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Chapter 1

I greet each new guest with a wide smile, my practiced hostess facade still fresh. They glance at my dress, and their wives hate it instantly. The fitted red silk shows every curve of my body, barely covering my breasts and hugging my hips like a lover's hand.

The heat of everyone's gaze on my figure makes me wet with anticipation. Their eyes crawl over me, drinking in the sight of red silk straining against my curves. I breathe in the power I hold tonight, letting it fill me until I'm dizzy with it. The men can’t look away, their desire so thick I can taste it on my tongue like sweet champagne. Nothing excites me more than their attention, and there’s plenty of it to go around. An alpha like Clint should know better than to bring a pack of wolves into his own home. But his mistake is my pleasure.

This will be a five-year anniversary party to remember, even for the Worthingtons. Guests filter through the sprawling mansion, a network of affairs, truces, and vendettas tied up in designer suits. I count who stares the hardest. Daniel Thompson, Marcus King, and Alexander Lee. They lock in on me, waiting for their chance. I know they’ve been keeping score with Clint for years. I’ll make sure I’m the trophy they remember.

They arrive like they own the place, each one distinct yet all the same, part of Clint's elaborate social chess game. I guide them through the grand entryway, letting them watch me, teasing their eyes.

"Kara," Daniel says, taking my hand with a grin. "You look ravishing."

"Daniel," I purr, brushing my lips against his cheek. "And you're still the best-dressed man in the room."

Marcus eyes me with a knowing look. "Kara, always a pleasure."

"Marcus, I've missed seeing you around," I say, letting my fingers linger on his arm.

"Kara, don't you look absolutely dangerous tonight," Alexander quips with a smirk.

"Alex," I whisper, standing close enough to feel his breath. "I hope you mean it."

They're mine already, a trio of wolves circling, eager for the kill. Clint is nowhere in sight, already off strategizing his next business move. Perfect. I turn back to the next round of guests, my dress a deliberate provocation. Even the furniture envies me tonight.

The mansion glitters with the sort of excess that only the truly rich can muster. The crystal chandeliers hang like frozen fireworks over tables covered in silk and silver. It's Clint's big show of success, but I'm about to steal it.

Daniel watches me from across the room, his eyes undressing me as I greet another guest. He can't wait for round two. Marcus leans against the grand piano, smiling at something I know I shouldn't say. Alexander hovers at the bar, pretending to chat while I know he's calculating his next move. I know I'm winning.

Clint's preoccupied with a group of investors, talking numbers and mergers as he pours them drinks. He doesn't even notice as Daniel corners me by the buffet.

"I can't believe Clint lets you out of his sight," Daniel says, leaning in close.

I laugh, a little too loud. "Clint's been so busy lately, I hardly see him anymore." I touch his chest, a playful brush of fingers. "You should visit more often."

His smile says he's imagining all the ways he will.

I'm the one working the room, and I'm working it hard. My dress clings, my lips promise, and I'm making deals Clint would never dare to. I move to Alexander, letting him feel the heat of my body as I sit beside him.

"How's the startup world treating you, Alex?" I ask, letting my leg press against his.

"Not as well as you are," he replies, eyes fixed on my hemline. "Maybe you can give me some pointers."

"Maybe," I say, my voice a slow tease. "But I think you're already an expert." I lean closer, knowing he can smell my perfume, a mix of innocence and sin.

Marcus is next, and he doesn't bother hiding his intentions. "Clint must be crazy, leaving you all alone like this," he says, grabbing a canape.

"It's amazing how many conferences require overnight stays," I say, feeding him a bite. I let my fingers linger near his lips. "Good thing I have such wonderful friends to keep me company."

He laughs, and it's not the canape he's hungry for.

The wives watch, pretending not to, their eyes full of envy and scorn. Clint is still deep in conversation, oblivious as I charm his greatest enemies. He glances my way, a flicker of something—doubt? Suspicion? I don't care. He'll believe what he wants to, as always. My stage, my audience, and I'm just getting started.

The night swirls around us. Daniel slips a card into my hand when he thinks no one is looking. "In case you need someone to occupy your time," he says with a wink.

"Very tempting," I say, sliding the card into my dress. "But you might have to wait your turn."

Alexander is watching. I make sure he sees where the card disappears. "How's the party, Alex?" I ask as I take his arm, a flash of red against his dark sleeve.

"Could use a refill," he says, and I know he means more than his beverage. I brush against him, a deliberate taunt, and his smile promises we'll be seeing more of each other.

It's so easy, it's almost boring. They're practically competing for me. Even Clint's unflappable confidence can't last forever. The rivals love watching him lose for once, especially to me.

Clint's voice carries over the crowd, loud and confident as he closes his latest deal. I slip away to the next group, where Marcus and Daniel are already talking. They make room for me, like princes making space for a queen.

"You're full of surprises," Marcus says, giving me another long look. "I didn't think you'd be here tonight."

I play innocent, widening my eyes. "Where else would I be?" I say, knowing exactly what they want to hear.

"Somewhere more exciting," Daniel suggests, his hand brushing mine.

"It's a good thing I've got you to keep things interesting," I say, letting my gaze linger on both of them.

They love it, eating it up, each thinking he'll be the one to take me first. I lean back, basking in the attention, pretending not to notice how far I'm pushing it. But I know exactly where the line is, and I plan to cross it.

Clint looks over again, a shadow of worry passing over his face. But then he's back to his game, thinking he's got everything under control. The joke's on him.

The house feels electric, like it's humming with the power of what's about to happen. Clint does not know he's the punchline, the cuckold in the making. It's almost too easy. But that's how I want it.

As the night deepens, I lead Marcus and Alexander to a secluded corner, away from prying eyes but well within sight of the all-seeing cameras Clint had installed for "security." I let them draw near, their hungry gazes stripping me bare before even a hand touches my skin.

My thigh presses against Alexander's, the heat of his body like a promise. I can see how he stares at my dress, his eyes memorizing every inch. I let him. Let him wonder, let him wait. "Clint's so busy lately," I say, the words a slow tease. "I hardly see him anymore." His fingers graze my leg, and he knows exactly what I'm hinting at. He thinks he does, anyway. I'm playing with fire, but it's not my house that's going to burn. Marcus is next, and I'm relentless. I feed him a canape with my fingers, letting them linger on his lips. Daniel joins us, laughing as I touch his chest, every bit of me his. They're all hungry, all wanting, and Clint's the fool who isn't paying attention.

Alexander's voice is smooth, full of confidence. "If you need a stand-in, I'm available," he says, his words thick with double meanings. He slides an arm around me, his hand tracing a line along my back.

"You are a good friend, Alex," I whisper, leaning into him. The world disappears, leaving only his desire and my power over it.

I can feel him shift, imagining everything he wants to do, everything I'm letting him believe he will. His thigh presses harder against mine, a silent promise. I give him my best smile, the one that says not yet but maybe.

"Don't make me wait too long," he says, his lips almost touching my ear.

"Oh, you like waiting," I reply, standing up and leaving him wanting more. His eyes follow me, already plotting his next move.

Marcus watches me approach, a predator seeing its prey come willingly. I like him this way, sure of his victory.

"Kara," he says, not bothering to hide how much he wants me.

I lean over, just enough to remind him who's in control. "You will not let Alex have all the fun, are you?" I ask, letting him watch my lips form each word.

"Not a chance," he replies, his voice full of heat.

I give him a canape, my fingers slow and deliberate on his mouth. "Clint's been traveling so much," I say, my words dripping with insinuation. "It's like he wants me to get into trouble."

