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Prologue

The grey light of dawn found Edward first. It crept across the ceiling, a soft, cool wash that made the shadows in their Canary Wharf bedroom seem deeper. He lay awake, staring at the indistinct shape of the air conditioning unit, listening to the faint hum of the city stirring beyond the glass.

Beside him, Chantelle slept.

Her body was a soft curve under the white duvet, one bare shoulder exposed, her blonde hair spilling across the pillow. She was turned away from him, facing the window. In sleep, her beauty was effortless, unconscious. The narrow waist, the gentle swell of her hip beneath the sheet, the firm outline of her breast pressed against the mattress, all were relaxed, natural. He watched the steady, slow rise and fall of her breathing. This was his wife. The woman he had built a life for.

But something felt different.

It wasn’t a physical distance. They still shared this bed, this space. It was a weight in the air between them, a silence that had grown louder over the past weeks. Since the investment. Since Adrian.

The company was thriving now. Cash flow was strong. Contracts were being signed. The anxiety of those dwindling months had lifted. But the relief was hollow. Every major decision, every strategic pivot, now ran through Adrian Blackwood. Edward presented the ideas, made the pitches, but the final nod, the approving smile or the dismissive shake of the head, came from the man in the corner office overlooking Shaftesbury Avenue. Edward told himself it was normal. This is the price of growth. This is what having a serious investor looks like. But the truth sat like a stone in his gut: he was no longer the master of his own ship. He was the captain, but Adrian held the charts.

His gaze drifted back to Chantelle’s sleeping form.

And her… she was different too.

Subtle. Almost imperceptible. But he felt it.

She was still present. Still affectionate in her way. She still cooked dinners, still asked about his day, still curled against him on the sofa. But the engagement was missing. The spark in her eyes when he touched her. The eager, hungry way she used to meet his kisses. Last night on the sofa… it had been a transaction. A service performed. He’d needed release, and she’d provided it with expert, detached efficiency. He’d been grateful, of course. Satisfied. But as he’d watched her kneel there afterwards, her perfect breasts exposed to the city lights, her expression vacant, he’d felt a cold trickle of doubt.

Why?

The question surfaced, unbidden and uncomfortable.

Why did she spend so much time with Adrian now? The “catch-ups,” the “strategy sessions,” the “brand alignment meetings.” It felt… natural to her. She never questioned it. She never seemed hesitant. She returned from those meetings flushed, energized, talking about vision and alignment in a way that mirrored Adrian’s cool precision. Edward had initially welcomed it. His wife is engaged. She’s helping. She’s part of the success. But now…

A darker thought coiled in the quiet of the morning.

Has she lost respect for me?

The idea was a splinter under his skin.

Does she see him differently now? Does she see the man who needed a saviour, who handed over the keys to his kingdom to keep it from crumbling? Does she see the charisma, the drive, the force that once defined him, and now see only the man who sits in meetings waiting for approval?

He shifted on the pillow, the movement slight.

Chantelle stirred. A soft sigh escaped her lips. She rolled slightly, turning more towards the window. The duvet slipped further, revealing more of her back, the elegant curve of her spine, the smooth, gym-toned skin of her shoulder blade. In the pale light, he could see a faint, bluish mark just above her hip. A bruise? A shadow? He stared at it, his mind trying to place its origin. She’d mentioned a clumsy moment at the gym last week, catching a barbell awkwardly. It seemed plausible.

But the doubt persisted, thickening.

Why did it feel like she was moving in a world parallel to his now? A world where Adrian was the sun, and he was… what? A satellite? A necessary accessory?

His own need for her, for the physical comfort she provided, felt suddenly fraught. It wasn’t just release anymore. It was a claim. A reassertion. You are mine. This is mine. Last night, wanting her to bare herself to the windows, it hadn’t just been exhibitionism. It had been a desperate, silent proclamation to the anonymous city: Look. See what I have. See what belongs to me.

But did she?

He watched her sleep, and the quiet of the room seemed to amplify the noise in his head.

The city outside began to properly wake. A distant siren. The low rumble of a delivery truck. The first golden streaks of proper sunrise tinted the grey.

Chantelle’s breathing deepened. She was sinking back into deeper sleep.

Edward remained awake, anchored by a dawning, chilling realization.

The success he had craved, the stability he had fought for, was here. The company was saved. Their life was secure.

But he was no longer certain of his place in it.

He was the CEO, but not the king.

He was the husband, but…

He looked at the faint mark on his wife’s hip, and the unspoken question hung in the air, heavier than the dawn.

What am I?


Chapter One

The warmth beside her was gone. Only a hollow in the duvet remained, a shallow imprint of Edward’s body. Chantelle lay still, her eyes closed against the soft, late-morning light filtering through the floor-to-ceiling windows. The room was quiet, filled with the distant hum of the city and the faint scent of his aftershave lingering on the pillow.

Then, memory returned.

Not a thought, but a feeling. A physical echo.

Her body remembered before her mind did.

A deep, satisfied ache low in her pelvis. A faint tenderness on her hips. A lingering, swollen sensitivity between her legs. The echo of a spanking on her skin.

Adrian.

The name surfaced, and the floodgate opened.

Her mind, still fuzzy with sleep, began replaying the afternoon in vivid, sensory fragments. Not the events, but the sensations. The authority in his voice, a tone that commanded obedience without asking for it. The way he had handled her, his grip on her hips, his hands guiding her, turning her, positioning her with a complete, unshakable certainty. There was no negotiation, no gentle coaxing. There was intention, and her body had simply complied.

She remembered the physical intensity. Not just the act, but the scale of it. The feeling of being stretched wider than she thought possible, filled deeper than she had ever been filled. The shocking, brutal fullness that had stolen her breath and rewired her pleasure. The feeling of being completely overpowered, taken, used for a purpose beyond her own satisfaction.

She shifted on the bed; the silk sheets cool against her skin. A faint throbbing pulse began between her thighs, a ghost of that afternoon’s climaxes. Her hand drifted down, fingertips brushing over the soft swell of her stomach, then lower.

She thought of last night.

Edward. The sofa. The TV’s grey light. His familiar, insistent touch.

His need for her had been the same. The routine was the same. Her performance had been the same. Expert. Efficient. Satisfying for him.

But for her…

It felt diminished. A pleasant, familiar comfort that now registered as… incomplete. The contrast was not just physical. It was emotional. It was about control. About confidence. About presence. Edward’s presence was a request. Adrian’s presence was a claim.

She didn’t fully understand it yet. But she felt it. A quiet, unsettling comparison had formed in the back of her mind, and it wouldn’t leave.

With a sigh, she finally rose. The room was bright now, the cityscape a geometric tapestry of glass and steel outside. She stood naked beside the bed, her slim, gym-toned body exposed to the empty room. Her narrow waist, the soft curve of her hips, the firm, round swell of her 34C breasts, all were hers, maintained with care, a part of her value in the world she occupied.

But today, she looked at herself differently.

She walked slowly to the mirror mounted on the far wall.

She paused.

She studied herself.

The morning light was kind, highlighting the gentle slopes and curves. Her skin was smooth, pale. The faint, bluish marks Adrian’s fingers had left on her hips were still visible, a subtle map of possession. She ran a hand over one, the skin tender. Then she turned slightly, looking at the reflection of her back, the round, heart-shaped ass she considered her best feature. The crimson from his spanking had faded, but a faint pink blush remained on the skin, a memory of his palm.

Her gaze dropped lower.

A hot, sudden flush spread through her.

She remembered him taking her there. Her tight little anal chute. The way he’d prepared her, the cold lube, his thick fingers stretching her, then… him. The long, thick, black cock pushing past her resistance, filling her, owning her. The memory was so vivid it made her knees feel weak.

And then, unbidden, the other memory surfaced.

Edward’s cock. Last night. In her hand, in her mouth. Slender. Pale. A known quantity. The visual disparity was cruel, undeniable. Edward’s was fine. It was pleasant. It was her husband. But after experiencing Adrian’s, it felt… small. Insufficient. A toy compared to a tool.

The comparison was a physical ache, a hollow emptiness that clenched deep inside her.

She couldn’t stop it.

The images cycled in her mind, a private, shameful film reel. Adrian’s commanding gaze. His hand on her ass, delivering a sharp, stinging slap that made her gasp and arch. Then the feeling of him entering her, there, the impossible stretch, the shocking fullness, the brutal, degrading pleasure that had torn orgasms from her she didn’t know she could have.

Her breath came quicker.

Her hand, as if moving on its own command, drifted back down her body. Over her flat stomach. Over the soft, trimmed hair below. Her fingers found her own flesh, and she was already wet. Slick, hot, swollen. Her pussy felt hungry, empty in a way Edward had never filled. Her clit was a hard, throbbing point under her touch.

She didn’t close the blinds.

The windows were wide open. The apartment faced another tower, a grid of lit offices and apartments. People could be looking. Someone, with a telescope or just a keen eye, could see a blonde woman, naked, standing before a mirror, touching herself.

She didn’t care.

Her other hand reached behind her. She pulled one cheek aside, her fingers finding the tender, puckered entrance he had used. It was still slightly loose, sensitive. The memory of his penetration there was a live wire.

She began to touch herself; her movements slow at first, then building.

One hand at her front, fingers sliding through her slick folds, circling her aching clit. The other hand behind, a fingertip pressing gently against her sore anal ring, then slipping inside, just a little, mimicking the initial stretch.

The dual stimulation was overwhelming. It was a direct replay.

She thought of his voice. Dirty little anal slut.

Her finger inside her ass curled, a shallow penetration. Her finger on her clit pressed harder, faster.

Her hips began to sway, a slow, sensual roll. She watched herself in the mirror—her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders, her full breasts jiggling with the motion, her face flushed with concentration and shameful need.

She added a second finger to her pussy, sliding them deep inside her hungry channel. She fucked herself with a frantic rhythm, her body moving against her own hand. The fingers in her rear moved in time, a deeper, more insistent push.

The feeling of being filled in both holes, even by her own hands, shattered her composure. This was what he’d done. He’d opened her. He’d rearranged her.

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

Her movements became frenzied. 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, sunlit bedroom. The mingling sensations, the deep, full ache from behind, the frantic friction from the front, coalesced into a single, unbearable point of pressure.

She arched her back, her head falling back, a moan escaping her lips. Her eyes locked on her reflection, a woman undone, lost in a memory of another man.

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, 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. She slumped slightly, her body slick with sweat, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

Slowly, her fingers withdrew.

She stood there, naked in front of the mirror, the blinds open, fully awake now.

Not rushing.

Not panicking.

Just… aware.

Aware that something fundamental had shifted inside her. The act with Edward last night hadn’t been just unsatisfying. It had been a revelation. A quiet, devastating comparison that she could no longer ignore. Adrian had unlocked a hunger, a need for a scale of possession Edward could never provide.

She stared at her reflection, her body marked by memory, her mind marked by a new, unsettling truth.

She could not go back.


Chapter Two

The steam from the shower hung in the air as Chantelle stepped onto the cool marble of the ensuite floor. She didn’t reach for a towel. Instead, she walked naked and dripping through the silent penthouse, water trailing from the ends of her blonde hair, beading on her gym-toned shoulders, sliding down the narrow channel of her spine. She moved with a new, deliberate awareness of her own body. The floor-to-ceiling windows of the bedroom presented her, full and unobstructed, to the opposite tower block. The morning sun caught the droplets on her full, firm 34C breasts, making her large, pale pink nipples gleam. She paused, letting the light warm her skin.

Let them see, she thought, a defiant thrill cutting through the lingering haze of sleep and self-reproach. I am beautiful. This body is a fact. She saw a silhouette move in a distant window, a dark shape pausing, looking. A slow, secret smile touched her lips.

Her phone, charging on the nightstand, chimed.

She padded over, leaving faint wet footprints on the pale wood floor. The screen lit up with a message from a number not saved in her contacts, but she knew it by heart.

Adrian: Meet at your husband’s office at 12 midday.

A pause, then a second message appeared.

Adrian: Short tight pencil skirt. Tight light blouse. No underwear.

She stared at the words. No underwear. The command was so blatant, so degrading in its simplicity. It stripped away any pretence of a business meeting. It was an instruction for a whore. A hot, sharp lance of shame pierced her, but it was instantly followed by a deeper, wetter pulse between her legs. Her bare pussy lips felt suddenly swollen, sensitive against her inner thighs. His free use whore, she acknowledged, the title settling into her with a shocking weight of truth. Being told where to go, how to dress, or rather, how not to dress, it was all part of the same possession he’d begun yesterday. He was programming her. And her body was already responding to the code.

She walked to her wardrobe, her movements fluid, her heart beating a steady, anticipatory rhythm. She bypassed the casual wear, the jeans, the comfortable dresses. Her fingers found the charcoal-grey pencil skirt first. It was a work staple, mid-thigh length, a severe, sophisticated cut. She stepped into it, shimmying the tight wool blend, up over her hips. It hugged every curve, cinching her narrow waist and cupping the round, heart-shaped swell of her ass with a possessive grip. The hem ended several inches above her knees, showcasing the toned, shapely length of her legs.

