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Ranking and Humiliating My Husband


Chapter 1

Tonight, our apartment is a field of chess pieces, the stage set for a dinner party that will, in theory, elevate us both. Or, more specifically, it will elevate me, and Nate will try not to become the punchline.

He’s out there now, a human embodiment of entropy in khakis and a noncommittal button-down, fiddling with LED candles and checking his watch against his phone. From the bathroom, I hear the thud of a chair leg against tile, then the meek shuffle as he tries to right it before I notice.

I finish applying mascara in a single, unbroken sweep. My hand is steady. I look myself in the eyes: green on green, a predator’s gaze.

“Nate?” My voice, through the cracked bathroom door, is warm and a little distracted. It’s how he likes it. I exit and stand in the hallway, letting him come to me.

“Yeah?” He’s there, holding a can of seltzer with a paper towel clutched around it, so it won’t sweat onto the counter. His jaw looks sharp today, nervousness hollowing out the last vestiges of baby fat. He glances at me, then at the floor.

I cross the room, slow enough to let him watch. My new dress is teal. Expensive, because Nate’s bonus was better than expected, and flattering, because he will need the incentive to keep his hands off me until after our guests leave. I stop a foot away from him, angle my hips, and smile.

“Table’s set?” I ask.

He nods, runs a hand through his hair. “Just, uh, checking the, um, ambient lighting. And the playlist.” He gestures weakly to his laptop, where a spreadsheet is open behind the Spotify tab.

“Good,” I say, and rest a palm on his chest, just long enough to feel his heart skitter. “You remembered to chill the dessert?”

A flash of panic. “I… I’ll do that now.”

He moves too quickly, nearly knocking over the seltzer. I watch him open the fridge and slide the glass ramekins onto a shelf. The light from the fridge makes the inside of his ear glow pink. I want to bite it, but I don’t.

“Nate, honey.” I keep my voice at its softest frequency, the one that makes people want to prove themselves to me. “You’ve done enough. Go sit for a minute. I’ll finish up.”

He gives me a look, a mixture of gratitude and wounded pride, then retreats to the couch and starts arranging throw pillows into geometric patterns. I move through the kitchen, double-checking every detail. Forks are set at the precise angle I favor; napkins folded into crisp triangles; lemon water poured, but not so full that condensation will bead onto the tablecloth.

The first guest is early, of course. Hannah, who is always punctual and a little eager, is here, and she is wearing something that looks like she took it from a West Elm display.

“Kelly! God, you look amazing,” she says. She means it, because she always means it, and I accept the compliment like a benediction.

“You too, Hannah. Please come in.” I gesture toward the living room. “Nate’s just decompressing. Rough day at work.”

She slides her shoes off and pads inside, dropping her purse on the shoe rack without looking. Her confidence is a performance, but I respect the effort.

Within ten minutes, the apartment fills: Drew, from Nate’s department, with his fiancée in a clashing floral dress; Lila and Jordan, our neighbors from down the hall, fresh from some trendy ramen place. I orchestrate the introductions, seating arrangements, and preliminary topics like a conductor. Every time Nate tries to contribute, he swerves into the wrong lane. He tells a joke about regional tax codes. Silence. I rescue him with a quip about the IRS being the only government agency that actively tries to ruin Christmas.

It lands. Lila laughs; Jordan snorts seltzer. Nate flashes me a grateful look. I almost winked at him.

After the first course, I gather plates with Hannah. She watches me, curious.

“You always seem so… in control,” she says.

I smile as though someone caught me out. “It’s an illusion. You should see me at 7am. Total chaos.”

She doesn’t believe me, but she wants to.

In the dining room, Nate attempts to pour water for Drew’s fiancée, but his hand slips on the condensation, and a neat stream splashes onto the runner. He freezes, eyes wide, as if someone might grade him on how quickly he reacts.

“Honey, let me help you with that before you drop it again.” I take the pitcher gently, guiding his hand to the glass. The table laughs, thinking it’s a joke. Nate blushes. He nods and sits, folding his hands in his lap.

Between courses, I tell stories. Anecdotes from consulting, tales of client disasters barely disguised enough for plausible deniability. I punctuate my sentences with touches: a hand on Hannah’s forearm, a nudge to Jordan’s shoulder when he exaggerates the size of his new grill. I ignore Nate unless I need to direct attention away from one of his conversational dead ends.

He tries, of course. He tries so hard, and it’s almost sweet. But he overshoots every time: too eager, too eager to please, too… much. When the entrée is served, he brags about how I “tested four versions before settling on this one.” The table turns to me, expecting a laugh, but I just nod, serene.

“He’s not wrong,” I say. “Nate’s the reason I didn’t serve you the prototype with the burnt garlic crust. I’m still learning how to host properly, but he’s a great beta-tester.” I ruffle his hair, just a touch, and the table laughs again.

Nate glances at me, unsure. The joke lands, but he’s not sure on whom.

Dessert is smooth. There’s no way to botch pre-plated panna cotta. Afterward, we linger on the couch, guests clustered in close, drinks in hand. Conversation blurs; Lila tells a story about her childhood ferret; Drew gets animated about a recent audit.

I see Hannah look at Nate, then me, then back. She’s clocking the rhythm.

By eleven, the party fractures and drifts out the door, polite hugs and effusive “Let’s do this again.” The moment the door closes, my smile evaporates. I left the glasses for a minute, letting the residue of laughter dissolve in the silence.

Nate stands by the sink, back to me, rinsing plates. I walk up behind him and touch his shoulder.

“Did I do something wrong?” he says, not turning around.

I lean against the counter, arms folded. “You did fine, Nate. But you need to stop apologizing for yourself. You gave Drew the full audit report, and he still didn’t understand you.”

He sets a plate down. “I just—”

“No, listen.” I tilt his chin up so he has to look me in the eye. “You’re smart, but you don’t know how to be interesting. You need to learn to be memorable.” I pick up a plate, wipe it dry, and set it aside. “Otherwise, you’re just… a placeholder.”

He swallows hard. “I’m trying, Kel.”

“I know.” I kiss him, brief and softly, then step away. “You’re still learning. That’s why I’m here.”

He nods, defeated, and returns to the dishes. I leave him there, surrounded by the detritus of a perfect night, and go to the bedroom to plan my wardrobe for tomorrow.

He’ll stay in the kitchen, replaying every moment until it shines with the possibility of improvement. That’s what I love about him. He never stops trying, even when he’s already lost.

#

The post-party calm is where the performance ends and the actual game begins. The bedroom is quiet except for the soft hum of the humidifier and the drone of traffic twelve floors below. I sit at my vanity, removing the last residue of mascara. The chair holds my folded dress. I stare at my face for a long time, looking for something: a flaw, a new line, a hint of softness. There’s nothing.

Nate slips in behind me, already in his boxers, his shoulders hunched as if trying to fold himself out of existence. He hovers at the edge of the bed, clutching his phone and pretending to check tomorrow’s weather. He glances at me in the mirror, then away.

I unhook my bra and toss it into the hamper, watching him sidelong. He doesn’t make a move, just sits and waits for direction. If he thinks I’m angry, he’s smart enough not to ask. If he thinks I’m not, he’s stupid.

I stand and move to the bed, sliding under the covers. “Are you going to brush your teeth?” I ask, not unkindly.

He startles. “Oh, uh, yeah. I—yeah, right.” He stumbles to the bathroom, and I hear the electric whine of his toothbrush, louder than usual.

When he returns, I’m on my back, staring at the ceiling, the sheet pulled to my ribs. He crawls in next to me, careful not to let his skin touch mine without permission.

“Nate?” I say, still ceilingward.

“Yeah?”

I roll onto my side, facing him. “Come here.”

His relief is obvious. He scoots over, slips an arm around me, and kisses my forehead. The gesture is sweet, so I let it land. Then I turn to him, pull him closer, and kiss him on the lips. He’s surprised, but recovers, his mouth tentative and searching.

“Relax,” I whisper, biting his bottom lip just enough to set the tone.

I push him back, rolling him onto his spine, and slide on top. My hands press his wrists into the mattress, not roughly, but firmly enough that he won’t mistake who’s in charge. He gasps, his cock already hard against my thigh, which is almost pathetic.

I lower myself onto him in one smooth motion. He shudders, eyes wide, hands flexing under my grip.

“Don’t finish yet,” I say, because I know he might.

He nods, sweating already.

I ride him with a precision I honed years ago: slow at first, squeezing at the right intervals, clenching and relaxing to drive a lesser man insane. Nate’s not lesser, but he’s not strong, either. He lasts maybe a minute before I feel him tensing.

“Kel” he gasps, and then it’s over. He jerks, mouth open, head thrown back.

I don’t stop moving right away. I milked it out of him, watching his face turn from rapture to embarrassment in real time. He goes limp, breathing as if he ran a marathon.

I climb off and sit upright, pulling the sheet with me. “Well. That was fast,” I say, flat.

He blinks, struggling to come back to reality. “I’m sorry. I just — you looked so..”

“Don’t.” I raise a hand. “You don’t have to explain. It’s not like it’s the first time.”

He sits up, the sheet pooling at his lap, and looks at me. He looks small. “Does it bother you?”

I laugh, but there’s no humor in it. “Of course it bothers me, Nate. What woman wants to feel like a fleshlight with a heartbeat?”

He opens his mouth to protest, but I wave him off.

“Here’s the thing,” I say, shifting to the edge of the bed. “You’re smart. You’re kind. You’re loyal. But in bed, you’re like a wind-up toy—good for ten seconds, then you fall over.”

His face crumples. He tries to catch my hand, but I slide it away.

“It’s not just tonight,” I continue. “It’s… all the time. You try so hard, but it’s like you’re not even in your body half the time. You just want to get it over with.”

He shakes his head. “No. That’s not.. I want to please you. I do.”

I sigh. “Wanting and doing aren’t the same thing. You finish in under a minute, and then you go straight to guilt mode. You don’t even try to make me come anymore.”

He is quiet for a long moment. Then, quietly: “You never told me. I thought you just weren’t into it.”

I laugh again, this time harsher. “You thought I didn’t want to have sex with you?”

He nods, not meeting my eyes.

I crawl back across the bed, take his chin in my hand, and make him look at me. “I love you, Nate. But I need more.”

He stares at me, searching my face for a reprieve.

“We need to do something about this,” I say. “Because I will not spend the next thirty years faking orgasms for your sake.”

He looks so wounded that, for a split second, I almost soften. Instead, I fold my arms.

“What do you mean?” he whispers.

“I mean, we need to try something else,” I say. “Something outside the box.”

He is silent, processing.

“You want… therapy?” he offers, hopeful.

I smirk. “Therapy can’t fix biology. We’ve read the books, tried the tricks. You aren’t built that way, and I can’t pretend I don’t care.

He closes his eyes. “So what then?”

I take a deep breath. “We open up the marriage.”

He stares at me. “You want to cheat on me?”

I shake my head, patient. “Not cheat. Consensual. Structured. I get what I need, you get to not feel you’re failing me.”

He looks horrified. “I… don’t want to lose you.”

“You won’t,” I say, softer now. “If you say no, I’ll drop it. But I’ll resent you, and you’ll know it, and we’ll rot from the inside out.”

He looks at his hands. “What if you find someone better?”

I laugh, genuinely this time. “There’s no one better than you, Nate. Just… some things you can’t provide. It’s not a contest.”

He is trembling, but not from fear, but from the exhaustion of trying to hold me. I slide closer and kiss his forehead. “You can say no,” I whisper.

He shakes his head. “No. I’ll do it. For you.”

I nod, victorious but not cruelly. “It’ll be okay. I’ll make sure of it.”

He looks at me, a strange mix of relief and shame in his eyes.

“Tomorrow,” I say. “We’ll talk details. For now, just sleep.”

He curls onto my side, desperate for contact. I let him. I even stroked his hair.

I am already making lists, drawing up strategies, searching for the exact right way to win. There is always a way. You just have to look harder than anyone else.

#

I believe in measurement. You can break down every complex problem into units, metrics, and KPIs. You can count even the intangible if you look at it the right way.

Morning sunlight slices the bedroom into two halves: one side in sharp, icy blue, the other washed in gold. I wake before Nate, of course, and lie still for a few minutes, letting my mind run the numbers. Last night, we crossed a threshold. I feel a strange, delicious calm, like the air after a thunderstorm.

Nate is curled away from me, breathing shallowly. His posture, with his fists balled under his chin, makes him look much younger than thirty-two. I watch him for a moment, considering whether to let him sleep or wake him and get this over with.

I slip out of bed and move to the closet, where I keep a shoebox labeled “Vacation Receipts.” Inside are two glass jars, the kind they sell at Target for people who think minimalism is a personality. I dust them off with the hem of my t-shirt and set them on the dresser, precisely aligned.

Nate stirs, groggy. He sits up, hair sticking straight up, eyes squinting at the sunlight.

“Is it time?” he asks, voice hoarse.

I smile, gentle. “Not if you’re not ready.”

He pulls the covers around his waist, staring at the jars. “What’s that for?”

I sit on the edge of the bed and pat the spot beside me. He slides over, tentative, still wary after last night.

“This is how we’ll track progress,” I say. “Every time I’m satisfied by someone, a bead goes in their jar. Every time you satisfy me, a bead goes in yours.”

He stares at the jars, then at me, uncomprehending. “Beads?”

I open the drawer and produce a Ziploc bag of glass beads: half are white, half are a deep sapphire blue. I drop a single white bead into the jar labeled “Nate.” It makes a sharp clink against the glass.

“This is for last night. You get credit for effort.”

He blushes, a flush creeping up his neck. “What about the other jar?”

I look him in the eye, unwavering. “That will be for anyone else. Only if they actually satisfy me.”

He nods, throat working. “Do I get to see?”

“Of course,” I say. “Transparency is key. We’ll review at the end of each month.”

He glances at the beads, then away. I can see the humiliation etched on his face, but also something else - relief. The rules are clear; the contest is defined.

We go through the motions of breakfast in silence. He makes his usual oatmeal, methodical, stirring with small precise movements. I watch him over the rim of my mug.

Afterward, I retrieve my laptop and sit at the kitchen table. “Ready?” I ask.

He hesitates. “For what?”

I tap the keyboard. “Profile creation. Step one.”

He swallows, sits across from me. I open a new incognito window and navigate to the site. My fingers move quickly, filling in name, email, zip code. I pause at “Describe yourself in 200 characters or fewer.”

I look up at him. “How would you describe me?”

He shifts, uncertain. “You’re… smart. Driven. Beautiful.”

I type “Smart, driven, and beautiful,” then delete it. “Not memorable enough,” I say. I type, “Ambitious consultant with a taste for the finer things—and men who know what they want. Looking for a challenge, not charity.”

I glance at him. “Too aggressive?”

He shakes his head. “No. It sounds like you.”

I uploaded a photo. “Which do you like better?” I show him one of me in a power suit, legs crossed at a conference table, and one from a yoga retreat in Bali—tight sports bra, abs sharp as glass.

He considers. “The suit. It’s more you.”

I nod, but use both.

As I fill in preferences and stats, he reads over my shoulder. “Are you really going to -”

“Yes,” I say, not bothering to soften it. “But we’ll go slow. Screening only at first.”

