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CHAPTER I 


Matt slumped onto the worn leather couch, the weight of another long day at the office pressing down on him like a lead vest. He loosened his tie, its fabric fraying at the edges, much like his patience. The apartment he shared with Laura, while cozy, was starting to feel like a cage. The wallpaper—once a cheery beige—had dulled over time, and the faint hum of the fridge in the corner underscored the silence that stretched between them these days. Bills lay scattered on the coffee table, their red notices glaring up at him accusingly. 

Laura’s soft voice broke his reverie. “Tough day?” She appeared in the doorway, her lean, athletic frame silhouetted by the dim kitchen light. Her long blonde hair was tied into a messy bun, a few strands framing her delicate face. Dressed in yoga leggings and an oversized hoodie, she looked effortlessly beautiful, though the faint lines of worry etched around her eyes betrayed the strain they were both feeling. 

Matt forced a weak smile. “Same as always. Anderson’s breathing down my neck about those reports.” His voice trailed off, avoiding mentioning the weight of their financial struggles. 

“Did you eat?” Laura crossed the room and perched on the arm of the couch, her hand resting lightly on his shoulder. 

“I grabbed something at the cafeteria.” It was a lie. He hadn’t eaten all day, too consumed by the thought of their dwindling bank account and the mounting pressures at work. 

Laura sighed, her gaze drifting to the pile of overdue bills. “We’ll figure it out,” she said softly, but the uncertainty in her voice was clear. They’d been saying those words for months now, yet nothing seemed to change. 

Matt leaned back, his head resting against the couch. “I’m trying, Laura. I really am. But… it’s not enough.” 

Laura slid down next to him, her slender fingers intertwining with his. “You’re doing your best. That’s all that matters.” Her words were meant to be reassuring, but Matt could feel the cracks forming in their resolve. The late-night arguments about money, the hushed phone calls to utility companies begging for extensions—it was all starting to take its toll. 


The truth was, they were drowning. Matt’s salary barely covered the essentials, and Laura’s part-time yoga classes brought in just enough to keep them afloat. She had once dreamed of being a model, and the remnants of that ambition lingered in the way she carried herself—confident, poised, always ready to strike a pose. But those dreams had faded long ago, replaced by the harsh reality of unpaid bills and broken promises. 

“Maybe I should ask for a raise,” Matt said suddenly, though the words felt hollow. The idea of confronting Howard Kane, a man who could make or break careers with a single word, sent a shiver down his spine. Kane was a predator, the kind of man who thrived on power and submission. Matt had seen it firsthand in the way Kane treated his employees—dismissing their concerns with a wave of his hand, demanding loyalty without offering any in return. 

Laura frowned. “Do you think he’d go for it?” 

Matt hesitated. “I don’t know. Maybe if I… I don’t know, impressed him somehow.” 

Laura’s eyes softened. “You shouldn’t have to jump through hoops to get what you’ve earned.” 

“That’s just how it works with someone like Kane,” Matt replied bitterly. “He’s… different. He doesn’t just hand out promotions. You have to be… valuable.” 

The words hung in the air, heavy with unspoken implications. Laura shifted uncomfortably, her fingers tightening around his. “What does that mean? Valuable?” 

Matt shook his head, his jaw clenched. “I don’t know. But I’ll figure it out. I have to. 


Howard Kane was the kind of man who could silence a room simply by walking into it. At fifty-three, he carried himself with an air of authority that was impossible to ignore. His silver hair was always perfectly styled, his suits custom-tailored to fit his broad shoulders and lean frame. Every detail of his appearance, from the gleaming watch on his wrist to the faint scent of expensive cologne that lingered in his wake, spoke of wealth and power. Kane wasn’t just the CEO of the company; he was the king of his domain, and everyone under him knew it. 

It was at the annual company dinner that Matt found himself sitting at a table with his wife, Laura, just a few seats down from Kane himself. The event was held in one of New York’s most exclusive restaurants, a place where crystal chandeliers reflected off polished marble floors and waitstaff glided between tables with practiced grace. For Matt, the evening was both a rare opportunity and an uncomfortable reminder of his place in the company hierarchy. He spent most of it fidgeting with his tie and glancing nervously at Kane, who dominated the room with casual ease. 

Laura, however, seemed to draw attention effortlessly, even without trying. Dressed in a sleek black dress that hugged her figure in all the right places, she looked every bit as radiant as she had on their wedding day. Her blonde hair was swept into a loose chignon, and a simple lab grown diamond necklace sparkled at her collarbone. She was stunning, and Matt wasn’t the only one who noticed. 

Kane’s gaze lingered on Laura longer than was polite, though he masked it well with his practiced charm. Throughout the evening, he found subtle ways to engage her in conversation, his baritone voice smooth as silk. He complimented her taste in wine, made an offhand remark about the elegance of her dress, and shared an anecdote about a gallery opening he thought she might find interesting. Each interaction was brief, carefully timed, and just flirtatious enough to leave Matt shifting uncomfortably in his seat. 

Laura, to her credit, handled Kane’s attention with grace. She smiled politely, responding to his comments without encouraging him. But even as she maintained her composure, Matt couldn’t shake the feeling that Kane’s interest was more than casual. 

As the evening wound down and the crowd began to thin, Kane approached their table. “Matt,” he said, clapping him on the shoulder with a firm hand. “You’ve done well this year. I’ve been keeping an eye on your work.” 

Matt swallowed hard, his throat suddenly dry. “Thank you, sir. That means a lot.” 

Kane’s gaze flicked briefly to Laura before returning to Matt. “And who is this lovely lady?” he asked, though it was clear he already knew the answer. 

“This is my wife, Laura,” Matt said, his voice tinged with a mix of pride and unease. 

Kane extended a hand, his smile warm but calculated. “A pleasure to meet you, Laura. You’ve certainly brightened up the evening.” 

“Thank you,” Laura replied, shaking his hand with a polite smile. 

Kane’s eyes lingered on hers for a beat too long before he released her hand. “Matt, I’d like to discuss your future with the company sometime soon. Why don’t you drop by my office next Monday? I believe we can find a way to make your hard work pay off.” 

Matt nodded, his stomach twisting into knots. “Of course, sir. I’ll be there.” 

“Good,” Kane said, his smile widening. “Enjoy the rest of your evening.” With that, he turned and strode away, his presence lingering like a shadow. 


Laura leaned closer to Matt as soon as Kane was out of earshot. “What was that about?” she asked, her tone cautious. 

Matt shook his head, unsure how to answer. “I don’t know. But I’m not sure I like it.” 

As they left the dinner later that night, Matt couldn’t shake the feeling that the evening had been a prelude to something far more complicated. Kane’s attention, his words, the way he’d looked at Laura—it all felt calculated, like pieces of a puzzle Matt couldn’t yet see. And as much as he wanted to dismiss it, the knot in his stomach told him that whatever came next would change everything. 



Howard Kane’s office was an opulent haven of power, perched high above Manhattan with a view that seemed to stretch to infinity. The walls were lined with dark mahogany, and the air was faintly scented with leather and the sharp tang of his cologne. Matt stepped inside, his palms sweaty despite the cool air conditioning. The sheer size of the office made him feel small, insignificant. Kane sat behind an imposing desk, his silver hair catching the afternoon light streaming through the floor-to-ceiling windows. 

“Matt,” Kane said with a warm smile that didn’t quite reach his piercing blue eyes. “Come in. Have a seat.” 

Matt obeyed, perching on the edge of a chair that felt more expensive than his car. He gripped the armrests as Kane leaned back, his fingers steepled in a posture of relaxed dominance. 

“I wanted to talk about your future here at the company,” Kane began, his tone smooth, almost fatherly. “You’ve been doing excellent work. I’ve noticed your dedication.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Kane,” Matt replied, his voice tight. Compliments from Kane were as rare as they were loaded. 


Kane’s smile widened. “But let’s be honest. Hard work alone doesn’t always translate into the kind of success you deserve. Sometimes, it takes a… strategic approach.” 

Matt frowned, unsure of where this was going. “I’m willing to do whatever it takes, sir. I just… I need an opportunity.” 

Kane nodded slowly, his gaze unwavering. “I’m glad to hear that. Because I do have an opportunity for you. One that could fast-track your promotion and significantly improve your financial situation.” 

Matt’s heart raced. “I’m listening.” 

Kane’s eyes glittered with something unreadable. “It’s no secret that I value loyalty and… creative problem-solving. You see, I’ve taken an interest in your wife.” 

Matt froze, his stomach twisting into a knot. “My wife?” 

“Laura,” Kane said, savoring her name. “She’s an extraordinary woman. Intelligent, poised, beautiful. A rare combination. And I’d like the chance to get to know her better.” 

Matt’s throat went dry. “I don’t understand.” 

Kane’s smile was razor-sharp. “Let me be clear. If Laura agrees to spend one weekend a month with me, I will ensure your promotion, along with a significant bonus. Enough to clear your debts and give you the financial freedom you’ve been working so hard for.” 

“You can’t be serious,” Matt said, his voice trembling. 

“Oh, but I am,” Kane replied smoothly. “This is a mutually beneficial arrangement. Laura gets to enjoy the finer things in life, you get the career advancement you’ve earned, and I get the pleasure of her company.” 

Matt stared at him, his mind reeling. “I… I don’t think she’d go for that.” 

Kane leaned forward, his tone turning conspiratorial. “Don’t underestimate her. Women are often more… pragmatic than we give them credit for. And I’m not asking for anything permanent. Just a weekend, once a month. Think of it as an investment in your future.” 


Matt’s hands balled into fists. “This is… I don’t know if I can even ask her.” 

Kane’s voice softened as he leaned back slightly, adopting a more conversational tone. “Matt, let me put your mind at ease. This isn’t about disrupting your marriage. I have no intention of encroaching on what the two of you share. What I’m proposing is purely physical, entirely transactional. Laura would be free to set boundaries, and everything stays confined to those weekends. There are no strings, no emotional ties. Your marriage remains yours.” 

“And you expect her to just agree?” Matt’s tone was incredulous, but there was a flicker of something darker in his voice, a curiosity he hated to admit. 

Kane’s lips curled into a faint smile. “She’s a smart woman, Matt. She’ll see the practicality of the arrangement. And let’s not pretend there’s no allure in the idea. Fine dining, luxury experiences, the chance to indulge—things she may not be able to enjoy otherwise. Don’t underestimate how enticing that can be.” 