For the blouse, she chose a shade of dark heather grey, a fine, tissue-thin cotton. She slipped it on, leaving it unbuttoned for a moment. In the mirror, she saw the effect. The material was nearly sheer. The dark circles of her areolas were clearly visible through the fabric, the points of her nipples creating distinct, tempting peaks. She fastened the buttons slowly, watching as the blouse pulled taut across the full mounds of her breasts, the deep vee of the neckline offering a generous view of her cleavage. In bright office light, or sunlight, it would be translucent.

She selected a pair of light, strappy four-inch heels, the delicate straps winding around her ankles. She slipped them on, her arches lifting, her calves tightening, her posture shifting into that confident, hip-swaying stance.

Finally, she turned to the full-length mirror.

The woman reflected back was a masterpiece of calculated exposure. The skirt painted her lower half in severe, seductive lines, the tight weave emphasizing the soft curve of her belly, the dramatic flare of her hips, the perfect, rounded shelf of her posterior. The sheer blouse clung to her torso, the thin fabric doing nothing to hide the firm shape of her breasts or the provocative hardness of her nipples. With no bra, they moved freely, the tips brushing against the cotton with every breath. With no panties, the skirt’s lining rubbed directly against her bare, already-dampening lips and the still-tender ring of her asshole.

She knew exactly how she would be seen.

On the Underground, pressed in a crowd. On the street, passing construction workers and businessmen. In the sleek lobby of her husband’s building. Men would look. Their eyes would drop to the sway of her hips, follow the undulation of her ass in the tight skirt. Their gazes would linger on the shadowy cleavage, get caught on the visible points of her nipples pressing against the grey cotton. They would wonder. They would imagine. They would want.

This is for him, she thought, picking up a small, sleek clutch bag. This display is his order. I am walking advertising for his possession.

She took a final, steadying breath, the air cool in the apartment. Then she turned and walked out of the bedroom, through the spacious, minimalist living area, to the private foyer and the front door.

The elevator ride down was silent, her own reflection ghostly in the polished brass doors. She felt the cool air of the building’s lobby wash over her as the doors opened. The concierge, an older Black man named Mr. Henderson with a kind, weathered face, sat behind his mahogany desk. He looked up from his newspaper as she crossed the marble floor, the sharp, precise click of her heels echoing in the quiet space.

His eyes, polite and professional, met hers for a brief nod. “Morning, Mrs. Goodman.”

“Morning, Mr. Henderson,” she said, her voice steady.

But as she passed his desk, moving toward the grand glass doors that led to the wharf, she felt it. The subtle shift. His gaze, no longer on her face, slipping down. Tracking the deliberate, rhythmic swing of her hips in the tight grey skirt. Watching the full, rounded cheeks of her ass shift and clench with each step, the fabric straining with the movement. She knew the view he had, the narrow waist, the exaggerated curve, the long, toned legs made longer by the heels. She felt the heat of his attention on her like a physical touch, a phantom hand grazing the back of her thighs.

She didn’t look back. She pushed through the heavy door, emerging into the bright, breezy morning of Canary Wharf, a walking, breathing invitation, her body already humming with the promise of what, and who, awaited her at midday.


Chapter Three

The polished glass doors of the Canary Wharf tower reflected a distorted, elegant version of her as she approached. The security guard stationed just inside, a broad-shouldered man in a dark uniform, saw her first. His eyes, trained to assess and dismiss, locked onto her. They didn’t scan for threats; they traced the silhouette her outfit carved against the bright morning. They followed the sharp, precise click of her heels on the marble, moving from her face, down the sheer blouse that clung to her breasts, over the severe cinch of her waist, to the hypnotic, side-to-side sway of her hips in the tight charcoal skirt. He didn’t leer. He just… watched. His gaze was a physical pressure on her skin, a silent, unanimous verdict on her appearance. She felt it like a touch.

She passed him without a word, the air cool and filtered. The main reception was a cathedral of corporate calm, high ceilings, pale stone, the soft murmur of phones and keyboards. The young receptionist, a polished woman in a crisp blouse, looked up as Chantelle approached the vast, empty desk.

“Good morning, Mrs. Goodman,” the woman said, her smile professional. But her eyes flickered. They dropped for a microsecond to the visible points of Chantelle’s nipples pressing against the thin grey cotton, then to the way the pencil skirt pulled taut across her thighs as she stopped. A faint, almost imperceptible blush touched the receptionist’s cheeks. She cleared her throat softly.

“Good morning,” Chantelle replied, her voice calm, confident. She belonged here. She was the CEO’s wife. Yet her presence was a stone dropped into the still water of the office. A junior associate walking by with a stack of folders slowed, his head turning. A woman at a monitor glanced over, her expression unreadable, but her eyes lingered on the daring cut of Chantelle’s blouse. The attention was a low-frequency hum in the air, unavoidable. They see it, she thought. They see the outfit. They see the lack of lines from underwear. They see a woman dressed for a very different kind of meeting.

She was directed to the private lift for the executive floors. The doors slid shut, enclosing her in a box of mirrored walls. Her reflection surrounded her: composed, controlled, devastatingly aware. She let her gaze travel over the image. The sheer blouse was even more transparent in the lift’s bright light, the dark areolas and hard nipples clearly visible, the fabric draping over the full, firm curves of her 34C breasts. The skirt, so tight it whispered with every tiny shift of her weight, hugged the soft swell of her hips and cupped the round, heart-shaped curve of her ass like a second skin. She saw the knowing look in her own blue eyes. This is for him.

The lift ascended smoothly to the 45th floor. When the doors opened, the atmosphere changed. Quieter. More expensive. The carpet was thicker. Edward’s personal assistant, a efficient-looking man in his forties, stood from his desk. “Mrs. Goodman. They’re expecting you. Go right in.”

She nodded, her heels sinking into the plush pile as she walked to the heavy oak door. She didn’t knock. She turned the handle and entered.

Edward’s corner office was a statement in glass and restrained power. The Thames glittered below, the city sprawled in a panorama of ambition. Edward stood by the window, his back to her, his broad shoulders tense in his tailored suit. Adrian Blackwood sat in one of the low grey armchairs, one ankle resting on the opposite knee, looking utterly at home.

Edward turned first. “Chantelle! I didn’t know you were….” His greeting died in his throat. His eyes, initially pleased, then surprised, did a quick, involuntary scan of her. She saw him take in the outfit, the professional skirt, the dangerously sheer top. His smile faltered, replaced by a flicker of confusion, then a dawning, uncomfortable pride. He saw a beautiful, sexy wife. He didn’t see the command behind it. “You look… you look incredible,” he finished, the words sounding hollow in the spacious room.

Adrian didn’t stand. He barely looked up from the tablet balanced on his knee. His gaze, when it finally lifted to meet hers, was cool, assessing. It wasn’t the hungry look of the security guard or the flustered glance of the receptionist. It was the look of an architect surveying a finished project. It swept over her, impersonal and thorough, noting the fit, the obedience, the effect. He gave a single, almost imperceptible nod of approval. It was all for him.

“We were just discussing the final candidates,” Edward said, recovering, moving to stand behind his large, empty desk. He gestured to Adrian. “Adrian has some strong thoughts.”

“I do,” Adrian said, his voice a calm, clear sound in the room. He placed the tablet on the glass table. “I want to do a second interview with Daniel Hargreaves and Ravi Mehta. Today.” He paused, his eyes shifting from Edward to Chantelle. “And I want Chantelle’s opinion.”

Edward blinked. “Chantelle’s?”

“A woman,” Adrian said, his tone leaving no room for debate, “can often see something a man might miss. Nuance. Authenticity. The unspoken dynamic. Her perspective would be invaluable.”

Edward’s face lit up with impressed gratitude. He was so eager for Adrian’s validation, so desperate to be included in his strategic mind. “Of course! That’s a brilliant idea. Chantelle’s fantastic with people.”

Adrian stood, smooth and effortless. “Let’s use the large conference room on the floor below. More neutral territory. Less… paternal.” The subtle dig at Edward’s domain was delivered with a bland smile.

“Right. Yes. Of course,” Edward agreed immediately. He looked at Chantelle. “You don’t mind, Babe?”

She shook her head, a soft smile on her lips. “Not at all.”

“Good,” Adrian said, already moving toward the door. He didn’t wait for her. He expected her to follow. And she did, falling into step behind him, leaving Edward standing alone in the middle of his own office, already diminished by their exit.

The hallway was silent. Adrian pressed the call button for the lift. They waited, the air between them charged and silent. The doors opened to an empty car. He stepped in first. She followed.

The doors slid closed with a soft, final thunk.

The silence in the small, mirrored space was absolute, thick enough to taste. The hum of descent began. Adrian turned. Not suddenly. With a slow, inevitable certainty. He stepped into her space, his tall, lean body crowding her back against the cool mirrored wall. His cologne, something dark and expensive, filled her senses. He didn’t touch her at first. He just looked down at her, his piercing eyes holding hers, reading the pulse fluttering in her throat, the quickening of her breath.

Then his hand moved. Not to her face. Not to her breast. It went behind her, palm flat, and settled firmly on the tight, wool-clad curve of her ass. His fingers spread, gripping the round, full cheek through the skirt, squeezing possessively. The pressure was firm, undeniable, his fingers digging into the soft flesh, claiming it. The thin lining of the skirt was all that separated his skin from hers, and beneath it, she was bare. She felt the heat of his hand sear through the fabric, branding her.

She gasped, a short, sharp intake of air. Her body arched slightly into the touch, a traitorous, automatic response.

He leaned closer, his lips near her ear. His voice was a low, quiet rumble that vibrated through her. “Perfect.” The word was a benediction and a command. He squeezed her ass again, a slow, rhythmic kneading that made her pussy clench, empty and wet. “This,” he murmured, his breath hot against her skin, “will impress these men. They’ll be looking at you. Thinking about you. Wondering. And they’ll know you’re with me.”

He pulled back just enough to look at her face, his hand still firmly cupping her ass, his thumb stroking the crease where her cheek met her thigh. The lift continued its smooth, silent descent.


Chapter Four

The conference room was a study in cool, masculine confidence. Daniel Hargreaves and Ravi Mehta lounged in the plush leather chairs, not sitting upright in anticipation, but sprawled with the casual ease of men who knew their worth. They were the top tier, the ones you courted, not interviewed. Sunlight streamed through the wall of windows, glinting off Ravi’s expensive watch as he checked the time. Daniel scrolled idly through his phone. They expected Edward Goodman, perhaps with a senior HR person. They expected a negotiation.

They did not expect the door to open and Adrian Blackwood to walk in.

And they certainly did not expect the woman who followed him.

Both men straightened almost imperceptibly, their professional masks snapping into place, but their eyes, sharp, assessing, lingered on Chantelle as she hovered just inside the door. She felt their gazes like twin spotlights, scanning the sheer blouse, the skirt that might as well have been painted on, the long, exposed lines of her legs. The air in the room shifted, charged with a new, unprofessional curiosity.

Adrian moved to the head of the table as if he owned it. He did not smile. “Gentlemen. Adrian Blackwood. I represent the majority investment consortium behind Goodman Technologies.” He didn’t introduce Chantelle. She was left standing by the door, a beautiful, silent ornament, her presence a question he made no move to answer.

Daniel recovered first, offering a firm nod. “Mr. Blackwood. A pleasure. We were expecting Edward.”

“Edward is… finalizing some details,” Adrian said, his tone dismissing Edward entirely. “The purpose of this final conversation is simple. The offer, when it comes, will be generous. But it will come from me. My consortium holds the leading share. My approval is the only one that matters.” He let that hang, his piercing eyes moving between the two men, establishing the new hierarchy in the room. Then, without looking at her, he gestured vaguely toward Chantelle. “Please, offer these men tea or coffee.”

A jolt of pure shock went through her. A secretary? A waitress? The humiliation was instant, hot and sharp. She had dressed for this, had prepared to be a part of this, to offer her opinion. Not to fetch drinks. Her cheeks burned. She saw the faint, knowing glance pass between Daniel and Ravi. They see it. They see how little I matter to him.

But beneath the shock, deeper, a treacherous heat began to pool. The command, so absolute, so dismissive, sent a pulse straight to her core. She couldn’t refuse. She wouldn’t.

“Of course,” she said, her voice miraculously steady. She took their orders, black coffee for Daniel, green tea for Ravi, and turned on her heel, feeling the three pairs of eyes on the retreating sway of her ass. The walk to the floor’s small kitchen felt endless, her heels echoing in the empty hallway. She fumbled with the machine, her hands trembling slightly, the thin blouse doing nothing to hide the hard points her nipples had become. This is what he wants. This is the role.

