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  Chapter one
The First Fundraiser


The crystal chandeliers blazed overhead, casting a golden glow across the marble floor of the mansion's grand foyer. Leonel adjusted his silk tie, rehearsing the donor welcome speech in the ornate mirror. His voice remained steady, practiced from countless campaign events, but his eyes betrayed the nerves churning beneath his polished exterior. Tonight wasn't just any fundraiser, it was the night Martii had arranged for the tech bloc's support, the final piece they needed to secure his path to higher office. The price, as always with his wife's arrangements, remained unspoken but understood. 
The soft click of heels on marble drew his attention to the curved staircase. Martii descended like a vision in scarlet, her gown a second skin that hugged every curve of her body. The neckline plunged dangerously between her breasts, offering glimpses of flesh with each step. A slit ran up the side, exposing her toned thigh almost to the hip. Her dark hair cascaded over one shoulder, and her red lips curved in a smile that made his stomach tighten.
"You look beautiful," Leonel said, the words automatic, true but hollow compared to what he knew she wanted to hear.
Martii didn't respond. Instead, she circled him slowly, like a shark scenting blood. Her fingertips trailed across his shoulders, down his lapel, lingering at his chest. She completed her circuit, stopping directly before him, close enough that he could smell her perfume, jasmine and something darker, muskier.
"Otis and Tarrant arrive in twenty minutes," she whispered, pressing her hips against his. "Their private alliances will lock the tech bloc. We need them both... satisfied." 
Her nails bit into the nape of his neck, sharp points of pressure that made him flinch and harden simultaneously. The dual reaction, pain and arousal, had become his body's conditioned response to her touch. She knew it, used it, owned it.
"I understand," Leonel nodded, his breath catching as her other hand slid down to cup his ass. "The speeches are ready, and the—"
"I don't care about your speeches," she cut him off, pressing her breasts against his chest. "I care about results. These men respond to... incentives."
Before he could respond, the doorbell chimed. Martii's smile widened, revealing perfect white teeth. She brushed invisible lint from his shoulder and stepped back, becoming instantly the picture of the supportive political wife.
"Showtime, darling," she purred.
Limousines lined the circular driveway, disgorging power brokers in tailored tuxedos and their wives dripping with diamonds. Leonel greeted each with practiced ease, a firm handshake, a warm smile, a personalized comment to make them feel remembered, valued. Standing at his side, Martii played her role perfectly, but her perfume clung to him like an invisible leash, reminding him who truly controlled the evening.
"Senator Collins! How delightful to see you again," Martii cooed to an older gentleman whose gaze lingered on her cleavage. "Leonel was just telling me how instrumental your committee will be for the infrastructure bill."
She laughed at something the man's wife said, a tinkling sound that carried across the foyer. As she did, her hand discreetly squeezed Leonel's ass, her nails digging through the fine wool of his trousers. The senator's wife caught the gesture, her eyebrow arching slightly.
The air crackled with the electric current of money and unspoken deals. These weren't just donors, they were investors expecting returns. Leonel felt their eyes assessing him, calculating his worth, his usefulness. The knowledge that many of them had seen Martii in compromising positions, positions she had orchestrated to secure their support, made his collar feel tight around his throat.
After the initial greetings, Leonel found himself relegated to service, balancing a tray of aged scotch as he weaved through clusters of laughter and conversation. Martii worked the room masterfully, her hand touching an arm here, a shoulder there, her laughter drawing people into her orbit. He watched as she approached Otis, a heavy-set man with shrewd eyes and a tech empire valued in the billions. 
Martii excused herself from a group of donors, her manicured hand sliding possessively onto Otis's thick forearm. Leonel saw her whisper something in the man's ear, something that made his eyes darken with hunger. Together, they vanished down the hallway toward his soundproof study. The door closed with a soft, definitive click.
Leonel's hands trembled slightly, causing ice to rattle against crystal. He knew that room well, knew the desk where Martii had bent him over countless times, knew the leather sofa where she had recorded them for "leverage." The mansion's old ventilation system carried faint sounds, a thump against wood, a feminine gasp, the wet slap of skin on skin. His mind flooded with images of Martii bent over his desk, her scarlet dress rucked up to her waist, Otis's hands gripping her hips.