Matt’s jaw tightened. “And you think that makes it okay?” 

Kane shrugged, his confidence unwavering. “I’m offering a choice, not an ultimatum. And the benefits are undeniable. Think about it, Matt. This could be the answer to everything weighing you down. No more sleepless nights over bills, no more pressure to climb a ladder that seems impossible. Isn’t that worth considering?” 

Matt’s shoulders slumped slightly, his resolve wavering. “And if she says no?” 

Kane spread his hands in a gesture of mock magnanimity. “Then we part ways professionally, and I wish you the best. But something tells me Laura will at least hear you out. After all, she’s just as invested in your success as you are. And Matt, let me remind you… promotions like this don’t come around often. With the way things are and the economy being what it is now, can you really afford to say no?” 




Matt spent the next two days in a fog, his thoughts consumed by Kane’s proposition. When he finally broached the subject with Laura, they were sitting on their couch, the pile of bills looming on the coffee table like a third presence in the room. 

“Laura,” Matt began, his voice strained. “We need to talk.” 

She looked up from her tea, concern flashing in her eyes. “What is it? You’ve had something on your mind for days now. Whatever it is, just tell me Matt.” 

Matt’s hands fidgeted as he sat in the chair, avoiding Laura’s eyes. He opened his mouth to speak, then hesitated, his throat tightening. “It’s about work,” he started, his voice shaky. “Kane… he made an offer.” 

Her brows furrowed in concern. “What kind of offer?” 

Matt rubbed the back of his neck, stalling. “It’s… well, it’s complicated. He’s willing to help me. With a promotion. And a big bonus.” 

Laura’s expression softened slightly, though confusion lingered. “That’s good, isn’t it? So you're getting a promotion?” 

Matt’s heart pounded in his chest. He glanced at the pile of bills on the coffee table, their looming presence like an anchor dragging him down. “It’s not that simple,” he murmured. “There is a catch. A big one.” 

Laura set her tea down, her voice edged with worry. “Matt, just tell me. Whatever it is, we’ll deal with it.” 

He exhaled heavily, staring at the floor. “He said he’d promote me and give me a big bonus if… if you spent a weekend with him. Once a month.”” 


Laura stared at him, her expression unreadable at first, but then it shifted. Her brows knit together, and her lips parted slightly as if searching for words. For a moment, there was only silence between them, heavy and suffocating. Her eyes narrowed slightly, a mixture of disbelief and something darker flickering across her face. Finally, she broke the silence, her voice low and unsteady. “He’s joking, right?” 

“He’s not,” Matt said, his voice barely above a whisper. “And I know it’s insane. But, Laura, this could solve everything. The bills, the debt… we could finally breathe again.” 

Her eyes hardened as her expression shifted, the disbelief clear in the slight furrow of her brow and the tightening of her lips. She stared at him, the silence between them growing heavier with every passing second. Her hands trembled slightly as she finally folded them across her chest, exhaling a sharp breath. “You’re actually considering this?” she asked, her voice low and trembling, a mix of shock and anger. 

“I don’t want to,” he admitted, his voice breaking slightly. “But I don’t know what else to do. We’re drowning, Laura. And I get it—one weekend a month isn’t just ‘one weekend.’ It’s a huge ask, and I know exactly what I’m saying. But what other option do we have? I hate myself for even thinking about this, let alone bringing it up to you, but Kane… he’s offering a way out of this mess. A real way out.” 

Laura set her tea down, her hands trembling. “You’re asking me to…” 

“I’m not asking,” he said quickly. “I’m just… I’m desperate. And if you say no, that’s it. I’ll drop it. But, Laura, please. Just think about it.” 

She stood, pacing the room as she wrestled with her thoughts. Her hands clenched into fists, then opened as if she was physically trying to let the tension out. “This isn’t just about me. It’s about us. Our marriage. What would this do to us, Matt?” 


“It wouldn’t change anything,” he said, though the words felt hollow. “Kane made it clear. This isn’t about emotions or romance. It’s just… business. A transaction. Nothing more. He even said no one would ever know. Just us. Completely private. He’s not looking to disrupt what we have.” 

Laura stopped mid-step, her gaze snapping back to him. “Private? How can something like this ever feel private? Matt, do you hear yourself?” 

“I do,” he said, his voice breaking slightly. “And I hate myself for even bringing it up. But, Laura, he’s offering security, freedom from this constant stress. And he swore—no one else would know. Just the three of us. It stays behind closed doors.” 

She wrapped her arms around herself, her expression wavering between anger and disbelief. “And you believe him?” 

“I don’t trust him,” Matt admitted. “But I trust you. And I know you’d never let him or anyone cross a line you weren’t comfortable with. This… this could save us, Laura. Please, just think about it.” 

Laura shook her head, her voice trembling. “You’re putting me in an impossible position, Matt. You don’t see that?” 

“I do,” he said softly. “And I’m sorry. But I don’t know what else to do. We’re out of options.” 

The room fell silent except for the ticking of the wall clock. Laura turned away, staring out the window, her shoulders tense. Finally, she spoke, her voice low and strained. “I need time to think.” 

“Take all the time you need,” he said, his chest tight with guilt and fear. “I’ll support whatever you decide. I swear.” 



Two days later, Laura sat across from Matt at the kitchen table, her expression resolute but tinged with weariness. She stared at him for a long moment before speaking, her voice steady but carrying an edge of vulnerability. “I’ll do it,” she said finally, the words hanging heavily in the air as if they weighed more than she could bear. 


Matt’s stomach lurched, and for a moment, he was speechless. “Are you sure?” he asked, leaning forward, his voice cracking slightly. 

She nodded, though her gaze flickered to the table as though avoiding his eyes might make it easier. “If it means we can finally get ahead, if it means less stress for both of us… I’ll do it. But this has to be on my terms. And it’s not just for you. It’s for us.” 

Matt’s throat tightened, a rush of relief and shame washing over him. He reached for her hand, his fingers trembling. “Thank you, Laura,” he said softly, his eyes searching hers for reassurance. “I promise, this will make everything better.” 

She didn’t pull away immediately but let his hand rest on hers for a brief moment before withdrawing it, her gaze sharpening. “It better, Matt. Because this isn’t something I’m doing lightly. You need to understand that.” 

Her words struck him like a blow, and he nodded quickly. “I do. I know how much I’m asking of you. I’ll do everything I can to make this worth it, for both of us.” 

Laura’s lips pressed into a thin line. She leaned back in her chair, exhaling deeply as though bracing herself. “It’s not just about making it worth it, Matt. It’s about how we handle this after. What it means for us going forward. You might think it’s just a transaction, but it’s going to leave a mark. On me, on you, on us. Don’t forget that.” 

Matt swallowed hard, her words cutting deeper than he’d expected. “I won’t forget,” he said quietly, his gaze falling to his lap. “I swear, Laura. I’ll make sure you don’t regret this.” 


CHAPTER II 

The tension in the air was palpable as Laura stood in front of the full-length mirror, her body wrapped in a soft, white robe. Her freshly washed hair hung in damp waves over her shoulders, and the faint scent of lavender soap lingered on her skin. The robe clung to her, the belt tied loosely, revealing glimpses of her collarbone and the smooth curve of her freshly shaved legs. Matt stood in the doorway, his gaze drawn to every detail—the sheen of lotion on her skin, the deliberate care she’d taken to prepare for tonight. 

On the bed lay Kane’s chosen ensemble: a sleek black satin dress, a set of intricate black lace lingerie, and a pair of impossibly high heels. Each piece exuded a kind of decadence that seemed almost otherworldly in their modest bedroom. Laura’s eyes lingered on them, her expression a mixture of dread and something she couldn’t quite name. 

Matt’s voice broke the silence. “Are you sure about this?” His tone was strained, low, as if he feared speaking too loudly would shatter whatever fragile balance held them together. 

Laura didn’t answer immediately. She tightened the robe’s belt as though trying to shield herself from the weight of his question. “Does it matter?” she murmured finally, her voice soft but laced with tension. She caught his reflection in the mirror—his jaw clenched, his shoulders rigid, and his eyes betraying the storm of emotions he was trying to suppress. 

“It does,” Matt said, taking a hesitant step forward. “I hate this. But I also…” He trailed off, his gaze dropping to the floor. The words he couldn’t say hung heavy in the air. He didn’t need to say them. The heat in his stare, the way his eyes lingered on her bare legs and the curve of her hips beneath the robe, said enough. 

Laura let out a slow breath and untied the belt of her robe. The fabric slipped from her shoulders, pooling around her feet. Beneath, her skin gleamed under the soft light, freshly shaved and smooth, her curves accentuated by the faint shimmer of lotion. Matt’s breath hitched as his eyes traced the line of her back, the curve of her hips, and the tautness of her thighs. 

Her hands hesitated as she reached for the lace garter belt on the bed. She picked it up first, wrapping it around her waist and fastening it snugly before sitting on the edge of the bed to slide the sheer thigh-high stockings up her legs. The stockings clung to her skin, the faint floral pattern accentuating the length of her legs. She smoothed them out with deliberate care, the action mesmerizing in its intimacy. 

Once the garters were clipped into place, she reached for the panties last. The delicate black lace felt cool against her fingers as she slipped them on, carefully adjusting them over the garters. The act felt deliberate, almost ceremonial, as though each step was a transformation she couldn’t stop even if she wanted to. 

Matt swallowed hard, unable to tear his eyes away. “You don’t have to do this,” he said, his voice cracking slightly. “We can find another way. We always do.” 

Laura turned to face him, her brow furrowing. “And then what?” she asked, her tone sharper than she intended. “More late-night arguments about bills? More sleepless nights wondering how we’ll make it to the next month? This is… this is the way out, Matt. And you know it.” 

He didn’t respond. He couldn’t. Instead, he watched as she reached for the lace bra, fastening it securely. The delicate fabric hugged her chest, lifting and shaping her in a way that felt both unfamiliar and alluring. Finally, she picked up the black satin dress, her fingers lingering on the luxurious fabric before she slipped it on. 

The dress slid over her body like water, molding to her curves and highlighting every line. The plunging neckline revealed just enough to tease, while the high slit along one side exposed glimpses of her toned, stocking-clad thigh with every movement. She stepped into the heels last, the added height forcing her posture into one of effortless elegance, even as she felt anything but. 