He looks at the jars, the beads, the screen, then at me.

“Do I get to,” he hesitates, “pick, too?”

I shake my head. “You don’t have the same need. You know that.”

He opens his mouth, then closes it again. I can see him weighing the humiliation against the relief of not being required to compete. In the end, he nods.

“Who’s going to be first?” he asks.

I grin, wolfish. “We’ll let the beads decide.”

I finish the profile, double-check for errors, and click “Create.” The confirmation page loads, fireworks animation and all.

I close the laptop with a snap and return to the bedroom. I pick up the jar with Nate’s single bead and shake it gently. The bead jumps into the empty glass, lonely and loud.

I set it back on the dresser, right next to its empty sibling.

Nate stands in the doorway, watching.

I look at him and feel a strange affection, sharper than pity, cleaner than love.

“It’s just math,” I say.

He nods, accepting the equation. An accountant is what he is, after all. He understands numbers.

I kiss his cheek, then walk away.

He stands, staring at the jars, as if waiting for the glass to fill itself.


Chapter 2

In my experience, first impressions are not just a matter of surface; they are architecture. Every angle, every line, every deliberate flaw constructs a narrative that either compels or repels. I build myself tonight with the meticulousness of a watchmaker. My dress is black, geometric, the fabric conforming to my body so closely it could be a dare. I engineered my makeup: precise lines, a single muted sweep of color, and lips the exact shade of arterial red. In the mirror, I see a woman who eats uncertainty for breakfast.

I finish a last pass on my hair: shoulder-length, straight, parted cleanly, not a wisp out of formation. I step back, head to toe, assessing for asymmetry, for softness. There is none. This is not armor; this is artillery.

Out in the living room, Nate hovers near the kitchen island, a drinking glass between his palms. He’s dressed up, but for him that means ironed jeans and a shirt with buttons. His posture is a question mark. He glances up at me, then away, as if the sight of me is more than he signed up for.

I cross the room and take the glass from his hands. “You’re going to break it if you keep squeezing like that,” I say, smiling in a way that’s meant to soothe, not sting. He lets go. His knuckles are white.

“You look amazing,” he says, but his tone is more eulogy than compliment.

I set the glass down and kiss him on the cheek. Soft, maternal, not what he wants. “Remember our deal,” I whisper. “I’ll tell you everything when I get back.”

He nods, but his eyes plead for an escape clause. I straighten his collar. “You’ll be fine,” I say. “We’ll both be fine.”

He gives a small, miserable smile. His hands fidget with the hem of his shirt. I think for a second that he might cry, but Nate’s pathology is to absorb pain, not expel it. He’ll metabolize this into something useful, or at least survivable.

I sling my bag over my shoulder and slip on heels. Three inches, patent, an exact match for the dress. The elevator ride down is an exercise in stillness; I catch my reflection in the brushed steel and try to see myself through Jake Sullivan’s eyes. Would he see the calculation? Or just the effect?

The Uber is on time, which I appreciate, but the driver attempts small talk. I kill it gently, watching the city whip past in blurs of neon and sodium vapor. I arrived at the lounge four minutes early. Never first, never last.

The venue is all dark glass and gold trim, the place that wants to be exclusive but can’t resist showing off. I glide past the hostess - a girl so brittle she might shatter if I looked directly at her, and I scan the bar. Jake is already there.

He is taller than I recall from his profile; tall that recalibrates a room, forces people to orbit him. He’s in a charcoal suit, tieless, shirt open at the throat, with a clean diagonal scar above his right eyebrow. His hair is short, blond, perfectly indifferent. When he sees me, he stands.

I register the stance. With his shoulders back, one hand in his pocket, the other lightly cupping his glass, I know instantly that he’s a problem. Not in the way of most men, who flail and grasp and try to fix you; Jake is a problem like a locked safe, or a loaded gun.

He doesn’t waste time on compliments. “Kelly Greene, as advertised.” He grins, and it’s both a greeting and a challenge.

I match his energy. “Jake Sullivan. You’re punctual.”

“I like to know what I’m getting into.” He gestures to the empty seat beside him. “Drink?”

I slide in, careful to align my knees, ankles crossed, hands visible. I want him to see the composure, but I want him to see the legs, too.

“I went with classic,” he says. “You strike me as a purist.”

“I appreciate decisiveness,” I reply. He clinks his glass against mine.

The conversation is frictionless at first: work, mutual acquaintances, the baroque idiocy of management consulting. Jake is sharper than most men I’ve met in this context; he asks questions that are traps, not invitations, and he listens to my answers as if weighing them for sale by the ounce.

His hand settles on my knee, just above the hem of my dress. He doesn’t squeeze or grope; it’s a claim, not a plea. He watches my face for a reaction. I give him nothing but a slight upward quirk of an eyebrow.

“Do you do this often?” he asks, voice lower now.

I shrug just enough to show my collarbones. “Do what?”

“Test the market.”

I let his hand linger, warmth seeping through the thin fabric. “I’m not looking for a replacement. Just… additive manufacturing.”

He grins, but his eyes don’t smile. “That’s corporate speak for ‘I want to fuck and not get emotionally entangled.’”

I let the silence answer. He takes a sip and leans closer, his mouth inches from my ear.

“Do you always tell your husband before you go out?” he whispers.

This is the actual test, the move most men won’t attempt. “Always,” I say, steadily.

“Does he know what’s going to happen tonight?”

I meet his gaze, unblinking. “He wants details.”

Jake laughs, not unkindly. “You’re full disclosure. I respect that.”

He moves his hand higher, sliding up my thigh. My pulse betrays me as I feel it jump hard in my neck.

I reach down and stop him just before he reaches the split in the dress. I don’t remove his hand, just hold it there. “Not here,” I say.

He leans back, accepting the boundary, but not withdrawing. “You like control,” he observes.

I nod. “I like clarity. Knowing the rules is what I like.

He grins wider. “You’re going to hate me, then. Does he know you’re with someone bigger?”

He says it with a calmness that tells me this is not a question; it’s an assertion.

“Statistically likely,” I say. “But I don’t think he’s obsessed with the metrics.”

Jake laughs, but there’s an edge now, something predatory. “That’s generous. Every man’s obsessed with the metrics.”

I lean in, lowering my voice. “Is this a numbers game for you, Jake? Or do you want to win?”

He smiles, and this time the eyes join in. “Why not both?”

He moves his hand again, this time sliding his fingers between my knees. I let them part just enough. His touch is firm, but not urgent. He’s mapping the terrain.

“I can feel you,” he murmurs, low enough that only I can hear. “You’re already wet.”

He’s not wrong, but I don’t give him the satisfaction of an answer. Instead, I take his wrist and guide his hand higher. “If you’re going to play,” I say, “don’t be subtle about it.”

He moves fast, his fingers pressing through the silk of my underwear. He’s skilled, practiced. I grip the edge of the table, nails digging into the polished wood. The room around us blurs, noise receding.

He leans in. “I want you to get on your knees for me,” he says, clear, as if reciting an agenda item. “Right now.”

I hesitate, not from fear, but because I want to see what he does with resistance.

I glance around. The restaurant is full, but not crowded. No one’s looking directly at us; or, if they are, they’re smart enough to pretend not to.

I turn to face him, legs open under the bar. “Why?”

Jake doesn’t blink. “Because you need it.”

He slides his hand out from under my dress and raises it to his mouth, sucking his own fingers with an exaggerated slowness. Then he stands, motions for me to follow.

I rise, heart thumping in my throat. I want to resist, but I want him more.

He leads the way, casual but purposeful, to the back of the lounge. The restrooms are labeled “His” and “Hers.” He chooses “His” and opens the door, looking back to make sure I follow.

Inside, it’s empty and immaculate. No attendants, no witnesses. He locks the door behind me.

“On your knees,” he repeats, voice absolute.

I kneel; the tile is cold even through the thin layer of my stockings. Jake unbuckles his belt, the metal clink echoing in the small room. He pulls down his pants and boxers in one movement, revealing a cock that matches his personality: big, aggressive, and impossible to ignore.

He strokes it once, slowly, then guides it to my lips. “Open.”

I do. Testing, he slides in but not completely. He tastes of sweat and salt. He grips my hair—easy, just enough to control the pace.

“Good girl,” he says, and something inside me cracks open. I relax my jaw, take him deeper, let him set the rhythm. He fucks my mouth like he means it, but never loses control. He watches my face, my eyes, the whole time.

I reach up and stroke his balls, cupping them gently. He hisses, a quick intake of breath.

“You like this,” he says, and it’s not a question.

I nod, mouth full, tongue working the underside of his cock.

He pulls out suddenly, gripping my chin. “Not yet. Stand up.”

I rise, shaky, and he turns me around, bending me over the sink. He hikes up my dress, tears down my panties, and runs a hand over my ass.

“You’re soaking,” he says, and I can hear the satisfaction in his voice.

With a slow, relentless thrust, he lines up behind me and pushes in. He’s thick, the stretch bordering on painful, but I take it. He fucks me hard, hands braced on my hips, my face pressed against the mirror. I watch my expression as he uses me—mouth open, eyes wild. I look alive.

He lasts, which is impressive, but I suspect he’s holding back. I reach between my legs and rub my clit fast, needing to get there before he does. He notices, and his hand replaces mine—rough, merciless, perfect.

I come with a shudder, knees almost giving way. He finishes seconds after, spilling inside me, biting down on my shoulder hard enough to leave a mark.

We catch our breath in silence. He pulls out, tucks himself away, and helps me straighten my dress. He kisses me softly this time, and I taste myself on his lips.

“Round two next week?” He says, like he’s scheduling a meeting.

I nod, and we leave separately. I walk out first, head high, eyes bright. The hostess gives me a look, but says nothing. I texted Nate a single word: Home.

In the Uber back, I adjust my dress, run fingers through my hair, and check the mirror. There is a smudge of lipstick at the corner of my mouth, a line of red at my collarbone where Jake bit me. I touch it, smiling.

For the first time in years, I feel like I’m not just performing for the world. I’m performing for myself.

#

I let myself into the apartment quietly, not because I expect Nate to be asleep, but because I want to catch him off guard. Shadows fill the entryway. The TV is on mute. He wears the same clothes as before, but his shirt is rumpled and the fly of his jeans tents just enough to notice.

He looks up when I come in, blinking fast as if emerging from anesthesia. His face is pale, but his ears are a violent red. He takes in my appearance: the half-faded lipstick, the line of mascara just barely smeared at the corner of one eye, the black dress now slightly wrinkled across my hips.

“Hey,” he says, voice hoarse.

I slip out of my heels and set my bag on the table. My feet ache, but I savor the pain as it makes the whole evening more tangible, less like a dream I might forget by morning.

Nate stands too quickly and then hesitates in the doorway, like he doesn’t know if he’s allowed to approach me.

I close the distance. “Did you wait up?”

He nods, then shakes his head, then shrugs. “I couldn’t sleep. I tried.”

I move past him, brushing my hand lightly along his arm, and settle onto the edge of the couch. “Sit,” I say, patting the cushion beside me.

He obeys, perching at the edge, hands on his knees. His eyes dart between my face and my legs, as if searching for the story in bruises or fingerprints.

“Do you want to hear about it?” I ask, voice soft.

Nate swallows, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “Yes.”

I cross my legs, letting the hem ride up a little, and turn toward him. Jake’s cologne and something primal, lingers on my skin. I don’t mask it.

“He was waiting for me at the bar. He stood when I walked in.” I keep my eyes on Nate, watching the way his breathing speeds up. “He didn’t compliment me right away. He just… looked at me. Like he was trying to decide what to do first.”

Nate’s hands tighten on his knees, knuckles blanching.

“We talked. He asked about you. I told him the arrangement.” I tilt my head, letting my hair fall to one side. “He asked if you knew he was bigger.”

Nate’s face burns.

I press on. “He touched me under the table. First my knee, then higher. He was confident. He didn’t ask permission.”

Nate’s gaze drops to the floor. I reach out and take his hand, guiding it to my thigh, exactly where Jake’s had been. “You can touch,” I say. “It’s okay.”

He strokes the inside of my leg, trembling.

“Do you want the details?” I ask.

He nods, mute.

I describe the bathroom: the cold tile, the way Jake locked the door behind me, the sound of his belt unbuckling. I tell Nate about the way Jake filled my mouth, the way he took his time, the way he made me kneel and told me exactly what to do.

I watch Nate’s face as I speak. Every word is a blow; every description lands. But he doesn’t look away.

“He fucked me over the sink,” I say, my voice clinical. The question of pain didn’t occur to him. He just did it. And I wanted him to.”

Nate’s eyes are enormous, dark with humiliation and something else.

“He made me come. Twice.” I let that hang in the air.

I slide his hand higher, guiding him between my legs. “You want to feel?”

He nods, and I let him.

After a moment, I pull back, standing. I reach into my purse and extract a single blue bead, heavy and perfect. I walk to the bedroom, with Nate trailing after, and place it into the empty jar on the dresser.

It makes a sound like a sharp, crystalline clink that echoes in the silence.

Nate stands at the threshold, unsure if he’s allowed in.

I turn and face him. “That’s just the beginning,” I say, voice level. I run my fingers along his jaw, gentle but unyielding. “Next time, you’ll get to see for yourself.”

He nods, eyes shining with a mixture of agony and worship.

I undress slowly, letting him watch. Then I climb into bed, pull the covers up, and pat the mattress beside me. When he crawls in, I hold him, stroking his hair until he stops shaking.

He clings to me all night, as if afraid I’ll disappear. In the darkness, I feel his cock pressing against my thigh, hard and desperate, but he doesn’t make a move. He knows he’s not allowed.

He is learning the rules. He is learning to want the wanting.

#

If you want to break a man, start with the little things. Change his breakfast routine, reassign his seat at the dinner table, make him wear something that isn’t his idea of himself. Do it with love, do it with logic, and he’ll never see the cracks forming.

I begin preparations for tonight’s dinner the way a general sets up a siege. Grocery list cross-referenced, table set two hours ahead, wine decanted and labeled for optimal serving temperature. I choose Nate’s outfit with deliberation: the pale blue shirt that washes out his skin, khakis that look pedestrian but have just enough stretch not to split if he bends the wrong way. I iron everything myself, pressing creases with punitive force.

When he emerges from the bedroom, blinking, I hold the clothes up and give him a smile that says there’s no room for negotiation. “Try these,” I say.

He doesn’t argue. Not anymore.

In the kitchen, I review the menu with Nate like a teacher prepping a student for a debate he cannot win. “The beet salad first, then the duck. Remember to sprinkle the micro greens just before serving. Don’t overfill Jake’s glass. He likes to savor.”

Nate nods, absorbing every note, eyes downcast.

I place a hand on his shoulder, steadying him . “You’re the host tonight. But Jake is the guest of honor. We make him feel welcome. Understood?”

Nate mumbles an assent.

I step back, surveying the scene. “Good. Now, set the table.”

I move to the bathroom to check my makeup. The smudges from last night are long gone; tonight, I go for a softer look—nude lips, a hint of blush, hair loose but contained with a tortoiseshell pin. The dress is wine-red, form-fitting, but not vulgar. I want to look expensive, but also edible.

