt utterly exposed, utterly owned. A soft whimper escaped her lips as she held the pose, her muscles beginning to tremble.

Adrian stood. He began to undress with a calm, efficient grace that was more intimidating than any hurried passion. He pulled his grey cashmere sweater over his head, revealing a lean, powerful torso dusted with dark hair. His hands went to his belt, the buckle clicking open. He pushed his trousers and boxers down in one motion, stepping out of them. He was already fully, impressively erect.

His cock was as she remembered, long, impossibly thick, and intimidating, a dark, veined shaft that curved slightly upward, the broad, plum-shaped head already glistening with a bead of moisture. It stood out starkly against his body, a symbol of pure, dominant intent. He took a step forward, until the blunt, hot head of his cock was a mere centimetre from her parted, glossed lips.

The scent of him, clean skin and masculine musk, filled her senses. Her mouth watered.

“Suck it, slut,” he commanded, his voice devoid of all warmth, pure authority.

Chantelle leaned forward, the movement slow and reverent. She kept her hands locked behind her head, maintaining the submissive display as she extended her neck. Her eyes were fixed on the thick, black crown. She opened her mouth, her tongue darting out to tentatively taste the salty bead of pre-cum. The flavour was musky, primal, and it sent a jolt straight to her dripping core.

She opened wider, taking the broad head past her lips. The stretch was immediate, a familiar, daunting fullness. She swirled her tongue around the sensitive ridge, earning a low grunt from above her. Then, using only the muscles of her mouth and throat, she began to suck, drawing him deeper. She couldn’t take much of his length like this, not with her hands behind her head, not in this controlled, displayed position. It was a shallow, worshipful service, all wet suction and flicking tongue on the engorged head.

Adrian let her work for a moment, his hands coming to rest on the sides of her head, not forcing, just holding. “Good girl,” he breathed. “Such a pretty mouth. Now, deeper. Take more.”

He didn’t thrust. He simply waited, the implicit threat of his patience more compelling than any force. Chantelle relaxed her jaw, letting her lips stretch wider, and pushed her head forward, taking another inch of his thick shaft into her mouth. The pressure against her palate was intense. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking hard, her tongue pressing against the underside. The wet, obscene sounds of her sucking filled the quiet office. Her own arousal was a slick, aching pulse between her spread thighs. She was servicing him, on her knees, displayed, and it felt more right, more necessary, than anything she had ever done.


Chapter Seven

Her mouth stretched impossibly wide around his thick, black cock, the blunt head pressing against the back of her throat. She could taste his skin, his musk, the faint salt of his pre-cum. Her world narrowed to the wet, sucking sounds, the strain in her jaw, the feeling of his hands resting possessively on her head.

“What would your husband think,” Adrian’s voice cut through her focused worship, cold and deliberate, “if he saw you now, on your knees, like a cheap whore, sucking my cock?”

The words were a slap. Humiliating. Degrading. They twisted in her gut, but instead of shame, they ignited a fresh, molten wave of heat deep in her core. Her pussy clenched, empty and aching, a fresh trickle of arousal soaking her inner thighs. He’s right, a treacherous part of her mind whispered. Edward would be horrified. He’d see a slut. And the thought, paired with Adrian’s cruel label, made the submission feel deeper, more illicit, more right.

With her mouth full, she had no way to answer. She could only suck harder, her tongue working feverishly along his underside, trying to communicate her… acceptance? Her need?

Adrian pulled his cock back slightly, just enough so the swollen head rested on her lower lip. He looked down at her. Her big blue eyes were wide, glistening with unshed tears and a desperate arousal. Her face, with its flawless makeup now slightly smudged, was a picture of beautiful debasement. Her sexy, full lips were stretched and glossy around his shaft.

“Oh fuck,” he murmured, almost to himself. “You do look sexy like this.”

He withdrew completely, his cock leaving her mouth with a soft pop. Her lips felt bruised, empty. She blinked up at him, panting softly.

“You want me to fuck your tight little arse again, slut?” he asked, his tone conversational, yet loaded with dark promise.

Her heart slammed against her ribs. The memory of that first time in his study, the burning stretch, the overwhelming fullness, the devastating orgasm, flooded her mind. It had been pain and pleasure fused into something terrifying and addictive. Looking up at him, seeing the sheer size of his erection, she felt a tremor of pure fear. Her tight little anal ring had been stretched to its limit. It would hurt. Badly.

But beneath the fear, a hotter, darker current surged. Yes. I want it. I want him to own that part of me too.

Slowly, nervously, she nodded.

Adrian’s lips curled in a faint, triumphant smile. “Tell me.”

Chantelle swallowed, her throat dry. “I… I want you to fuck my arse again.”

“I own you and your husband now,” he corrected, his voice hardening. “You always address me as Sir.”

The ownership claim, so bluntly stated, sent another dizzying rush through her. He owns Edward too. The thought was too vast, too shocking to fully grasp now. All she could do was obey. “Please, Sir,” she whispered, the words trembling on her lips. “Please fuck my arse.”

“Turn round. Head down. Arse up.” The commands were crisp, immediate.

She scrambled to obey, her movements clumsy with urgency. She turned away from him, kneeling on the plush carpet. Then she bent forward, lowering her head and shoulders, arching her spine to present her round, crimson-spanked ass high in the air. The position was utterly vulnerable, her slick pussy and the tight, crinkled star of her anus fully exposed to him.

