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CHAPTER I

Nathan rolled their suitcase into the suite, the wheels gliding smoothly over the polished marble floor. The room was sprawling—floor-to-ceiling windows showcasing the neon glow of Vegas below, a plush king-size bed draped in crisp white sheets, and a sleek leather couch near the minibar.

But Nathan barely took any of it in. His attention was locked on Olivia, who was already kicking off her flats, her toned legs flexing as she stepped onto the thick carpet. She stretched her arms over her head, the hem of her loose sundress lifting just enough to tease the smooth curve of her upper thighs.

She turned, eyes flicking to Nathan with a sly, knowing smirk. “Mmm. This place is nice.”

Nathan swallowed hard, setting their suitcase near the bed. “Yeah. It’s—uh, yeah. Great.”

It had been nearly six years since they got married, but moments like this still hit him the same way they did back when they first met. Olivia had always been effortlessly sexy, a woman who turned heads without even trying. And she knew it. More than that, she knew what it did to him. He had always adored her confidence, her control, the way she teased him when they were alone. They had played with those dynamics before in the bedroom, dipping into his more submissive tendencies, but it had always been within the safe, contained walls of their own space.

Maybe that was about to change.

She was already unzipping her overnight bag, fingers grazing over silk and lace as she pulled out a tight, dangerously short red dress and a pair of glossy, strappy heels. Holding the dress up to her body, she gave Nathan a slow twirl, the thin fabric barely covering what it needed to, the way it caught the light teasing an almost sheer quality in the right angles.

She glanced at him over her shoulder, the corners of her lips lifting knowingly. "What do you think?"

His throat went dry. The sight of her, her toned legs flexing, the way the dress threatened to ride up with the smallest movement—it sent heat straight to his groin. "That’s… that’s really short, Liv."

She grinned, stepping closer, the fabric brushing against her thighs. "I know."

Before he could say anything—before he could tell her she looked devastating, that she didn’t need to tease him like this—Olivia was already slipping her fingers beneath the thin straps of her sundress. The movement was slow, calculated, as she shimmied out of the fabric, letting it slide down her curves, pooling at her feet in a delicate heap.

She stood before him in nothing but a lacy red thong and matching bra, the deep color stark against her golden skin. The soft glow of the suite’s lighting traced every curve, every contour of her body—the swell of her full breasts barely contained by lace, the tight cinch of her waist, the toned definition of her thighs.

Nathan’s cock pulsed, thick and aching, pressing insistently against his jeans, the tight fabric doing nothing to ease the relentless strain. Olivia’s eyes flickered downward, catching the way he shifted uncomfortably, his arousal painfully obvious. Her smirk deepened, slow and wicked, her gaze flicking back up to meet his  in the mirror.

"Mmm, baby… already hard for me?" she purred, biting her lip just enough to make it look like she was holding back a laugh. "And I haven't even really started yet." He couldn’t move, couldn’t breathe, as Olivia reached up, gathering her long hair and twisting it into a makeshift knot, exposing the elegant arch of her neck. She held the pose for a beat, as if allowing him to soak it all in, then released her hair, letting it tumble over her shoulders.

She caught his reflection in the mirror, eyes dark with amusement, her lips curving into a smirk. "Like what you see, baby?"

Nathan exhaled sharply, his voice hoarse. "Always."

She knew he did. Nathan had always found her irresistible, and Olivia had always enjoyed pushing his buttons. Even before they got married, she had picked up on the way he reacted when she took control, when she made him wait, when she made him watch. She never really pushed him too far, just enough to make his breath hitch, to see the way his eyes darkened with helpless arousal. But lately, she's been thinking… Maybe it was time to take those fantasies a little further.

Olivia turned back to the mirror, reaching behind her to unclip her bra, her fingers teasingly slow as she worked the clasp. The moment it snapped open, she let the straps slide down her shoulders, peeling the lace away from her skin like she was unwrapping herself just for him. As the fabric slipped from her arms, her full, heavy breasts spilled free, bouncing slightly with the movement. Her nipples stiffened instantly, rosy peaks tightening in the cool air, the soft overhead lighting casting a sensual glow on her smooth, golden skin.

Nathan took a step forward, heat pooling in his gut, his cock already pressing uncomfortably against his jeans. His breath hitched as his eyes trailed the curve of her breasts, the way they moved naturally, the slight jiggle as she reached for the vanity to adjust her hair. But before he could close the space between them, before he could even lift his hands to touch her, Olivia simply raised a palm, stopping him mid-motion without a word, without even glancing back.

“Hold that thought, babe.” As Nathan stood there, barely able to breathe, Olivia reached for the red dress she had laid out earlier. She lifted it overhead, the silky fabric cascading over her body in one smooth motion. The dress molded to her curves instantly, clinging tight to the swell of her breasts and the slim dip of her waist before stopping scandalously high on her thighs.

Nathan’s jaw tightened. The hem was so short, barely skimming the curve of her ass. Every movement—every subtle shift of her hips—threatened to reveal everything. Olivia didn’t move immediately. She straightened slowly, stretching her arms over her head in a languid motion, letting him take in every inch of her barely covered skin. The soft golden glow of the room highlighted the dip of her waist, the swell of her hips, the tight, toned lines of her thighs. Her nipples were still stiff through the thin fabric of the dress.

Olivia turned to the mirror, smoothing her hands over the fabric, admiring how it hugged her like a second skin. She adjusted the neckline, pushing her breasts higher, her fingers teasing along the thin straps.

Nathan inhaled sharply, his eyes dragging over the way the fabric barely covered anything, clinging so tight that he could make out the outline of her nipples through the thin material. His throat worked as he swallowed, his voice coming out thick and unsteady. "Fuck, Liv... that dress is barely even there."

She smirked, tilting her head as she met his gaze through the mirror. “I know.”

Then, with a devilish glint in her eye, she turned to him,she lifted the hem slightly, her fingertips grazing over her bare, exposed skin underneath. “You know what?” she mused, pretending to consider. “I think I’m missing something.”

Nathan exhaled shakily, forcing his eyes up to hers. “Liv—”

She turned to him, holding his gaze as she reached down, hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her thong.

Nathan barely had time to process what she was doing before she pushed them down, the lace rolling over her hips, dragging down her thighs. She bent slightly, stepping out of them with a slow, practiced grace, letting the tiny scrap of fabric dangle from her fingertips.

The room felt hotter, the air thick with tension.

She turned back to the mirror, smoothing down the hem of her dress with slow, deliberate strokes, letting her fingers linger along the fabric as if savoring the sensation. Her lips parted slightly, eyes flicking over her own reflection as she tugged at the hem, lifting it just enough to catch a glimpse of her bare skin beneath. "God, baby, this dress barely covers anything," she murmured, tilting her hips to the side, testing just how much of herself was exposed. "Can you imagine what’s going to happen if I bend over even a little?" Then, she shifted her weight slightly, arching her back just enough to push her hips out, her posture dripping with effortless seduction. Her eyes flicked to Nathan’s reflection, her lips curving into a slow, wicked smirk, one hand toying with the hem of her dress, lifting it just an inch—just enough to remind him exactly how little she was wearing underneath. Then she stepped closer, pressing the warm lace into his palm, her lips curling as she leaned in, her breath hot against his ear. "Hold onto these for me, baby," she murmured, her voice dripping with mischief. "Wouldn’t want them getting in the way tonight."

Nathan swallowed hard, his fingers tightening around the damp fabric. His cock throbbed, painfully aware of what her words meant. Olivia pulled back just enough to meet his eyes, her smirk deepening.

"You think anyone else is going to notice?" she mused, her voice light, teasing. "That I’m not wearing anything under this tiny little dress?" She let her fingertips dance along the hem, lifting it just enough to make his breath hitch. "That if I move just right, they’ll get a little peek at what only you get to see?"

She giggled softly, biting her lip. "Or maybe not just you, baby. Maybe someone else will get a better view before the night is over."

Nathan stared at the soaked fabric in his hand, his pulse hammering, his cock throbbing, aching. His voice barely came out. “You’re seriously not going to be wearing anything underneath?”

Olivia took her time answering. She turned back to the mirror, picking up her lipstick, slowly rolling the deep red color over her lips, her smirk playful, knowing.

“It's Vegas, baby. Why bother with decency?!” she winked.

Sin City was already changing the rules.

The casino was alive with energy, the air thick with the sounds of clinking chips, the hum of conversation laced with flirtation and moneyed arrogance. Everywhere Nathan looked, decadence dripped from every surface—the glow of golden chandeliers, the gleam of champagne glasses, the soft gasps of women pressed against their men as they whispered things meant only for them. But none of them drew attention the way Olivia did. The scent of expensive perfume mingled with the faint musk of whiskey and cigar smoke, a blend of indulgence and excess that seeped into every corner of the lavish room.

Nathan’s pulse was already unsteady, but it wasn’t the casino’s atmosphere that had him lightheaded—it was Olivia.

She walked beside him like she owned the place, her hips swaying with effortless confidence, the tiny red dress clinging to every sinful curve of her body. It was obscene in its brevity, teasing every hungry eye that landed on her. With each step, the hem lifted just a little too high, flashing hints of bare skin beneath. No one else knew just how bare she really was—but Nathan did. And the thought burned through him like whiskey on an empty stomach. The hem flirted dangerously high, teasing the bare skin of her upper thighs with every step, and Nathan could already see the way it drew eyes. Men turned as she passed, some subtly glancing, others making no effort to hide their hungry stares.

Nathan tightened his grip on her hand instinctively, his fingers squeezing hers, a subconscious attempt to ground himself—to remind everyone around them that she was his. But Olivia only laughed, the sound rich and sultry, a musical hum of amusement that sent shivers down his spine. She twisted her wrist just enough to loosen his grip, her fingers slipping through his like silk . He barely had time to react before she leaned in, her breath hot against his ear.

"Relax, baby," she purred, her lips grazing the shell of his ear, the warmth of her breath sending a shudder through him. "They can't take their eyes off me. Can you feel it? The way they want me? The way they’re thinking about how easy it would be to take me from you?" She paused, her voice dropping to a whisper so intimate it made his stomach twist. "Tell me, baby… does it make you hard, knowing they’re undressing me with their eyes?"

Nathan’s entire body tensed, his cock throbbing, his breath coming in short, uneven bursts. He wanted to deny it, to shake off the slow, creeping heat that pooled in his gut. But she was right. He could feel their eyes on her, on his wife—the way men whispered about her, the way their stares lingered just a little too long. And worse? He could feel himself responding to it.

"Liv," he murmured, his voice coming out strained, "you're… you're kind of putting on a show here."

She pulled back just enough to meet his gaze, her eyes shimmering with mischief. "Oh, baby, I haven’t even started yet. You think this is bad? Just wait until they stop staring and start trying."

She slipped her fingers free from his grasp with a teasing brush of her nails against his wrist, like she was giving him just a taste of control before ripping it away. Then, without a backward glance, she strutted ahead, her body moving with a confidence that turned heads, her presence magnetic. The crowd didn’t just part for her—they stopped, watching, their eyes drinking her in like  she was something they might be allowed to taste if they played their cards right. Nathan hesitated for a second before following, but he wasn’t the only one watching her now. A flush of embarrassment crept over his skin, a mix of shame and something dangerously addictive. He should hate this—hate the way Olivia thrived under their attention—but the pulse in his jeans told a different story. He knew they weren’t looking at him. No one cared about the husband trailing behind. They were watching her —admiring, desiring, mentally stripping her right in front of him. And God help  him, but a sick thrill shot through his veins at the thought. Two men near the roulette table paused mid-conversation, their gazes locked onto Olivia’s legs, their jaws tightening with appreciation. A suited man at the bar murmured something to his companion, both of them glancing in her direction, one smirking, the other biting his lip. Nathan felt a sharp pang in his gut—half jealousy, half something else. Something worse. Something thrilling.

Two men standing near the roulette table turned their heads, eyes dark with interest, their conversation pausing mid-sentence as Olivia’s heels clicked against the floor. Another man, older, with silver hair and a tailored suit, openly let his gaze wander down her body, his lips pressing together as if savoring the sight.

Nathan felt his stomach tighten, a pulse of something hot and shameful spiking through him. Olivia knew exactly what she was doing, and she was enjoying every second of it.

She slowed her steps as she reached an empty spot at the blackjack table, deliberately placing her hands on the edge of the felt, her fingers splayed, as if claiming her space. With a slow, deliberate motion, she arched her back, just enough to push her ass out. The tiny dress rode up an inch—maybe two. Not enough to expose her completely, but enough to make every man within sight hold his breath. Nathan’s mouth went dry as he watched the dealer’s gaze flick downward, his throat bobbing in a silent swallow. Olivia smirked, clearly enjoying the effect.