He smiles, and it's dangerous. "Trouble? With me?" he asks, knowing the answer.

"You wouldn't let me get away with anything, would you, Marcus?" I tease, pretending innocence.

"Try me," he says, grabbing my hand and holding it.

I don't pull away. I let him feel it, the pulse of my rebellion. Then I move on, because I know he won't rest until he's won.

Daniel joins us, and I know he's been waiting for his turn. I laugh at a joke he hasn't even made yet, touching his chest like it belongs to me.

"Kara, you're too much," he says, pretending to be scandalized.

"You don't know the half of it," I reply, moving so close to him he can barely breathe.

"Why do I feel you're saving something special for me?" he asks, eyes dancing.

"Maybe I am," I say, the suggestion both a promise and a game.

He laughs, a sound of pure satisfaction. "Clint doesn't know what he's missing," he says, confident in his victory.

"Let him find out," I say, letting him see how little I care.

They think they're taking me from him, but I know the truth. I'm the one in control.

I see Clint looking our way, his face a mix of confusion and pride. He thinks he's the king of the party, that we're all here for him. He doesn't know we're celebrating something else entirely.

The rivals exchange glances, a silent understanding that they're all in on the game. They know I'm bold, and they love it. Their wives pretend not to notice, their smiles tight and envious. I'm the scandal of the evening, and I relish it.

"Daniel's got some nerve," one woman whispers to another.

"Kara's the one to watch," the other replies, her voice full of awe and jealousy.

They don't understand. No one does but me.

I find Alexander again, making sure he sees how much fun I'm having without him. He moves closer, relentless.

"I hope you didn't think you'd get away," he says, pulling me back down beside him.

"I didn't know you were keeping track," I say, letting my hand rest on his leg.

"Oh, I am," he replies, enjoying the chase.

I turn to Marcus, who's watching with greedy eyes. "Marcus, save me from Alex," I say, a false plea for rescue.

"I don't think so," Marcus says, amused. "You're right where you belong."

I smile at the both of them, a queen with two loyal subjects. Then Daniel is there too, completing the circle.

"You've got a lot to handle here," Daniel says, pretending concern.

"I can handle it," I say, full of wicked promise.

They're all there, wanting, waiting, as Clint goes on believing it’s his night. I'm brazen, careless, my dress and my touch and my words, all the truth anyone needs. They're hooked, all of them, and I couldn't care less who sees.

The men share conspiratorial looks, sizing each other up as rivals and allies. Clint’s own enemies eat from my hand, and they love this as much as I do. They know they'll have me. They don't know I've already got them.

The night deepens, and so does their anticipation. It's a contest now, to see who breaks first. I give them each a turn, letting them believe they've got me cornered, that it's just them and me.

"You make this too easy, Kara," Marcus says, claiming me from the others.

"You do not know," I reply, making sure he knows how wrong he is.

Daniel gets me next, more confident than ever. "And here I thought this would be a boring night," he says.

"Not when I'm around," I tell him, my voice low and intimate.

It's an all-out blitz, each one pushing the other, thinking I'm the prize. Alexander won't be left behind. He draws me back to him, his determination like a fire.

"See? Told you not to make me wait," he says, pulling me close.

I watch them watching me, their eyes never leaving, even as Clint makes his way toward us. He thinks he's joining in the fun. He does not know he's the only one out of the loop.

I take the stage, daring them to see how far I'll go. The rivals are breathless with anticipation, and I know I won't disappoint them. I own this party; I own these men, and before long, I'll own Clint too.

#

A splash of water on my dress, and it's see-through as skin. Gasps, all around, but mine's the loudest. "Oops," I say, watching the men stare.

"Kara, let me help you with that," Marcus insists, handing me a handkerchief. I guide his hand and the cloth to my breast. It's barely pretending. He's not pretending at all.

"You're so helpful," I purr, pressing him against me. Alexander and Daniel watch, greedy to be next. "Gentlemen," I say, looking at all three, "perhaps we should continue this party somewhere more... intimate?" My smile tells them everything they need to know. It tells Clint more than he wants to know.

The water makes the red fabric stick to my skin, a perfect frame for everything it reveals. Marcus's hand is firm and unapologetic as I guide it, the cloth a mere pretense.

"Right here?" I ask, moving his palm exactly where we both want it. He pushes the damp material against my breast, feeling it through the thin barrier.

"Absolutely," Marcus says, not letting go.

The other men watch, transfixed, as I let Marcus’s touch linger and gasp theatrically. I'm showing off for them, and they know it.

Alexander's smile widens, Daniel's eyes darken with amusement. I'm a spectacle, and they love it. I let Marcus touch me a little longer, the center of attention in a room full of jealous guests.

"Oh, Marcus," I say, pushing my chest harder against his hand. "You're too much."

"Not yet," he says with a laugh, knowing I'm not done with him.

I pull back, the spill and Marcus's touch both leaving me deliciously exposed. Clint doesn't see any of it.

"Looks like I need to change," I say, looking at the rivals, inviting them to follow.

"You've already changed my mind about boring parties," Daniel says, playing along.

I catch his eye, letting him know he's in for more than he's imagined. The room feels charged, everyone waiting to see what I'll do next. They're right to wait.

The whispers start, loud and scandalized. "Can you believe her?" someone says. "What is Clint thinking?" says another.

They're right. Clint doesn't know what to think. He watches me pull away from Marcus, thinking he understands. He's the last one to know how far I'm taking this.

"Let's make ourselves comfortable, gentlemen," I say, my voice a silky command.

Daniel raises an eyebrow, intrigued. "You lead, we'll follow."

"I'm counting on it," I say, turning and giving them a view of my wet, clinging dress. They're with me before I take the first step.

Alexander smiles, slow and sure, like he's already won. "This is my kind of party," he says, joining me.

The three men are eager, falling in line behind me. I know they've wanted this for longer than just tonight. Clint sees us moving and follows, still thinking he's part of the group.

The rivals don't bother hiding their interest. Clint is excluded as they crowd around me in a tight circle. They can't believe how easy I've made it, how careless I am. They don't know I'm not careless at all.

Clint hesitates, confusion clear on his face as he tries to catch up. He looks like a man who just realized someone stole his wallet, too shocked to be angry yet.

"Care to explain, Kara?" he calls, acting like he's still got some authority.

"Later, Clint," I say over my shoulder. "I'm entertaining your friends right now."

My disregard cuts him deeper than any affair would. The rivals love it, love me for being so bold. I reach the stairs, turning to look at the three eager faces. They're breathless with anticipation, my willing conquests.

Marcus has a hand on my waist before Clint even reaches us. "Lead the way," he says, his touch proprietary.

I do, but not before I savor the moment. "Don't be shy, boys," I say, my voice full of wicked promise. "We've got all night."

Clint thinks he's part of this, but I'm already halfway up the stairs with the others. It's my show, my rules, and he's just another player who didn't read the script.

The master bedroom is the final battleground, and I plan to win decisively. Clint's world is crashing down, and I'm the one pulling the strings. He rushes to catch up, thinking he'll stop us or join us, or maybe just figure out how he lost so badly.

Daniel, Alexander, and Marcus all look like cats who caught the canary. They love how far I'm taking it, how far I'll let them take it.

Clint sees he's outnumbered, outmatched, out of his depth. But it's too late for him to do anything but watch and learn.

I turn one last time, giving Clint a dazzling smile that's more cruel than any insult. Then I'm gone, a trail of willing rivals in my wake. The door closes behind us, shutting him out of his own house, his own marriage, his own life.