Five minutes later, she returned, balancing a small tray. The men were deep in conversation with Adrian about market penetration strategies. She placed the drinks before them silently, her head bowed. As she leaned over to set Ravi’s tea down, the neck of her blouse gaped, offering him a direct, unobstructed view down the front, her breasts swaying heavily, unrestrained. He didn’t miss it. His sentence faltered for a half-second.

“Thank you,” Ravi murmured, his eyes holding hers for a beat too long.

Adrian waited until she had retreated back to her post by the door. He took a slow sip of his own water. Then he set the glass down with a soft, definitive click.

“Look, gentlemen,” he said, his voice cutting through the business talk. He pointed a casual finger at Chantelle. “This is Edward’s wife. Forget the PowerPoint slides for a moment. Look at her. Look at the tits on her. Look at that ass, barely contained in that skirt. That is the calibre attached to this enterprise.”

The room went utterly silent.

Chantelle’s breath caught. Her heart hammered against her ribs. Humiliation flooded her, a cold, sick wave. She was being appraised like livestock. Her value reduced to her measurements. She wanted to cover herself, to run. But her feet were rooted to the spot. And between her legs, a fresh, slick gush of arousal soaked her bare lips, a traitorous, damning response.

Adrian’s gaze was ice. “Slut,” he said, the word a clean, sharp knife in the quiet room. “Take the skirt and blouse off. Show these men what you have to offer.”

No. The protest screamed in her mind. I’m a person. I’m his wife. I’m…….

But the command was a key turning in a lock deep inside her. The heat became a throbbing, insistent ache. Her fingers, moving as if detached from her will, rose to the first button of her blouse. She saw the men’s faces: Daniel’s, frozen in stunned, predatory interest; Ravi’s, darker, more intense, his eyes already roaming her body with a hungry focus.

One button. Then another. The sheer fabric fell open. She shrugged it off her shoulders, letting it drop to the floor in a soft heap. Her breasts bounced free, full and heavy, the large, pale pink areolas crinkled tight, her nipples hard and pointed in the cool air. A soft, involuntary gasp came from Daniel.

She kept her eyes down, on her own hands as they went to the side zipper of the charcoal skirt. The sound was loud in the silence. She pushed the tight fabric down over her hips, letting it fall around her ankles. She stepped out of it, kicking off her heels, and stood naked in the middle of the corporate conference room, the skyline of Canary Wharf gleaming behind her.

She was utterly exposed. Her narrow waist, the soft swell of her hips, the perfectly round, heart-shaped ass, the toned legs, the neat blonde triangle at the junction of her thighs, all of it was on display. She crossed her arms over her chest, a pathetic, instinctive gesture of modesty.

“Arms down,” Adrian commanded, his voice quiet.

Slowly, she let them fall to her sides.

“You, see?” Adrian continued, as if delivering a product demonstration. “A true slut. No underwear. Dressed for easy access. Just a body… needing to be used. Needing cock.”

Chantelle trembled. Shame and a wild, dizzying arousal warred within her. Her pussy throbbed, empty and wet. She could feel the cool air on her slick folds.

Adrian leaned back in his chair. “Please,” he said to the two men, his gesture magnanimous. “Come and have a feel. Don’t be shy. She’s young. She’s firm. She’s responsive.”

For a moment, neither man moved. Then, as if breaking a spell, Daniel Hargreaves stood. Ravi Mehta followed, a slow, deliberate smile spreading across his face. They approached her, their tailored suits a stark contrast to her naked vulnerability.

Daniel reached her first. His hand, large and warm, cupped her breast, his thumb brushing roughly over her nipple. She flinched, a sharp intake of breath. He squeezed, testing the weight, the firmness. “Incredible,” he muttered, more to himself than anyone.

Ravi moved behind her. His hands settled on her hips, then slid down to grip the full, rounded cheeks of her ass. He squeezed, kneading the flesh, his fingers digging in. “Like ripe fruit,” he said, his voice close to her ear. She could feel the press of his trousers against her bare skin.

Then, his right hand slid around her hip, across her lower belly, and down. His fingers delved through the soft curls, not hesitating, and found her slit. She was soaked. His index finger slid easily through her slick, swollen folds, gathering her wetness. He brought his glistening finger up between them, showing Daniel.

“Adrian is right,” Ravi said, his voice thick with desire. He looked directly into Chantelle’s wide, shame-filled eyes as he pushed two fingers deep inside her, curling them. “She’s dripping for it.”


Chapter Five

Adrian’s words hung in the sunlit room, a declaration that stripped her of any last pretence of personhood. “This gentleman, if you decide to join us, will be available for you. You’ll have her number. If you need a blowjob, a fuck… and she’s a true anal slut.”

Chantelle stood frozen, Daniel’s hand still kneading her breast, Ravi’s fingers slowly pumping inside her wet pussy. The depravity of it. The humiliation, both for her and for the man she married, currently sitting upstairs, oblivious, preparing financial offers. Being offered. Given away. No choice. Just a set of sex holes these strangers, men she’d never met before today, could use. Adrian’s to give. She recalled his words with chilling clarity: I own you now. I own Edward.

Daniel’s other hand left her breast and slid down her back, grabbing the fleshy cheek of her ass. He pulled the cheeks apart, his fingers digging into the soft, pale skin. “She takes cock in her tight little arse?” he asked, his voice a low, interested rumble.

“Eagerly,” Adrian confirmed, his tone conversational, as if discussing a car’s optional extra. “Please, gentlemen, have a turn while her husband is upstairs preparing your financial offer. Consider it a… signing bonus.”

Ravi withdrew his fingers from her with a soft, wet sound. He brought them to his lips, tasting her, his dark eyes never leaving hers. “A generous host,” he murmured.

Chantelle should be furious. She should be horrified. She should be shouting for Edward, for security, for anyone. But with Adrian’s cool, commanding presence anchoring the room, and the heat blooming deep in her core, her pussy dripping onto her inner thighs, she realized the truth. The humiliation, the exhibitionism, the sheer transactional debasement of it… it was turning her on. A needy, desperate ache clenched inside her, an emptiness that screamed to be filled. I am a slut, she thought, the admission a shocking liberation. A needy slut wanting cock.

Ravi placed his hands on her bare shoulders, his grip firm. “Knees,” he said, no request in his tone.

Her body obeyed before her mind could protest. She sank to the cool conference room floor, the carpet rough against her kneecaps. He unzipped his trousers, freeing his cock. It wasn’t Adrian’s intimidating, thick length, but it was substantial, maybe seven, eight inches, thick and veined, already fully hard. He held it, stroking himself slowly as he looked down at her.

“Open,” he commanded.

She parted her lips, and he guided the broad, smooth head into her mouth. The taste of him, clean skin and salt, filled her senses. He pushed forward, not brutally, but with a steady, relentless pressure that made her jaw ache almost immediately. She took him, her tongue flattening against the underside, her lips stretching around his girth. This is what I am for, the thought cycled, mingling with the shame and feeding the fire between her legs.

She heard movement behind her. Daniel, also on his knees. His hands settled on her hips, his thumbs pressing into the faint bruises Adrian had left. He pulled her hips back, angling her ass up toward him. She was exposed, utterly. The cool air touched her wet, spread pussy lips, her tender asshole. She felt the blunt, hot pressure of his cockhead, rubbing through her slick folds, gathering her wetness.

“So, fucking wet,” Daniel grunted, his voice strained.

With one hard thrust, he buried himself inside her pussy.

Chantelle gasped around Ravi’s cock, the sound muffled. The sudden, deep fullness was a shock. Daniel was thick, stretching her differently than Edward ever had. He didn’t pause. He set a ruthless, pounding rhythm immediately, his hips slapping against the upturned cheeks of her ass with each drive inward. The force of his thrusts pushed her forward, making her take more of Ravi’s cock into her throat. She gagged, tears springing to her eyes.

Ravi held her head, his fingers tangling in her blonde hair, controlling the pace of her mouth. “Good girl,” he breathed, his hips pushing forward in time with Daniel’s thrusts from behind.

She was a vessel, a living conduit for their use. Daniel’s cock pistoned into her pussy, the friction burning and exquisite, hitting depths that made her toes curl. The dual sensation, the thick invasion from behind, the choking fullness in her throat, shattered her thoughts into pure, animal sensation. Her own arousal was a waterfall, soaking Daniel’s cock, dripping down her thighs. Her hips began to move, meeting his thrusts, a shameless, instinctive need for more.

The room filled with the sounds of skin on skin, of wet, rhythmic slaps, of Daniel’s guttural groans and Ravi’s controlled breaths. Chantelle’s world narrowed to the cock in her mouth and the cock in her cunt. Her hands, which had been limp at her sides, crept up to clutch at Ravi’s thighs, seeking purchase.

After what felt like an eternity of this brutal, perfect rhythm, Ravi pulled his cock from her mouth, a string of saliva connecting her lips to its glistening tip. “Turn her around,” he said to Daniel, his voice tight.

Daniel withdrew, his cock sliding out of her with a wet pop. They manhandled her, turning her on her knees to face Daniel. His cock, slick with her juices, stood proudly before her face. The musky, intimate scent of her own arousal filled her nostrils.

“Suck it clean, whore,” Daniel ordered, gripping the back of her head.

She didn’t hesitate. She leaned forward, taking his thick length into her mouth, tasting herself, tangy, salty, different, mingled with his pre-cum. It was utterly depraved. It made her pussy clench around nothing. She sucked eagerly, her tongue swirling around the head, hollowing her cheeks.

She felt Ravi move behind her again. His hands spread her ass cheeks. She felt the blunt, insistent pressure of his cockhead, not at her pussy, but above, at the tight, forbidden pucker of her ass. He pressed. She froze around Daniel’s cock.

“Relax,” Ravi murmured, his voice a dark promise. One of his thumbs, slick with her own wetness from her pussy, rubbed over her asshole, smearing it, pressing inward. “You’re an anal slut, remember? This is what you’re for.”

The words, Adrian’s words repeated, unlocked her. She forced her body to go limp, to accept. She sucked Daniel harder, using the intense, distracting sensation to override the initial sting.

Ravi pushed.

It was a brutal, burning stretch. He was thick, and she was tight, despite Adrian’s prior use. A sharp cry was torn from her, muffled by Daniel’s cock filling her mouth. Ravi didn’t stop. He pushed steadily, inexorably, until his hips were flush against her ass, his entire length buried deep in her rectum. The feeling of being completely filled, violated in the most intimate way, while she serviced another man with her mouth, sent a convulsive wave of pleasure through her. Her eyes rolled back.

Then they began to move in a synchronized, degrading rhythm.

Daniel fucked her face, holding her head, controlling the depth of his thrusts into her throat. Ravi fucked her ass, his grip on her hips bruising, each powerful drive sending shockwaves through her core. The dual penetration, the complete ownership of her holes, tipped her over an edge she didn’t know existed.

Her orgasm detonated without warning. It was a silent, seizing cataclysm that ripped through her. Her body bowed, every muscle locking tight. Her ass clamped viscously around Ravi’s invading cock, her pussy, empty but desperately aroused, spasmed wildly, drenching the carpet beneath her. Pleasure, sharp and electric and mixed inextricably with shame, flooded her nervous system. She saw stars behind her clenched eyelids.

Feeling her convulse around him, Ravi lost his control. With a deep, shuddering groan, he slammed into her one final time and held, pumping his hot release deep into her bowels. The feeling of him pulsing inside her deepest channel triggered another, smaller aftershock.

Daniel, seeing this, pulled his cock from her mouth. He stroked himself roughly, his eyes locked on her flushed, tear-streaked face, her lips swollen and wet. “Open wide, slut,” he panted. She did, her mouth falling open obediently. With a guttural shout, he erupted, thick jets of cum painting her tongue, her cheeks, dripping from her chin.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breathing. Chantelle knelt, trembling, Ravi’s softening cock still lodged in her ass, Daniel’s seed warm and sticky on her face.

Adrian’s voice cut through the aftermath, cool and clean. “Slut, get dressed.” He turned to the two men, who were adjusting their suits, their faces satiated. “When you are ready, please go back upstairs. Edward will have your offers ready. I’ll call you this evening for your response.”

As Chantelle, movements shaky and automatic, pulled on her skirt and sheer blouse, not bothering to wipe her face, Adrian gave her ass a firm, proprietary slap through the wool. He looked at Daniel and Ravi, a final, knowing smile on his lips. “Remember, gentlemen. Your boss’s wife, these tits, and this ass, will be available to you.”


Chapter Six

The apartment was quiet again that evening, the soft glow of the city rising through the glass walls as dusk settled over Canary Wharf. The lights from the surrounding towers shimmered across the polished surfaces of the kitchen, reflecting a world that, from the outside, looked perfectly intact.

Chantelle moved slowly between the counter and the breakfast bar, finishing the last of dinner preparations. She had changed, of course. Showered. Composed. Restored.

But not entirely.

