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CHAPTER 1

Lena had always known the effect she had on men, but tonight, at the rooftop bar of the Waldorf Grand in Chicago, that power felt sharper than ever. Her silk champagne-colored blouse caught the city lights just right, draping over the swell of her full, perky tits that pushed against the delicate fabric with every breath. The material clung to her petite frame and the sharp taper of her waist, before disappearing into a high-waisted pencil skirt that hugged her round, bouncing ass like a second skin. The hemline ended way above her knees, flaunting every inch of leg she knew how to use. Her heels clicked confidently as she crossed the rooftop toward Marc, her boss… a tall, graying-at-the-temples European with the kind of presence that turned heads and silenced conversations. Marc’s eyes locked onto her the moment she stepped out. The blouse, the skirt, the heels; every inch of her looked designed to test a man’s resolve. He didn’t even bother hiding the way his gaze raked over her tits, the way her skirt clung like it wanted him to touch her. She wasn’t just beautiful, she was provocative, deliberately sexy. And he was already imagining how she’d look bent over the suite’s desk, moaning his name.

“To closed deals and well-dressed women,” he said, raising his glass of scotch as she joined him at the private corner table.

She clinked her wine glass to his, smirking. “And to generous bosses who know when to celebrate.”

She’d heard that toast before… years ago, over cheap rosé and pasta at some no-name bistro where Ryan had whispered it into her ear, his hand creeping up her thigh. Back then, it had made her blush. Now, it just made her smirk harder.

They had just landed a major international client, and the pitch had gone flawlessly. Lena was the reason why. She’d led the strategy, the presentation, and the dinner. But she also knew the way her pretty privilege had helped… especially with the Japanese execs who couldn’t stop glancing at her full perky tits when she leaned in, or her legs when she crossed them. It wasn’t the first time. She’d risen up the corporate ladder quicker than most, and she wasn’t naive about why. Sure, she had the brains, but her petite, busty body, toned from daily morning workouts and blessed with just the right mix of good genes and tight tailoring, had played its part too. She wore it like armor, and Marc had watched her in action all day, his gaze lingering long after the meeting ended.

“You were spectacular today,” he said. His tone wasn’t corporate anymore. It was quiet. Personal.

“Thank you, Marc.”

She let her legs cross slowly, deliberately, her heel dangling as she took another sip. It was late. Past midnight. Her husband, Ryan, had texted hours ago: Miss you already. Call me if you're free.

She hadn’t. Not yet.

He worked from home: UX/UI design, mostly. Clean layouts, app interfaces, the kind of thing that let him stay soft-spoken and remote while Lena fought her way through glass offices and glassier ceilings. He was all warmth and logic, long walks and podcast playlists. She was late nights, red lips, closed deals, and sharp edges. Sometimes the contrast made her feel guilty. Other times, it made her ache.

He was thirty-two, just a couple of years older than her, and they’d been married for five years after dating for two. Lena still remembered the early days: bar dates, late-night food runs, tangled limbs on cheap bedsheets. He’d always had that gentle energy, the kind that let her lead without ever feeling emasculated. Lena loved that about him. Still did. What she also loved? The way he never tried to hide how much he loved showing her off. Every time they stepped out together — her in heels, short dresses, barely-there fabric that clung in just the right places — he’d glow. Not with jealousy, but pride. Like he was walking into every room with a trophy on his arm. She gave him something to look at. And God, did he love looking.

“You staying up here long?” she asked.

Marc tilted his head. “Not unless you are.”

Her smile curled. The kind she used when she wanted to test the line and then step over it.

Lena reached for her phone under the table and tapped out a message.

Hey babe. Just finished drinks with Marc. What if I let him buy me another drink? Would you stop me?

She didn’t hit send. Not yet.

They’d always teased each other in the bedroom about the kind of attention she got whenever they were out, how every room seemed to buzz when she walked in, how multiple sets of eyes trailed the sway of her ass or dipped to her cleavage, those brains behind them imagining every filthy scenario possible. Ryan would whisper about it while he fucked her, tell her how fucking hard it made him knowing men were drooling over her, imagining their cocks inside her, while he was the one who got to flip her over, shove it in, and fuck her brains out like she was his personal wet dream come true. Lena loved those moments. Loved knowing that her sex appeal wasn’t just for strangers, it was fuel for their dirtiest games, their hottest nights. He’d even been the one to say it first, one night after too much wine: What if someone else wanted you so bad they couldn’t help themselves? What if you let them? Back then, it was just dirty talk. A what-if. Something he groaned into her neck while fucking her harder than usual. But tonight, with Marc’s gaze still lingering in her mind and her pussy already aching under the table, it didn’t feel like pretend anymore.

Marc leaned in slightly, his voice a low hum. “You know, I brought a bottle of real Bordeaux up to the suite. From my cellar back in Lyon.”

“Of course you did,” she teased.

“Room 719,” he said. "If you’re curious."

Her breath caught. A pulse stirred low in her stomach. The night breeze whispered through her blouse, lifting the silk just enough to remind her she wasn't wearing a bra. It was subtle, but electric, like every nerve ending had come online. The way he said that room number didn’t feel like an offer. It felt like a door swinging open inside her.

“You should go get some sleep,” he said, standing, buttoning his blazer.

“You think?”

“You have a husband who’s probably wondering where you are.”

His eyes didn’t look guilty. Just hungry.

Lena watched him walk away. She sat there for another minute, sipping the last of her wine, the city stretching out beneath her. Then she looked down at her message.

Deleted it.

Typed a new one:

Remember how worked up you used to get watching men stare at my body when we go out? Well, tonight... I felt it too. And since your cock’s not here to take care of it, I think someone else's might. Older. European. Love you.

Hit send.

Then stood up, adjusted her skirt, and made her way toward the elevator.

Room 719 was waiting.


CHAPTER 2

The corridor outside Room 719 was silent, save for the distant hum of the city and the faint, sultry strains of jazz leaking from beneath the suite’s door, a hint of the mood that waited inside. Lena stood for a moment, breathing in the charged air, her heart hammering with anticipation and something darker: permission. She pressed her palm to the cool wood, smoothed the hem of her skirt over her ass — tight, high, and thinking about it now, in this particular context… barely decent — then slipped inside.

The moment she crossed the threshold, the atmosphere wrapped around her like smoke that was thick, hot, and charged. Marc didn’t speak. He didn’t need to. He just stood there, his whole body stilled, eyes dragging down her bare legs like a man counting sins. His gaze stalled at the hem of her skirt, then crawled up over the round swell of her hips, drinking in how the fabric hugged her ass. By the time his eyes reached her tits that stood high and tight under the silk, his lips had parted slightly, like he was about to say something, but couldn’t remember how to speak.

She could feel the heat of his stare like a hand between her thighs.

Marc’s suite was all masculine comfort and expensive taste… dim light spilling across leather and steel, heavy curtains framing the city’s midnight skyline, a cut-glass decanter glinting on the table. The music was low, nearly a purr. Marc himself had already taken off his blazer, shirt sleeves rolled to the elbows, collar open just enough to reveal a triangle of sculpted hairy chest. His eyes found her instantly, the kind of look that didn’t just acknowledge her presence, but devoured  it.

“Wine?” he asked, voice rough velvet. He nodded toward the bottle, Bordeaux red, and picked up a second glass, never breaking her gaze.

Lena gave a small, amused smile, the kind she reserved for moments like this, when pretending to be coy was just as thrilling as admitting why she was here. She stepped further in, heels silent on the plush carpet, and let her fingertips glide along the curve of the sofa as she crossed the room, already feeling how tight her blouse had become across her chest. Her nipples pressed hard against the silk, made more obvious by the chill in the air and her own racing pulse. She could taste the tension, electric and sharp.

She let herself look out the window, city lights a blur below. “Nice view,” she said, voice light, false. “Very different from mine.”

He set down his drink and joined her, pouring the wine with a smooth, practiced hand. “You deserve better than a view of the parking lot. Or of anything less than this.” He handed her the glass, and their fingers brushed—his touch deliberate, slow, drawing goosebumps in its wake.

She sipped, careful, pretending she didn’t notice the way his gaze dropped to her chest, lingered on the outline of her nipples pressing so obviously through the blouse. She turned away, letting her hair fall forward like a curtain, feigning distraction. “Just one drink,” she teased, voice deliberately airy. “We've got an early meeting tomorrow.”