The dealer, a younger man with sharp features and a crisp vest, barely disguised his appreciation as his eyes flicked over Olivia’s body before schooling his expression. "You joining us, miss?" he asked, his voice smooth, professional, but with an unmistakable hint of interest.

Olivia smiled, slow and sweet, her fingers tracing along the edge of the table. "Maybe for a few hands," she mused, shifting her weight just enough to make the fabric of her dress ride up another fraction.

Nathan stood stiffly beside her, his hands clenched at his sides, his cock a painful throb in his jeans, his face burning with a mix of shame and arousal. He should have said something—should have pulled her dress down, should have shot the dealer a warning look, should have reminded her that she was his. But he didn’t. Because the way Olivia played with the attention, the way she soaked it in, left him feeling utterly, devastatingly helpless. And worse… it made him impossibly, unbearably hard.

And deep down, he knew she could feel it too.

She glanced at him briefly, just a flicker of eye contact, a knowing glint in her gaze before she turned back to the dealer. "I hope you don’t mind me being a little distracting," she teased, her voice dripping with feigned innocence.

The dealer let out a small chuckle. "Not at all, miss. I’m sure no one here minds the view."

Nathan’s breath hitched, his heart hammering in his chest. Olivia just laughed, reaching for a stack of chips, and Nathan knew, without a doubt, that she was only getting started.

Olivia laughed, tossing a chip onto the table with a casual flick of her wrist, her confidence radiant under the casino's golden glow. The men around her were spellbound, their gazes glued to her curves, the way her dress barely contained  her, the way she stretched just enough to offer glimpses of smooth, bare skin. Nathan could feel the weight of their attention, and worse, he could feel his own reaction to it.

She turned toward him suddenly, her lips curving. "You don’t mind, do you, baby? Me having a little fun?" Her voice was slightly above a whisper, silky, laced with a wicked tease that made his stomach knot.

Nathan opened his mouth, unsure of what to say, but she didn’t wait for a response. She leaned in, her breath warm against his jaw, her voice just for him. "I bet they’re wondering what it would be like to have me. I bet they think they could take me if they wanted."

His cock twitched, his face heating, but before he could form words, Olivia reached for her drink, a vodka and sprite, swirling the liquid slowly, her lips pursed in thought. "Mmm," she mused, her voice dripping with amusement. "I wonder if any of them are brave enough to actually say what they're thinking." She turned her gaze back to Nathan, a knowing smirk playing on her lips. "You think they'd dare to come over, baby? Or do they just like to watch?"

Nathan swallowed hard, shifting on his feet, unsure whether he wanted to pull her away or let this game play out just a little longer.

Then, a new voice cut through the conversation, deep and smooth with effortless confidence. "A woman like you deserves the finest. Not that cheap of a drink."

Damian Volkov.

Tall. Broad-shouldered. A presence that didn’t just command attention—it demanded it. He wasn’t just another suit in the casino; he was a predator in a room full of prey.

And Olivia? Her posture changed instantly, her gaze locking onto him with intrigue, lips parting ever so slightly.

Without breaking eye contact, Damian signaled the bartender with a casual flick of his fingers. "Louis XIII," he said smoothly. "Two glasses."

Nathan's stomach tightened. That was a thousand-dollar pour.

The bartender wasted no time, setting the two crystal glasses in front of Damian. He picked one up and slid the other across the bar—directly to Olivia.

"Something strong for a woman who can handle it," Damian murmured, his smirk laced with amusement, his fingers still wrapped around his own glass as he raised it in a slow, deliberate toast.

Olivia smiled, tilting her head slightly as she lifted her glass, her fingers delicate against the crystal. She let the silence stretch between them, her eyes flicking briefly to Nathan before turning back to Damian, a slow smirk playing at the edges of her lips. As she brought the drink to her mouth, she took her time, the tip of her tongue just barely grazing the rim of the glass before she finally took a sip, her throat working in a slow, deliberate swallow. Her fingers traced along the edge of the glass, drawing circles absently, as if she was contemplating something delicious. "A bold choice," she mused, taking another unhurried sip. "Are you always this generous to strangers?"

Damian’s smirk deepened. "I don’t consider you a stranger, Olivia."

Nathan stiffened. How did he know her name?

Damian turned his attention back to Olivia, his confidence unwavering. "I make it a point to know the most exquisite guests staying under my roof," he said smoothly. "The Volkov family owns a significant share in this establishment, and I always keep an eye on those worth noticing. And you, Olivia… well, you're quite hard to miss."

Damian reached for her free hand, his movements effortless, as though it was only natural for him to take what he wanted. He lifted her hand to his mouth, his lips grazing her knuckles—soft, but lingering just long enough to feel possessive.

"Damian Volkov," he introduced smoothly, his gaze never leaving hers. "And I make it a habit to appreciate beauty when I see it."

Olivia exhaled softly, her lips parting as she held his gaze, letting the moment stretch between them.

Nathan stood there, frozen, his stomach twisting in knots. A strange, suffocating sensation crept over him, like he was slowly being erased from the moment. He wanted to speak, to do something, but his limbs felt heavy, his voice caught in his throat. Olivia wasn’t looking at him anymore. She wasn’t waiting for his reaction or seeking his approval. Her attention belonged to Damian now, and so did the atmosphere around them.

A part of him burned with the instinct to pull her away, to break the spell before it fully consumed them. But another part—deeper, darker—kept him rooted in place. He watched as Damian’s fingers lingered over Olivia’s hand, as her lips curled in an almost imperceptible smile, as she let the moment stretch between them. Nathan clenched his fists, his breath uneven, painfully aware that he was no longer part of the conversation—just an observer to whatever was unfolding before him. And the worst part? The heat pooling in his gut told him he wasn’t just humiliated.

He was aroused. He had never seen his wife look at another man like that before.

Nathan cleared his throat, stepping forward. "Hey, man—"

Damian didn’t even glance at him. "I wasn’t talking to you, little guy."

Nathan flinched, his face burning with humiliation, a hot, suffocating wave of embarrassment washing over him. He felt small—shrinking under Damian’s effortless dominance, painfully aware that in this moment, he was nothing more than an afterthought. His hands clenched at his sides, but he didn’t move, didn’t challenge the words. Because deep down, some twisted part of him knew Damian was right.

Olivia’s earlier words echoed in his mind— You think they’d dare to come over, baby? Or do they just like to watch?  The question had been a tease, a playful taunt, but now? Now it was real. This man, this tall, powerful, self-assured predator, hadn’t just dared to come over—he had taken control effortlessly, as if Nathan wasn’t even a factor in the equation.

Nathan shifted slightly, casting a glance around the room, his stomach tightening as he caught sight of other men watching—watching them . Their gazes flicked between Olivia and Damian, some smirking, some whispering behind their glasses. One man at the bar took a slow sip of his drink, his eyes lingering on Olivia’s curves, his expression amused, knowing. Another gave a barely perceptible nod to Damian, as if in silent acknowledgment of the power shift that had just occurred.

Nathan swallowed thickly, his cock throbbing with a humiliating pulse of arousal. He wasn’t just watching his wife get seduced—he was part of a show. A show where everyone but him knew the outcome.

And the worst part? The shameful, gut-churning truth?

Nathan’s cock twitched at the thought.

The idea of his gorgeous, confident wife being openly seduced by a man like Damian—older, richer, undeniably dominant—made something dark and hot coil inside him. He should have been furious. He should have been outraged. Instead, his jeans felt uncomfortably tight, and his mouth had gone dry.

He watched as Olivia wrapped her fingers around the crystal glass, lifting it slowly, her eyes never leaving Damian’s. Her lips parted, a small, knowing smile forming as she brought the drink to her mouth.

Nathan exhaled shakily. He had no control over this. And deep down, he wasn’t sure if he wanted to.

Damian swirled the remaining amber liquid in his crystal glass, his smirk unwavering as he studied Olivia. He leaned in slightly, his broad shoulders casting a shadow over the bar, the ice clinking softly as he tilted his wrist. His eyes glinted under the low lights, sharp and assessing, like a predator who already knew the outcome of the hunt. His movements were unhurried, exuding an effortless dominance that filled the space between them. He wasn’t just watching Olivia—he was claiming her with his gaze. The air between them was charged, thick with an erotic tension. Nathan could feel it—hell, anyone watching could feel it.

And there were plenty of men watching.

The lounge was dimly lit, the glow of gold-trimmed sconces casting rich, decadent shadows. Conversations hummed in the background, but here, in this charged moment, it was just the three of them. Damian exuded a quiet dominance, an effortless control that made Nathan’s stomach churn with unease… and something else. Something darker.

"Why don’t we take this upstairs?" Damian said smoothly, placing his empty glass on the bar. "The VIP penthouse lounge is a much better setting for… getting to know each other."

Nathan’s breath caught, a tense shiver running through him as his chest tightened, his pulse hammering in his ears. A flicker of jealousy burned deep in his gut, but it was drowned out by something more potent—an unbearable, twisting mix of dread and arousal. He wanted to believe this wasn’t happening, that Olivia was just playing, that any second now she would turn back to him, take his hand, and remind him he was the one she belonged to. But she didn’t. She hadn’t even looked at him. His mouth opened, but no words came out, his body frozen as the realization sank in—this was real, and he was powerless to stop it.

Olivia, however, didn’t hesitate. A soft, amused giggle left her lips as she cast a slow glance at Nathan, holding his gaze for just a moment—long enough for him to see the flicker of wicked amusement dancing in her eyes. She dragged her tongue along the edge of her bottom lip, a slow, teasing motion, as if savoring the moment. Her head tilted slightly, a knowing smirk playing on her lips, the weight of her dominance settling over him like a warm, suffocating embrace. Then, deliberately, she turned back to Damian, her fingers trailing down his forearm before resting lightly on his wrist, sealing the choice Nathan was powerless to stop. "That sounds… intriguing."

Nathan’s breath hitched. His throat went dry. "Liv—"

She turned to him, her eyes sparkling, lips curving into a teasing smirk. "Come on, baby. Let’s see where the night takes us."

She said it so easily, so casually, like it wasn’t a decision that was about to change everything.

Nathan wanted to stop this. He needed to stop this. But his body betrayed him—his breath shuddered, his legs felt weak, and a deep, pulsing heat coiled low in his stomach. His hands clenched at his sides, his fingers twitching, aching to reach for Olivia, to pull her back. But he couldn't. His throat tightened, strangling any protest before it could escape, leaving him standing there, silent and shaking, painfully aware that his wife was slipping further from him—and that he was too turned on to stop it.

Damian barely spared him a glance, his lips twitching with amusement before he let out a quiet chuckle. He took a slow sip of his drink, savoring the moment, then exhaled smoothly as he finally acknowledged Nathan with a smirk. "You coming, little guy? Or do you need a little more time to process what's happening?" His voice was rich with condescension, the weight of his dominance pressing down hard, making Nathan feel even smaller.

Nathan’s stomach twisted, a nauseating mix of dread and helpless arousal knotting inside him. A flush of heat crawled up his spine, his skin prickling as the weight of his own powerlessness settled over him like a suffocating blanket. His fingers twitched at his sides, his hands clenching and unclenching as if grasping for control that had already slipped through his fingers. His face burned under the weight of Damian’s effortless dismissal, his pulse hammering against his ribs. He wanted to protest, to push back, but his throat felt tight, his body betraying him as his cock throbbed, humiliatingly hard inside his jeans. He hated how weak he felt. He hated how much he wanted to watch what happened next.

The condescension in his voice sent a hot wave of humiliation straight through Nathan’s gut, burning like whiskey. Olivia was already stepping closer to Damian, her body angled slightly toward him, an unmistakable shift in her posture.

Nathan swallowed hard, shifting slightly, the stiff fabric of his jeans pressing against his swollen cock, the friction only adding to his torment. He fought the urge to adjust himself, knowing Olivia and Damian had already noticed. His body betrayed him, his arousal on full display, a humiliating contrast to the shame burning through him. And yet, the deeper his humiliation sank, the harder he became. The shame curled around him, suffocating, making it impossible to think of anything but how painfully turned on he was—watching, waiting, knowing he was no longer in control. He knew—God, he knew—that he had already lost control.

And yet, he followed.

CHAPTER II

The ride up to the penthouse was steeped in heavy silence, the kind that was charged with unspoken meaning. The soft hum of the elevator filled the space, a stark contrast to the pounding in Nathan’s chest. Olivia leaned against Damian, her body molding effortlessly to his side, her head resting just below his shoulder. Damian’s arm draped over her back, his large hand resting possessively on her lower spine, his fingers tracing slow, lazy circles against the fabric of her dress before pressing in slightly, testing, claiming. Every so often, his grip tightened just enough for Olivia to feel the controlled strength beneath his touch, an unspoken reminder of who was in charge. Nathan saw it all—saw how easily Damian handled her, how naturally she responded, tilting her body ever so slightly into him, welcoming the silent dominance.