Beneath the fitted fabric of her evening dress, her body still carried the memory of the afternoon, not just physically, but in a way that seemed to sit deeper, more quietly, beneath the surface. It followed her in the way she moved, in the faint tension held in her posture, in the heightened awareness of herself she could not quite switch off.

She placed the plates down and took her seat, crossing one toned leg over the other, the movement smooth, instinctive. The dress she wore followed the familiar lines of her body, narrowing at her waist, resting against the soft curve of her hips, subtly shaping the round fullness of her ass against the stool. Even now, even here, she was composed, controlled, visibly the same woman she had always been.

Edward joined her a moment later, loosening his tie as he sat down.

There was energy in him tonight.

A quiet, contained excitement.

He picked up his glass, took a sip, and then looked at her with something close to pride.

“Well,” he said, “whatever you said to them… it worked.”

Chantelle stilled, just slightly.

“Worked?” she repeated.

Edward smiled.

“Hargreaves and Mehta. They’ve both agreed to come on board.”

He leaned back, clearly pleased.

“Both of them. Just like that.”

For a moment, Chantelle said nothing.

Her fingers rested lightly against the stem of her glass, her expression composed, but inside, something shifted.

“They were impressed,” Edward continued. “Really impressed.”

His eyes lingered on her now.

“Thanks, babe. Adrian made a good call bringing you in.”

A pause.

“I’m impressed.”

The words landed softly.

But they landed.

Chantelle gave a small smile, the kind that came easily to her, practiced, natural.

“I didn’t do much,” she said lightly.

Edward shook his head.

“No,” he said. “You did exactly what you needed to do.”

He meant it as a compliment.

A recognition.

And that made it worse.

Because he had no idea.

Not even close.

Chantelle lowered her gaze briefly, lifting her glass to her lips to hide the flicker of something that passed across her expression.

Shame.

Sharp.

Immediate.

But not clean.

Not simple.

Because beneath it, woven tightly into it, was something else.

A quiet, illicit thrill.

The knowledge of what had happened.

What she had done.

And how completely he remained unaware.

Across from her, Edward continued talking, already moving onto the next steps, the future, the expansion, the strategy. His voice filled the room again, confident, energised, certain that everything was finally moving in the right direction.

“With those two on board,” he said, leaning forward slightly now, his hands moving as he spoke, “everything changes.”

He shook his head with a quiet, almost disbelieving smile.

“Hargreaves rebuilding the core systems, Mehta refining the architecture… we’ll be ahead of everyone again. Not just competing.”

He met her eyes, the certainty there unmistakable.

“We’ll be the market leader again.”

There was pride in his voice.

Relief.

Belief.

The future, restored in his mind as something solid, something earned.

Chantelle held his gaze for a moment, her expression soft, supportive… exactly what he expected to see.

And yet, beneath that surface, something else lingered quietly, unspoken, as she listened to him describe a success he believed he had reclaimed.

Chantelle listened.

Nodded.

Responded when needed.

But part of her remained elsewhere.

In the memory of the afternoon.

In the awareness of how easily the lines had been crossed.

And how little resistance she had offered.

She shifted slightly on the stool, the fabric of her dress pulling gently across her hips, the familiar shape of her body settling back into its usual place in the room.

Outwardly, nothing had changed.

She was still the same woman sitting across from her husband.

Still composed.

Still beautiful.

Still his.

And yet, as she met his eyes again across the table, holding his gaze just a fraction longer than necessary…

She knew something he didn’t.

Something he couldn’t see.

That the success he was celebrating tonight…

…had come at a cost he had not even begun to understand.


Chapter Seven

The apartment felt warm, insulated from the cold city outside. Edward had pushed the dinner plates aside, a satisfied smile softening his handsome features. He’d talked through the entire meal, about Adrian’s brilliance, about the two impressive hires, about how the company’s trajectory was finally turning. She had been the key, he said. Her insight, her presence. She’d nodded, sipped her wine, and let the shame curl tight in her belly.

Now, in the soft light of their bedroom, he turned to her. His hands, familiar and broad, settled on her shoulders. “You were amazing today, Babe,” he murmured, his voice thick with relief and affection. He kissed her forehead, then her lips. It was tender. It was routine.

Chantelle smiled, a practiced curve of her lips. “I just wanted to help.” Her body responded to his touch, a muscle memory of years. She let him unzip her dress, the soft fabric sliding down her gym-toned shoulders, over the firm curve of her 34C breasts, past her narrow waist. She stepped out of it, standing naked before him. The cool air kissed her skin, but it felt different now. Her skin felt… remembering. The faint ache in her hips, the deeper, lingering soreness between her legs.

Edward undressed with easy confidence, shedding his suit, his shirt. He stood before her, his athletic physique still commanding, still attractive. But her eyes, almost involuntarily, dropped. His dick, slender, pale, was already half-hard. It had never bothered her before. It was his. Familiar. But now, her mind flashed with comparison, the thick, intimidating length of Adrian; the substantial, veined hardness of Ravi and Daniel. Edward’s seemed… smaller. A quiet, clinical observation that settled coldly in her chest.

He saw her looking and grinned, a boyish pride in his eyes. He came to her, his hands sliding around her waist, pulling her close. His kiss deepened, his tongue seeking hers. She reciprocated, her hands running up the solid muscles of his back. This is comfort, she told herself. This is love.

He broke the kiss, his eyes dark with desire. “Let me taste you,” he whispered, a line from their well-worn script. He guided her onto the bed, onto the soft duvet. She lay back, her legs parting for him. He knelt between them, his hands spreading her thighs. He looked at her pussy, the neat blonde curls, the pink lips still slightly swollen from the afternoon’s abuse. He didn’t see the difference. He leaned down and kissed her there, his tongue a gentle, familiar probe.

It felt good. It was warm, skilled. But it was… polite. It lacked the consuming, claiming pressure of a man who saw her as a thing to be used. Edward’s touch was loving, seeking to please. Adrian’s, Ravi’s, Daniel’s, their touches had been about taking. The contrast was a low hum in her mind as Edward’s tongue circled her clit, as he lapped at her entrance. Her body responded, dampening, but the arousal was a shallow pool. It didn’t drown her thoughts.

After a few minutes, he rose, his dick now fully erect. It stood, a modest declaration. “Come here,” he said, pulling her up to kneel before him on the bed. She obeyed, moving into position. She took him into her mouth, her lips closing around his familiar shape. She worked him with practiced skill, her tongue swirling, her cheeks hollowing, her head bobbing. She felt him swell, heard his soft groan of pleasure. This is what I do, she thought. This is my role.

But her mind wandered. She remembered the choking fullness of Ravi’s cock, the way it had made her gag, the tears that had sprung to her eyes. The submission of it. Edward’s gentle thrusts into her mouth felt like a chore. A duty. She made sure he was hard, then pulled back, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening tip.

“I need you,” he breathed, his voice husky. He guided her onto her back, settling between her thighs. He kissed her again, his body covering hers, his weight a comforting pressure. Then he reached down, guided himself inside her.

The entry was smooth, easy. He slid into her wetness, filling her. It was a snug, familiar fit. He began to move, a steady, rhythmic pace. His hips rocked against hers, his breaths coming faster. His hands cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her large, sensitive nipples. He looked into her eyes, his expression open, loving. “You feel so good,” he gasped.

Chantelle wrapped her legs around his waist, arching her back to take him deeper. She moaned, a genuine sound of pleasure. The physical sensation was real. It was nice. But it was a surface pleasure. It didn’t reach the core of the ache that had been ignited hours before. As he fucked her, his pace increasing, his muscles tensing, she closed her eyes.

Her mind didn’t stay with him.

It drifted to the conference room floor. To the rough carpet against her knees. To the feeling of being spread, held open, used from both ends simultaneously. To the brutal, perfect rhythm that had shattered her into pieces. To the moment of her climax, a silent, seizing cataclysm that had felt like being unmade. Edward’s movements were competent, even passionate. But they were a monologue. The afternoon had been a violent, glorious symphony.

His thrusts became harder, faster. He was reaching his peak. His groans were louder. “Chantelle… God…” His hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging in. But his grip was gentle, loving. It didn’t bruise. It didn’t claim.

She felt his climax build, the familiar tremble in his thighs, the tightening of his abdomen. She pushed her hips up, meeting his final, desperate drives, trying to find something deeper for herself. A spark, a flame. But it remained a gentle warmth. He buried himself deep, held her tight, and shuddered as he released inside her. His spend was a hot, intimate flood. She felt it.

He collapsed onto her, breathing heavily, his face buried in her neck. “That was perfect,” he murmured, his voice saturated with contentment. He kissed her shoulder. “You’re perfect.”

He rolled off after a moment, settling beside her, one arm draped over her stomach. Within minutes, his breathing deepened, slowed. Sleep claimed him easily, his face relaxed in the dim light.

Chantelle lay still.

The warmth of his body beside her was familiar. The smell of his skin, his cologne, mingled with the scent of their sex. But her body felt… separate. The pleasant, post-coital glow was faint, a distant echo. The real sensation was the slow, cooling leak of his semen from her pussy, a trickle of intimacy that felt almost clinical now.

Her mind was clear, painfully so.

The contrast wasn’t just in size, or in technique. It was in purpose. Edward’s intimacy was an exchange of affection, a release of stress, a bonding. What she had experienced earlier was a consumption. A reduction. A use. And she had… thrived in it. The shame was still there, a cold stone in her gut. But beneath it, a hotter, more terrifying truth was glowing.

What once felt enough, his gentle kisses, his familiar dick, his loving climax, now felt diminished. Not wrong. Not unpleasant. But no longer complete. It was like hearing a simple melody after experiencing a complex, overwhelming opera. The melody was sweet, but it couldn’t fill the space the opera had opened.

She stared into the dim room, at the soft shadows on the ceiling. Edward’s soft snores were a rhythm in the quiet. Her body, her beautiful, maintained body that he adored, felt like a shell. A vessel that had been filled to its brim with something else, and now this familiar, gentle filling just… sloshed around, not touching the sides.

A thought settled, cold and final.

Something has changed.

And she was no longer certain that what she had here, in this warm bed with her handsome, loving husband, would ever feel the same again.


Chapter Eight

By the time Edward arrived home, the apartment already felt different.

The kitchen lights were low and warm, the glass walls reflecting the slow drift of evening across Canary Wharf. Chantelle had set everything carefully, the table laid, the food prepared, a quiet, deliberate effort in every detail. It was his favourite. Something familiar. Something grounding.

She moved between the counter and the stove with a calm, composed rhythm, the soft fabric of her dress resting lightly against the slim lines of her body. It was a simple choice tonight, but still fitted, still shaped to her form, the narrow waist and soft curve of her hips naturally defined. Even in stillness, she carried that same quiet awareness of herself, the presence that seemed to fill a room without effort.

The door opened.

Edward stepped in, loosening his tie, the weight of the day already lifting from his shoulders. There was a lightness to him now that hadn’t been there in months.

“Smells amazing,” he said, glancing toward the kitchen as he dropped his keys.

Chantelle turned slightly, offering a small smile.

“Thought I’d make something nice.”

He crossed the space and kissed her lightly, his hands resting briefly at her waist before he stepped back, already moving toward the table.

Dinner unfolded easily.

Conversation flowed.

Edward spoke with energy again, about meetings, progress, the new hires settling in, the momentum building. His voice carried that familiar confidence, the version of himself she had first been drawn to, the man who believed completely in where he was going.

Chantelle listened, nodding at the right moments, offering soft responses, her attention steady even as part of her mind remained quietly detached, observing rather than fully sharing in it.

He seemed… happy.

Genuinely.

That mattered.

She wanted to keep it that way.

They had almost finished eating when Edward leaned back slightly, lifting his glass.

“There’s something else,” he said.

Chantelle looked up.

“Hmm?”

He held her gaze for a moment, a faint smile forming.

“Tomorrow evening,” he said, “we’re having dinner with Adrian.”

A small pause.

“And his partner.”

The words settled between them.

Chantelle’s expression didn’t change immediately, but something shifted beneath the surface.

“His partner?” she asked.

Edward nodded.

“We’ll get to meet him at last.”

There was excitement in his voice.

Curiosity.

Even a hint of anticipation.

For him, it was the next step.

The natural progression.

Chantelle lowered her gaze briefly, her fingers resting lightly against the edge of her plate.

Adrian’s partner.

The unseen presence behind everything.

The missing piece.

She felt it then, a quiet tightening low inside her, not quite nerves, not quite anticipation, but something that carried both.

Another man.

Another layer.

Another shift.

And beneath it, something warmer.

Something she recognised now.

The thought of spending the evening with Adrian again stirred a slow, deliberate heat through her body, a memory not just of presence, but of attention… of being seen, chosen, directed.

Her fingers stilled lightly against the table.

Would he want something from her?

The question came unbidden, but it didn’t unsettle her.

If anything, it sharpened her awareness.

Would he draw her aside again, quietly, without explanation… the way he always seemed to take control of a moment before it had even begun?