He moved away, walking to his desk. She heard the soft click of a drawer opening. He was getting the lube. Her body trembled, anticipation and fear warring inside her.

The humiliation of being left in the middle of the big office, naked in such a displayed and submissive position, just added to the heat within her. Her heart pounded as she knelt there, her flushed cheeks burning hotter than the spanked flesh of her ass. She felt exposed, utterly bare, not just physically but emotionally. The cold air of the room brushed against her skin, making her tremble, yet the heat of her arousal only grew.

She could feel every inch of the room around her, the vast, imposing space, the heavy wooden desk, the faint smell of Adrian’s cologne lingering in the air. The silence was deafening, broken only by the occasional rustle of her shifting weight on the carpet. She wondered if anyone could see her from the windows, if some passerby might catch a glimpse of her shameful display. The thought sent a jolt of panic through her, but it was quickly drowned out by the thrilling rush of depravity.

He was forcing her to stew in her submission, to fully embrace the role he’d carved out for her. His slut. His property. The labels burned in her mind, searing away any lingering resistance. She wanted to cry out for him to return, to fill the aching void he’d left behind, but she bit her lip instead. She deserved this, she realized. Deserved the humiliation, the exposure, the waiting. She was his now, in every sense of the word, and it was her responsibility to endure whatever he demanded.

Her body tensed, anticipation and dread mixing in a heady cocktail as she awaited his next move. She kept her head down, her gaze fixed on the carpet, as his footsteps echoed closer.

He knelt behind her, his presence a warm, dominant shadow. His hands settled on her hips, his thumbs digging into the soft, tempting dips. “If only your husband could see his slutty gold digger wife now,” he mused, his voice dripping with contemptuous amusement. “Offering me her slutty round arse.” He laughed, a short, cold sound that made her flinch.

Then his touch shifted. One hand remained on her hip, holding her steady. The other, cool now with slick lubricant, found her anus. His fingertip circled the tight, little crinkled star, spreading the cool gel. The sensation was clinical and intimate at once. Then he pushed. Not one finger, but two. His thick fingers pressed against the resistant ring of muscle, then, with a firm, twisting motion, they breached her.

Chantelle gasped, a sharp, ragged sound. The intrusion was sudden, a deep, internal stretching that burned. His fingers were thick, hooking inside her, twisting and probing to loosen her up. The burn intensified, a sharp, protesting ache that radiated through her lower belly. She moaned, a low, pained sound that was also choked with a strange, building thrill. He’s opening me. For him. His fingers worked her, stretching the sensitive passage, and despite the pain, her body responded. Her pussy, already dripping, gushed another hot wave of arousal. Her inner muscles fluttered around nothing, craving fullness.

After a minute of this deliberate, painful preparation, he withdrew his fingers. The emptiness was acute. She heard him shift, kneeling up properly behind her.

Then, instead of moving to her anus, he positioned himself differently. The broad, hot head of his cock nudged against her dripping, swollen entrance. Without warning, he thrust. One hard, long, deep thrust into her pussy.

Chantelle screamed. The sound was raw, torn from her lungs. It was not a scream of pain, but of shocking, brutal fullness. He filled her vaginal channel completely, his thick shaft plunging deep into her core. He fucked her with short, punishing strokes, his hips slapping against her reddened ass cheeks, the impact sending jolts of pain-pleasure through her spanked flesh. Her wet little pussy clung to him, each thrust stretching her deliciously, feeding the frantic, climbing need inside her. She was sobbing again, tears mixing with the sounds of her ragged pleasure.

After a minute of this brutal vaginal pounding, he pulled out. His cock, now slick and glistening with her juices, slid free. He repositioned himself, kneeling close. His hands returned to her hips, his grip firm and controlling.

Now, the thick, wet head of his cock pressed against a different entrance. Against her tight, little star, already loosened by his fingers but still impossibly tight. The pressure was blunt, insistent. The cool lube and her own slickness mixed on his crown.

He leaned forward, his body covering hers. His hands tightened on her round hips, holding her absolutely still. He began to press forward.

The resistance was immediate. Her anal ring clamped shut, a band of tight muscle refusing him. He didn’t force it. He simply applied relentless, steady pressure, the blunt head of his big, black cock pushing, pushing, pushing against the tight ring.

Chantelle held her breath, her whole body tense. The burn began, a hot, sharp warning of stretch. She felt her muscle begin to yield, millimetre by millimetre, under his unwavering pressure. The head slowly, inexorably, began to encroach.

Then, with a final, decisive forward push of his hips, the broad crown of his cock breached her. It pushed past the tight ring of muscle of her little anal chute.

A sharp, torn cry burst from her lips. The sensation was a hot, blinding fullness, a deep, internal occupation that was utterly different from the vaginal thrust. It burned. It stretched. It claimed her in a way that felt primal and final. The head was inside her, lodged in that forbidden passage, and he held it there, letting her feel the sheer, daunting size of him, just barely begun.


Chapter Eight

The initial breach was a white-hot ring of fire. Chantelle’s cry was muffled by the carpet, her fingers clawing into the plush fibres. Adrian held himself there, buried to the crown, letting her body scream its protest. Then, with a slow, deliberate roll of his hips, he began to feed himself deeper.

