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  Introduction



I came to the online forum for an escape.




Thirty-four-year-old Isabella Rossi had conquered the boardrooms of Manhattan. She had built a tech empire with her bare hands and a voice that could make vice presidents weep. But behind the armor of the CEO was a woman drowning in loneliness, hiding a secret no lover had ever understood: she didn’t want to be in charge. She wanted to be owned.




She went looking for an anonymous release. She found their post.




Two Professionals Seeking a Third. A Shared Submissive for Ownership, Humiliation, and Public Play.




The words reached through the screen and unlocked a door she had kept bolted shut her entire life.




I didn’t expect them.




Adrian was a scalpel—a razor-sharp litigator whose gray eyes dissected her with clinical precision. His voice alone could bring her to her knees. Marcus was a hammer—an architect with a wolf’s grin and hands that promised both brutality and tenderness. Together, they were everything she had been taught to fear and everything her body had always craved.




At a coffee shop, over a single trembling cup, she surrendered. By nightfall, she was on a hotel bed between them, slapped, degraded, filled, and marked—sobbing with a relief she had never known existed.




They collared her not with leather, but with a delicate gold bracelet—an eternity knot that whispered you are ours. And she wore it under the sleeve of every power suit, touching it during hostile takeovers, during conference calls, during the moments she needed to remember who she really was.




They wanted to own me. Completely.




By day, Isabella Rossi was still the queen of Apex Solutions—decisive, untouchable, the terror of shareholders. By night, she was their slut, their pet, their precious, filthy secret. In dark cinemas, they fingered her to orgasm while strangers sat rows away. In her own boardroom, they controlled a remote toy that made her come behind a podium, hiding the scream in a coughing fit. On a video call with her entire staff, they tied her up just out of frame, fucked her while she was muted, and threatened to unmute the microphone so the world would hear their CEO beg.




She called them Sir. She called them both Sir.




And she learned to crave the sting of their degradation as fiercely as the warmth of their aftercare.




Now I wear their mark. Not just the bracelet. Something deeper.




They learned to cook her breakfast. They ordered her cars. They watched her command a boardroom and fell in love with the same woman they had bent over a parking garage railing. Slowly, impossibly, the scenes bled into something more—quiet dinners, shared childhoods, the three of them against the world.




She was no longer their plaything. She was their partner. Their home.




But the world outside still demanded its queen. And a secret like theirs could not stay hidden forever.




I found my fortress. It just had three doors.




In the penthouse overlooking the city she ruled, Isabella learned that submission was not weakness. It was the strongest thing she had ever done. With Adrian’s precision and Marcus’s warmth, she built a life no one expected—a polycule, a family, a love that spanned boardrooms and bedrooms alike.




And when the world tried to tear them apart, she did what she always did.




She fought.




She won.




She bent the knee to no one except the two men who had earned it—and in doing so, she finally stood at her full height.




The Eternity Knot of Three is a polyamorous, BDSM erotic romance with age-gap dynamics, power exchange, public play, degradation and praise, and a fiercely earned happily-ever-after. This book is intended for mature readers who appreciate dark, taboo themes explored with immersive, visceral detail.




Some themes and scenes may be deeply disturbing to readers. Please check the content warning at the beginning of the book.




Tropes:


	CEO heroine / dominant heroes

	Polyamorous triad (M/F/M)

	Power exchange / total submission

	Public humiliation and play

	Degradation mixed with praise kink

	Secret relationship / hidden identity







Content Warning: This book contains explicit depictions of BDSM, polyamory, rough sex, public sexual acts, psychological conditioning, slapping, breath play, double penetration, remote-controlled toys, intense degradation and humiliation, and the navigation of a consensual but extreme power-imbalanced relationship. Reader discretion is strongly advised.
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  Chapter 1: Coffee Meeting with the Duo

  
  




The door to Isabella Rossi’s corner office clicked shut.


On the other side, her marketing director, Paulson, was already sniffling.


He stood six-foot-two and had run a marathon once. Now his shoulders shook under a suit that cost more than his first car.


She hadn’t raised her voice.


She never did.


A quiet, surgical series of questions had been enough. Her voice had stayed at a low, conversational hum—the kind you lean in to hear.


“I thought I hired a strategist, Paulson. Not a gambler with company funds. Perhaps you can try again when you’ve remembered the difference.” 


He’d opened his mouth. Closed it. Nodded. Left.


Isabella didn’t watch him go. She walked to the floor-to-ceiling window and stared down at the city. Her kingdom. Conquered by thirty-four.


And she felt nothing.


The hollow ache behind her sternum was back. The one that always followed the victories. The armor was polished to a high shine. The woman inside it was exhausted.


She’d cancelled her afternoon meetings with a terse email. Not because she was shaken. Because she had somewhere else to be.


Somewhere that had nothing to do with boardrooms.


—-


Three nights earlier. Her penthouse. The silence so thick it had a texture.


Isabella had poured a glass of wine she didn’t want. Opened her tablet. Opened the browser. Incognito mode, of course.


The forum loaded. Private. Heavily vetted. A place where people like her—people with secrets they couldn’t whisper anywhere else—congregated under anonymous handles.


She’d been lurking for weeks.


Reading. Learning. Burning.


