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Dubai shimmered outside the penthouse windows, a sprawl of golden lights against the desert night, but inside, in my private world, the real indulgence was just beginning. The air carried the intoxicating weight of my signature perfume—vanilla, rose, and the lingering warmth of my skin—wrapping the suite in decadence, settling over everything like a whispered promise of indulgence.

I stood at my vanity, draped in a short silk robe that barely clung to my shoulders, my reflection cast in the mirror before me. The soft golden light from the sconces traced every decadent line of my body—smooth, waxed skin, perfect, round breasts Arthur had paid for, the delicate taper of my waist leading to hips made for worship. My lace thong sat teasingly low, a whisper of fabric barely covering the heat between my legs.

Behind me, Arthur sat in a leather armchair, one leg crossed over the other, his whiskey glass glinting in the low light. He watched me with the amusement of a man who owned everything he desired.

“Admiring yourself, sweetheart?”

I tilted my head, running a manicured finger down my collarbone, between the valley of my breasts. My lips parted slightly as I took in my own reflection, knowing how much he enjoyed the sight of me relishing my own perfection.

“Just making sure I’m perfect for you, Daddy.”

Arthur exhaled slowly, the corner of his mouth twitching upward in satisfaction. “You always are.”

My life was a dream—or, at least, a very particular kind of dream.

Twenty-five, pampered, draped in diamonds, and owned by a man who could buy and sell small countries before breakfast. Arthur Kensington III, billionaire mining mogul, a man whose wealth had built dynasties. He wasn’t just my provider—he was my world.

And me? I was his most prized possession.

It hadn’t always been this way. Three years ago, I was nothing more than an ambitious business school intern, eager to impress, working under Arthur at Kensington Global. I still remember the first time he looked at me—not just a glance, but that knowing smirk, the way his eyes flicked down my body like he already knew how I’d fit into his life. He had just finalized his divorce then, a clean, ruthless split that left his ex-wife with a fortune large enough to ensure she never had to work another day in her life, and bound by a settlement so airtight she’d never speak a word of what their marriage truly entailed.

I hadn’t understood at first, not fully. But over expensive dinners and whispered conversations, I learned. Arthur liked his women young, obedient, and perfectly sculpted to his tastes. She had played this role before me, the perfect polished wife, the indulgent reward at the end of every deal, until her time had run out. And now, it was my turn. And I embraced it eagerly.

Everything I wore, everything I owned, everything I was—all of it existed for his pleasure. The breast implants he had chosen, the sculpted waistline he had insisted upon, the daily facials, the couture lingerie that cost more than most people’s monthly salaries.

Every inch of me was curated. Every detail perfected.

And for three years, I had been his perfect little wife, his business trophy, his most valuable asset. Every time I pleased him, every time I played my role flawlessly, I was rewarded—designer handbags, diamond chokers, weekends in Paris. And when I pleased his business associates? The gifts doubled. Men of Arthur’s world knew how to show appreciation.

And tonight, I’d be showing it all off for someone new.

Malik Adeyemi was arriving in Dubai, and with him came a deal worth billions.

A powerful African mining tycoon, thirty-eight, built like a god, effortlessly dominant. He was the kind of man who took what he wanted, and tonight, he wanted a business partnership with Arthur.

But deals at this level required more than contracts.

Arthur’s voice pulled me from my thoughts.

“I hope you know how to behave tonight, princess.”

His tone was teasing, but firm. He was already imagining me being put to work.

I met his gaze in the mirror, smiling as I pulled my silk robe loose, letting it slip down my arms, pooling onto the chair behind me. The golden light caressed my bare skin, accentuating the soft swell of my breasts, the way they sat high and firm, nipples stiffening as the cool air kissed them. My waist dipped into a taut curve, my stomach flat, hips rounded just enough to be decadent. Long legs stretched beneath me, toned but still soft, the kind of body that looked just as good bent over as it did strutting in heels. My lace thong, a mere suggestion of fabric, clung to my curves, dipping scandalously low, teasing more than it covered. I shifted, letting the movement ripple through my body, a silent performance just for him.

“I’ll be a very good girl, Daddy.”

I moved with the grace of a woman who knew she was being watched—because Arthur always loved watching what he owned.

My makeup came first, applied with practiced precision. A sweep of bronzer kissed my cheekbones, smoky shadow darkened my eyes, and my lips gleamed in a wet, inviting pink—the kind of mouth men dreamed about having wrapped around their cocks.

My gown was next. A sheer, shimmering designer piece, delicate enough to be almost scandalous, the kind of dress that draped rather than covered. The fabric pooled over my curves like liquid, whispering against my skin as I pulled it up over my body. Thin straps slid over my shoulders, framing the deep neckline that plunged between my breasts, the soft fabric grazing against my nipples as I adjusted it into place.

The slit at the side ran dangerously high, revealing the toned length of my thigh, smooth and bare, promising easy access if the night called for it. I ran my fingers over the fabric, smoothing it over my hips, ensuring the fit was snug, showcasing every inch Arthur had paid to perfect.

No bra. Arthur preferred it that way. He liked knowing that beneath the expensive gown, My tits were bare, accessible, his—just the way he liked them. Arthur was a man who appreciated excess, but nothing captivated him more than my breasts. He reached out, his fingers grazing the soft swell of one, a slow, indulgent touch that sent a shiver through me. He cupped it, squeezing just enough to make me gasp, his thumb flicking lazily over my nipple. "Perfect," he murmured, more to himself than to me, as if he were admiring a well-crafted piece of art. He did this often—sometimes absentmindedly, sometimes with purpose, but always with ownership. Whether in the middle of a business call, lounging with a drink in hand, or simply watching me dress, his hands would find their way back, reminding me that my body belonged to him before anyone else. And tonight, he would enjoy watching them move, knowing exactly how much they would be touched, tasted, and appreciated by the right man.

I stepped into four-inch stilettos—expensive, slutty, the kind that weren’t made for walking but for being paraded. The delicate straps laced around my ankles, the sharp arch forcing my posture into something more provocative, more poised. I shifted my weight, feeling the stretch of my calves, the subtle pressure against my thighs as the heels did their work, making my stance just a little more sinful.

A final spritz of perfume—warm vanilla, deep musk, the scent of decadence. A scent designed to make men lean closer, inhale deeply, feel the pull of indulgence just by being near me.

Arthur watched the entire process, his smirk deepening. I felt the familiar rush—his eyes drinking me in, the silent approval that made my body heat. I lived for that look. For that moment before he decided what would happen next. From pampered little wife to business asset, from the woman he owned to the prize he would soon put on display.

He stood, moving behind me, slipping a Cartier diamond bracelet onto my wrist, the platinum band encrusted with flawless stones, each one a testament to my value. His fingers lingered on my pulse, slow and possessive, the weight of the jewelry a silent reminder of every time I’d been rewarded for being his perfect little wife. A subtle shiver ran through me, my breath hitching as the cold platinum contrasted against my heated skin. He smirked, feeling the way my pulse fluttered beneath his touch, knowing the effect he had on me—on my body, my mind, my very existence.

"Tonight’s an important night, princess."

I turned to face him fully, my body warm beneath his gaze, feeling the weight of his pride and his ownership in every slow sweep of his eyes.

"I know, Daddy."

Arthur hummed in approval, lifting his whiskey to his lips, taking a slow sip before letting his free hand slide down, cupping my ass through the sheer fabric.

"That’s my good girl."

Arthur walked back to his chair, taking his time, the slow swirl of whiskey in his glass the only movement he made. He settled in, legs spreading just enough to show his expectation, his gaze heavy on me as he murmured the familiar words that always signaled the start of our ritual.

"Let’s prep you up for the deal tonight—bring you up to speed."

It was a phrase I had heard countless times before, each time preceding the same filthy indulgence, the same unspoken understanding of what I was here to do. Outside the penthouse windows, the city shimmered, a playground of excess beneath them, but inside, here in our private world, I was the only indulgence that mattered.