She knew how it sounded… innocent, harmless, but even as she said it, she could feel the heat building low in her belly. The weight of his gaze on her tits, the tension clinging to the air between them, it all made her pulse flutter. She liked this game. She liked knowing he was watching her nipples press tight against silk, liked pretending she hadn’t come here already soaked. If this was a lie, it was one she told with intention, and a wetness she couldn’t ignore.

“Of course,” he replied, stepping closer until she could feel the warmth of his body behind her, his scent which was a blend of expensive cologne and something darker was now settling around her like a second skin. “Just one.”

Marc set his own glass down. The space between them narrowed until it disappeared entirely. He leaned in, gently brushing a strand of her hair behind her ear, his fingertips skimming the bare skin of her neck, trailing down to the top button of her blouse. The touch was intimate… possessive . Her breath caught, the lie in her earlier words dissolving.

He let his hand drift down the line of her spine, tracing each vertebra beneath the silk. Lena shivered, warmth pooling low in her belly, the tension between them coiling tighter. “Do you even know how dangerous you are when you walk into a room like that?” he murmured, almost reverent, voice pitched for her alone.

She gave a small, self-deprecating laugh, tried to brush it away, but he didn’t let her retreat. His palm landed at her waist, anchoring her in place, thumb pressing into the curve of her hip through the thin fabric. The world seemed to hold its breath with them. He searched her face, slow and unhurried, as if daring her to look away. Her gaze dropped, then drifted back up, lips parting, a silent answer blooming in the quiet space between.

He didn’t move first, he waited, drawing her in by gravity. Her breath stalled. Neither of them moved. Even the jazz felt far away, just the low hum of something waiting to snap. Lena’s mouth found his, her consent given, and the dam broke all at once.

The kiss was nothing like she’d expected… it was hungry, searching, all teeth and heat, his hand splaying wide over her lower back, pulling her flush against him. Lena tasted whisky and something feral, something male , as he took his time devouring her mouth, tongue flicking out to claim and explore. Her fingers twisted in the fabric of his shirt, clinging to him like she was afraid of falling, heels scraping softly over the carpet as she let herself melt into his hold.

He turned her with a gentle, insistent pressure, guiding her back until her thighs met the edge of the couch. He lifted her easily, setting her atop the cool leather, standing between her open knees. His hand cupped her ass, squeezing, then trailing up to the curve of her waist, making her shiver all over again.

Marc broke the kiss to look at her, really look, hunger writ large in his gaze, his breath coming heavier now. He trailed his fingers up to the first button of her blouse, pausing. “I’ve thought about this,” he confessed, voice rougher than before, “since the day I hired you.”

Lena bit her lower lip, eyes wide and playful, tilting her head just slightly as she looked up at him with a faux-innocent pout. “ Wait — so this was the reason you hired me?” she teased, her voice soft and saccharine, eyes full of mischief.

Marc chuckled, low and unrepentant. “It definitely played an important part,” he said, his fingers dragging slowly across her thigh. “But it’s not just how you looked in that pencil skirt at the interview — it’s the way you looked at me like you already knew I’d want to have you.”

Lena’s breath hitched, and her lashes fluttered as she whispered, “Then show me. how you'd have me... Sir! ”

He smiled, slow and wicked. With deliberate patience, he undid each button, eyes never leaving her body. The silk peeled away from her skin, revealing more and more… the swell of her tits, the peaked tips already tight, the shallow valley between them. He bent down, lips brushing the side of her breast, breath hot. “You have no idea what you do to men,” he said, almost a growl, and sucked one stiff nipple into his mouth, tongue swirling until she arched off the couch. She let out a shaky laugh, breath catching. “Oh, I do,” she murmured, voice thick with pleasure. “I know exactly what this body does to them; and it turns me on just as much.”

She gasped, threading her fingers through his hair, pushing him closer, savoring the way his hands mapped her curves like a man starved. His palms slid down over the curve of her hips, groping her tight, full ass through the fabric of her skirt, kneading it slowly while his mouth kept working on her nipples, tongue drawing circles until she could barely breathe. Her hips rolled forward, desperate for more contact, the ache between her thighs sharpening.

Her boldness grew. Lena reached down, tugging his belt loose, the clink of the buckle loud in the hush of the room. She dragged her palm along his cock, feeling the sheer size of him straining against the fabric… bigger, heavier than what she was used to. The outline alone made her hand look small, and the firmness beneath her touch sent a jolt through her core. Seven years of being with Ryan had familiarized her with one shape, one rhythm. But this... this felt like something new altogether. Different weight, different promise. Her fingers tightened, curiosity bleeding into hunger. She bit her lip, meeting his gaze. “Is this what you’ve been thinking about all day?”

Marc grinned, shaking his head. “Longer. Weeks. Maybe months.”

She laughed, the sound low and wicked. Her fingers made quick work of the button and zipper, dragging the slacks down just enough. She stroked him through his briefs, savoring the weight, the heat. He cursed softly, his hands drifting lower, finding her panties, tracing the edge.

He pushed them aside and slid his fingers along her slit, and it was, as she knew and he expected, already slick, soaked through, the thin lace a pointless barrier. “So fucking wet,” he murmured, pushing a finger inside, making her clutch at the back of the couch. She moaned, arching, hips canting toward him.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered, breathless, every nerve alive with want.

Marc didn’t. He added a second finger, stroking deep, slow, his thumb circling her clit as she started grinding against his hand, the room melting away until there was only this… his touch, her need, the wet sounds and breathy pleas, and the promise of everything she’d come here for, finally, finally within reach.

Marc’s breath was ragged as he rose, stepping back just enough to look down at her: shirt untucked now, belt hanging loose at his waist, slacks pushed low on his hips. His cock, thick and flushed, strained forward as he peeled the briefs down and let them fall. It stood there… hard, heavy, proud.

Lena froze. Not from fear, just from how sudden the heat slammed through her gut. Her breath caught as her eyes locked onto it, her lips parting slightly. It wasn’t just the size, it was the shape, its presence, weight . This was a cock meant to ruin, not just fuck. For a second, her mind flicked back to Ryan… seven years of sex, of knowing every detail of what he felt like inside her. And now, this. Something new. Something so damn wrong  it made her thighs clench.

Lena’s breath caught in her throat. For a beat, she didn’t move.

Then she slipped down from the couch to her knees, the cool leather giving way to plush carpet beneath her as she settled between his feet. She reached out with both hands, steady but reverent, one curling around the base while the other slid up the shaft. The weight of him was startling… hot and solid in her palm, the shape unfamiliar in a way that sent a shiver racing down her spine.

She leaned forward and dragged her tongue along the underside of his shaft, licking slow from the base to the tip before swirling around the head. The taste of him - clean, masculine, laced with sweat and skin - sent her deeper into the haze. She stroked him as she sucked, taking more of him into her mouth with each bob, her lips stretched tight, spit already slicking his length. She moaned softly as her tongue flicked along the crown, then took him deep enough to gag once, then again, letting the sound fill the room like something sacred. Her spit was dripping freely now, coating his shaft, trailing down to her chin, soaking the front of her blouse.

And as her throat flexed around someone else's cock, she thought of Ryan. Sweet, quiet Ryan, probably asleep in their bed right now, never imagining this version of her. He’d always gotten so turned on whenever other men looked at her in restaurants or during company parties, whispering in her ear later about the way they stared at her tits or ass, how badly they must’ve wanted to bend her over a table. But that had always been just dirty talk. A private little thrill between them. Fantasy. Tonight, though? Her lips were wrapped around a cock that wasn’t his, and she was moaning like she belonged there. Would he still love her if he saw her like this? On her knees for her boss, swallowing him whole? The shame twisted inside her, but it only made her suck harder.

Her hair stuck to her cheek, her lips glossy with spit and slick, her throat raw from how deep she'd taken him, but she didn’t care. She wanted him to see her like this… on her knees, unfiltered, messy, ruined.

Marc groaned low in his chest, one hand finding her hair, not to push, just to hold. “Fuck… you look so fucking good like this,” he rasped. “That mouth. Those eyes. Christ, you were made for this.”

