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  Chapter one
The Seduction Begins


Kim's silk dress clung to her curves like a second skin, the material sliding against her bare thighs as Wilson's fingers dug into her waist. The possessiveness of his touch made her skin crawl, her smile fixed and frozen as they worked the dimly lit DC gala. She took another sip of champagne, letting the bubbles burn down her throat as her eyes scanned the room and landed on him, Adrian Teufel, his lean frame cutting through the crowd like a shark through shallow water. Something primal stirred between her thighs, a heat that Wilson hadn't ignited in years. 
"I know him," Wilson whispered, his lips too close to her ear. "Tech billionaire. Rumored to have dirt on half of Congress."
Kim barely registered her husband's words, transfixed by Adrian's dark, penetrating gaze suddenly meeting hers across the room. The air between them seemed to crackle with electricity.
"Fascinating," she murmured, placing her empty glass on a passing tray. "I need to freshen up."
Before Wilson could protest, she slipped from his grasp, her hips swaying deliberately as she navigated through the crowd. She didn't head for the ladies' room. Instead, she curved her trajectory toward where Adrian stood alone, sampling bourbon near the bar.
"Mr. Teufel," she purred, extending her hand. "Kim Smith. My husband speaks highly of your... influence."
Adrian's eyes raked over her body so thoroughly she might as well have been naked, lingering on the swell of her breasts pressing against silk. He took her hand, but instead of shaking it, he brought it to his lips, his breath hot against her skin.
"Senator Smith's wife," Adrian replied, his voice a low rumble. "I've followed your husband's career with interest. His moral platforms are... amusing."
Kim felt her nipples harden under his scrutiny, the silk fabric doing nothing to conceal her body's reaction. "Politicians are all performance artists, Mr. Teufel. Some just have better scripts than others."
"And what role do you play in his production?" Adrian stepped closer, the scent of his cologne mixing with bourbon as he leaned in. "Dutiful wife? Secret weapon?"
"Whatever the situation demands," she answered, wetting her lips with the tip of her tongue. "Though lately, I find myself... underutilized."
Adrian's laugh was dark and knowing. "A waste of resources. In my business, I believe in leveraging every asset to its full potential."
"And what would you do with an asset like me?" Kim challenged, her voice dropping to a whisper.
"I'd start by finding out what makes it tick," he said, his finger brushing against her bare arm, sending shocks of pleasure through her body. "What drives it. What it craves when no one else is watching."
Kim glanced across the room to where Wilson stood, his jaw tight as he pretended to listen to some donor while his eyes remained fixed on her. A surge of defiance flooded her veins when she caught the bulge forming in his pants despite his obvious discomfort.
"My husband is watching us," she said, not bothering to look away from Adrian.
"Does that excite you?" Adrian's eyes glittered dangerously.
"Does it excite you to know he can do nothing about it?" she countered.
Adrian's hand found the small of her back, just low enough to border on inappropriate. "Power is the ultimate aphrodisiac, Mrs. Smith. And right now, you hold all of it."
Kim felt herself growing wet, her thighs pressing together to relieve the building pressure. "I've always believed information is the real power, Mr. Teufel. And I sense you have plenty of it."
"Information, algorithms, the means to build and destroy reputations with a few keystrokes." His fingers trailed lower, grazing the top of her ass. "What would you do with that kind of power, Kim?"
The use of her first name, intimate and presumptuous, made her cunt throb. "Whatever I wanted," she breathed.
Across the room, Wilson shifted uncomfortably, his hand adjusting his pants as he watched his wife lean into another man's touch, her face flushed with obvious desire.
"I should get back," Kim said, not moving an inch.
"Should you?" Adrian's voice was mocking.
Kim reached into her clutch, extracting a business card. She wrote her personal number on the back, then slipped it into the inner pocket of his suit jacket, her hand boldly brushing against his chest.
"I have ideas," she whispered, her thigh deliberately pressing against his growing erection. "About how we might collaborate. Call me when you're interested in a private discussion."