This was our ritual. Every important night began the same way—on my knees, between his legs, his cock down my throat, sealing my place as his perfect little trophy before he went off to secure another deal. Just like always, I’d let him use me, let him claim me, knowing that when I sat at that table, draped in luxury, looking like the ultimate prize, I would do so with the lingering taste of him still on my tongue. He liked that. The way these powerful men would stare, admiring me, their thoughts undoubtedly filthy, filled with hunger. And I would sit there, lips painted and perfect, knowing I had just been on my knees, worshiping the only man who truly owned me. They would watch me, admire me, my lips painted and perfect, but only Arthur would know the truth—that beneath the gloss and polish, I still carried the essence of his possession on my tongue. He wanted his taste in my mouth when I sat at the table.

I approached him slowly, deliberate in every step, the sheer fabric of my gown grazing against my bare skin. No bra—just the way he liked it. The scent of my perfume lingered in the air, warm vanilla and musk curling around us like the promise of something filthy. His gaze flicked down, drinking me in, dark with amusement and possession.

“Come here, sweetheart.”

His voice was a lazy command, deep and expectant. My knees met the floor between his legs, the plush carpet cushioning my descent, my hands sliding up his thighs with practiced ease. The heat of him burned through the expensive fabric of his tailored slacks, a silent promise of what was to come. He exhaled slowly, the smirk playing on his lips unmistakable as he set his glass down, his gaze settling on me with indulgent amusement.

His fingers reached out, tucking a stray lock of hair behind my ear before trailing along my jawline, his touch deceptively gentle. A slow hum of approval rumbled in his chest.

"Such a good girl," he murmured, his voice laced with satisfaction. His praise sent a thrill down my spine, my body responding instinctively, primed for him.

I reached for his belt, fingers moving with deliberate slowness, savoring every movement. The metallic click of the buckle, the whisper of the zipper sliding down, the way my fingers deliberately brushed against the growing hardness already straining beneath the fine fabric—every second was drawn out, every tease calculated. He never rushed me. He liked the slow unraveling, the way I treated this moment with reverence, like I had all the time in the world to worship him.

I pressed a kiss against the outline of his cock, letting my lips linger, feeling the heat radiating through the fabric. My breath fanned over him as I inhaled his scent, deep and masculine, the faint musk of whiskey lingering on his skin. His fingers tightened in my blonde hair, threading through the strands with a lazy kind of control, tilting my head up so he could look into my eyes as I knelt before him, perfectly positioned exactly where I belonged.

“Malik is coming tonight,” he said, voice calm, controlled, even as his grip tightened slightly. “We’re sealing the partnership.”

I hummed against him, the vibration teasing through the fabric as I dragged my tongue slowly along the thick outline of his length. The warmth of him, the heavy presence beneath my lips, sent a needy pulse between my thighs. I traced the shape of him, flicking my tongue over the ridge of his swollen tip through his briefs, letting my breath fan hot against the dampening fabric.

His fingers tightened in my hair, not forcing, just guiding, his way of letting me know he was watching, waiting. I pulled back just enough to hook my fingers beneath the waistband, dragging the fine material down, freeing him inch by inch. He was already hard, thick, and pulsing in my grip, the scent of him hitting me like a drug, making my mouth water.

I flicked my tongue over the slit, tasting the first bead of precum, my lashes fluttering as I moaned softly. I traced up the underside, slow, savoring, feeling the weight of him in my palm before finally wrapping my lips around the swollen tip, sealing my pretty made mouth over him like a promise.

Arthur’s breath deepened, slow and measured, a controlled response to my touch, but I caught the way his fingers flexed just slightly in my hair. I always caught it. That was one of the things I loved most about him—the control, the way he made me work for his reactions, never giving me more than he wanted me to have. He leaned back, sinking into his chair, whiskey eyes heavy-lidded and dark, locked onto mine as I took him deeper, inch by inch until my throat stretched around him.

“And what’s my role, Daddy?” I asked, knowing the answer before the words even left my lips, a tease wrapped in obedience. My voice dripped with submission, my tongue flicking against him, tasting the weight of my own place in his world.

His fingers flexed in my hair, a subtle reminder of who was in charge. “You’re my reward, sweetheart.”

I moaned around his cock, the vibrations making him exhale sharply. My throat stretched for him, taking him deeper as his grip tightened, guiding my movements with firm, deliberate control, ensuring I took every inch exactly as he wanted. The way he held me there, guiding my movements with deliberate precision, sent a hot pulse of arousal straight between my thighs.

“You’re my best investment,” he murmured, his voice thick with approval. “And tonight, you’re going to prove it.”

His words sent a shiver through me, my body responding instinctively to the weight of his authority. My fingers curled against his thighs as I sucked harder, my tongue swirling around the thick head before sliding down his shaft, coating every inch with worship. His other hand slid down, cupping my cheek, his thumb pressing against the corner of my mouth where spit had begun to glisten. He smirked, watching the mess I was making of myself, his satisfaction unmistakable.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his hips shifting slightly, pushing deeper. “Just like that.”

I whimpered, the heat pooling between my thighs, arousal thrumming through me at his words. My body ached with the need to please him, to be exactly what he wanted—what he had trained me to be. I loved this. The way he used me, owned me, made me feel like the most valuable thing in his world, his most prized indulgence.

His hips shifted slightly, pushing deeper, a guttural sound rumbling from his chest as his grip tightened, grounding himself in control even as his body betrayed his need. The rare break in his composure sent another pulse of heat straight between my legs, making my thighs squeeze together. My nails dug into his thighs, bracing myself as I took him fully, my throat stretching around the sheer size of him.

His grip in my blonde straightened hair tightened, holding me still, keeping me exactly where he wanted me. His other hand came to my cheek, his thumb stroking the slick mess at the corner of my mouth before pressing against my lower lip, prying it open just a little more, as if reminding me of my purpose.

"Such a perfect mouth," he murmured, his voice a fraction rougher now, more ragged with pleasure. "Made to serve."

I moaned, the vibrations sending a shudder through him.

"Don’t spill a drop," he warned, his voice dark, edged with control even as his muscles tensed beneath my hands, the weight of his pleasure thick on my tongue.

I moaned in response, letting the sound vibrate around him, savoring the way his cock twitched at the sensation. My body trembled as I felt him thicken, his grip tightening in my hair, fingers pressing into my scalp as he held me in place. He let out a low, guttural groan, a sound of pure indulgence, his muscles coiling, tightening as the tension in him built to its peak.

His hips flexed forward, pushing deeper, his need breaking through the restraint he usually held. My throat stretched to accommodate him, my eyes watering slightly, but I took it—welcomed it. His restraint frayed, his body tensing like a drawn bow before he unraveled in a shuddering, possessive climax, every pulse of release marking me as his.

He came hot and thick, coating my tongue, spilling down my throat in long, pulsing waves. I swallowed eagerly, my lashes fluttering as I kept my lips sealed around him, refusing to waste a single drop. I held still, waiting, my mouth still wrapped around him as he rode out the last tremors of his release.

Arthur exhaled slowly, his smirk settling into something darker, deeper, the kind of satisfaction that came from knowing he had taken exactly what he wanted. He finally released his grip, fingers trailing through my hair before he leaned back into the chair, his dominance still tangible even as he settled, spent but fully in control. I let his softening cock slip from my lips with one last languid lick, cleaning him with deliberate, teasing flicks of my tongue, pressing a final, lingering kiss to the tip before pulling back.

Arthur picked up his whiskey, swirling the amber liquid before taking a slow sip, his eyes roaming over me, pleased, indulgent, owning the moment in its entirety.

“Now go get ready, sweetheart,” he murmured, his amusement unmistakable. "We’ve got a deal to close."

I reached for my compact, flipping it open with ease, the routine practiced and precise. My lipstick was slightly smudged, but nothing that couldn’t be fixed. A few swipes, a pursing of my lips, and I was perfect again. Just like always.

The rooftop lounge at Noir Prestige was a private world of power, hidden above the city skyline. Shadows danced over polished marble and rich leather, the air thick with the scent of expensive cigars and aged whiskey. The clientele was exclusive—men who didn’t just control industries, but entire economies.