Matt’s breath was uneven as he watched her transformation. “You… you look…” 

“Like someone else,” she finished for him, her voice tinged with bitterness. She turned to face him, smoothing the dress over her hips. For a moment, the room was silent, the weight of the moment settling heavily around them. Then she gave a small, humorless laugh. “Kane has good taste, I’ll give him that.” 

Matt’s jaw tightened, his hands curling into fists at his sides. “I hate that he’s making you do this. I hate that I… that we agreed to this.” 

Laura crossed the room and placed a hand on his cheek, her touch soft but firm. “We agreed to this together, Matt. Don’t forget that. I’m doing this for us. For the both of us.” 

He closed his eyes, leaning into her touch. “I don’t deserve you.” 

“Maybe not,” she said softly, a faint smile playing on her lips. “But you’re stuck with me anyway.” 

The sound of a car horn outside broke the moment. Laura stepped back, grabbing the small clutch purse she’d prepared. She glanced at herself one last time in the mirror, her expression unreadable, then turned to Matt. “It’ll be okay,” she said, her voice steady. “It has to be.” 

Matt walked her to the door, his movements stiff and reluctant. As she stepped out into the hallway, he caught her wrist, stopping her. “Laura…” 


She turned, her eyes softening as she looked at him. “I’ll come back. I always will.” 

He nodded, though his expression was anything but convinced. “I love you,” he said, the words heavy with emotion. 

“I love you too,” she replied, her voice unwavering. And then she was gone, the click of her heels fading into the distance as she walked toward the elevator. 

Matt stood there for a long moment, staring at the closed door, his chest tight with a mix of guilt, jealousy, and something he couldn’t quite name. She was gone, and the first weekend had begun. 

The elevator doors slid open with a soft chime, revealing a sprawling penthouse bathed in warm, golden lighting. Laura stepped out cautiously, her heels tapping lightly on the polished marble floor, each click echoing in the expansive space. The sheer opulence of the space took her breath away. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered an uninterrupted view of the New York City skyline, the twinkling lights below making the room feel as though it floated above the world. The furnishings were sleek and modern, a blend of deep leather, glass, and chrome, accented by abstract art pieces that adorned the walls. 

A low hum of classical music played in the background, blending seamlessly with the faint sound of the city below. At the center of the room, Howard Kane stood with his back to her, a glass of champagne in hand as he admired the view. Dressed in a sharp designer black suit, he exuded the same confidence that had unnerved her in every prior interaction. He turned at the sound of her footsteps, his piercing blue eyes raking over her form appreciatively. 

“Laura,” he said, his voice smooth as silk. “Welcome. You look stunning.” 


She swallowed hard, feeling the weight of his gaze. “Thank you,” she managed, her voice softer than she intended. 

Kane moved toward her with an air of controlled power, each step deliberate and confident. He extended a hand, and when she placed hers in his, his grip was firm, his touch warm and steady, sending a faint shiver through her. “Come,” he said, leading her toward a plush seating area. “You must be thirsty after your drive.” 

A crystal bottle of champagne sat on the low glass table, condensation beading on its surface. Kane poured her a glass, his movements deliberate, almost hypnotic. He handed it to her, their fingers brushing for a moment longer than necessary. 

“To new experiences,” he said, raising his own glass. 

Laura hesitated, then clinked her glass against his. The champagne was cold and crisp, the bubbles tingling on her tongue. She sipped it slowly, trying to steady her nerves. 

“Relax, Laura,” Kane said, his tone soothing yet commanding. “Tonight is about you. No expectations, no pressure. Just let me take care of you.” 

She nodded, though the knot in her stomach didn’t entirely dissipate. “This place is… incredible,” she said, gesturing to the room. 

Kane’s lips curled into a smile. “I’m glad you like it. But it’s not the penthouse I’m interested in impressing you with.” 

His words hung in the air, charged with unspoken implication. Laura felt a flush creep up her neck, but she managed to hold his gaze. 

Dinner came soon after, served by staff who moved quietly, almost unnoticed. The table was set with fine china and polished silverware, each dish carefully arranged and exuding luxury. Kane’s commanding presence dominated the room as he steered their conversation, his voice steady and rich, drawing Laura into discussions that moved from travel to business and even touched lightly on art. Yet, behind his refined words and polite demeanor, there was an unmistakable edge—a quiet authority that made her pulse quicken for reasons she couldn’t quite explain. 

As the evening wore on, Kane’s touches grew increasingly assertive. His hand lingered on the small of her back as he guided her to the living room, the low cut of her dress exposing her smooth, lotioned skin to his warm palm. Each brush of his fingers against hers as he refilled her glass left her skin tingling, a subtle but deliberate reminder of his dominance. By the time they settled on the oversized leather sofa, the air between them was heavy with unspoken intent, each touch igniting a forbidden heat that made her pulse race and her breathing shallow. 

“You’re even more captivating than I imagined,” Kane said, his voice low as he leaned closer. 

Laura’s breath hitched, her pulse racing. She wasn’t sure if it was the champagne, the setting, or the man himself, but she felt a heat pooling in her core. She turned her head slightly, their faces inches apart. 

“Howard…” she began, her voice faltering. 

He placed a finger under her chin, tilting her face toward him. “Let me show you how special you are, Laura. Tonight is about you.” 



Sunday night came too quickly, the weekend a blur of sensations and moments that Laura couldn’t fully process. She arrived home later than usual, the soft hum of the Maybach pulling away as she stepped through the door. Matt had been waiting, his heart pounding in the silence of their modest apartment. When she entered, his breath caught. 

Laura wasn’t wearing the black satin dress she’d left in. Instead, she was dressed in an oversized white button-up shirt, clearly not hers, with the top buttons undone to reveal the faint edge of her black lace bra. The shirt just barely covered her thighs, offering teasing glimpses of her smooth, bare legs with every step. Her black heels from last night completed the look, her overall look was understated yet undeniably sexy. She looked effortlessly sensual, the kind of casual allure that spoke volumes without trying. Her makeup was softer but still expertly done, and her blonde hair was loosely tied back, a few strands framing her face. In one hand, she carried a sleek designer shopping bag, the logo of a high-end brand unmistakable. 


Matt’s eyes flicked to the bag, a knot tightening in his stomach as he pieced it together. The dress she had worn to Kane’s penthouse wasn’t in on her body—it was folded neatly inside that bag. Whatever had happened that weekend had left its mark, and this new outfit, presumably Kane's shirt felt like an unspoken confirmation. 

She sat across from Matt in their modest kitchen, placing the bag carefully on the floor beside her chair. Her hands wrapped around a cup of tea, which she had made to occupy herself, her movements deliberate and measured. The familiar hum of their refrigerator filled the space, an almost cruel reminder of how different this world was from the luxurious silence of Kane’s penthouse. 

“How was it?” Matt asked, his voice hesitant. His gaze darted to her face, then away, as though he couldn’t bear to hold her eyes for too long. 

Laura exhaled slowly, her fingers tightening around the cup. “It was… different,” she said carefully. 

Matt’s jaw tightened, but he nodded. “What did he do?” 

She hesitated, the weight of her answer pressing heavily on her chest. “He was… attentive,” she said finally. “He made sure I was comfortable. And he… he treated me like I was the only thing that mattered.” 

Matt’s breath hitched, his hands gripping the edge of the table. “Did you… did you enjoy it?” 

Laura’s cheeks flushed. She looked away, unable to meet his eyes. “It wasn’t… bad,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. 

The words hit Matt like a punch to the gut. He swallowed hard, his mind spinning with images he couldn’t stop. 

“Did he…” His voice cracked, and he cleared his throat. “Did he touch you?” 

Laura’s lips parted, but no sound came out. Finally, she nodded. “Yes,” she said softly. “But it wasn’t… it wasn’t like what we have. It was different.” 

Matt’s arousal and jealousy battled fiercely, twisting into a sick knot in his stomach. He couldn’t stop the images flooding his mind—images of her with Kane, submitting to his every whim. It was maddening, and yet, his body betrayed him, responding to thoughts he wanted desperately to push away. His cock betrayed him, growing undeniably hard and throbbing beneath his pants, even as his chest tightened with the sting of jealousy. 

“What else?” he asked suddenly, his voice sharper now, almost demanding. 

Laura hesitated, her fingers tightening around the cup. “He… he knew what he wanted. There was no hesitation, no question. It was… freeing, in a way.” 

Matt’s jaw tightened, his fists clenching at his sides. “Freeing?” he echoed, his tone incredulous. “And what about us? What does that mean for us?” 

“It doesn’t change what we have,” Laura said firmly, her voice steady despite the turmoil in her eyes. “I came back, Matt. I’m here. With you.” 

“But it did something to you,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “I can see it.” 


Laura swallowed hard, her gaze dropping to her lap as if the weight of her confession was too much to bear. "I won’t lie to you," she said quietly. "It was different. He was in control, and I… let him be. But it doesn’t mean I don’t love you. This was for us, Matt. For our future. It was a choice, not a betrayal."” 

Matt shook his head, his emotions roiling beneath the surface. “I can’t stop thinking about it. About him touching you, about you letting him.” 

Her hand reached across the table, resting on his. “Matt,” she said softly, her tone imploring. “Don’t let this break us. We can get through it.” 

He stared at her hand for a long moment, then turned his over to grasp hers. “I don’t know if I can,” he admitted, his voice thick. “But I’ll try. For us.” 

A small, sad smile touched Laura’s lips. “That’s all I’m asking.” 

The room fell into silence, the weight of unspoken words hanging heavy between them. 

Matt sat at his desk, the glow of his computer screen illuminating his face as he stared at the email that had just arrived in his inbox. The subject line read: Promotion Announcement: Matthew Coleman.  His breath caught, a mixture of disbelief, shame, and relief crashing over him in waves. His hands hovered over the keyboard, trembling slightly as he clicked the email open. 

The message was brief but clear. Effective immediately, Matt had been promoted to Senior Project Manager, with a significant salary increase and additional bonuses and ESOPs to follow. The words blurred slightly as he read them again and again, the reality of what they meant sinking in. 

The price Laura had paid. 

A knock on the doorframe pulled him from his thoughts. He turned to see Howard Kane standing there, his sharp suit perfectly tailored, his presence commanding as ever. Matt’s throat tightened, his heart pounding as he forced himself to stand. 


“Mr. Kane,” he said, his voice strained but polite. “Thank you for this opportunity. I… I don’t know what to say.” 