Each glorious inch. The thought was his, a possessive triumph as he watched his thick, black cock disappear into her tight, pink little star. He pushed steadily, the resistance immense, her inner muscles clamping down in a vice-like spasm around his invading length. The stretch was obscene, a visible distension of her pale, red-marked flesh. He could feel every ridge, every tight fold of her anal passage yielding to him.

He began to move. A shallow, grinding retreat, then a deeper, more insistent push. A slow, claiming fuck that burned its rhythm into her very core.

“What would your husband think,” Adrian mused, his voice a low, conversational rumble that contrasted violently with the intimate violation, “of you offering your arse so easily to his new investor?”

The words were a different kind of penetration. Chantelle sobbed, a hot tear tracking through the carpet’s pile. The heat he spoke of built deep within her, a coil of shame and electric pleasure tightening low in her belly. His words and the incredible, stretching fullness of his black cock in a hole her husband had never even touched fused into a single, degrading truth. This is who I am for him.

“Does your husband know,” Adrian continued, punctuating his question with a sharper, deeper thrust that made her gasp, “just how much of a little anal slut you are?”

No. No, he doesn’t. The thought was the final key. The coil snapped. A shockwave of pure, humiliating pleasure erupted from her stretched core, radiating out to her fingertips, her toes, making her entire body convulse around the cock impaling her. Her orgasm was silent at first, a seismic internal clenching that milked his shaft, then broke into ragged, sobbing cries. It was a climax born of degradation, and it left her trembling, utterly spent and yet more exposed than ever.

Adrian felt her inner muscles fluttering wildly around him. A dark laugh escaped him. “Edward’s little gold-digging slut loves it, doesn’t she.” It wasn’t a question. He teased her with the words as he fucked her rear passage deeper, each stroke now reaching a profound, tender depth she hadn’t known existed.

‘OMG.’ The sight before him was better than any financial report. Chantelle’s lovely, firm, round, and very reddened ass was raised in perfect offering, his thick cock pistoning in and out of her little, stretched-open hole. The contrast of his dark shaft against her pale, marked skin was brutally beautiful. He needed more. Reaching forward, he tangled his hand in the roots of her blonde hair and pulled back, hard.

Chantelle screamed as her upper body was wrenched upwards, her spine forced into a deep, painful arch. The new angle drove his cock even deeper, spearing into untouched territory. The sensation was unbearable, a fusion of agony and blinding, overwhelming fullness. A second orgasm ripped through her with no warning, a sharp, stunning detonation that left her vision spotting. Her scream died into a choked gurgle.

“Dirty little anal slut,” he growled into her ear, his breath hot. His grip in her hair was unyielding, anchoring her in the storm of sensation.

Then he began to fuck her in earnest. No more slow claiming. This was punishment, celebration, absolute ownership. With a firm grip on her hair and his other hand splayed across her hip, holding her in place, he slammed into her. Hard. Fast. Relentless. The sound was wet, meaty, obscene, the slap of his flesh against her spanked cheeks, the squelch of her well-used passage.

Chantelle lost count of the strokes, of time, of everything but the brutal, driving fullness and the searing heat building again, impossibly, inside her. The pain had blurred into a constant, throbbing ache that formed the foundation for a terrifying, rising peak. Her third orgasm approached like a freight train, undeniable. It crashed over her just as he gave a final, brutal series of thrusts, his body going rigid against her back.

With a guttural roar that was pure triumph, he unleashed his climax. She felt the hot, powerful pulses deep in her bowels, a flooding, claiming release that seemed to go on and on, each jet marking her from the inside. He held himself there, buried to the hilt, as the last tremors shook them both.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Then, as he came down, his hands, still possessing her, slid from her hair to grip the full, round curves of her hips. He pulled her ass cheeks wide apart with his thumbs, stretching the already-gaped opening further.

The view was delicious. His fat, softening cock was still buried in her, stretching her little, crinkled star into a smooth, wide ring around his shaft. Slowly, with an obscene, wet sound, he pulled out. A loud, wet squelching plop echoed in the quiet room as his cock finally slipped free.

He held her open, watching as a thick, white stream of his spend immediately began to seep out of her gaping hole, dripping down onto her inner thighs and the carpet below. The evidence of his ownership.

“Stay where you are,” he ordered, his voice rough but composed. He released her hips and stood.

Chantelle remained, head down, ass in the air, trembling violently. She heard him move, the soft sound of him retrieving his phone from his discarded trousers. The cool air on her wet, stretched, and leaking anus was its own fresh humiliation.

She heard the faint click-whirr of a camera phone. Then another. He was circling her, documenting the moment. The proof of her submission, her degradation, her utter defeat. The hot shame burned anew, but beneath it, a terrifying, solid core of acceptance had formed. This is what I am for him.


Chapter Nine

The sharp, stinging breath she took was the first sound she’d made that was truly her own. The office air felt cold now against her feverish skin. Adrian’s command echoed, a final brand seared into the aftermath.

Dress, slut.

Chantelle pushed herself up from the carpet, her movements slow and uncoordinated. Every muscle protested, a deep, satisfying ache that spoke of utter use. The most profound soreness was there, a deep, internal throb in her stretched and violated rear passage. She felt raw, open, impossibly sensitive. She kept her eyes down, avoiding his, as she crawled the short distance to where her clothes lay in a discarded heap.