My triumphant laughter is the last thing he hears before everything changes.


Chapter 2

I pull them to the master bedroom like eager schoolboys. Clint is last to follow, his expression a mix of dread and unwilling desire. When we're inside, I stand before them, their attention glued to my body. My fingers slide to the zipper of my dress, drawing it down slowly. The dress pools at my feet, leaving me in lace and lust. Clint freezes, caught between horror and hard-on, while the others watch with open hunger. I move to the bed, my hips daring them to follow. When I turn, they're right where I want them. "Gentlemen," I purr, savoring their focus, "it's time for some truths."

Their silence is delicious, hanging heavy in the opulent room. Clint lingers near the door, a caged animal unsure if he should fight or flee. His eyes are wide, absorbing each sinful detail like a punishment. Daniel, Marcus, and Alexander look at me with raw interest, like I knew they would. The red dress at my feet, abandoned and daring, is all the invitation they need. My hand traces the edge of my bra, a promise of what's to come.

"Let’s start with you, Daniel." My voice cuts through their disbelief, pulling them further into my game. "I lost count of how many times you fucked me on your desk." I smile, letting them see just how much I enjoyed it. "Do you remember how hard I made you cum between meetings?" I watch him react, the memory hardening beneath his tailored suit. He meets my gaze, that same cocky look he always gives me. I know I have him. I have all of them.

Clint, though, is deliciously different. His blue eyes refuse to blink, refusing to process what’s happening. I let my hand slide down my stomach, feeling the silk and lace against my skin. "Don’t worry, darling. We’ll get to your part in all of this." I know it’s cruel, but that’s why it feels so good.

"Marcus," I say, turning my attention, watching him lean closer. "You used to tell me how loud I scream for your tongue. Did you tell Clint too?" My fingers find the edge of my panties, teasing the elastic. "You always said you could eat me out for days," I continue, unashamed and wanting them to feel every word. "Remember the hotel room last month?" My voice is a whisper of wickedness. Marcus laughs, low and knowing, as if he wants to make sure Clint hears. It vibrates through me, a reminder of how right he is.

I glance back at Clint. Still there, still hard. How long can he last? This is a man who can barely last through dinner parties. "Alexander," I say, feeling the heat of his gaze all over my skin. "Or should I call you Alex like you wanted me to while you fucked me senseless?" I let out a little laugh, running my fingers through my hair. "How many times did you make me cum last week?" I taunt, watching the thrill light up in his eyes. He doesn’t flinch, doesn’t falter. Just like when he has me in bed.

Clint is a ghost in the corner, his face white, his body betraying him with the hardest erection I've ever seen him have. Pathetic. But I knew he would be like this. That’s why this feels so fucking amazing. I lean back on the bed, the lace tight across my breasts, my legs parting just enough to show the beginnings of a glistening wetness. "I see you boys remember quite a bit." My hands roam over my body, exploring with slow, suggestive movements. I want them to imagine, to remember, to need me.

Clint looks like he might crack, and for a moment, I think maybe he will finally be man enough to fight back. But I know him better than that. Instead, I watch him watch me, his world crumbling and his cock rising. He knows there is no escape from this.

"This is where you belong, darling," I whisper, my eyes locked on him as I slip my fingers under the lace and let out a breathy moan. I see his knees almost buckle. The other men close in around me, their arousal blatant, their desires unhidden. I never wanted to break him. I just wanted him to know how good it feels to be broken.

I slip off the bed and go to the dresser, feeling their eyes burn into my ass. My fingers find the drawer, pulling it open with practiced ease.

"You left me alone so often, Clint," I say, turning with a box of my dirty secrets. "Did you think I wouldn't get creative?" I set them on the floor, letting each one taunt him. Dildos, vibrators, anal plugs.

"When I craved real men," I say, smiling as his face turns white, "I used these." He can’t look away, just like I knew he wouldn’t.

One by one, I hold them up, relishing the humiliation coloring Clint's cheeks.

"This one is my favorite," I purr, holding a thick vibrator. "Especially when I need something that reminds me of Marcus." My eyes flick to Marcus, catching the wicked gleam in his eye.

I move to the next, letting a string of anal beads dangle from my fingers. "These keep me entertained for hours when you leave me alone," I say, a faux pout on my lips. I’m cruel, but they all knew that going in.

I savor Clint's inability to move, the tension in his shoulders, the tightness in his pants. My hand reaches for the ultimate prize, a massive dildo that should be illegal in some states. "And this, darling," I say, my voice dripping with condescension, "is what I use when I crave what these real men give me." I watch his color drain, his jaw tighten. He still doesn’t move.

I crook a finger at Daniel. He smiles, that perfect smile, already unbuttoning his shirt. I love the way his eyes take in the scene, his cock getting hard before he even hits the bed.

"Watch closely, Clint," I command, my voice sweet but insistent.

Daniel moves toward me, shedding clothes with casual confidence. This is not the first time. I pull him onto the bed, pulling the last shred of dignity from Clint.

"Do you remember how much I love your cock, Daniel?" I tease, wrapping my fingers around him, feeling him grow in my hand. "Show Clint what a happy wife looks like."

Daniel chuckles, a low, rumbling sound, as I slide my lips over his length. I keep my eyes on Clint, letting him see every move of my mouth, every twitch of Daniel's growing pleasure. He hates it, I know. But he can’t look away.

Daniel’s cock is so thick in my mouth. I moan, letting the sound vibrate along his shaft. I’ve done this before. Too many times for Clint to ever surpass. My lips glide up and down, a smooth rhythm that makes Daniel grip the sheets. His shirt is off, and he’s beautiful. So fucking different from Clint.

"Your wife sucks cock like a pro," Daniel says, his words cutting through the air and into Clint’s pride. "You should have known you couldn't satisfy her."

I taste Daniel’s saltiness, tease him with my tongue, never letting my eyes leave Clint's face. I want him to feel every moment of this. The betrayal, the inadequacy, the growing tension in Daniel's body as I bring him closer and closer.

Daniel lets out a groan, the sound rich and guttural. His hands knot in my hair, not guiding but needing to hold on to something. Clint stares, his humiliation like a brand. I take Daniel deeper, faster, my lips and tongue relentless. I know how to drive him wild, and it only makes Clint’s failure more acute.

I feel Daniel tense, the precursor to an explosive finish. I pull back just before he loses control, a strand of pre-cum glistening from my lips to the tip of his cock. I giggle, licking it off. Daniel breathes raggedly, his face a mask of disbelief and pleasure. Clint is silent, completely undone.

The sounds of my performance fill the room, loud and wet, mingling with Daniel's gasps and Clint's wordless misery. I couldn’t have orchestrated it better if I tried. But I tried. I planned every delicious second.

I let Daniel push me to the floor. It's cold against my skin, such a sharp contrast to the burning inside me. His cock fills me with a sudden force, and I moan out every bit of desire while Marcus claims my mouth with his own pulsing cock. Our movements create a wet, filthy rhythm that the other men watch, stroking themselves and moaning. Each thrust sends me further into oblivion. Marcus’s cock slides over my tongue while Daniel drives into me, sending another thrill of rebellion through my body.

Daniel pounds into me, and I let out a high, breathless moan. His cock stretches me wide, thick and unrelenting.

"This is what a real man feels like," I taunt, the words almost a gasp as they leave my lips.