Nathan swallowed, his throat dry as he stood there, stiff and uncertain, his entire body locked in a war between jealousy and something even darker—something he didn’t want to name. His chest tightened painfully, his breath shallow as he watched Olivia press against Damian, the movement so natural, so seamless, it was as if Nathan had already faded into the background. A dull ache throbbed in his pants, twisting lower, his pulse hammering in places he wished it wouldn’t. The sight of her body molding to another man’s effortless control sent a humiliating heat coursing through him, shame pooling hot and thick beneath his skin.

The numbers above the elevator doors blinked slowly, counting the ascent. Every second felt heavier, every shift of Olivia’s body against Damian’s an agonizing reminder of just how easily she was slipping into his world. She didn’t fidget or pull away. If anything, she leaned in further, as though drawn into the gravity of the older man beside her.

When the doors finally slid open, a soft chime signaling their arrival, Damian led them forward without hesitation. The top floor was inaccessible to regular guests, and that alone sent a chill through Nathan’s spine. This wasn’t just a luxury suite. It was his domain. The kind of space reserved for men who didn’t just have wealth—they had power.

The moment they stepped inside, the sheer opulence of the penthouse lounge hit Nathan like a wave. Dark leather furniture, deep mahogany wood, gold-trimmed accents—all designed to intimidate and impress. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed the breathtaking view of the Las Vegas Strip, the city’s neon pulse glittering beneath them like a kingdom laid out for its ruler. The lighting was dim, warm, and seductive. A place where deals were made, secrets were shared, and power was exercised.

Damian barely needed to gesture before a sleek, well-dressed server appeared, already knowing what to do. Within moments, a glass of deep amber bourbon was placed into Olivia’s delicate fingers. She accepted it with ease, her red-painted nails contrasting against the crystal rim as she swirled the liquid, watching the way it coated the glass before taking a slow sip.

Nathan, however, wasn’t offered anything.

He hesitated near the edge of the room, unsure of where to place himself in this new reality. Damian strode toward one of the oversized leather couches, lowering himself into it with effortless ease. Olivia followed.

Nathan’s stomach twisted as he watched his wife sit down beside another man, her thigh grazing his as she shifted subtly closer. She crossed her legs deliberately, her already short dress riding up just enough to reveal even more smooth, tempting skin. Her posture was relaxed—almost inviting—her shoulder tilting toward Damian, a soft, teasing smile playing at the corner of her lips. It wasn’t just proximity; it was intent. Her body turned toward Damian instinctively, as she took another sip of bourbon, the slow heat of the alcohol making her eyes glisten. And yet, it wasn’t the drink she was focused on.

It was him.

Her gaze flicked to Damian, stealing glances over the rim of her glass. She paused before taking a sip, her tongue slipping out just slightly to wet her lips first, as if savoring the anticipation. The bourbon coated her tongue, and she let it linger before swallowing, her lashes lowering in slow appreciation. Like she was fascinated. Like she was waiting for something—something only he could give her.

Nathan, feeling utterly out of place, perched awkwardly at the very edge of a separate couch, his hands resting on his thighs, his fingers twitching slightly. His jeans felt uncomfortably tight, the humiliating evidence of his arousal pressing against the denim, impossible to ignore. He shifted, trying to adjust discreetly, but the movement only made it worse. A bead of sweat trickled down his spine, his palms clammy against his legs as he swallowed hard, realizing just how excluded he truly was. He wasn’t invited to sit closer. He wasn’t included in whatever silent exchange was already building between them.

His heart pounded as he realized—this was just the beginning.

The air in the penthouse was already thick with tension when a discreet knock at the door signaled the arrival of a private butler. Without a word, the man stepped inside, carrying a large, elegant box wrapped in deep red ribbon. He placed it gently on the marble coffee table before bowing slightly and disappearing as quickly as he had come, leaving behind an air of quiet sophistication.

Damian leaned forward, his fingers easily undoing the bow, his movements unhurried, controlled. He lifted the lid, revealing a delicate, sinfully short dress nestled in soft tissue paper. The fabric shimmered under the dim lights—black lace and satin, cut in a way that left little to the imagination.

He lifted it carefully, the material draping effortlessly over his large hands before extending it toward Olivia. "I think this would look better on you."

Olivia’s lips curled into a knowing smirk, her fingers grazing over the luxurious fabric as she took it from him. She ran her hands down the smooth satin, feeling its sinful softness, letting the lace brush teasingly against her skin. "Mmm, this feels decadent," she murmured, holding it up to her body, the material barely covering her curves. She let out a sultry chuckle, tilting her head slightly. "You have good taste, Damian."

"I know," he replied smoothly, his gaze locked on her. "And I know exactly what makes a woman look irresistible."

Olivia turned slightly, casting Nathan a playful glance, her eyes shimmering with wicked delight. She held the dress out, letting the sheer lace dangle between her fingers. "Should I change into this, baby?" she teased, her voice dripping with amusement, but the question was purely rhetorical. Her mind was already made up.

Nathan’s throat went dry. His mouth opened, but before he could even form a response, Olivia was already moving.

She didn’t wait for permission.

With a slow, deliberate motion, she reached behind her, pulling down the zipper of the short red dress she was already wearing. The sleek fabric slipped off her shoulders, gliding down her body in a whisper, pooling at her feet in a silken puddle. She stood there, utterly bare except for the sinful height of her heels, her smooth, naked skin illuminated by the dim lighting. A slow shiver ran down her spine as the penthouse lights bathed her exposed curves, the sensation teasing across her bare skin.

Olivia didn’t just stand there—she owned the moment.

For a few long, agonizing seconds, she remained completely bare, nothing but the sultry glow of the penthouse lights illuminating her flawless skin. The cool air licked over her bare skin, sending a teasing shiver down her spine as her nipples stiffened into perfect, aching peaks. She stood, unabashed, her body bathed in the soft penthouse glow, every inch of her exposed curves a deliberate display of sensual confidence. Damian’s gaze roamed over every inch of her, dark and possessive, while Nathan sat frozen, swallowing thickly as his wife basked in the attention that no longer belonged to him.

Nathan couldn't breathe. He should have looked away—should have been embarrassed for her, should have been furious. But instead, all he could do was sit there, aching, while his wife stood before them completely stripped of pretense, bathed in the attention of a man who wasn’t him.

And she wasn’t in a hurry to cover herself. She didn’t rush. Instead, she let the moment stretch, reveling in the way both men were watching her—Damian with unapologetic appreciation, Nathan with helpless, conflicted arousal. Her fingers drifted toward the luxurious box once more, plucking out a second surprise—a lavish, black lace lingerie set, even more delicate and provocative than what she’d had on before. Expensive. Indulgent. Clearly meant to be worn for someone else’s pleasure.

She slid the panties up her thighs with a slow, rolling motion, shifting her hips as she adjusted the garter straps, making sure every snap of the elastic echoed through the tense silence. When she tugged the lace into place, it hugged every inch of her perfectly, barely concealing anything—it was pure temptation, sheer in all the right places, teasing what it should have covered.

She let out a soft mmm, smoothing the lace over her hips, as if testing just how well it fit her.

Nathan swallowed thickly, his cock throbbing painfully, the pressure in his jeans now unbearable.

She wasn’t dressing for modesty .

She was dressing for him.

Next came the bra—delicate lace cups that barely contained her already pebbled nipples, straps that criss crossed her back like something designed to be removed in one swift motion. She slid it up her arms, arching her back slightly as she fastened it, accentuating her curves, letting the fabric hug her body in ways that made it impossible to look away.

She ran her hands down her own body, smoothing over her waist, adjusting everything just right, showing off— a performance meant to be watched.  

Then, finally, she turned toward Damian, her hips swaying in deliberate, dangerous rhythm as she sauntered toward him, the tall heels accentuating the sinful movement of her body.

Nathan clenched his fists. He couldn’t stop this. Couldn’t do a thing but sit there, painfully hard, watching his wife present herself like a gift to another man.

The click of her heels against the marble floor punctuated each step, the sound sharp in the thick silence of the room. Nathan’s breath came shallow, his pulse erratic, the weight of his own arousal pressing hard against the constraints of his jeans. He shouldn’t be enjoying this—God, he shouldn’t—but the sight of her, walking with that effortless confidence, reduced him to nothing more than an aching spectator.

Each seductive sway of her body made his cock throb, while making his stomach churn anxiously. This wasn’t just a playful tease anymore. This was submission . And the way she looked at Damian, the way her fingers barely brushed against his as she took the dress from him, confirmed what Nathan already knew—she was giving herself to this moment, and there was nothing he could do to stop it.

She was standing there, practically on display, in nothing but the sheer black lace and the towering heels that made her legs look impossibly long. The delicate fabric barely concealed anything—her hard, aching nipples pressing against the lace, the way the garter straps hugged the swell of her hips, teasingly framing the curves that Damian now had the best view of. The lingerie wasn’t just seductive—it was decadent, meant for being admired, meant for being desired.

Nathan’s body tensed, his breath coming in short, uneven bursts as the weight of his own arousal pressed against him. His pulse pounded in his ears, drowning out everything but the slow, deliberate way Olivia moved, the way she made herself into something to be desired—something he had no control over. The heat in his gut twisted between shame and need, an unbearable mix that left him helplessly stuck between wanting to intervene and wanting to keep watching. His breath came in uneven bursts, his pulse pounding in his ears, a sick, burning heat coiling low in his stomach. He shifted slightly, desperate to relieve the unbearable pressure, but every movement only intensified his humiliation. His wife—his stunning, insatiable wife—was standing there, nearly naked, but she wasn’t putting on this show for him. The realization sent a fresh wave of shame crashing over him, mixing with the raw, helpless arousal that he couldn’t deny. He clenched his fists, biting down on his lip to stop the groan threatening to escape, knowing Damian, another man, had the best seat in the house to watch just how little control Nathan had left.

The way she wore it, the way she knew exactly how sinful she looked, made his entire body burn with a twisted mix of jealousy, helplessness, and something even darker. She was playing her role perfectly, flaunting herself in a way that had his stomach twisting in knots, his breath shuddering as he fought the urge to adjust himself. And worst of all—she wasn’t even looking at him anymore.

She extended her hand gracefully, letting her fingertips linger against the fabric as her gaze flicked up, locking onto Damian’s. "I suppose I should put this on now, shouldn’t I?" she murmured, the tease unmistakable in her voice, but Nathan could hear something else beneath it—anticipation. Excitement. A desire that wasn’t meant for him.

Damian’s smirk deepened, his fingers lingering as he handed it to her. "Slowly," he murmured, dark amusement dancing in his tone.

And Olivia, ever the perfect tease, did exactly that.

Damian made no effort to look away. His gaze devoured her, drinking in every inch of exposed skin, his expression unreadable but undeniably possessive. He leaned back into the couch, exuding effortless control, one arm draped lazily over the backrest, his smirk deepening as he took a slow sip of his bourbon. The amber liquid slid down his throat in a slow burn, but his attention never wavered. Not from her.

"Now, that’s more like it," he murmured, his voice thick with amusement, with ownership.

Olivia didn’t flinch under his stare. She basked in it.

She lifted the new dress up, holding it against her body, tilting her head as she let the lace tease against her bare skin, as if imagining how wickedly it would cling to her. Her fingers traced the delicate fabric, a slow, indulgent caress, her lips parting slightly as if savoring the thought of slipping into something so blatantly obscene yet undeniably expensive. The hemline would barely skim below her ass, scandalously short, the fabric clinging to her curves like a second skin before she even stepped into it.

"God, it’s so tiny," she breathed, turning slightly, eyeing herself in the reflection of the floor-to-ceiling windows. She smirked. "And expensive. I can tell by the stitching."

Damian chuckled. "Of course. I don’t put a woman like you in anything less than perfection."

Her fingers skimmed the hem, feeling the luxurious material, teasing herself with the thought of how it would feel stretched over her body. She turned her gaze to Nathan then, eyes flicking downward as if she noticed exactly how tight his jeans had gotten from just watching her.

"Think I should wear this for him, baby?" she asked sweetly, holding up the dress but making no move to put it on.

Nathan swallowed, his breath uneven. "I—"

Before he could even attempt a response, Olivia was already moving.

She didn’t just step into the dress—she seduced them with every motion, her fingers gliding over the fabric, letting it whisper against her skin before she even slipped it on. She dragged it up her legs with agonizing slowness, rolling her hips slightly, her body language drenched in the kind of confidence that made Nathan's throat tighten. This wasn’t just dressing—this was a performance meant to remind them both exactly who she was, and who she was doing this for.