She pulled back with a wet gasp, a string of saliva catching on her lip as she looked up at him, her chest heaving, her thighs clenching beneath her skirt. “Then use me,” she said, voice hoarse. “Use me like I’m not married.”

His groan turned into a growl.

He hauled her up with both hands, spun her with ease, and bent her over the arm of the couch. Her panties, still looped around one thigh, clung damp and stretched as he pushed her skirt up, exposing the curve of her ass. He ran a palm over the fullness of it once, then slapped it, firm and sharp, leaving his handprint behind on the porcelain surface. The sting bloomed hot across her cheek, and she moaned into the leather, loud and open, her breath hitching with wanton hunger.

"Ahhh—fuck... yes..."

It slipped out of her like instinct. There was nothing quiet or restrained about the sounds tumbling out of her mouth… just raw, slutty need. She’d never moaned like that in bed before. Never with Ryan. Never with anyone. Her hips pushed back instinctively for more, greedier now.

Before she could even fully recover, she felt the thick head of his cock sliding along her slit, teasing, heavy, utterly not her husband’s. The moment it pressed against her opening, her breath hitched again. This was happening. She was letting it happen.

Marc gripped her hips and didn’t wait. He lined himself up, dragged the tip through her soaked folds once, then pushed inside.

No condom. No warning. Just cock.

She cried out as he filled her, body jolting forward from the force of the thrust. It was deeper than she expected ( wider  too), and the pressure made her gasp and scramble to brace herself as her fingers clawed at the leather.

“Fuck,” she whimpered. “Oh god—Sirrrr…”

He started moving… slow, at first, just grinding into her, then pulling out halfway and slamming back in with a pace that built fast. The sound of skin on skin echoed off the walls, each slap of his hips against her ass making her moan louder.

He gripped her hair and pulled her back just enough to speak into her ear. “You married a man who lets you out looking like this? Fuck, he must know what he’s risking…”

Her response was a whimper that broke into a desperate moan as he slammed into her again. His hand reached around, cupping one bouncing tit, fingers pinching the nipple through her blouse before tugging it free from the fabric to bare it completely. He played with her chest as he fucked her from behind, each squeeze and thrust dragging her deeper into the spiral.

“You think he’d still love you if he saw you like this?” Marc growled. “Bent over and stuffed full of another man’s cock?”

Her mouth opened, but no words came; only raw, keening sounds of pleasure. Her body shook. Her thighs trembled.

He slowed only to adjust, pulling out, panting, sweat glistening on his chest.

“Turn around,” he ordered, like he does when asking her about a report at work.

Lena did as he stepped back. She turned slowly, blouse hanging open, tits still slick and jiggling from the pounding she'd just taken, her thighs glistening with the mess he'd left between them, like a shameless, filthy showgirl displaying her ruin. Her lipstick was a smudge of red across her cheek, her mouth swollen, one nipple still hard and peeking through the gap in her blouse. She climbed onto the couch with a slow, deliberate sway, straddling him with a wicked little smirk. His cock stood there, thick and shiny, waiting. She hovered above it, reached down to guide it in… and then she sank, moaning like a fucked-out whore who’d just found her fix.

Her head rolled back, a long, shuddering moan escaping her lips.

Marc gripped her hips, but let her set the pace. She rode him slow, grinding down in lazy, aching circles, letting herself feel every inch of the stretch. Her hands landed on his chest, nails dragging lightly through the sparse hair there.

“Fuck, you feel different,” she whispered.

He smirked. “Better?”

Her eyes fluttered open. “Bigger.”

He grunted. “You like that, don’t you?”

She didn’t answer. Just rode him harder.

Her tits bounced with every thrust, and he reached up to catch one in each hand, kneading them, pinching the nipples until she cried out. His thumbs rolled over them while she bounced, sweat gathering at her collarbone. He pulled one into his mouth, sucking hard, and she bucked against him with a wild sound.

She leaned in, her lips brushing his ear. “I’ve never been stretched like this before,” she whispered.

His growl was instant. He gripped her hips and began thrusting up into her, fucking her from below as she trembled against him.

She’d never felt so full.

And she didn’t want it to stop.

Lena caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror across the room—the kind they mounted above the minibar, meant to reflect the city skyline. Instead, it reflected her. Her body. Bouncing shamelessly on Marc’s cock, blouse slipping further down her arms, tits flushed and slick with sweat, mascara smeared across her cheekbones, her mouth red and parted. Her hair was a mess, wild and tangled from his grip. Her thighs trembled each time she came down, hips rolling in messy circles.

She looked ruined. Fucked. Lavished.

The mirror didn’t lie. Her nipples were still wet from his mouth, one puffed and throbbing for more, the other marked faintly by his teeth. Her skin flushed pink from grip marks already blooming on her hips. Her tits bounced with every thrust, exposed and obscene, the kind of image that made her feel like a pornstar or worse—something bought.

I don’t even look like a wife right now,  she thought, staring at the reflection. I look like something bought for the night. Something borrowed.

And yet she couldn’t stop.

A flash of something twisted in her gut—guilt, maybe, or just the ghost of it. Her brain flicked to Ryan—not his face, but the idea of him. Of what she was doing to him. Of what she was letting someone else do to her . A man who wasn’t her husband, buried deep inside, hands on her hips, mouth on her tits, cock raw and thick and driving into her without hesitation or apology.

Her lips parted again.

“Ryan…” she breathed. Not loud. But close enough to hear it in her own head. Did she want him to hear it? Would saying his name make it worse… or make it real?

Marc didn’t let her spiral. His hands dug into her plump ass and he thrust upward—hard.

She gasped.

Her eyes fluttered. Her hands fisted in his chest. And her body… responded. Her cunt clenched tighter, wetter, as if the violation of thought alone pushed her closer to the edge.

Ryan might’ve still been awake. Or maybe he was watching something on his laptop while his phone was in vibrate. Maybe he was pouring himself a drink in the kitchen. Maybe he was waiting for her call like he always did when she traveled. It didn’t matter. Not now. Not while she was grinding on her older boss’s cock like it was the only thing her body was made for. Her pussy clung to every inch of him like she’d been preparing for this for a long, long time—like her body had always been waiting for something harder, bigger, wronger.

“You feel so fucking good… don’t stop,” she panted, her forehead pressing to his as she rolled her hips again, deeper, slower, wetter.

Marc’s hands came up to her waist, holding her still as he bucked up hard, grunting as her moan broke free again, this one more helpless than the last.

She was close. Too close. She could feel the mess building inside her—his cock dragging through it, thick and steady, like he was churning everything her body wasn’t supposed to give him. Every thrust sloshed the heat deeper, more ruinous, more permanent.

He felt it too.

Marc’s grip tightened. His hips moved faster, fucking into her now with the focus of a man who wanted to see her break. She clung to his shoulders, nails digging into skin, her cries turning ragged as she arched and rode, chased it, let it claim her.

“Fuck, Marc—Sir—oh fuck I’m—”

He grabbed her hips and slammed her down onto him as she came.

Loud. Guttural. She wasn’t just cumming—she was confessing. Every clench of her pussy felt like a betrayal sealed in flesh. And still, she came harder, louder, filthier. She tried to muffle the sound by biting into his neck, but he wouldn’t let her. He pulled her back and made her look at him.

“Let him hear it,” Marc growled. “Wherever he is.”

She once again pictured him at home, phone beside his pillow, still waiting. Still trusting. And she wailed louder, grinding through the betrayal like it was the only thing anchoring her to herself.

Her body shook with every wave. Her walls spasmed around him, drawing him deeper, milking him. Her thighs clamped tight around his hips as she rode it out, sobbing his name now, wet and wild and broken.

He wasn’t far behind.

“Fucking hell,” he muttered, holding her in place. “I’m gonna—”

She nodded. She wanted it. She needed it. Needed to be filled by someone else’s cum. Needed to cross the line so completely she couldn’t come back.

His body tensed, then jerked upward once, twice—then held.

Spurt after spurt of hot, thick cum poured into her, filling her completely. She felt it. Every pulse. Every throb. Her pussy clenched again, reflexively, as if sealing it in.

Her whole body slackened.

They stayed like that for a long moment—her chest against his, his softening cock still inside her, both of them breathing like they’d run a marathon in silk and sweat.