By six, everything is in place. Nate makes sure every beet cube is geometrically arrayed when he arranges the salad. He wipes his hands on a towel compulsively. I watch him, amused.

At 6:07, Jake texts: Early. I let him up. A calculated breach of etiquette, but I admire the move.

The doorbell chimes, and I feel Nate stiffen, all the way from the kitchen. I answer, smiling wide.

Jake stands in the hallway with a bottle of single malt in hand and the casual authority that makes doormen nod without knowing why. His suit is navy, tailored, shirt open just enough to suggest immodesty. He steps in, takes in the apartment, and then me.

He doesn’t hesitate. He kisses me, slow and deeply, one hand at the base of my skull. I let him, opening up just enough for Nate to see from the kitchen.

“Good to see you, Kelly,” Jake says, voice carrying.

“Likewise,” I reply, breathy. “Come in. Let me take your coat.”

Nate hovers, then edges forward, hands wringing the towel. Jake extends a hand, and Nate takes it, almost wincing at the firmness.

“Jake Sullivan,” he says, teeth gleaming. “Thanks for having me.”

Nate mutters something, and can’t hold the gaze.

I usher Jake into the living room, pour him a glass of the whiskey he brought. I sit next to him on the couch, close enough for my thigh to press against his. Nate brings the salad in, arms rigid.

Jake inspects the plate. “Impressive. You do all this yourself, Nate?”

Nate nods.

Jake lifts a forkful, chews thoughtfully. “You’re lucky, Kelly. Most men can’t boil water.”

I laugh, but not at Nate. “He’s a fast learner,” I say, giving Nate a look that could be mistaken for affection.

Nate clears the plates after one course, hands trembling as he stacks them. He returns with the duck, careful not to spill the reduction sauce.

Jake eats with deliberate slowness. “This is excellent,” he says. “My ex couldn’t cook for shit. She burned microwave popcorn.”

Nate smiles, but it’s weak.

Jake sets down his fork, glances at Nate, then me. “So. You guys always do this together?”

“Not always,” I say. “Tonight is special.”

Jake grins. “I feel honored.”

He reaches over and rests a hand on my thigh, fingers splayed possessively. I don’t move away.

Nate catches it, his face tightening.

Jake leans into the discomfort, ramping up. “You know, Kelly’s a hell of a kisser. I mean—wow. Never had anyone set the tone quite like her.”

Nate says nothing. He focuses on pouring more water, but his hand shakes and some dribbles down the side of the glass.

I caught his eye. “It’s okay,” I say, wiping the spill with a napkin. “Accidents happen.”

Jake laughs, then turns to me. “Should I tell him about the bar bathroom?”

I smile, cool and complicit. “Why not? It’s not a secret.”

Jake describes the encounter in lurid detail, but never crass. He talks about the way I knelt, the way I took every inch, how I didn’t gag, how I looked at him the entire time.

I watch Nate as he listens. Nate tries to keep his composure, but his cheeks are mottled, and he breathes shallowly. I see his cock harden under the table, pressing against the cheap khaki.

When Jake finishes the story, he refills his own glass, winking at Nate. “You’re one lucky man, you know. Most guys would kill for a wife like this.”

Nate manages a nod.

Dinner ends and I clear the table, insisting Nate take a break. I lead Jake to the other room and we sit on the couch, talking about business, politics, the kinds of things that make most men peacock but only make Jake more dangerous.

Nate sits in the armchair, across from us, silent.

I reach over and let my hand rest on Jake’s knee, my nails tracing slow lines up his thigh. He leans over and whispers in my ear, low enough that only I hear: “Does he know how wet you are right now?”

I smirk. “He can guess.”

Jake smiles, then louder: “Kelly, why don’t you show your husband how you kiss me?”

I glance at Nate, then lean in and kiss Jake, slow and open, our tongues sliding against each other. I exaggerate it, moaning softly, until Jake pulls me closer and his hand slips under my dress, gripping my ass.

I break the kiss and look at Nate. He’s frozen, eyes locked on us, hands clutching the arms of the chair.

I turn to Jake, whispering, “He’s dying for it.”

Jake grins. “Should we let him watch?”

I nod.

Jake stands and extends a hand to me. I take it. We walk together to the bedroom, leaving Nate in the living room. I pause in the hallway, looking back.

“Nate, come along.”

He obeys.

I open the bedroom door, the lights already set to dim, and Jake pulls me in, spinning me so my back hits the wall. He kisses me hard, his hands roaming everywhere, lifting my dress, exposing my thighs.

I hear Nate enter. He stands uncertain at the edge of the room.

Jake breaks from me and looks at Nate. “Sit,” he commands, gesturing to the ottoman at the foot of the bed.

Nate sits hunched and shaking.

Jake pushes me onto the bed, face down, and yanks my dress over my hips. He spanks me once, hard. I gasp, more in surprise than pain.

“You like that?” he asks.

I nod, cheek pressed to the comforter.

Jake undoes his belt, and I hear the zip of his pants. He pulls my panties down to my knees, exposing my ass, and then thrusts into me, slow at first, then harder. I cry out, arching my back.

I look over my shoulder at Nate. His mouth is open, eyes wide. He can’t look away.

Jake fucks me, relentless, hands gripping my hips like handlebars. Every few thrusts, he slaps my ass, making me yelp. The room fills with the sounds of skin on skin, my ragged breathing, and the creak of the mattress.

Jake pulls out suddenly, flips me onto my back, and pins my wrists above my head. He leans down, biting my collarbone, then slides inside again, deeper this time. I moan, loud, making sure Nate hears every note.

Jake grinds against me, his pelvis mashing my clit with every thrust. I come, legs quivering, toes curling. He fucks me through the orgasm, unrelenting.

Finally, he pulls out and comes across my stomach, the warmth sticky and decadent.

He releases my wrists and stands, breathing hard. He looks at Nate, grinning. “Your turn.”

Nate looks at me, uncertain.

I beckon him. “Come here.”

He crosses to the bed and kneels, not knowing what to do. I take his hand and guide it to my pussy. “Clean me up,” I say.

He bends down and licks me, slowly at first, then more desperately, tasting Jake and me together. I hold his head, grinding against his mouth.

Jake watches from the chair.

When I come again, I'll make sure Jake sees it, hears it.

Afterward, Nate collapses beside me, shuddering. I stroke his hair and whisper, “Good job.”

Jake buttons his pants, and leaves the room with a parting nod. “Same time next week?”

I nod.

He lets himself out.

I hold Nate all night, wiping his tears when they come. In the morning, I’ll dress him in something even less flattering.

He won’t protest. He knows his place now.

And so do I.

#

Dinner is a fait accompli. The air in the apartment is thick with the aftermath of food and anticipation. Jake lounges on the living room couch with one arm stretched along the back, exuding a confidence that is the opposite of showy. Nate floats at the periphery, collecting plates and silverware as if he’s worried one will detonate if not handled properly.

I clear my throat, not to get anyone’s attention, but to assert that I still control the tempo. “Drinks in the living room,” I say, and Jake follows me with a smile that says he already knows the next move.

“Nate,” I call, “can you handle the dishes?”

He nods, eyes on the floor, and retreats to the kitchen. Jake and I settle onto the couch. He’s close but not crowding, his thigh pressed lightly to mine.

Jake’s fingers find my knee and trace lazy circles on the inside of my leg.

“He’s a good guy,” Jake murmurs. “You sure you want to do this to him?”

I look at him, dead in the eye. “He wants this. He just doesn’t know how much yet.”

Jake grins.

Nate finishes his ritual in the kitchen. I hear the clink of plates, the slow, nervous stacking. When he finally appears in the doorway, he’s changed shirts, but the effect is the same: pale, unremarkable, a backdrop for something more interesting.

He hovers, not knowing where to sit.

“Come here,” I say, patting the empty spot next to me.

He obeys, folding himself small. Jake doesn’t move to make room. I watch the chemistry, the repulsion and attraction, the way Nate’s thigh trembles when it brushes against Jake’s.

I rest my hand on Nate’s leg, just above the knee, a familiar gesture. “You know what happens next,” I say, voice low.

He nods, eyes huge and wet.

I lean into Jake and kiss him, slow at first, then urgently. He responds in kind, one hand fisting in my hair, the other sliding under the hem of my dress. He palms my ass, squeezing with proprietary force. I make a point of moaning, loud enough for Nate to hear.

I break the kiss and look at Nate. He’s holding his breath.

I stand straightening my dress. “Bedroom. Both of you.”

Jake rises immediately. Nate hesitates, but when I look back at him, he’s already on his feet.

I led the way, unhurried, letting the tension build with every step.

The bedroom is cool, the sheets freshly laundered. I dim the lights to a level that flatters but reveals everything.

Jake waits at the edge of the bed, watching for a cue. I face Nate and point to the small accent chair in the corner.

“Sit there,” I say. “Don’t move.”

He does, perching on the very edge. He locks his eyes on me, desperate, afraid.

I turn back to Jake, hands at my sides. “Undress me,” I command.

He obliges, starting with the zipper at my back. Slowly, he peels the dress away, letting it slither to the floor. He studies my body, appreciating it in a way Nate never has, as though he’s cataloging assets for future leverage.

He kisses my collarbone, trails his mouth down my chest, takes a nipple between his teeth and bites, hard. I gasp, arching into him.

Jake nuzzles me onto the bed, then kneels, lifting one leg onto his shoulder. He licks me, slow and methodically, holding my hips down as I writhe.

I glance at Nate, who’s transfixed, his hands white-knuckled on the chair arms. He’s so hard it looks painful.

Jake eats me until I’m shaking, then stands, shucking his pants and boxers in one fluid motion. His cock is as thick and intimidating as I remember, and he strokes it slowly, deliberately, making sure Nate sees every inch.

He lines up and pushes inside me, filling me with one brutal thrust. I scream, more for show than from pain, and watch Nate flinch.

Jake fucks me hard, hands gripping my waist, pulling me onto him with each stroke. I lock eyes with Nate as Jake pounds into me, forcing him to watch every second.

“You want to come?” Jake pants.

I nod, and he reaches down, fingers rough against my clit.

I climaxed, shuddering, the orgasm wrenching a sob from my throat.

Jake doesn’t slow. He flips me over, pulls my ass up, and slams back in. I glance over my shoulder at Nate, who is openly touching himself now, unable to resist.

Jake spanks me once, twice, each time harder. I cry out, loving the spectacle, the way it reduces me to sound and sensation.

He pulls out and drags me to the edge of the bed. “Get on your knees,” he orders.

I obey, hands and knees on the mattress, looking back at him. He pushes inside again, deeper this time. He grips my hair, yanking my head back so I have no choice but to look at Nate.

Nate’s eyes are wild. He’s jerking himself off now, frantic.

Jake fucks me, unrelenting, until I come again, this time screaming so loud I know the neighbors will complain.

He pulls out, grips his cock, and comes all over my back, thick ropes spattering my skin. He collapses onto the bed beside me, breathing hard.

I sit up, wiping the cum off my spine with two fingers. I walk over to Nate and kneel between his legs.

“Open your mouth,” I say.

He does. I smear Jake’s cum on his tongue, then kiss him, deep and wet.

Nate moans and comes in his pants, shaking.

I stand, and Jake calls me back to bed with a lazy crook of his finger. I crawl up and curl into his arms, feeling his warmth and the ache between my thighs.

Nate remains in the chair, shivering, spent but unsatisfied.

I let myself drift, my head on Jake’s chest, the sound of his heartbeat a lullaby.

I know this is only the beginning. There are more jars to fill, more nights to orchestrate.

But for now, I am exactly where I want to be: at the center of it all, with every piece in motion.


Chapter 3

Order is not just the skeleton of my life; it is the muscle, sinew, connective tissue. I establish new routines with surgical precision. On the morning of the club visit, I set my alarm for exactly 6:44am—forty-four being a power number, divisible only by itself, two, and eleven. Nate wakes four minutes after me, as he always does, but today I don’t allow him the languor of lying in bed. I want his brain unsettled and twitching with questions.

I shower first. The bathroom is foggy, mirrors beaded, the air sharp with peppermint soap. I leave the door open so he hears the click of the lockbox before he even steps into the hallway.

I’m naked when he enters, towel turbaned around my hair, water running in beads down my back and pooling above the swell of my ass. He hesitates, a study in awkward: pajama shorts tented by morning wood, eyes flinching from my nakedness to the object in my hand.

“Do you know what this is?” I ask, not turning to face him, but letting him see the device from the side.

He swallows. “A… chastity thing?”

I smile. “Very good. It’s called a Vice Mini.” I turn now, holding it out like a rare artifact. “It’s custom-fit. I had to estimate your measurements, but we’ll see how close I got.”

He flinches, but his cock jumps beneath the thin cotton. He isn’t sure whether to be terrified or turned on, and I like him best this way.

“Drop your shorts,” I say, soft, but not gentle.

He does, revealing himself fully. He is already semi-hard, which will make fitting the device more… challenging. I kneel on the bathmat, ignoring the chill, and set about my work.

The Vice is medical-grade polycarbonate, matte black with a nearly obscene attention to ergonomics. I slide the base ring around his balls, stretching the skin until it snaps into place, then guide his cock into the tube. It resists, but I’m persistent.

“Breathe out,” I instruct.

He exhales, and I push the device home. There’s a click as it locks. I palm the small padlock, holding it between thumb and forefinger.

“From now on, you’ll remain locked unless I decide otherwise.” I click the lock closed, then dangle the key from a chain around my neck, letting it rest just above my sternum. “Any questions?”

He shakes his head, but I want him to speak.

“Say it,” I command.

He licks his lips. “I’ll stay locked unless you unlock me.”

“Good boy.”

He is breathing fast, face flushed. I stand, look down at him, and stroke his hair once. The movement is more dominance than affection. His cock tries to harden but can’t, forced downward in a plastic prison.

I dry off, then dress for work—today, a navy sheath dress and nude heels, nothing overt but devastating in the details. Nate dresses, too, but I select his shirt and pants: a pale yellow oxford that makes his skin sallow, and a pair of khakis with no give in the waistband. He looks miserable, but says nothing.

Over breakfast, I set out a folder. The label is “New Rules—Read & Sign.” He stares at it, unmoving.

“Go ahead,” I say, voice even. “We’ll go over each rule, and you’ll repeat them back to me.”

He opens the folder with trembling hands.

Rule 1: No touching yourself without explicit permission.

Rule 2: The chastity device will remain on at all times unless instructed otherwise.

Rule 3: When with others, you will defer to my authority completely.

Rule 4: All infractions will be recorded and reviewed weekly.

Rule 5: At the club, you will address me as ‘Ma’am’ or ‘Mistress’.

Rule 6: You will be present for all encounters unless excused.

I sip my coffee, waiting.

He recites them, voice shaking. “No touching myself without permission. Chastity stays on unless you say. I defer to your authority. Infractions recorded and reviewed. Address you as Ma’am or Mistress at the club. I have to be there for everything.”

“Perfect,” I say, then add, “Initial by each line.”

He does, the pen wobbling slightly in his grasp. When he’s done, I sign the bottom in bold, assertive script.

“You’re getting good at this,” I say, and mean it.

He manages a smile, but it doesn’t reach his eyes. I take his chin and tilt it up, forcing him to meet my gaze.