I let Marcus’s cock slide out of my mouth, my breath hitching while Daniel fucks me harder. "Look at him, watching us," I say, spitting my words at Clint like they’re poison.

"I am looking," Marcus laughs as he pushes back into my mouth. I feel him swelling as I let him take control, his size pushing to the limit. He thrust deep into my throat, his cock twitching with every motion.

"Hope he’s enjoying the show," Daniel grunts, giving me everything I want. I moan louder. The sound fills the room, a filthy echo of every desire Clint can never satisfy. My husband sits helpless in his chair, a perfect view of me being fucked by the men he could never hope to be.

Marcus grabs my chin, pulling out just enough for me to breathe. I see Clint’s face, and the desperation written all over it makes me shiver with delight. I open my mouth wider and feel Marcus shudder as my tongue traces his head. Daniel pumps into me, and I clench around him, knowing my body is everything he wants. Clint’s hands grip the arms of the chair, knuckles white.

"This is what you wanted, isn’t it?" I taunt him, the words a breathless whisper. Marcus gives a satisfied grunt, shoving deep. Daniel’s cock slides in and out of me with a slick, relentless rhythm.

His pace quickens as I feel Marcus’s hands tighten in my hair, and for a moment, the entire room is a blur of motion and desire. I pull back, Marcus’s cock slick with spit and pre-cum. A low, eager laugh bubbles up from my chest.

"Just a taste of what's to come," I promise Clint, locking eyes with him. I slip Marcus’s cock back into my mouth, savoring how much better it feels than anything Clint can give. Daniel’s hands roam my body, and the pulse of pleasure grows unbearable, spreading through every inch of me.

I twist free and push Marcus back. His cock bobs, and I laugh again, a cruel sound as I settle back on Daniel. My pussy slides over him with ease, already so wet. I ride him, my pace quick and eager as Marcus stares at me.

"Come on," I say, holding out my hand to Marcus. My voice is breathless with need and rebellion.

Marcus strokes himself, and I lick my lips, holding his gaze. "This is what a cuckold’s wife looks like," I say to Clint, knowing each word makes him burn. He can’t look away as Marcus pushes himself back into my mouth.

I work him with my hand and lips, matching my pace with Daniel’s thrusts. “Go ahead, Marcus.  Show him.” His fingers dig into my hair.

"I intend to," Marcus laughs, pulling back and spinning me around with ease. I grind on Daniel’s lap, and Marcus spreads me open as he lowers himself back into me.

I ride them both. My pussy grips Daniel’s cock as Marcus pushes in behind him, filling me in ways Clint never could. I hold Marcus's wrist with one hand and Daniel's chest with the other. Each motion sends a pulse of heat through me, making me gasp with pleasure. My moans grow louder, echoing in the room like a filthy symphony.

Marcus and Daniel drive into me in tandem. My pussy and mouth are full, but my appetite is endless. I tighten my hold on them, letting my body give them more than either expected. Clint watches, wide-eyed, as I fuck both men. Marcus leans over me, his voice low and teasing.

"This is how you pictured it, Clint?"

I grin and feel Daniel shudder as I tighten around him. The question hangs in the air like smoke. Daniel pulls out, and I slide onto Marcus’s cock with a shameless moan.

I press my hands to Marcus’s chest and rise and fall in rhythm with his thrusts. "Well?" I demand, breathless with pleasure and defiance. "You wanted to watch, didn’t you?"

I ride him faster, feeling his cock swell inside me. Clint’s eyes are wide, his breath quick. I lean back, letting Marcus fill me completely. Daniel is behind me, breathing heavy. I see his hand on Clint’s chair, holding it steady as the rest of him strains to join again.

Marcus pumps into me, relentless and huge. Daniel’s voice is eager in my ear. "Need more help with that, Kara?"

I smile and slow my pace, teasing them both with a slow, aching grind of my hips.

"Get over here," I say to Daniel, making it sound like a demand and a promise all at once. My pussy clenches Marcus as I feel Daniel slide under me. Marcus pushes deeper, stretching me wide as I slide back onto Daniel’s cock.

"Fuck," I hear Marcus groan, the word almost a laugh.

"That’s exactly what I’m doing," I shoot back, taking both men with ease. Marcus pounds into me, relentless, while Daniel moves with just the right mix of desperation and skill. They fuck me together, the way they know I like it.

"Pathetic," Daniel spits, glancing at Clint. "A woman like you, wasting her time on that."

I laugh again, the sound full of scorn. I push harder on Marcus’s cock, the two men filling me so full I can’t think, can’t breathe, can’t stop.

"What the fuck was he thinking?" Marcus joins in, watching Clint’s red face as they use me. The heat and noise are too much, too perfect. Clint’s humiliation and the other men’s desire send a jolt through my whole body.

They roll me off, the two men panting and hard and ready for more. Marcus flips me around, his cock still thick with spit and my desire.

"Your turn to watch, darling," I taunt Clint, knowing every moment destroys him. Marcus spreads my legs, letting Clint see how soaked I am. Daniel’s pre-cum glistens on my lips and chin, a perfect portrait of my infidelity.

The men leave me empty just long enough to notice. My husband’s eyes are hungry, and I see his cock twitching with helpless need.

Alexander’s voice is full of amusement. "Looks like I missed the fun," he says as he walks toward me, letting his clothes fall off.

"The party’s just starting," I reply, breathless and defiant, as I arch into Marcus’s fingers. The room is full of my scent and the echo of wet skin on skin. I feel his hands hold me open, waiting for more.

Alexander kneels between my legs. "Want me to catch up?" His cock strains, hard, as he strokes himself and stares.

"Fuck yes," I gasp, letting the words fill the room.

He shoves into me, and the sound that leaves my mouth is a scream. I arch up, back off the floor, as Marcus pulls me deeper onto Alexander’s waiting cock.

I feel Daniel at my mouth, ready for more. I lick the pre-cum from his cock and take him deep, knowing Clint sees it all.

"Here," Marcus grunts, pushing his fingers deep while I gasp around Daniel’s cock. Alexander fucks me roughly, each thrust matched by Marcus’s eager hands. I let Daniel take my mouth, holding his thighs and working my tongue in tight, wet circles.

This time it’s Alex’s voice, smug and smooth. "Want me to help with that, Marcus?"

I feel Marcus grin more than I see it.

"Not much of a challenge," Marcus replies, fucking me hard with his hand. He gives a low laugh, shifting so Alexander can pound me from behind.

I scream with pleasure, my voice so raw and high it almost cracks. Alex’s cock feels impossibly huge, sending Clint another reminder of everything he’s not. I jerk Daniel and Marcus, one in each hand, while Alexander fills my pussy with relentless speed.

It’s filthy and loud, the pleasure that makes me forget anything else exists. My pussy is tight around Alexander, and Marcus spreads me wider with a finger, driving the men further and harder.

"Fuck, she’s perfect," Daniel groans, pulling back from my mouth to watch the others use me.

I take each of them, moans growing as loud as their grunts. The entire room is a blur of sweat and heat and eager bodies.

I feel Alexander spill inside me. His hot cum fills my pussy, leaving no space between me and their desire. Marcus takes me right after, driving in with one rough thrust. I hear him grunt, low and loud and certain, before he fills me. The sound of his cum drips obscene into the air.

Daniel gives a short, raw groan as he tenses, spurting hard and fast across my breasts. Clint watches, tortured and desperate, as his evidence of my betrayal soaks my skin.