She didn’t speak. Didn’t apologize. Didn’t even move.

The room was still thick with the smell of sex—humid, electric, decadent. Her cunt throbbed with every slow exhale, stretched and stuffed, still clinging to the heat he left inside her. Her nipples brushed against the cool air, sticky with spit and sweat, making her shiver.

When she finally stood, her thighs were trembling. Her panties were somewhere on the floor, useless now. Her blouse hung open, skirt bunched at her waist, skin sticky and glowing.

Marc didn’t say a word. He just watched.

She didn’t reach for her phone. Didn’t look for a towel.

She walked naked to the bathroom, pussy leaking down her thigh in slow, lazy trails. His cum was still dripping out of her in thick, creamy strings—proof. Evidence. A stain she didn’t want erased just yet—and stepped into the shower.

The water turned warm almost instantly. And it ran down her body, washing away nothing at all.

She could still feel him inside her.

And she didn’t want that to fade.


CHAPTER 3

The sheets clung to her skin like second thoughts—sticky, warm, and soaked in the scent of last night’s ruin. Lena stirred slowly, one leg sliding across the mess beneath her as the early morning haze draped itself around the suite like silk. Her body, still tender between her thighs, reminded her of every angle, every thrust, every moan that hadn’t belonged to her husband. The soreness was deep, the kind that lingered even after the pleasure faded, and when she stretched her limbs out with a low sigh, the pulse between her legs flared in quiet, pulsing memory.

She blinked up at the high ceiling of Marc’s suite, her lashes sticking slightly from last night’s smudged mascara, then turned her head. The space beside her was empty, but not untouched. The sheets were still indented where his body had been, and the faintest smear of something cloudy marked the pillow edge—something he must have left behind in the dark, mouth open against her neck, cock buried deep inside her.

A smile tugged at the corner of her lips. Small. Almost involuntary. But it faded quickly.

She stayed there a little longer, letting the stickiness cling to her thighs, letting the ache in her cunt remind her that she'd been fucked well past the point of modesty. Her fingers drifted down lazily, not to pleasure, but to feel the mess—her own slick mixed with what Marc had spilled inside her. It was drying now, but still warm in places. She dragged two fingers along the seam of her pussy, felt the resistance, the faint burn of overuse, and brought them to her lips. She didn’t suck them. She just held them there, tasting the ghost of what had happened. Her hips shifted slightly, involuntarily, the soreness pulling a soft hiss from her teeth. It wasn’t pain. It was ownership—every inch of her felt like it still belonged to someone else.

Her body didn’t feel like hers. Not completely. Not anymore.

The time blinked in pale blue on the nightstand. Late enough that she should have called Ryan by now. Late enough to start making choices.

She rose, bare and deliberate, and padded across the room without covering herself. Her thighs glided slickly against each other with each step, still tender, still marked. She tugged open the floor-length curtains and let the light pour in—Chicago’s skyline rising bold and glassy, cold against the steam still clinging to her skin.

The room stank of sex. Not perfume. Not sweat. Sex. Her body still carried the taste of it. She exhaled.

A folded card sat on the minibar.

Enjoy your morning. I’ve hit the gym. I had something sent up from a boutique downstairs. — M

Next to it, a black box. Matte finish. Ribboned. Luxe. No receipts. No tags.

Her fingers slid over the lid.

Inside, it was a slip of sin. Midnight blue. Lacy and sheer. A balconette bra with scalloped edges. A high-cut thong with whisper-thin straps. A matching garter belt and a short robe. Everything delicate. Everything meant to be ruined.

The shower wasn’t hot. It was scalding. The water beat down on her chest like it could bruise, but Lena stood still under it, letting the sting dig beneath her skin and sink into the parts of her she still hadn’t processed. This wasn’t a rinse. It wasn’t for cleanliness. It was preparation.

She washed slowly. Tenderly. Her inner thighs winced as she touched them. Her nipples were still raw from Marc’s mouth. But she didn’t recoil from the pain. If anything, she savored it—let it remind her of what she’d allowed. What she’d asked for. What she would ask for again.

When she stepped out, the mirror was fogged. She wiped it with her palm, her own reflection blinking back at her with that same glow. Not guilt. Not shame. Just that deep, freshly fucked softness that makeup couldn’t mimic.

She towel-dried her hair until it fell around her shoulders in loose, damp waves, then stepped into the gift.

The bra cupped her tits in sheer defiance of decency, the underwire lifting her like a gift waiting to be unwrapped. The lace barely veiled the dark halo of her nipples—more a frame than a cover, designed not to hide but to tease. They jutted forward, stiff from the lingering ache of her older boss's mouth, aching to be touched again. The thong clung to her slit like it had memorized the shape overnight, the narrow fabric dipping into the cleft and pressing snug between lips still swollen and tender. Every shift of her hips made the lace rub against the soreness like a private dare. The garter belt sat snug at her waist, begging for stockings she wouldn’t wear. Not yet.

There was perfume in the box too. She sprayed once—low, at her belly. A scent made for proximity. For mouths. For memory.

In the mirror, she caught her reflection—mouth still bruised, hickeys darkening along the slope of her neck. Her skin still held the impression of Marc’s grip, faint red outlines where his fingers had left their claim. You were made for this,  he had murmured the night before, his voice gravelly and dark while his cock split her open. She almost heard it again now—low, in the back of her mind—as if his presence lingered even when he didn’t.

She tied the matching robe in satin with lace frills at the edges from the box on top to finish her ensemble. The robe tied loosely... carelessly. The outline of her breasts still visible with every shift.

Then she picked up her phone. Her finger hovered over the name.

Ryan.

She tapped.

It began to ring.

His face appeared just before the fourth ring. Soft light. Sleepy eyes. Bare chest.

“Hey…” he mumbled, voice warm and easy. “You just woke up?”

“Not really.”

She said it like a weather report. Calm. Matter-of-fact. Her eyes didn’t shift. Her lips didn’t curve.

He blinked, sitting up slightly in bed. His hair was a mess. His body still tangled in their sheets. His smile lingered for half a beat too long before he saw it.

His gaze dropped to the faint marks at the base of her neck. His brows twitched.

“That’s a… hickey, isn’t it?”

She didn’t answer. Didn’t smile. Didn’t correct him.

“So you did accept his offer for a drink,” he said, voice lighter than his eyes.

“Yes.”

It landed like a stone in a lake. No ripples. Just a straight drop into silence.

He looked at her then. Really looked. His expression didn’t crack, but something behind his eyes did.

She almost told him it meant nothing. That it was just the wine. That it got out of hand. But none of that would have been true, and Ryan would obviously know it. So she sat there, letting the robe slide open just a little more, and told him the truth.

She didn’t rush. She didn’t soften.

“I went to his room–” she started and then paused for a quick beat. “I'm actually still in his room...” she continued “And last night... I didn’t just drink the wine. I let him undress me.”

His jaw tightened. She kept going.

“I got on my knees for him. I sucked his cock. He bent me over the couch. He fucked me raw. And I came. Twice.”

Ryan’s breath hitched, and she caught the subtle shift of the blanket over his lap. He wasn’t just listening—he was feeling it now. He was hard. And she knew it.

Each sentence landed like a beat of a slow, cruel metronome. Ryan’s face twitched—once at ‘knees,’ again at ‘raw.’

She watched his lips part. His breathing shift. But still, he didn’t look away.

“It wasn’t just a slip,” she continued, her voice still measured. “I wanted it. You used to joke about it, remember? About how someday I’d really go for it. How one night, I’d say yes. And last night… I did. I wanted to feel what it was like to be ruined by someone else.”

His throat bobbed. His hands moved.

Under the covers.

“Are you touching yourself?” she asked, voice quieter now.

A pause. A single, sharp moment.

He nodded.

She didn’t smile. But her lips parted—just slightly.

And she didn’t look away.

That’s when a sound cut through the quiet. A door. The soft rustle of fabric. Lena didn’t turn her head—she just shifted the phone in her hand, angling the camera toward the source.

Marc.

Fresh from the gym, hair damp, shirt clinging to his chest, his eyes flicked toward her with casual interest—as if her robe, the glow in her cheeks, the camera aimed straight at him, were all just part of the morning routine. He peeled off the shirt in one fluid motion, revealing the hard cut of his chest and the sheen of sweat still clinging to his skin. His pants came next—slow at first, then kicked off by the bed. No underwear. No shame.