“Tonight will be hard for you,” I say. “You’ll want to break the rules. But I need you to be strong.”

He nods fiercely.

“Say it.”

“I’ll be strong, Ma’am.”

“There’s my Nate.”

He flushes, the humiliation and pride wrestling for space in his chest.

I finish my coffee and stand. “Let’s review your appearance.”

He follows me to the bedroom, where I’ve set up a full-length mirror. I make him strip to his underwear, then stand hands at his sides while I examine him.

“You look good,” I say. “But you need to lose the body hair. All of it.”

He blanches, but doesn’t argue. I hand him a new razor and a can of shave gel. “Bathroom. Now.”

He goes, and I hear the shower start a moment later.

While he’s busy, I check my own prep in the mirror. I select tonight’s outfit: a black leather bodysuit, zippered front, high-cut at the hips, paired with sheer black stockings and tall boots. Over it, a trench coat to maintain plausible deniability until we get inside the club.

I practice my look: cold, severe, a woman for whom ‘enough’ is never enough. I try a few smiles. They all read as warnings.

Nate returns, red and blotchy but perfectly smooth. I admire the results, then dress him: black jeans, slim-fit, a crisp white tee, and a thin leather collar. Nothing over-the-top—just enough to mark him as belonging to someone.

I adjust the collar, making sure the ring at the front is centered. “Perfect,” I say. “Ready?”

He nods, voice gone.

We pause at the bedroom door. The bead jars are still on the dresser, side-by-side. His is still alone, one small white bead at the bottom, like the first snowflake in a glassy winter. The other jar is empty, but not for long.

He stares at it, then at me.

“You’ll get another chance,” I say. “But only if you earn it.”

I grab my purse, keys, and the evening’s itinerary. I lead him out, heels clicking a warning down the hall.

At the elevator, I see him glance again at my necklace, the key glinting gold against my skin.

He knows what it means. So do I.

We exit to the garage, two predators in a world of sheep, but only one of us knows who holds the leash.

#

The club is buried in an industrial corridor, faceless at street level but alive on the inside. Metal stairs lead down to a reinforced door, the kind you’d expect on a vault. I buzz, and the red light above the handle scans my face. The lock disengages, and we descend into the dark.

Inside, the air is an algorithm of sweat, leather, and ozone. Everything is black or backlit, the edges of the world rendered in neon: magenta along the floors, blue at the bar, acid green tracing the outlines of exposed ductwork. Before you hear the bass, you feel it, a subsonic pulse in the bones.

Nate hesitates at the threshold, blinking at the light, the noise, the bodies in motion. His hand hovers at my elbow, unsure if he’s allowed contact. I keep my stride measured and predatory, each step drawing eyes.

The room’s population is mostly male, mostly masked or at least half-concealed. Leather, latex, the click of boots and the snap of gloves. A trio of women dominates the far corner: one in an electric-blue corset, another in a full latex catsuit, the third in street clothes and a mouth like a razor. I nod to them, and they nod back with coded greetings and mutual respect.

We move through the crowd. I sense Nate falling behind, overwhelmed by the micro-dramas playing out in every corner: a woman pinning a man to the wall with nothing but her voice; two men, both bare-chested, trading slaps that escalate to body blows and laughter; a girl in a school uniform, walking on all fours, leash held by someone young enough to be her son.

I cut through the crowd to the bar. The bartender, a brick-shaped woman with a shaved head and septum ring, pours a sparkling water into a lowball glass without me asking. “On the house, for the Queen,” she says, loud enough for those nearby to hear.

“Thank you, Jax,” I reply, letting the compliment wash over me.

Nate, still shell-shocked, stands beside me. I signal for a club soda for him. Jax grins. “First-timer?”

I nod. “He’s learning.”

Jax sets the glass down, leans in. “Tonight’s a good night for a demo. Shibari in the North Room at nine. You’ll want to take him.”

“Noted,” I say. “Who’s topping?”

Jax shrugs. “Rumor has it, it’s you.”

I smile, lips barely parting. “We’ll see.”

We move deeper into the space, to a lounge area filled with modular furniture and the hum of not-quite-private conversations. I sink into a curved leather settee, legs crossed, posture radiating don’t-even-try. Nate perches beside me, perched on the very edge.

I scan the room, cataloguing the regulars, the hopefuls, the tourists. I spot a man in a blood-red harness, his body a geometry of muscle and restraint. He watches me with interest, but not expectation. That’s how I know he’s a veteran.

A voice at my shoulder: “Kelly Greene.”

I turn. It’s the woman in the latex catsuit, her eyes ringed with black liner, her lips painted a deep, violent purple.

“Selene,” I say.

She smiles, showing teeth. “You going to do the North Room demo?”

I nod, then glance at Nate. “He’s my project tonight.”

She inspects him, eyes running head-to-toe, predatory but not unkind. “Cute,” she says, as if assessing a puppy. “You keep him in line?”

“Trying,” I reply.

She leans closer, voice a conspiratorial whisper. “Break him early, then rebuild him. It’s the only way they learn.”

She straightens, nods once to Nate, and drifts away.

He turns to me, voice tentative. “Is it always like this?”

I sip my drink, savoring the way the bubbles sting my tongue. “No. Sometimes it gets weird.”

He shivers, but I see the way his thighs squeeze together, the way the cage bulges against his jeans.

At nine sharp, I lead him to the North Room, which is a semi-private alcove partitioned by smoked glass and chrome rails. At the center are a bondage frame, low platform, and an array of rope, clamps, and gags arranged with almost medical precision.

The room fills quickly. Selene takes up a place by the door, arms folded. Others form a rough semicircle, waiting for the show.

I motion to Nate. “You stand here. Watch and learn.”

He obeys, moving to the corner. The crowd murmurs, amused.

The harnessed man from earlier is already in the room, waiting. He’s taller up close, a slab of muscle built for taking orders. His hands are behind his back, and he wears an impassive look.

I approach, circling him once, inspecting. I run a finger along his biceps, then up the line of his jaw. “On your knees,” I command.

He drops, not even with a pause.

“Hands behind your head.”

He does, fingers laced.

I address the room. “Demonstration will begin now.”

I select a coil of crimson rope, silken but strong, and start at the shoulders, lacing his arms tightly to his sides. I narrate as I go: “Single-column tie at the wrists. Double overhand at the elbows. Note the tension. You want it snug, not cutting off circulation.”

I can feel the crowd’s attention shifting. Some are here for technique; most are here to see power exchanged, live and unfiltered.

Nate is spellbound, eyes huge, breath coming fast.

I cinch the rope around the man’s chest, accentuating the curve of his pecs, then bring a length between his legs, pulling it tight against his crotch. He winces, but doesn’t break form.

I lean down, voice low. “You ready for the finale?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he says, eyes flicking up to meet mine.

I tie off the last knot, then produce a small black paddle from the bench. I test the weight in my hand, then deliver a sharp, calculated smack to his ass. The crack echoes. He grunts, the sound muffled by the crowd’s collective gasp.

I do it again, a shade harder. The red deepens. I notice that Nate, who is transfixed, has forgotten his own predicament.

I kneel behind the man, one arm around his waist, and whisper in his ear: “You want to cum?”

He nods, desperate.

“Not tonight,” I say, loud enough for the room to hear.

The crowd laughs, some in sympathy, some in shared cruelty.

I stroke his cheek, almost tender, then stand and address the onlookers. “And that, friends, is how you tie off a demonstration.”

Polite applause, a few wolf whistles. Selene steps forward, helps untie the man, who sags with relief. He looks up at me, gratitude and humiliation wrestling on his face.

I turn to Nate, who is breathing hard, hands fisted at his sides. He avoids my gaze, but I see the glint of sweat at his hairline.

I walk to him, slow, letting the crowd dissolve around us.

“Did you learn anything?” I ask.

He nods, voice almost lost. “You’re… very good at this.”

I lean close, lips at his ear. “You could be too. If you stop resisting.”

He shudders, the meaning hitting him in stages.

I straighten his collar, smoothing the leather against his neck. “Let’s get some air,” I say, and lead him out, leaving the stranger on his knees, still aching for what I’ve denied him.

We exit into the main room, the music a welcome white noise. Nate follows, silent but alert, his body language rewired in twenty minutes.

I glance down at the key glinting on my chest.

We’re only getting started.

#

The main floor is even more crowded now, the club’s energy shifting from predatory to celebratory as the night heats. I stake out a spot at the bar, the synthetic marble cool under my fingers. Nate stands at my shoulder, nervous and silent, his presence so understated it could be mistaken for absence.

I scan the crowd, searching for my next move.

Carlos Ramirez finds me first. I recognize him from his profile: early thirties, solid frame, the kind of body that comes from competitive rec leagues and never skipping upper body day. His hair is artfully messy, his jawline shaded in designer stubble. His eyes are brown, warm but unblinking. He moves with the calm confidence of someone who has never once hesitated to approach a woman, even in a place like this.

He wedges himself into the open spot at the bar beside me, elbows planted wide, posture open. He smiles—real, not rehearsed.

“Hell of a show in the North Room,” he says.

I tilt my head, feigning surprise. “You watched?”

He shrugs. “Couldn’t not. You command a room. Even the regulars were taking notes.”

His compliment is both a challenge and an invitation. I savor it, then reply: “Most men in here watch. Few understand.”

He laughs deeply and genuinely. “I’m a quick study.”

He gestures at Nate with a nod of the chin. “Are you the assistant, or the audience?”

Nate blushes, looks down.

I answer for him. “He’s my husband. Tonight, he’s learning his place.”

Carlos’s eyebrows rise, but he doesn’t blink. “Is that so?” he asks, voice all velvet.

“It’s a process,” I say.

“You train all your men like that?”

Leaning in, I let my lips brush the rim of my glass. “I don’t have men. I have applicants.”

He grins, delight flaring in his eyes. “I like the interview process.”

I feel the tension in Nate, the way he shrinks under the table. I rest my hand on his thigh, an anchor and a warning.

A motion catches my eye. Tim Jackson, lurking two stools down, profile sharp in the neon blue. He’s the opposite of Carlos: wiry, understated, with a darkness to his features that reads as deliberate rather than default. His gaze is analytical, cataloguing more than craving.

I address him directly. “You watching, or waiting?”

He smiles, slow. “Both. I’m fascinated by the social choreography in places like this. The overt power, the silent consent.”

He chooses his words carefully and measures them. I appreciate the care.

I introduce myself to Carlos and Tim with a nod, not bothering with last names. They offer theirs in turn, the names passing like an encrypted handshake.

“Let me ask,” Carlos says, lowering his voice. “How much of that show was for him,” he jerks his thumb at Nate, “and how much was for you?”

“Eighty-twenty,” I admit. “Tonight was his test. Tomorrow, it’s mine.”

Tim nods, approving. “I’ve always admired the discipline it takes to invert the usual order.”

Nate shifts, uncomfortable. I let him twist.

Carlos’s gaze lingers on the key at my neck. “So, what’s the protocol for… advancement in your program?”

“Performance-based,” I say. “Metrics are everything.”

Carlos’s smile is all teeth. “I love measurable KPI.”

I laugh genuinely. “You’d be surprised at how many people don’t.”

Tim’s eyes glint. “Failure is a more honest teacher than success.”

I sip my drink, weighing them. “You both seem eager.”

Carlos: “I like competition.”

Tim: “I like observation.”

I turn to Nate, addressing him for the first time in the conversation. “What do you think of them?”

He flinches. “They’re… impressive.”

“Would you serve them if I ordered it?”

He hesitates, then nods.

“Say it,” I prompt.

He looks Carlos in the eye. “If Kelly orders it, I’ll do it.”

Carlos’s eyes narrow, curious. “What’s in it for you?”

Nate’s voice is small. “I don’t know. I just… want her to be happy.”

Tim interjects, almost gently: “That’s not weakness. That’s purity.”

Carlos laughs, not mocking. “I’m seeing why she keeps you around.”

Kelly—me—smiles, letting the power settle in the space between us.

I change the subject with surgical skill. “You guys want to make things interesting? I have a system.”

Carlos: “I’m listening.”

I pull the bead jars from my purse, setting them on the bar top. “I track performance here.” Each successful session earns a bead. At the end of the month, we compare results.”

Tim studies the jars, then the beads. “Does size matter?”

I shake my head. “Only intensity.”

Carlos picks up a blue bead, turns it over in his palm. “You’re not afraid to put this out in the open.”

“I like clarity,” I reply.

Carlos sets the bead back, deliberate. “When does the next round begin?”

“Tonight, if you want,” I say.

He glances at Tim. “You in?”

Tim shrugs. “I’ll watch.”

I turn to Nate. “Ready to see what genuine effort looks like?”

He nods, eyes wide.

Carlos stands, offering his hand. I take it and let him squeeze my fingers a little too tight.

Tim follows, keeping a respectful distance. We moved to a back alcove, quieter; the world narrowed to just us.

Carlos sits first, spreading his legs, arms draped over the couch. I perch next to him, Nate at my feet, Tim observing from the other end.

Carlos’s hand finds my knee, squeezes it. I didn’t stop him.

He leans in, whispers: “You enjoy being watched?”

I murmur back: “I enjoy being the reason people can’t look away.”

He grins, then turns me in his lap, kissing me hard, tongue insistent. I open up to him, matching pace. His hands roam to my waist, ass, and up under my shirt. I let him. I want Nate to see exactly what I want.

Tim watches, dark eyes alert. He’s aroused, but controlled; I can see the tension in his jaw.

Carlos moves fast, unzipping, freeing himself, the cock thick and eager. He looks to me for permission.

I nod.

He grips my neck, easy, and positions himself at my mouth. “Open,” he says.

I obey. Familiar weight and salt, he slides in, more practiced than Nate. He fucks my mouth slowly, then deep, until I gag and tears spill down my face. He wipes them away softly.

“You’re good,” he says, voice thick.

I glance at Nate, noticing his clenched fists on his knees.

Tim comments, “There’s an art to presence and absence.”

I smile, lips stretched around Carlos’s cock.

Carlos finishes with a gasp, spilling across my tongue. I swallow, licking him clean.

He kisses me after, tasting himself. “Damn,” he whispers.

I turn to Tim. “Want to try?”

He shakes his head. “I want to see you deny your own pleasure.”

I grin. “I can do that.”

I kneel facing Nate. “Undo me,” I say.

He unzips my bodysuit, exposing my breasts, my stomach, my cunt.

“Touch me,” I command.

He does, slow at first, then with desperate energy. I guide his hand, show him what I want, but when I get close, I push him away.

“Not yet,” I say. “You need to earn it.”

I stand, zip up, leave him aching.

Carlos and Tim watch, both hungry, both understanding exactly what I’ve done.

I gather my things, returning the bead jars to my purse. I turn to Carlos, sliding a card into his hand.

“Message me,” I say.

He grins, pocketing it.

I turn to Tim. “You too.”

He nods.

I led Nate out, leaving the men wanting.

As we climb the stairs to the street, I glance back at him.

“You’re doing well,” I say. “But the competition is getting harder.”

He nods, eyes full of longing and shame.

I kiss his cheek, then the tip of his nose.

“Let’s go home,” I say.

He follows, obedient, the imprint of the night burned into both our skins.