Marcus pushes Daniel aside, taking his place. He holds me down, hands on my thighs, and I feel his breath hot on my pussy as he spreads me wide. His tongue replaces his fingers. I push into him, begging for more, his saliva mixing with the others’ cum as he drinks me in.

Alex rolls to his knees. "Care to finish what you started?"

The words send a new pulse of heat through me. My eyes are still on Clint, his face showing every inch of his humiliation. My fingers fly over my clit as I stroke him.

"Not yet, Alex," I pant. "Need him to see."

Daniel gives a breathless, knowing laugh. "Christ, that’s hot."

Alex just nods. He pulls me to my knees and lets me grind into him. My pussy smears cum across his skin as I stroke him.

I lose myself in the sight of Clint’s face, my pussy and mouth and hand working furiously on the other men’s cocks. I come harder than ever, screaming with every part of my body as Clint flinches and moans. His own cock drips untouched, leaving a slick pool of cum in his lap.

My voice is still breathy when I turn back to Clint.

"This is just the beginning, darling," I say, taunting him with a low, satisfied laugh. The other men watch, their eyes heavy with the desire my husband can never satisfy. "Your education, as my cuckold, has only just begun."


Chapter 3

I’m on the bed, naked and glistening with cum, spreading my legs as I lock eyes with Clint. His face is pure humiliation as he sits in a chair, just as I told him to. He thought he was the big man. He thought he was the fucking king. I bet it hurts to see how wrong he is, to watch me invite the other men to fuck me, to know he can't do a thing about it.

“Watch closely, darling,” I purr. I want him to see every thrust as Daniel fills my pussy. Marcus slides his cock between my lips, and Alexander teases my ass. The sounds of moans and wet flesh fill the room, echoing off the walls of Clint’s perfect house.

Clint is used to being in control. He’s not used to this. I enjoy seeing him stripped of his power, just a naked man with nothing but desperation to please me.

"You want to keep me happy, don't you?" I ask, my voice dripping with false sympathy.

His jaw clenches. He nods. Poor baby. It's killing him to know he can't satisfy me. Daniel strokes his cock, watching with an amused smirk. Marcus and Alexander are right behind him. They know what I need. They know how to give it to me.

“Take her like you own her,” Marcus tells Daniel with a chuckle. They’re taking turns on me and I love it, the way Clint’s rivals use my body to rub his face in the truth.

Daniel grins as he climbs on the bed. “I don’t know how you do it, Clint,” he says, aiming his thick cock at my pussy. “I’d never leave a woman like this alone.” He thrusts deep, and I cry out. Clint flinches as if he can feel it.

I spread my legs wider, showing Clint how I drip with cum. He watches with a mix of anger and arousal as Daniel pounds me, and I soak it all up, every fucking drop.

It's all so perfect, so much better than I planned. The three of them crowding around me, Clint humiliated in his own house, me calling the shots while they fill me with more cock than I can handle.

Daniel thrusts into me, grinning at Clint as if to say, "Is this how you pictured your life turning out?"

I look over at Clint, pretending to be sympathetic. He won't give me the satisfaction of answering, but I can tell he wants to. Marcus runs his hands over my tits and holds me in place as Daniel pumps into me. The cum he left inside me the first time makes it so fucking slippery.

“She's wetter than your last report, Clint,” Alexander taunts, fingering my tight asshole. “And way more exciting.” He slides in another finger and I gasp, clenching my fists in the sheets. They’re making me moan like a porn star, making Clint watch every minute. This is what he gets for leaving me alone. This is what he gets for thinking I'd just sit around and wait.

Clint tries to look indifferent, but he's not fooling anyone. I catch his eye as I let out another moan, feeling his pride and his heart break in equal measure.

Marcus positions himself at my mouth and grins down at me. He doesn’t even look at Clint. It’s like he doesn’t see him at all. To Marcus, my husband doesn’t even exist. I open wide, ready to give him what Clint never gets. “Good girl,” Marcus chuckles, sliding his thick cock past my lips. His hands grip my hair, holding my head in place as Daniel and Alexander both work my lower half.

I don’t break eye contact with Clint. I want him to see every second, to see what it’s like when someone else takes charge. His cock is hard between his legs. He doesn’t know I’ve noticed, but I have. Maybe he wants this more than he thinks. Maybe he knows this is how it has to be.

I grind my hips into Daniel, feeling his thrusts shake my entire body, making my tits bounce with every thrust. Alexander teases me with his fingers, probing deep until I can’t tell what hole he’s in. It’s perfect. It’s everything I wanted. I moan around Marcus’s cock, feeling his hands tighten in my hair as he holds me in place. It’s almost more than I can take, almost more than even I planned. But I want more. I want Clint to suffer even more.

I pull my mouth away from Marcus, gasping for breath and pretending I care if Clint enjoys the show.

“Are you watching?” I call out, Daniel’s cock thrusting into me, Marcus’s hand wrapping around my throat. “I want you to see how it’s done. I want you to see what I really need.”

Clint’s eyes meet mine and I swear I can see them filling with tears. It’s beautiful. It’s fucking beautiful.

The men shift positions, keeping every hole filled. Daniel pulls out, his cock glistening, and lets Marcus take over. My husband’s big rival slides into me easily, thrusting harder than Clint ever has. Marcus grins like I’m a prize, like he’s just won the ultimate trophy. Daniel puts his cock in my mouth and I taste myself on him. It’s obscene. It’s perfect.

I wonder how much more Clint can take. Alexander works my ass with his fingers, slick with lube and my wetness. I wonder if this is what Clint imagined for me when he brought me into his business world, if he knew the lengths I’d go to, the lengths I’d make him go to.

I can see Clint’s cock straining, twitching with every thrust as he watches. He’s trying not to touch himself. He wants to keep some dignity, but he’s losing the battle. His hands grip the arms of the chair like he’s holding on for dear life. Like that will save him.

The room is full of the sounds of flesh against flesh, of my moans and the men’s grunts as they each take their turn on me, as they each show Clint how a real man fucks. I want him to suffer. I want him to feel every moment, to live in this humiliation I’ve made for him. I moan around Daniel’s cock, playing up every moment.

“Oh, god,” I gasp, pulling away from him to drive the knife even deeper into Clint’s chest. “Yes! This is what I want!”

I’m full, so fucking full. They fill every part of me—cock, fingers, and need. It’s more than Clint could ever give me. He watches, pathetic, defeated, a shell of the big man he used to be. I know he is understanding as he watches. He watches and I know he’s learning what I need him to learn.

Daniel is merciless. His fingers dig into my scalp as he forces me down on his cock. Marcus pounds me hard, pushing every thought out of my head except for how good it feels to know I’ve finally won. Alexander’s fingers slide into my asshole and I scream, pretending it’s too much, pretending it’s more than I can take. Clint looks away.

He wants this to be over, but I’m not even close. I want more. I want every drop they can give me, and I want him to watch as they give it. “See how a real man fucks?” Daniel taunts, laughing at Clint’s pain. “This is what she's been craving while you've been away.” I moan again, long and loud, the moan Clint never hears from me.

He doesn't know it yet, but he’s going to hear it all the time.

#

The sounds of Clint's shame echo off the walls of his big, empty house. Wet sucking, flesh on flesh, the moans of his wife and his rivals fill every corner, reminding him how powerless he is. “Come closer,” I gasp, wanting him to see every moment. Wanting him to suffer. As I expected, he obeyed. He drags the chair closer to the bed, where the men fill me in every way they can. He’s close enough to touch me now, but he knows better than to try.