Kane stepped into the office, closing the door behind him with a quiet click. His gaze was steady, the faintest hint of a smile tugging at the corner of his lips. “No need to thank me, Matt. You’ve earned this.” 

Matt swallowed hard, unsure how to respond. Kane moved closer, his hands slipping casually into his pockets as he leaned slightly against the edge of the desk. 

“You look tense,” Kane observed, his tone light but laced with something deeper. “I take it the weekend left an impression.” 

Matt’s jaw tightened, his mind flashing to Laura walking back through their door in Kane’s oversized shirt, the faint scent of his cologne clinging to her skin. “It did,” Matt said finally, his voice low. 

Kane’s smile widened slightly. “Good. I’m glad to hear it. Laura was exquisite. You should be proud of her.” 

The words sent a jolt through Matt, equal parts arousal and discomfort. His fists clenched at his sides as he forced himself to meet Kane’s gaze. “She told me about it. About you.” 

“And?” Kane prompted, his tone calm, almost amused. “How did it make you feel, Matt?” 

Matt hesitated, the truth clawing at his throat. “Conflicted,” he admitted finally. “It’s… complicated.” 

Kane tilted his head slightly, studying him. “It doesn’t have to be. You and Laura made a choice. A brave one, I might add. She and you stepped into something new, something thrilling. And now, you both get to reap the rewards.” 

Matt’s chest tightened, the weight of Kane’s words settling heavily on him. “She said you… treated her well.” 


“I did,” Kane replied smoothly. “She deserved nothing less. She gave herself to me, trusted me completely. I don’t take that lightly.” 

Matt’s breath hitched, his mind conjuring images he couldn’t suppress. “Was she…” He trailed off, unsure if he wanted the answer. 

Kane’s smile turned sharper, more predatory. “She was radiant. She let go in a way I don’t think she’s ever allowed herself to before. She was mine for those moments, and she reveled in it.” 

The room felt stifling, Matt’s arousal building despite the knot of jealousy in his chest. He shifted uncomfortably, his hands gripping the edge of the desk. 

“And you?” Kane asked, his gaze narrowing. “How does it feel to know she surrendered to me? To know that every touch, every sound she made, was for me?” 

Matt’s breath came faster, his heart pounding in his chest. He couldn’t answer, the words tangled in his throat. 

Kane straightened, his posture imposing. “You don’t have to pretend, Matt. I see it. The conflict, the arousal. You’re struggling with what this means, but deep down, you know the truth. This was good for both of you. It’s opened a door, hasn’t it?” 

Matt’s gaze dropped to the floor, shame burning his cheeks. “I don’t know how to feel,” he admitted. “It’s… overwhelming.” 

Kane stepped closer, his voice dropping to a murmur. “Embrace it. This is a new chapter for you and Laura. One where you both get to explore things you’ve only dreamed of. And now, you have the means to do it.” 

Matt glanced up, meeting Kane’s gaze. There was no malice there, only confidence and certainty. “I just want her to be happy,” Matt said quietly. 


Kane nodded. “She is. And you should be, too. You’re in control of how this unfolds, Matt. Use it. Let it make you stronger, better.” 

The tension in the room ebbed slightly, Matt’s shoulders relaxing as Kane stepped back. “Congratulations on your promotion,” Kane said, his tone lightening. “I look forward to seeing what you accomplish.” 

Matt nodded, his voice steady for the first time. “Thank you.” 

Kane turned and opened the door, pausing briefly. “Oh, and Matt,” he said over his shoulder. “Take good care of her. She’s extraordinary.” 

The door closed softly behind him, leaving Matt alone in the quiet of his office. He sank back into his chair, his heart still pounding as he stared at the email on his screen. The promotion was his, the raise secured. But the cost hung heavy in his thoughts, the vivid reminders of Laura’s weekend playing over and over in his mind. He shifted in his chair, and that’s when he noticed—his cock, throbbing hard and unrelenting, straining against the fabric of his pants. The realization hit him like a jolt, his breath catching in his throat. He didn’t know when it had started, but it was there now, undeniable and insistent, a physical reaction he couldn’t control, fueled by the forbidden excitement swirling in his head. Shame and arousal burned through him in equal measure, leaving him trapped in the chaos of his own desires. 

CHAPTER III 

The month that had passed since Laura’s first weekend with Kane had been one of quiet shifts and unspoken changes. Their lifestyle had also seen noticeable upgrades—a new car, dinners at upscale restaurants, and a sense of financial ease that had been missing for years. The promotion had brought tangible benefits, but it wasn’t just the material changes that marked the month. Matt had noticed the subtle differences in her—a newfound confidence in the way she carried herself, the way her voice seemed more assured during their conversations. She wasn’t the same Laura who had nervously stepped out of their apartment a month ago. There was an air of self-possession about her now, a spark that both intrigued and unsettled him. 

Matt, too, had changed in his own way. His promotion had brought a sense of relief and pride, but the cost of it always lingered in his mind. At the same time, something undeniable had shifted between them. Their sex life had transformed, becoming more frequent and intense. Each night felt raw, uninhibited, as if the arrangement with Kane had stripped away any barriers they didn’t even know were there. He found himself drawn to Laura in ways he couldn’t control, turned on by the confidence and raw sexiness she now carried, even if it stirred emotions he struggled to fully understand. 

Now, another weekend loomed. Laura stood in their bedroom, the soft glow of the evening light casting a warm hue over her as she prepared for her second visit to Kane. This time, there was no hesitation in her movements. She had chosen the lingerie herself, stepping into the experience with a sense of control that surprised even her. 

On the bed lay Kane’s latest gift: a striking red dress made of smooth, body-hugging fabric that shimmered under the light, practically inviting her to slip into it. Next to it were sheer nude stockings adorned with tiny silver gems that glimmered under the light, giving them an expensive sparkle and a pair of heels in matching red with thin, elegant straps, designed to highlight the curve of her calves and make her legs look impossibly long. Laura’s fingers brushed over the dress, the silky fabric cool against her skin, and her lips curved into a knowing smile. The thought of Kane seeing her in this, his eyes devouring every detail, sent a thrilling heat through her. This wasn’t just clothing—it was armor, a statement, and a promise all at once. 

She turned toward the vanity, where an array of makeup products and brushes were neatly laid out. Taking her time, she began to apply her makeup with precision, starting with a light foundation that evened out her complexion. A touch of blush added warmth to her cheeks, and she carefully lined her eyes to make them pop, finishing with a bold red lipstick that matched the dress perfectly. Each stroke of the brush, each swipe of color felt deliberate, a part of the transformation she now owned. 

Her hair was the next focus. She styled it into loose waves that framed her face, giving her an effortlessly seductive look. A quick spray of perfume completed the preparation, the scent delicate yet intoxicating, designed to linger just enough to leave an impression. 

When she was satisfied with her makeup and hair, Laura turned her attention to the lingerie. She slipped out of her robe, standing naked in the soft light for a moment, her smooth skin glowing. She picked up the red lace bra first, sliding it over her shoulders and adjusting the straps until it perfectly lifted her breasts, pushing them up just enough to catch the eye. Next, she rolled the sheer stockings up her legs, the tiny silver gems catching the light with each movement. She clipped them securely to the red lacy garter belt, the straps resting snugly against her thighs. Finally, she slid into the red lace thong, the thin fabric settling low on her hips, disappearing between her cheeks, leaving little to the imagination and amplifying the provocative look she was building. 

Finally, she picked up the dress and slid it over her body. The fabric hugged her tightly, showing off every curve, every dip and swell. The neckline plunged just enough to draw attention to her chest without giving everything away, while the hem stopped daringly high, almost revealing the tops of her stockings with every step. She smoothed it over her hips, the snug fit amplifying her figure. Staring at her reflection, she took in the way the dress turned her into exactly what Kane wanted—a vision of raw, unapologetic seduction. 

Matt stood in the doorway, watching her silently. His eyes followed every movement, his breath catching as she adjusted the dress. He couldn’t decide if he was more captivated by her beauty or overwhelmed by the emotions her transformation stirred within him. 

Laura turned to him, catching his gaze. She held his eyes for a long moment, her expression unreadable. “It’s time,” she said softly, her voice steady and assured. 

Matt nodded, his throat tight. “You look… stunning,” he managed, the words barely audible. 

A faint smile played on Laura’s lips. “Thank you,” she replied, picking up the small clutch she had prepared. Without another word, she stepped past him, the soft click of her heels echoing down the hallway as she headed toward the front door. 

Matt remained in the doorway, his chest tight as he watched her go. The second weekend had begun, and this time, it felt different—as though Laura was stepping into a role she had not only accepted but begun to embrace. 

Laura stepped off the sleek private jet, her red dress clinging to her body, a testament to Kane’s eye for detail. The interior of the jet had been a level of luxury she’d never experienced before: buttery leather seats, polished wood accents, and glasses of chilled champagne waiting at every turn. Kane had been calm and in control the entire time, his hand often finding its place on her thigh, subtly claiming her as they talked. 

This time, they had flown to Ibiza, a playground for the ultra-wealthy, where the days blurred into nights filled with decadence. Laura was whisked away to exclusive beach clubs where the music throbbed and the drinks flowed endlessly. The energy was electric, the kind of atmosphere where inhibitions vanished, and indulgence reigned. Eyes followed her everywhere, but Kane’s hand on her waist made it clear who she belonged to. He pampered her relentlessly—designer clothes, jewelry, and intimate dinners overlooking the Mediterranean in places so opulent she almost felt out of place. Almost. 



Sunday night arrived too quickly, the apartment eerily quiet as Matt sat on the couch, waiting for Laura to return. The sound of her key in the lock sent a jolt through him, and he straightened up, his heart pounding. She stepped inside, her movements confident, the faint scent of her perfume lingering in the air. 

She had changed since leaving their home two days ago. The outfit she wore now was barely there—a shimmering silver crop top that clung to her chest and left her toned stomach exposed, paired with a matching skirt so short it barely covered her thighs. Her long legs were accentuated by the sheer, gem-studded stockings and high heels she had chosen. In her hand was a bag from another high-end brand, its logo bold and unmistakable. She looked like someone who had been indulged, spoiled, and thoroughly claimed, her confidence radiating with every step. 

“Hey,” Matt said, his voice tight. 

“Hi,” Laura replied, her tone calm but carrying an edge of excitement. She kicked off her heels and sank into the chair across from him, crossing her legs in a way that made his throat tighten. 