Sliding one leg through first, she let the silky fabric drag against her skin, her fingers slow as she lifted it over her hips. The hemline teased her upper thighs, dangerously short, barely covering the garter straps clinging to her smooth skin. She pulled the dress up inch by inch, adjusting it with a practiced, sensual touch, smoothing it over her hips before slipping the delicate straps onto her shoulders.

Nathan sat frozen, entirely useless, his hands clenching into tight fists against his thighs. His body screamed at him to move, to stop this, to reclaim some semblance of control—but he didn’t dare. His breath hitched, his cock aching with betrayal as he watched Olivia, his stunning, sinful wife, dress up for another man right in front of him. He should have said something, done something, but all he could do was sit there, painfully aware that she hadn’t asked for his approval—only his reaction. And worse, she wasn’t looking at him anymore. Only Damian.

She gave a little sway of her hips, testing the hemline, making sure it barely covered what needed to be covered, smirking at how easily it threatened to ride up.

She turned back toward Damian, giving him the full effect, letting him take in exactly what he’d chosen for her. But this time, she glanced toward Nathan, her lips curling as if daring him to react. Her fingers smoothed down the dress, her touch lingering at the hemline, teasing the way it barely covered her. "It’s perfect," she murmured, turning back to Damian, her voice sultry. "Just like you wanted." Her lips curled into a slow, sultry smirk as she met his gaze. "You have good taste," she murmured, running her hands down her curves, smoothing the fabric over her hips. She turned slightly, letting him admire every inch, pausing just long enough for his approval to register. "Do you like how it fits?"

Damian let out a slow exhale, his gaze dark and approving. "Now, that’s what I was waiting for."

Olivia bit her lip, looking back at her own reflection once more, tilting her body just enough to admire how obscene yet expensive the dress looked on her.

Nathan’s chest felt tight as he watched her. The way she adjusted the hem, subtly testing its limits. The way Damian’s gaze darkened as he watched her move, completely unashamed, completely in control.

And the way Nathan realized—this had stopped being about him way long back.

The tension in the penthouse had settled into something deeper now—something thick and inescapable, a slow burn of inevitability crackling in the dimly lit space. The city skyline gleamed beyond the massive windows, but inside, everything was reduced to the sight of her—Olivia, lounging back against the plush leather, her body poured into the scandalously short dress that barely covered the tops of her creamy thighs. The delicate fabric clung to her every curve, a second skin, framing the perfect swell of her full tits, the deep cut of the neckline offering just enough to tease but never enough to satisfy. The soft glow of the dimmed lighting cast Olivia in a golden haze, her barely-there dress riding scandalously high as she shifted on the couch. Damian, seated beside her, exuded effortless control, his presence a quiet command that neither of them dared to resist.

Nathan swallowed hard, forcing himself to sit stiffly at the far end of the couch, his knuckles whitening against his thighs. He wanted to look away, wanted to stop the inevitable—but his body refused to obey. His cock throbbed inside his jeans, a humiliating contradiction to the anger and helplessness twisting in his gut.

And then, without hesitation, Damian’s hand landed on Olivia’s bare thigh. Confident . Possessive. His fingers didn’t just rest there; they claimed space, spreading against her soft, heated skin, his thumb stroking her inner thigh in slow, lazy circles. The light touch was almost taunting—not demanding, but expecting.

Not possessive. Not forceful. Just natural. Like it belonged there.

Nathan’s breath hitched, his entire body locking up as he watched Damian’s fingers splay  across his wife’s soft skin, his thumb tracing slow, lazy circles against her inner thigh.

Olivia didn’t push him away. She shivered. The barest tremor rippled through her, her thighs parting the slightest inch, just enough for him to notice. Her breath hitched, and the deep rise and fall of her chest made the delicate straps of her dress slip lower, teasing the soft swells of her breasts. The dress was barely covering her, and Damian’s touch only made it feel smaller, tighter, more useless.

Instead, she exhaled, a shuddering breath that made Nathan’s stomach coil tighter. Her body tensed for just a second—then, with deliberate slowness, she leaned into it.

The air between them shifted. Olivia’s lips parted slightly, her breathing unsteady as Damian’s fingers pressed in just a little firmer, testing the boundaries that Nathan already knew were gone.

Nathan clenched his jaw so tightly it ached, his nails digging into his palms. He wanted to move—to pull her away—to remind her that she was his. But his body betrayed him. His cock was achingly hard, his arousal betraying the shame curling in his gut.

Damian smirked, his fingers dragging another slow circle against Olivia’s heated skin, his thumb daring to skim just a little closer to the lace of her panties. He did it like he had all the time in the world, as if he were merely testing the waters of something he already knew was his. Then, his gaze flicked lazily to Nathan, the amusement in his eyes unmistakable.

"He likes watching you, doesn’t he?" Damian murmured, his voice thick with amusement, with ownership.

Olivia’s lashes fluttered, her cheeks flushed as she finally turned her head toward Nathan, her lips curling into something teasing, knowing, dangerous.

"I think he does," she whispered, her voice breathy, her pupils blown wide. "Don’t you, baby?"

Nathan sucked in a shaky breath. He should have denied it. Should have done something—but nothing came out.

Damian chuckled, his grip tightening just slightly on Olivia’s thigh, his fingers skimming higher.

"That’s what I thought."

Nathan nearly choked on the thick weight of his own humiliation, but before he could dwell on it, Damian’s other hand moved.

A firm grip, cupping Olivia’s chin. Tilting her face toward him. Owning her. His fingers pressed into her jaw just enough to make her lips part slightly, a silent demand. Damian didn’t ask. He didn’t hesitate. He just took . Like she belonged to him now.

For a second—just a fleeting second—she hesitated.

Then their lips crashed together. Hungry. Wet. Filthy. Olivia’s muffled gasp was swallowed by Damian’s mouth as he kissed her with the kind of confidence that came from knowing she wasn’t going to pull away. His tongue slid past her parted lips, taking control, while his other hand tightened on her thigh, pulling her closer.

A low, desperate whimper spilled from her lips as she arched against him, her body yielding instinctively to his dominance. Her fingers trembled as they clutched at his chest, her nails dragging lightly over the fabric, needing something to hold onto as Damian consumed her completely. Damian devoured her, his mouth moving against hers with a confidence that left no room for doubt. His hands were firm, greedy, claiming every inch of her like he had every right. One hand slid up from her thigh, gripping the curve of her ass possessively, squeezing, testing how easily she fit against him. His other hand moved from her jaw, trailing down her throat, brushing over her collarbone before palming one of her full, heaving tits, his thumb grazing her hardened nipple through the thin lace of her dress.

Nathan's breath hitched as Damian kneaded her breast, squeezing, testing the weight in his hand, completely unashamed of how openly he explored her. Olivia’s body arched instinctively, pressing into the touch, her moan muffled against Damian’s mouth. The heat between them was raw, shameless— a performance meant to be watched.  Nathan sat paralyzed, every muscle in his body locked as his wife kissed another man right in front of him—not just kissed, but surrendered. Her body melted into Damian’s, her fingers tangling on his broad shoulders, as if she needed to hold onto him for support. The soft whimper she let out—a sound Nathan had never heard quite like that before—sent a fresh jolt of heat straight to his already aching cock. His stomach churned, his breath shallow, but his arousal only got worse.  Nathan had never been this harder in his life.

CHAPTER III

Olivia finally tore herself from the kiss, her lips slick and swollen, her breasts rising in desperate, shallow breaths. A string of wetness still clung between their mouths before snapping, leaving her lips shiny with another man’s taste. Her pupils were blown wide, her skin flushed and needy, as she turned slowly, locking eyes with Nathan—letting him see everything. The room felt suffocating, thick with the scent of whiskey, arousal, and something much darker.

Nathan couldn’t look away. He should have spoken. Should have done something. But he was frozen, his body betraying him, his cock pressing hard against the confines of his jeans. The air between them crackled with an unbearable charge, a moment of cruel anticipation.

Then Damian’s voice sliced through it like a blade.

“On your knees, sweetheart.”

It wasn’t a question.

Nathan blinked, disoriented, but Olivia was already moving.

A slow, deliberate shift as she slid off the couch, the fabric of her obscene little dress hiking up, dragging over the curve of her hips, baring even more of her creamy thighs. The garter straps clung tight to her skin, accentuating the way she moved—how naturally she sank down onto her knees. Her fingers skimmed over Damian’s thigh as she lowered herself, a delicate, teasing touch that sent a clear message—she wasn’t just kneeling.

She was presenting herself.

Nathan’s breath hitched. His world tilted. His wife—his stunning, perfect wife—kneeling between another man’s legs.

Damian leaned back into the couch, legs spread wide, owning the space with a presence that made Nathan feel small, useless, invisible. Olivia settled herself between them like she belonged there, her thighs pressed together, her heels digging into the carpet as she straightened her posture, waiting.

One of Damian’s large hands slid through her hair, the other tracing along her bare shoulder, his thumb dragging lazily down the delicate strap of her dress, teasing how effortlessly he could strip her. His grip in her hair tightened slightly, tilting her head up toward him, forcing her to meet his gaze.

His smirk was slow, indulgent. The look of a man who already knew the answer before he even asked the question.

“ You  ever sucked a real man’s cock before?” His voice was a low, taunting drawl, his fingers tightening in her hair, controlling her movements before she’d even started.

Olivia let out a soft, breathy laugh, tilting her head just enough to glance at Nathan across from them. Her voice was pure sin, dripping with wicked amusement as she whispered, "Not like this." She dragged her nails down Damian’s thigh, her touch teasing, deliberate. "Not with someone who knows he deserves it"

Nathan’s stomach twisted. He felt the humiliation burn through him, searing, hot, merciless. He was shaking, his fists clenched uselessly at his sides as Olivia let out a shaky breath. Her fingers trembled slightly as they reached for Damian’s belt, unfastening it with an eagerness that sent a fresh wave of humiliating arousal crashing over Nathan.

She wasn’t hesitating.

She wasn’t asking if this was okay.

She was doing it.

Her delicate fingers worked open Damian’s slacks, tugging down the zipper, freeing the thick, heavy length of his cock.

Nathan sucked in a sharp breath, his throat tight as he watched his wife stare at another man’s cock, her lips parting, her tongue darting out to wet them in anticipation. A slow, wicked smile curled at the edges of her mouth as she let out a breathy, disbelieving laugh. "Fuck... it's so thick," she murmured, her fingers wrapping around the base, barely able to contain its girth. She gave it a teasing stroke, biting her lip as her gaze flicked toward Nathan, her eyes filled with filthy amusement. "You were keeping this from me all night?" she purred, her thumb circling the swollen head, her breath shaky, eager. "I don't even know if I can take it all... but I want to try."

Damian’s hand tangled tighter in her hair, a slow, approving hum rumbling from his chest.

“That’s a good girl,” he murmured, guiding her closer. “Now let’s see how much of me that pretty mouth can take.”

Nathan swallowed against the aching pulse of his own arousal, helpless as Olivia leaned in, her lips parting with an eager, reverent sigh. Her tongue flicked over the swollen tip, tracing every ridge, every vein, her breath warm and shuddering as she dragged it along his length, savoring the weight of him in her hand.

"Mmm, so perfect..." she murmured, her voice thick with need, her fingers stroking slow, teasing caresses up and down the thick, pulsing shaft before she tilted her head, pressing a series of wet, worshipful kisses along its length.

Nathan’s fists clenched, his body trembling as he watched his wife—his wife—languidly trace the underside of Damian’s cock with her tongue, her lips lingering at the base, kissing, nuzzling, moaning as though she was truly savoring the taste of him. She wasn't just blowing him—she was worshipping him with her mouth.

She sucked one of his balls into her mouth, her tongue laving over the sensitive skin, her lashes fluttering as she peeked up at Damian. "You taste so fucking good," she purred, flicking her tongue along the seam before dragging her mouth back up his shaft, her spit glistening along the slick surface. "I want to make you feel incredible."

Nathan’s cock throbbed, his jeans uncomfortably tight as she finally wrapped her lips around the head, sinking down in slow, obscene inches, moaning as her mouth stretched around him. Damian groaned low, his fingers tightening in her hair, guiding her rhythm as she hollowed her cheeks, sucking him deep, worshiping him with every flick of her tongue.

The penthouse was drowning in the wet, lewd sounds of Olivia’s mouth worshiping Damian’s cock—slick, depraved, and hungry. Each obscene glide of her lips over his length sent a jolt straight to Nathan’s gut, tightening his stomach, making his pulse hammer with unbearable arousal.

She wasn’t just sucking him off—she was devouring him.