#

The drive home is an experiment in controlled silence. I keep the radio off, letting the hum of the engine and the occasional blip of the turn signal fill the space between us. Nate sits in the passenger seat, body twisted slightly toward the window, his hands folded in his lap.

He is raw, the night’s experiences still unprocessed. I can feel the tension rolling off him in waves; the coiled energy of need and shame and something approaching awe.

I keep my eyes on the road, waiting until the city lights thin and we’re alone on the highway before I speak.

“Do you know why I picked Carlos and Tim?” I ask, voice neutral.

He shakes his head, still staring at the darkness outside.

“Because they’re different. Carlos will test the limits. Tim will make you question everything. You need both if you’re going to get better.”

He nods, absorbing this.

I change lanes, accelerating slightly. “We’re escalating, Nate. The rules are changing.”

He glances at me, hesitant. “How?”

I savor the pause. “You’ll remain locked up for at least two weeks. No requests for release. No negotiation.”

He swallows. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“You will observe every encounter I have. No exceptions.”

His breath catches. “Even -”

“Yes. Even if I’m with both at once.”

He nods, eyes wide.

“You will serve them if I instruct it. Without question.”

A shiver runs through him, but he doesn’t object.

“And from now on, every infraction will add another week.”

He closes his eyes, fighting for composure. “I understand.”

“Say it.”

He opens his eyes, voice trembling. “I’ll do everything you say. No exceptions.”

I let the silence settle again, then reach across and rest my hand on his thigh. My gesture is calculated, not comforting.

“You did well tonight,” I say. The moment wasn’t something you tried to dominate. You didn’t beg.”

He exhales, relief and humiliation colliding in the sound.

“But you watched me too much. Next time, you’ll focus on your own performance, not mine.”

He nods, desperate to please.

I pull off the freeway, threading through side streets until we reach our building. I park, kill the engine, and turn to face him.

“I’m proud of you,” I say, and mean it.

He blushes, not knowing what to do with the praise.

We ride the elevator in silence. In the apartment, I slip off my boots and coat, then walk straight to the bedroom.

The jars are exactly as we left them. Nate’s single bead sits at the bottom, solitary and pale. The other jar is empty, a promise unfulfilled.

I call him in. “Stand here,” I say, gesturing to the foot of the bed.

He obeys, hands at his sides.

I take the blue beads from my purse, holding three between my fingers. “Tonight, we add three.”

He watches, lips parted.

“One for the stranger in the North Room,” I say, dropping the bead into the jar.

Clink.

“One for Carlos.”

Clink.

“And one for Tim, even though he only watched.”

Clink.

The jar is no longer empty. The beads pile up, small but heavy, a record of my pleasure and his failure.

I turn to him, the finality of the act settling over the room.

“Tomorrow, I’ll schedule the next session,” I say. “You’ll prepare the guest room. Sheets changed, towels ready. You will greet them at the door, address them by name, and show them to me.”

He nods, a robot running new code.

I step close, taking his face in my hands. I kiss him, soft at first, then hard enough to bruise. I taste the salt of his tears.

“You’re mine,” I whisper.

“Yours,” he replies, barely audible.

I release him, then sit at the edge of the bed, watching as he undresses and kneels at my feet. His cock strains against the plastic, desperate and hopeless. He bows his head, hands flat on his thighs.

We stay that way, unmoving, for a long time.

At last, I reach down, running my fingers through his hair.

“You’re improving,” I say.

He looks up, hope flickering in his eyes.

“But there’s a long way to go.”

He smiles, the first real one in hours.

I let him stay kneeling as I undress, letting him watch as I peel off each layer, folding them neatly on the chair.

When I’m naked, I climb into bed, pulling the covers up to my chin.

“Lights,” I command.

He turns them off, then settles on the floor beside the bed, curling up on the rug.

I fall asleep quickly, the image of the blue beads seared into my mind.

In the morning, I’ll think about Carlos, about Tim, about the endless possibilities.

For now, I dream of being watched, being worshipped, being exactly where I belong—at the center of it all, with every piece exactly where I want it.


Chapter 4

In the right light, my apartment is a laboratory. Stainless surfaces, cut-glass decanters, counters without a single misplaced fleck. Order, even under pressure, is what I do best.

Tonight, I arranged the experiment with less subtlety and more spectacle than before. There are four jars on the bar—one for each man involved, their names written in my clean, unbroken script on white tape beneath the glass. Jake. Carlos. Tim. And, set slightly apart, Nate’s jar, still nearly empty, a monument to lack. Each vessel has a cluster of colored beads already pre-counted beside it, sorted by hue and luster, each with its own small, stainless steel spoon for ceremonial deposit.

I arranged the furniture for optimal field of vision. The main couch faces the action zone, leather, unforgiving, and wide enough for three if they’re willing to touch. I placed the chairs at calculated intervals, and I angled them not for comfort but for lines of sight. I walk the perimeter, testing views from each seat, marking the paths of movement with my eyes. If this is to be a performance, I will direct every glance.

Camera setup is last. One lens above the bar, wide angle to catch the full span of the living room. A second in the hallway, for entries and exits. A third, smaller, clipped to the bookcase, focused precisely on the ottoman in the “waiting” area. I check the battery on each, the angles, the blinking red light that means “recording” and also “confession.” There is no illusion of privacy tonight, only the comfort of well-documented humiliation.

I step back, scanning for symmetry. My mind flicks through the checklist—lighting, seating, temperature, ambient sound (low, wordless electronica). For an instant, I allow myself to feel satisfaction, which I file away for later use.

Nate’s key is still on the chain around my neck, cold against my skin. I twist it once, slowly, before letting it settle back into its place.

He is due home at 6:18. I hear his shoes in the hallway at 6:16, the nervous triple-tap of hesitation before he keys in. I don’t move from the living room; I want him to walk into the constructed world unbuffered.

He enters, sees the jars first, then the cameras, then me. I have positioned myself in the center of the room, arms folded, one hip cocked in silent challenge. His eyes go to the floor, then up, then down again.

“You’re early,” I say. “I like that.”

He sets his bag by the door and stands, waiting.

“Bathroom. Shower. Use the disposable razor in the medicine cabinet. No nicks this time. Towel off and report here.”

He nods, voice lost. He disappears down the hall, already fumbling at his shirt buttons.

I set a timer: twelve minutes, the median of his usual routine plus two for nerves. While he showers, I pace the space, resetting each chair by millimeters, brushing invisible dust from the counter, rehearsing my opening lines. I want to appear effortless, but there’s no margin for improvisation.

When he emerges, towel wrapped tight at his waist, I gesture him to the standing mat in front of the fridge.

“Inspection,” I say, flat.

He drops the towel. His body is pale, hairless, and marked in several places by the faint lines of last week’s lessons. I circle him, hands clasped behind my back, not touching. A black cage confines his cock, the Vice’s seam flush against his skin. I note the way he flexes his thighs, trying to will an erection that will not come.

I squat to examine the device. The lock is secure. No skin caught, no chafing. I stand, then run a hand down his chest, letting my nails graze his ribs just enough to make him shiver.

“You did well,” I say, voice clinical. “Now listen.”

He stands at attention, eyes fixed on a spot behind my head.

“Tonight, you will not speak unless directly addressed. I will summon you by name if I need you. You will serve appetizers at the signal, two minutes after the second guest arrives. You will sit on the floor, here,” I point to a taped X on the tile,“and watch the proceedings, hands visible.”

I pause, waiting for it to settle.

“You will not touch yourself, or anyone else, without explicit instruction. Signaling with two fingers will get you water. If you need the bathroom, three. If you violate these rules, the penalty is an additional week in chastity, per infraction.”

He nods, then realizes and says, “Yes, Ma’am.”

I allow myself a microsecond of pride.

“Now dress,” I command.

On the counter, I’ve laid out his uniform: a black elastic collar with a D-ring, nothing else. He fastens it, skin turning pink at the contact.

“For you, the dress code is minimal,” I say, and walk to the bedroom to prepare myself.

I choose the bodysuit again, but this time I leave the zipper down past the midpoint of my sternum. The fabric hugs me tight, the cut high and unforgiving at the hip. Sheer stockings, then a set of four-inch stilettos that force my calves into a perfect arc. I contour my face with sparing but deliberate makeup. Sharp lines at the cheek, brows like punctuation marks. I pin my hair back in a bun that looks severe, but will come apart with a single deliberate tug.

Before exiting, I check myself in the mirror. The effect is predatory, almost inhuman, and that is exactly what I want. I slip the key back around my neck, letting it rest between my breasts, then return to the living room.

Nate is kneeling on the mat, hands folded on his thighs, eyes glued to the floor. He looks up when I enter, and I see his mouth move, as if he wants to compliment but remembers the rules.

I check the clock. 6:55. The first guest is due at seven. I glide to the bar and pour myself a seltzer, the bubbles an echo of nerves I refuse to acknowledge.

The doorbell rings at exactly 6:59.

I walk to the entryway, heels silent on the tile, and open the door.

Jake stands there, effortless as always, in a midnight suit and a smirk that says he’s read the syllabus and annotated every page. He steps in, brushing past me with a hint of cologne and the suggestion of challenge.

He sees Nate immediately, and his grin widens.

“Evening, boss,” Jake says, eyes on me. “Looks like the party’s already started.”

“Take a seat,” I reply, pointing him to the couch. “We’re expecting two more.”

He nods, strips off his jacket, and lounges with a practiced sprawl that claims territory by default. He watches me with open appreciation, but not surprise; he expects me to escalate.

Carlos arrives next, 7:03, no apology for being late. He’s in a slate-gray shirt, sleeves rolled to show off perfect forearms, and a pair of jeans so artfully distressed they could be a thesis on sexual marketing. He carries himself with a boxer’s looseness, all contained violence and amiable smiles.

“Hey,” he says, then adds, “Damn,” at the sight of me. He walks to the bar, inspects the jars.

“These for us?” he asks, tapping the glass labeled Carlos.

“Performance review,” I say, pouring him a seltzer. “You’ll see.”

He clinks his glass against mine. “Looking forward to it.”

The third guest is Tim. He slips in unnoticed, black hoodie over black tee, jeans so dark they suck up light. He stands near the bookcase, silent, watching the room like it’s a puzzle to solve.

I nod to him. “Glad you could make it.”

He nods back, eyes flicking between the jars and the cameras.

With everyone present, I signal to Nate. He stands, picks up the tray of appetizers from the fridge (crudites, charcuterie, artisanal crackers. Nothing that stains fingers) and brings it to the coffee table. He bows slightly, then returns to his place on the mat.

The three men eye him, then each other. Jake is the first to break the silence.

“Looks like you trained him up nice,” he says.

Carlos grins. “Does he fetch, too?”

Tim just watches, unsmiling, but I see the interest spark behind his eyes.

I sip my seltzer. “He’s learned his place. Haven’t you, Nate?”

He looks up, voice barely above a whisper. “Yes, Ma’am.”

Jake laughs, low and appreciative.

Carlos turns to me. “So, what are the rules for tonight?”

I cross my legs, letting the fabric shift to expose more thigh. “Simple. I’ll go down the line. Each of you gets a turn. After each round, I add beads to the jars based on performance. At the end, we tally results.”

Jake leans forward. “And the prize?”

I let my eyes linger on him. “You’ll see.”

Carlos nods, satisfied. Tim raises an eyebrow, but says nothing.

I stand, cueing the start of the show. “Jake, you’re first. Carlos, you have the next seat. Tim, you observe and provide critique.”

They comply, the choreography seamless.

Jake sits, spreading his knees wide. He pats his lap. “You want to kneel, or should I?”

I smile, move to the couch, and lower myself between his legs. He unzips, confident, and pulls himself free. He is already half-hard. I wrap my hand around the shaft, stroke slowly, then take him in my mouth. He tastes of sweat and anticipation.

He threads his fingers through my hair, guiding but never forcing. I increase speed, using both hands and tongue, making a show of it for the cameras and for Nate, who sits frozen on the mat, unable to look away.

“God, you’re good,” Jake groans. “Better than last time, even.”

I pull back, letting a string of saliva connect us. “We’re just getting started,” I say, then go back down, swallowing him as deep as I can.

He comes with a grunt, hands tightening in my hair. I swallow, then clean him off with my tongue, careful to make eye contact the entire time.

I stand, turn to the bar, and with grand ceremony, add two blue beads to Jake’s jar.

“Performance: above average,” I say, deadpan.

Jake laughs, fixing himself back in his pants.

Carlos claps, slow and mocking. “Tough act to follow,” he says, but stands anyway, unbuckling his belt as he does.

I guide him to the edge of the couch. His cock is thick, uncut, and already leaking at the tip. I lick him from base to crown, savoring the heft, then take him into my mouth, all the way down. He groans, leans back, lets his knees fall open.

I work him hard, hands twisting around the shaft, tongue flicking and curling. He bucks up, losing composure, and I let him. When he twitches, I pull back, milking the head with one hand while I look up at him.

He finishes across my tongue, salty and hot. I swallow, then show my clean mouth to the room.

I stand, depositing three beads into his jar.

“Overachiever,” I say.

Carlos grins, dimples deep.

Tim’s turn. He is the only one who doesn’t undress. Instead, he sits, waiting for me to come to him.

When I do, he places a hand on my jaw, tilting my face up. “What if I want to watch you get off first?” he asks, voice a shade above a whisper.

I pause, considering. Then I unzip the bodysuit, exposing my breasts, and straddle his lap. I grind down, the friction intense through the thin nylon. He cups my ass, lifts me, lets me ride his thigh.

I bring myself to the edge, then slow, denying release. I want to wait. I want to torment Nate, who is squirming now, hands flat and shaking on his knees.

Tim smiles, reading the dynamic. “You like him to watch,” he says.

“Very much,” I reply, grinding again.

He moves his hand between my legs, pressing hard through the stocking. I come, shuddering, biting down on his shoulder to muffle the sound.

When I’m done, I lean back, panting.

He gives a small, satisfied smile.

I add a single bead to his jar. “Subtlety,” I say. “Sometimes less is more.”

The room is quiet now. All eyes are on me.

I stand, smoothing the bodysuit back over my skin, and turn to Nate.

“You may speak,” I say.

He clears his throat, voice thick. “Thank you, Ma’am.”

I nod, then point to the bar. “Come here.”

He stands, walks over, shaky but upright.

“Which jar has the most beads?” I ask.

He scans. “Carlos’s, Ma’am.”

“Which has the least?”

He blushes. “Mine, Ma’am.”

I let that hang in the air.

“Maybe next time you’ll do better,” I say.

He nods, defeated but desperate for approval.

I dismiss the men, one by one, each with a compliment or a promise for the next round.

When the last guest leaves, I turn off the cameras, pour myself a seltzer, and watch Nate as he cleans up, naked but for the collar and the cage.

Order restored. Experiment complete.

For now.

#

The orchestration of the rhythm of arrival produces the maximum psychological effect. Jake arrives first, as planned, never early and never late. The door barely clicks before he’s in the apartment, his energy filling the space faster than his footsteps. He sizes up the set: the bead jars on the bar, the camera lights, the single X of tape marking Nate’s position.

Jake locks eyes with me, and I can tell he’s already analyzing the evening like a game of chess with only two moves left. He flashes a grin, all confidence and no need for approval.