He’s so close, poor baby. It must be painful to watch every thrust, to witness how much better the other men are at pleasing me. I wonder if he knew it would be this hard. I wonder if he even knew what I had planned. Acting as if I am unaware of the pain it causes him to hear me climax, I moan loudly. “I want you to see every detail,” I gasp, and his face is so fucking pitiful, so fucking perfect.

I pretend I care how much it hurts him. I pretend I’m thinking about him at all. The men don’t have to pretend. Daniel slides into me as Marcus takes my mouth and Alexander plays with my tits. They know exactly what I want. They know Clint can’t give it to me, and they laugh as he watches them take everything.

Clint’s cock is so hard. He tries not to touch himself. He tries to keep some dignity, but I know he’s too weak for that. I know he’s too weak for everything except this.

The men don’t even see him. They know he’s nothing, a non-entity, a nobody. They know he doesn’t matter. I pull away from Marcus’s cock, needing Clint to see how little control he has.

“I want to see you closer,” I say, and he obeys, crawling to the edge of the bed. I can feel the pain radiating from him as the men crowd around me. I can feel the defeat and shame. As much as I feel the cock in my pussy, I can feel it in my mouth and in my ass.

The men shift again. They keep me filled. Marcus holds my hips as he fucks me from behind, while Daniel thrusts into my mouth and Alexander’s fingers dig into my ass. I can see Clint watching, mesmerized, seeing how a real man gets a woman off.

They fuck me harder than Clint ever did, filling me with more than Clint ever could. I scream with pleasure, knowing how much it destroys him to see this, to know this is what I really need. He thought he was so fucking big. He thought he was the only one.

“I’m cumming!” I moan, loud enough to echo off the walls, loud enough that Clint can’t pretend it isn’t real. “I’m cumming!”

Daniel looks down at Clint as I cry out around his cock, smiling as if he knows a secret Clint is just beginning to understand.

“What a little bitch,” Daniel laughs, sliding out of my mouth so he can see Clint’s pathetic face. “Do you hear her, Clint? This is what you’re missing. This is what she’s wanted all along.”

Clint looks away. He tries not to watch, but I won’t let him escape. Not now. Never. I call his name, forcing him to look at me as Marcus fills me again, his thrusts deep and merciless. Clint is almost close enough to touch me, but I know he won’t. I know he’s not man enough.

“I want you to watch every second,” I command, my voice breathless with pleasure, taunting him with every word.

“Yeah, watch us fuck her,” Alexander laughs, grabbing my hair and forcing me to look at Clint’s ruined expression. I never thought I’d see him like this, never thought I’d have him so broken. “Fucking watch!”

The sounds of my moans and their cocks fill the room as they drive into me. It’s everything I wanted, and more. I lock eyes with Clint again, and I can see how he tries not to cum, tries to hold on, tries not to give in. He won’t last. He can’t. I know it. He knows it too.

I can’t wait to see him break. I can’t wait to watch him snap.

“Cover me,” I order the men, knowing they’ll do what I want, knowing Clint will watch. He tries not to whimper as they pull out and stroke their cocks over my body. I want him to see every second, every drop of cum as it covers my skin. I want him to see how pathetic he is, how completely he’s lost.

Alexander cums first, grinning at Clint as he does. His load hits my tits, a warm splash that slides over my nipples. Marcus is next. He paints my face with his cum, making me a filthy mess, marking me with Clint’s new life.

He can’t look away. He can’t stop watching as Daniel shoots his load onto my stomach, thick ropes of cum decorating my skin. I bet it kills him to see, but I know he wants it. I know he fucking craves it.

The men stand over me, their cocks still hard, their cum everywhere. I feel it on my skin, see it on my tits, smell it in the air. It’s my victory. It’s Clint’s defeat.

The room goes quiet, but only for a second. Only long enough for Clint to catch his breath, only long enough for me to see him squirm. I know it’s almost too much, but I don’t care. He’s hard, so hard he can’t hide it. So hard the men laugh as they watch him struggle.

“Look at him,” Marcus sneers. “Fucking look at him.”

They know what he is. I know what he is. His cock betrays him, and it’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. I laugh, pretending it’s funny, pretending I didn’t know it would happen. I knew all along.

“He’s such a cuck,” Daniel says, shaking his head in fake disbelief. He strokes his cock, already ready for more. I’m ready for more, too.

The air smells like sex and defeat, like the perfect end to Clint’s perfect fucking life. I grin up at him, covered in the other men’s cum, his humiliation written all over me. “You’re going to give me everything I want from now on,” I say, knowing he will. Knowing he has to. Knowing he’s mine.

Clint looks at me, but he doesn’t speak. His face is full of shame, but his cock is full of want.

I won.

#

Clint is broken on his knees, licking the cum from my skin. I can taste the humiliation as he runs his tongue over my tits, my stomach, everywhere they covered me. This is what he’s become. This is what I made him.

“Daniel, Alexander, you may go,” I say, waving them off like it’s nothing. Marcus stays, watching Clint debase himself. “This is your life now, cuck,” I tell Clint, feeling his shame in every shudder of his body, in every lick of his tongue.

I’ve never seen him like this. I’ve never seen him so broken. He laps at my skin like a starving dog, and I wonder if he thought it would be different. I wonder if he thought he could give me what I wanted. His tongue flicks over my nipples, and I know this is what he’s meant for. I know this is his new life. I know he knows it, too.

He licks and licks, trying to keep up as the cum spreads over me, dripping from my tits to my stomach. His mouth is wet and hungry. I bet it’s more than he can take, more than he can stand, but I want him to take it all. I want him to stand every second.

Marcus laughs at him as he watches, the cum fresh on my skin, Clint’s mouth working frantically to clean it. I bet it tastes like shame. I bet it tastes like defeat.

“Lick it all up,” I command, and he does, broken and obedient, doing exactly what I say.

He works his way down, his tongue hot on my skin, trying to keep up with how fast the men covered me.

He can’t do anything but lick and shudder, lick and obey. I smile, letting him know it’s not even close to over. Letting him know this is just the beginning.

Cum slides over my stomach and hips. I can’t believe how perfect it is, how easily he fell, how much I wanted this and didn’t even know.

Marcus stands over him, over me, a satisfied smirk on his face. I can’t believe it’s so easy. I can’t believe Clint gave up so fast, so completely.

Cum pools in my belly button as Clint struggles to catch it all with his mouth. His tongue moves desperately over my skin, a perfect reminder of what he is now. A perfect reminder of how far he’s fallen.

He licks me clean, his mouth wide as he tries to keep up with how much they gave me. I grab his hair and force him to look at me, needing him to see how much I love this. Needing him to know it’s never going to change.

“This is your life now, cuck,” I say, smiling as the word hits him like a slap. Like a fucking punch to the gut.

He shudders and closes his eyes, taking it like I knew he would. Taking it like he’s meant to. I watch as he licks, humiliated, obedient, and mine.

“Get used to it,” I tell him, knowing he will, knowing he doesn’t have a choice.

Daniel and Alexander dress, still laughing as they leave. They look like they’ve just closed the best deal of their lives. Maybe they have.

Marcus stays behind, watching Clint debase himself. Watching Clint’s cock strain as he does exactly what I say.

I don’t know how long it will take him to break again, but I know it won’t be long. He’s perfect like this. So fucking perfect. I moan as he licks down my legs, getting closer and closer to where I want him. Closer and closer to where I know he’ll end up.

“This is your life now,” I say again, watching him shiver. Watching him accept it. “Get used to it.”

