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  Chapter one
The Bid


The Meridian Hotel ballroom was a shrine to rich assholes, all glittering chandeliers and marble floors polished so hard you could see your own shame in them. Waiters floated by with champagne, the glasses catching the light like bait. The place reeked of overpriced cologne, flowers, and that weird, nervous sweat that comes before something humiliating. Kevin fiddled with his cuffs, pretending he belonged, but really just sneaking another look at Belle. 
Belle had poured herself into a black silk dress that looked painted on, the kind of thing that made men forget their wives were watching. The back dipped low, showing off the curve of her spine and those little dimples above her ass that Kevin had licked this morning in the shower, right before she laughed and told him to 'try to behave tonight.' Her hair was up, but not in that fancy way—strands already falling loose, begging to be pulled. She caught him staring and gave him a smile that made his cock twitch, already straining against his pants like a dog on a leash.
Tommy slid into the seat beside them, already loosening his tie. “Jesus, Belle, you're trying to bankrupt half the room before the auction even starts?” His grin was wide and unapologetic, eyes raking over her with the casual entitlement of a man who’d known them both since college.
Belle laughed, low and throaty. “Only the ones who can afford it, Tommy.”
Kevin laughed, but it came out thin. This whole mess had been his idea, some dumb joke that got out of hand when the charity committee wanted 'date night' volunteers. Belle had just arched an eyebrow and asked if he really wanted to watch other men buy a night with his wife. The thought had hit him right in the balls—half terror, half the kind of sick excitement that left him jerking off in the shower for three weeks straight.
The emcee’s voice cut through the murmur of conversation. “Ladies and gentlemen, our next lot—number twelve. A very special evening with the lovely Belle Harper. Dinner for two at Le Ciel, followed by cocktails and dancing at the Sky Lounge. All proceeds benefit the Children’s Literacy Foundation. Shall we start the bidding at five hundred dollars?”
A paddle rose immediately—five hundred. Then seven. A ripple of polite laughter as bids climbed in tidy increments. Belle stood when her name was called, smoothing her dress over her hips in a gesture that made Kevin’s throat tighten. She stepped onto the low stage, hips swaying just enough to draw every eye in the room. She gave a playful curtsy, then blew a kiss toward their table. Toward him.
Kevin gripped his glass so hard he thought it might shatter. His cock was already half-hard, mashed up against his zipper, throbbing with every humiliating second. He tried to tell himself it was all a game, that she’d be back in his bed by midnight, smelling like wine, perfume, and maybe—if he was lucky—just a little bit of him.
Then a new paddle rose from a table near the front.
“Ten thousand,” the man said, voice calm, carrying effortlessly across the room.
The room went dead silent for a second, then everyone started buzzing like flies on shit. Kevin’s stomach dropped. He twisted in his seat to get a look: tall, built, suit that probably cost more than Kevin’s car. Zac Harlan. The kind of guy who wiped his ass with hundred dollar bills and bought women like appetizers.
Belle’s eyes flicked toward the new bidder. For a second, her smile faltered—then it returned, brighter, more dangerous.
“Ten thousand from the gentleman in the front,” the emcee called. “Do I hear eleven?”
Another paddle shot up. Twelve. Fifteen. The numbers jumped so fast Kevin lost track, his brain stuck somewhere between panic and a hard-on. Every time Zac bid, he looked at Belle, then at Kevin, holding his stare just long enough to say, 'Yeah, I’m buying your wife.' Not angry. Not friendly. Just staking his claim.
Tommy leaned in, breath warm against Kevin’s ear. “Fuck me, man. That guy looks like he eats girls like Belle for breakfast.”
"Shut up," Kevin muttered, but it sounded weak, even to him. His heart was pounding, his cock throbbing right along with it, like some sick joke.
Belle stood on the stage, one hand resting lightly on her hip, head tilted as if she were enjoying a private joke. When Zac bid twenty-five thousand, she bit her lower lip—slow, deliberate. Kevin knew that look. It was the same one she wore when she straddled him and whispered filthy promises in his ear.
“Thirty,” Zac said.
Silence.
The emcee scanned the room. “Thirty thousand going once… going twice…”
Kevin’s mouth felt like sandpaper. He could bid. He had the cash. But his hand just sat there, glued to the table, slick with sweat and shame.
“Sold! To paddle number seventeen—Mr. Zac Harlan!”
The room exploded in applause. Belle locked eyes with Kevin, gave him a little smile that was half 'sorry' and half 'watch this,' then turned as Zac strode up to claim his prize.
Zac crossed the stage in two steps, grabbed Belle’s hand like he already owned her, and kissed her knuckles, slow and showy. Kevin saw Belle’s breath catch, her chest rising. Zac led her off the stage, his hand planted low on her back, fingers spread wide over bare skin, making sure everyone saw exactly who she belonged to now.
The crowd kept clapping. Belle looked back at Kevin one last time, lips moving: Love you. It felt like a punch and a dare all at once.
The double doors closed behind them.
Kevin sat there, frozen, ears ringing like he’d just taken a fastball to the head. Tommy smacked his shoulder, way too hard. "Holy shit, man. Your wife just got bought for thirty grand. That’s gotta be some kind of record."
Kevin’s phone buzzed in his pocket. He pulled it out with numb fingers.
A photo: Belle in the back of a sleek black limo, Zac’s arm draped along the seat behind her, his fingers brushing the curve of her shoulder. Belle’s head was tilted toward him, lips parted in a smile. The caption read: Off to dinner. Be good. 💋
Kevin stared at the photo until his eyes burned. His cock was rock hard, straining against his fly, humiliation and arousal twisting together until he couldn’t tell which was worse.
Tommy leaned over, peering at the screen. “Well, damn. Looks like they’re getting cozy already.” He grinned, voice dropping. “Bet they’re not just going to dinner.”
Kevin swallowed, throat tight. The room was suddenly too hot, the air thick and sticky. Somewhere, the emcee was babbling about volunteers and donations, but it all sounded far away.
He was still staring at the photo when a committee member tapped his shoulder.
“Kevin? We could really use your help with the final count.”
He nodded mutely, shoving the phone back into his pocket.
The doors that Belle and Zac had disappeared through remained closed.