Tonight, she scrolled past faceless profiles and vague invitations.


And then she saw it.


—-


Forum: The Inner Circle – Elite Power Exchange

> Subforum: Poly & Shared Dynamics

> Thread Title: Two Professionals Seeking a Third: A Shared Submissive for Ownership, Humiliation & Public Play

> Posted by: A_and_M

> Timestamp: 11:47 PM

> Replies: 17

> Views: 2,394

>

> Body:

>

> We are two men, late 30s, established in our respective fields. We are friends. We are equals. And we are looking for the missing piece.

>

> Let’s be clear. We are not seeking a doormat. We are not seeking a woman with no spine and no fire. We want the opposite.

>

> We are searching for a woman whose public persona is a fortress. Strength. Competence. Leadership. The kind of woman who walks into a room and owns it without opening her mouth. The kind of woman who makes subordinates tremble. The kind of woman the world calls a queen.

>

> We want to be the only ones who hold the key to the drawbridge.

>

> Behind closed doors, that formidable queen will become our pleading, wanton, owned slut. We will degrade her. We will slap her. We will use her holes and mark her with our cum. We will parade her in public with toys hidden under her clothes, make her come in silent, crowded rooms, make her kneel when no one is looking. We will push her limits until she forgets where she ends and we begin.

>

> That contrast—that impossible, dizzying contrast—that is our ultimate aphrodisiac. The steel-spined CEO who begs to be throat-fucked. The woman who negotiates million-dollar deals in the morning and wears our handprints on her ass in the afternoon.

>

> If the idea of being slapped and degraded while you’re covered in our load, all before you have to give a keynote speech the next morning, makes your heart race… you might be who we’re looking for.

>

> Discretion is absolute. Respect is non-negotiable. But ownership—true, complete, consensual ownership—is what we offer to the right woman.

>

> DM if the cage feels like freedom.


—-


Isabella stopped breathing.


She read it again.


A third time.


The wine glass sat forgotten on the side table. Her thighs pressed together. Her heartbeat was a drum in her ears.


They’d described her. 


Not a generic fantasy. Not a vague “seeking submissive” post.


They had reached through the screen, into the most securely locked room of her soul, and put her secret into words. Not just words—images. Scenes. The keynote speech. The handprints. The  cum .


No one had ever dared to say that to her. No one had ever  understood .


She set the tablet down. Paced the length of her penthouse. Paced it again. Her bare feet on cold marble.


Her hand was trembling when she picked the tablet back up.


She typed.


Deleted.


Typed again.


Deleted.


Fuck it.


She wrote:


> You’ve described my life in a way no one else ever has. I’m a CEO. I’m 34. I’ve lost relationships because strong men can’t handle a strong woman who wants to be weak in the right hands. I don’t want to be managed. I want to be owned. I want someone to finally have the nerve to mean it.

>

> Is that you?


She hit send before she could stop herself.


Then she closed the tablet, pressed her forehead to her knees, and didn’t sleep until dawn.


—-


The reply came at 8:17 AM.


> A_and_M:

> It might be. Let’s find out. Coffee. Thursday. 3 PM. We’ll send a location. Bring the same honesty you just showed us. We’ll bring the nerve.


—-


Thursday. 3 PM. The coffee shop.


She’d chosen the neighborhood carefully. A part of the city where no one from her world would wander. Exposed brick. Hiss of steam wands. The low murmur of freelancers and first dates.


Isabella arrived early. Of course.


Black coffee she didn’t drink. Corner table. Back to the wall.


Her armor: cream silk blouse, tailored charcoal trousers, nude Louboutins with the subtle red sole. Expensive and untouchable. She crossed her legs and let her expression settle into the neutral mask she wore for hostile negotiations.


Under the table, her hands were cold.


The door swung open.


A slash of afternoon light. Two men.


She saw them before they saw her.


The first one was tall and lean. Dark hair swept back from a high forehead. Features sharp and angular, like an old-world scholar or a judge. His eyes swept the room once—gray, analytical, a targeting system locking on. He wore a dark blazer over a black crewneck. No tie. The simplicity amplified his intensity.


Adrian. The mind behind the black king.


Beside him, his opposite.


Broader through the chest and shoulders. Functional strength, not gym vanity. Cropped hair. Jaw dusted with a day’s worth of stubble. He moved with a loose, confident roll, hands in the pockets of a worn leather jacket. His mouth was already curving into a smile—equal parts warmth and warning. His eyes were a startling, sun-warmed amber. They crinkled at the corners when they found her, as if she were the punchline to a very private joke.


Marcus. The one who’d been spinning the white queen.


They approached without hesitation. Wove through the tables.


Isabella stood. Professional reflex. Extended her hand.


“Isabella.”


Adrian took it first.


His grip was cool and dry. He didn’t shake. He simply held her hand in place while his gray eyes performed a full, unhurried inventory of her face. A slow scan. Forehead to chin. Back to her eyes.


“I’m Adrian,” he said. Low baritone. Precisely modulated. “And you are exactly as advertised. That’s promising.”


Before she could respond, Marcus gently shouldered him aside.


He enveloped her still-extended hand in both of his. Warm. Calloused. Entirely engulfing.


“And I’m Marcus,” he said. His tone was a lazy drawl that was
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