“How was it?” he asked, the question loaded with tension. 

Laura tilted her head, a small smile playing on her lips. “It was… different this time.” 

Matt swallowed hard, his hands gripping his knees. “Different how?” 


She leaned back, her eyes locking with his. “He took me on his jet to Ibiza. First-class doesn’t even come close to describing it. The kind of luxury that makes you feel untouchable.” 

Matt’s stomach churned. “What else?” 

Laura’s smile widened, her gaze turning almost playful. “We went shopping. He had the staff bring me dresses, shoes, lingerie… anything I wanted. He told me to choose, and when I couldn’t decide, he bought it all.” 

Matt’s chest tightened, jealousy flaring hot and sharp. “And the... clubs?” 

“They were incredible,” she said, her voice softening slightly. “The kind of places that make you feel like you’re in another world. But the real focus wasn’t the clubs.” 

Matt’s breath hitched. “What was it then?” 

Laura uncrossed her legs, the movement drawing Matt’s eyes to the soaked silver thong barely visible beneath the short hem of her skirt. His breath hitched, his mind immediately spiraling into dangerous territory. She leaned forward slightly, her lips parting as she let the silence stretch. The faint sheen on her thighs and the unmistakable state of her thong told him all he needed to know. Kane hadn’t just touched her—he’d claimed her completely. Matt’s eyes stayed glued to the soaked thong, his mind spiraling with the certainty of what had happened. He didn’t need to ask; he knew Kane had taken her, had finished inside her, marking her as his. The realization didn’t bring anger—it brought a jolt of excitement that made his cock throb, pressing hard against his pants. He shifted slightly, trying to keep his reaction from showing. "Him," Laura said finally, her voice soft but deliberate. "It was all about him. What he wanted, how he wanted it." 

Matt’s mind raced, the images forming before he could stop them. “Did he…?” 


“He didn’t hold back,” Laura interrupted, her voice dropping. “Not once. He told me exactly what he wanted, and I gave it to him every single time. All weekend long.” 

Matt’s jaw tightened, his cock already hardening beneath his pants. “And you liked it?” 

Laura smirked, her eyes glinting. “I did. I didn’t expect to, but I did. The way he takes control, the way he makes you feel… It’s intoxicating.” 

Matt couldn’t breathe. The thought of Kane dominating Laura, of her surrendering so completely, made him feel both furious and impossibly aroused. “What did he do?” 

Her smile turned teasing. “Do you really want to know?” 

“Tell me,” he demanded, his voice rough. 

Laura leaned closer, her voice low but steady. “He didn’t waste a moment,” she began, her tone sending Matt’s pulse racing. “On the plane, before we even landed, he told me to kneel. Right there in front of him. He slid his belt off, leaned back in his seat, and waited. And I did it, Matt. I got on my knees, unzipped him, and took him in my mouth. He didn’t say much, just guided me with his hands in my hair, telling me to take it deeper, to do it slower. He wanted to see everything. By the time he finished, I was a mess, but he didn’t let me stop until he was satisfied.” 

Matt’s fists tightened against his knees, his breath catching as she continued. “The first night, as soon as we got to the villa, he had me stripped down to that lacy red lingerie and stocking you saw me leave in. His hands were everywhere, gripping my ass, pulling me close, and telling me exactly what he was going to do to me. He made sure I felt everything, Matt. Every single thing.” 

Matt swallowed hard, his fists tightening against his knees as Laura continued. 

“When I was on my knees, looking up at him,” she said, her lips curving slightly, “he held my chin and made me beg. He liked hearing me ask for it, and I did. Again and again.” 


Matt’s breath hitched, his body reacting despite the knot of jealousy twisting in his chest. 

“He fucked me on the balcony that night,” Laura went on, her voice dropping. “The air was warm, the view was stunning, but all I could focus on was him. He bent me over the railing, and I could feel the breeze on my skin while he…” She paused, her eyes locking with Matt’s. “He didn’t hold back.” 

Matt’s jaw tightened, the images forming so vividly in his mind that he couldn’t look away from her. “And you liked it?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper. 

“I loved it,” Laura admitted, leaning even closer. “The way he took control, the way he pushed me to let go. I didn’t have to think about anything except what he wanted.” 

Her words hit Matt like a punch, but the arousal coursing through him made it impossible to pull back. “What else?” he asked, his voice rough. 

“That night, after the balcony,” she continued, her tone almost teasing now, “he carried me inside, laid me down, and spread me open for him. He didn’t rush. He wanted to savor it. His hands were everywhere—on my thighs, my breasts, gripping my hips as he moved in me. He made me come twice before he finished, and even then, he held me there, telling me he wasn’t done with me yet. 

The next morning, he had me in the shower. He pressed me against the glass, the water running over us, his hands pinning mine above my head. He kept whispering what he was going to do next, and I couldn’t stop shaking.” She paused, her gaze intense. “By the end, my legs were trembling so badly I could barely stand.” 

Matt’s cock throbbed painfully against his zipper, his breathing ragged. “And you let him? Every time?” 


“Every time,” Laura said firmly, her voice softening but still carrying that edge. “I gave him everything he asked for. And it made me feel alive, Matt. More alive than I ever thought possible. 

“The clubs were something else entirely,” she continued, leaning back slightly, her eyes watching Matt closely. His breathing was uneven, and she knew he was hanging on every word. “They were dark, exclusive, and packed with people who couldn’t take their eyes off me. But none of it mattered because his hands were on me the entire time. Right there on the dance floor, Matt. He didn’t care who was watching. He slid his fingers under my skirt, teasing me, touching me. He…” She paused, her lips curving into a knowing smirk. “He claimed me, right there in front of everyone.” 

Matt shifted on the couch, his cock throbbing painfully as her words painted vivid images in his mind. He couldn’t stop himself from glancing at her legs, the memory of the soaked thong flashing in his mind. 

Laura leaned forward slightly, her tone dropping to a huskier register. “And then, in one of the clubs, he took me into a private booth. It was dark, but not dark enough that anyone would miss what was happening if they glanced in. He pushed me down onto the plush seat, spread my legs, and had me right there. His hands were everywhere, gripping my hips, pulling me closer. I could feel the music pounding through the walls, people enjoying and talking with others just feet away, but I couldn’t think about anything but him.” 

Matt’s jaw tightened, his breathing ragged as his mind raced with every detail she was feeding him. She tilted her head, her eyes flicking to the bulge straining against his pants. “You’re imagining it, aren’t you?” she teased, her voice dripping with satisfaction. 

He tried to look away, but her words kept pulling him back. “I can’t stop,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. “And you… you just let him?” 

“I didn’t just let him, Matt,” Laura said, her voice firm and laced with something darker. “I wanted it. Every second of it. I wanted him to take me, to use me, to make me his.” 

Her words hit Matt like a punch, but the arousal coursing through him made it impossible to turn away. He shifted again, his cock throbbing, his hands gripping his knees tightly to steady himself. Laura leaned back, a small smile on her lips as she watched him wrestle with his emotions, knowing full well the effect her story was having on him. 

By the time she finished, Matt was gripping the edge of the couch, his cock throbbing painfully against his zipper. “You really let him… do all that?” 

Laura nodded, her gaze steady. “Yes. And I wanted it.” 

Matt’s breathing was ragged, his mind a mess of jealousy, arousal, and shame. “I don’t know how to handle this,” he admitted, his voice cracking. 

Laura stood, crossing the room to him. She placed a hand on his shoulder, leaning down until her lips were close to his ear. “You don’t have to handle it,” she whispered. “Just feel it.” 

Her words sent a jolt through him, and before he could think, she kissed him—slow, deep, and deliberate. He groaned against her mouth, his hands gripping her hips as he pulled her closer. The scent of Kane lingered faintly on her skin, a heady reminder of everything she’d done, and it only drove him further into a frenzy. 

“Laura,” he gasped, breaking the kiss. “I can’t stop thinking about it. About you with him.” 

“You don’t have to stop,” she murmured, her fingers tracing his jaw. “Just let it be what it is.” Her eyes flicked down to the obvious bulge in his pants, and a knowing smile crossed her lips. “I can see you need some relief, Matt.” 


Matt’s breath hitched as Laura lowered herself gracefully to her knees, her movements deliberate and practiced. Her eyes stayed locked on his, a sly smile playing on her lips as her hands slid slowly over his thighs, sending jolts of heat through him. She moved like she’d done this a hundred times, her confidence catching him off guard and making his cock throb even harder. 

“Laura, I need to…” he started, his voice thick with desperation, his hand instinctively reaching toward her, unsure whether to stop her or pull her closer. 

She looked up at him, her fingers brushing over the zipper of his pants. “Not yet,” she said softly, her tone firm. “I haven’t had the chance to clean up yet.” Her words hung in the air, and Matt’s stomach tightened at the confirmation of what he’d already suspected. Kane had finished inside her, and she hadn’t even washed it away. “But,” she added with a sly smile, “I can take care of you this way for now.” 

Matt’s head fell back as Laura unzipped his pants, freeing his throbbing cock. She wrapped her hand around him, stroking him slowly at first, each deliberate motion sending a jolt through his body. Her lips hovered over the head, giving it a small, teasing kiss before trailing her tongue lightly along the shaft. 

“You’ve been thinking about it all weekend, haven’t you?” she asked, her voice low and sultry, her hand never stopping its slow rhythm. Her lips pressed another kiss to the swollen tip before licking it again, her eyes locked on his face. 

“About him inside me. About how I let him do whatever he wanted,” she added, her tongue swirling over the sensitive head, making Matt groan deeply, his hips twitching against her hand. 

She smirked at his reaction, her hand tightening slightly around him as she began stroking faster, her tongue darting out to flick over the slit before she took him deeper into her mouth. Between her kisses and licks, she whispered, “You can see it, can’t you? Picture it. Me, begging for him, taking him, letting him have every inch of me.” 


Matt’s groans grew louder, his body writhing under her relentless teasing, his hands gripping the couch tightly to stop himself from losing control. 

Matt groaned, his hips lifting slightly as she wrapped her lips around him. “Yes,” he admitted, his voice strained. “I can’t stop.” 

Laura’s tongue teased him, her pace unhurried but deliberate. “Good,” she murmured, pulling back just enough to speak. “I want you to think about it. About everything I’ve told you. About everything I let him do.” 