Adrian's hand captured her wrist, his grip firm. "And what exactly does Senator Smith's wife have to offer that I don't already possess?"
Kim leaned in, her lips nearly touching his ear. "Access to places even your algorithms can't reach. And a cunt that gets wet thinking about what you could do to my husband's career while you fuck me."
She felt him harden further against her thigh before she pulled away, composing herself with practiced ease. She made her way back to Wilson, whose face was a mixture of arousal and jealousy.
"What the hell was that?" Wilson hissed as he gripped her elbow.
"Networking, darling," Kim replied sweetly. "Isn't that what these events are for?"
The drive home was tense, Wilson's knuckles white on the steering wheel. "You were practically fucking him with your eyes, Kim. Everyone saw it."
"Maybe I'm tired of pretending to be the perfect political wife," she said, staring out the window. "Maybe I'm bored."
In their bedroom, Wilson approached her from behind as she removed her earrings, his hands sliding around to cup her breasts. "You're not bored with me," he insisted, grinding his erection against her ass.
Kim turned, her hand finding his cock through his pants, stroking it with just enough pressure to make him groan. "Funny how watching another man want me gets you harder than you've been in months."
Wilson's breathing quickened as she continued to stroke him. "Kim, please..."
"Please what?" she whispered, her hand working him faster. "Please let you fuck me after watching me flirt with a real man? A man who could probably make me scream without even trying?"
Wilson's cock twitched in her hand, betraying his arousal at her words.
"That's what I thought," Kim said, abruptly removing her hand. "Too bad I'm not in the mood anymore."
She slipped into bed, leaving Wilson standing there with his unresolved erection and shattered ego, the power of her denial bringing a satisfied smile to her lips as she turned off the light.

      ***Kim's fingers hovered over her phone screen, the bedroom cast in the blue glow as she bit her lower lip. Three days since the gala, and she couldn't stop thinking about Adrian's eyes on her body, the way his voice had rumbled through her core. Wilson's snores from the bathroom as he brushed his teeth were a grating reminder of her marital prison. She started typing: "My husband can't make me wet anymore. All I can think about is what you'd do to me if you had the chance." She pressed send, her heart hammering against her ribs, the space between her thighs growing damp with forbidden anticipation.
The response came faster than she expected.
"Tell me how he disappoints you."
Kim shifted on the bed, her silk nightgown riding up her thighs as she adjusted her position. Her fingers trembled slightly with excitement as she typed: "He touches me like he's afraid I'll break. Always asks permission. Always the same routine, kiss, fondle, missionary, done in five minutes. I want to be fucked like a whore, not handled like a china doll."
She could almost feel Adrian's dark chuckle through the screen. Her nipples hardened beneath the thin fabric of her nightgown, and she pressed her thighs together to intensify the ache building there.
"What would make you cum? Be specific." Adrian's directness made her breathing quicken.
"A hand around my throat. Being told what to do instead of asked. A cock that doesn't give up after one pathetic round. Being filled completely." Kim's fingers were shaking now, not from nervousness but from the raw lust coursing through her veins.
The bathroom door clicked open. Kim quickly locked her phone screen, but didn't put the device down. Wilson emerged in his striped pajama bottoms, his chest bare and soft where it had once been firm. He smiled at her, oblivious to the betrayal illuminated by the phone's glow.
"What's got you so engrossed?" Wilson asked, sliding into bed beside her.
"Work email," Kim lied easily. "The foundation gala planning never stops."
Wilson's hand found her thigh, inching toward the heat between her legs with telegraphed intentions. "Maybe you could take a break," he suggested, his voice attempting a seductive tone that made her want to laugh.
Kim's phone vibrated with another message. She glanced down to see Adrian's response flash across her screen: "I'd bend you over your husband's desk and make you thank me for each thrust."
A flush crept up her neck, her cunt clenching involuntarily at the image. Wilson, misinterpreting her reaction as response to his touch, grew bolder, his hand sliding higher.