He crawls lower, desperate, knowing it’s all he can do. I’ve never seen him so pathetic. I’ve never loved him more.

Cum drips between my legs as he finally gets there, as he finally cleans me up. I can’t believe how good it feels, how easy it is to win.

I wonder how long it will take for him to get used to it. I wonder how long it will take for him to know his new place.

Marcus watches him, watches me, watches it all. He’s still hard, still ready for more.

Clint’s tongue moves over me, frantic and resigned. I bet he thought it would be different. I bet he thought he could give me what I wanted. He can. He just didn’t know it would be like this.

“You’re going to watch every time he fucks me,” I say, waving Daniel and Alexander off like they’re nothing. “You’re going to know you can’t stop it.”

Marcus grins as Clint licks me, as Clint shudders and takes it. I bet he thought it would be different. I bet he didn’t know this was his purpose.

I bet he didn’t know it was everything I wanted.

Daniel and Alexander leave, satisfied with their victory. Satisfied with my defeat.

Marcus stays. Marcus watches. Marcus wins.

Kara wins too.


Chapter 4

Clint sits with his legs parted, looking like a prince without a throne. His kingdom was the bedroom, once. The armchair is softer than he is. I'm naked in the center of the room, a queen without a kingdom, arms folded under my breasts. His eyes track Marcus as he enters, already unbuttoning his shirt. I'm a gift to be given, unwrapped and unburdened by my previous owner. Marcus's torso is powerful, muscles obvious under his bronze skin. Clint's discomfort glistens on his forehead as Marcus closes the distance, giving me exactly what I want. He kisses me, firm lips sucking at my neck. I arch into him, letting my nipples graze his chest, watching Clint squirm as he grips the arms of his chair. He holds tighter as I admire Marcus's body with greedy hands. My fingers wander his flesh, tracing each muscle like it's my first.

“Look at those shoulders, Clint. So much broader than yours,” I say.

Clint flinches at the words. Marcus laughs. “And I bet you can guess what else is bigger.”

Clint's face turns red as he shifts uncomfortably, and I notice a bulge growing against his pants. “Oh, look,” I say, pointing. “He's enjoying this.” Marcus glances over, his smile sharp.

Clint watches us, eyes pinned, as if he's afraid to miss anything. He's trembling, the anticipation of humiliation already working its way under his skin. Marcus strips off the last of his shirt, tossing it aside like the thought of my husband. He's got those sculpted muscles and rugged confidence that radiates power. I can't help but drink him in, feel the rush of something Clint's never been able to give. Not with that body, anyway. Marcus's fingers find my hair, and he tugs me closer. I sigh, making sure Clint hears it.

“Show me,” Marcus says, his voice low, deep, electric.

He's inviting me to worship his body, and I'm more than willing. I trail kisses down Marcus's chest, tasting the salt of his skin as Clint writhes in his seat. My fingers trace the lines of muscle, memorizing what strength feels like. I steal a glance at Clint, his face a beautiful shade of defeat. His fists are white against the chair, every knuckle a story of impotence. He doesn't know if he hates this or loves it, and that's what makes it so fucking hot.

Marcus pulls me back up, lips crashing onto mine with a hunger Clint's never had. I melt into it, my body curling against Marcus's like we're already one. I leave Clint in that plush chair to feel every twist of envy as Marcus's hands slide over me, claiming. The heat of Marcus's skin burns away any trace of loyalty, any sense of who I was when Clint mattered. And I love it.

“What's it like, Clint?” I ask, peeling Marcus's shirt the rest of the way off, dropping it to the floor. “Watching a real man take over?”

Clint's breathing is loud, uneven, his control slipping like he's already finished, like Marcus is already the new king and he can't stop it. I laugh, not bothering to hide the cruelty, the delight. Clint's erection pushes against his pants, betraying him with each pulse. It's so fucking hard, and I savor the sight of it.

“He's hard as a rock,” I say to Marcus, biting my lip like it's a private joke. “Just like you.”

Marcus smirks, pulling me tighter. He's not even trying, and Clint's already caving in on himself. He looks smaller than I've ever seen, and I can't help but point it out. I rub my hands over Marcus's broad shoulders, let them wander down his sculpted arms, making sure Clint sees everything he's not.

“Imagine that, Clint. Imagine what's next.”

Marcus chuckles, the sound deep and full, vibrating against my skin as I trail my fingers down his chest. Clint's trying so fucking hard to hold it together, but it's slipping. My hands continue their exploration, eager, loving every inch of what I'm discovering. It's easy to let Marcus feel like the world, and I gasp, more for Clint's benefit than my own. I can feel Clint watching, the heat of his gaze almost as intense as Marcus's hands. Almost.

“Looks like he knows what's next,” Marcus says, and the two of us laugh. It's low, unrestrained, a sound that cuts Clint open.

I move away just enough to keep the tension like a wire, taut and ready to snap. My eyes never leave Clint's as I lower myself to my knees in front of Marcus. A prayer answered. Clint shudders, his hands dropping to his lap, his despair and his desire locked in a battle neither of them can win. I blow Marcus, slow and purposeful, each movement of my mouth making Clint strain harder against his pants.

“Go on, Clint. Say it,” I urge, wrapping my hand around Marcus's cock, squeezing the shaft with a familiarity that shatters any illusion of loyalty. “Say you're not man enough.”

Clint's lips part, but no sound comes out. He's frozen, and I fucking love it. I laugh as I let Marcus slip from my mouth, flicking my tongue across the tip. The sight of Marcus's cock, hard and glistening, makes Clint groan involuntarily, the sound rich with longing and loss.

“Look at him. So fucking desperate,” I say, leaning back as Marcus pulls me up. “He wants this more than we do.”

Marcus nods, his confidence like armor, unbreakable and shining. I catch Clint's eyes as Marcus leads me to the bed. I don't let him look away, not for a fucking second. Clint's face is red, his forehead dotted with sweat, and he's panting like he just ran ten miles. Or like he's about to cum in his pants. It's all the same for me. I lay back, Marcus hovering over me like a promise.

“Ready?” Marcus asks, his voice loud enough for Clint to hear every word, to feel each one cut like glass.

“Fuck, yes,” I breathe, arching into Marcus's touch, into his hands as they roam my body.

Clint watches Marcus put me on the bed like I'm his trophy, and I am. His most prized, most envied, most unattainable. I'm facing Clint, and Marcus is already in me, his hands on my hips, cock deep inside me before I can take a breath. Clint’s mouth opens in surprise as Marcus moves, as I moan, letting the sounds crash against the walls and Clint’s crumbling resolve. He can see everything. It's brutal, erotic, a torture that will linger long after we're finished. I lock eyes with him, knowing it's more than he can stand, more than he can ever be.

“He knows exactly how to touch me,” I moan, my voice a taunt, a tease, a challenge. “Something you never figured out.” Clint's breathing gets louder, more erratic. He's flushed, fighting the urge to look away but needing to see it all.

Marcus's cock fills me, every thrust shaking the bed, shaking Clint's last scrap of dignity. I let my hands explore Marcus's back, gripping, desperate, showing Clint how little it takes to forget him. Marcus's grunts are thunderous, shaking everything I know and everything Clint thought he had. Each push of Marcus’s hips makes me gasp, and those gasps are like daggers to Clint. And then I see it—his hand fumbling at his zipper, touching himself through his pants. He can't fucking stop himself.