Her words pushed him closer to the edge, his body trembling as she took him deeper. She moved with purpose, her mouth warm and slick, her hands now steady on his thighs. Matt’s breathing grew ragged, his grip on her hair tightening as his release built. 

“Laura, I’m…” he choked out, his body tensing. 

She didn’t stop, her pace quickening as she brought him to the brink. When he finally came, a guttural moan escaped his lips, his body shuddering as she swallowed every drop. She pulled back slowly, wiping the corner of her mouth with a satisfied smile and finally giving a little peck on his now softening cock's head. 

“Better?” she asked, her tone playful as she stood, smoothing her short skirt. 

Matt nodded, his chest heaving. “Way better! When do I get to fuck you?” he asked directly, his voice raw and desperate. 

Laura leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “Later,” she whispered, her tone dripping with intent. “Once I’ve cleaned up, you can take me however you want. Anywhere you want.” She pulled back, her gaze meeting his with a teasing smirk. “But for now, this will have to do.” 




Monday morning felt different. Matt walked into the office, still grappling with the events of the weekend. His mind was clouded by images of Laura, her confident smirk, the way she had recounted every explicit detail of her time with Kane. His body still ached from the multiple releases she had given him, since yesterday night up until today morning even before he left for work, yet his thoughts were tangled with arousal, jealousy, and an uneasy sense of anticipation. He knew he would see Kane today, and he had no idea how the conversation would unfold. 

It didn’t take long. Kane’s assistant called Matt into his office shortly after he arrived. As Matt stepped through the heavy glass door, he found Kane seated at his expansive mahogany desk, exuding the same calm dominance he always carried. Kane gestured to the seat across from him, a faint smirk playing on his lips. 

“Matt,” Kane began, his voice smooth. “Good to see you. Sit.” 

Matt obeyed, his heart pounding as he sank into the chair. He couldn’t look at Kane without remembering everything Laura had described. The man’s composure, his confidence—it all made sense now in a way that both infuriated and aroused him. 

“How was your weekend?” Kane asked, leaning back in his chair, his tone casual but laced with implication. 

Matt hesitated. “It was… fine,” he replied, keeping his voice steady. 

Kane’s smirk widened. “I’m sure it was. Laura is… exceptional. You’re a lucky man, Matt.” 

The words hit Matt like a punch, and he struggled to keep his composure. His jaw tightened as he nodded. “She’s… amazing,” he managed, his voice strained. 


Kane chuckled softly, clearly enjoying Matt’s discomfort. “Exceptional service deserves exceptional rewards,” he said, sliding an envelope across the desk. Matt’s eyes flicked to it, his pulse quickening as he picked it up and opened it. Inside was a letter confirming a substantial bonus, far more than he’d expected. 

“Thank you,” Matt said, his voice quiet. 

Kane leaned forward, resting his elbows on the desk. “You’ve proven yourself, Matt. I think it’s time you took on more responsibility. With that comes higher pay and access to some of the company’s more exclusive perks. I want to make sure you and Laura are well taken care of.” 

Matt’s stomach twisted at the mention of Laura, but he forced a polite smile. “I appreciate the opportunity,” he said, his voice measured. 

“Good,” Kane said, standing and walking around the desk to place a hand on Matt’s shoulder. “Because this arrangement we have? It’s working perfectly. You’re advancing, the company benefits, and I get to enjoy the… exceptional company of your wife. Everybody wins.” 

Matt’s chest tightened, his emotions roiling beneath the surface, but he kept his expression neutral. “Yes, sir,” he said quietly. 

Kane gave his shoulder a reassuring squeeze. “Keep up the good work, Matt. You’re going places.” 

With that, the meeting ended. Matt left the office with the envelope in hand, his mind a storm of conflicting feelings. The bonus, the promotion, the perks—it was everything he’d ever wanted. But the cost of it all was something he was still struggling to fully accept. 

As he returned to his desk, he glanced at the letter again. It was official—he was climbing the corporate ladder faster than he’d ever imagined. But as he sat down, the faint scent of Laura’s perfume lingered in his mind, and he couldn’t stop the images that followed. 


CHAPTER IV 

The month passed in a haze for Matt, every day an exercise in restraint as he struggled to focus on his newfound responsibilities at work. Yet, despite the whirlwind of tasks and expectations, one thing stood out—his nights with Laura. Their sex life had reignited in a way he hadn’t thought possible. Almost every evening, they found themselves tangled in each other, just like when they were back in college, the passion raw and unrestrained. Kane’s words echoed in his mind, a constant reminder of the arrangement that had propelled his career forward. But it was the email that landed in his inbox on Friday afternoon that truly shattered his composure.

Subject: Saturday Night Invitation

Dear Matt,

Join us at my penthouse this Saturday night. You’ve earned the right to see what your sacrifices have secured. Be there at 8 PM sharp.

~ Kane

Matt stared at the screen, his heart pounding. The invitation was a direct challenge, and it stoked a whirlwind of emotions inside him. Excitement, dread, jealousy—it all mixed together, making his chest tighten and his breath shallow.



Laura, on the other hand, seemed to embrace the news with unbridled enthusiasm. When Matt told her about the email, her lips curved into a knowing smile, and a spark lit in her eyes that sent a shiver through him.

“It’s about time,” she said, her tone teasing. “I think you’ll enjoy it more than you expect.”

Matt couldn’t find the words to respond. He watched as Laura began planning her evening, her excitement palpable. On Saturday afternoon, she laid out her outfit with meticulous care, her choices reflecting the confidence she’d gained over the past couple of months.

The dress she chose was a designer shimmering silver gown that hugged her body, leaving nothing to the imagination. The neckline dipped low, drawing attention to her full breasts, while the high slit ran all the way up her thigh, giving tantalizing glimpses of her toned legs and the sheer black stockings with intricate lace patterns that clung to her skin. Beneath the gown, she wore a silver lace bra that barely contained her curves, a matching thong that disappeared between her cheeks, and a delicate garter belt that framed her hips like a piece of art. The entire ensemble screamed seduction, and Laura knew exactly what kind of reaction it would provoke. When she turned in the light, the gown shimmered seductively, and Matt couldn’t tear his eyes away. His breath hitched as she adjusted the straps of her garter belt, the movement deliberate, meant to tease and remind him of how little was left to the imagination.

She stood in front of the mirror, carefully applying her makeup. A bold red lip added a pop of color, while her smoky eye makeup gave her an air of mystery. Her hair was styled in loose waves that cascaded down her back, completing the look of a woman who knew exactly the effect she had on those around her.

“What do you think?” Laura asked, turning to face Matt. She posed slightly, the silver fabric shimmering under the soft light of their bedroom.

Matt swallowed hard, his eyes raking over her. “You look… incredible,” he managed, his voice thick with emotion.

Laura’s smile widened, and she stepped closer, her heels clicking softly against the hardwood floor. “Good,” she murmured, her voice low and sultry. “Because tonight’s not just about me. It’s about us.”

Matt nodded, his throat tight as he struggled to process the significance of her words. Laura leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear. “Relax,” she whispered. “You’re going to love this.”

As the clock ticked closer to eight, Laura’s confidence seemed to radiate through the room. She slipped into her silver heels, grabbed a matching clutch, and gave herself one last look in the mirror.

“Ready?” she asked, her voice steady and assured.

Matt nodded, though his heart was racing. He followed her out of the apartment, his mind spinning as they made their way to Kane’s penthouse. Tonight was a turning point, and he couldn’t shake the feeling that nothing would be the same after this.



The elevator ride to Kane’s penthouse felt agonizingly slow. Matt stood in silence, his palms sweaty, his mind racing with anticipation and dread. Laura, on the other hand, seemed completely at ease, her silver gown catching the soft light of the elevator. She glanced at him with a sly smile, her confidence only adding to the tight knot in his stomach.

When the doors opened, they stepped into Kane’s penthouse, a sprawling space filled with floor-to-ceiling windows that offered breathtaking views of the city skyline. The dining table, an imposing piece of polished mahogany, was set with fine china, crystal glasses, and a centerpiece of fresh flowers. Kane stood at the far end, his sharp suit tailored to perfection, a glass of red wine in his hand.

“Welcome,” Kane said, his voice smooth and commanding. His eyes flicked to Laura, a slow, appreciative smile spreading across his lips. “You look stunning, as always.”

Laura smiled back, the subtle blush on her cheeks not lost on Matt. “Thank you,” she replied, her tone light but carrying a hint of something deeper. Kane stepped closer, placing a hand on her waist and pulling her in with a confident ease. Without hesitation, he leaned in and kissed her, his lips pressing firmly against hers. Laura responded instantly, her hands resting lightly on his chest as the kiss deepened.

Matt’s breath hitched as Kane’s hands began to glide over Laura’s body, smoothing over the tight, shimmering fabric of her gown. His fingers traced the curve of her hips, lingering as if to remind both of them who was in control. Laura leaned into him, her body language dripping with submission and desire, the intimacy of the moment leaving Matt frozen in place, unable to look away.

Kane gestured to the table, but not before breaking the kiss slowly, his lips leaving Laura’s with a deliberate pause. His hand lingered, resting firmly over her bubble yoga butt, squeezing it lightly through the shimmering fabric of her gown. Laura’s cheeks flushed, her lips slightly parted, as she leaned closer into his touch. The casual intimacy left Matt frozen, his breath shallow, as Kane finally turned to him with a smirk. “Please, sit. Dinner is ready.”

Matt took his seat near the end of the table, while Laura was seated directly next to Kane. The placement wasn’t accidental—it was deliberate, a clear statement of who held the power in this dynamic. As the evening unfolded, it became painfully clear just how much control Kane wielded.

The first course was served by silent, efficient staff who moved seamlessly through the room. Kane and Laura chatted easily, their conversation flowing with an intimacy that made Matt’s chest tighten. Kane’s hand rested casually on Laura’s thigh, his fingers occasionally brushing the shimmering fabric of her gown. The touches were subtle but unmistakable, and Matt’s eyes were drawn to them despite himself.

“Matt,” Kane said suddenly, pulling him out of his thoughts. “You’ve done exceptionally well at work lately. I trust you’re finding the new responsibilities manageable?”

Matt nodded, his voice stiff. “Yes, sir. Thank you for the opportunity.”

Kane’s smile widened. “It’s well-deserved. And, of course, it’s a pleasure to work with someone who understands the value of… sacrifice.” His hand slid higher up Laura’s stocking clad thigh as he spoke, the movement deliberate and impossible to ignore.