"You're wet already," he noted with surprise, his fingers grazing her panties.
Kim let out a laugh, cruel and mocking. "Not for you."
Wilson's hand stilled, confusion clouding his features. "What?"
"I said," Kim repeated slowly—not for you. I was thinking about something else. Someone else."
Wilson's face fell, but his cock twitched against his pajama bottoms, betraying his arousal at her cruelty. "Kim, please, don't start this again."
"Start what? Telling the truth?" She set her phone aside, sitting up to look at him directly. "Your dick isn't even fully hard, and you want to fuck me? When's the last time you made me come, Wilson? Do you even remember?"
Wilson's attempted erection faltered under her verbal assault. "That's not fair. I've been stressed with the campaign—
"Adrian Teufel wouldn't make excuses," Kim interrupted, enjoying the way Wilson's face contorted at the mention of Adrian's name. "A man like that would take what he wants. He wouldn't ask permission or fumble around like a virgin."
"Is that what you were doing at the gala? Planning to fuck him?" Wilson's voice cracked, his cock now fully hard despite his obvious distress.
Kim smiled, slowly pulling her nightgown over her head, revealing her naked body. "No, but I'm definitely thinking about it now."
She leaned back against the headboard, spreading her legs wide. "Don't touch me," she commanded when Wilson reached for her. "Don't touch yourself either. You just get to watch."
Wilson swallowed hard, his eyes fixed on her exposed pussy, glistening with arousal. "Kim, don't do this."
"Shut up," she hissed, her fingers sliding through her wet folds. "I'm going to touch myself the way a real man would touch me. And you're going to watch and learn what you can't give me."
Her fingers circled her clit with practiced precision, her other hand squeezing her breast, pinching the nipple harder than Wilson ever dared. "Adrian would probably start by making me suck his cock," she said, her eyes locked with Wilson's. "He'd grab my hair and force me to take all of him until I gagged."
Wilson's breathing grew ragged, his hand moving unconsciously toward the tent in his pajamas.
"I said don't touch," Kim snapped, momentarily stilling her fingers. "You don't get to enjoy this. You only get to see what you're missing."
She resumed her self-pleasure, two fingers now thrusting into her cunt as her thumb continued to work her clit. "God, I bet his cock is thick. The kind that stretches you open and hits spots you didn't even know existed. The kind that ruins you for lesser men."
Wilson watched, transfixed and trembling, as his wife fucked herself with her fingers, describing another man's imagined touch.
"He'd probably bend me over and spank me until my ass was red," Kim continued, her movements growing more frantic. "Then he'd shove his cock into me without warning, making me scream. Would you like to hear me scream, Wilson? Because you never make me scream."
"Please, Kim," Wilson begged, his cock straining painfully against fabric. "Let me touch you. Or at least let me touch myself."
Kim's laugh was breathless as she approached her climax. "You think you deserve to come? When you can't even make your wife wet? When you're getting hard listening to her fantasize about another man's cock?"
She arched her back, her fingers moving faster, her voice rising. "This is what a real orgasm looks like, Wilson. Watch carefully. This is what Adrian would give me."
Her body tensed and shuddered, a cry tearing from her throat as she came hard around her own fingers, her eyes never leaving Wilson's tortured face.
"Jesus," Wilson whispered, his cock visibly throbbing beneath his pajamas.
Kim slowly withdrew her fingers, bringing them to her mouth and sucking them clean with deliberate sensuality. "Don't you dare jerk off tonight," she ordered, reaching for her nightgown. "I want you to lie there with your pathetic hard-on and think about how you'll never be man enough to satisfy me."
She turned away from him, a satisfied smile playing on her lips as she felt the bed shift with his frustrated movements. Her phone lit up with another message from Adrian, and she knew Wilson saw it too.
"Goodnight, darling," she said sweetly, leaving her husband aching and humiliated beside her.