Her fingers, clumsy and trembling, found the charcoal wool of her pencil skirt. She pulled it towards her, the fabric scraping over the plush carpet. Getting it on was a trial. She had to roll onto her side, then her back, lifting her hips to shimmy the tight garment over her legs. The waistband brushed over the hot, marked skin of her ass, and she hissed at the contact. As she tugged it up, settling it over her hips, the first distinct, warm trickle escaped her.

It was a slow, deliberate ooze from her sorest place, a thick drip of Adrian’s spend finding its way past her loosened ring. It traced a wet, shameful path down the inner curve of her buttock, towards her thigh. She froze, feeling it. Every drip, he’d said. She was to feel every one.

Next, the black lace bra. She clasped it in front, then twisted it around, shimmying it into place. The cool lace cups settled over her full, tender breasts, her large nipples painfully sensitive against the fabric. She reached for the sheer champagne blouse next, pulling it on. Buttoning it was a meticulous, silent ritual. Each tiny pearl button felt enormous in her shaky fingers. As she worked her way up, the blouse whispering over her skin, another warm rivulet escaped her back passage, a fresh, intimate leak she couldn’t stop.

She was dressed. The smart, professional outfit was restored, a thin veneer over the wreckage beneath. She stood, her heels sinking into the carpet. She felt the wetness now in earnest, a slow, persistent seepage that had already begun to cool against her skin, a damp patch growing on the inside of her thighs, hidden by the skirt.

Adrian had already turned away. He was seated behind his vast desk, his focus on his laptop screen, the blue light casting sharp planes on his face. The transition was absolute. From a worshipped, naked object of his deepest desire to a clothed, dismissed irrelevance. The indifference was more crushing than any insult. She was of no interest to him now. The transaction was complete.

Chantelle turned, the movement making her freshly-stuffed passage gush slightly. She walked to the office door, each step a careful, measured effort. The soreness was a constant, brutal reminder. The wetness was a humiliating secret. But as she moved, a treacherous, leftover heat flickered in her core. Her own arousal, though swamped by his release, was still present, a slick, wanting pulse between her legs that the rhythmic clench of her walking seemed to stimulate.

Out on the street, the late afternoon bustle of Shaftesbury Avenue was a sensory assault. Sunlight, noise, people brushing past. She walked with a slight, unconscious stiffness, a subtle hitch in her step that tried to minimise the friction, the movement, the leaking. The thong-less state was a calculated cruelty. Without the scant barrier, the evidence had direct access to her skin, to her clothing. She could feel the wet trail, now a persistent, cool trickle, painting the inside of her thighs.

The entrance to the underground station loomed. The escalator descent was its own special torture. Standing still, riding down, she felt a slow, gravitational pull inside her. A thicker gather of fluid, then a sudden, warmer release that soaked further into the delicate skin of her inner thigh. She clenched every muscle she could, a futile attempt to stem the tide, and the clench sent a sharp, pleasurable-painful spark through her sore centre.

On the platform, she found a vacant stretch of wall and leaned against it, closing her eyes for a second. The rumble of an approaching train vibrated through the tiles, up through the soles of her shoes, and into her very core. It seemed to shake something loose. A fresh, distinct dribble escaped, and she pressed her thighs together tightly, her face flaming.

The train doors hissed open. It was busy, but not packed. She slipped into a corner seat, perching on the very edge to keep the fabric of her skirt from pressing directly against the damp mess. She kept her head down, her blonde hair a curtain, her small leather portfolio clutched like a shield on her lap. She focused on the grimy floor, the scuffed shoes of the person opposite.

But her body wouldn’t let her forget. Every jolt of the train, every lurch around a bend, sent a corresponding shift inside her. A slosh of wet warmth. A fresh, minute escape. The sore, stretched feeling was a constant, throbbing bass note, and the wetness was the melody. She could smell it now, too, a faint, musky, intimate scent of sex and sweat and him that seemed to rise from her, trapped by her clothes. She was sure everyone could smell it.

Her mind replayed the final moments. Adrian pulling her ass cheeks wide, holding her open as he withdrew, watching his own release begin to seep from her. The memory, instead of bringing fresh shame, sent a pulse of that leftover heat through her pussy. She was disgusted with herself. And unbearably, undeniably, still aroused.

The train slowed for a station. More people got on. A man in a suit stood directly in front of her, holding a rail. As the train moved off, he swayed. His eyes, scanning the carriage, passed over her, then drifted down. They lingered for a fraction of a second on her tight skirt, where she was pressed against the seat.

A bolt of pure, icy panic shot through her. The wet patch. The wool would show it. A dark, damp circle on the charcoal fabric, right where she’d been sitting in his office, right where he’d…

She couldn’t breathe. She squeezed her eyes shut, wishing herself invisible. The man’s eyes moved away, but the damage was done. The humiliation was no longer private. It was here, in this public carriage, visible to a stranger. She was marked. Claimed. And slowly, shamelessly, leaking the proof onto the seat of the London Underground.


Chapter Ten

The lift doors opened onto the private penthouse foyer with a soft sigh. Silence. Emptiness. Edward was still at the office, chasing a salvation that seemed to slip further away each day. For a moment, Chantelle just stood there, the cold marble under her heels, the vast, windowed space feeling more like a museum of a life than a home.