Arthur’s grip on my waist was firm, a silent display of ownership as he guided me through the room. He wasn’t just bringing me along—he was presenting me, making sure every man who glanced our way knew exactly what I was. His most prized possession, the perfect indulgence, the kind of trophy that came with wealth measured in billions. The silk of my gown molded to my curves, shifting with every calculated step, the high slit revealing just enough to make them wonder.

This meeting was more than business—it was about securing Arthur’s dominance in a deal that would make him even richer. Malik wasn’t just another investor; he owned the very land where the mining would take place, his family reigning over the region like modern-day emperors. This wasn’t just any deal—it was control over a newly discovered lithium mine, one that would flood the global markets and make everyone involved filthily richer than they already were, a deal that could reshape entire markets. This partnership was worth billions, and Arthur always believed that deals of this magnitude deserved the finest rewards. Tonight, I was part of that reward.

Malik was already waiting for us, seated in a corner booth, his broad shoulders stretching the fine silk of his tailored navy suit. He had the kind of presence that didn’t require movement to dominate a room—tall, dark, and carved with an effortless confidence that came from generations of absolute power. His deep brown skin gleamed under the low lighting, his sharp jawline shadowed by a neatly trimmed beard that only accentuated his intensity. His hands, large and strong, wrapped around the crystal glass of whiskey with deliberate ease, the kind of man who always took his time, who never needed to rush. His gaze found me immediately, unwavering, assessing, a flicker of intrigue playing behind his dark eyes before he took a slow sip, his expression unreadable.

Arthur’s smirk deepened. He knew that look. He expected it.

I did, too.

As we both got closer to the table, Malik's gaze slid over me, slow and deliberate, taking in every inch of what Arthur had brought to the table tonight. His expression remained unreadable, but there was no mistaking the flicker of interest behind those dark eyes.

“Your wife is stunning, Arthur,” Malik said, his voice smooth, deep, weighted with something more than polite admiration.

Arthur chuckled, his grip tightening on my waist for just a moment before guiding me onto the plush seat beside him. His hand fell to my thigh under the table, fingers lazy, knowing.

“She’s my most valuable investment.”

A slow, molten heat curled in my belly as Malik’s gaze darkened, flicking between Arthur and me, sharp and considering. The weight of his attention pressed against my skin, my body responding instinctively, my breath catching as I shifted slightly, my thighs pressing together in unconscious anticipation.

Arthur leaned in, his voice a slow drawl, deliberate. “Go on, sweetheart. Show him how polite you are.”

I swallowed, my breath hitching as I let my knees part just enough, the silk fabric shifting against my skin to reveal the damp lace of my thong, a silent invitation, a glimpse of exactly how obedient I could be.

Malik leaned in slightly, his fingers barely brushing my wrist as he reached for his glass. The touch was fleeting, but it sent a spark straight through me. His eyes met mine, amusement flickering there before he spoke.

Arthur smirked, his voice thick with amusement as he asked, “You love making Daddy proud, don’t you?”

A shiver licked down my spine, my body reacting to the low timbre of his voice, to the weight of Arthur’s touch still resting warm against my thigh.

“Yes, Daddy.”

I fluttered my lashes, keeping my expression perfectly sweet, playing my role just as Arthur had trained me to.

I turned my gaze to Malik, my lips parting in a knowing smile. "Daddy says I should always be helpful to his friends."

Malik’s lips curved into something deeper, intrigued. “And are you a good girl for Daddy?” he asked.

Arthur’s fingers flexed against my thigh, his grip just tight enough to send another wave of heat through me, reminding me exactly who I belonged to.

“Go on, sweetheart,” Arthur murmured, his voice low, indulgent. “Answer him.”

I took a breath, my pulse thrumming, the anticipation settling like static over my skin.

“Yes, sir… always.”

The air thickened between us, the tension stretching taut, delicious.

Malik took another sip of his whiskey, his gaze never leaving mine. His fingers drifted lower, just barely grazing the inside of my thigh beneath the table. It was the smallest touch, a test, an unspoken question.

Arthur didn’t react. He simply leaned back, swirling his drink, entertained.

“She knows how to behave,” he said, amused, watching me.

My breath came faster, my pulse hammering against my ribs, the thrill of the game sending a fresh wave of heat through me. As the men drifted into talk of business—numbers, projections, the logistics of moving lithium out of Africa and into global markets—Arthur’s touch remained a constant distraction. His fingers moved idly, almost absently, over my thigh, tracing the sensitive skin beneath the slit of my gown. At times, his palm pressed possessively against me, other times, his knuckles grazed higher, teasing, as if he himself wasn’t even aware of how instinctive it was to claim me.

I sipped my drink, letting the expensive liquor burn down my throat as I sat there, perfectly poised, perfectly still, listening as billions were discussed like pocket change. The men talked, indulging in fine scotch and thick-cut steaks, their voices low, measured, controlling the fate of fortunes with each passing minute.

As the conversation wound down, the contract nearly ready to be signed, Arthur finally leaned in, his smirk laced with amusement and control, his fingers tightening on my thigh.

"Time to wrap this up properly, sweetheart." Arthurs words sent a knowing pulse of heat through me, because we all knew what came next. This was my cue—to spread my legs and take exactly what was coming, to let Malik use me however he pleased, to be stretched and filled by the hulking Black god sitting across from me while Arthur watched, smug and satisfied. The deal was practically signed—It was time to move the "negotiations" to our suite, where I’d be put to work the way Arthur had trained me to be.

Malik's voice dropped lower, thick with amusement and dark promise. "Tell me, Victoria… do you want to be a good little trophy and make your Daddy proud tonight?"

My stomach clenched, excitement curling around my spine as I turned my gaze to Arthur first, waiting. Always waiting.

Arthur smirked, taking another slow sip of whiskey, drawing out the moment before he finally gave me a slow nod.

“That’s my girl.” Malik chuckled, the deep, rumbling sound vibrating through me as we all rose from the table.

Arthur spoke in his ever-casual tone, the kind of ease that only came with having more money than one could ever need for multiple lifetimes. "We’ve got the top floor to ourselves. The entire suite is ours—join us in an hour. Gives her time to get ready for the celebrations tonight while our legal teams finalize the paperwork back in the States.""

My pussy was getting hotter, dripping at the way Arthur spoke about me, about this arrangement, like it was simply another part of the business, another seamless transaction. And in a way, it was. Malik nodded, his smirk deepening as he drained the last of his whiskey.

Arthur’s hand slid lower on my back, guiding me toward the exit as he murmured under his breath, "Go get yourself nice and ready, sweetheart. I want you perfect for him."

I swallowed, my pulse racing as I let him lead me out, my body already humming with anticipation for what was coming next.

My skin tingled, a flush creeping over my body as anticipation coiled deep in my core. Heat pulsed low in my belly, thick and insistent, pooling between my thighs as Arthur’s voice slid over me like a caress.

"Make yourself perfect for our guest."

My nipples tightened at the command, a rush of arousal making my thighs clench as I nodded, already stepping toward the bedroom. My legs felt weak, not from hesitation, but from the intoxicating pressure building inside me, the knowledge of what was coming next. This was my role—this was what Arthur had trained me for, what I had learned to crave.

As I walked into the master bedroom to change into something more 'appropriate,' the dress slid down my body, pooling at my feet in a soft cascade of fabric, the damp thong followed next, leaving me standing in nothing but diamonds and smooth, bare skin. My nipples, already tight with anticipation, peaked under the cool air, a delicious contrast to the molten heat spreading between my thighs. I traced my fingers down my torso, teasing the swell of my breasts, lingering at the sensitive peaks before gliding over the dip of my waist. My skin prickled under my own touch, heat radiating outward, a reminder of just how primed I already was for tonight.