  
  Chapter two
Counting the Cost


The ballroom was nearly deserted, just a few bored volunteers and staff left to clean up the mess. The chandeliers were mostly off, leaving the place in patches of yellow light that made the empty tables look even more pathetic. The only sounds were the mutter of tired voices and the scrape of chairs being stacked. Kevin sat by himself at a shitty folding table in the back, his laptop open, the spreadsheet lighting up his face like a corpse. Belle’s perfume still hung in the air, thick and spicy, stuck to his jacket like a reminder of what he didn’t have. 
He punched numbers into the spreadsheet, not even seeing them. Thirty grand from Harlan. Five from the auction. Almost three in cash. His hands worked, but his brain was stuck on the way Zac’s hand slid down Belle’s bare back, fingers pressing into her skin, steering her out of the room like she was his property.
Tommy dropped into the chair beside him, two fresh whiskeys in hand. He slid one across the table. “You look like you’re calculating how many years in prison for murder.”
Kevin took the glass without looking up. The whiskey burned going down, sharp and welcome. “I’m fine.”
"Bullshit," Tommy said, kicking his feet out. "Your wife’s out with a guy who throws thirty grand around just to get her wet. You’re sitting here with a hard-on, hating yourself because you know she’s going to let him fuck her."
Kevin clenched his jaw and stared at the table. He couldn’t say anything, because Tommy was right. His cock was throbbing in his pants, and he hated himself for it.
His phone vibrated against his thigh. He snatched it up too fast.
A photo: Belle at a candlelit table on the rooftop of Le Ciel, city lights glittering behind her like scattered diamonds. Zac sat across from her, one arm draped casually along the back of her chair. His fingers were just brushing the bare curve of her shoulder where the strap of her dress had slipped down. Belle’s lips were parted in laughter, eyes bright, cheeks flushed from wine or something else. The caption: Best view in the city.
Kevin stared at the photo until it seared into his brain. He could see Zac’s thumb rubbing circles on Belle’s bare skin, could see her leaning into him, her breath hitching, probably already dripping for him under that dress.
Tommy peered over his shoulder. “Jesus. Look at her. She’s eating that shit up.”
“Shut up, Tommy.”
But Tommy didn’t. He never did. “Come on, man. You know what he’s doing right now. Probably got his hand under the table, sliding up that dress. Bet she’s wet already.”
Kevin’s cock twitched, straining against his pants. He shifted, trying to hide the bulge, but it was useless. The spreadsheet was a blur. He typed the same number twice, hands shaking, and had to backspace.
Another buzz.
This time, a short video. Belle’s face filled the screen, soft focus, candlelight flickering across her skin. She held her wine glass up, lipstick print dark on the rim. Zac’s hand came into frame, fingers wrapping around hers to steady the glass. He guided it to her lips, tipping it slowly. A drop of red clung to her bottom lip; her tongue slipped out to catch it. The camera panned just enough to show Zac leaning in, voice low and amused. “Good girl.”
The video ended.
Kevin’s breath was ragged. He pressed his palm into his thigh, trying to calm the throbbing in his cock. In his head, he could hear Belle’s needy little whimpers, the way she begged for more when she was desperate to be fucked.
Tommy whistled low. “Fuck. He’s smooth. Bet he’s got her halfway out of that dress already.”
Kevin stood abruptly, chair scraping back. “I need air.”
He walked fast toward the side corridor, past the coat check, and into the men’s room. Locked himself in the farthest stall. The marble was cold against his back as he leaned there, chest heaving.
He yanked out his phone and replayed the video, eyes glued to Zac’s fingers wrapped around Belle’s hand, the way her eyes fluttered when he called her good girl. Kevin’s hand was already down his pants, jerking his cock, desperate and rough. He pictured Zac’s mouth on her neck, Belle moaning, her legs spread wide under the table, letting Zac finger her while she gasped his name, not Kevin’s.
He shot his load into his fist, biting back a groan, disgusted at how quick and pathetic he was, hating how much he loved it.
When he came back to the table, face flushed, Tommy didn’t say a word—just raised an eyebrow and smirked.
Kevin sat. Picked up the whiskey. Drained it.
His phone lit up again.
A photo: Belle in the restaurant restroom, mirror selfie. One strap of her dress had fallen completely off her shoulder, exposing the swell of her breast, the edge of black lace. Her hair was tousled, lips swollen. She looked straight into the camera, eyes dark with arousal, and mouthed the words slowly: He won’t keep his hands off me.
Kevin’s cock, still sticky from before, twitched again, already getting hard at the thought of Belle letting another man paw at her.
Tommy leaned in. “You gonna survive this night, buddy?”
Kevin ignored him. He just stared at the photo, thumb dragging over the screen, wishing he could reach through and grab Belle, drag her away from Zac, but knowing he never would.
Another message popped up—this one was just text.
Heading to his penthouse for a nightcap. Don’t wait up. Love you.
The words hit him like a fist to the gut. His wife was about to get fucked by
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