He walked toward her naked, thick and heavy, his cock already half-hard from the mere sight of her in the robe. Her eyes dropped, unashamed, drinking him in—his cock swaying with each step like it remembered where it belonged. The muscles in his thighs flexed with every movement, his body radiating the heat of a man who’d already claimed her once and would do it again without question. Her thighs pressed together involuntarily, a soft pulse flickering low in her belly. She didn’t move to stop it. Just let the robe fall a little looser, the cotton parting more at her chest, like her body was already answering for her.

He didn’t glance at the screen, not really. He knew it was there. He just didn’t care.

Ryan saw everything.

Lena didn’t apologize. She didn’t flinch.

She tilted the camera back toward herself and adjusted the robe—not to hide anything, but to frame it better. One nipple now peeked through the parted front. The lace of her bra catching the light.

She leaned into the screen, eyes soft, voice low.

“You don’t speak,” she said. “You just watch. And you listen.”

She let her fingers brush the edge of her robe, tugging it looser, her thighs parting just enough to show the garter beneath.

“You’re going to hear what I sound like when someone else fills me again.”

Her eyes didn’t waver. “You’ve been teasing about this for a long time, remember? All your little whispers. Your dirty fantasies. Now you get to see it.”

Ryan’s lips parted. His chest rose in a shallow breath. The blanket shifted again, more openly this time.

She watched his hand disappear beneath it.

Marc stepped behind her without a word. His hands came to her shoulders first, kneading them through the robe, then sliding down to her waist.

He bent low, lips brushing the fresh bruise on her neck where he’d already marked her hours ago. “You wore it for me,” he murmured, nipping just beneath her earlobe.

Lena tilted her head to give him more access, her eyes never leaving the screen.

He untied the robe with practised ease. It slid down her shoulders like silk poured from a bottle, pooling at her elbows and baring her fully to both men.

The camera caught the midnight blue lace. The garters. The way her nipples pressed insistently against the sheer cups. Her pussy was already damp again, the thong darker now at the center.

She turned the phone so Ryan could see.

“He bought me this set this morning,” she said, her voice dipping. “Just for you to see it ruined.”

Marc sank to his knees behind her. Spread her thighs with his hands and buried his face between them.

She could already feel herself leaking—slick and sore—and when his mouth found her pussy, it was like being devoured whole. He licked her like it was breakfast, like she was the only thing he’d craved all morning. His tongue was wide, greedy, insistent, dragging through her folds with a hunger that didn’t ask permission. She braced herself, moaning low, knowing her husband was watching another man eat her with the kind of focus that made her thighs shake and her breath hitch in broken little gasps.

Lena gasped. Her head fell back instantly.

Her legs parted wider. One hand gripped the edge of the chair to steady herself. The other held the phone perfectly angled.

She stared into the camera.

“His tongue is deeper than yours,” she whispered. “Rougher. He doesn’t ask. He devours darling.”

Marc’s groan vibrated against her pussy. He sucked her through the lace, then peeled it aside and dove in raw. Her hips bucked forward.

Wet sounds filled the room. Not obscene. Not loud. Just intimate.

Ryan’s breathing now matched hers.

She pushed Marc’s head deeper with one hand, keeping her gaze locked to the screen. Her mouth parted, a slow exhale tumbling out as he flicked her clit with his tongue, again, again—until her thighs trembled.

She pulled back, breathless, and climbed onto the bed. Marc laid flat, cock waiting, thick and ready.

She straddled him, facing the camera.

Her fingers wrapped around his length, guided him to her entrance. She paused.

And then slowly—achingly—she sank.

Her mouth fell open, eyes fluttering. Her cunt stretched again, still sore, still used. But ready.

She rode him with purpose, every roll of her hips meant to show—not just feel. Every time her hips came down, she let her eyes lock with Ryan’s on the screen—silent, knowing, wicked. Like she wanted him to feel every slow grind, to know this was still their game, their shared fantasy finally playing out in the flesh. Not betrayal—permission. Fulfillment. She didn’t look away. Not even when Marc grunted beneath her. Especially not then.

“Can you hear that?” she breathed. “That’s how it sounds when someone fills your wife raw.”

The slap of skin. The wet grind. The low, broken sounds Marc made as he gripped her ass.

She lifted one breast toward the screen, watched Ryan’s eyes follow it like a magnet.

Marc’s fingers dug into her thighs. He thrust up hard.

She gasped. “He leaves marks,” she moaned. “And you love seeing them. You always said I looked best when I get attention. See how much of it I'm getting now baby,”

Marc began fucking her from beneath now—hard, steady, relentless.

Her moans broke up her speech.

She didn’t mute. Didn’t lower the volume. If anything, she angled the phone closer.

Ryan’s hand was moving in rhythm now. He didn’t even try to hide it.

She came with a cry, hips locking down. Her walls squeezed Marc’s cock with every wave, drawing him deeper.

But she didn’t stop.

She kept grinding, riding the aftershock, until Marc finally snarled and clutched her hips.

He jerked once. Then again.

And then she felt it. That hot, thick flood inside her.

She didn’t rise.

She flexed around him, once, just to feel it. Her pussy still clenching from aftershocks, unwilling to let go, refusing to let his cum spill too quickly. Her thighs trembled from the stretch, from the flood, from the delicious fullness. But she stayed seated—grounded in it. She wanted Ryan to see just how full she was. How stuffed. How still. How used. This wasn’t just a creampie. It was a claim—and she wasn’t done wearing it yet.

She sat there. Letting every drop stay in.

After a couple of good minutes, her body gave out first.

She collapsed forward, hands braced on Marc’s chest, her hair falling over her face. Her cunt still fluttering around him, breath shattered, chest heaving.

She rolled to the side, legs falling open, the lace twisted and useless at her hips.

The cum leaked out slowly, trailing down her thigh, thick and shameless.

She aimed the camera.

Let him see it.

“You don’t need to wonder anymore,” she whispered, her voice hoarse, lips trembling with the weight of release.

Marc smirked in the background, stretching, rising to his feet like a man fully fed.

She didn’t look back at him.

Her finger hovered over the red button. For a second, she almost said his name. Almost asked if he’d come. Almost told him she missed him.

But she didn’t.

She ended the call.

No goodbye.

Just a black screen.

And silence.

CHAPTER 4

She’d barely closed the door of the hotel's conference suite after slipping out of her meeting with the Japanese, who had just finalized the language on the contract, when the notification lit her screen

Ryan: I just landed at O'Hare. What's your room number?

Then, quickly in a second, another text

Ryan: Sorry, Marc's room number?

No call. No text asking if he should come. Just a quiet arrival.

She wasn’t surprised. Not even a little.

She’d been expecting this. Maybe not the flight itself, but the inevitability of it. The moment she ended that call without a goodbye, she knew something in him had shifted… something possessive, something primal. She could feel it under her skin like the leftover ache of a bruise.

She smiled and texted him back,

Lena: 719.

Now back in her robe — a different one, a newer one, a sluttier one — in Marc's suite, she adjusted the hem slightly, making sure the slit framed the garter straps just so. Then she checked herself in the mirror. One hand reached up to smooth a loose wave of hair over her shoulder, the other adjusting the mesh cup over her nipple, not to hide it, but to center it. She applied another swipe of gloss and sprayed that perfume again, low at her belly.

He was coming. She wanted him to walk in and know exactly what kind of woman his wife had become.

By the time she heard the knock and opened the suite door an hour later, he was already standing in the hallway; hair tousled, jeans wrinkled from the flight, a duffel over one shoulder. His face was unreadable, the kind of neutral men wear when they’re walking a wire between arousal and confusion. But his eyes… God, his eyes were hot. Not angry. Just burning.

She didn’t ask why he came. He didn’t explain.

But Marc watched. From inside the suite, he leaned back slightly in the leather chair, eyes narrowing just a touch as the front door opened and Lena fell into her husband's arms. He didn’t interrupt. Didn’t greet. Just watched her mouth meet Ryan’s like she was slipping into a familiar rhythm, her tongue moving slow, lips parted too deliberately for innocence. Marc brought the glass to his lips and sipped, slow and silent, legs spreading wider. He looked completely at ease—like he knew exactly how this night would end and enjoyed watching it begin.