Matt’s jaw tightened, but he forced himself to nod. “Thank you,” he said again, his voice barely above a whisper.

Laura’s gaze met his across the table, her eyes sparkling with a mix of amusement and something else he couldn’t quite place. She shifted slightly in her seat, her gown parting just enough to reveal the lace edge of her stocking. Kane’s fingers traced the exposed skin, and Matt’s stomach churned as a wave of jealousy and arousal washed over him.

“Laura has been an absolute delight this evening,” Kane continued, his tone casual but carrying an edge. “She has a way of making every moment more enjoyable.”

Laura laughed softly, her hand brushing against Kane’s arm. “You’re too kind,” she said, her voice light but dripping with flirtation.

Matt’s fists clenched under the table, his eyes darting between them as the tension in the room thickened. He hated how mesmerized he was, how he couldn’t tear his eyes away from Laura as she leaned closer to Kane, her body language oozing confidence and submission all at once.

The second course arrived, and with it, more teasing. Kane fed Laura a bite of her dish, his fingers lingering near her lips as she accepted it with a small, sensual smile.

“Delicious,” Laura murmured, her gaze locking with Kane’s.

“I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself,” Kane replied, his hand slipping back to her thigh, his thumb stroking slow circles just above the slit in her gown. His other hand moved deliberately upward, grazing her side before settling over her breast. He squeezed it slowly, his fingers kneading the soft curve through the shimmering fabric of her gown. Laura let out a soft sigh, leaning into his touch, her lips parting as her eyes fluttered closed for a moment.

Matt’s breathing grew shallow, his arousal undeniable despite the humiliation coursing through him. He shifted in his seat, trying to adjust himself discreetly, but Kane’s sharp eyes caught the movement.

“Relax, Matt,” Kane said, his voice laced with amusement as his hand remained firmly on Laura’s chest, his thumb brushing her hardened nipple. “You’re among friends here.”

Laura’s lips twitched into a knowing smile, and she leaned back in her chair, her body language relaxed and inviting. “Maybe he’s just a little overwhelmed,” she teased, her eyes glinting as they met Matt’s. “It is a lot to take in, after all.”

Kane chuckled, his hand giving her breast one last deliberate squeeze before moving back to her thigh. “Don’t worry, Matt. You’ll get used to it. These evenings have a way of becoming… second nature.”

Matt nodded stiffly, his throat dry as he reached for his glass of water. The rest of the meal passed in a blur of teasing touches, flirtatious laughter, and subtle displays of dominance that left Matt both humiliated and painfully aroused. By the time dessert was served, he was barely holding himself together, his mind a whirlwind of emotions he couldn’t fully process.



The tension in the room was palpable as dessert plates were cleared away and the night reached its inevitable climax. Matt’s heart pounded in his chest, a mix of dread and arousal coursing through him as Kane stood, extending a hand toward Laura.

“Shall we?” Kane asked, his voice smooth, commanding.

Laura smiled, her eyes sparkling with excitement. She took his hand without hesitation, rising gracefully from her chair. Her silver gown shimmered under the penthouse lights, the fabric clinging to her curves and accentuating her tight, round ass. The high slit revealed her long legs as she walked ahead of Matt, her hips swaying seductively with each step. Kane glanced back at Matt, his smirk widening as if daring him to look away from the perfect view.

“Come along, Matt,” Kane said, his tone dripping with authority. “You’ve earned the right to watch.”

Matt swallowed hard, his throat dry as he stood on shaky legs. He followed them down the hallway, each step feeling heavier than the last. When they entered the bedroom, he froze. The space was massive, dominated by a king-sized bed draped in luxurious black sheets. Soft lighting cast a golden glow over the room, highlighting the intimacy of the setting.

“Take a seat,” Kane instructed, gesturing to an armchair positioned near the foot of the bed. Matt obeyed, sinking into the chair, his pulse racing as he watched Kane turn his attention back to Laura.

Kane’s hands were on her immediately, sliding up her sides, over her hips, and finally to the zipper of her gown. He tugged it down deliberately, savoring each moment as the fabric pooled at her feet, leaving her clad only in the silver lace lingerie beneath. Kane stepped back slightly, his eyes devouring her exposed form. His satisfaction was unmistakable as his hands returned to her, cupping her breasts through the lace, his thumbs brushing over her hardened nipples with slow, deliberate strokes.

“Beautiful,” Kane murmured, his voice heavy with authority. “Absolutely stunning.”

He allowed his hands to slide lower, caressing the curve of her waist and trailing over her hips. His fingers lingered at the garter straps, giving one a sharp tug and letting it snap back against her milky thigh. Laura gasped softly, her lips parting as the sharp sting mixed with pleasure. Kane smirked, his eyes fixed on Matt as he traced his fingertips over the red mark the snap had left, as if admiring his handiwork. “You’ve kept this hidden away, Matt? A body like this deserves to be worshiped,” he said, his voice heavy with intent.

Laura blushed, her confidence undeterred as she reached for him, pulling him into a heated kiss. Her lips moved hungrily against his, her body molding to his as if she couldn’t get close enough. Matt couldn’t look away, his fists clenching as Kane’s hands roamed freely, cupping her ass with deliberate, possessive squeezes that made Laura moan softly into his mouth. Kane broke the kiss slowly, his teeth grazing her bottom lip before trailing his lips down her neck. He kissed and nipped at her skin, his hands sliding up her sides to cup her breasts through the silver fabric of her bra. He kneaded them slowly, his thumbs brushing over her hardened nipples, earning another gasp from Laura as she arched into his touch.

With a satisfied smirk, Kane guided her onto the bed, his hands never leaving her body as he pressed her down against the sheets.

“Lie back,” Kane commanded, his tone leaving no room for argument. Laura obeyed, reclining on the bed, her stockinged legs still in the silver high heels parting slightly as Kane climbed over her. He turned his head to glance at Matt, his smirk returning. “You should see the way she looks at me. Hungry, desperate. Isn’t that right, Laura?”

“Yes Sir,” Laura whispered, her voice breathy. “I want you. I need you.”

Matt’s jaw tightened, his cock throbbing painfully against his pants as he watched Kane peel away Laura’s lingerie piece by piece. The silver lace thong was the last to go, leaving her completely exposed except her stockings and heels. Kane spread her legs wider, his hands running up her thighs before settling between them. He paused, glancing at Matt with a sly grin. “You know, Matt,” Kane said, his voice low and deliberate, “a good slut always keeps her heels on, especially in bed. It’s about presentation, and Laura here understands that perfectly.”

He let his hands slide slowly over her legs, lingering on the straps of her silver heels before returning to her thighs. Laura let out a soft moan, her body arching toward his touch, her heels glinting under the bedroom light as if to emphasize Kane’s point.

“She’s perfect,” Kane said, looking directly at Matt. “You don’t know what you’ve been missing, do you? But don’t worry. I’ll show you just how much she can take.”

Matt’s breath caught as Kane lowered his head, his tongue dragging firmly over Laura’s clit before teasing her slick folds. Her moans grew louder, her hands fisting the sheets tightly as her thighs quivered under his control. Kane didn’t repeat the same motion; instead, he varied his pace, alternating between quick flicks and slow, deliberate laps over her swollen clit, sending shudders through her body. Laura’s cries turned into desperate gasps as he slipped two fingers inside her, curling them expertly while his tongue worked her relentlessly.

“She’s soaking wet, Matt,” Kane said, lifting his head briefly to smirk, his lips glistening. “She was made for this.”

Kane pressed a kiss to the inside of her thigh before dipping back down, his teeth grazing her sensitive bud before sucking it into his mouth. Laura’s back arched sharply, her breaths coming in frantic bursts. Her nails raked over the sheets as her thighs tensed around Kane’s head, her hips grinding against his face as if she couldn’t get enough.

“Oh God, yes! Kane!” she cried out, her voice trembling as the orgasm overtook her, her body jerking uncontrollably as waves of pleasure crashed through her. Kane held her firmly in place, his hands gripping her thighs as he continued to work her, drawing out every last tremor of her climax until she was left panting and flushed, sprawled across the bed.

Kane lifted his head again, his smirk wider this time. “She’s dripping, Matt. Look at her,” he said, gesturing to her glistening folds. “This is what she craves. This is what she needs.”

Without giving her a moment to recover, Kane leaned back down, this time circling her clit with his tongue in slow, maddening spirals. He alternated the pressure, keeping her on edge as his fingers pressed deeper, exploring every sensitive spot inside her. Laura’s moans became high-pitched whimpers, her body shaking uncontrollably as he brought her right back to the brink.

“You’re going to come again, aren’t you?” Kane murmured, his voice muffled against her. “Tell your husband how good it feels.”

Laura’s head fell back against the pillows, her voice breaking as she gasped out, “It feels so good! Oh, God, I’m going to come again!”

Kane’s grip tightened on her hips, holding her steady as her second orgasm ripped through her, her scream echoing in the room as she clutched at the sheets. Matt’s knuckles turned white as he gripped the armrests of his chair, his arousal and humiliation spiraling as he watched Kane push her beyond anything he had ever done.

“She’s so responsive,” Kane said, his voice muffled. “You’ve done a good job keeping her ready for me.”

Matt’s breathing grew raspy, his arousal and humiliation blending into a heady mix that left him paralyzed. He hated how turned on he was, hated that he couldn’t look away as Kane brought Laura to the edge again and again.

When Kane finally moved up her body, positioning himself between her legs, he turned to Matt with a wicked grin. “Watch closely,” he said, his voice firm. “This is how I'm going to be taking your woman every month from now.”

Kane entered her in one smooth thrust, eliciting a loud cry from Laura that made Matt’s stomach twist. Kane set a steady rhythm, his hands gripping her hips as he took her with practiced ease. His dirty words filled the air, each one a dagger to Matt’s pride.

“She’s so tight,” Kane groaned, his eyes locked on Matt. “You feel that, Laura? Tell your husband how much you love it.”

“I love it,” Laura gasped, her nails digging into Kane’s back. “I love how you fuck me, Kane.”

Matt’s breathing was ragged, his cock throbbing painfully as he watched the scene unfold. He couldn’t move, couldn’t speak, his body betraying him with every passing second.

Kane leaned down, his lips brushing against Laura’s ear. “You’re mine tonight,” he whispered, loud enough for Matt to hear. “Every inch of you belongs to me.”