I slipped the baby-blue lace babydoll over my shoulders, the sheer fabric ghosting over my skin, teasing every sensitive nerve as it settled over my body. I had picked this piece myself, during a decadent weekend in Italy with Arthur, when he first told me what would be expected of me tonight—just like all the other nights over the past three years since becoming his wife, since stepping into the role that had reshaped me into the perfect indulgence for him and his world. I had known, even then, that I would be wearing it for this exact moment—dressing up, presenting myself, waiting to be unwrapped and devoured like the perfect gift Arthur had trained me to be. The floral embroidery barely covered my nipples, framing them instead, the intricate lace brushing against the stiff nipples, making them even harder. The hem hovered obscenely high on my thighs, flashing glimpses of bare skin with every shift of my hips, the teasing fabric doing nothing to hide the heat pulsing moisture between my legs.

The delicate ribbon at the front cinched it together, flimsy and purely decorative, a single tug away from leaving me exposed. I ran my fingers over the bow, savoring the idea of it being undone by someone else's hands, of being unwrapped like the perfect little present I had become.

The matching ruffled lace thong sat criminally low, the whisper-thin straps hugging my hips, barely covering my swollen, aching pussy. A damp spot was already forming on the light material, proof of how ready I was before he had even laid a hand on me.

I stepped into my four-inch baby-blue fur heels, the plush Christian Louboutin design grazing against my bare skin, the delicate feathers brushing my ankles, sending a delicious shiver up my legs. Every movement, every shift of my weight, made me feel even more like the perfect little gift waiting to be unwrapped.

At the vanity, I redid my makeup with exaggerated precision—layering my lips in a glossy, wet shine, darkening my eyes with an even heavier, sultry smokiness, sculpting my cheekbones to perfection. My hair was next, styled into a tight, voluminous perm, cascading in thick, vintage curls—an homage to the sex symbols of old Hollywood, the kind of look that screamed pure decadence and seduction. The final touch was a spritz of the luxury perfume Arthur had chosen for me, its heady blend of jasmine, musk, and vanilla clinging to my skin, designed to make men lose control the second they caught my scent.

I met my own gaze in the mirror, my reflection staring back at me—every inch the perfect whore for my husband’s business. A plaything wrapped in lace and luxury, waiting to be unwrapped.

I turned on my heel, stepping back into the living area, my hips swaying with every deliberate step, knowing exactly what kind of effect I had on him. Arthur was already waiting, lounging back like a king, his whiskey swirling lazily in one hand, the other resting on the arm of the chair, relaxed, confident—owning the moment, owning me.

His smirk deepened as his gaze dragged over my body, slow, indulgent, lingering on every inch of lace and bare skin. Satisfaction rolled off him in waves, his approval sinking into me like heat, making my thighs squeeze together instinctively.

“That’s exactly what I like to see,” he murmured, his voice thick with possession as he reached out, his fingers skimming along my jaw before tilting my chin up. His thumb ghosted over my lower lip, testing the sticky gloss, tracing the shape of my mouth like he was imagining it wrapped around his cock.

“You look perfect, sweetheart. Daddy’s very proud.”

He tugged me onto his lap effortlessly, my legs spreading instinctively over his, the shift in position pressing my barely-covered pussy against his thigh. His hand slid up my bare skin, fingers teasing along the edge of my thong, brushing over the damp spot forming there. He chuckled, his amusement laced with control, with expectation.

“Are you ready for your next duty?”

A shudder rippled through me, every nerve firing, my body already slick and primed for what was coming. A needy pulse throbbed between my legs, warmth flooding through me. I licked my lips, my breath shaky, my pulse hammering as I whispered, my voice thick with hunger and submission.

“Yes, Daddy…”

The penthouse door clicked open, and Malik stepped inside like he owned the place. He moved with the kind of confidence that came naturally to men who had never heard the word "no." His sharp gaze found me instantly, dark eyes dragging over my body, taking in every inch of lace, skin, and indulgence Arthur had laid out for him tonight.

I stood there, every inch of me on display, my sheer baby-blue babydoll clinging to my curves, the delicate ruffled thong vanishing between my ass cheeks, teasing every movement. The soft fur heels arched my legs to perfection, making me feel like the kind of woman meant to be sprawled across silk sheets, taken without hesitation. I looked exactly how I was meant to—fuckable. Owned.

Arthur lounged in his chair, swirling his whiskey, his eyes raking over me in quiet amusement, indulging in the anticipation before the inevitable.

"You’re right on time," Arthur mused, his smirk lazy over the rim of his glass. "Have a seat. We have business to conclude."

Malik’s lips curled, his expression dark, assessing as he stepped forward. He carried the weight of a man who was used to getting exactly what he wanted. He sat beside me on the plush couch, sinking in like he belonged there, his body radiating heat against mine. Without hesitation, I leaned into him, pressing soft, bare skin against the crisp fabric of his suit, letting my thigh rest just enough against his. I felt his body react—a slow shift, a subtle inhale—but he didn’t acknowledge it. Not yet.

The finalized business contract lay untouched on the coffee table, a bottle of expensive champagne chilling beside it, waiting for the right moment. Arthur always made a spectacle of moments like these, always knew how to turn power into pleasure.

Malik reached for the document, his large hand grazing my thigh as he flipped through the pages. The touch was casual, but the heat it sent through me wasn’t. I swallowed, my lips parting slightly, my body attuned to the unspoken tension curling between us. His fingers, warm and strong, traced slow, absent-minded circles over my skin, making my pulse hammer with need. In his other hand, he held a glass of whiskey, the liquid swirling lazily as he reviewed the contract like this was just another deal—just another transaction.

Arthur sipped his drink, his smirk widening as he watched me. I felt my skin flush, knowing he was enjoying every second of this build-up, reveling in how easy it was to wind me up, to make me desperate before anything even started.

"She’s eager tonight."

I turned my head, my lips grazing Malik’s sharp jawline, the scent of his whiskey-laced breath mixing with the deep, musky cologne clinging to his skin. Heat radiated off him, intoxicating in its own right, and I let my breath drag against his ear, my voice sultry, aching.

"I hope you’ll take good care of me, sir."

His chuckle rumbled through his chest, low and indulgent, a sound that made my thighs press together instinctively. His fingers flexed against my inner thigh, rough fingertips teasing just beneath the lace of my thong, pressing down just enough to make me squirm before retreating. A test. A warning. A promise.

Then, without a word, he reached for the pen, gripping it with the same controlled strength he had just used on me. The slow drag of ink over paper was almost taunting, each deliberate stroke sealing my fate in more ways than one.

"You have my word, sweetheart."

Arthur set his glass down with a quiet clink, the faintest smirk curling his lips as he leaned back, wholly entertained.

"Then it’s settled."

Malik exhaled, his satisfaction palpable. He placed the pen down, his other hand resuming its lazy exploration, this time bolder—his palm smoothing up my bare thigh, his grip firm, no longer teasing but claiming. The air between us thickened, the shift between negotiation and indulgence seamless.

His voice was a husky demand, a command wrapped in velvet.

"I think we should celebrate properly now."

Arthur chuckled, standing as he reached for the champagne, the crisp pop of the bottle slicing through the heavy silence. He poured with unhurried precision, his smirk deepening as he handed Malik the first glass, then me, his gaze flickering over my already trembling body, molded against Malik like a well-trained plaything.

My body was a perfect contrast to his—soft and yielding against his powerful frame, my delicate curves pressing into him, my thigh draped over his, my barely-there lingerie doing nothing to hide the heat pulsing between my legs. I let my hand rest against his chest, feeling the solid strength beneath his suit, my fingers lightly grazing over the expensive fabric as I nestled closer, my breasts pushing against his side, the sheer lace of my babydoll teasing every movement.

"Be my guest." Arthur’s eyes gleamed as he raised his own glass, his smirk laced with indulgence and approval.

Malik’s hand curled around my waist, his grip firm, possessive, before sliding up to cup my breast through the sheer lace, his fingers testing the weight of me in his palm. His thumb grazed over my nipple, teasing the hardened peak through the delicate fabric, sending a slow, aching pulse between my legs. He took a slow sip of his drink, his other hand still kneading, squeezing, claiming me piece by piece as if he were already certain of the night’s outcome. His gaze dropped down to where my body molded against his, a flicker of amusement in his expression, as if he knew exactly how ready I already was.