Spit glistened along the thick shaft as she worked him with her tongue, swirling over the swollen head before sinking down again, her throat taking him deeper with every filthy moan. Sloppy, eager, insatiable—she wasn’t just pleasuring him, she was submitting to him completely.

Drool dripped from the corners of her mouth, her fingers gripping his base as she pumped what her mouth couldn’t take, stroking him in slick, messy motions, her whimpers vibrating around his cock like a woman starved.

Nathan’s breath shuddered out of him, his cock straining, his body betraying him with every second that passed.

Damian sat with a relaxed authority, one arm draped along the back of the couch, his other hand tangled in Olivia’s hair as he dictated her rhythm with effortless control. His chest rose in slow, measured breaths, entirely unbothered, as if her mouth was exactly where it was meant to be. The faintest smirk tugged at his lips as he tilted his head, his gaze locking onto Nathan with pure amusement.

“Look at you. Watching like the little cuck you are.”

Nathan’s entire body burned—shame, arousal, and a growing, inescapable helplessness, all of it coiling inside him like a vice. His cock throbbed relentlessly, pressing against the fabric of his pants, a humiliating proof of his own desires. Every slick, eager noise coming from Olivia’s mouth sent another pulse of heat through him, another sharp twist of need and shame tangled together. He should have stood up, should have said something—should have stopped this.

But he sat there, motionless, watching—watching his wife lose herself completely in another man’s cock, surrendering in ways she never had before.

Olivia let out a deep, vibrating hum, her tongue working over Damian’s thick length as she took him deeper, her hands gripping his powerful thighs. She was on her knees for another man, taking him so eagerly, so naturally—like she was made for this.

And Nathan couldn’t deny it. She was.

Damian let out a low groan, his grip tightening in Olivia’s hair, pulling her up just enough to make her lips pop free from his cock, swollen, glistening with spit and arousal. Her breath was ragged, her pupils blown, her tongue flicking out to catch the strand of wetness still connecting her lips to him.

Then—she turned.

Right to Nathan.

A slow, teasing smile stretched across her face, her control absolute.

“I love this, baby,” she whispered, voice dripping in amusement, in power, in something so much filthier than just lust. “I love how you’re just watching me like a good boy.”

Nathan’s stomach dropped. His breath shuddered out of him, his hands trembling where they rested on his thighs.

This wasn’t just some whispered fantasy between them anymore.

This wasn’t something he could pretend didn’t happen.

This was real.

And he had never been more owned in his life.

Damian let out a low chuckle, stroking Olivia’s cheek with the back of his fingers. “Tell me, sweetheart,” he murmured, his tone playful, knowing. “How does your husband compare?”

Nathan’s stomach twisted, shame searing through him, but his cock twitched at the question.

Olivia’s eyes gleamed, biting her lower lip, considering. And then—without a hint of hesitation, without even looking at Nathan—she answered.

“There’s no comparison.”

Nathan’s breath hitched, his vision swimming, his hands curling into useless fists, his entire body burning, throbbing, aching at the reality unraveling before him. His wife wasn’t just taking another man—she was giving herself to him completely. And worse, she was making sure Nathan saw every second of it.

Damian smirked, satisfied. “That’s what I thought.”

A pause. Then—another command.

“Strip.”

Nathan’s entire body locked up. His chest, his throat, his hands—everything frozen.

“Did you not hear me?” Damian’s tone didn’t change, but there was an edge of expectation now, like he already knew what was coming.

Olivia’s gaze flicked up to Nathan’s, her lips curving as she slowly licked the taste of Damian from her mouth. “Go on, baby,” she purred. “Don’t be rude.”

Nathan’s fingers trembled as he reached for his belt, his face burning as he obeyed, undoing himself piece by piece, stripping down until he stood there in nothing but his boxers—his inferiority on full display.

Damian didn’t even bother looking. His attention was already right where it belonged.

On Olivia.

She grinned, pulling herself up onto Damian’s lap, straddling him, owning the moment. Nathan’s breath stopped, completely stalled as he watched her grind down against the thick length that had just been inside her mouth, her moan soft, breathless. She tilted her head, her gaze finding Nathan’s, locking on.

And then—she sank down.

Nathan made a broken sound, something raw, something wrecked, his entire body screaming at him to move, to stop this—

But he didn’t.

He couldn’t.

He just sat back in the  couch, useless, helpless, watching his wife ride another man, eyes on him the entire time, letting him see exactly what he was missing.

Damian groaned low, his grip firm on Olivia’s hips, guiding her, owning her, his lips brushing against her ear. “I think she likes this better, don’t you, sweetheart?”

Olivia’s moan was pure sin, her body shuddering. “Mmm… yes.”

Nathan felt his world break.

Damian’s hand moved from her hip, sliding up, filling his palm with one of Olivia’s full, perfect tits. He kneaded the soft flesh, his fingers teasing, rolling her stiffened nipple between them, tugging just enough to make her gasp. "So fucking soft," he muttered, his voice thick with lust. "So much better than I imagined."

Nathan swallowed hard, his cock throbbing painfully in his boxers as he watched his wife arch into Damian’s touch, her moan long, deep, shameless.

"Mmm, fuck," Olivia whined, her breath hitching as Damian pinched harder, pulling on her nipple, sending a ripple of pleasure through her. "You like them, Daddy?"

Nathan’s stomach dropped.

Damian chuckled darkly, his smirk slow and indulgent. "Yeah, sweetheart," he murmured, flicking her nipple again before leaning in, dragging his tongue over the pebbled bud through the sheer fabric of her dress. "I fucking love them."

Nathan watched in stunned, agonized silence as Damian’s mouth closed over her sensitive peak, sucking, rolling his tongue against it, his teeth grazing just enough to make Olivia writhe on his cock.

She wasn’t just letting this happen.

She was craving it.

She tangled her fingers into Damian’s hair, her nails scratching against his scalp as she held him there, moaning louder, pressing her breast deeper into his mouth like she needed more, like she was getting addicted to his touch. "Fuck, that feels so good," she whimpered, grinding her hips down harder, her breath coming out in needy, desperate gasps.

Damian grinned against her skin, moving to her other breast, his fingers still playing with the first. "Gonna have to get used to this, sweetheart," he murmured, his lips brushing against her nipple as he spoke. "Because now that I’ve had you—" He sucked hard, making her back arch, her moan sharp. "—I’m not fucking stopping."

Nathan nearly came untouched at the words. This was real. This was happening. And there was nothing he could do to stop it.

And then, the final humiliation.

Damian’s smirk widened as he glanced at Nathan, his next words a cruel, final blow.

Damian pulled back, smirking at the dazed, fucked-out expression on Olivia’s face before gripping her chin and turning her toward Nathan. "Tell your little husband where you're sleeping tonight."

Nathan’s heart slammed into his ribs, his breathing ragged, his mind screaming at her not to say it.

Olivia’s lips parted, still swollen from kissing Damian’s cock, still slick with spit and arousal.

She didn’t hesitate.

"With you, Daddy," she purred, dragging her nails down Damian’s chest, her smile pure sin. "Right where I belong."

Nathan’s entire world shattered.

Damian chuckled, lifting Olivia effortlessly into his arms, his strength effortless, his dominance absolute. She clung to him, her legs wrapping around his waist as he carried her toward the master bedroom, not sparing Nathan another glance.

Nathan sat there, his chest heaving, his cock leaking against his boxers, his body on fire with humiliation and unbearable arousal.

And when the door shut, when the moans started—he did the only thing he could.

He stroked himself, over and over, to the sound of his wife getting fucked all night long.

Each gasp, each deep, throaty moan from Olivia sent another pulse of desperate arousal through him. He came once, his orgasm hitting him too fast, too intense, spilling over his stomach as she screamed from the other room, her voice thick with pure, filthy need.

"Yes, Daddy! Fuck me like your slut!"

Nathan’s cock twitched violently as he heard her again, louder, more desperate.

"Make me your whore! Stretch my tight little pussy—fuck, fuck, I need it!"

Damian’s deep chuckle followed, a sharp slap echoing through the walls before Olivia sobbed out another moan. "You hear that, cuck? She’s never sounded like this for  you, has she?"

Nathan whimpered, his body betraying him, his hand fisting his cock as Olivia’s screams grew more depraved, more shameless.

He cums too soon but it wasn’t enough.

His cock twitched again, still hard, still aching, as the bed creaked rhythmically behind the door, as Olivia begged for more, as Damian growled filthy praises into her ear. Nathan bit his lip, his hand moving again, stroking, edging himself on the filthiest night of his life.

By the time Olivia cried out for the third time, wrecked and satisfied, Nathan was shaking, cumming again with a whimpering gasp, his body spent but his humiliation complete.

And the night wasn’t even over.

CHAPTER IV

Nathan woke with a start, his body aching, the stiff fabric of the suite’s couch pressing into his bare skin, a cruel reminder of where he had been sent while his wife was thoroughly, mercilessly fucked all night long. The scent of sweat, sex, and another man’s seed still clung to the air, thick and suffocating, wrapping around him like an invisible chokehold, a thick reminder of everything that had happened just beyond that closed bedroom door. His body ached, his muscles tight from a night spent alone, discarded.

His cock stirred instantly at the memory.

The muffled moans. The rhythmic creak of the bed. Olivia’s shameless screams.

His stomach twisted as he sat up, his eyes drawn to the slightly ajar bedroom door—where his wife still lay.

He hesitated, pulse hammering in his throat before forcing himself to stand, his bare feet sinking into the plush carpet as he stepped forward. His body moved before his mind could object.

The bedroom was bathed in morning light, golden rays spilling over the tangled sheets, over the undeniable evidence of his wife’s complete submission to another man. Olivia lay sprawled against Damian’s broad chest, her bare skin glowing with the remnants of their night—her thighs slightly parted, the curve of her ass pressed against Damian’s still-partially hard cock, his hand draped over her possessively, fingers splayed as if staking his claim.

Nathan stood there, frozen, his stomach churning as he stared at the way Olivia curled against him, her bare skin glowing, her hair tousled, her lips kiss-swollen and satisfied.

Then she stirred.

A slow stretch, a satisfied sigh, her body shifting against Damian’s, her thighs rubbing together as if still feeling the night before.

Her lashes fluttered open, sleep-heavy, and then—her gaze found Nathan, standing awkwardly like the pathetic, cuckolded little husband he had become. A slow, wicked smile curled at her lips, amusement dancing in her still-fucked-out eyes.

A lazy, knowing smile curved her lips.

"Mmm. Morning, baby."

Nathan’s throat went dry.

Damian let out a low, sleepy groan but didn’t move, his grip still firm on Olivia’s waist, his presence still dominating the space.

Nathan opened his mouth, but nothing came out. What was there to say?

That this was wrong? That this shouldn’t have happened?

He didn’t get the chance to figure it out.

Because Olivia was already stretching again, her body arching in a slow, feline motion, a soft, satisfied sigh slipping from her lips. As if she had never been more content.

And then, her eyes darkened with amusement as she patted the edge of the bed.

"Be a sweetheart and clean up for us?"

Nathan’s pulse stuttered.

His eyes flicked toward the sheets on the floor—stained, ruined, absolutely defiled with another man’s scent. The evidence of what had happened between them wasn’t subtle—it was overwhelming, soaking into the expensive linens, into the very air he had to breathe. It was the proof of his wife’s absolute surrender, and the filth of it made his stomach churn… and his cock twitch shamefully.

His stomach clenched, his cock betraying him yet again, twitching at the utter filth of the request. He should have refused. Should have walked away.

But he didn’t.

His fingers trembled as he stepped forward, as he gripped the sheets and pulled them from the bed.

Damian smirked but didn’t say a word, rolling onto his back, stretching like he’d just woken from the best sleep of his life. He didn’t spare Nathan a glance—he didn’t need to. His claim over Olivia was already made.

Nathan bundled the sheets in his arms, his humiliation complete.

Damian swung his legs over the edge of the bed, moving at his own leisurely pace, buttoning his shirt with effortless control. Olivia watched him the entire time, biting her lip as if she were already craving more.

Nathan watched, silent, as Damian leaned down and kissed Olivia deeply, possessively, his fingers gripping her chin like he had every right to her. And he did.

Nathan had no claim anymore.

The moment stretched as Damian finally pulled away, smirking at Olivia before heading for the door. He didn’t even glance at Nathan—not a nod, not a farewell, not a single acknowledgment. He simply left, exuding the same effortless dominance he had all night, his presence lingering even after he was gone, leaving Nathan standing there, alone, discarded, irrelevant.

Nathan swallowed hard, but before he could process the full weight of his shame, Olivia’s soft, teasing voice cut through it.

"You were so good last night, baby."

Nathan looked up sharply, his stomach flipping at the sheer affectionate cruelty in her tone.