“You always throw parties like this?” he says.

“Only for the best,” I reply, and mean it.

He scans the room, clocks Nate kneeling at attention, then raises an eyebrow at me. “Is he always like that?”

“Conditioning,” I say. “Takes time, but it’s worth it.”

Jake laughs, then takes a seat on the main couch, stretching one arm along the back. He spreads his knees, claiming space. Nate doesn’t even blink, though I see the way his jaw tightens.

Carlos arrives next, bringing with him a draft of aftershave and sunlight. He’s less theatrical in his entrance, but immediately spots the bead jars, steps up, and taps his own with a knuckle.

“Performance review, huh?” Carlos says, then glances at Nate. “Bet mine fills up first.”

I pour him a seltzer. “That’s a safe bet,” I say, “but the night is young.”

Carlos glances at Jake, measuring, then takes the spot next to him on the couch. “Hey, man,” he says, extending a hand.

“Jake,” says Jake, grip firm.

“Carlos,” Carlos answers, all teeth.

They shake, then both look at me, waiting for the next move.

Tim arrives last. Knocking is something he doesn’t even bother with. He just enters, glides to the bookcase, and leans against it, arms crossed. He wears a thin, almost amused smile.

“Didn’t want to interrupt the team meeting,” Tim says.

“You’re right on time,” I reply.

He nods at the jars. “Nice touch,” he says, then studies Nate for a long, silent beat before turning his attention to the rest of the room.

With everyone present, I step to the bar and clear my throat.

“Gentlemen,” I say, holding up a bead between thumb and forefinger. “Tonight, you are here to compete. Each act, each performance, is scored here. At the end, we’ll see who rises to the top.”

Jake smirks. “What do we win?”

I let the bead drop into his jar, the click of glass on glass echoing. “Bragging rights. And another round if you’re lucky.”

Carlos raises his seltzer in a salute. “Sounds like my kind of game.”

Tim nods, inscrutable.

I look at Nate, still kneeling. “Nate, serve the appetizers.”

He stands, shaky but composed, and retrieves the tray from the kitchen. He offers first to Jake, then Carlos, then Tim, who declines with a polite shake of his head. Nate then returns to the mat, sitting cross-legged with his hands on his knees, head bowed.

Jake eyes him, then looks at me. “You really broke him in, huh?”

“It’s a process,” I say, “but he’s coming along.”

Carlos leans forward, staring at Nate like he’s trying to spot a defect. “You ever miss the old days, man?” he says. “When you could just… do what you wanted?”

Nate hesitates, then shakes his head.

“Answer him,” I say.

“No, Ma’am. I like things this way,” Nate says, voice even.

Carlos whistles. “She’s got you good.”

Jake grins. “Guy’s living the dream. All the humiliation, none of the pressure.”

Tim, still at the bookcase, chimes in. “Some people need boundaries. Otherwise, they get lost.”

Jake nods. “Bet you were always the teacher’s pet,” he says to Nate.

Nate manages a small smile. “I try my best.”

I stand, slide onto the arm of the couch between Jake and Carlos. I run my nails down Jake’s forearm, then across Carlos’s thigh, letting the touch linger just long enough to mean something. Both men respond, Jake with a flex, Carlos with a slow exhale.

“He’s learned his place, haven’t you, Nate?” I say, turning to look at him.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Nate says.

“Say it for them.”

“My place is at your feet, Ma’am.”

Jake laughs, not unkindly. “Shit. Maybe I should take notes.”

Carlos leans in. “You hear that, Tim? This is next-level.”

Tim shrugs, but his eyes never leave me.

I tug Nate up from the floor, guide him to kneel at my side as I sit on the couch. I thread my fingers through his hair, petting him like a favorite, slightly dangerous animal.

“He’s well-behaved,” I say to the men. “But you should see him when he’s desperate.”

Jake leans closer. “What’s the threshold?”

“That’s tonight’s experiment,” I say, and smile.

Carlos snorts. “You ever gonna let him off the leash?”

“If he earns it,” I say.

Nate’s eyes flick up, hopeful, then down again.

Tim, finally moving, takes a chair directly across from us. “You ever let him watch?” he asks.

I nod. “That’s most of his job.”

Jake grins. “He gets off on it?”

“I must clarify; he may not leave, but he may watch.”

They all turn to look at Nate. He doesn’t squirm, but his cheeks burn red.

Carlos raises his glass, salutes him. “To Nate, the world’s most patient man.”

Jake and Tim join in, and I do too, the four glasses chiming together.

As the men talk, trading barbs and stories, I pet Nate, keeping him present but silent. Occasionally I make him refill drinks or fetch another tray, always with a wordless signal.

Every time he returns, I make sure he kneels a little closer to the center of the room, more visible, more on display.

The men notice, of course. They make crude jokes, some about me, most about Nate, and I let them. It’s part of the ritual.

By the time the appetizers are gone, the air is thick with anticipation.

I stand, cueing the next phase.

“Ready?” I ask, looking at each man.

Jake: “Always.”

Carlos: “Born ready.”

Tim: “I’ll watch.”

I turn to Nate. “You too?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he says.

I nod, satisfied, and lead the way.

Everything is proceeding according to plan.

#

The room shifts, or maybe it’s just the air pressure. A palpable thickening as the men settle in, each eyeing the other for the next move. I direct Nate to the ottoman, where he kneels, hands folded behind his back, chin up. He’s perfectly centered, the axis of a humiliating universe.

I turn to Jake, cock my head. “You’re first.”

He stands, rolling his sleeves to the elbow, eyes never leaving mine. He sits on the edge of the couch, knees wide, and pats his lap. “Want to put on a show?”

I don’t hesitate. I straddle him, face to face, and unzip his pants in a single motion. His cock springs up, already hard, and I take it in hand, stroking slowly, teasing.

He kisses me, rough, biting my lip. I let him, savoring the taste of salt and threat. I can feel the heat of Nate’s stare on my back, a hunger so sharp it’s almost physical.

Jake grips my hips and grinds up, cock pressing against the thin fabric of my bodysuit. I reach down, shift the panel aside, and slide him in. He fills me instantly, stretching, thick. I moan, loudly and unselfconsciously.

“Good girl,” Jake whispers, loud enough for Nate to hear. “You always this wet for me?”

I ride him, setting the pace, nails digging crescents into his shoulders. He laughs when I try to slow it down. “Don’t hold back,” he says, hands moving up to cup my breasts, thumbs flicking over my nipples.

I glance at Nate, making direct eye contact. Nate’s jaw is set, and he bites his lower lip so hard that blood is visible.

“Watch closely,” I say to him, arching my back for effect.

Jake fucks up into me, brutal and relentless. I come quickly, the orgasm tight and electric, shaking me from the core. I don’t stop. He fucks me through it, breathing hard, his focus total.

“You want to see how it’s done?” Jake taunts, looking past me to Nate. “Take notes.”

He comes inside me with a growl, pulls me down hard onto his lap, holding me there as he empties. I sit breathing hard, savoring the aftershock.

I stand, wipe the slick from my thighs, and walk to the bar. With a flourish, I add four beads to Jake’s jar.

“New high score,” I say, and Jake bows from the couch, grinning.

Carlos claps, slow. “My turn?”

I nod, motioning him forward.

Carlos stands, all lazy confidence, and strips off his shirt, letting it fall to the floor. His chest is broad, olive skin dusted with dark hair. He beckons me closer, and I oblige, dropping to my knees in front of him.

He’s thick, uncut, and I take him in my mouth, slow at first, then deeper, until I feel him hit the back of my throat. He runs his fingers through my hair, guiding but never forcing.

“Damn,” he mutters, hand gentle but possessive. “You look so fucking good like that.”

I bob up and down, working him with tongue and hand, occasionally glancing up to see the effect. His eyes close, head tipped back in pleasure.

I look over at Nate. “Take a good look,” I say, stroking Carlos with one hand while pointing at Nate with the other. “This is what you’re missing.”

Nate shudders, but keeps watching.

Carlos comes with a shudder, shooting across my tongue. I swallow, then lick him clean, making a show of it for both him and the cameras.

He helps me up, kisses me on the mouth, and tastes himself with a smile. “You’re the best,” he says, and I don’t argue.

At the bar, I deposit three beads into his jar, slow and deliberate.

“Not bad,” I say.

Carlos shrugs. “I’ve got stamina for round two.”

Tim’s turn is next. He never stands, just beckons me to him with a crooked finger. I settle into his lap, and he wraps both arms around my waist, holding me close.

He doesn’t go for the obvious. Instead, he whispers in my ear, voice barely audible.

“Do you like control?” Tim says.

“I am in control,” I whisper back.

He smiles, leans in, and bites my neck, soft at first, then hard enough to bruise.

“I want you to let go,” he says, lips against my skin.

I grind down on him, desperate for friction, but he keeps his hands on my hips, holding me still.

“Beg,” he says.

I hesitate, but do it. “Please, Tim.”

He shakes his head. “That’s not enough.”

I looked him in the eye. “Please, Tim. Please let me come.”

He stills me completely, then lets me grind in small, torturous circles.

“You’re close, aren’t you?” he whispers.

I nod, frantic.

“Not yet,” he says, pulling my hair hard, exposing my throat.

He repeats this over and over, bringing me to the edge, then stopping. I lost count of how many times he denied me.

Behind us, I hear Nate breathing hard, almost panting. I look at him and see that he’s nearly in tears, desperate and undone.

Tim finally relents, fingers finding my clit, rubbing just enough to send me over. I come with a sob, body shaking.

He holds me through it, then releases.

I stagger to the bar, add two beads to his jar.

“Strategic,” I say. “Delayed gratification.”

Tim grins. “Always worth the wait.”

Throughout, Nate has been utterly silent, hands never moving from his thighs.

I turn to him. “Did you enjoy the show?”

He nods, wordless.

“Speak.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he says, voice shaky.

I walk to him, stand over the kneeling form, and run my fingers through his hair. “You’ve watched all night, but your jar is still empty.”

He swallows, looking up at me.

“Maybe next time you’ll do better.”

Jake and Carlos laugh. Tim just watches, eyes hooded.

I dismissed the men, letting them retire to the kitchen for drinks and post-match banter. Nate remains kneeling, utterly spent by the ordeal of doing nothing at all.

I run my thumb along his jaw, then kiss him lightly on the lips.

“You’re improving,” I say.

He looks at the jars, at his own, then at me.

There’s nothing left to say.

But everything to feel.

#

There’s a silence after the contest, the pregnant pause that only comes from exhaustion and total depletion of desire. Jake and Carlos trade small talk, low and satisfied, while Tim nurses his seltzer and watches me with a look that could be curiosity or contempt.

Nate stays on his knees, eyes fixed on the jars, face slick with sweat and humiliation. I savor the quiet, the calm of a test complete, before resetting the dynamic for the grand finale.

I stand, smoothing the bodysuit back over my skin, and walk to the ottoman where Nate kneels. I squat, resting on my heels, so our faces are level.

Softly, almost kindly, I say, “You did well tonight.” “You followed every rule. You watched everything, even when it hurt.”

He looks up, hope flickering. “Thank you, Ma’am.”

I trace his cheek with the back of my hand, then lean close. “You’ve earned a reward,” I say, loud enough for the others to hear. I snap my fingers at Jake, who tosses me the small, surgical-grade key from the counter. I dangle it in front of Nate’s face.

“Don’t get too excited. You only get what I allow.”

He nods, chastened.

I unlock the device, slow, methodically. It comes away with a click, and his cock is already hard, flushed red from denial and the attention of the room. I glance at the other men, making sure they’re watching.

“Here’s the game,” I say. Two minutes are what you have. You don’t get to touch yourself, not even once. You stay kneeling. We all get to watch. If you finish in time, you get a bead.”

Jake laughs, delighted. “You’re ruthless, Kelly.”

Carlos whistles, low and appreciative. “Man’s got it rough.”

Tim just smiles, eyes narrowed in anticipation.

I set a timer on my phone, place it on the ottoman where Nate can see the countdown. “Ready?”

He takes a deep breath, shoulders squared. “Yes, Ma’am.”

I look at the men. “Offer constructive criticism.”

The countdown begins.

Nate’s cock is already leaking, the strain of weeks of denial making him hypersensitive. He closes his eyes, but I snap my fingers.

“Eyes open, Nate. Look at us.”

He opens them, shame, and desire mingled in his gaze.

Jake: “You gonna make him beg?”

I grin. “That’s up to him.”

Nate’s breathing quickens as the timer slips past thirty seconds. He shifts on his knees, trying to will himself over the edge.

Carlos: “If I were you, I’d picture Kelly riding me.”

Jake: “Nah, he wants to be the one on his knees. Admit it, man.”

Tim: “Or maybe he wants all of us to watch him fail.”

The words hit Nate, and I watch the ripple move down his body. He grits his teeth, cock twitching.

I kneel beside him, brush my lips against his ear. “You enjoy being watched, don’t you? You love the humiliation.”

He moans, nearly losing control.

Jake leans forward. “You think he’s gonna make it?”

Carlos: “Not a chance. He’s too soft.”

I glance at the timer. There is only one minute left.

Nate’s face contorts. He tries to hold out, but I see the moment it breaks him. His cock jerks, and a thin stream of cum arcs onto the floor, pooling on the tile. He bites back a cry, shaking with the force of it.

Jake claps, mocking but not cruel. “He did it. Barely.”

Carlos: “Impressive. Guess the training’s paying off.”

Tim sips his drink, then offers, “Next time, raise the stakes.”

I ruffle Nate’s hair, then stand, restoring order. I pick up a single bead. A sapphire, smaller and more fragile than the ones the men earned, and drop it into his jar.

“Congratulations,” I say. “You’re on the board.”

Jake laughs, “It’s lonely at the bottom, man.”

Carlos adds, “You’ll get there. Eventually.”

Tim just watches, silent.

I kneel, wipe up the mess with a paper towel, and hand it to Nate.

“Clean yourself,” I say, then click the device back into place with practiced ease. The lock snaps shut, and I tuck the key back around my neck.

“You’re done for the night,” I tell him. “But tomorrow, you’ll start over.”

He nods, docile, the flush of orgasm already fading to shame.

I walk to the bar, pour myself another seltzer, and look at the jars. Jake’s is heavy with beads, Carlos just behind. Tim’s is a modest cluster. Nate’s has a single, perfect gem at the bottom.

The men linger, making plans for next time, offering jokes about new positions, new games, the possibility of doubling the stakes.

I escort them out one by one, each with a whispered promise of more. Jake kisses me hard at the door, Carlos holds my waist a shade too long, and Tim merely nods, dark eyes glittering.

When the apartment is finally quiet, I lock up, check the cameras, and walk the perimeter. Nate is in the kitchen, washing glasses, face blank.

I walk up behind him, wrap my arms around his waist, and rest my chin on his shoulder.

“You did well,” I say again.

He leans back into me, just a little.

I squeeze him, then let go. “Go get ready for bed.”

He obeys, silent, padding down the hallway.

I stay behind, staring at the jars. I tap each one, feeling the weight, the difference.

Tomorrow, I’ll reset the board. I’ll come up with new rules, extra punishments, new games.