I was exactly where I was meant to be.

Draped across Malik’s lap, my body melted into his, my breath coming in soft, uneven puffs as his large hand stroked slow, possessive circles over my bare thigh. The heat of his palm burned through my skin, his fingertips just barely skimming along the edge of my thong, teasing, testing—claiming me before anything had even begun. The lace of my baby-blue babydoll was a whisper against my flesh, sheer and utterly useless, my stiffened nipples visible through the delicate fabric, the thin ruffled thong underneath damp from anticipation.

Arthur lounged back in his chair, champagne in hand, eyes gleaming as he watched. Amusement played at his lips, completely at ease, completely in control. He took his time savoring the moment, swirling his drink as his gaze flicked between Malik and me, watching as I instinctively pressed my body deeper into Malik’s hand, eager, needy.

Malik’s fingers trailed higher, grazing the thin strap of my babydoll, a lazy tug letting it slip just slightly, teasing the bare curve of my shoulder. My pulse quickened, my thighs pressing together as I felt his gaze drop lower, lingering where I clenched in frustration, my ruffled thong soaked with proof of my arousal. He hadn’t even truly touched me yet, and I was already trembling for it.

Arthur’s voice slid into the space between us, rich and indulgent, like a man watching exactly what he had orchestrated.

“She’s trained well, Malik. But I do love watching her earn her keep.”

Malik smirked, fingers tipping my chin up, forcing my gaze to meet his. His touch was firm, deliberate, tilting my face just enough that I could see the amusement in his dark eyes, the satisfaction in the way I reacted so effortlessly to him.

“And does she enjoy being put to work?”

I swallowed hard, my pussy drenching the thong, my pulse hammering between my legs. My voice was soft, breathy, a whisper of submission laced with hunger.

“Yes, sir.”

His fingers toyed with the satin bow at my chest, a lazy tug unraveling the delicate knot. The fabric parted like a teasing whisper, slipping down my shoulders, exposing the creamy swell of my bare breasts to the air. My nipples beaded instantly, a sharp thrill running through me at the cool contrast against my overheated skin.

Arthur made a quiet sound of approval, swirling his champagne as he watched, taking in every detail—the way my chest rose and fell, the way my body betrayed just how eager I was to be touched, taken.

Malik's rough fingertip traced slow, deliberate circles around my nipple, teasing, not quite touching, watching the way my back arched instinctively, silently begging for more. The heat in his gaze was unmistakable, predatory.

“She’s so fucking responsive,” he murmured, voice thick, eyes gleaming as he finally cupped my tits fully, testing their weight in his massive palms. His grip was firm, claiming, his thumbs flicking over the stiff peaks, sending a sharp, electric pulse straight to the needy throb between my thighs.

I whimpered, my breath catching as he kneaded, squeezed, making sure I felt every inch of his hands as they possessed me. His touch sent fire licking through my veins, melting away any restraint I had left. The ache between my legs only grew, desperate and slick, as he played with me like I was his to use.

“I see why you keep her,” he said, his voice thick with approval.

Arthur chuckled, leaning back into his chair, clearly entertained.

“She was made for this.”

Malik leaned in, dragging his tongue along the plush swell of my breast, his lips hot and demanding against my skin. He traced slow, wet circles over the sensitive curve before sealing his mouth around my nipple, sucking deep, making me arch into him with a desperate whimper. The wet heat of his tongue flicked wickedly, teasing, playing, before he wrapped his lips fully around the stiff peak and pulled, hard.

A cry spilled from my throat, a needy, breathless sound that only made him groan against my skin. His other hand kneaded my other breast with firm, claiming squeezes, rolling the aching bud between his fingers, pressing just enough to make me feel it deep between my legs.

Arthur’s voice slid into the moment, smooth and teasing.

“Such a sensitive little thing, aren’t you, sweetheart?”

Malik’s lips curved against my nipple before he shifted, moving to the other breast, his teeth grazing the stiff peak before biting down—just enough to make me gasp, make my hips jolt, seeking more. He soothed the sting with a slow, lazy drag of his tongue, sucking harder this time, his hand still rolling, squeezing, shaping my tits like he was memorizing their weight, their softness, their perfect responsiveness.

My body reacted instantly, thighs rubbing together, my breath ragged as he worked me up higher, his free hand drifting lower, tracing down my belly, slipping between my legs. His fingers pressed into the soaked lace of my thong, finding the heat of me, the proof of how fucking ready I was.

A shudder tore through me, a moan slipping past my lips as he teased over the thin fabric, spreading my wetness with slow, torturous strokes. I trembled in his grasp, my body buzzing, desperate for more, my legs parting instinctively.

Arthur’s voice came again, indulgent, pleased.

“Why don’t you show him just how much you love this, sweetheart?”

I obeyed without hesitation, my breath hitching as my fingers slipped beneath the soaked lace of my thong. The heat of my own slick coated my fingertips, my arousal shameless, dripping, a filthy confirmation of exactly how ready I was. Slowly, deliberately, I brought my fingers to my lips, parting them just enough to slide them inside.

I sucked, tongue swirling, wet and obscene, tasting myself as I moaned softly, letting Malik watch every second of it. His eyes darkened, drinking in the sight of my lips wrapped around my fingers, my tongue teasing my own slickness as if it were something meant just for him.

All the while, his hands never stopped moving, still kneading my tits, squeezing, rolling, claiming them like they belonged to him. His thumb flicked over my swollen nipples, the sensation shooting straight between my legs, making my thighs quiver. He grunted, pleased, his grip tightening, fingers digging into the soft flesh, tugging, pulling, playing with me like I was nothing more than his personal toy.

My eyes stayed locked on his, letting him see how much I enjoyed it, how much I loved being displayed like this, owned, devoured by his stare.

His grip on my thigh tightened, fingers digging into my skin, jaw clenching like he was barely holding himself back.

“Fuck,” he exhaled, voice thick, dark, hungry. “She’s fucking perfect.”

Arthur smirked, nursing his drink as he watched his trophy wife being put to use like the asset she was. His gaze roamed over me, not with jealousy, but with satisfaction—like a man watching a high-stakes deal close in real-time. He exhaled slowly, eyes flicking between Malik and me, knowing that every touch, every filthy moment unfolding was exactly as he had planned. A transaction, a reward, a demonstration of what it meant to be his.

“I only keep the best.” he said.

The room oozed power and indulgence, the air thick with the heady mix of whiskey, lust, and raw masculinity. Every breath I took was laced with the scent of expensive cologne and the primal, musky heat of the men who owned this moment, this deal—who owned me.

Malik leaned back into the couch, legs spread wide in that effortless display of dominance that sent a shudder through my body. The sheer size of him, the raw masculinity that radiated from every inch of his broad frame, made my pulse quicken, my thighs pressing together instinctively.

I slid down between his legs, slow, deliberate, my knees sinking into the plush carpet. The shift in position sent a thrill through me, the heat of his presence engulfing me, making my breathing unsteady. This was what I was meant for—kneeling between his powerful thighs, ready to serve, ready to properly thank him on my husband's behalf for signing this very lucrative deal. The scent of musk, expensive cologne, and the faintest hint of sweat teased my senses, making my mouth water before I even reached for his belt, my body already primed to worship every thick, heavy inch of him.

My fingers worked with precision, practiced and eager, undoing the buckle, sliding open the button, and dragging the zipper down inch by inch. The sound sent a delicious flutter through my stomach, anticipation curling low, my body primed to serve. He was already thick, heavy, his arousal pressing against the fabric, and I could feel the heat of him through his slacks.

I exhaled, fingers trembling slightly as I freed him, his cock falling into my palm, hot, impossibly hard, thick veins pulsing beneath my fingertips. The sight of him made my breath catch—dark, velvet-soft skin stretched over unforgiving steel, massive in contrast to the pale delicacy of my hands. "Ahh—" a filthy whimper slipped past my lips, my pupils dilating as I stared at him, entranced.