She tilted her head, eyes gleaming. "How many times did you jack off last night hearing me in here?"

Nathan’s cock twitched. His entire body flushed hot, shame burning through him, but Olivia only smiled wider, leaning forward, her lips grazing the shell of his ear.

"I liked it, baby. I liked how it felt knowing you were watching and then listening to me, to us, all night."

Nathan swallowed, his breath shallow, his knees nearly buckling beneath him.

And then—her final words, the ones that sealed everything.

Her eyes darkened, her nails trailing down his chest as she murmured:

"And I think I want to do it again."

CHAPTER V

Nathan spent the entire day in a daze, his body present but his mind trapped in the events of the previous night. The memory of Olivia writhing beneath another man, the sound of her screaming for him, the scent of sex still lingering in the suite—it all played on an endless loop, burning into his brain.

And the worst part?

She acted like nothing had changed.

Olivia hummed to herself as she got ready, her movements easy, relaxed, satisfied. She chatted about their plans for the day, laughed at little things, pressed teasing kisses to Nathan’s cheek, like a perfect, devoted wife. But beneath it—something had shifted.

She held herself differently—more confident, more powerful.

Nathan wasn’t her husband anymore. Not in the way that mattered. He was the one left behind, the one who followed, the one who watched while another man took what used to be his. And worse—she knew it.

He was something else now.

By the time the sun began to set, Nathan felt like his skin was on fire, his stomach churning with something he couldn’t name. He sat on the edge of the bed, silent, waiting, dreading, craving, as Olivia stood in front of the mirror, slipping into a new dress.

A dress that was even shorter, tighter, sluttier.

It was pure sin—deep, wine-red silk that hugged every inch of her curves, the material thin enough to tease, clinging to the round swell of her ass, the tautness of her waist, the curve of her full, braless tits. The plunging neckline barely contained her, the soft, weighty flesh threatening to spill free with every breath she took. The hemline? Obscene. A single step, a subtle shift of her hips, and the lacy tops of her stockings were on full display, teasing the promise of bare skin beyond.

She twirled slowly, the silk catching the light, a whisper of movement that begged to be touched. Adjusting the delicate straps, smoothing the fabric over her hips, she watched herself in the mirror, her eyes dark, her lips curving into something wicked, knowing—completely self-aware of the effect she was about to have.

Then—she turned to Nathan, taking her time, letting him soak in the full effect. She shifted her hips deliberately, the soft silk whispering against her thighs, the dress clinging so tightly it looked painted onto her body. She cocked one hip, her fingers brushing along the low neckline, teasing the soft, weighty swell of her tits, her nails dragging lightly over her own skin.

A knowing, teasing smirk.

"Do you think he’ll like it?"

Nathan’s breath hitched, his fingers curling against his thighs. His throat felt tight, his heart pounding as he stared at her—his wife, dressing like a perfect little slut for another man.

She tilted her head, waiting.

Nathan exhaled shakily, his cock already stirring in his pants, aching against the fabric. He should have felt jealous. He should have stopped this. But he didn’t want to. Instead, his lips parted, voice hoarse with need. "He’s going to love it. You look... perfect for him."

Her smirk widened, dark amusement flickering in her eyes. "That’s what I thought."

She turned back to the mirror, running her hands down her curves, adjusting the hem slightly—making sure she looked as tempting as possible.

Nathan swallowed hard. "Are you... are you going to text him now?"

She glanced at him over her shoulder, a knowing tilt to her head. "Would you like that, baby? Knowing I’m the one asking for it this time?"

Nathan’s stomach tightened, his cock pulsing, his face hot with humiliation and arousal. Yes. God, yes.

He nodded.

She chuckled softly, without hesitation, grabbing her phone.

Nathan watched, enthralled, as she typed out the message, her thumbs moving quickly, confidently.

She wasn’t waiting for an invitation.

She wasn’t pretending anymore.

She wanted this.

And so did he.

The response came almost instantly. A single message.

Come up.

Nathan’s stomach dropped, his palms sweaty as he shifted uncomfortably. He should have said something, anything—but instead, he simply trailed behind Olivia, watching her own her new role, his pulse hammering as she led the way. His own presence felt like an afterthought, a shadow trailing behind his wife as she moved with newfound purpose.

A few minutes later, they were at Damian’s suite, the elevator ride thick with unspoken tension. Olivia stood tall, her back straight, her perfume wrapping around Nathan like a slow choke, intoxicating and cruel. The scent of her, of the same woman who had moaned another man’s name all night, filled the confined space, making Nathan’s throat dry, his cock twitch pathetically in his pants. She didn’t even look at him. Olivia didn’t fidget. She didn’t hesitate. She just stood there, composed, knowing exactly what she was walking into.

Nathan followed like a lost puppy, his chest aching, burning, knowing there was nothing he could do to stop it—that he wouldn’t dare to stop it. He stepped inside hesitantly, his movements stiff, his hands clenched into fists at his sides. He felt like an intruder in his own marriage.

The doors slid open.

Damian was waiting.

Leaning against the bar, a glass of whiskey in hand, Damian exuded sheer dominance, the effortless confidence of a man who already knew he was in control. His gaze flicked to Nathan for a brief second—not in acknowledgment, but in amusement. The look of a man who knew another man was in his place. He didn’t move—he didn’t need to. Everything in the space already belonged to him. His smirk deepened as his gaze dragged over Olivia’s body, lingering at the deep cut of her neckline, the sinful way the dress hugged her curves. Like he already knew exactly what was underneath it. The smirk on his face was pure amusement as his eyes raked over Olivia, dragging down her body, taking in every sinful inch of her.

"You couldn’t stay away, could you?" His voice was deep, smooth, dripping with satisfaction.

Olivia bit her lip, her eyes dark with eagerness, hunger, submission.

She stepped inside, crossing the room like she belonged there, like she had been claimed already. Nathan hesitated in the doorway, his feet cemented to the floor, the air thick with expectation. He wasn’t invited in—he was tolerated.

"I wanted to see what else you could do." she spoke, her voice oozing seductivity.

Nathan barely had time to adjust to the room’s oppressive atmosphere before Olivia moved with purpose—straight to Damian.

Her heels clicked softly against the floor, each step deliberate, measured. She didn’t glance back, didn’t hesitate, didn’t second-guess herself. Her body gravitated to Damian as if drawn by something primal, a force she had no interest in resisting. The heat of her confidence sent a shudder through Nathan’s spine, his cock already stirring in his pants. This wasn’t for show. This wasn’t just teasing. This was real.

She stopped between Damian’s legs, standing between his parted thighs, and Nathan could see the way his gaze devoured her—hungry, possessive, taking his time like she was already his.

His smirk deepened as his eyes dragged over her from the ground up, starting at the sky-high stiletto heels strapped around her delicate ankles, gleaming under the dim light. The patent leather hugged her feet, the arch extreme, forcing her posture into something utterly fuckable.

His gaze roamed higher, up the long, creamy stretch of her legs, accentuated by sheer stockings that clung to her thighs. The lace tops peeked from under the scandalously short hemline of her dress—a dress that was more like a tease than an outfit, tight as a second skin, highlighting the sway of her hips, the dip of her waist, the way her tits pushed high and heavy beneath the sinful fabric.

The neckline plunged dangerously low, exposing the upper swell of her breasts, barely contained, nipples pressing insistently against the material, stiff from anticipation. The fabric stretched tight over her curves, thin enough to make it obvious she wasn’t wearing a bra, the soft jiggle of her tits evident with every little movement.

Damian let his gaze linger, owning the view, savoring it. Olivia breathed in deeply, her body arching ever so slightly, as if offering herself up for him to admire. And Nathan? He could only watch.

And then—without a word, without a single ounce of hesitation—she climbed onto his lap.

Nathan’s breath caught, his fingers curling into his palms, his body tensing as he watched his wife settle herself against another man with pure, unfiltered ease. Her knees pressed into the couch on either side of Damian’s thick thighs, her hands resting on his broad shoulders, her fingers stroking, exploring.

Damian exhaled a satisfied chuckle, his hands claiming her immediately, palms sliding up her thighs, gripping just enough to make Olivia’s breath hitch. He spread her wider, thumbs grazing over the smooth, silky skin, lingering at the sensitive crease where her thighs met her hips. One hand moved higher, slipping beneath the hem of her dress, his fingertips grazing the delicate lace of her skimpy lacy thong—barriered only by sheer indulgence.

His other hand traveled upwards, palm cupping the weight of one full, aching breast, his fingers curling around the soft flesh, thumb flicking over her stiffened nipple through the sheer fabric. Olivia gasped, arching into his touch, her lips parting as Damian toyed with her like she was his personal plaything.

Nathan swallowed hard, his cock twitching in his pants as he watched Damian’s hands roam freely, touching Olivia the way a man touched something he owned. His fingers skimmed over her ass, gripping possessively, squeezing, dragging her hips just a fraction closer, making her gasp—soft and needy, her body molding to him, inviting more.

Damian’s grip tightened on her ass, kneading her curves with a slow, deliberate possessiveness, his fingers slipping under the hem of her dress, teasing the sensitive flesh just beneath her panties. Olivia whimpered, shifting in his lap, the friction undeniable as she ground against him instinctively.

"That’s it, sweetheart," Damian murmured, his voice dripping with dominance. "You like being on my lap, don’t you?"

Olivia sighed, shifting slightly, her body pressing flush against his as if it was the most natural thing in the world. "Mmm, I do, Daddy," she purred, her voice thick with need, her fingers tracing slow, teasing circles against his chest. "I feel so tiny sitting on you. So... claimed."

Nathan exhaled sharply, his cock aching painfully against his pants. He wasn’t just watching. He was witnessing a shift in ownership.

Damian smirked, his fingers still tracing slow circles on Olivia’s thigh as his gaze finally flicked to Nathan.

"Tell me, little guy." His voice was low, slow, full of mockery. "Do you know why your wife is here?"

Nathan’s breath stuttered. His lips parted, but nothing came out.

He knew what was happening. He had known from the moment Olivia picked her dress, from the moment she texted Damian without hesitation, from the moment she practically ran to him.

But saying it?

Saying it would make it real.

Olivia giggled softly, nuzzling against Damian’s neck, completely at ease in another man’s arms.

Nathan tried again, his voice barely above a whisper. "She... she wants you."

Damian chuckled, his fingers sliding higher. "Not quite." He tilted Olivia’s chin up, making her look at him, his voice thick with authority. "Tell him, sweetheart. Why are you here?"

Olivia’s eyes gleamed, her lips curling into a wicked, slow smile. She trailed one hand over Damian’s chest, her fingers dipping beneath the collar of his shirt, claiming space that should’ve been Nathan’s.

She turned her head just enough to finally meet Nathan’s gaze.

"Because although I love my husband, his cock is just not enough for me."

Nathan’s stomach dropped.

He felt it happen—the final, irreversible break inside him.

Olivia had teased him before. She had played with his submission, humiliated him, made him watch. But this?

This wasn’t teasing. This was the truth.

Damian hummed, satisfied. "There it is."

Nathan’s pulse hammered against his ribs, his cock pulsing in his pants.

And Olivia? She was watching him now.

Her nails dragged lazily down Damian’s chest, her body shifting ever so slightly in his lap, her hips rolling just enough for both men to feel it.

Her lips parted, her breath coming out slow, teasing. Testing.

"You love this, don’t you, baby?" she whispered, her voice thick with amusement. "Watching me like this? Knowing I’m exactly where I belong?"

Nathan barely managed to nod, his entire body on fire with need and shame.

She let out a soft, pleased sound, her hips shifting again, this time more deliberately, pressing against Damian in a way that left nothing to the imagination.

Then she tilted her head, her smile dripping with amusement.

"Do you want to watch me getting fucked, baby?"

"Ye- Yes Olivia!" the words escaped his mouth even before he could process. She smiles at him proudly and blows an air kiss before turning her attention back to Damian.

Nathan sat frozen, his breath coming in shallow gasps, his cock painfully hard as he watched his wife lose herself completely in another man’s arms.

Humiliation and arousal warred inside him, an intoxicating blend of shame and undeniable lust. He should have felt anger, disgust—anything but the throbbing ache between his legs. Every moan Olivia let out, every desperate grind of her body against Damian’s, sent a fresh pulse of heat coursing through him.

His mind screamed that this was wrong, that he should stop it, but his body refused to obey. His fingers twitched uselessly on his thighs, his breath coming in uneven pants as he realized—he didn’t want to stop it. He wanted to watch. He needed to see his wife receive the proper fuck she deserves.

Olivia was no longer holding back.