She leaned in and inhaled; he still smelled like long-haul sweat and home. It hit her in the chest. Familiar, grounding, safe. So different from Marc. And maybe that’s why she kissed him slower.

She kissed him like it had been eons and not days — like it actually was.

The kiss was not of guilt. It was not out of an apology. It was instead claiming… with the same mouth Marc had ruined this morning and the night before that. She kissed her husband slow and deep, letting him taste the ghost of what he’d watched, what he’d touched himself to while she came on another man’s cock. Her tongue slid against his, not coaxing—claiming. And when she finally pulled away, she smiled softly and stepped back, letting the robe she wore now swing open just enough to remind him that she hadn’t dressed for him.

“Come inside.”

The suite was low-lit, warm with late-evening haze. The curtains were drawn but the city still bled in through the cracks, and the air held that late hotel quiet—air-conditioned, expensive, expectant.

Marc was already seated near the window, one leg crossed casually, shirt open, a glass of whiskey resting between his fingers. He didn’t rise. He didn’t shift. He just looked up from his drink and met Ryan’s eyes with the easy, relaxed confidence of a man who’d already fucked the wife and wasn’t in a hurry to prove anything else.

“Welcome,” Marc said, voice smooth, almost amused.

He let the moment settle, then raised his glass ever so slightly in Ryan's direction. “You're a lucky man,” he said. “Not many husbands get to call someone this exquisite their wife. She's brilliant in the boardroom, dangerous in heels, and—” he paused, letting his gaze drift slowly over Lena’s exposed thigh, “—undeniably talented in bed.”

Ryan’s eyes flicked to him, then back to his wife. There was no protest, no pushback—just a subtle, quiet pride in the set of his jaw.

“She is,” he said, voice rough. “She’s mine. And I’ve never once taken that for granted.”

Lena, still pouring her wine, smiled as she turned her head slightly toward them. “I’m lucky too. I’ve never belonged more. One of you wants to watch me be taken. The other knows exactly how to take me.”

As she spoke that, Lena walked to the minibar, poured herself a glass of wine, and leaned against the counter—one hip cocked, the edge of her robe catching light on bare skin. The robe shifted with every step, teasing glimpses of the garter straps as they tugged gently against her thighs. The black lace bra barely held her tits in place, one nipple threatening to peek free every time she breathed too deep. And the thong? It was more string than fabric—there for decoration, not decency. It wasn’t an outfit designed for conversation. It was designed for display. Beneath her barely-there robe, her thong was fully visible now thanks to the moody directed lighting of the room— the thong was part of the new set too—and this one sluttier than the last he still vividly remembered seeing on the video call. Her whole outfit now was nothing more than a little mesh half-cup bra that barely contained the swell of her tits, garter straps trailing down her thighs to hold up sheer thigh-high stockings that shimmered, each black band hugging her skin just tight enough to leave faint red impressions apart from those tiny thong, and all of this was packaged scintillatingly beneath the open, short, translucent robe. It was all black, lacy, and unapologetically whorish—the kind of set designed not for romance but for ruin. A fresh gift from Marc. She hadn’t worn it for long, but it already felt like it belonged to him.

When she turned, she looked straight at Ryan.

He hadn’t moved far from the now closed door. His eyes dragged down her frame and back up again—slow, starved. She watched his throat flex with a hard swallow. She could see it—the way he took in the lace, the exposed thigh, the shimmer of her stockings. His gaze lingered on the bra, on the full swell of her tits it showcased, remembering exactly how it looked earlier through the camera—still untouched. This one hugged her like it had been molded for her alone. His lips parted, but he said nothing..

“This isn’t going to be like before,” she said, voice clear, calm. “There’s no pretending this time. No screen between us.”

Ryan didn’t speak. He just nodded. His hand tightened on the strap of the duffel still hanging from his shoulder.

She walked to him slowly, heels clicking soft against the carpet.

“You’re going to watch.”

He exhaled.

“No touching me until I say,” she added, one finger running along his jaw. “You are free to touch yourself though. But don't finish too soon love,”

Ryan’s throat moved, a tight swallow. His fingers twitched against the fabric of his jeans. He nodded, but his jaw clenched—like every nerve in his body wanted to reach for her, to wrap his arms around her waist and remind her she was his. But he didn’t move. He followed the rule.

“Sit.”

She didn’t just point—she reached for his hand, pulled the duffel from his shoulder and dropped it with a soft thud. Her fingers stayed curled around his wrist as she led him across the suite, her heels muffled against the thick carpet. Marc hadn’t moved. He just watched, glass in hand.

At the armchair, she turned him gently, pushed him down into the seat with both palms against his chest. The command wasn’t cruel—it was tender. Erotic. Like she was lowering a king into place before the show began. Marc hadn’t moved. He simply sipped, eyes flicking between them with the idle patience of a man about to be serviced, not challenged.

There was a beat of silence. No one spoke. No one needed to.

Lena turned and walked to the bed. Ryan couldn’t look away. Her ass swayed with practiced control, the sheer lace framing her like a parted curtain—meant to be looked at, meant to provoke. The garter straps pulled just slightly with each step, making the tops of her thighs flex, tremble. Every step was deliberate. Not rushed. Not shy. She wasn't walking to the bed to be taken—she was climbing it like a stage, every motion a performance for him. She didn’t hesitate. Didn’t slow down. She let him see the arch of her back, the faint parting of her legs, the soft bounce of her tits inside the half-cup bra. This wasn’t secrecy. This was surrender on display.

Her robe fell open completely as she climbed up onto the mattress, arching deliberately, the thin lace clinging to her ass as she moved.

She didn’t look at either of them.

But she knew.

The air shifted.

The game had changed.

And Ryan had flown in to see it all.


CHAPTER 5

Lena stayed exactly where she was—on all fours, perched at the center of the king-sized bed, her back arched into a slow, sensual curve that made every inch of her body feel like an offering. The black lace robe had long slipped down her shoulders and now hung discarded at the edge of the mattress like a forgotten promise. What remained was pure intention: her ass framed perfectly by the thin straps of her garter belt, the sheer mesh thong disappearing into the cleft, and her back rising in a soft arch that made her breasts sway just beneath her, heavy and high in their delicate little lace cups. She knew how she looked. And she held that pose like she’d been sculpted into it.

Marc didn’t speak. Neither did Ryan. Not yet.

The silence in the suite was velvet-thick—cut only by the low hum of the air conditioning and the faint creak of leather as Ryan tried to find himself into the cushioned chair she’d told him to sit in. He followed orders, like he always did. But she didn’t miss the tremble in his breath, the way his palms gripped his knees. From the corner of her eye, she watched his gaze drag over her like he was seeing her for the very first time—not his wife, but a woman to be claimed.

He blinked slowly. Swallowed once. Then again. His jaw twitched like he was holding something back—words, a groan, maybe both. His gaze lingered at the slope of her back, the garter tension hugging her thighs, the way the mesh thong all but vanished into the heat between her cheeks. He looked ruined already, and she hadn't even been touched yet.

Marc moved first.

His footsteps padded slow across the carpet, no urgency in them at all. Just that same deliberate confidence that had filled her up the night before and again this morning. He paused behind her—silent, towering—and took his time just looking . She could feel the weight of his gaze as if it had fingers of its own, sweeping from her ankles to the soft curve of her calves, pausing at the backs of her thighs where the garter straps gripped deep into skin, then dragging up to the swell of her ass. He hummed once under his breath—low, pleased.

His hand came next. One palm gliding over the small of her back, the heel of it brushing lightly over the dip of her spine, the tips of his fingers teasing at the faint outline of her ribs beneath the skin. He wasn’t groping—he was inspecting . Appreciating. Like an art dealer handling an original that couldn’t be replicated.

Then came the kiss.

He kissed her lower back first, then higher, slow kisses up her spine like he was revering every vertebrae. By the time his mouth found her neck, Lena was already moaning, softly, into the mattress. She tilted her head to the side—not to hide from Ryan, but to give him a full view of what she was letting happen. Of what she wanted him to see.