But for tonight, I just want to remember the look on Nate’s face the moment he realized exactly where he belonged, and how much he wanted to be there.

The beads glint in the dim light, a record of desire and failure.

It’s just math, I think, and smile.

The equation always balances in my favor.


Bullied at Yoga


Chapter 1

There is a system to everything, even desire. I stand in front of the closet and count three measured heartbeats before I begin. Greg is in the shower. That gives me—forty minutes? Perhaps less if he can’t wait to masturbate and just rinses off. But I know my husband, and I know how anticipation makes him slow down, hoping that a longer shower buys him a better morning. I take the top off the hanger first, a navy silk wrap with a surplice neckline that always seems an inch away from betraying my breasts. I check my reflection, angle my shoulders, and pull the fabric a little tighter. The line of my cleavage looks like an accident, but it is the entire point.

I take my time with the skirt, assessing options, discarding a pencil cut (too severe) and a flared midi (too teacher’s-lounge), settling at last on the shortest black micro I own. The hem is conservative from the front, but the length means the lace of my thigh-highs will peek out every time I move. I step into the skirt, letting my gaze travel up the mirror, assessing the new vertical: the dark hair, cut to maximize face and neck, the high-arched brow that gives me perpetual confidence, the body that is leaner than most people expect. Greg likes that I am a little intimidating. He needs to be dominated, though he would never say so.

The stockings are a simple black, the lace at the top barely blue in morning light. I smooth them over my calves and thighs, slowly and carefully, making sure there’s not a twist. The shoes are stilettos, suede, with red soles. They have no business being comfortable, but my body has learned their punishment. I fasten the ankle strap and watch my calf tighten, watch the line it makes all the way to my ass.

I can hear Greg in the bedroom now, opening drawers, his towel slung low on his hips. I don’t turn yet. For him, I hope to be an art object, with him studying me like a museum patron. I select a lipstick, deep cherry, and apply it slowly, then blot on the inside of my wrist, leaving a perfect bruise-colored mark. I clean the edge with a Q-tip. Perfection is my defense; I do not believe in sloppiness.

I walk into the bedroom and Greg freezes, towel in hand, staring. His eyes drop from my face to my chest and then lower. He is not subtle, and he is not pretending. His cock thickens immediately against the towel, which he tries to hide by cinching it tighter. I sit at my vanity and cross my legs, watching him in the mirror.

"Don’t you have an early call?" he says, the timbre of his voice half a note higher than usual.

"Not today," I answer, glancing back over my shoulder. "Why, do you?"

He shakes his head. He is still waiting for direction, waiting to see what I want him to do. I lean forward and examine my eye makeup, flicking my lashes, and he catches the way the blouse pulls even lower. The blush on his cheeks is instantaneous. I uncross my legs, stand, and bend at the waist to retrieve my phone from the vanity, knowing full well the skirt will ride up and the stocking tops will show. I hear the hitch in his breath.

I turn to face him, letting my posture say everything. "Do you like the outfit?" I ask. I keep my tone casual.

His answer is, of course, yes.

"Then come here," I say.

He hesitates, nervous even in our own room, but he crosses the carpet in two strides. I wait until he is within reach, then I place a hand on his chest, feeling the residual warmth from the shower, and tug him in for a kiss. His lips are wet and open already, his tongue needy, but I control the rhythm, giving him just enough to leave him off balance.

I break away and let my hand slide down, over his belly, until it finds the edge of the towel. I run a single finger along the top seam, teasing, then let the towel drop to the floor. Greg’s cock is swollen, and a single vein is visible along its shaft, which angles upwards. I wrap my hand around it, gently at first, then tightening until he gasps.

He tries to kiss me again, but I push his chest until he sits back on the bed, legs spread, his cock jutting toward me. I watch his eyes, knowing he’s staring at my tits, my skirt, the stocking tops—trying to absorb it all, knowing he’s about to lose control.

I kneel in front of him, carefully folding the skirt under my knees to avoid creases. Glancing up, his glazed eyes show total surrender, making me feel a moment of affection. I run my hands up his thighs, tracing the line of muscle, then dig my nails in just enough to leave marks. My nails are square-cut, lacquered glossy white, perfect against his too-pale skin. I squeeze his thighs slowly, moving higher, watching his cock pulse.

"Look at you," I say, almost clinical. "Already so hard."

He shivers. He knows better than to speak.

I place my left hand at the base of his cock and squeeze until I feel the blood pound, then use my right hand to stroke him, lazy and slow, the way he likes but never admits. I lick my lips, making sure he sees the flash of tongue, the contrast of deep red against white teeth. Then I lean in, just barely brushing the head with my lips.

He twitches. It’s involuntary.

I look up. "You’re so easy, Greg."

He nods, desperate for me to keep going.

I want him to beg, but that will come later. For now, I build the tension. I drag my tongue along the underside of his shaft, slow and torturous, pausing at the tip to circle the frenulum. I watch his hands clench at the bedspread. He tries not to move, but his hips roll forward, seeking more. I deny him, pulling away just as he thinks he’ll get what he wants.

"Hands behind your back," I say.

He obeys immediately, interlocking his fingers behind him. He is shaking now, not with fear, but with anticipation. Smirking, I continue, my lips parting to take him in, just the head, holding it with my tongue and palate. I hum softly; the vibration makes him moan. I pull off with a wet pop, then return, stroking him with my fist while I taste the head again.

"Do you want more?" I ask.

"Yes," he whispers, voice broken.

I slap the head lightly with my tongue, then grip him harder. "Say please," I prompt.

"Please, Alice."

I reward him with a longer stroke, taking half his cock in my mouth, swirling my tongue. I feel him throb, feel the tension in his legs. I draw back, letting a strand of saliva bridge my lips and his cock, then break it with a flick of my wrist. I’m almost proud of how much control I have.

I reach up and cup his balls, rolling them gently, then squeeze until he winces. He’s close already, and I know it. But I will not let him finish yet.

I let sit back on my heels, wiping my mouth delicately with my thumb. "You look pathetic," I tell him, making sure my tone is affectionate, not cruel. He lowers his eyes, ashamed and aroused at the same time.

“We’re going to play a game.” I say, smiling. “I want to see if you can be a good boy and not touch yourself.”

I rise, lean in, and kiss him hard, then turn away to the closet, letting him see the curve of my ass as I go. I feel his gaze on me, hungry and helpless.

I wait, watching him, as I reach down and touch myself in front of him. His cock bops up and down. I slide my hand up my thigh, tracing the lace of my stockings, watching Greg's reaction in the mirror. His eyes are wide, pupils dilated, his cock twitching with every slight movement I make. I let my fingers dance over the fabric of my skirt, inching it up slowly, giving him a peek of the bare skin beneath. His breath hitches, and I can see the struggle in his eyes—the desperation to touch himself, to relieve the tension I've built, but he knows better. He knows the rules. 

I turn to face him, my back against the closet door, and lift my skirt higher, exposing the black lace thong underneath. He stares at me, and his hands grip the bedspread so tightly that his knuckles turn white. I run my fingers over the lace, feeling the heat between my legs, knowing that every tiny shift of my hips, every whisper of fabric, is driving him wild.

I slip my fingers beneath the lace, feeling my wetness. Greg's eyes widen, his breath coming in quick gasps. I can see the pre-cum glistening at the tip of his cock, his body shaking with the effort of holding back. I stroked myself slowly, deliberately, my eyes never leaving his. His gaze flickers between my face and my hand, his desire palpable.

"Do you see how wet I am, Greg?" I ask, my voice a low purr.

He nods, his mouth open, unable to form words. I continue to touch myself, my fingers moving in a steady rhythm, my breath quickening. Greg's cock throbs, his hips lifting slightly off the bed, seeking a release he knows he can't have. Not yet. Not until I say so. I let my head fall back against the closet door, my eyes fluttering closed for a moment as I lose myself in the sensation. When I open them again, Greg is staring at me, his expression a mix of adoration and agony. I smile, knowing that I have complete control.

"Are you imagining someone else fucking me?" I say, letting my eyelids flutter again. "Somebody bigger than you?" I let my fingers linger in the fold of my flesh and let the scent of my sex hang in the air. Pulling my fingers out, the thong’s lace feels taut on skin. I pause, my fingers still wet, and walk slowly towards him.

I lean in, my lips brushing against his ear. "Would you like to taste me?" I whisper. He nods eagerly, his tongue darting out to wet his lips. His tongue wrapped around my fingers as I slid them in, sucking greedily. I can feel his cock pulse against my wrist, his body trembling with need. Trailing my fingers down his chest, I pull them away, leaving a shiny trail of saliva. I step back, admiring my handiwork. Greg is a mess—his cock hard and leaking, his body shaking, his eyes filled with a desperate need for release. "Not yet, Greg." I tease.

He’s gripping his own knees, as if he thinks he can contain himself through force of will. His cock is still hard, glistening at the tip, a bead of pre-cum threatening to fall.

"Legs apart," I say, even though he already is. He obeys, spreading wider, and I take a seat at the foot of the bed, directly between his thighs. The smell of him: soap, sweat, an underlying note of panic  — hits me at once. I stare at his cock, letting my gaze linger for a beat too long.

"You never used to get this hard for me," I say. I watch the ripple of confusion on his face; it is a lie, but he can’t call me on it. Not now, not like this.

I reach out and flick the head of his cock with my finger, just hard enough to make him flinch. "Sensitive," I observe, then lower my voice. "Is it because you know you can’t touch yourself unless I say so?"

He doesn’t answer. He doesn’t have to. I lean in and drag my tongue slowly up the shaft, then around the head in a tight circle. His entire body locks in anticipation, the muscles of his thighs tense and quiver.

Immediately,  I take him in my mouth, letting only the tip rest on my tongue. I suck hard and listen for the sound he makes—the strangled little moan that tells me I am hurting him just enough. I back off, let my breath ghost over his wet skin, then resume, slow and steady, never letting him slip too far into pleasure.

After a minute, I stop completely and look up at him. "What’s wrong?" I ask, innocence dripping from my tone.

He shakes his head, panting. "Nothing. Please."

"Please what?" I press, enjoying the way he stumbles over his own desire. "Use your words."

He flushes, red creeping up his neck. "Please keep going."

I smirk, satisfied. "You’re adorable when you beg, you know that?"

His eyes close in shame, and I resume, this time using my fist in tandem with my lips, twisting at the head, watching for the telltale shudder that means he’s about to lose it. Slowing down, I nearly stop, and he groans as if in pain. I see his knuckles go white on the sheets. I’m tempted to bite, just a little, but that’s not today’s game.

Instead, I pull off and stare at his cock, which twitches and bobs, helpless. I laugh, low and soft. "Isn’t it cute how it twitches when I tease you about it?" I say, letting the words hang in the air like a dare.

Greg whimpers, the sound raw and embarrassing, and I lean in again, this time licking up the pre-cum and rolling it over my tongue. "Salty," I comment. "Do you like that I’m doing this?"

"Yes," he says, voice barely above a whisper.

I nod, as if giving him permission to feel pleasure. "You know I could make you cum whenever I wanted, right?" I ask, conversational. "But that’s not as fun as keeping you right here."

He is sweating now, beads collecting at his hairline, a single drop rolling down his temple. I press my thumb into the sensitive spot below the head, watch the twitch in his thigh, then wrap my lips around the tip and hum, soft and steady. The vibration pushes him closer to the edge, and I see his chest heave. I stop immediately.

He gasps, eyes wide with disbelief.

"Did you really think I’d let you finish this quickly?" I ask, letting a note of disappointment color my voice.

He tries to steady himself. His hands grip the sheets so tight I worry he might tear them. I place my palm on his stomach, flat, feeling the tremor in his abs. I look up, our eyes locking. "Tell me what you want," I say, as if it matters.

He hesitates, shame overriding desire for a split second. "I want to cum," he finally admits.

"Of course you do," I say. I run my hand up and down his shaft, faster now, watching for the signs—tightening balls, the frantic thrust of hips, the involuntary clenching of his jaw. At the last possible moment, I stop again, squeezing the base of his cock until the urge recedes. He cries out, desperate, almost angry, but I only laugh.

"Do you remember what you said about being in control?" I ask, voice soft and deadly.

He nods, tears in his eyes now. Real ones, or just from the physical effort? It doesn’t matter. I stroked him again, slower, more gently, coaxing him back to the edge. I know exactly where that line is, and I never cross it. He is trembling, every muscle taut, sweat pooling at the base of his throat. I lick the tip, savoring the taste of his frustration.

"You make the cutest noises," I say, almost to myself.

His hands are shaking now. He’s beyond words, reduced to primal urges and the need for relief. I pity him, but only a little. I kneel up, wipe my lips, and smile. "Maybe if you’re very good, I’ll let you cum tonight," I say, standing and smoothing my skirt. I check in the mirror. Not a hair out of place.

Greg collapses onto his back, cock still at full attention, leaking helplessly onto his stomach. He watches me, eyes glazed with a mixture of worship and resentment.

"Thank you," he manages, voice hoarse.

I grin, all teeth. "You’re welcome."

I leave him there, undone and desperate, and walk into the bathroom to wash my hands. I run the water cold, feeling the pleasant chill against my skin, and wonder idly if he’ll masturbate when I’m gone, or if he’ll wait for permission. Not caring is my decision. The system works.

#

When I return to the bedroom, Greg is still lying there, exactly as I expected. His hands are limp at his sides now, as if he’s forgotten they ever belonged to him. His cock is softer than before, but only by a degree; the humiliation of being edged and denied lingers, chemical, refusing to dissipate. I walk in, phone in hand, and sit beside him. He looks up at me with the eyes of a whipped dog—hopeful, needy, and not a little broken.

I tap the phone screen. “I have a question,” I say, tone light, as if we’re about to discuss what to order for dinner.

He tries to sit up, thinks better of it, and props himself on his elbows. “What’s up?” His voice is hoarse, still wrecked from earlier.

I look him over. His hair sticks to his forehead with sweat, the flush that still burns in his cheeks, the way his thighs tremble every time I cross my legs. I let the silence draw out, just a moment longer than is comfortable.

“What would you do if I ever cheated on you?” I ask. I say it as if I’m not expecting an answer.

He freezes. His jaw works, searching for the right response. I track his eyes: first confusion, then denial, then a wave of panic. But the actual answer, the one that matters, comes from below his waist. His cock jerks visibly, as if it’s heard an invitation.

I point to it. “See, I knew you’d like that,” I say, unable to suppress a small laugh.

He covers himself with a hand, embarrassed.

“Oh, don’t bother,” I say, and place my hand on his arm, pushing it aside. “We both know it’s not going anywhere.”

He blushes, deeply and hotly. “I don’t like it,” he says, but it’s unconvincing.

I lean in close, letting my breath brush his ear. “Liar,” I whisper. Then, louder: “Would you want to watch?”

He shakes his head, eyes squeezed shut. But his cock answers for him, growing harder again, the tip already wet.

I draw a slow circle on his chest with my finger. “I’m only joking,” I say, though we both know I’m not. “But if you ever got suspicious, would you want to know where I am?”

He tries to process this, but I move on before he can catch up. “What if I got you a smartwatch? You could see where I am all the time.”

He looks at me, puzzled. “What for?”