The way she kissed Damian—needy, frenzied, desperate—was something Nathan had never seen before. She wasn’t just responding to his touch; she was chasing it, devouring it, taking everything he gave her and begging for more. Her lips were slick, swollen, the sound of their kisses wet and obscene, her breath catching every time Damian’s hands roamed over her body.

Damian gripped her jaw, tilting her head back, his thumb dragging across her lips before slipping into her mouth. Olivia moaned around it, her tongue swirling, sucking, giving him everything with eager devotion.

"Mmm, Daddy," she whimpered between breaths, her lips stretching wider as she sucked his thumb deeper. "You taste so good."

Nathan's eyes darted to where Damian's fingers disappeared between her lips, the wet sheen glistening as she worked them greedily with her mouth. His wife's expression was pure filth, eyes half-lidded, cheeks flushed, a look of absolute surrender.

Damian chuckled, pulling his thumb free with a slick pop, then smearing the glistening moisture across her swollen lips. "Good girl," he murmured, his other hand trailing down her throat, grazing the tops of her breasts. "I bet you’re dripping for me already."

Olivia let out a shaky breath, shifting slightly in his lap, pressing herself against the growing bulge in his pants. "Yes, Daddy," she whispered, eyes flicking to Nathan for just a moment—watching him watch her.

Nathan should have looked away.

He should have been disgusted, furious—anything but what he actually felt.

But he couldn’t move.

And his cock wouldn’t go soft.

Damian smirked against Olivia’s lips, pulling back just enough to speak. "You’re soaked, sweetheart. Feel that? How much you  need me?"

Olivia whimpered, her fingers clutching at his shoulders, her hips grinding against the thick bulge in his pants, seeking friction like a desperate little slut. "Mmm, Daddy… I need you so bad. I can’t wait anymore. I need your cock in my mouth."

Nathan’s stomach clenched at the words, at the way she said them, her voice wrecked with desire, breathless and needy. She had never sounded like that with him. Not even close.

Damian chuckled darkly, one hand gripping the back of her neck, his thumb pressing just enough to make her shiver. "Then take me out, baby. Show your husband what a real cock looks like. Show him what you’re craving."

Olivia moaned at the command, her breath hitching as her trembling fingers worked at Damian’s belt, her delicate nails scraping lightly against the leather, feeling the smooth, worn texture beneath her touch. The buckle gave a soft metallic clink, the faint sound echoing in the dimly lit suite, heightening the tension in the air. She dragged her fingertips along the thick belt strap, feeling the warmth of his body seeping through the material, her own breath growing heavier with anticipation. The slow rasp of the zipper lowering sent a shiver down her spine, the noise almost deafening in the charged silence between them. She unfastened the buckle with an agonizing slowness, her hands gliding over the obscene bulge straining against his pants, feeling the solid heat beneath the fabric, the sheer weight of him pressing against her palm.

Her tongue darted out, dragging along her bottom lip, wetting it in anticipation, her eyes locked onto the outline of his cock, the heavy, throbbing promise beneath the zipper. She exhaled softly, her breath warm against his skin, before slowly, deliberately pulling the zipper down, inch by inch, her fingers trembling as she teased herself with the reveal.

As the fabric parted, finally, his cock sprang free—heavy, thick, glistening at the tip, a sight that made Olivia let out a broken, choked whimper. Her pupils dilated, lips parting as she stared, drinking in the sheer girth, the way it pulsed in the cool air, thick veins running along its rigid shaft.

"Fuck," she breathed, her voice trembling with lust as her delicate fingers wrapped around the base, struggling to hold all of it. She gave a tentative stroke, feeling the weight, the power of it in her grip. Her thumb dragged over the slick bead of precum pooling at the tip, spreading it with slow, teasing circles, her breathing uneven. "It’s so big… I forgot how fucking big you are, Daddy. So fucking thick… so fucking perfect."

Nathan twitched in his seat, his cock throbbing at her words, at the sheer awe in her voice, at the way she sounded so completely enraptured by another man’s size.

She had never said anything like that about him.

Not once.

Damian’s deep chuckle made her shudder. "Then remind yourself, sweetheart," he purred, his fingers sliding into her hair, gripping firmly, possessively. He guided her down, closer, until her lips hovered just above his length, the heat of her breath fanning over him. "Put that pretty mouth to work. Show your husband what you crave."

Olivia didn’t hesitate.

She moaned as she wrapped her lips around the thick head, her tongue flicking against the tip, sucking him in inch by inch, eyes fluttering shut in bliss. Her throat stretched, swallowing him deep, wet, messy sounds filling the suite.

Nathan’s fists clenched. His breath came in sharp, shallow pants as he watched—as he witnessed his wife kneeling, worshipping, giving herself away so completely.

Damian groaned, his fingers tangling deeper in her hair, guiding her, using her, his hips rolling as he fucked into her mouth. Olivia took it all, gagging around him, drool spilling down her chin, her moans vibrating around his cock.

"Look at that," Damian murmured, gripping her hair tighter, forcing her to take him deeper. "That’s a good girl, isn’t it? Just the way Daddy likes."

Olivia moaned brokenly, eyes fluttering open just enough to glance at Nathan.

And then—it wasn’t enough.

Damian pulled her up, his eyes dark, filled with pure need. He kissed her hard, his grip rough, claiming her completely before growling, "On the couch, baby. I’m done waiting."

Olivia crawled onto the couch, her back arching, her knees sinking into the cushions as she positioned herself like a wanton offering. Her arms stretched forward, hands gripping the armrest, her ass high in the air, swaying ever so slightly as she waited—as if she needed Damian to take her, to claim her completely.

Nathan barely  processed how fast it happened—his wife on all fours, bent over the same couch where he had been left alone last night.

Damian stood behind her, one hand gripping her hip, the other sliding her thong to the side with slow, deliberate intent, exposing the slick, swollen lips of her dripping pussy. His fingers traced along her entrance, spreading her open, reveling in the way her arousal glistened under the dim lights. He teased her with a lazy stroke, dragging his fingertips through her wetness, smearing it over her trembling thighs, making her whimper.

"Fuck, baby, you’re soaking for me," Damian groaned, pressing his fingers deeper, parting her folds, spreading her wide so Nathan could see just how ready she was. "You need it, don’t you?"

Olivia gasped, her back arching, her hips pushing back toward him, desperate for more. "Yes, Daddy," she moaned, her voice thick with submission. "I need you so bad. Please… please fuck me."

Nathan swallowed hard, his vision blurring with lust and humiliation as he watched his wife beg for another man’s cock, her body trembling, completely at Damian’s mercy.

Nathan exhaled sharply, his entire body burning with shame, with arousal, with a mix of emotions he couldn’t even name.

"You ready for me, baby?" Damian murmured, rubbing his cock against her entrance, teasing her, making her whimper.

"Yes, Daddy," Olivia gasped, arching back. "Please. I need it so bad."

Damian smirked, lining himself up. "Then take it, sweetheart."

And then—he thrust inside her.

Olivia screamed, her back arching, her hands gripping the couch like she was holding on for dear life.

Damian didn’t hesitate—he pushed deeper, forcing her body to take every thick inch, his grip tightening around her hips, keeping her exactly where he wanted. Olivia gasped, her mouth falling open, her nails scraping against the upholstery as she tried to brace herself for the sheer intensity of him.

"Fuuuck, Daddy!" she cried, her body trembling as he filled her completely. "Oh my god—it’s so fucking deep!"

Her walls clenched around him, her body molding to his size, stretching to accommodate the sheer girth of his cock. Damian groaned, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of her hips, spreading her wider, keeping her open. He gave a slow, deep roll of his hips, testing her, savoring the way she squeezed around him.

Nathan’s cock pulsed violently, painfully, trapped inside his pants, aching with need. His breath came in shallow, uneven pants as he watched his wife’s body rock with every thrust, the obscene wet sounds of their connection echoing through the suite.

Damian smirked, dragging his cock out almost all the way, pausing just long enough for Olivia to whimper in frustration. Her walls fluttered around nothing, her body aching for the return of his thickness. She arched her back, pushing her hips back desperately, her nails scraping against the couch as she tried to chase the sensation.

Nathan's stomach twisted as he watched her grind helplessly, her dripping cunt clenching around empty air, begging to be filled again. His wife, the woman he had cherished, was now shamelessly presenting herself, offering everything to another man without hesitation.

Damian chuckled, his grip tightening on her hips. "That’s it, baby. You want more, don’t you?" he taunted, rubbing his slick tip against her entrance, teasing her, making her moan in frustration.

"Yes, Daddy! Please!" Olivia sobbed, her voice a wrecked plea, her body trembling with need. "Fuck me, use me—don’t tease! I need your cock!"

With a satisfied growl, Damian slammed back into her, his thick cock stretching her open all over again. Olivia let out a high, shattered moan, her entire body jerking forward, her tits bouncing with the impact, her legs quivering as she was fully, brutally taken.

"Look at you, baby," Damian murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. "You’re taking me so fucking good. You love it, don’t you?"

Olivia barely managed to nod, her voice wrecked, breathless. "Ahhhh, Yes, Daddy—fuck! I love it! I love how big you are!"

Nathan felt his whole world crumble in that  moment.

His wife wasn’t just fucking Damian. She was giving herself to him.

The wet slap of skin against skin filled the room as Damian fucked into her mercilessly, taking her, owning her. Olivia moaned like a whore, her voice raw, uncontrolled, begging for more.

Her eyes locked onto Nathan.

She moaned through the thrusts, her voice thick with filth, dripping with power.

"You love this, don’t you?" she panted, her breath ragged, broken, full of teasing cruelty. "Watching me take a real cock. Watching me get ruined right in front of you."

Nathan’s breath hitched, his face burning, his cock twitching inside his pants, aching for release. His body betrayed him—his hips rocked ever so slightly, his entire body giving in, surrendering.

Olivia’s eyes darkened with satisfaction, her lips curving into a sultry smirk. She tightened her grip on the couch, letting out a loud, needy moan, her body writhing under Damian’s control. "Answer me, baby," she gasped between thrusts, her voice sharp, demanding. "Tell me how much you fucking love watching me like this. Tell me how much you love seeing me taken."

Nathan swallowed hard, his fingers clenching into fists before finally breaking. His voice was hoarse, humiliated, desperate. "I—I love it," he choked out, his chest heaving. "I love watching you, Olivia. I love seeing you get fucked like this."

Olivia’s moan was pure sin, her body arching back, her nails digging into Damian’s thighs as she shuddered in pleasure. "Good boy," she purred, panting. "Then keep watching. Daddy isn’t done with me yet."

Damian grinned knowingly, his grip tightening on Olivia’s hips as he slammed into her harder, deeper, making her yelp before her moan melted into something utterly wrecked. His free hand came down on her ass—a sharp, possessive smack that echoed through the suite.

Olivia cried out, her body jolting from the impact, her walls fluttering around him. "Yes, Daddy! Fuck! Spank me again—please!"

Damian chuckled darkly, delivering another sharp, punishing slap to her ass, watching her flesh jiggle under his control. "That’s my good little slut," he growled, his palm smoothing over the heat of her skin before gripping the curve of her ass possessively. His other hand slid up her back, trailing up her spine before tangling in her hair.

With a firm yank, he pulled her head back, making her arch, her tits bouncing with every forceful thrust. Her face was slack with pleasure, her lips parted, drool glistening on her chin, her eyes hazy and dark with pure, unfiltered ecstasy.

Damian leaned in, his voice a deep, commanding growl in her ear. "Tell him, sweetheart. Tell him who owns this pussy now."

Olivia gasped, her mouth parting, her body convulsing violently, her entire frame quivering as Damian’s relentless thrusts forced her deeper into submission. Her fingers clawed at the couch, her knuckles turning white, her breath coming in shattered, desperate moans. Her tits bounced wildly with every brutal stroke, nipples aching, her skin slick with sweat.

A fresh wave of pleasure crashed over her, sending shivers spiraling through her limbs. Her thighs trembled, barely able to hold herself up as Damian’s thick cock stretched her beyond her limits, molding her around his size. Her walls clenched down hard, gripping him greedily, her body shuddering under the sheer intensity of sensation.

"Ohhh fuck, Daddy!" she sobbed, her voice a wrecked plea, the sounds of her own cries filthy and broken. "I can't—it's so much! You're fucking ruining me!"

Damian growled above her, tightening his grip on her hips before delivering a sharp slap to her ass, the sting igniting a fresh, helpless whimper from her lips. "Such a proper little slut you are" he rasped, dragging his fingers up her back, gripping her shoulder as he drove himself deeper, harder, pounding her into the cushions, owning her completely. Her moans grew into desperate cries, her walls clenching, milking him, her entire body shaking with need.

Her eyes locked onto Nathan’s, wide, wild, completely lost in pleasure. Sweat dripped down her spine, her tits bouncing with every thrust, her skin glistening in the dim light.