"Look at her," Marc murmured, lips brushing her ear. "You sure you’re not the luckiest man in this room, Ryan?"

Lena’s eyes found her husband’s. His expression was wrecked in the best way—open, flooded, caught between reverence and hunger. His fingers curled tighter around the arms of the chair, knuckles whitening.

“I want him to see all of it,” Lena whispered, her voice breathy but firm. “I want you to watch me get touched like a gift, baby. Like I’m meant to be seen. Like I’m meant to be taken.”

She held his gaze, gave him that familiar little smile she used to give just before slipping off her panties under the dinner table. It was her tell—only now, she wasn’t hiding it from anyone.

Ryan’s lips parted. His throat worked around something unspoken. Then softly, shakily, he said, “You’re still mine.”

Lena smiled wider.

Marc’s hands rose to cup her tits, fingers grazing the soft edge of lace, thumbs brushing over the hardened peaks of her nipples. She gasped, her hips rocking backward into him slightly. His teeth grazed her earlobe, his palms tightening their hold.

“And I’m still yours,” she said to Ryan, her voice fluttering with breath but grounded in certainty. “Even while I let him do this. Especially while I let him do this.”

Marc chuckled low in his chest. Not mocking. Just pleased. “You’ve got a hell of a wife,” he said, giving one nipple a playful tweak that made her jolt. “Knows exactly how to make two men burn for her at the same time. And you... you’re strong enough to watch her be worshipped. Not every man can do that.”

Her hips rolled back again, not enough to grind against his cock, but enough to tease. Enough to show Ryan how her body responded to praise.

When she finally shifted her weight, it wasn’t to leave Marc’s hands or mouth that were on an exploration or the bed were the exploration was happening. Instead it was to spread her thighs even wider.

Lena’s knees widened across the mattress, letting the garter straps pull taut against her thighs as she sank lower onto her elbows. Her back stayed arched, her hips a slow, inviting sway—just once, then again. She didn’t touch herself yet. She let the posture itself do the teasing.

She turned her head slightly toward Marc and gave him the barest smile, the kind that always came before she did something sinful. Then she looked over her shoulder at Ryan.

The quiet between the three of them deepened. Her eyes glittered. Her thighs parted more.

Then, finally, her hand moved.

She dipped between her legs—fingers trailing slow over the barely-there fabric of her thong, tracing the outline of her slit through the damp lace. Her breath hitched as soon as her fingertips found purchase. Wet. Already aching.

Her middle finger slid along the seam, then circled her clit once. She paused. Shivered. Then again.

As she touched herself, she lifted her eyes to Ryan.

“Do you see what you both do to me?” she asked, her voice thick with lust. “I’m soaked from just being looked at like this… from knowing you’re both watching me.”

Marc stood behind her, hands on her waist now, watching her fingers move between her legs with a low sound in his throat. He didn’t interfere. Not yet.

She moaned again, louder now, dragging her fingers back down to her entrance and sliding two fingers inside. Her back arched deeper. Her moans grew sloppier. Her body was shaking already, just from her own touch and the weight of their stares.

“You hear that?” she panted, letting the wet sounds speak for themselves. “That’s how wet I get being wanted by the both of you.”

Ryan’s eyes were wide. His hand hovered near his lap.

Marc’s voice was a velvet growl. “Have fun with yourself, Ryan. Lightly. Let her see what she does to you too.”

Ryan hesitated—not from doubt, but from the sheer electricity of the moment. Then he obeyed.

He blinked hard and exhaled. His fingers trembled slightly as they moved to his belt buckle, then unzipped his jeans with a soft, almost reverent motion. He didn’t rush. Just peeled them open, slid his hand inside the waistband of his briefs.

Lena turned her head to catch it. The way his jaw clenched, the way his knuckles flexed. His hand moved once beneath the fabric. Then again. Slow. Deliberate. And then she saw it in his eyes—that haze. That heat. That complete surrender.

She licked her lips.

Marc kneeled behind her now. She felt his presence close in. His hand slid over hers and paused, his fingers tangling with hers at her soaked slit.

“Let me,” he murmured against her spine.

She gasped as he eased her hand away and replaced it with his own—two thick fingers pushing past her folds, gliding into the heat she’d built up.

Her body jerked. Her palms braced against the sheets.

Marc’s other hand found her clit and circled with expertise—soft, firm, then fast.

“She’s meant to be worshipped,” he said, voice low and full of grit. “Fucking look at her.”

Lena couldn’t stop moaning.

“Your hands on my hips… your cock in me… your mouth on my breasts… both of you taking me apart,” she whispered. “Use me. Love me. Fill me up.”

Her body jerked again as Marc’s fingers picked up speed. She was panting now. Eyes locked on Ryan. Letting him see everything. Her thighs shaking, her tits swaying with every thrust of Marc’s fingers, her voice a mixture of begging and praise.

“I need to be taken,” she gasped. “I need to be filled.”

Marc growled softly behind her, his breath hot on her back.

Then she stilled. Just for a moment.

The room held its breath with her.

She lifted her torso slowly, her hand pressing back into Marc’s chest to pause him. Then, with deliberate grace, she repositioned herself.

Lena crawled forward a few paces until she was closer to Ryan—close enough for him to smell the perfume still clinging to her skin, the slick scent of her arousal layered over everything. She moved slowly, hips swaying with every motion, her back arched, her breasts swaying beneath her like ripe fruit waiting to be plucked. The garter straps tugged gently with every crawl forward, her ass staying high, her thighs flexing on display.

She turned just enough so her ass remained facing Marc, but her chest and face were angled toward her husband. Ryan watched her crawl to him like she was presenting herself to royalty—and in this moment, maybe she was.

“Right here,” she murmured, eyes locking on Ryan’s. “I want you to see all of it.”

Marc rose behind her. His hands came to her hips again, steady and strong.

He lined himself up. The head of his cock dragged between her soaked folds. Once. Twice. Lena gave a tiny wiggle of her hips in response, teasing him, drawing a quiet, hungry grunt from his chest.

“You’re dripping,” he growled, half to himself. “Goddamn.”

He nudged at her entrance, then with a deep, guttural sound—he pushed in.

Lena cried out. Her mouth open. Her face pointed toward Ryan.

Every inch of Marc’s cock disappeared into her, and she let Ryan see all of it.

She gasped again, her breath held tight as her cunt stretched and clenched around the unfamiliar girth. Her back arched higher. Her lips trembled.

Marc stayed there for a moment—buried to the hilt. His hands dug into her hips, anchoring her while her body adjusted to the fullness. The stillness made everything hotter. More real.

Her moans cracked in the middle. Her fingers dug into the mattress.

“You’re not losing me…” she whimpered. “You’re watching me get lavished, baby. Like a king’s feast.”

Marc began to move—long, deliberate strokes that dragged every inch of his cock through her soaked pussy, then slammed back in with a rhythm that made her cry out. He kept one hand on her waist and the other on her shoulder, holding her in place like she was something to be steadied—like the force of it might knock her out of orbit if he let go.

Her tits bounced with every thrust, nipples hard and still flushed from earlier. Her thighs trembled, the garter straps digging in with each jolt.

Lena turned her face into the sheets, then back up again. Her voice was hoarse now, wrecked with need.

“This is how I sound when I’m full,” she whispered. “Do you hear how good he’s making me feel?”

Lena reached for Ryan’s hand. Pulled it into hers.

Their fingers twined as Marc fucked her slowly, thoroughly, like she was a masterpiece being claimed.

She never looked away from her husband.

Not once.

Then she whispered, just loud enough for him to hear, her voice raw and reverent:

“You love me like this, don’t you?”

And all he could reply back for that was a hasty lusty nod.

Marc’s thrusts had found their rhythm now—long, deep strokes that forced Lena to rock forward each time, her moans growing raw and desperate, her cunt fluttering with every withdrawal and slow, forceful push back in. But she wasn’t done—not with Marc, not with Ryan, and definitely not with the night.

With Marc still buried inside her, Lena reached for Ryan—her loving husband.

Her arm extended behind her, fingers curling inward in a silent demand until her hand found the base of his cock—thick, flushed, and rock hard from all the watching, all the waiting. Her grip wrapped around him firmly, possessively, like she was claiming something that had always belonged to her.

She didn’t look back—she pulled.