The idea lingered.

Not as fear.

But as expectation.

Across the table, Edward continued speaking, unaware, his voice steady, confident, already moving ahead to tomorrow.

Chantelle held his gaze when he looked at her again, her expression calm, composed.

But beneath it, something had already begun to stir.

Across the table, Edward continued speaking, already speculating, already imagining what this meeting would mean for the business, for their future, for everything he believed they were building.

Chantelle listened.

But her thoughts had already moved ahead.

To tomorrow night.

To the man they were about to meet.

And to the sense, growing quietly stronger with each passing day…

That whatever came next would not be simple.

Not for Edward.

And not for her.


Chapter Nine

The quiet of a Canary Wharf Saturday was a different creature. It was the hum of distant traffic, the soft whisper of the climate control, the weight of suspended ambition. Chantelle stood in the living area, holding the cardboard box. It was sleek, unmarked, but she knew. The courier had been and gone. The apartment was still. Edward was in his study, on a call, his voice a low, reassuring murmur through the door.

Her name was on the label. Just her name.

She carried it to their bedroom, her heart a steady, anticipatory drum against her ribs. She placed it on the bed, the king-sized expanse of ivory linen. She used her nails to slice the tape, the sound sharp in the quiet. Inside, nestled in tissue paper the colour of smoke, was the dress.

She lifted it out, the material whispering through her fingers. It was lighter than air, a fluid, silken weight. She held it up, and the afternoon light from the floor-to-ceiling windows caught it, revealing its nature. It was not quite sheer, but it was a veil, a suggestion. The neckline plunged, a deep V that would reach for her navel. The back, she saw as she turned it, was a mirror image, a daring expanse that would leave her spine and the top curves of her ass bare. It was fitted through the waist, flaring slightly over the hips, with a single, severe slit cut up the left leg.

“What’s that?”

Edward’s voice from the doorway. She hadn’t heard him approach. She turned, holding the dress against her front, the fragile fabric a barrier over her simple cotton vest and shorts.

“He sent me a dress,” she said, her voice calm.

A beat of silence. Edward leaned against the doorframe, his handsome face unreadable for a moment. “Who?”

“Adrian, of course.”

He pushed off the frame and walked into the room, his eyes on the garment. He didn’t touch it. “Try it on,” he said, a curious edge in his tone. “Let me see.”

It wasn’t a question. It was an instruction, a reclaiming of the moment. She nodded, setting the dress carefully on the bed. Her fingers went to the hem of her vest, pulling it up and over her head. Her breasts, full and heavy, bounced free. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her shorts and pushed them down, stepping out of them, standing before him in only a tiny pair of black bikini panties that hugged the neat curve of her pubic mound.

She felt his gaze, warm and familiar, tracing the lines of her body, the narrow waist, the soft swell of her hips, the toned legs. She turned to the dress, gathering it up. The silk was cool, slippery.

“Help me,” she said, and he was there, his hands brushing hers as he took the weight of it. She raised her arms, and he guided the dress over her head, the fabric whispering down her body. It was a intimate, marital dance. He tugged it into place, his hands smoothing it over her hips, his fingers lingering for a fraction of a second on the curve of her ass through the silk.

She turned to face the full-length mirror.

The effect was immediate, and profound.

The dress clung. It wasn’t transparent, but it was a second skin, mapping every contour. The deep V at the front strained over her 34C breasts, the soft mounds swelling over the neckline, the large, pale areolas and hard nipples clearly outlined against the thin material. The fabric pulled taut across her narrow ribcage, cinched her waist, and flowed over the ripe curve of her hips. The back was a breathtaking expanse of bare skin, the plunge stopping just above the cleft of her ass, the black string of her panties stark against her skin in the mirror’s reflection. The high slit fell open as she shifted, revealing the entire length of her toned left leg, the shadowed junction of her thigh, the black lace of her panties clearly visible.

She was displayed. Artfully, deliberately displayed.

Edward stood behind her, his eyes dark in the mirror. He didn’t speak for a long moment. Then his hands came to rest on her bare shoulders, his thumbs stroking the sensitive skin.

“I won’t even be able to wear anything under this,” Chantelle said softly, her eyes on her own reflected image. Her voice was a statement, not a complaint.

Edward misunderstood. His hands tightened slightly. “You have to wear it. He sent it for you.”

She turned her head to look at him over her shoulder. “Yes, Babe. But you’ll know… and he’ll know I’m not wearing anything underneath.”

His expression shifted. The tension melted, replaced by a slow, dawning heat. A grin touched his lips. He leaned in, his mouth brushing her ear. “Even the taxi driver will know, babe. But I’ll be the only one taking this dress off when I get home. I’ll be the only one seeing you actually naked.” He kissed the side of her neck, a possessive press of his lips. “It’s so fucking hot.”

The permission, wrapped in his arrogant confidence, sent a thrill through her. “You don’t mind me wearing this dress for him?” she asked, testing the boundary.

“It’s not for him!” he said, his voice firm, his hands sliding down her arms. “It’s for the evening. And then I’ll bring you home and fuck you. Hard. Right out of this.” His hands slid around to her front, palming her breasts through the silk, his thumbs rubbing her nipples into even harder points. She gasped, her head falling back against his shoulder. She could feel the thick ridge of his erection pressing against the small of her back.

He turned her in his arms, crushing the delicate silk between them, and kissed her. It was deep, hungry, a claiming. His tongue plunged into her mouth, mimicking the possession he promised for later. One hand fisted in the hair at the nape of her neck, the other groped her ass, squeezing the firm, heart-shaped curve through the fabric. The dress, so delicate, felt like it might tear.

She stepped into him, her hands sliding up his chest. She kissed him, softer this time. “You’re the best,” she murmured against his lips, the perfect, reassuring wife. “Now, I think I need a hot bath to relax before tonight.”


Chapter Ten

The taxi pulled away from the kerb, leaving them standing beneath the warm glow of the restaurant’s exterior lights. The West End was alive with a different kind of energy to Canary Wharf, less corporate, more theatrical. People moved past in elegant clothes, laughter and conversation spilling out onto the pavement from nearby bars and restaurants. The night air carried the smell of perfume, traffic, and expensive food.

Edward offered his arm, and Chantelle slipped her hand through it, the silk of the dress whispering against her thighs as they walked toward the entrance.

The dress moved like liquid around her body. Under the soft street lighting it seemed almost unreal, clinging to every line of her slim frame, the deep neckline drawing the eye down over the soft swell of her breasts, the fabric stretched smooth across her narrow waist before flowing over her hips. The high slit opened slightly with each step, revealing the long line of her toned leg. The back of the dress was even more daring, cut away completely to the base of her spine, the silk framing the smooth skin of her back before dipping low enough to hint at the upper curve of her backside. As they walked, she could feel eyes on her, not just from the front but from behind, the awareness of how much bare skin she was showing making her even more conscious of the slow sway of her hips. She was aware of the way heads turned as they passed, aware of the way conversations paused for just a moment too long.

She kept her posture relaxed, her head high, moving with the quiet confidence of someone who knew exactly how she looked.

Inside, the restaurant was dim and elegant, all dark wood, soft lighting, and the low murmur of expensive conversations. A maître d’ greeted them immediately, recognising Edward’s name, and led them through the main dining area toward a more private section at the back.

Adrian was already there.

He stood as they approached, tall and composed, his dark suit perfectly cut, his presence immediately commanding the space around the table without effort. His eyes moved first to Edward, a polite greeting, a handshake, a few quiet words of welcome.

Then his gaze shifted to Chantelle.

It was not a quick glance.

It was slow, deliberate, taking in the dress, the lines of her body, the exposed skin of her back, the length of her leg visible through the slit as she moved toward the table. His eyes returned finally to her face, and a small, knowing smile touched his lips.

“Chantelle,” he said, his voice calm and warm. “You look exactly as I hoped you would.”

Edward smiled, taking the comment as a compliment to both of them, completely unaware of the deeper meaning behind the words.

They sat, menus were brought, wine was ordered, and conversation began easily, Adrian guiding it effortlessly between business and lighter topics, always in control of the rhythm of the evening.

After a few minutes, Edward leaned slightly forward.

“So,” he said, “we finally get to meet your partner tonight.”

Adrian lifted his glass, taking a slow sip before answering.

“Yes,” he said calmly. “He’ll be joining us shortly.”

He glanced at his watch briefly.

“About half an hour.”

He set the glass down and looked across the table, his gaze resting briefly on Chantelle again before returning to Edward.

“I think you’ll find him… very interesting.”

They had just finished their starters when the maître d’ approached the table again, leaning slightly toward Adrian.

“Sir, your guest has arrived.”

Adrian didn’t look surprised. He simply nodded once and took a slow sip of his wine.

“Please bring him over.”

Edward sat a little straighter in his chair, adjusting his cuff almost unconsciously. Chantelle felt the subtle shift beside her, the anticipation, the curiosity. She herself felt a strange tightening low in her stomach, a sensation she couldn’t quite explain. Another man entering this world Adrian seemed to control so effortlessly. Another layer she did not yet understand.

A moment later, she saw the man walking toward them across the restaurant.

He was tall, lean rather than broad, wearing a dark suit that was elegant but understated. His hair was darker than Edward’s, flecked lightly with grey at the temples, his expression calm, composed, observant. He walked with the quiet confidence of someone who did not need to impress anyone in the room.

Edward saw him at the same moment.

And everything changed.

The colour drained slightly from Edward’s face. His posture stiffened, his hand tightening around his wine glass. For a moment he said nothing, just stared as the man approached the table.

Chantelle looked from Edward to the man and back again, immediately sensing the shock, the tension, the history she had not been fully part of.

The man stopped beside the table and looked directly at Edward.

“Hello, Edward.”

Oliver Grant’s voice was calm, almost polite, but there was something beneath the surface of it. Something old. Something unfinished.

Edward did not stand.

He remained in his chair, his hand still resting beside his wine glass, his posture stiff, his expression tightening slightly as he looked up at the man he clearly had not expected to see. For a moment he said nothing at all, and the silence stretched just long enough to become uncomfortable.

Adrian watched the exchange with quiet interest.

“Oliver,” Adrian said calmly, gesturing to the empty chair. “Please, sit and join us.”

Oliver pulled out the chair and sat down smoothly, completely at ease, as though this were exactly where he expected to be.

Edward shifted in his seat then, clearly aware of the awkwardness of still sitting while the other man had arrived. He began to push his chair back to stand, but at that moment Chantelle’s hand rested gently on his arm.

It was a small gesture, almost invisible to anyone else at the table.

But it stopped him.

He glanced at her briefly, surprised.

Her expression was calm, composed, almost reassuring. Her fingers pressed lightly into his sleeve, a quiet signal to stay calm, to stay seated, to not react emotionally. She trusted Adrian now. She trusted that this evening, whatever it was, was under Adrian’s control. And without fully realising it, her loyalty in that moment was no longer entirely with her husband.

Edward slowly settled back into his chair.

Oliver watched this small exchange carefully, saying nothing.

Adrian leaned back slightly, completely relaxed, his hands loosely folded on the table.

“I think,” Adrian said calmly, “that it is best we are very clear about why we are all here tonight.”

He looked from Edward to Oliver and back again.

“Oliver and I now hold a controlling share of your company.”

The words landed heavily.

Edward’s jaw tightened. He looked from one man to the other, the colour rising slightly in his face now.

“So, this was the plan,” he said quietly. “You buy into my company… and I end up working for him.”

Oliver did not react to the tone.

“You always were good at the front end of the business, Edward,” Oliver said calmly. “Sales. Clients. Growth. You built relationships. I built products. The company always needed both of us. That hasn’t changed.”

Edward let out a short breath through his nose, not quite a laugh.

“And now what?” he said. “You want my job?”

Adrian answered before Oliver could.

“No,” Adrian said calmly. “We want the company to win. And this is the structure that will make that happen.”

He looked directly at Edward.

“Oliver will be CEO. You will be Vice President. You will run management and sales. You will report directly to Oliver.”

Edward leaned back in his chair, staring at the table for a moment, then at Oliver again.

His first instinct was clearly to refuse, to stand, to walk out.

Chantelle’s hand was still resting lightly on his arm.

He looked at it for a moment, then at her face. She gave the smallest, almost imperceptible nod.

Stay calm.
Think.
Don’t ruin this.

He looked back at the two men across the table.

“And what do I get?” he asked quietly.

Oliver answered this time.

“You get a company that dominates the sector again,” he said. “With Ravi and Daniel joining, with the new tech, with the capital Adrian and I have already put in, we’ll be market leader within two years.”

Adrian added calmly, “You will also be on a higher salary than you are now. And your bonus structure will be tied to company growth. If the company becomes what we expect it to become, you will make more money than you ever have before.”

Edward sat in silence for a long moment.

He looked at Oliver again, then at Adrian, then finally at Chantelle, whose hand was still resting lightly on his arm.

Slowly, he nodded.