"Your wife's very committed to voter outreach," a donor smirked beside him, accepting a tumbler of scotch from the tray. "Very... hands-on approach to fundraising."
Heat flooded Leonel's face as the man chuckled and moved away. Worse than the shame was his body's betrayal, his cock twitched and swelled against his tailored slacks, responding to the mental image of his wife being fucked by another man. The pulse hammering in his groin matched the one at his temple. Sweat beaded under his collar as he forced himself to continue circulating, to smile, to pretend this was normal.
Twenty-three excruciating minutes later, the study door swung open. Martii emerged first, her face flushed, lips swollen as though stung by bees. A single button had popped on her gown, revealing an extra inch of cleavage. Her hair, perfectly styled earlier, now had a disheveled quality that only enhanced her sexual allure. She caught Leonel's eye across the room and crooked a finger.
Like a man in a trance, Leonel set down the tray and followed her to the foyer where Otis waited, his tie askew, a triumphant smirk playing on his fleshy lips. A faint sheen of sweat glistened on his forehead, and his eyes held the satisfied look of a predator after a kill.
"Thank our guest for his generosity," Martii commanded, her voice silk over steel.
Leonel's throat worked. The words stuck there, bitter as bile, but he forced them out.
"Thank you, Mr. Caldwell, for... supporting the campaign."
Otis clapped his shoulder hard enough to make him stagger slightly. The man's hand was damp, and Leonel tried not to think about where it had been, what it had touched.
"Happy to invest in both assets," Otis replied, his gaze sliding meaningfully to Martii. "Your platform has... certain advantages that make it uniquely attractive."
Martii's eyes glittered with cruel amusement as she watched Leonel absorb the double meaning. She slid her arm through Otis's, leading him back to the main gathering. "Let me introduce you to some people in renewable energy. I believe your companies could find... synergy."
As the night wore on and the mansion gradually emptied of guests, Leonel found himself standing alone by the door, exhausted but unable to retreat until Martii released him from his duties. She approached at last, the scent of sex still clinging beneath her refreshed perfume.
"A successful evening," she said, pressing against him in the now-empty foyer. "Otis pledged three times his original amount. Tarrant will match it."
"Good," Leonel replied hollowly. "That should cover the media buy for—"
"Tomorrow we review the footage," she interrupted, her breath hot against his ear. "All of it."
Her hand slid down to cup his erection through his trousers, squeezing just hard enough to make him gasp. "Still hard from listening to me get fucked by Otis? Or is it from serving drinks like a good little host?"
Before he could answer, she turned and ascended the staircase, leaving him alone with his shame and his treacherous arousal.

      ***Morning light striped the campaign office through half-closed blinds, casting bars of gold across Leonel's desk. He hunched over donor spreadsheets, the numbers swimming before his eyes after a sleepless night. His mind kept replaying fragments of the previous evening, Martii's scarlet dress, the sounds through the vents, the smirk on Otis's face. The tech mogul's support had come at a price, paid not with Leonel's money but with his dignity. And yet, despite the knot of shame in his gut, his body had betrayed him with relentless arousal that followed him into fitful dreams.
The outer door clicked open. Leonel didn't need to look up to know it was Martii, her perfume announced her presence seconds before the sharp tap of her heels on hardwood. She moved like a predator into his private office, the space suddenly feeling smaller, charged with her presence.
"Good morning, darling," she purred. "Working hard?"
Leonel glanced up, his mouth going dry. Martii wore a charcoal pencil skirt that hugged every curve, ending just above her knees. Her silk blouse was sheer enough that the delicate lace of her bra cups showed through like a shadow, the material straining against her breasts. Her dark hair was pulled back in a severe knot that emphasized her sharp cheekbones and red lips.
"Just... reviewing the donation totals from last night," he managed, forcing his eyes back to the spreadsheet.