My lips parted instinctively, my tongue peeking out to wet them as I flicked my gaze up to Arthur, desperate for the silent permission that always sent a jolt of heat straight between my legs. My chest rose and fell, breath coming faster as my fingers squeezed the thick base of Malik’s cock, feeling the heat, the weight of it pressing into my palm.

Arthur smirked over the rim of his glass, eyes gleaming with quiet ownership, savoring every obscene second of my submission. He didn’t rush me—he never did. He simply watched, swirling his drink lazily, reveling in the display of his trophy wife doing exactly what she was trained to do.

“Go on, sweetheart,” he murmured, voice thick with indulgence. "Show him what you do best."

A shiver of arousal shot through me at the command, my body already primed to obey, to please. My tongue darted out, flicking over the swollen tip, tasting the salt of his precum, savoring the heat radiating off his length. I dragged the wet tip of my tongue down the underside, tracing the throbbing vein that pulsed beneath my touch before circling back up, teasing him with slow, deliberate strokes. I wanted to make him feel every second of this, every flick of my tongue, every inch he forced me to take.

Malik groaned low in his throat, his fingers threading through my blonde waves, tightening at the roots as he guided me, testing my limits. I let him. I wanted him to. His control over me sent a deeper pulse of arousal straight to my pussy, my thighs pressing together as I opened my mouth wider, inching further down. The sheer thickness of him forced my mouth open, stretching my lips painfully wide, my jaw burning with effort. My tongue flattened beneath him, slick with spit, as I fought to take more, to adjust to the obscene fullness pressing into my throat. I hollowed my cheeks, sucking harder, reveling in the thick, heady taste of him.

"Fuck," he muttered, voice rough with pleasure, his thighs flexing as he pushed me further, his grip tightening in my hair like he knew I could take more—and he was going to make sure of it.

I tried, I really did. My lips stretched wide around his cock, my jaw already straining, but he was so damn big. I swallowed, willing myself to relax, to take him deeper, my tongue gliding along the underside as I eased down another inch. My throat clenched instinctively, fighting to accommodate his size, but he had no interest in patience—he wanted me trained, stretched, owned by the sheer length of him.

His fingers twisted tighter in my hair, using my mouth the way he wanted, guiding me with slow, firm pressure. My eyes watered, spit clinging to my lips, stretching between them in glistening strands, pooling at the corners of my mouth before dripping shamelessly down my chin, marking me as his plaything. as I struggled, gagging softly when he pressed deeper. The thickness of him stole my breath, my throat clenching around the intrusion, but the way he groaned above me sent a filthy pulse straight between my legs.

I moaned around him, half desperate, half eager, my nails digging into his thighs as I fought to take him all the way, to please him like a good girl should.

Arthur’s smirk deepened, his fingers tapping lazily against his glass, his amusement evident in the slow swirl of his drink as he watched me struggle to take Malik’s full length.

“Take him deep, princess.”

The words sent a fresh wave of heat down my spine as I braced myself, parting my lips wider, determined to take all of him. The swollen tip nudged the back of my throat, the thick length stretching my mouth obscenely. I fought the urge to gag, swallowing around him, trying to adjust, but he was relentless. Malik grunted above me, his grip tightening in my hair as he gave a slow, controlled thrust, forcing more of himself into my mouth, making me work for every inch.

My throat fluttered in protest, a helpless gag muffled around his cock as thick drool spilled from my mouth, slicking his length in a filthy, wet sheen. My mascara smudged as my eyes fluttered shut, overwhelmed by the sheer size of him, the way he filled my mouth completely. My fingers dug into his thighs for balance, my nails biting into the firm muscle as I struggled to keep up with his steady, demanding rhythm. Every movement made me more desperate, the way he used me making my core throb, my body responding to the raw dominance he exuded.

I moaned around him, the vibrations making him grunt, his grip in my hair turning possessive, fingers tightening as he held me in place. My throat convulsed around him, my body caught between the need to breathe and the desire to please. The scent of him, the musky, masculine heat, made my head swim, my body reacting instinctively to the raw dominance pressing down on me.

Tears pricked hot at the corners of my eyes, streaking black down my cheeks as I fought to control my breathing, my lashes wet and heavy with submission. My lips stretched wide around his cock, saliva spilling in messy strings down my chin, a filthy mess of submission as he savored the tight clutch of my throat around him. He groaned, deep and guttural, his hips rolling forward just enough to make me gag softly, the sound sending another surge of heat between my legs.

Finally, he eased his grip, letting me pull back just enough to gasp for breath, my chest rising and falling in ragged desperation. His cock rested heavily on my tongue, slick with my spit, my lips trembling as I licked the salty taste of him from their swollen curve. My lips glistened, swollen and wet, a string of spit connecting me to the tip as I licked him clean, eyes heavy with submission.

Arthur chuckled, the smooth sip of his whiskey only amplifying his amusement as he watched me debase myself for his guest. His gaze, dark with approval, met mine, his smirk indulgent.

“That’s my good girl.”

My throat clenched as I forced myself to take him deeper, my tongue flattening beneath his thick length, tracing every pulsing vein as my lips stretched wide around him. My jaw ached, saliva spilling freely down my chin, making a mess of me, but I didn’t stop. I wanted to show him, to prove I could take everything he gave me.

Malik groaned above me, his fingers tightening in my hair, pulling me down further, making me work for it. "That’s it, princess, take it all," he muttered, his voice rough with satisfaction. My breath hitched as he held me there for a beat, my throat convulsing around him, my body trembling from the sheer effort of submission.

When he finally pulled me off his cock, I gasped, lips raw, spit-slick, and parted as I blinked up at him. His thick shaft twitched in front of me, still glistening with my effort, his grip tightening around my chin, forcing my head up. His dark eyes burned into mine, his dominance radiating through every inch of his body.

"You ready for more, sweetheart?" His voice was thick, laced with something primal.

I whimpered, barely able to find my voice. My thighs pressed together instinctively, desperate for friction, desperate for something to fill the aching heat between them. My breath hitched, my lips tingling from the brutal use they'd just endured. I nodded, the word barely escaping my lips. "Yes, sir."

Arthur’s low chuckle filled the room, smooth and knowing.

"Why don’t you spread those pretty legs and show him just how wet you are?"

Heat flushed through me at the command, at the indulgent amusement in my husband’s voice. I obeyed immediately, shifting back onto my heels, my legs parting wide. My thighs trembled as I exposed myself, the air hitting my soaked folds, sending a shudder through my body. The soft glow of the room cast over my slick skin, making every needy, glistening inch of me shine under Malik’s heated stare.

I looked like something out of a filthy centerfold—kneeling between his legs, wearing nothing but my drenched lace thong, my diamond bracelet catching the light, and my delicate blue fur heels still strapped to my feet. A perfect, fuckable display of everything my husband had trained me to be.

Malik groaned, his gaze burning into me, his large hand moving with slow, deliberate intent. He reached out, his fingers grazing over my inner thigh before sliding up to trace through my wetness, parting my folds with a slow, teasing stroke.

"Fuck," he muttered, his fingers slipping through my arousal, spreading it, making me shudder. "You’re drenched, princess. Ready to be fucked."

I whimpered again, my hips tilting instinctively, chasing his touch, my body completely at his mercy.

Before I could even form the words to beg, Malik moved, his massive hands gripping my waist with a firm, possessive strength. A startled gasp left my lips as he lifted me effortlessly, my legs kicking slightly as he carried me across the room like I was nothing more than a plaything to be used.

The moment my back hit the mattress, my body bounced against the cool sheets, the contrast against my overheated skin sending a delicious shiver down my spine. My breath came in ragged, needy pants, my chest rising and falling as I watched him, towering above me like a predator who had finally cornered his prey.

Arthur stepped into the bedroom, adjusting the cuff of his tailored sleeve with an easy, practiced motion. His gaze dragged over my sprawled-out form, his smirk deepening, amusement laced with ownership. He exhaled, slow and measured, like a man watching a well-played hand unfold in his favor, his stance exuding the quiet satisfaction of complete control.