Her body carried the echo of the afternoon. A deep, throbbing soreness. A damp, sticky reminder trapped against her skin. With a slow, deliberate motion, she reached back and unzipped her charcoal pencil skirt, letting it pool at her feet. The cool air hit the backs of her thighs, the wetness there now exposed. She stepped out of it, then unbuttoned the sheer blouse, shrugging it off. The black lace bra followed. She stood in just her heels, naked in the wide-open space of their bedroom.

The blinds were open.

The thought was a quiet buzz in her mind. The floor-to-ceiling windows faced another glittering tower, a grid of lit offices and apartments. Anyone looking, anyone with binoculars or a telescopic lens… they would see a beautiful blonde woman, naked, undressing. She didn’t close them. Instead, she turned and walked slowly towards the ensuite bathroom, her heels clicking on the hardwood, the deliberate sway of her hips a performance for an unseen audience. Her heart-shaped ass, still marked, clenched with each step, a fresh, faint trickle escaping as she moved.

In the bathroom, the harsh, flattering light of the LED mirrors surrounded her. She stopped before the full-length panel, her breath catching.

The damage was a map of her submission.

First, her hips. On each side, just above the sharp curve of her pelvis, were faint, bluish smudges, the ghosts of Adrian’s grip where his fingers and thumbs had dug in, holding her in place as he claimed her. She traced them lightly, the skin tender.

Then, she turned, looking over her shoulder.

A soft gasp escaped her lips.

Her beautiful, round ass, the feature she worked so hard on, was a canvas of violence. The crimson palm marks from his spanking had darkened, standing out in stark, angry relief against her pale skin. They overlapped, a brutal artwork of possession. The sight sent a jolt straight to her core, a hot, unwelcome thrill.

Hesitating for only a second, she reached back. She took a firm cheek in each hand, the flesh warm and yielding. She pulled them apart, leaning forward slightly to see the reflection.

Her breath hitched, caught in her throat.

There it was. Her little, puckered star, usually so tight and discreet, was slack, slightly gaping. The skin around it looked reddened, sore, swollen. And there, caught in the delicate folds, was a thick, creamy dribble of Adrian’s cum, oozing slowly out onto the skin of her inner thigh.

The proof. His claim.

The visual, so obscene and private, unlocked a floodgate. The memory of his final, roaring climax, the feeling of that hot release flooding her deepest channel, crashed over her. A fresh rush of heat blossomed in her pelvis, making her knees feel weak. Her neglected pussy, ignored during the anal taking, gave a sharp, aching clench, suddenly desperately empty.

No. Not yet.

She needed to clean up. She needed to soothe. But the ache, both sore and hungry, was a live wire under her skin.

She turned on the gold taps, pouring a generous stream of lavender-scented bubble bath into the deep, freestanding tub. Steam began to rise, fogging the mirrors. She stepped out of her heels and slid into the scalding water, hissing as it enveloped her sore body. She sank down until the water covered her shoulders, the heat penetrating the deep muscular ache. She lay there for a long time, eyes closed, but her mind wouldn’t quiet. It replayed his voice. Dirty little anal slut. It replayed the feeling of being stretched wider than she thought possible. It replayed the shocking, degrading pleasure of her orgasms.

When the water began to cool, she finally rose, dripping. She patted herself dry with a thick, white towel, gentle over her marked skin. From a shelf, she took a bottle of aloe and menthol cooling lotion.

Naked, she walked back into the darkened bedroom. The city lights twinkled silently opposite. She lay face down on the cool, silk duvet, the scent of their laundry detergent a bland counterpoint to the musky memory on her skin. She spread her legs slightly, the position exposing everything.

Reaching back with one hand, she again pulled her round ass cheeks apart. With the other, she squeezed a liberal amount of the cool, green lotion onto her fingertips. She took a shaky breath, then began to apply it.

The first touch to her swollen, sensitive anal ring made her jump. The lotion was cool, then the menthol created a tingling, soothing numbness. She worked it in carefully, circling the sore, stretched entrance, her fingertip slipping slightly inside the loosened ring. The sensation was shocking, a direct echo of his intrusion. A low moan vibrated in her chest.

Her other hand, as if moving on its own, slid underneath her body.

Her fingers found her pussy, and she was shocked at how wet she was. Slick, hot, and swollen. Her folds were puffy and sensitive. Her clit, neglected and throbbing, felt like a hard little pearl under her touch.

She began a slow, circular rhythm there, her hips pressing down into the mattress. At the same time, the finger at her anus pressed deeper, past the initial ring, into the tender, violated channel. The dual stimulation was overwhelming. One hand offering cooling relief to the place he’d brutally used, the other stoking the fire he’d ignited.

She thought of his desk. The carpet. The way he’d pulled her hair and called her a gold-digging slut. Her finger in her ass curled, mimicking the shape of his cock, and she cried out, her back arching.

She added a second finger to her pussy, sliding them deep inside her hungry channel, fucking herself with a frantic rhythm. The fingers in her rear moved in time, a shallow, stretching penetration. The feeling of being filled in both holes, even by her own hands, shattered her. This was what he’d done. He’d opened her. He’d rearranged her.