"Mmm. Impressive figures," Martii said, moving around the desk. She dropped a sleek tablet in front of him, the screen dark and reflective. "But numbers don't tell the whole story, do they?"
Her manicured finger tapped the screen, bringing it to life. Leonel's breath caught in his throat. The video was paused on a frame of Martii's silhouette astride Otis in the study, her head thrown back, the tech mogul's hands gripping her waist. A sidebar on the screen showed a scrolling feed of donation alerts, each one timestamped.
"See how it works?" Martii pressed play. The video resumed, sound muted but visuals explicit. Her recorded body moved in a rhythmic undulation, rising and falling on Otis's cock. With each downward motion, a new donation alert flashed on the sidebar.
"Each thrust equals a thousand votes," she whispered, her breath hot against his ear. "Each time I took him deeper, another fifty thousand for your media buy."
Before Leonel could respond, she swiveled his chair away from the desk and straddled his lap, her skirt riding up her thighs. Heat radiated through the thin fabric of her underwear against his slacks. She ground down slowly, deliberately, her eyes never leaving his.
"Did you get hard listening to me fuck him?" she asked, hands resting on his shoulders. "I bet you did. I bet you jerked your pathetic cock while imagining what was happening in that study."
Leonel's hands gripped the armrests of his chair, knuckles white. "Martii, this is inappropriate. The staff could—"
"Could what?" she challenged, rolling her hips against his growing erection. "Could see what a whore your wife is? Or could see how much it turns you on?"
His cock betrayed him, jerking involuntarily against her heat. She smiled, feeling his response through the layers of fabric. Shame and desire warred within him, neither winning, both consuming him.
The door to the office swung open without a knock. Tarrant strode in, lean and predatory in a perfectly tailored charcoal suit. His sharp features betrayed no surprise at finding Martii astride Leonel's lap. If anything, a flicker of amusement crossed his face.
"Don't let me interrupt," he said, his voice cool and measured.
Martii didn't move from Leonel's lap. Instead, she shifted slightly, giving Tarrant a better view of their position.
"Leonel was just thanking me for last night's performance," she said, one hand sliding into Leonel's hair, nails scraping lightly against his scalp. "The numbers exceeded expectations."
Tarrant's gaze flicked to the tablet on the desk, the paused video clearly visible. "I see you documented the transaction. Very thorough."
"Always," Martii agreed.
"Let's schedule a private screening for the PAC board," Tarrant suggested, moving closer to examine the footage. "They should understand exactly how their investments are being... allocated."
"No," Leonel started, panic rising in his throat. "That's not—"
His protest died as Martii's nails raked his scalp harder, sending involuntary shivers down his spine. The sensation shot straight to his groin, his cock pulsing beneath her. A small damp spot bloomed on his trousers where her heat pressed against him.
"You'll h-host," he stammered, trying again—"at your office, where security is—"
"You'll host," Martii corrected, her voice soft but unyielding. "In our home. Where everyone can see exactly what kind of man is running for office."
Leonel swallowed hard. "Martii, please, there are lines—"
"Lines?" she laughed, the sound like breaking glass. "You crossed all the lines when you married me, when you took my family's connections, when you used my body to secure your ambitions." She shifted in his lap, pressing harder against his erection. "Your cock doesn't seem to mind these... arrangements."
Tarrant watched their exchange with clinical interest, his dark eyes unreadable. Leonel felt stripped bare, exposed not just physically but emotionally, his conflicted desires laid out for inspection.
Martii finally stood, smoothing her skirt with deliberate slowness. Her fingers lingered at the hem, drawing attention to the way the fabric clung to her curves. A faint sheen of moisture on her inner thighs caught the light.
"Bring coffee to the study in ten minutes," she instructed. "Tarrant and I have details to finalize."
She leaned down, pressing her lips to Leonel's cheek in a mockery of affection. When she straightened, her red lipstick remained on his skin like a brand of ownership. Leonel sat motionless, shame and arousal holding him captive in the chair.
As Martii walked toward the door, Tarrant lingered, bending slightly to speak in a low voice meant only for Leonel's ears.