Marcus is a machine, relentless. Every thrust a declaration of war on Clint's pathetic little ego. I move my hips to match his; he’s already won this battle. The sounds of our bodies fill the room, every slap of skin a testament to what Clint’s lost. What he's never had. What he'll never be. I'm vocal, my moans ricocheting off the walls, letting Clint feel every inch of Marcus as it slides in, out, owning me. My words hit him like bullets, rapid fire, breaking down every bit of resistance he’s got left.

“You watching this, Clint?” I moan, knowing he is, knowing he has to. “You wish you knew how to fuck like this.”

His face is a mask of conflict, eyes wide and lips parted. It's more than he thought he'd have to take. More than he thought he could take. But he's taking it, every inch of Marcus, every moan, every humiliation. His hand moves against the bulge in his pants, slow, a confession that he needs this as much as we do.

Marcus and I keep the rhythm going, a duet of dominance and desperation. I dig my nails into his back, and Marcus groans, an indistinct sound that mixes with my higher ones to create a symphony that drowns out everything Clint thinks he knows. Each note hangs in the air, lingering, relentless, reminding Clint of what he isn't, what he can’t be. I grip tighter, pulling Marcus closer; my hunger to show Clint what a real man and a real fuck feels like is insatiable.

“I think he's going to cum in his pants,” I whisper to Marcus, loud enough for Clint to hear every humiliating word.

Marcus laughs, the sound deep and condescending. “That's more than he could ever hope for.”

I bite my lip, half in ecstasy, half in delight as I watch Clint's face. He's fucking loving this, even if he doesn't want to admit it, and that's what makes it so damn good. Marcus pounds into me, his movements calculated, methodical, every one engineered to hit the right spot. The spot Clint never found. Never even fucking looked for.

“Oh, god,” I moan, the words a knife into Clint's last shred of dignity. “He's incredible. Fucking incredible.”

Marcus keeps going, and I feel the tremors starting deep inside, building a promise of what's to come. Clint is red, flushed, his hand now openly stroking himself through his pants. The bulge is enormous, and I love that we’ve made it that way.

“Look at him,” I say, my voice almost a growl, the sound primal. “Can't even stop himself.”

Marcus doesn't let up, doesn't slow down, and I'm on the edge, teetering, pulling Clint along with me whether he likes it. I glance at Clint's face, and he's mouthing something, a wordless plea or surrender. It's beautiful, pathetic, everything I want from him. I grip Marcus tighter, urging him on, begging without words, my body language screaming what Clint can't, what he won't.

“Harder,” I gasp, knowing Clint's feeling each thrust like it's his own personal hell. “Don't stop. Don't you dare fucking stop.”

Marcus drives into me with renewed force, and the sounds of sex, of sweat and desperation fill the room. Clint's lost, too far gone to care, his hand moving faster, more frantic. He's in sync with us, in this whether he wants to be. It's a menage of pleasure and pain, a trinity of truth, and I'm the altar they're sacrificing at. The sight of Clint, broken and begging, pushes me closer, pushes all of us closer.

“Fucking look at him,” Marcus grunts, his voice steady, strong, the opposite of Clint’s entire fucking life. “He can't take much more.”

Clint's on the brink, face strained, every part of him a lie except that hand, that desperate, eager hand. He wants it. We all do.

“Yes,” I scream, every ounce of strength pouring into the word, letting it ride the crest of our shared climax, letting it swallow Clint whole. “Yes!”

Marcus throws me around like a rag-doll until I’m on my hands and knees, facing Clint, my arms trembling as he fucks me harder than ever before. I watch Clint hold his cock, his hand grasping, stroking, desperate, knowing it's my pleasure that makes him weak. He’s out of control, and I love it.

“Don’t miss a thing,” I say, my voice breaking with every thrust. “This is where you belong. Watching while real men satisfy me.”

Marcus takes me from behind, driving into me, and I let him. Let him have me, own me, make me feel so fucking full. I lock eyes with Clint, not letting him escape, not letting him hide. It's brutal and honest and exactly what he needs. The scent of sex is heavy, intoxicating, claiming all of us, leaving nothing untouched. Marcus's fingers dig into my hips, each stroke deep, fierce, demanding. Clint strokes himself faster, unable to resist the sight of us. He wants it, craves it, his breath hot and quick. We're all so fucking close.

The room explodes with sound, with gasps and groans and wild release. In the aftermath, Marcus collapses next to me, both of us catching our breath. Clint looks wrecked, but I know better. I smile, triumphant. “You're my cuckold now. And you love it.” Clint can't even deny it.

We're a tangle of limbs and lust, Marcus and me, lost in a rhythm that leaves Clint gasping, breathless, barely able to keep up. My eyes stay locked on him, forcing him to witness, forcing him to admit what he is. What he isn't. Marcus drives into me, relentless, a force of nature that's taking me, consuming me, leaving Clint with nothing but the sight and sound of his inadequacy. It's fucking beautiful.

“This is your place now,” I say, each word a command, each word a victory. “Get used to it.”

Clint's lost, stroking himself with abandon, his hand a blur of desperation and desire. He's past the point of caring, past the point of pretending he's got any control left. Marcus and I make sure of that. We fuck like he's not even there, and that only makes him want it more. He can't look away, can't stop watching. The tension is raw, a live wire, sparking, ready to set the entire world on fire.

Marcus changes the angle, hits something inside me that makes my back arch, makes me moan so fucking loud Clint can't even hear himself think. The look on his face says it all. He knows this is how it will be from now on. And he knows he'll love every second.

“Faster,” I gasp, and I don't know if I'm talking to Marcus or to Clint, and I don't care. They both do it anyway.

It's intense, the intensity that leaves no room for doubt, for anything but this moment, this now, this truth we're making all three of us live in. I rock against Marcus, meeting each thrust like it's the only thing I was born to do. And maybe it is.

“Fuck,” Marcus grunts, a sound that vibrates through me, fills every space, leaves nothing for Clint but the aftermath. The left-overs. “You're mine.”

I'm everything and nothing, every breath a claim, every heartbeat a release. I feel it building, the pressure, the need, the moment where all of this will crash down around us and leave Clint exposed, raw, unable to hide from what he's become.

“Don't stop,” I scream, the words barely more than a breath, barely more than a prayer. “Fucking don't stop!”

Clint can't stop either, won't, doesn't want to. He's past that. He's part of this, and we all know it. We're all so fucking close, so far gone there's nothing else but this heat, this frenzy, this final, brutal breaking point.

Marcus goes harder, and I can’t, won’t, hold back. “Yes,” I gasp, pulling both of them with me, past the edge, past reason, past everything but the truth of who we are and what we've become. “Fucking yes!”

The world shatters. We're caught in a storm of sex and sound, a cyclone of desire that tears through every pretense, every fucking lie, and leaves us all gasping in its wake.

Marcus collapses next to me, sweat slick on his skin, both of us gulping for air, alive in a way that only this kind of destruction can make you feel. Clint looks like he's been hit by a freight train; dazed, his chest heaving, cock spent, his entire world flipped and fucked into something he can't even recognize.

I turn to him, still riding the high of all that power, all that dominance. My smile is a sharp thing, lethal, cutting. “You're my cuckold now, Clint. And you know the best part?”

He doesn't answer, can't, won't, doesn't need to. It's in his eyes, in the defeated, eager slump of his shoulders, in the way he can't stop looking at me, at us, at what we've made him.

“You love it,” I say, sealing it, making it real, making it his life. “You fucking love it.”

Marcus laughs, low and knowing, and I let the sound fill the room, let it fill Clint until there's no room left for anything but his acceptance. His submission. My triumph.
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