“Fine,” he said quietly. “I’m in.”

Across the table, Adrian leaned back slightly in his chair, completely relaxed, as if the outcome had never really been in doubt.

And for a brief moment, his eyes moved from Edward… to Chantelle.

And he smiled.


Chapter Eleven

They moved through to the lounge after dinner, led by a discreet waiter into a quieter, darker room at the back of the restaurant. Leather armchairs were arranged around low tables, small lamps casting warm amber pools of light. The noise of the main dining room faded behind them, replaced by the soft murmur of a few late conversations and the gentle clink of glasses.

Brandy arrived in heavy crystal glasses, and the four of them sat together, the evening settling into a slower rhythm. The conversation moved easily now, business, markets, expansion, strategy. Edward began to relax again, the earlier shock of seeing Oliver slowly being absorbed into something he could rationalise. The numbers made sense. The structure made sense. The future, once again, looked secure.

Adrian spoke the least, and yet he controlled the direction of every conversation. Oliver spoke carefully and precisely, always analytical, always measured. Edward spoke more, slipping back into the role he understood best, talking about growth, clients, opportunities, the future of the company now that everything was finally moving again.

Chantelle sat slightly back in her chair, listening more than speaking, aware of the subtle hierarchy that now existed at the table. She could feel it without anyone needing to explain it. Adrian at the top. Oliver beside him. Edward included, important even, but no longer in control.

Eventually the glasses were empty, and the evening began to draw naturally toward its end. Chairs shifted slightly, jackets were adjusted, the quiet signals that the night was finishing.

Edward placed his glass down and stood first, smoothing his jacket.

“Well,” he said, glancing between Adrian and Oliver, “we should probably let you two get on. Early start tomorrow.”

Adrian stood slowly, adjusting his cuffs with unhurried precision.

“Yes,” Adrian said calmly. “We do have arrangements for the night.”

Edward nodded. “Chantelle and I will leave you two to it.”

Adrian looked at him for a moment, then spoke very evenly.

“No, Edward. You misunderstand me.”

There was a small pause, just long enough for the words to begin to settle before he continued.

“Oliver and I have arranged a room at the Savoy for the night,” Adrian said calmly. “Chantelle will join us. She will return sometime tomorrow.”

For a moment Edward simply stared at him, not fully understanding what he had just heard.

The room felt very still.

Adrian then reached out and gently took Chantelle’s arm. The movement was calm, confident, completely without hesitation, as though this had already been agreed, already decided, already inevitable.

Chantelle did not pull away.

Instead, almost without thinking, she leaned slightly toward Adrian, her body moving closer to him, the silk of the dress shifting softly as she moved.

Then she looked across at Edward.

There was something in her expression then. Not defiance. Not quite apology. Something closer to sympathy. A soft, almost regretful understanding that he was only now realising the full shape of the world he had stepped into.

She had not expected it to be said so directly. Not like this. Not in front of him.

Edward looked from Adrian, to Oliver, to Chantelle.

And slowly, he understood.

Not every detail. Not the mechanics. But the structure. The power. The reality that these two men now controlled his company, his future, his income, his position, his wife. The reality that this evening had never really been just dinner.

For a long moment no one spoke.

Adrian finally broke the silence, his voice calm, almost gentle.

“Edward,” he said, “you wanted your company to survive. You wanted it to grow. You wanted to become market leader again.”

He adjusted his jacket slightly.

“And now that is exactly what is going to happen.”

He rested his hand lightly at the small of Chantelle’s back, guiding her slightly toward the door.

“We’ll see you on Monday,” Adrian said.

Oliver stood beside him, watching Edward with a calm, unreadable expression.

Edward remained standing beside the table, completely still, watching as his wife walked toward the door between the two men who now controlled his company, his future, and, whether he had fully accepted it yet or not, his life.

Chantelle did not look back again.

The taxi moved through the dark London streets, a silent capsule of shifting power. Chantelle sat between Adrian and Oliver in the plush rear seat, the fine fabric of her midnight-blue dress whispering against her bare thighs. Adrian’s hand rested casually on her knee, his thumb stroking the skin above the high slit. Oliver Grant, Edward’s former partner, sat quietly, his gaze assessing the city lights. He was handsome in a quieter way than Adrian—sharp-featured, intelligent eyes, a leaner build.

She felt nervous, a flutter in her stomach, but beneath it was a coil of excitement. The Savoy. She’d seen it in films, read about it in magazines. A place for royalty, for stars, for the truly powerful. And they were taking her there.

The taxi pulled under the iconic porte-cochère. A uniformed attendant opened the door. Adrian stepped out first, then Oliver, then he took her hand, guiding her out. The moment her strappy heels touched the polished stone of the entrance; she felt a shift. The air was different here, crisp, scented with flowers and old money. The lobby was a vast, hushed space of marble floors, soaring columns, and glittering chandeliers. People moved with a quiet, assured grace. Staff in immaculate uniforms stood attentively.

Adrian didn’t pause. He led them through the grandeur, his stride confident, as if he owned the space. Oliver followed, a silent shadow. Chantelle walked beside Adrian, her dress clinging to every curve, the deep back exposing her spine, the front plunging between her breasts. She felt eyes on her, discreet glances from staff, from guests. They see me. They see what I am here for. The humiliation was a cold, sharp spice, but the pride was warmer. She was with them. She was chosen.

They ascended in a silent, golden elevator to a suite on a high floor. Adrian used a key card, and the door opened onto a world of muted opulence.

The suite was vast. A sitting area with deep armchairs and a low fireplace. A bedroom with a king-sized bed draped in crisp linen. A bathroom of marble and gold fittings. The windows offered a panoramic view of the Thames, the city lights glittering like a scattered diamond necklace. A bottle of champagne stood in a silver ice bucket on a side table, two crystal flutes waiting.

Adrian moved to the champagne, popping the cork with a practiced twist. He poured three glasses, handing one to Oliver, then one to Chantelle. He didn’t sit. He stood by the window, looking out, sipping his drink.

“Quite a view,” Oliver said, his voice calm. He took a seat in one of the armchairs, his eyes on Chantelle.

She stood near the fireplace, holding her glass. The champagne was cold, crisp. She took a sip.

“Your husband signed the papers before we left,” Adrian said, turning to her. “He’s a practical man, underneath the bluster. He understands the new reality.”

Oliver nodded. “He’ll do well in the new structure. Sales and management. It’s what he’s good at. The vision, the technical direction… that will be mine.”

They spoke about Edward as if he were a resource, an asset to be deployed. Not as her husband. Not as a man. Chantelle listened, the cool glass in her hand, the thin dress a second skin.

“You played your part perfectly today, Chantelle,” Adrian said, his eyes locking with hers. “Your calming touch on his arm. The silent encouragement. It was the final push he needed.”

She swallowed. “I just wanted… what was best for him.”

Adrian’s smile was slight. “What was best for us. The company needs stability. Edward needs… direction. And you,” he said, taking a step toward her, “need to understand your new place.”

Oliver watched from his chair, silent, intense.

“Your place,” Adrian continued, his voice dropping to a soft, intimate tone, “is with us. Not as a wife in the background. As a part of the arrangement. A perk. A reward.” He reached out, his finger tracing the deep V of her neckline, brushing the thin fabric stretched over her breasts. “This dress was a test. You passed. You wore it. You let him see you in it. You let everyone see you in it.”

Her skin burned under his touch. Her nipples, outlined clearly against the silk, hardened painfully.

“Come here,” Adrian said, moving to the armchair opposite Oliver. He sat down, leaning back, his legs spread. He gestured to his lap. “Sit.”

Chantelle’s heart hammered. She walked to him, the slit of her dress falling open, revealing the entire length of her toned leg. She turned, and with a slow, deliberate movement, she lowered herself onto his thighs, her backside settling against his lap. The dress was so thin she could feel the heat of his body, the firm muscle of his legs. His hand slid around her waist, holding her there.

“Good,” he murmured. He took her champagne flute from her hand and set it aside. Then he cupped her chin, turning her face toward him. “Now kiss me.”

She leaned in, her lips meeting his. His kiss wasn’t tender. It was possessive, deep, his tongue invading her mouth, claiming it. She kissed him back, her hands resting on his shoulders. She could feel Oliver’s gaze from across the room, watching, assessing.

Adrian broke the kiss, his eyes dark with satisfaction. He looked at Oliver. “She’s compliant. And eager.”

Oliver nodded, a faint smile touching his lips.

Adrian’s hand slid from her waist to her hip, his fingers digging into the soft curve through the dress. “Now,” he said, his voice a quiet command, “go to Oliver. Sit on his lap. Kiss him. Just like you kissed me.”

Chantelle’s breath caught. She looked at Oliver Grant, the man Edward had blamed for everything. The man who now held Edward’s future in his hands. And she was to kiss him.

She rose from Adrian’s lap, her movements fluid. She walked to Oliver’s chair. He hadn’t moved, but his eyes were fixed on her, on the way the dress moved over her hips, on the deep back exposing her skin. She turned, and again, she lowered herself, sitting sideways on his thighs. He was leaner, but solid. His hand came to rest on her bare back, his palm warm against her spine.

“Hello, Chantelle,” he said, his voice quieter, more analytical than Adrian’s.

“Hello, Oliver,” she whispered.

His hand moved, stroking up her back to her shoulder. “Kiss me,” he said, echoing Adrian’s command.

She leaned in. His kiss was different, more deliberate, slower. His lips were firm; his tongue explored her mouth with a calculated precision. She responded, letting him lead. His hand on her back tightened, pulling her closer against him. When the kiss ended, he kept her close, his face near hers.

“You’re very beautiful,” he said, matter-of-fact. “Edward always had good taste in the superficial things.”

The comment was a sting, but it also felt like a truth. She was a superficial thing. A beautiful accessory. And now, she was theirs.

Adrian stood up, finishing his champagne. “Stand up, Chantelle.”

She rose from Oliver’s lap, standing between the two men, facing Adrian. The room was silent except for the distant hum of the city.

“The dress is exquisite,” Adrian said, his eyes roaming her body. “But it’s a wrapping. A presentation. We’ve seen the presentation. Now we want the product.”

He took a step closer. His voice dropped, becoming cold, clear.

“Slut. Stand in the middle of the room. And take it off. We want to see your tits and ass.”


Chapter Twelve

The command hung in the opulent air, cold and clear. Chantelle felt it settle over her skin like a fine dust. She walked to the centre of the spacious suite, the plush carpet soft beneath her heels. The panoramic view of the Thames glittered behind her, a silent audience to her unveiling.

Her fingers found the hidden zip at the side of the midnight-blue dress. The sound was loud in the quiet room. She drew it down, the whisper of silk the only sign of her trembling. The delicate fabric sighed open. She let the straps slip from her shoulders, catching the dress as it fell, and let it pool on the floor at her feet.

She stood naked.

The climate-controlled air kissed her skin, raising goosebumps. She kept her chin up, her gaze fixed on a point on the far wall, but she was achingly aware of two sets of eyes moving over her. Adrian, from his armchair. Oliver, from his.

Adrian made a slow, circular motion with his index finger.

Humiliation, hot and sharp, lanced through her chest. This is it. This is all I am here. A display. She obeyed, placing one foot and then the other, beginning a slow, deliberate turn. She moved with the unconscious grace of a woman who knew her body was a masterpiece, each shift of weight emphasising the lines she worked so hard to maintain.

Her narrow waist. The soft, feminine swell of her hips. The full, firm weight of her 34C breasts, their large, pale nipples hardening in the cool air. Her toned legs, the smooth skin of her inner thighs. She completed the rotation, her back to them now, presenting the feature Adrian prized most: the round, pronounced, heart-shaped curve of her ass. She paused, the silent exhibit.

“Come here,” Adrian said, his voice devoid of warmth.

She turned and walked to him, the click of her heels the only sound. He didn’t look at her face. His gaze was fixed lower. As she reached him, he placed his hands firmly on her hips, his grip possessive. He turned her, so her back was to Oliver, and then his hands slid down, palming the full mounds of her ass. He squeezed, kneading the firm flesh, making her jolt slightly.

“Oliver,” Adrian said, his tone conversational, clinical. “Look at this ass. It’s near perfect. I’ve enjoyed spanking this a few times now.”

A hot flush crept up Chantelle’s neck. She forced a light, breathy giggle, a sound meant to say ‘I’m in on the joke, this is all fun.’ It sounded brittle, even to her.

Oliver’s voice came from behind her, calm and assessing. “Slut, come here.” As she began to walk towards him, he continued speaking to Adrian. “She has a great ass. But I’m a tits man. And she also has a near-perfect pair of tits.”

Chantelle stopped before Oliver’s chair. He looked up at her, his sharp-featured face unreadable. Then he patted his thigh. “Over. Now.”

Her heart hammered. She moved, bending over, placing her hands on the carpet for balance as she arranged herself across his lap. The position lifted her round ass high, presented perfectly. Her breasts hung down, swaying slightly. Oliver’s hand came to rest on her right cheek, a warm, dry weight. He traced the curve.