“Yes,” Laura cried out, her body arching against him. “I’m yours, Kane. All yours.”

Kane smirked, pulling out of her only to flip her onto her stomach. He positioned her on all fours, her ass raised high in the air. “Stay like that,” he commanded, gripping her hips and sliding back inside her. Laura’s cries grew louder, her hands clutching at the sheets as Kane drove into her harder. “You look perfect like this, Laura,” he said, slapping her ass, the sound echoing in the room. “Tell Matt how much you love being taken like this.”

“I love it!” Laura screamed, her voice filled with desperation and pleasure. “I love being your slut, Kane!”

Matt clenched the armrests of his chair, his humiliation mounting as Kane changed positions again, pulling Laura upright and pressing her back against his chest. His hands moved to her breasts, kneading them roughly as he thrust up into her. Laura’s head fell back onto his shoulder, her moans unrelenting.

“She takes everything I give her,” Kane said, turning his gaze to Matt. “Look at her. She’s dripping for me, completely lost in it.”

After a couple of more minutes in this position, Kane moved them again, laying Laura flat on her back and hooking her legs over his shoulders. He pressed deep into her, her cries of pleasure filling the room as he hit spots that made her body convulse. “You love this, don’t you, Laura?” he asked, his voice rough. “Being stretched, being claimed.”

“Yes, Kane! Yes!” she cried, her nails clawing at his arms. “Don’t stop!”

Matt’s head swam as Kane leaned down, kissing Laura hungrily while maintaining his relentless rhythm. When Kane finally pulled back, his breathing was labored, but his smirk was as sharp as ever. “Watch closely, Matt,” he said, his tone commanding. “I’m going to finish inside her. Watch how she takes it all.”

With a few final, powerful thrusts, Kane groaned deeply, his grip tightening on Laura’s thighs as he spilled into her. Laura’s body trembled beneath him, her own climax rippling through her as she screamed his name one last time. Kane stayed buried inside her, his chest heaving as he met Matt’s stunned gaze.

Matt sat frozen, his body betraying him even as the reality of the scene settled into his mind. Kane finally withdrew, smirking as he adjusted his tie and turned to Matt with a satisfied grin. “Take good care of her, Matt. I’ll see you both next month. And remember,” he added, pulling on his jacket, “this is how it’s going to be every month from now on. A weekend where Laura gets what she truly needs.”

Kane paused by the door, glancing back at the disheveled bed and Laura sprawled across it. “I have to get on a flight for business,” he said smoothly. “You two can stay here tonight. Enjoy the space. Let her recover. After all, she’ll need her strength for next time.” He shot Matt a final smirk before disappearing down the hallway, leaving the room heavy with silence and the lingering scent of what had just transpired.

CHAPTER V

The weeks following that fateful Saturday night marked the beginning of a transformation neither Matt nor Laura could have predicted. The air in their home had shifted—not colder, but charged with a new, unspoken tension. Laura carried herself differently, her confidence radiant and undeniable. The arrangement had awakened something in her, and Matt couldn’t help but be captivated by the change.

That same night, after Kane had left, Matt found himself unable to hold back. Laura was still sprawled on the bed, her skin glowing and her body still bearing the marks of Kane’s dominance. Without hesitation, Matt moved to her, his hands trembling as he touched her.

“Are you sure?” Laura whispered, a teasing smile on her lips as she noticed his eagerness.

“I need you,” Matt murmured, his voice thick with desperation.

Laura let out a soft laugh, pulling him closer. “Then take me.”

He didn’t hesitate, burying himself inside her, his arousal heightened by everything he’d witnessed earlier. Laura guided him, her confidence and control evident even in this moment. The intimacy was different, charged with a new dynamic, but as Matt moved against her, he felt their connection deepen in an unexpected way. Taking her after Kane had felt filthy and irresistible, her body still warm and slick from what she had endured earlier. Matt’s thrusts were desperate and frantic, his cock driving into her as he clung to her hips, the remnants of Kane’s dominance only heightening his own arousal. Laura’s soft moans and playful encouragement fueled him further, her teasing words making him burn with both shame and lust.

When they finally collapsed together, Matt’s chest heaved against hers, their bodies tangled in the aftermath of their raw coupling. It was messy, depraved, and utterly consuming. In that moment, Matt knew their love had taken on a new, unorthodox shape—but it was no less real, no less powerful, than it had ever been.

Laura’s mornings now started with a new routine. She would stand in front of the mirror, adjusting her figure-hugging work outfits for yoga, her movements deliberate and sensual. Matt would often catch her smiling at her reflection, her satisfaction evident. She’d tease him over breakfast, her words light but laced with a deeper, knowing undertone.

“You know,” she said one morning, setting down her coffee cup, “Kane really appreciated the way I handled things last weekend. He said I was perfect in every way.”

Matt froze mid-bite, his cheeks flushing. “I… I’m sure he did,” he murmured, his voice barely audible.

Laura leaned forward, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “He’s already planning something for next month. Something special.” Her tone was casual, but her smirk told Matt she was relishing every second of his discomfort.

At home, Laura’s newfound dominance was impossible to ignore. She was no longer the shy, accommodating wife Matt had known. Instead, she carried herself with a commanding presence, her every action purposeful. She’d direct Matt with a confidence that left him both aroused and in awe.

“Matt, come here,” she said one evening, beckoning him to her with a crook of her finger. When he approached, she slid her hand under his chin, tilting his face upward to meet her gaze. “I want you to understand something. I love you. This… arrangement hasn’t changed that. If anything, it’s made me love you more. You’ve given me freedom, Matt. And I’ll never forget that.”

Her words were sincere, but her tone carried a weight of authority that left Matt nodding submissively. “I love you too, Laura,” he said, his voice trembling. “I’ll do anything for you.”

She smiled, stroking his cheek. “I know you will.”



While Laura thrived, Matt’s role in their dynamic became increasingly clear. His career continued to flourish, thanks in no small part to Kane’s influence. Promotions, bonuses, and perks flowed steadily, cementing his place in the company. But at home, his focus shifted entirely to Laura.

He found himself eagerly anticipating her weekends with Kane, the tension building as each date approached. He’d watch her prepare, her excitement unmistakable as she carefully picked out outfits and packed her overnight bag. She’d tease him shamelessly, strutting in front of him in barely-there lingerie or tight dresses, asking, “Do you think Kane will like this?” Her suggestive tone and playful smirks left no doubt about her intentions, each word and movement a deliberate effort to keep him on edge.

“How do you think Kane will react when he sees me in this?” she asked one Friday evening, turning slowly in front of him while wearing the barely-there pink lace set. "Think he'll lose control the second he lays eyes on me?"

Matt swallowed hard, his throat dry. “He… he’ll love it,” he managed, his arousal obvious.

Laura laughed softly, stepping closer to him. “Good. Because I plan to make this weekend unforgettable for him.” She leaned in, her lips brushing his ear. “And for you.”

The teasing didn’t stop when she returned home. Laura delighted in recounting every detail of her weekends with Kane, her voice dripping with satisfaction as she described his dominance, her pleasure, and the ways he pushed her boundaries. Matt listened, equal parts humiliated and aroused, his imagination running wild with every word.

“He took me in his home office this time,” she said one Sunday night, lounging on the couch in nothing but a robe. “Bent me over his desk and made me beg for it. The view of the city lights was incredible. You would’ve loved it.”

Matt’s breathing quickened, his body reacting despite his conflicted emotions. Laura noticed, her smirk widening. “You like hearing about it, don’t you?” she teased, running a hand down his chest. “It turns you on, knowing how much I enjoy him.”

“Yes,” Matt admitted, his voice barely a whisper. “I can’t help it.”

Laura leaned in, kissing him deeply. “Good,” she murmured against his lips. “Because this is our new normal. And I’m loving every second of it.”



Kane’s presence loomed large, even when he wasn’t physically there. He’d send Laura texts throughout the week, hints of what he had planned for their next meeting. She’d read them aloud to Matt, her voice playful as she described the scenarios Kane envisioned.

“He wants to take me to a private club next time,” she said one evening, showing Matt the message. “Apparently, it’s very exclusive. Members only. He thinks I’ll fit right in.”

Matt’s stomach churned at the implication, but he nodded. “If that’s what you want,” he said softly.

Laura smiled, leaning down to kiss his forehead. “You’re so good to me, Matt.”

Kane’s hints at pushing boundaries weren’t limited to texts. During one of his visits to the office, he pulled Matt aside, his tone casual but firm.

“Laura’s remarkable,” he said, his words deliberate. “But I think it’s time we explored some new possibilities. Perhaps involving others. I’ll let her decide, of course. But I wanted you to be prepared.”

Matt nodded, his heart pounding. “Of course, sir,” he said, his voice steady despite the turmoil inside him.

Kane clapped him on the shoulder, his smirk as sharp as ever. “Good. I knew you’d understand.”



As the months passed, the dynamic between the three solidified. Laura flourished in her role, her confidence and independence growing with every weekend. Matt settled into his position as an aroused observer and devoted husband, his life revolving around his wife’s pleasure and Kane’s control. And Kane? He remained the orchestrator, his dominance absolute, his plans for the future ever evolving.

Their new normal was unconventional, but for Laura, Matt, and Kane, it was exactly what they needed. The arrangement wasn’t just a lifestyle; it was a testament to their willingness to embrace their desires, no matter where they led.

***

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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"Do you like this, baby?" Olivia’s voice was low and breathless as she glanced at Ethan. "Watching me give in like this... for both of us?" 

Ethan never imagined that a romantic getaway to a secluded beachfront villa would change everything. For years, his wife, Olivia, has been the center of his world—radiant, confident, and irresistible. But when Olivia suggests bringing her fantasy to life, their relationship is pushed into uncharted territory. 


Enter Marcus—a charming and athletic man who brings a new kind of energy into their lives. Under the warm glow of candlelight and the sound of crashing waves, tensions rise, boundaries blur, and desires come to life in ways Ethan could only dream of. 

As Ethan watches Olivia embrace her sensuality in Marcus’s arms, he’s torn between jealousy and pride, arousal and vulnerability. Will this unforgettable night deepen the bond between husband and wife, or will it leave them questioning everything? 

Steamy, daring, and emotionally charged, White Wife Lets Loose for BBC offers a front-row seat to a wife’s ultimate surrender and a husband’s deepest fantasy—perfect for readers who crave a story where love, trust, and unrestrained passion ignite in unforgettable ways.
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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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