Malik wasted no time. His hands were on me in an instant, flipping me onto my stomach with a firm push, my body pliant under his strength. His fingers hooked into my delicate thong, teasingly running along the band before yanking it down in one sharp, possessive motion. The lace barely held up a fight, sliding down my trembling thighs, leaving me utterly exposed.

Arthur’s voice cut through the air, smooth, assured, a master orchestrating his prized asset’s use. "Take her how you want, Malik. She can handle it."

Malik let out a satisfied hum, his grip tightening as he ran his hands over my exposed skin. "Arthur, this is an honor. She’s exquisite."

Arthur’s smirk deepened, his approval clear. "As I tod earlier... I only offer the best."

A fresh wave of heat pooled between my thighs at their words, at the sheer possessive way they spoke about me—like I was a trophy, a prize to be enjoyed, a reward for power and wealth. It made me wetter, needier, my body trembling with anticipation.

The cool silk sheets clung to my overheated skin, a stark contrast to the heat radiating from Malik’s body as he loomed over me. His strong hands clamped down on my hips, fingers pressing deep, holding me still, ensuring I had no choice but to take what he was about to give. My breath came in ragged gasps, anticipation thick in my throat as the swollen head of his cock nudged against my entrance, teasing, stretching, preparing to claim me completely.

He didn’t give me time to adjust—he took. "Oh—fuck!" I gasped, my voice breaking as he stretched me open, inch by inch, his thick cock stretching me mercilessly. The delicious burn ignited something deep inside me, making my spine arch against the mattress, my nails clawing at the silk sheets.

"So big—oh God, so fucking big," I babbled, my words dissolving into moans as he buried himself deeper, filling me completely. My body trembled beneath him, caught between the delicious ache and the overwhelming pleasure, surrendering to his control, molding to fit him as if I had been made for this.

I had been made for this—my husband’s perfect hotwife, trained, pampered, and given freely to the kind of men who could take me apart and put me back together in their image. The thought sent a fresh rush of heat between my legs, my walls fluttering around Malik’s cock as he groaned above me, fingers tightening around my waist like he could feel just how badly I needed this.

Malik groaned, low and primal, his fingers digging into my waist as he set a brutal, relentless rhythm. His hips slammed into me, each punishing stroke forcing me deeper into the mattress, trapping me beneath his raw power. The sheer force of him left me breathless, moans spilling freely from my lips, high-pitched and desperate, as I let him use me, stretch me, claim me like I was made for this.

From the corner of the room, Arthur’s deep chuckle sent another pulse of heat between my legs. The air carried the smooth scent of whiskey and leather, a reminder that my husband was enjoying this just as much as Malik was.

Malik’s voice was thick with satisfaction as he drove into me, his grip firm, controlling. "Look at her, Arthur. Even the priciest of whores have trouble accommodating me. And here she is taking me so well."

Arthur smirked, his approval evident in the slow, lazy way his fingers drummed against his glass. "She was made for this."

The sharp sting of Malik’s palm cracked against my ass, sending a jolt of pleasure-laced pain straight to my core. I gasped, my walls fluttering around him, my body betraying me, showing them both just how much I loved being taken like this, used like a possession between them.

Malik kept me exactly where he wanted, pounding into me with ruthless precision, stretching me over and over, his pace unrelenting. My moans had turned to desperate cries, my body a trembling, sweat-slicked mess beneath him. My fingers twisted in the sheets, my back arching, my legs spread wide as I took everything he gave me.

"Fuck—don’t stop," I whimpered, feeling the pressure build, my body pushing against him, chasing the next wave of pleasure. "I love it—love being your perfect little slut!"

Malik grunted above me, his grip tightening, nails digging into my hips as he held me down, his cock driving deeper, making me scream. He owned me in that moment, my body his to use, my husband watching, reveling in the way I surrendered.

Arthur exhaled in amusement, his lips curving into a slow, indulgent smirk as he watched. "She’s completely gone, Malik. Just look at her."

A sharp slap landed on my ass, making me jolt, my walls fluttering around him in response. "You love this, don’t you, slut?" Malik growled, his breath hot against my skin.

"Yes! Yes, I fucking love it!" I wailed, my voice raw, desperate. My body pulsed with heat, soaking him, needing him to keep ruining me, keep using me.

And then—without warning, Malik pulled out, leaving me momentarily empty, throbbing, my body clenching at the loss. Before I could whimper in protest, his strong hands gripped my waist, lifting me like I weighed nothing. The room spun as he flipped me onto my back, my breath catching as my overheated skin pressed into the cool silk sheets.

My thighs fell open instinctively, my body responding exactly as it had been molded to—eager, ready, and desperate to be filled again. Malik’s broad frame hovered over me, his cock pressing against my entrance, teasing, coaxing another needy whimper from my lips. Then, in one deep, punishing thrust, he was inside me again, filling me in a single motion that left me gasping.

My eyes flew open, locking onto his, the weight of his gaze pinning me down as much as his body did. He was watching me, savoring my reaction, his chest rising and falling with heavy breaths. A smirk curled his lips, dark amusement gleaming in his eyes. He liked how desperate I was beneath him, how my body arched into his, seeking more, offering more.

His mouth was on me before I could even form words, hot and demanding, claiming me like he owned my body as much as my husband did. His lips latched onto my stiff nipple, tongue flicking over the sensitive peak before sucking it deep into his mouth, making me wail.

"Oh, fuck—yes! Suck them just like that," I gasped, arching into his mouth, my back bowing as he rolled the other nipple between his fingers, teasing, pinching, owning every inch of me. "God, you’re making my pussy so fucking wet!"

The electric mix of pleasure and pain shot straight to my pussy, my body responding instinctively, my walls tightening around his cock, milking him as if I couldn’t get enough. I had been trained for this, conditioned to be the perfect, insatiable hotwife—a prize meant to be shared, to be devoured by powerful men who knew exactly how to handle me.

My pussy clenched and spasmed around him, my slick coating his cock, making every deep stroke messier, sloppier, and even more obscene.

Arthur let out a low, approving hum, his voice thick with amusement and pride. "She loves that, don’t you, sweetheart?"

I gasped, writhing beneath Malik’s mouth, my body straining between them, every nerve lit with the raw thrill of being used exactly as I was meant to be. My mind spiraled in blissful submission, reveling in the way my husband watched, in the way Malik took me like I was a trophy meant to be enjoyed. I wasn’t just being fucked—I was being claimed, my body a living testament to the power these men wielded.

"Yes, Daddy," I moaned, my voice trembling, my fingers curling against Malik’s skin, needing something to hold onto as I surrendered completely.

I barely had time to recover, my body still trembling, my pulse racing, when Malik took control again, his hands already moving with purpose. His strong fingers gripped the backs of my thighs, securing me in his hold as he lifted me once again, effortlessly. A soft gasp escaped my lips as he carried me with ease, shifting onto his back against the headboard, positioning me exactly where he wanted me—where I belonged - on his lap while around his cock.

He pressed the thick head of his cock against my drenched entrance, dragging it through my slick folds, teasing me, making me shudder with need. My hands gripped his broad shoulders for balance, nails biting into his skin as I whimpered, desperate to be filled again.

"Please," I breathed, my voice raw, needy, every inch of me craving the stretch, the fullness, the way he split me apart so perfectly. "I need it—fuck, I need it so bad."

Malik smirked, gripping my hips with a possessive squeeze. "Then take it, slut. Show me how much you love being a hotwife."

With his command ringing in my ears, I lowered myself onto him, my body opening up inch by inch, molding around his thick cock as I sank down. A deep, broken moan spilled from my lips as he filled me to the root, the sensation making my head fall back, pleasure surging through every nerve.

Arthur leaned back slightly, swirling the amber liquid in his glass before setting it down with deliberate ease. His gaze roamed over me, dark and assessing, his expression a mix of amusement and control, drinking in the sight of his wife at work. He drank in the sight of me—his perfect little wife, bouncing on another man’s cock, taking him so well, so eagerly, just as he had trained me to.

"That’s it, sweetheart," he murmured, his voice dripping with pride. "Show him how you earn your keep. Make Daddy proud."