“You know, slut,” he said, his voice low, almost reflective. “All the years I worked with Edward, all I ever wanted to do was bend you over and fuck you. Now I will.”

The first slap was a hard, sudden crack that shattered the room’s quiet.

Chantelle gasped, her body jerking. The sting was immediate, sharp, a brand of fire on her skin. Before the sensation could fully register, the second slap landed on the same spot. CRACK. She cried out, her fingers curling into the carpet. CRACK. The third was on the left cheek, the impact jolting through her pelvis.

Oliver was methodical. He delivered ten hard, measured slaps to each glorious, rounded cheek. There was no rhythm of passion, just a slow, precise application of punishment. Each blow was a declaration of ownership, a correction. The sound filled the suite, a sharp, percussive music of her degradation. By the fifth slap on the first side, tears of pain and shame were welling in her eyes. By the tenth, her entire backside was a map of throbbing, crimson heat. The skin felt impossibly tight, sensitised, alive.

He finished, his hand resting on the burning flesh, feeling the heat radiate into his palm. She was trembling, breathing in ragged little hitches. The pain was a bright, clarifying fire, burning away the last pretence of the dinner, the dress, the wife. It left only the slut, presented and punished.

With a grunt, Oliver pushed her off his lap. She stumbled to her knees on the carpet before him, disoriented, the sting in her ass a constant, pulsing ache. He looked down at her, his eyes dark. Without a word, he unbuckled his trousers, opened his fly, and freed his cock.

It sprang out, thick and hard. It wasn’t the monstrous length of Adrian’s, but it was substantial, thicker, and noticeably longer than Edward’s. The sight of it, jutting from his formal trousers, sent a conflicting jolt through her: a spike of fear and a deep, answering throb of arousal from her sore, exposed pussy.

She gasped, the sound involuntary.

“Now, slut,” Oliver said, his voice firm. “Time to suck.”

From his armchair, Adrian had the perfect view. Chantelle, on her knees, her beautifully reddened, round ass still up in the air from her kneeling position. Her back was a long, graceful curve leading down to that heart-shaped target, now painted with the vivid marks of Oliver’s possession. Her head was bowed slightly.

She leaned forward, her hands coming to rest on Oliver’s thighs to steady herself. The musky, masculine scent of him filled her nostrils. She opened her mouth, her tongue coming out to lick a tentative stripe along the underside of his shaft. He was salt and skin and heat. She heard his sharp intake of breath.

She took the broad head into her mouth, her lips stretching to accommodate him. He was already leaking, the taste bitter and primal. She swirled her tongue around the corona, then sank down, taking more of him. He was thick enough to fill her mouth completely, to stretch her jaw. She began to bob her head, establishing a slow, deep rhythm, her eyes closed. One of Oliver’s hands came to rest on the back of her head, not forcing, but guiding, his fingers tangling in her blonde hair.

The humiliation was a live wire, mixing with the lingering burn in her ass and the submissive act of her mouth being used. She focused on the sensation—the smooth, hard glide against her tongue, the pressure at the back of her throat, the low grunts of approval from the man above her. She was a thing of pure function, and in that reduction, a terrible, shameful freedom.


Chapter Thirteen

The shift was seamless. Adrian rose from his armchair and came to stand beside Oliver’s chair, looking down at Chantelle as she worked. He unbuckled his own trousers, freeing his long, thick cock. It was already fully erect, a heavy, veined weight in his hand.

“Enough of that for now,” Adrian said, his voice a low rumble.

Oliver’s hand left her head. She pulled back, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening tip. She looked up, her eyes wide, her jaw aching.

“On the bed,” Adrian commanded, gesturing to the vast expanse of linen behind them. “On your back. Legs open. I want to see that pretty, used little cunt.”

Chantelle climbed onto the bed, the movement making her sore ass throb. She lay back against the cool pillows, her body a pale contrast to the dark sheets. She spread her legs as ordered, exposing herself completely. Her pussy was already slick, glistening in the soft light from the city beyond the windows. The sight of it, offered so blatantly, sent a fresh wave of heat through her.

Adrian didn’t join her immediately. He looked at Oliver. “You first. She’s wet and willing. A reward for your patience.”

Oliver stood, his cock jutting out. He moved to the bed, climbing between her spread thighs. He didn’t kiss her, didn’t touch her elsewhere. He simply positioned himself and pushed inside her with a single, deep, claiming stroke.

Chantelle gasped, her back arching off the bed. He filled her completely, his thickness stretching her in a familiar, yet different way than Edward. It was a fuller, more insistent pressure. He began to move, setting a hard, steady pace from the start. His hips slapped against her inner thighs, the sound wet and rhythmic. Each thrust jolted her body up the bed, her breasts bouncing with the force.

Oliver’s thrusts grew more deliberate, his grip tightening on her hips as he leaned over her, his voice low and taunting. “Yes! I’ve wanted to fuck this cunt for so long. The cunt of the woman whose husband has hated me for so long.” He drove into her harder, his cock pistoning deep, mocking her as he continued. “There, slut, how does that compare to your husband’s little weiner?”

The words burned through her, humiliation and arousal twisting together in a molten knot. Her body clenched around him, her voice trembling as she gasped, “God! Yes, you’re so much bigger.” Her admission sent a fresh wave of heat through her, the degradation intensifying the pleasure.

Adrian watched from the side, his hand stroking his own cock lazily, a smirk playing on his lips. “The slut does love a big cock,” he remarked, his tone dripping with approval. His eyes roamed over her body, taking in the way Oliver’s relentless thrusts jolted her up the bed, her breasts bouncing with each movement. Adrian watched, his hand slowly stroking his own cock. He circled the bed, his eyes roaming over her body, the bounce of her tits, the clench of her abdomen, the flush spreading across her chest. “Look at her,” he said to Oliver, though his eyes were on Chantelle’s face. “She loves it. Being a useful hole.”

Oliver’s pace quickened, his breathing becoming rougher as he drove into her with a punishing rhythm. “That’s right, take it,” he growled, his hands kneading her hips hard enough to leave marks. “Your husband’s pathetic cock could never make you feel like this.”

Chantelle sobbed into the sheets, her body writhing under the dual assault of pleasure and humiliation. The knowledge that Oliver was using her to mock Edward, to assert dominance, only heightened her arousal. Her cunt clenched tightly around him, another orgasm building hot and fast.

Oliver felt her tightening around him and let out a dark laugh. “Good slut,” he muttered, his thrusts growing erratic as he chased his own release. With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself deep, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself inside her.

The words burned, but her body burned hotter. She came suddenly, a few minutes in, her internal muscles clenching tightly around Oliver’s invading length. The orgasm was sharp and surprising, rolling through her in a hot wave. She cried out, her head thrashing on the pillow.

Oliver grunted, his pace faltering for a moment as her cunt spasmed around him. “Good slut,” he muttered, and drove into her harder, chasing his own release. He found it soon after, pounding into her with rough, final thrusts before burying himself deep and shuddering, his hot seed pulsing inside her. He held there for a long moment before pulling out, his cock slick with her juices and his own cum. He moved away, leaving her feeling gaping and wet.

Adrian’s smirk widened as he watched Oliver pulled out, leaving her gaping and slick. “My turn,” he said, stepping forward, his cock gleaming with anticipation. The night was far from over.

Before she could even catch her breath, Adrian was there. He pushed her legs wider, his hands rough on her inner thighs. “My turn,” he said, and plunged into her still-quivering, slick channel.

He was longer, and the angle was different, hitting deeper spots. He fucked her with a relentless, powerful rhythm, his eyes locked on hers. The bed rocked with the force of it. Chantelle could only cling to the sheets, overwhelmed by the sensation of being filled again so soon, by a different shape, a different rhythm. She came again, this one a slower, deeper uncoiling that made her toes curl. Adrian felt it, and a savage grin touched his lips. “Again? Greedy little thing.”

He didn’t stop. He fucked her through the aftershocks, his pace never slowing. Time lost meaning. At some point, he pulled out, flipped her onto her hands and knees, and re-entered her from behind. This position drove him even deeper. Her sore, reddened ass was on full display for Oliver, who had dressed partially and now sat in the armchair again, watching with cool interest.

Adrian’s hands gripped her hips, his fingers surely leaving bruises as he slammed into her over and over. The pleasure was a constant, pounding haze. She came a third time, a sobbing, shuddering release that left her weak and dripping.

He pulled out of her soaked pussy, his cock gleaming. “Mouth,” he ordered.

She turned, kneeling before him on the bed, and took him into her mouth, tasting herself and Oliver on his skin. She sucked him eagerly, hollowing her cheeks, her tongue working. He face-fucked her with short, brutal thrusts, his hands fisted in her hair. She gagged, tears springing to her eyes, but she didn’t pull away. The submission was complete.

He pulled out of her mouth with a wet pop. “Oliver,” Adrian said, his breath coming hard. “You have to try the slut’s arse. It’s tight even after I’ve fucked it twice. And the slut has such a lovely ass.”

The words cut through the carnal fog. A sex hole. Not a woman. The humiliation was a cold splash, instantly heating into a fresh, perverse flare of arousal. It did add to it. The reduction, the utter objectification, made the physical sensations somehow more intense, more forbidden.

Adrian turned her roughly, presenting her back to Oliver. “Suck me,” he commanded, and she took his cock back into her mouth as he stood by the bedside. She heard Oliver moving behind her, the click of a cap. Cool lube dripped onto her tight little rosebud. She flinched, then forced herself to relax as a slick finger circled the clenched entrance, then pressed inside.

She moaned around Adrian’s girth, the dual sensation overwhelming. The finger worked her, stretching her carefully, preparing her. Then it was gone, replaced by the blunt, much larger pressure of Oliver’s cockhead. He placed it firmly against her and pushed.

The burn was exquisite. A sharp, stretching, full sensation that made her eyes fly open. She cried out, the sound muffled by Adrian’s flesh. Oliver pushed steadily, inexorably, past the tight ring of muscle, burying his thick length deep in her bowels. The feeling of being utterly filled, front and back, was unbelievable. She was impaled, a living toy between them.

Oliver began to move, a slow, deep, grinding rhythm that sent shockwaves through her core. Adrian thrust gently into her mouth, his hands cradling her head. The syncopated rhythm of their use of her was maddening. Pleasure and pain and fullness and degradation swirled into a single, blinding point of need. She came again, a silent, internal convulsion that clenched around Oliver’s invading cock and made him groan.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” Oliver gritted out, his pace increasing, becoming harder, faster. The slap of his hips against her crimson ass joined the wet sounds of her mouth on Adrian. The pressure built, coiling in her gut, in her stretched ass, in her bruised lips. Oliver’s movements became frantic, then stuttered. With a deep, guttural shout, he slammed into her one final time and held, his body rigid. She felt the hot, sudden flood deep in her bowels, a violating, intimate release that triggered another helpless, clenching orgasm from her own overstimulated body.

As Oliver shuddered and pulled out of her, Adrian pulled back from her mouth. She was panting, dazed, strings of saliva on her chin. He stroked his cock rapidly, his eyes fixed on her ruined, tear-streaked face.

“Open wide, slut,” he growled.

She obeyed, tilting her head back, her mouth open. With a few hard pulls, he came. Thick, hot ropes of cum splashed across her forehead, her cheeks, her lips, and chin. She kept her mouth open, catching some on her tongue, the salty-bitter taste final proof of her use. He coated her thoroughly, marking her.

When he was done, he stepped back, tucking himself away. Oliver was already dressing, smoothing his hair. He looked at Adrian, then at the covered, cum-smeared woman kneeling on the bed.

“I’ll head to my own room,” Oliver said, his voice back to its calm, business-like tone. “See you next week, Adrian.”

Adrian gave a nod of dismissal. The suite door opened and closed. Silence descended, broken only by Chantelle’s ragged breathing.

Adrian picked up his phone from the bedside table, his gaze never leaving Chantelle’s dishevelled form. She was sprawled on the bed, her legs still spread wide, Oliver’s cum leaking from her swollen pussy and trickling out of her gaping arse. Her face was streaked with his own release, her lips parted, her breaths shallow and uneven. She looked utterly spent, a mess of sweat, cum, and submission.

He raised the phone, the camera clicking softly as he captured every degrading detail. “Look at you,” he murmured, zooming in on her face, then her slick, used cunt, and finally her tender, abused asshole. “A perfect little whore, ruined and marked. This will make for a lovely keepsake.”

Chantelle’s eyelids fluttered as she heard the words, a fresh wave of humiliation flooding her already overwhelmed senses. She didn’t protest, didn’t move to cover herself. She simply lay there, letting him take every shot, her body still trembling from the force of her orgasms.

Adrian circled the bed, snapping photos from every angle. He crouched down to get a close-up of her spread thighs, her puffy, glistening folds, and the creamy mess leaking from her. “Such a pretty sight,” he said, his voice low and possessive. “A hole well-used.”