“Sir,” she whimpered into the duvet, the title a ragged prayer. Her mind supplied his face, his cold, triumphant smile, his hands gripping her bruised hips.

Her movements became frenzied, desperate. She scissored her fingers inside her pussy, feeling the tight grip of her walls. She pumped her fingers in and out of her sore, slick anal passage, the obscene, wet sounds loud in the quiet room. The mingling sensations, the deep, full ache from behind, the frantic friction from the front, coalesced into a single, unbearable point of pressure.

Her body tightened, every muscle coiling. The orgasm, when it broke, was cataclysmic. It ripped through her with no grace, a raw, screaming release that tore from her throat. Her back arched violently off the bed, her hips bucking against her own hands. Her inner muscles clamped down on her penetrating fingers in a series of brutal, pulsing spasms that seemed to milk the very essence from her. White light exploded behind her eyelids. She saw his face. She felt his ownership.

Wave after wave of intense pleasure-pain crashed over her, leaving her trembling, gasping, her fingers still buried in her own ravaged holes as the last tremors subsided. Her body felt like it had been torn apart and stitched back together, every muscle quivering with the aftershocks of a release so raw it bordered on violence. She lay there, her chest heaving, her skin slick with sweat, cooling lotion, and the mingling juices of her own desperate need. The room, once silent, now seemed to hum with the echo of her cries, the air thick with the scent of her shameful satisfaction.

Her fingers slowly withdrew, and she felt the empty ache of absence in both channels. The cool air kissed her swollen, sensitive flesh, sending a shiver through her spent body. She turned her head to stare at the city lights outside the window, their steady, indifferent glow a stark contrast to the storm that had just ravaged her. She could still feel the ghost of Adrian’s hands on her hips, the memory of his voice in her ear, dirty little anal slut, ringing in her head like a cruel anthem. And yet, despite the shame, the guilt, the wrongness of it all, there was no denying the truth: she had never felt so alive, so utterly undone.

She glanced down at her body, a map of marks and bruises that told a story she could never share. Her hips bore the faint remnants of his grip, her ass a canvas of crimson welts that throbbed faintly with each heartbeat. Her pussy, still pulsing and tender, felt hollow in a way that Edward had never been able to fill. She traced a finger lightly over her clit, still swollen and sensitive, and hissed at the lingering pleasure-pain. It wasn’t just the physical sensation that lingered—it was the him of it all, the way he had claimed her, used her, and left her forever changed.

Rolling onto her side, she curled into herself, her knees drawn up as if to shield her vulnerable body from the world. The silence of the penthouse pressed in around her, amplifying the echo of her thoughts. She knew she should feel remorse, guilt, something, but all she felt was a cold, unrelenting certainty. Adrian had unlocked something inside her, something dark and hungry and wild, and Edward’s gentle, predictable touch could never hope to satisfy it again. She stared at the city lights, their steady glow mocking her with their permanence, and wondered how she could ever go back to the life she had built when it suddenly felt so hollow.


Epilogue

The soft, grey light of the massive television washed over them, a documentary about ancient Rome murmuring on unnoticed. Chantelle was curled into Edward’s side, her body tucked into the familiar space beneath his arm, but every muscle was a taut wire. The baggy cotton of her t-shirt and sweatpants felt like a disguise, a feeble attempt to hide the map of another man’s possession still etched on her skin.

His arm, heavy and warm around her shoulders, tightened. Then his hand began to roam, sliding down her arm, over her ribs, his palm seeking the shape of her through the fabric. Her breath hitched.

Nooo! Her mind screamed, a silent, desperate siren. He can’t. Not tonight. He’ll see. He’ll feel the soreness, the different texture of me.

His fingers found the soft swell of her breast, his thumb circling her nipple through the thin cotton. It pebbled instantly, a traitorous, autonomic response that had nothing to do with desire. Dread coiled in her stomach.

“Please, Teddy,” she whispered, her voice small against the TV’s drone. She placed a hand over his, stilling it. “I just don’t feel good tonight.”

He nuzzled her hair, his breath warm against her temple. “Come on, Babe,” he murmured, his voice thick with a long day’s fatigue and a familiar, single-minded need. “Just a quickie. Just to help me relax. You know how wound up I get.”

His hand slid from her breast, down over her flat stomach, and cupped her between her legs through the soft sweatpants. He pressed the heel of his hand against her, a firm, insistent grind. She felt nothing but a dull pressure, a faint echo of the devastating, sore emptiness Adrian had left behind.

“Ed, I can’t,” she tried again, but he was already shifting, turning his body towards her.

“Let me just feel you,” he said, and his other hand went to the fly of his jeans. He guided her hand there. “See? I need you.”

Her fingers brushed the denim. He was hard. A solid, familiar ridge. But as her hand closed over it through the fabric, a cold wave of disappointment crashed through her. The shape was all wrong. It was slender, average, a known quantity. Her mind, treacherous and vivid, flashed an image of Adrian’s thick, black cock, the way it had stretched her, filled her, the sheer intimidating mass of it. Edward’s felt… insufficient.

Before Adrian, this had been enough. More than enough. It had been satisfying, a pleasant release, a marital comfort. Now, the idea of it inside her, after the afternoon’s brutal, transformative fullness, felt ludicrous. Anticlimactic.