Minutes bled into hours as we continued, my body stretched, used, and adored in every way imaginable. Arthur watched, lounging back in his chair like a man enjoying the finest entertainment, sipping his whiskey, lazily amused at the sight of his wife being taken again and again. Each time I thought I was done, Malik would flip me, pull me closer, sink into me again, wringing out more pleasure until I was nothing but a trembling, wrecked mess beneath him.

I had lost count of how many times I had come, how many times I had shattered, how many times my body had been claimed and used to seal this deal. All I knew was that I had never felt more satisfied, more deliciously boneless, more perfectly fucked-out.

My body arched as the final waves of pleasure wracked through me, my screams muffled against Malik’s sweat-slicked skin. He growled above me, his muscles tightening, his grip on my hips turning bruising as he drove into me one last time, his cock pulsing deep inside me. The heat of his release flooded me, his thick length still twitching as he emptied himself, marking me, branding me in the filthiest way possible. My body convulsed, overstimulated, my walls gripping him greedily, desperate to take every last drop.

I was wrecked. Used. Completely undone.

Malik’s heavy arm draped around my waist, his fingers still tracing lazy, possessive patterns over my hip, as if savoring his claim. The deep thrum of his heartbeat pulsed against my cheek, grounding me in the aftermath of pure, indulgent pleasure. My eyes fluttered shut for a brief second, a dreamy, blissed-out smile curving my lips as I let myself bask in the sensation of being completely spent.

The rustle of movement pulled me back, the sound of ice clinking against glass a familiar punctuation to the night’s events. Arthur stood at the minibar, refilling his whiskey, the soft amber glow of the suite catching on his smirk, satisfied and knowing. He took a slow sip before his gaze flicked to me, his expression filled with something between pride and indulgence.

"You did well, sweetheart."

Arthur’s voice was rich with approval, a final affirmation of my purpose. A slow tremor ran through me at his words, my body still primed for his praise even in my thoroughly used state. My lashes fluttered, my lips parting, and I swallowed a needy whimper, basking in the warmth of knowing I had pleased him. I was exactly what he had trained me to be—his perfect, obedient hotwife, his most valuable asset.

Malik let out a deep, satisfied chuckle, the vibration rolling through his chest beneath me. "Hell of a business deal, Kensington." His voice was thick with amusement as he reached for his discarded shirt, pulling it on with an easy, unhurried grace. He adjusted his cuffs, throwing me one last look—dark, knowing, a silent claim lingering in his gaze. That lazy, satisfied grin told me everything I needed to know—he’d gotten exactly what he wanted. Just like Arthur had.

Arthur lifted his glass in an effortless toast, the ice clinking against the crystal as he took a slow sip, his smirk deepening. "The pleasure was ours."

Malik leaned in one last time, his lips capturing mine in a deep, possessive kiss, his tongue tasting me, claiming me even as my body lay spent beneath him. When he finally pulled back, his thumb brushed over my swollen lips, his grin dark and knowing. "I had a little something sent up for you, sweetheart—a beautiful Patek Philippe. It’ll be waiting in your room shortly."

My breath hitched at the sheer indulgence of it, my mind already flashing to the glistening diamonds and the weight of something so rare against my wrist. A reward, a trophy, a reminder of tonight and what I had given. And what I would give again.

He adjusted his cuffs, smoothing out his shirt as he glanced at Arthur. "Looking forward to seeing you both again. And more."

With that, Malik strode out, leaving behind the scent of sweat, sex, and the faint spice of his cologne. The door clicked shut, sealing the night’s indulgences in memory. I exhaled slowly, my body still thrumming with the remnants of pleasure, my limbs heavy, my skin tingling.

Arthur moved toward me, slow and deliberate, his presence commanding even in the gentle aftermath. His eyes roamed over me, lingering on the bruises his fingers had left on my thighs, the faint bite marks Malik had claimed me with, the sheen of sweat still clinging to my skin. I belonged to him, and we both knew it. He took his time, his gaze heavy with ownership, savoring the wreckage of me—the way my body was still trembling, my thighs still parted, my lips still swollen from being used. He had watched me come undone for another man, had let it happen, orchestrated it, and now, I was his again. When he reached me, he sank onto the edge of the bed, his large hand sliding into my hair as he tilted my face up, his thumb stroking the flushed curve of my cheek before pressing a lingering kiss to the crown of my head. His fingers traced lazy circles against my scalp, a quiet, possessive gesture that sent a final shiver down my spine.

"You were fantastic tonight, sweetheart," he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. "And we signed an amazing deal today—one of the biggest yet."

My lips curled in a sleepy, sated smile, my cheek pressing against his thigh as I basked in his warmth.

"You’ve earned every indulgence after tonight, sweetheart," he continued. "Tomorrow, we fly to Japan. A week in paradise, just us. No business, no deals—just luxury, indulgence, and you beneath me every night as the city lights flicker beyond our window."

A slow, eager pulse throbbed low in my belly, my body already responding to the promise in his words. My mind painted the scene so vividly—me, draped in nothing but silk and diamonds, Arthur behind me, pressing me against the cool glass, the city twinkling beneath us as he reminded me exactly who I belonged to. The thought alone had my breath hitching, my thighs pressing together, my arousal betraying me even in my exhaustion.

I was already wet just thinking about it.

I let out a breathless sigh, my entire being still humming, my mind deliciously fogged with submission, pleasure, and the certainty of what awaited me next. This was what I was made for—pampered, worshipped, displayed, and utterly, decadently satisfied.

And I wouldn’t have it any other way.

***

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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Taken in Sin City: A Cuckold Fantasy Made Real 

( Direct Link:   https://mybook.to/O3E8s    )

Nthan never imagined that a simple getaway to Las Vegas with Olivia would change their marriage forever. As they stepped into the neon-lit playground of Sin City, he expected a weekend of indulgence—cocktails, casinos, maybe a little mischief. But nothing could have prepared him for Damian. 

The moment Olivia met him, everything shifted. The power. The control. The way she lit up  under another man’s attention. And when Damian invited them to his exclusive penthouse lounge , Olivia didn’t hesitate. Nathan sat there, watching his wife, heart pounding, his body betraying him as she leaned in close, her fingers tracing Damian’s chest. He should have stopped it. He should have said something.  But all he could do was watch. The first kiss was shocking. The way she softened in another man’s arms , the way she sighed against his lips. But that was just the beginning. Before the night was over, Olivia wasn’t just his wife anymore—she had given herself to another. 

And Nathan? 

He was left kneeling at the foot of the bed, watching, breathless, as Olivia surrendered completely on another mans bed. 

A single night in Vegas was all it took to turn fantasy into reality . And now, Olivia wants more. 


Welcome to Sin City, where no wife is off-limits—and no husband leaves the same. 
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A Chastity Cuck & Two BBCs: Journaling the Backyard Ménage of My Wife 

( Direct Link: https://mybook.to/6Ns9QVr  ) 

I’ve always loved my wife, Samantha. But loving her means something different now. It means watching, obeying, and knowing my place. It means staying locked in chastity while she takes real men—men who please her in ways I never could, and leave her breathless and satisfied. 

Tonight, like so many nights before, I sit inches away as she welcomes Omar and Jason, two of her regulars. I serve, I watch, I ache, and then, I write. Every filthy detail, every whispered taunt, every moment I’m denied—preserved in ink for her to read, to savor, to relive. 

In the backyard, under the glow of lanterns, she becomes theirs. Together they take their time, teasing her, worshiping her, making sure I see everything. I am nothing more than a bystander, a locked, aching cuckold with one purpose—to please her, but never in the way they do. 

And when the night is over, when they’ve had their fill and left her glowing and satisfied, she pulls me close. Not to free me. Not to give me what I crave. But to remind me why I belong to her. 

A Chastity Cuck & Two BBCs: Journaling the Backyard Ménage of My Wife  is an intimate, humiliating, and deeply submissive cuckold diary—a story of chastity, control, and complete devotion. If you enjoy powerful women, obedient husbands, and the thrill of surrender and submission, you won’t be able to put this down. 

About the Author

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

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

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

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