Ryan stumbled forward slightly, letting her guide him to the edge of the bed, his knees brushing the mattress as Lena twisted her upper body around to meet his mouth. Their kiss was messy from the start—needy, open-mouthed, tasting of sweat and sin, her breath shattering against his tongue with every thrust from behind. Marc was still inside her, still moving, and she moaned directly into her husband’s mouth like it was a gift.

Her free hand slid up his shirt, nails dragging across his chest, then back down to his waist, tugging at his jeans to expose more skin. Her hips kept moving in time with Marc’s, but her mind—her moans—were all Ryan’s now.

“You’re both mine tonight,” she whispered against his lips, then licked her way down his jawline. “My husband’s hands… my boss’s cock… fuck, this’s perfect.”

She brought his hands to her breasts—still confined in the delicate lace, the nipples stiff and glistening beneath the mesh. Ryan didn’t need instruction. He devoured them. Lips wrapped around one swollen peak while his other hand massaged the other breast through the lace, squeezing, thumbing, praising.

Lena gasped as Marc thrust up harder from behind, her body rocked between the two men like a perfect, aching center.

And then she shifted.

Still gasping, she leaned forward off of Marc’s cock, giving him a brief, teasing squeeze from her cunt as she slipped off. He let out a low groan behind her, his hands falling to the mattress, chest heaving. But she wasn’t abandoning him. Not yet.

She pushed Marc gently onto his back, guiding him with two firm hands to lie flat across the bed. His cock stood thick and shiny between his thighs, glistening with her slick. She didn’t give him a chance to recover.

Lena climbed on top of him, straddling his hips with practiced ease. Her thighs flexed around his waist, her hands bracing against his chest as she hovered above his cock. Her eyes locked with Ryan’s again.

She paused.

She leaned forward and inhaled Ryan’s scent—familiar, grounding, masculine. Her lips brushed his hip as her fingers found his cock again.

“I need you here too,” she murmured.

And then she sank down.

Slow. Inch by inch. She took Marc back inside her like her pussy missed him already—welcoming the stretch with a low, broken moan that didn’t stop even after she bottomed out. Her body trembled around him, and her head lolled back slightly with pleasure, sweat clinging to her skin in tiny beads.

She began to ride.

Not frantically. Not fast. But slow and deep, her hips rolling in long, wet circles that made Marc groan beneath her, his hands reaching up instinctively to palm her bouncing tits. The lace bra offered little resistance now—he tugged it down, letting her breasts spill free as she rode him.

Lena reached out for Ryan again.

Her fingers found his cock, stroking it slowly as her body rose and dropped in rhythm. Then she pulled him forward.

Her lips parted. Her eyes didn’t leave his.

She licked along his shaft once—just once—and then took him into her mouth.

Ryan gasped as her warm lips wrapped around him, her tongue flicking out along the head, tasting him while Marc’s cock stayed buried inside her. It was a moment of obscene perfection—her body stuffed with one man, her mouth full of the other.

She moaned around Ryan’s cock. The vibrations made him groan. Her hands moved across both of them—stroking Ryan’s shaft while bracing herself on Marc’s chest, using her thighs to grind herself down harder.

Marc cupped her ass now, helping guide her rhythm. Ryan let his fingers tangle in her hair, gentle but reverent. And she was the center of it all, sucking, grinding, glowing.

Then she pulled off Ryan with a wet gasp and pressed her forehead to his.

“You’re both making me feel so fucking good,” she whispered. “I want you both to ruin me.”

Ryan climbed onto the bed behind her now, his body moving in sync with hers. He knelt close, kissing her back, her shoulder, the nape of her neck, as she bounced in slow, moaning circles atop Marc’s cock.

His hands slid to her waist. And then, together with Marc’s hands at her hips, he began to guide her rhythm—controlling her grind with a synced, adoring coordination.

Lena's arms wrapped around Ryan's neck as he kissed the side of her face. One hand snaked down to stroke his cock again.

And then it was time.

She stopped riding.

With a shared gasp, she let Marc slip free from her soaked, stretched cunt.

She turned her body slightly—open, inviting—and guided Ryan to replace him.

He knelt between her thighs, and she pulled him in.

Her body welcomed him instantly, still warm, still wet from Marc. And Ryan groaned as he slid inside, the stretch, the slickness, the everything overwhelming.

Marc moved beside them, watching. Then he stood, walked to the edge of the bed, and let Lena take his cock in her hand again. She moaned as she was filled by her husband and stroked by her boss.

“Just like that,” she breathed. “Fill me up, baby. Let me taste him while you fuck me.”

Marc brought his cock to her lips. She sucked greedily, face flushed, body trembling from the double stimulation. Ryan thrust slow and deep, her cunt still gripping tight. Lena was completely taken—mouth full, pussy full, hands never still.

She was praise-drunk, moaning both names, whispering broken filth through full lips, eyes rolling back with every clench.

“You make me feel so full... so wanted... I want this forever...”

Marc was the first to break.

He pulled back, letting her suck harder until he gasped and groaned. With a growl, he stroked himself fast, then spilled across her cheek, her tits, her mouth—ropes of cum coating her as she gasped through it.

She moaned louder, messier, dripping with it. Her tongue darted out instinctively to taste the corner of her lip. Her hand smeared a stripe down to her chest, rubbing him in. Her whole body shivered from the sheer filth of it.

Ryan didn’t last long after.

With her body still clenching around him, Lena turned her face toward him, cheeks streaked with Marc’s cum, her smile delirious.

“Finish in me,” she whispered. “Let go. I want to feel you both.”

Ryan’s hips snapped forward, one last time, two—and then he came. Deep. Hard. Flooding her with warmth as she moaned in bliss, her body locking around him, holding him inside.

He groaned through it, forehead pressed to hers, breath broken, eyes wet.

They collapsed together.

Lena was sprawled between the two men, hair a mess, skin glistening, face flushed and shining with Marc’s release, her thighs still trembling around Ryan’s softening cock.

No one spoke at first.

Just breath. Heat. Soft touches. Marc kissing her shoulder. Ryan brushing her hair back from her face.

Lena smiled between them—warm, lazy, and glowing with satisfaction.

She hadn’t just been taken. She’d been treasured.

No guilt. No jealousy. Just the aftershock of being worshipped.

Lena let her head fall back onto the pillows, her limbs splayed and useless, her body soaked in sex and heat and satisfaction. She didn’t reach for the robe. Didn’t try to cover up. She wanted the room to stay filled with it—with the scent of her, of them, of what they’d done.

Marc’s hand was still on her hip, thumb grazing gently along the skin he’d gripped so hard just minutes ago. Ryan’s lips brushed her temple again, slower this time, his breath finally catching up to his heartbeat.

She smiled to herself, dazed and gleaming.

She turned her head toward Marc. Then Ryan. Then the ceiling.

“This isn’t the end,” she murmured. “This was just the first night I let myself ask for everything.”

And they’d both answered.

***

Enjoyed the story?
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~ Emily Felix
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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.

OEBPS/image_rsrcNP.jpg
A Steamy Hotwife Menage Tale

@
Y 3
v |
'-l N : Y
~ i
)

\

\_

s S0
The porate Wife
anted More

1 Hstwife Clusicles

Emily Felix





OEBPS/image_rsrcNR.jpg
Ty

o Muse: For|
bour’s Lens.

, PR oot e
5/ . |
= | 4 ‘;F L
¥ The Corpprate R, N
Cuckold Agreementa AN s

B ite's Montly Surender
B o e Hushand's oss

=

= = I
Emily = i






OEBPS/image_rsrcNT.jpg
{ ; .

. 1 LEFT THE CHURCH

81100 THE DEVIL

AN AGE GAP, STANDALONE
DARK MAFIA ROMANCE

C.M MYLAH





OEBPS/image_rsrcNS.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		The Corporate Wife Who Wanted More		The Corporate Wife Who Wanted More

		By Emily Felix





		CHAPTER 1

		CHAPTER 2

		CHAPTER 3

		CHAPTER 4

		CHAPTER 5

		Other Books By This Author

		The Cuckold Chronicles Series

		https://mybook.to/hnGgp

		Open Marriage Club

		https://mybook.to/051Zd

		Also from In the Mood Press




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74