      ***The photo blazed across Kim's phone screen like a dirty secret made flesh, Adrian's cock in his fist, thick and imposing against the backdrop of what looked like an expensive hotel bathroom. Kim locked the door to her own bathroom, her pulse thundering in her ears as she zoomed in on the image, examining the veins, the girth that made her mouth water, the glistening tip that promised pleasure Wilson had never given her. "Thinking about your tight cunt around this," the caption read, and Kim's knees nearly buckled as she leaned against the marble countertop, her free hand already sliding beneath the waistband of her silk pajama shorts.
"Fuck," she whispered, fingers finding her clit already swollen and ready. She circled it slowly, imagining Adrian's cock stretching her open, filling her completely. Her breath fogged the phone screen as she panted, her fingers working faster as she stared at the explicit image.
She braced herself against the counter, her legs trembling as she dipped two fingers into her dripping pussy, using her thumb to continue the assault on her clit. The thought of Adrian watching her, commanding her, using her body for his pleasure while Wilson suffered the knowledge of his inadequacy, it was too much. Her orgasm crashed through her suddenly, her teeth sinking into her lower lip to stifle the cry that threatened to escape.
As the waves of pleasure subsided, Kim steadied her breathing and typed a response with still-trembling fingers: "I need to feel that inside me. Tomorrow. The Madison Hotel. 9 PM."
His reply came instantly: "Room already booked. Don't wear panties."
The command sent another jolt of arousal through her spent body. This was what she craved, to be told, not asked. To be taken, not coddled.
The next evening, Kim stood before her closet, carefully selecting her outfit for the rendezvous. She chose a form-fitting black dress with a neckline that plunged dangerously low, revealing the swell of her breasts. The hem stopped mid-thigh, short enough to tantalize but not so short as to appear desperate. Following Adrian's instruction, she forewent underwear, the cool air against her bare pussy a constant reminder of her impending transgression.
She applied her makeup with precision—smoky eyes, blood-red lips— and fastened a delicate gold chain around her neck, the pendant resting just above her cleavage. Each choice was deliberate, designed to provoke desire.
Wilson appeared in the doorway as she spritzed perfume on her wrists and between her breasts. His eyes widened at her appearance.
"Where are you going?" he asked, his voice tight with suspicion.
Kim met his gaze in the mirror. "Foundation dinner. I told you yesterday."
"Dressed like that?" Wilson stepped closer, his hand reaching for her arm. "Kim, what's going on? Ever since the gala, you've been—
"I've been what?" she challenged, turning to face him fully. "Finally realizing what I want? Finally tired of pretending your pathetic efforts in bed satisfy me?"
Wilson's jaw clenched, but his eyes betrayed the hurt beneath his anger. "Is this about Adrian Teufel? Are you fucking him?"
Kim laughed, the sound cutting through the tension like a blade. "Not yet," she said, watching Wilson's face crumple. "But when I do, I'll be sure to tell you all about it. Maybe I'll even record it for you, so you can see what a real man looks like when he's balls deep in your wife."
Wilson's hand dropped to his side, his erection visible beneath his suit pants despite his distress. Kim smiled coldly, brushing past him toward the door.
"Don't wait up," she called over her shoulder, the click of her heels on hardwood punctuating her exit.
The Madison Hotel lobby gleamed with old-world elegance as Kim strode through it, aware of the eyes following her progress. The elevator ride to the penthouse suite stretched her nerves taut with anticipation. Her cunt was already wet, the absence of underwear making her hyperaware of every movement, every sensation against her sensitive flesh.
When the door opened, Adrian stood waiting, his lean frame silhouetted against the city lights streaming through floor-to-ceiling windows. He wore no jacket, his crisp white shirt unbuttoned at the collar, sleeves rolled up to reveal muscular forearms. His dark gaze traveled slowly from her face to her breasts, down the curve of her waist to her exposed thighs, and back up.
"You follow instructions well," he observed, stepping aside to let her enter.
The door had barely closed when Adrian's hand wrapped around her throat, gentle but firm, as
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