"Oh fuck, Daddy!" she sobbed, her voice raw, shattered, her body a trembling wreck beneath him. "Oh god, Daddy, you’re stretching me so fucking good—ruining me for anyone else! You feel how tight I am? This little pussy belongs to you now, doesn’t it?"

Damian growled, one hand sliding up her back, grabbing a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back so she had no choice but to hold Nathan’s gaze. He slammed into her deeper, harder, stretching her, owning her, his cock driving her to the edge of oblivion.

Olivia’s breath hitched, her lips trembling, her whole body torn between the agony of overstimulation and the bliss of ultimate submission.

And then, with a choked, broken moan, she shattered completely.

Her back arched, her entire body locking up before she screamed, "This pussy is no longer just his… it’s yours, Daddy!"

Nathan sat there, watching as his wife convulsed, her body overtaken by waves of uncontrollable pleasure, her thighs trembling as she clenched hard around Damian’s thick cock. Her juices gushed, slicking his length, a shameless display of how completely she had given in.

Nathan’s breath caught in his throat, his entire body locked in place as he absorbed the sight. His wife—his Olivia—wasn’t just being fucked. She was lost in it, utterly consumed, surrendering herself completely as pleasure overtook every inch of her body, a panting, gasping vision of raw ecstasy beneath Damian’s relentless thrusts.

His cock twitched painfully in his pants, his pulse hammering in his ears, but he couldn’t move. He couldn’t look away. This wasn’t a dream, wasn’t some dark fantasy whispered between them in the dead of night.

This was real.

Damian smirked, snapping his hips harder, riding her through her climax, forcing her to take every inch, dragging out her pleasure until she was a sobbing, overstimulated mess beneath him.

"That’s my good fucking girl," Damian groaned, his thrusts turning erratic, his fingers digging into her flesh as his own release barreled through him. With one final, punishing drive, he buried himself to the hilt, his cock pulsing, thick ropes of cum filling her completely.

Olivia whimpered, gasping through the aftershocks, her body trembling, spent, utterly used.

Nathan sat there, his entire world shattering around him, his cock throbbing in his pants, painfully hard, painfully owned.

And Olivia? She was exactly where she belonged.


EPILOGUE

Nathan stirred awake to the soft sound of Olivia’s laughter, light and teasing, mingling with the deeper, richer chuckle of Damian. The bed creaked beside him as Olivia shifted, stretching languidly, her naked body barely covered by the silk sheets. Nathan’s stomach twisted, his cock already half-hard despite the wave of humiliation washing over him.

Damian was sprawled beside her, propped up on one elbow, his phone in hand, casually scrolling through messages. He looked completely at ease, as if fucking another man’s wife all night was nothing more than a casual indulgence before moving on with his day. Nathan realized it was exactly that.

The air in the suite was thick with the scent of sex, lingering proof of what had transpired just hours ago. Nathan had spent the night watching Olivia’s cries of pleasure, every moan, every wet slap of skin against skin carving itself into his brain as he knelt at the foot of the bed, his own hand wrapped tightly around his cock. Shame curled in his stomach, a sharp contrast to the unbearable arousal coursing through him. He should have felt jealousy—the sight of his wife writhing beneath another man should have ignited something primal inside him. But instead, all he could feel was submission, the undeniable pull of his own desires unraveling him with every thrust Damian delivered.

His breath had hitched each time Olivia looked at him, her pleasure-dazed eyes filled with amusement and ownership. She wasn’t just letting this happen—she wanted him to watch, to break completely. And the worst part? Nathan wanted it too. Olivia had wanted him there, had made sure he had the best view—arching her back, tilting her head, letting her moans spill from her lips as she locked eyes with him, fully aware of how much he was suffering and how much he loved it.

"Stroke it for me, baby," she had purred, her voice heavy with satisfaction, knowing she had completely unraveled him. "I want to see you get off while Daddy fucks me. I want to see you cum knowing this pussy isn’t just yours anymore."

Nathan had groaned, his strokes turning frantic as Olivia threw her head back, Damian’s grip tightening on her hips. "Look at him," Damian had growled, his thrusts deep, punishing. "Jacking off like a pathetic little cuck. You love it, don’t you?"

"Tell him, baby," Olivia had moaned, her nails raking down Damian’s chest. "Tell him how much you love watching me get fucked."

Nathan had gasped, his voice breaking as he whispered, "I love it. I love watching you." The words had felt like both surrender and revelation.

And he had obeyed, kneeling, exposed, watching every thrust, every gasp, every shudder as his wife surrendered herself fully to another man.

Now, as Olivia turned toward him, her expression unreadable for a brief moment, his breath hitched. Then, slowly, her lips curled into a smirk. She winked.

Nathan swallowed hard, his throat dry, his body betraying him all over again.

"Morning, baby," she purred, stretching her arms above her head, her breasts peeking from the sheets, freshly marked by Damian’s possessive grip.

She leaned forward, her fingers grazing his cheek before tilting his chin up. Then, with deliberate slowness, she pressed a soft, lingering kiss against his lips—sweet, yet laced with dominance. Nathan trembled beneath her touch, his body frozen, torn between instinct and submission. His breath caught, a faint whimper escaping as her tongue flicked teasingly against his lower lip before she pulled away, leaving him aching for more.

Nathan shivered, his pulse hammering, the taste of her still thick with the remnants of the night before. She pulled away just as slowly, her smirk deepening, eyes filled with mischief. "Missed me?"

Damian didn’t even acknowledge Nathan, still texting, his other arm draped lazily over Olivia’s waist. His lips curved ever so slightly, the only indication that he was even aware of Nathan’s presence. A quiet exhale of amusement left him, almost as if he found the situation more predictable than entertaining. He didn’t spare Nathan a glance, his focus never shifting, his posture exuding effortless control. Then, with the same casual detachment, he locked his phone, stretching his arms before turning his attention back to Olivia, the only person in the room who truly mattered. He wasn’t possessive—he didn’t need to be. He had already won.

Nathan stood there, his body stiff from sleeping on the love seat in the bedroom, his cock aching from the countless orgasms he’d spilled watching them, his own pleasure pathetically secondary to theirs. Olivia had wanted him to watch, had made sure he did—moaning his name between Damian’s thrusts, locking eyes with him as she cried out in pleasure, her words filthy, dripping with control.

"Keep stroking it baby," she had whispered, her voice breathless, teasing, as Damian had fucked her harder. "You love being my loving cuck don't you?"

And he had. All night long. Kneeling on the plush carpet, watching, obeying, emptying himself again and again as his wife was taken, claimed, pleasured.

He should feel ashamed, disgusted with himself, but all he could focus on was how fucking beautiful Olivia looked, still glowing, completely satisfied.

Olivia glanced at Damian, then back at Nathan, as if deciding something. Then she moved.

Sliding out from under the sheets, she stood beside the bed, her bare skin illuminated by the morning light spilling through the tall windows. She didn’t bother covering herself. She didn’t have to.

Damian watched her with mild amusement as she approached Nathan, stopping right in front of him. She reached down, tracing her fingers over his chin, tilting his face up until he was looking at her—only her.

"Come here, baby," she whispered, her voice dripping with affection and authority.

Nathan’s breath hitched as she took his hand, gently but firmly pulling him down onto his knees before her. A final flicker of resistance sparked inside him, his fingers twitching as if debating whether to pull away. But then Olivia’s grip tightened, her nails grazing his skin possessively, and the last of his hesitation melted away. His knees met the floor with a quiet thud, his breath shaky, his body surrendering as naturally as breathing. This was where he belonged.

She held his chin, tilting his face up to hers, her thumb tracing over his lips as if testing his obedience one last time. "That’s it, baby," she cooed, her voice dripping with satisfaction. "So eager to please me."

His hands instinctively moved, resting lightly on her thighs, the warmth of her skin searing into his palms. His head tilted up, his gaze locked on hers, completely entranced. The scent of her was intoxicating, her body still carrying the lingering traces of the night before—of Damian, of ownership, of pleasure. For a brief moment, a flicker of resistance sparked inside him, a final remnant of the man he once was. But it was fleeting. The moment her grip tightened, her nails grazing his skin possessively, the last of his hesitation melted away. His knees met the floor with a quiet thud, his breath shaky, his pulse racing as submission overtook him. This was where he belonged.

As he settled, his hands instinctively moved, resting lightly on her thighs, the warmth of her skin searing into his palms. His head tilted up, his gaze locked on hers, completely entranced. The scent of her was intoxicating, her body still carrying the lingering traces of the night before—of Damian, of ownership, of pleasure. For a brief moment, a flicker of resistance sparked inside him, a final remnant of the man he once was. But it was fleeting. The moment her grip tightened, her nails grazing his skin possessively, the last of his hesitation melted away. His knees met the floor with a quiet thud, his breath shaky, his pulse racing as submission overtook him. This was where he belonged.

His pulse pounded, his body already responding, even before he fully understood what was happening. He was kneeling before his wife—before his Queen.

Olivia caressed his cheek, her nails lightly scratching against his skin. She let her fingers drift down to his chin, tilting his face up just enough to meet her gaze. "That’s it, baby," she murmured, her voice thick with satisfaction. "You know exactly where you belong, don’t you?"

Nathan shuddered, his lips parting, his chest tight with the overwhelming realization of what he had become. His hands on her thighs tightened slightly, his breath coming in shallow gasps. He wasn’t just surrendering—he was embracing it.

Olivia belonged to Damian now.

And Nathan belonged to Olivia.

Forever.

Olivia's fingers tightened on his chin, her nails grazing his skin just enough to make him shiver. She leaned in slowly, her breath hot against his ear, lingering there for a moment, letting the anticipation coil inside him. The warmth of her body so close made his pulse hammer, his throat dry with need. Her nails trailed down his jawline, teasing, possessive, before she finally spoke, drawing out the moment just enough to make him squirm. She let the silence stretch, reveling in his helplessness, before leaning down, her breath warm against his ear.

"And you’re going to be such a good boy for me, aren’t you?" she murmured, her voice a slow, sensual taunt.

Nathan swallowed, his throat dry, his pulse hammering beneath her touch. "Y-yes, Baby," he breathed, his voice shaky but unwavering. His hands tightened on her thighs, his entire body humming with devotion. He was hers now, completely, utterly. There was no fight left, no question of his place. He belonged to her, and he loved it.

***

Enjoyed the story?

If this tale left you wanting more, I’d love to hear your thoughts! Your rating or review  makes a world of difference—it not only fuels my passion for writing but also helps other readers find and enjoy these steamy adventures. Thank you for being part of this journey. 💋

— Emily Felix
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The Black Bull & The Professor’s Wife 

( Direct Link: https://mybook.to/6Wda27v  ) 

"He rents a room… and takes my wife." 

Kevin was supposed to be just a tenant—my brightest university student, a star athlete, and a young man with confidence I never had. When he moved into our home, I thought it was the perfect arrangement. But I should have known better. 

My wife, Jessica, always had a way of drawing attention. Blonde, beautiful, and way out of my league, she’s the kind of woman men can’t ignore. And Kevin? He noticed. The way she started dressing around him, the lingering glances, the laughter that lasted a little too long—I saw it happening, but I couldn’t stop it. Now, my student isn’t just renting a room. He’s taking his place in my home… in my marriage… and in my wife’s bed. And the worst part? I can’t look away. 

A steamy, humiliating, and utterly addictive cuckold story  filled with power shifts, temptation, and a wife caught between two men—one who owns her heart, and one who owns her body. 

Are you ready to watch? 

The Corporate Cuckold Agreement: A Wife's Monthly Surrender to Her Husband's Boss
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“Do you think Kane will like this?” Laura asked, her tone teasing as she adjusted the straps of her gorgeous silver dress. Something she picked specially for this occasion. 

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

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


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

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

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

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


About the Author

Emily Felix loves writing stories that push boundaries, ignite fantasies, and leave her readers breathless. With a knack for capturing raw emotions and steamy moments, she creates characters who aren’t just exploring their desires—they’re living them fully, unapologetically, and with just the right mix of teasing and passion.

Emily’s writing comes from a deep fascination with the complexities of intimacy, power, and trust. She’s all about celebrating the thrill of connection and the magic that happens when people embrace their desires without hesitation. Her stories are for anyone who loves characters who dare to take risks and savor every moment of the ride.

When Emily’s not diving into her next sizzling scene, she enjoys sipping wine, getting lost in classic romantic movies, and dreaming up scenarios that blur the line between playful and provocative. She believes life is too short not to enjoy every indulgent moment, both on and off the page.

Emily Felix writes to make you feel, blush, and come back for more. She hopes you enjoy the journey as much as she loves creating it.
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