A numb resignation settled over her. She couldn’t fight him, not when he needed this. This was her role. This was the support she offered.

Her fingers went to his belt buckle. The metal was cool. “Babe,” she said, her voice deliberately softer, a coaxing note she’d used a hundred times. “Let me do it for you. Let me suck you.”

The idea, the image of her beautiful wife’s lips around him, was an immediate trigger. She saw the shift in his eyes, the stress melting into a hungry, grateful focus. “Yeah?” he breathed, a smile touching his lips. “Okay. But let me see you. Let me see your boobs.”

Her eyes flicked automatically to the wall of windows. The night was clear, the towers around them glittering with a thousand lit squares. Their blinds were open. The sofa was in direct line of sight.

“Teddy, the windows…”

“Let them see,” he said, his voice gaining a rough, possessive edge. He cupped her face. “Let them see my beautiful wife’s gorgeous body. Let them see you suck me off. They’ll be so fucking jealous of me.”

The exhibitionism that had thrilled her this morning now felt hollow, a performance. But she nodded, a slow, mechanical movement. Her hands dropped to the hem of the oversized t-shirt. In one fluid motion, she pulled it up and over her head, tossing it aside.

The cool apartment air kissed her skin. Her full, firm 34C breasts were bared, the large, pale pink areolas taut, her nipples hard points. She saw his eyes darken with appreciation, his chest swell. She lifted herself onto her knees on the soft leather sofa, turning to face him, putting herself on display for him and for the anonymous, distant windows.

They won’t be jealous, she thought, a bitter, silent commentary as she worked his belt open, then the button of his jeans. They’ll see a woman with perfect tits sucking a very ordinary dick. The comparison was cruel, but it was all she could think about.

She tugged his jeans and boxers down over his hips in one practiced move. His erection sprang free. It was, as she knew, perfectly fine. A decent length, slender, veined, standing proudly. It was the dick of her husband. But as she looked at it, all she could see was the ghost of another, thicker, darker, more. The visual disparity was a physical ache.

She wrapped her fingers around his base, her touch firm. She leaned forward, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders. She didn’t tease. She didn’t make a show of it. She opened her mouth, took him in, and began to work.

Her technique was expert, born of years of familiarity. A firm pressure of her lips, a swirl of her tongue along the sensitive underside, a steady, rhythmic bobbing of her head. Her bare breasts swayed and jiggled with each movement, a hypnotic bounce that Edward’s gaze was locked onto. One of his hands came up to cradle one, his thumb rubbing her nipple in time with her sucks.

This is it, she thought, her mind detaching. This is my function. She focused on the mechanics. The salty, familiar taste of him. The faint musk of his skin. The sounds, his low groans, the wet, soft noises her mouth made. She hollowed her cheeks, increased the suction, used her tongue in the way he loved.

His hips began to push up gently, meeting her strokes. His breathing grew ragged. “God, Chantelle… yes… just like that.” His fingers tightened on her breast.

She closed her eyes, but behind her lids was not Edward’s face. It was Adrian’s cold, commanding gaze looking down at her as she’d knelt before him. The memory of that cock, the way it had stretched her lips, hit the back of her throat, the sheer dominance of its size and taste, sent an unwanted, shameful pulse of heat to her own neglected core. It was a ghost sensation, mocking the present reality.

Edward’s movements became more urgent, less controlled. His thighs tensed. “I’m gonna… baby, I’m gonna…”

She didn’t pull away. She took him deeper, letting the head of his slender dick nudge the back of her throat. She relaxed her jaw, accepting it.

With a choked, grateful cry, he came. The pulses were modest, a warm, familiar release that spilled onto her tongue. She swallowed smoothly, efficiently, milking him with gentle sucks until he was soft and spent. She didn’t miss a drop.

She released him with a soft pop, sitting back on her heels. Her lips felt bruised, but not in the way Adrian had bruised them. This was a gentle, familiar tenderness. Edward slumped back against the cushions, his eyes closed, a deep sigh of relief escaping him. He looked peaceful. Unburdened.

“Thank you, baby,” he mumbled, reaching out to pat her thigh. “You’re the best.”

She forced a small smile, her heart a hollow chamber. “Any time, Teddy.”

She stayed there, kneeling on the sofa, her perfect breasts exposed to the city night, the taste of her husband in her mouth, and the crushing, silent understanding in her heart that something fundamental had broken. The act that had once been a satisfying comfort now felt like a pale imitation. She had swallowed his release, but her own hunger, awakened by a larger, darker appetite, remained utterly untouched.


Book Three Teaser

The change did not arrive with any clear moment of impact.

There was no single decision that marked it, no visible turning point Edward could look back on and name. Instead, it unfolded slowly, almost imperceptibly, like a quiet current running beneath the surface of his life, shifting everything while leaving the appearance of control intact.

From the outside, his world had never looked stronger.

The company was thriving again, growing with a momentum that seemed almost effortless. Contracts came in with increasing regularity, opportunities opened before he had even begun to pursue them, and the confidence that had once defined him returned in full. By every measurable standard, he was succeeding.

And yet, beneath that success, something had begun to feel… arranged.

In meetings, Edward would find himself outlining strategy, making decisions, setting direction, only to realise, moments later, that the path ahead seemed already formed. The ideas were his, and yet not entirely his. There was a quiet alignment to everything now, as though unseen hands had already positioned the pieces, leaving him to simply move within the structure.