When he was satisfied, he tossed the phone back onto the table, his gaze lingering on her trembling form. “Clean yourself up,” he repeated, his tone commanding, “but take your time. I want you to feel every bit of what we’ve done to you.”

Chantelle nodded weakly, her limbs heavy as she slowly pushed herself off the bed. She staggered to the bathroom, her legs barely holding her up, the evidence of her degradation still dripping down her thighs.

Adrian watched her go, a smirk playing on his lips. Tonight, had been everything he’d imagined, and more. He’d claimed her, marked her, and reduced her to nothing but a vessel for his pleasure. And he had the photos to prove it.

As the bathroom door clicked shut, he turned to the bed, surveying the scene. The sheets were rumpled, damp with sweat and cum, a testament to what had transpired. Adrian ran a hand over them, savouring the memory, before he began to tidy up.

Chantelle would stay in his bed tonight, a reminder of her place. But tomorrow? That was a different story.


Epilogue

The air in Edward’s, now Oliver’s, office was thick with the scent of expensive coffee and the silent aftershock of power shifting. Edward’s lonely walk down the corridor seemed to echo long after the door clicked shut. Chantelle stood by the sleek desk, her heart hammering against her ribs. She wore a simple, knee-length black dress, fitted to her narrow waist and the soft swell of her hips, but it felt like a costume now.

Adrian settled into the high-backed leather chair, the one Edward had chosen. He swivelled it slightly, a king surveying his new domain. Oliver leaned against the window ledge, the morning light outlining his sharp features.

“Come here, Chantelle,” Adrian said, his voice not loud, but filling the space completely.

She walked to the desk, the click of her heels the only sound. He didn’t look at her face. His gaze dropped to the hem of her dress, then slowly travelled up her toned legs, over the curve of her ass hugged by the fabric, to her cinched waist and the full, rounded shape of her breasts straining against the neckline.

“Turn around,” he instructed, sipping his coffee. “Let Oliver see what he helped to acquire.”

Humiliation, hot and familiar, prickled her skin. She turned, presenting her back to Adrian, her front to Oliver by the window. She held still, a display model. Oliver’s eyes were analytical, assessing, but a dark heat flickered in them as they roamed her body.

“The dress is modest,” Oliver noted, his tone dry. “A bit of a lie, given what’s underneath.”

Adrian’s hand shot out, his fingers hooking into the back of her dress’s hem. In one swift, rough motion, he yanked the fabric upward, gathering it around her waist. The cool office air hit her bare thighs, then the exposed cheeks of her ass, covered only by a tiny black thong.

“Better,” Adrian murmured. His palm came to rest on her right cheek, warm and heavy through the lace. He squeezed, making her jump. “Still sore from Saturday?”

A flush burned her neck. “A little,” she whispered.

“Good. You should remember.” His hand slid lower, his fingers tracing the line of the thong where it disappeared between her cheeks. He hooked a finger under the lace, pulling it aside, exposing her. The air kissed her most private skin. “Oliver, come and look at this. The view is even better up close.”

Oliver pushed off the window ledge and walked over. He stood beside Adrian’s chair, looking down at her presented backside. Her heart pounded so hard she felt lightheaded. Oliver’s hand joined Adrian’s, not touching her, but hovering. His finger traced a slow, feather-light circle around her exposed hole, making her gasp and clench involuntarily.

“So responsive,” Oliver observed. “And so pretty. Pink and perfect.” He pressed the pad of his finger against her, not entering, just applying a firm, insistent pressure. A bolt of sharp, shocking sensation shot through her, a mix of violation and intense, immediate arousal. Her pussy, hidden from their view, throbbed and grew wet.

“She’s dripping already,” Adrian said, as if reading her body’s betrayal. He moved his hand from her ass to between her legs, his fingers sliding easily through her slick folds. He groaned appreciatively. “Soaked. For this. In your husband’s office.”

The words were a brand. Her husband’s office. Her husband’s chair. Her body, wet for other men here. The degradation was a catalyst, firing her nerves. Adrian pushed two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made her knees buckle. She cried out, her hands slapping down onto the polished desk for support.

“Hold her,” Adrian said.

Oliver’s hands were suddenly on her hips, gripping hard, keeping her upright as Adrian’s fingers fucked into her with slow, deep strokes. The sound was obscenely wet in the quiet room. Chantelle panted, her forehead resting on the cool wood of the desk, her vision blurring. She could see a framed photo of her and Edward, pushed to the side. She closed her eyes.

Adrian withdrew his fingers, shiny with her arousal. “On the desk. On your back. Now.”

Oliver helped her, half-lifting her as she scrambled onto the large, imposing desk. Papers scattered. A monitor wobbled. She lay back, the cold surface a shock against her skin. Adrian stood between her spread legs, hastily unbuckling his trousers. He freed his cock, already fully hard, long and thick. He stroked it once, the head glistening, then positioned himself at her entrance.

He didn’t push in slowly. He drove into her with one powerful, deep thrust, burying himself to the hilt.

Chantelle screamed, a short, sharp sound of overwhelming fullness. He was so deep, stretching her so completely. The desk creaked under their combined weight. Adrian braced his hands on the surface on either side of her head and began to fuck her in hard, relentless strokes. Each impact drove her shoulders into the desk, jolting her body. Her breasts, freed as her dress bunched around her ribs, bounced with every slam. Her nipples, large and pale pink, were tight, aching peaks.

“Look at her tits,” Adrian grunted, his rhythm never faltering. “Perfect handfuls. Made to be grabbed.”

Oliver, still dressed, watched from the side. His hand went to his own crotch, palming himself through his trousers. “She’s taking you so well,” he said, his voice tight.

“She’s a cunt made for it,” Adrian growled, leaning down closer, his breath hot on her face. “Aren’t you? A desk cunt. An office perk.” He pistoned into her, the angle hitting a spot that made stars burst behind her eyelids. The pleasure was brutal, unforgiving, amplified a thousand times by the shame of the location, the scattered remnants of Edward’s work beneath her.

Her orgasm built fast, a terrifying wave. She couldn’t stop it. Her heels dug into the small of Adrian’s back as her body bowed off the desk, a silent, open-mouthed scream tearing from her throat as she came. Her internal muscles clamped down on his invading length in frantic, fluttering pulses.

Adrian cursed, his thrusts becoming ragged. “Fuck, that’s it. Squeeze me, you greedy slut.” He rode out her climax, then with three more brutal drives, he slammed home and held, his body shuddering. She felt the hot, sudden flood of his release filling her, marking her inside in this most personal of Edward’s spaces.

He pulled out, his cum immediately beginning to leak from her onto the desk’s dark wood. She was a wreck, breathing in sobs, her body humming and sore.

Adrian tucked himself away, barely winded. He looked at Oliver. “Your turn. But I want her mouth this time. Clean me off her first.”

Oliver was already unbuckling his belt. “Gladly.” He moved to the head of the desk. “Sit up, slut.”

Weak-limbed, Chantelle pushed herself up. Oliver’s cock, thick and hard, was in front of her face. Adrian’s taste, mixed with her own, was on her lips. Oliver fisted his hand in her hair.

“Open. And don’t forget to thank me.”

Chantelle hesitated for a heartbeat, her lips trembling inches from Oliver’s cock, the head glistening and swollen. Her throat tightened, but she knew better than to delay. She parted her lips, exhaling shakily as he guided himself forward. The first brush of his skin against her mouth sent a jolt of humiliation through her, hot and sharp. She tasted Adrian’s release mingled with her own musk, a bitter reminder of what had already been done to her, what she had let them do.

Oliver’s grip tightened in her hair, not painfully, but with enough force to remind her who was in control. “Wider,” he commanded, his voice low but firm. She obeyed, opening her mouth wider, her tongue flattening against the underside of his shaft as he pushed deeper. Her jaw ached almost immediately, but she resisted the urge to pull away. She could feel him pressing against the back of her throat, and her eyes watered as she struggled to accommodate him. “That’s it,” he murmured, his free hand resting on her cheek, a mockery of tenderness. “Such a good little slut. Look at you, taking it so well.”

The words burned, but they also stirred something dark and involuntary within her, a shameful pride, a twisted satisfaction in being used. She closed her eyes, focusing on the rhythm of his thrusts, the way he filled her mouth and stretched her throat. Each movement was deliberate, slow but unrelenting, forcing her to submit completely. She could hear the wet sounds of her effort, the faint gasp she made when he pulled back only to shove himself deeper again. Her hands gripped the edge of the desk, her knuckles white, as she fought to stay steady.

“Thank me,” Oliver ordered, his voice hardening as he stilled for a moment, his cock resting heavily on her tongue. Her lips moved around him, the words muffled but audible: “Thank you.” He smirked, clearly enjoying her humiliation. “Again. Louder.” This time, she obeyed without hesitation, her voice trembling but clear. “Thank you, Oliver.” His hand stroked her hair, almost soothing, as he began to move again, this time faster, her throat working to keep pace. “Good girl,” he breathed, his tone dripping with condescension. “But don’t stop. Keep thanking me.”

Her mind blurred as she repeated the phrase, her words blending into the rhythm of his thrusts, her body trembling with exertion and the degrading pleasure of it all. She felt hollowed out, used, but oddly…complete. She was theirs, she realized, a willing vessel for their pleasure, and the thought both sickened and electrified her. Oliver groaned above her, his pace quickening, and she knew he was close. Her throat tightened instinctively, but she didn’t pull away. She would take it, all of it, because that’s what she was made for now.


Book Four Teaser

Power

Money had changed everything.

But power had changed more.

By the time the new financial quarter began, Edward’s company was no longer really Edward’s company. The offices were the same, the staff were mostly the same, the logo still carried his name, but the decisions now came from the top floor corner office where Oliver Grant sat behind the desk that had once belonged to his former partner.

Edward told himself it didn’t matter. The salary was higher than it had ever been. The bonuses were larger. The company was growing again, faster than it ever had before. Ravi and Daniel had already begun redesigning the product line, and the market was responding exactly as Oliver had predicted. Investors were interested again. Clients were returning. The company was rising.

On paper, Edward was more successful than he had ever been.

But success and control were not the same thing.

He reported to Oliver now. Every major decision required approval. Every expansion plan went through Oliver and Adrian first. They were always polite. Always professional. Always calm.

And always in charge.

At home, things had changed too, though Edward hated to put it into words. Chantelle was still beautiful, still elegant, still the woman he had married, but there was something different in the way she moved through their apartment now, a quiet confidence, a calm certainty, as though she understood the shape of their future more clearly than he did.

She spent more time out in the evenings now. Sometimes with Adrian and Oliver for “company dinners,” sometimes for events, sometimes for things she did not fully explain. She always returned late or the next day, moving quietly through the apartment, slipping into bed beside him as though nothing had changed at all.

Edward had to accept that they now owned her as much as they did him.

He just didn’t know how much.

Across London, in offices and private dining rooms and hotel suites, Adrian and Oliver were building something much larger than Edward had ever imagined. Not just a company. Not just an investment. A network. Influence. Control. People placed in the right positions, companies aligned, money moving quietly in the background.

And Chantelle was becoming part of that world.

Not just Edward’s wife.

Not just the beautiful woman at corporate dinners.

Something else.

Something more useful.

Something more valuable.

Adrian had once told Oliver, over whisky late one night, “Power isn’t about money. Money is easy. Power is about people. The right people, in the right places, doing exactly what you need them to do.”

Oliver had looked across the room then, where Chantelle stood by the window, the city lights behind her, a glass in her hand, laughing at something one of their investors had said.

“Yes,” Oliver had replied quietly. “And some people are very… useful investments.”

By the start of Book Four, Edward would begin to realise that the deal he had made to save his company had not only changed his career.

It had changed his marriage.

And he was no longer sure which of those two things now belonged to him.
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Taboo: The Landlord’s Maid

A Forbidden Interracial Spanking Fantasy

By Emma Sluttily

Chloe thought moving into her first flat after university would give her freedom. Instead, she’s drowning in late rent, unpaid bills, and expensive shopping habits she can’t resist.

When her stern, impossibly attractive landlord, Mr. Harrington, calls her down to discuss the arrears, Chloe tries to flirt her way out of trouble. But Mr. Harrington isn’t a man who can be charmed so easily. Instead, he offers Chloe a choice: pay up—or submit to an “old-fashioned punishment.”

Humiliated but desperate, Chloe discovers what it means to be bent over his knee, stripped bare, and spanked until her round cheeks burn. What shocks her most is how much she craves it. Each week she finds herself back at his door, dressing provocatively, knowing she’ll be made to strip, to serve, to submit.

This is no longer about rent. It’s about Chloe’s darkest desires—and Mr. Harrington’s iron hand teaching her exactly what kind of girl she really is.

A taboo erotic story of spanking, humiliation, submission and interracial sex. Not for the faint of heart.


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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