"Wear the apron, senator," he murmured. "It suits you."
The door closed behind them with a soft click. Leonel slumped in his chair, hand trembling as he reached for a tissue to wipe the lipstick from his cheek. Before he could, his phone buzzed on the desk. Unknown number. He picked it up, swiping the screen.
"Enjoy the show," the text read. A link pulsed blue beneath the words.
Leonel stared at it, heart hammering against his ribs. His finger hovered over the link, knowing he shouldn't tap it, knowing exactly what he would find if he did.
He tapped it anyway.

      ***Leonel balanced the silver tray of espresso cups with trembling hands, pausing outside the study door. The heavy oak couldn't completely muffle the sounds from within, Martii's throaty laugh, Tarrant's low murmur, and underneath it all, the unmistakable audio from last night's recording. His own wife's recorded moans echoed faintly, punctuated by the wet slap of flesh. The anonymous link had shown him exactly what he'd feared, multiple camera angles of Martii's encounter with Otis, professionally edited with timestamps and donation amounts superimposed. He swallowed hard, then knocked softly, the china cups rattling betrayingly on the tray.
"Enter," Martii's voice called out, the single word a command.
He pushed the door open with his shoulder, steam from the espresso curling in the air before him. The scene inside made him freeze momentarily. The tablet now connected to the wall-mounted screen, projecting last night's footage larger than life. Martii lounged on the leather chaise, her legs draped casually over Tarrant's lap, skirt hiked up to reveal the tops of her stockings and the metal clasps of her garter belt. A sliver of black lace showed between her thighs. Tarrant's hand rested possessively on her exposed knee, his thumb making small circles on her skin.
On screen, Martii's recorded body arched backward, her scarlet dress bunched around her waist as Otis gripped her hips, driving upward. The donation counter in the corner ticked upward with each thrust: $25,000... $50,000... $75,000.
"Perfect timing," Martii cooed, beckoning him closer with one manicured finger. The scent of sex already hung thick in the air, mingling with her perfume and Tarrant's cologne.
Leonel approached, placing the tray on the side table. Without being told, he sank to his knees beside the chaise, eyes downcast. The position had become familiar over the months of Martii's political "negotiations", servant, witness, voyeur. Never participant.
"Cream?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.
"Just sugar," Tarrant replied, his attention shifting momentarily from the screen to accept the delicate cup and saucer. He sipped appreciatively, eyes returning to the footage where Martii's recorded body bounced enthusiastically on Otis's lap. "Your wife's negotiating skills are legendary. I've never seen anyone close a seven-figure donation quite so... persuasively."
Martii's lips curved into a smile. She swung her legs off Tarrant's lap, sitting up to accept her own espresso. "It's all about understanding what motivates people." She took a deliberate sip, leaving a crimson lipstick print on the white porcelain. "Money... power... pleasure. The holy trinity of politics."
She set her cup down and turned her full attention to Tarrant. With deliberate slowness, never breaking eye contact with Leonel, she reached for Tarrant's belt. The soft hiss of leather sliding through loops seemed unnaturally loud.
"Describe what you see on the screen, darling," she instructed Leonel, her fingers working Tarrant's zipper down with practiced ease. "Educate our investor on the specifics of last night's arrangement."
Leonel's throat constricted. His eyes flicked to the screen, then back to Martii's hands as they disappeared into Tarrant's opened fly.
"I..." he started, then cleared his throat. "Otis is... penetrating my wife. She's facing away from him, controlling the pace."
"Details," Martii prompted, her hand now moving rhythmically in Tarrant's lap. "Be specific. What position? How deep? What's happening with the donations?"
Leonel's voice cracked as he continued, the words burning his throat like acid. "She's... she's riding him reverse cowgirl. Taking his full length. Each time she... each time she takes him to the base, another twenty-five thousand appears on the donation ticker."
Tarrant's head tipped back against the chaise, his eyes half-closed as Martii's hand worked beneath his clothing. "Impressive metric. Very... quantifiable return on
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