Adrian’s influence was everywhere, though rarely in a way that could be directly pointed to. It lived in conversations, in introductions, in the quiet authority behind opportunities that carried a weight far beyond coincidence. Edward told himself it was experience. Guidance. The advantage of having a man like Adrian Blackwood behind him.

That was what he had agreed to.

And the results spoke for themselves.

New hires were discussed. New talent identified. Men with reputations, with intelligence, with the kind of technical brilliance Edward knew he needed to reclaim the top of the market. Adrian mentioned names before Edward had the chance to find them. Arranged meetings before Edward had the opportunity to request them.

“They’re people you should know,” Adrian had said calmly. “People who will strengthen what you’re building.”

Edward had nodded.

Of course they would.

This was how growth worked at this level.

But increasingly, those introductions extended beyond the boardroom.

More and more, those same men were being introduced to Chantelle.

At first, it felt natural.

She attended a lunch here. A private dinner there. A small gathering where she was the only woman not already known within Adrian’s circle. Each time, she was received with quiet interest, with the same measured attention Adrian himself had given her from the beginning.

Edward told himself it was part of the network.

Part of the influence.

Part of what made everything work.

And yet, there was something about the way it happened that he could not quite define.

The introductions were never random. And often he was not involved.

Never casual.

They were deliberate.

Curated.

As though Chantelle’s presence carried a value that extended beyond simply being his wife.

At home, she moved through their life with a composure that had deepened into something quieter, more assured. Her presence had always been striking, her beauty impossible to ignore, but now it seemed to settle into every room she entered with a natural authority of its own.

She spent more time out.

More time within the world Adrian had opened.

And when she returned, she carried that world back with her.

One evening, as the city lights stretched across the glass walls of their apartment, Adrian called.

Not for Edward.

For Chantelle.

Edward watched as she stepped a short distance away, her voice soft, composed, familiar in a way that unsettled him without reason. There was nothing inappropriate, nothing he could question, and yet the ease between them suggested something already established.

When she returned, she offered no explanation.

Only a simple statement.

“I need to go out tomorrow.”

Edward nodded.

Of course she did.

It seemed that more and more now, things required her.

A few days later, Adrian spoke to him again, his tone as calm and controlled as ever.

“There are structures that need to evolve,” he said.

Edward frowned slightly.

“What kind of structures?”

There was a pause, not hesitation, but precision.

“The kind that ensure everything continues to grow,” Adrian replied quietly, “exactly as it should.”

Edward leaned back, considering the words.

He did not like them.

Not entirely.

But the success was undeniable.

The company was stronger than ever. The future, once uncertain, now felt solid beneath his feet.

And Chantelle…

Chantelle had never seemed more at home within it.

That night, she stood by the window, the city reflected across the smooth lines of her silhouette, her posture relaxed, confident, entirely at ease within the life unfolding around her.

Edward found himself watching her from across the room.

Not with the easy familiarity of a husband.

But with something more uncertain.

As though, somewhere along the way, she had begun to move just slightly beyond his reach.

Still his.

And yet… not entirely.

The thought settled slowly, unwelcome, impossible to ignore.

And for the first time, Edward allowed himself to wonder — not about the business, not about the deal, but about something far more unsettling.

What exactly had he agreed to?
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Taboo: 'Black'mailed by the office boy!

Professional woman loves to be used as the office slut.

By Emma Sluttily

She broke the rules behind closed doors. Now she’s paying the price: on her knees.

Scarlett Rose Montgomery is used to control, over her career, her reputation, her cravings. Even the scandalous affair with her married boss, Mr. Pearce, is just another secret she keeps buried beneath her perfectly tailored life.

But one mistake. One unlocked door. One pair of sharp, hungry eyes watching her submit… changes everything.

Jaden, just 18 -years-old office runner, wasn’t supposed to be there. He wasn’t supposed to see. But now that he knows, he’s not letting go. With the leverage of her darkest secret in hand, he doesn’t want her silence, he wants her. Bent. Obedient. Owned.

And Jaden isn’t interested in kindness. He wants control.

Forced into a dangerous game of obedience and surrender, Scarlet finds herself unravelling under his gaze, his commands, his hands. The shame only makes it hotter. The fear only makes her fall harder. But when dominance turns to obsession, and blackmail becomes bondage, Scarlet must face the truth:

She may have lost her freedom, but what if she’s never felt more alive?

Now her long term office crush, David Blake, get’s his use of her beautiful sexy body.

⛓️ She thought she was in control. Now she kneels for the boy who owns her secrets, and her pleasure. ⛓️

Enter the dark, dominant world where blackmail is foreplay; and surrender is the only escape.

More partners, more exhibitionism, more spanking, more illicit, kinky sex.


Available now on Amazon Kindle.

Discover more by Emma Sluttily

Dark, taboo erotic fiction exploring power dynamics, psychological control, shame, desire, and surrender across interconnected worlds.

Browse the full catalogue on Amazon:

https://www.amazon.com/stores/Emma-Sluttily/author/B0F223TDNL

If you enjoy stories where control slips, boundaries blur, and surrender feels as intoxicating as it is forbidden, you’re exactly where you should be.
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