“Call it a… relationship enhancer,” I say. “It could link to my phone. There’s a feature that lets you see my location whenever you want.” I whisper it, almost tender, as if I’m offering him security. “That way, you’d always know where I am. Yoga classes, grocery store, whatever.”

He stares at me, unsure. “You want me to track you?”

I shake my head. “No. I want you to feel safe. It also does heart rate and sleep tracking,” I say, as if that’s important.

“Is this a joke?” he asks.

I smile, but do not answer.

I lie down next to him, fully clothed, and pull him into my lap. He buries his face in my blouse, desperate for some trace of comfort. I pet his hair, slowly and methodically, and whisper, “You trust me, don’t you?”

He nods almost violently.

I let him settle there, my hand on the back of his neck, fingers drumming a slow, soothing rhythm. I want him to understand there is no escape, but he doesn’t have to be afraid.

I press a kiss to his temple. “Good boy,” I say.

He exhales, relieved, but his body remains taut, his cock pressed hard and hot against my thigh. I ignore it. This is no longer about sex.

After a while, I get up and retrieve a fresh blouse, changing right in front of him. I button it slowly, letting him watch. I slip on a tailored jacket and a pair of slacks, dressing for the day. Greg remains on the bed, naked, watching me with adoration and something darker. His cock, still at attention, leaks a steady line of pre-cum onto his stomach.

I check my reflection in the mirror. Not a wrinkle. Not a hair out of place. “I’ll be back late,” I say, collecting my phone and bag. “Dinner’s in the fridge.”

He makes a small affirmative noise, but doesn’t move.

I walk to the door, turn, and look at him one last time. He’s sprawled on the bed, legs open, his body a map of my making. His cock is still throbbing, twitching with every heartbeat. I feel a flush of satisfaction, warm and total.

The last thing I see as I close the door is his hand moving toward his cock, hesitating, unsure if he’s allowed to finish. I smile, knowing the answer.

The system is perfect.


Chapter 2

The glass doors shudder against their hinges as I step into the boutique, Greg half a pace behind me, shoulders already braced for whatever comes next.

A high-polished marble floor reflects every movement, from ankle to eyebrow. The ceiling, set with embedded LEDs, glows with a surgically clean white that is the opposite of comforting.

In the reflection I see my outline—a hard line of navy sheath dress, black patent heels, the suggestion of stocking at the knee. The outfit commands attention, but it is not too aggressive.

Greg is not the only one who notices. Even though the boutique is crowded, the men behind the counters look up the way interns look up from their laptops when a senior VP walks by, hoping to make contact but desperate not to seem obvious. Seth Adams materializes in front of us like a well-trained butler: forty, maybe, with silvered hair cut close enough to show the grid of his scalp, a face made for earnestness. His suit is navy; his tie a micro-pattern that suggests obsessive attention to detail. His handshake is brisk and somehow paternal.

"Welcome! I’m Seth. How can I help you two today?" His gaze flicks between us, taking in every detail, then anchors politely to my face.

"We have an appointment," I say.

"For the new fitness band?" He gestures with an open palm, ushering us towards the back. "Of course. You must be Mrs. Thompson. We have the latest models set up for private demonstration. Just follow me."

The boutique is a surgical theater for consumer electronics: a grid of freestanding stations, each under-lit with soft blue halos, each displaying a single object ranging from phones to watches and speakers. The other customers are uniformly intense, the way rich men become when technology promises to solve a problem they never knew they had.

Seth leads us to a table set off from the main floor, backed by a wall of smoked glass. Three matte-black fitness bands lie in a careful row, alongside a pair of tablets and a wireless charger puck. He pulls a chair for me, and I cross my legs with intent, feeling the tension rise in Greg beside me. I smell his deodorant, faintly citrus under the aftershave, and wonder if he suspects how transparent his desire is in this light.

Seth sits across from us, folding his hands neatly. "We have the new Titan X, rated best in biometric accuracy. Full suite. Heart, oxygen, sleep, even blood glucose if you opt in for the premium sensors." He slides a band down the table with a flourish. "But I think you’ll find the real innovation is in the tracking."

Greg, still standing, looks at the band as if it might bite him. I lean forward, letting the neckline do some work, and pluck the band between two fingers. The surface is impossibly smooth, the buckle a perfect satin of surgical steel. "You mean location?" I say. I raise an eyebrow for effect.

"Not just GPS," Seth says, his eyes gleaming. "We use triangulation from Wi-Fi and Bluetooth as well. Indoors, you can get accuracy down to a meter, sometimes less. That’s… unprecedented." He is proud, genuinely so. Greg clears his throat.

"So it could tell if someone was, say, in one apartment or another in the same building?"

Seth beams. "Absolutely. If the building has public Wi-Fi. Or even just a lot of Bluetooth devices nearby. The band can plot your exact floor and even which room, in real time."

I meet Greg’s eyes. There is a flicker of panic, quickly masked as he fidgets with the edge of the table. I smile at Seth. "How does the privacy work?"

He launches into a well-oiled spiel: "You can set who’s allowed to view your location. You can share in real-time, or only allow access for designated times or events. If you want your spouse to see where you are during workouts or commutes, you can automate that. But you can revoke permissions, of course."

The last bit is directed at me, and I see Greg’s jaw tighten. I glance at Greg, then back at Seth. "Perfect. We’ll take it." I say it with a finality that silences all further pitching.

Seth’s face splits into a salesman's grin. "Let’s get you fitted, then." He stands, moving to my side with a deference that is almost old-fashioned. "If you’d like to give me your wrist?"

I offer my left arm, extending it palm up. Seth’s fingers are cool and precise as he snaps the band around my wrist, adjusting it so the sensor sits just above my pulse. He presses my wrist gently, his own thumb on my inner arm, feeling the throb of my heartbeat with professional detachment. I sense Greg watching, eyes pinned to the point of contact.

"Is it comfortable?" Seth asks, lingering just a second too long.

"It’s perfect," I say, and mean it.

Seth nods, then gestures for Greg’s phone. "If you want to link the device, I can walk you through the pairing and show you how the app interface works."

Greg pulls out his phone, hands trembling so slightly I doubt anyone but me would notice. I set my hand on his forearm, the band newly heavy on my wrist, and squeeze just enough to let him feel the pressure.

Seth launches into the setup, directing Greg to download the companion app. The tone of his voice is conspiratorial, as if this is a secret being passed down from master to apprentice. As the app loads, Seth glances at me. "Would you like to customize the privacy settings now, or later?"

"Now," I say, folding my hands atop the table. I want to watch Greg sweat.

Seth walks us through each screen: authorizations, real-time tracking, emergency contact, even a "private mode" that a separate password can only override.

"If you want to be undetectable, you can toggle this, but you’ll need her permission to turn it back on," he tells Greg.

I watch Greg’s face as he nods along, not trusting himself to speak. Seth shows the live tracking on his own tablet. He shows how the blue dot—me—moves in relation to the store. "See? It even detects which side of the boutique you’re on."

He walks me to the wall and points at the tablet. "See? The band is pinging you right here. Even picks up subtle movements."

I glance back at Greg, who is pale, with the tips of his ears burning red. "Very impressive," I say. "Is there a way to check the pulse remotely?"

Seth nods. "That’s a premium feature, but yes. You can monitor vitals anytime." He holds up the tablet, where a digital heartbeat pulses on screen, matching mine. Greg stares at the screen, then at my wrist. There is something like awe in his expression, but also a new flavor of dread. I make a show of examining the band, turning my wrist, running a finger over the sensor. The gesture is intimate, as if I am already memorizing the feeling.

I look at Seth. "Thank you. This is exactly what we needed."

Leading us to a more private room, Seth motions for us to take the two seats closest together, and I slide in first, pulling Greg beside me so our thighs touch under the table. The air smells faintly of disinfectant and male ambition. Seth sits at the head, boots his own laptop, and lays out the setup with the brisk confidence of a man who’s spent years explaining things to people who do not listen. "We’ll get you up and running in two minutes flat," he says, fingers flying over the keys. "First, we’ll need to assign the device to your personal account. That way you get all the customizations—workouts, locations, everything."

I lean closer to Greg, close enough that my perfume must be overpowering, and rest my hand atop his knee, just beyond the border of the table. He tenses, then relaxes into the contact. I can practically hear the whir of anxiety in his chest.

Seth asks for my e-mail and a physical address. I give him my work address first, then pause as he prompts for "secondary locations." I say, "Let’s add my yoga studio. He likes to know I’m actually there," and give him the address of the strip-mall Hot Vinyasa that Greg loathes with a personal passion. I glance at Greg as I say it, and his eyes flick up to meet mine—there’s a warning there, a plea, but mostly resignation.

Seth leans in, eager to show off. "See here? It’s showing her at this table. The accuracy improves as you walk around. Want to test it?"

I nod, and stand, pushing my chair out with a calculated scrape. Greg’s gaze goes straight to the hem of my dress. I circle the room, pausing by the wall, watching Greg’s phone as the blue dot shifts incrementally from one side of the glass table to the other. "It’s almost too good," I say, returning to my seat. I put my hand back on Greg’s leg, this time an inch higher, and squeeze. "So he’ll always know where I am?"

My hand glides up to Greg's cock, rubbing him as the salesman speaks. The touch is deliberate, light yet purposeful, a silent reminder of where the power truly lies in this dynamic.

Greg's breath catches, a mixture of arousal and unease clouding his eyes as the sensation courses through him. I feel the heat of his skin beneath my fingertips, the promise of control palpable in the air between us.

Seth laughs, unbeknownst of what I’m doing to poor Greg, the sound wholesome and unaware. "That’s the idea. The major advantage is peace of mind. Down to about five meters, depending on the building’s infrastructure."

Greg tries to smile. "Wow," he says, but the word lands flat.

I slide my foot from my shoe under the table and let it drift up the inside of Greg’s calf, grazing the skin just above his sock as I continue to move my hand over his hard cock. He jerks, only slightly, but I feel it all the way up his thigh. Greg’s knuckles are white on his phone. I slip my hand from his leg and rest it on the table, folding both hands in my lap as if in prayer.

Seth moves to complete the registration, typing furiously. "Okay. You’re linked up, and the permissions are set. She can override, but only from her phone. You’ll get push notifications if she enters or leaves your designated zones."

He turns the laptop to face us, and there’s a full schedule plotted on a digital calendar, each block labeled: Home, Work, Yoga. Greg stares at the screen, as if seeing his future rendered in neat blue and orange bands. I nudge his foot under the table, harder this time. He meets my eyes, color high on his cheekbones. "Perfect," I say, enunciating every syllable. "I want him to feel secure." The word hangs in the air, meaning everything and nothing.

Seth beams, self-satisfied. "You’re set. Any questions?"

I shake my head. "You’ve been incredibly helpful." He stands and extends his hand, and I take it, holding for just a fraction too long. Greg manages a weak shake, then quickly pockets his phone, as if afraid it will vibrate with a new instruction. Seth ushers us out, and as we leave the glass box, I slide my hand into the crook of Greg’s arm, letting him feel the band, cool and metallic, pressed against his skin. He doesn’t resist.

"Let’s go home," I say, and watch him swallow hard and try to conceal his tented pants as we leave.

There is always another upgrade.

#

We ride the subway home, not in silence, but in a tense hush that vibrates with the stored energy of the last hour. Commuters pack the car shoulder-to-shoulder, and each of us clutches the same greasy steel pole, trying not to touch but always failing in this city.

I wedge myself in front of Greg, his hands gripping the pole above my head, so his chest presses against my back. He towers over me, but he tucks his chin, fixing his gaze on a spot just above my hair, as if staring at the ad panel will save him from himself.

I shift just slightly, so my ass brushes his crotch, and the heat of him is unmistakable. He takes a sharp breath. The car lurches, and I grind back harder, using the sway of the tunnel as plausible deniability. Greg’s breath comes faster. I look up at him, let my hair tickle his nose, and say nothing. The movement of the train is chaotic—every jolt a chance to press against him, every swerve an invitation.

At 28th Street, a fresh wave of bodies crowds in. A young couple squeezes beside us, arguing in low, frantic whispers. The woman’s perfume is a violence of citrus. She looks at me, then at Greg, then at our hands on the pole, and then away. Greg shifts to give them space, but it only traps me closer.

I feel his cock swelling against the fabric of his slacks, and bite my lip to keep from laughing out loud. I decide to escalate. My hand slides just above Greg’s as I reach for balance. I angle my wrist so the new band is visible, the sensor’s red LED pulsing. I twist my arm deliberately, brushing his fingers.

He shudders. I turn to face him, letting my shoulder blade dig into his sternum, and whisper: "You’re being watched now, you know."

"By whom?" he mutters, but his voice is barely there. I shrug.

"Everyone." I look over my shoulder at the couple, who are now making out, hands hidden in the folds of each other’s coats. My lips graze Greg’s ear as I lean in. "I could do this with anyone. But I chose you."

He is rigid with tension, his knuckles bone-white on the pole. I reach behind me and, careful to keep the gesture concealed, run my palm along the length of his thigh. He sucks in a breath, then clamps his mouth shut. His skin is burning through the fabric. The train rattles into the next station.

More people flood in; a tall man in a blue suit wedges his briefcase into my hip. I glare at him, and he recoils, apologetic. Greg tries to step back, but there’s nowhere to go. I pivot, so I am facing him fully, our faces only inches apart. I hold his gaze as the train lurches again. "You’re going to embarrass yourself," I say, voice low and delighted. “You almost made a spectacle of yourself at the store.”

His response is a full-body blush. "Stop," he whispers. I shake my head.

"No." I lean into him, pressing my hips against his. “You like it, don’t you?”

Greg sighs and nods. The car empties as we near our stop. I make a point of shifting my purse to my other hand, using the movement to press my chest against his arm. I sense his heartbeat, frantic and irregular.

The last two stations are torture for him; he can’t look at me, cannot help but look at me. When we spill out onto the platform, the air is a blast of sour underground. I walk two steps ahead, making sure Greg follows. I can hear his breathing even in the crowd. At the escalator, I stop and let him catch up, then lace my fingers through his, letting the band press hard against the back of his hand.

Upstairs, we join the tide of commuters surging through the turnstiles. Greg is silent, but his body is a live wire. At street level, I pause and turn, so he nearly collides with me. "Hold this," I say, thrusting my shopping bag at him. He grabs it, startled. As he does, I "accidentally" drop my phone, letting it skitter across the pavement. I bend to retrieve it, keeping my knees straight, my dress riding up to expose the faint band of stocking above my knee. Greg goes beet red. He looks away, up at the nearest streetlamp, but the image has already burned itself onto his skull.

We walk the three blocks home in total silence. Greg carries the bag, eyes fixed on the ground. I keep one hand on his biceps, enjoying the firmness, the way he trembles beneath the fabric of his sleeve. At our building, I pause in the vestibule and reach for my keys. Greg’s hand shakes as he holds the shopping bag; I watch, amused, as he fumbles the handles, almost dropping it.

"Are you okay?" I say, feigning concern.

He nods, but his voice is gone. "Fine."

I step in close, so the doorman can see us, and loop my arm through Greg’s. His wrist’s pulse is wild and staccato; I can feel it. I wink at the doorman and say, "We had a fun day." He grins, eyeing the shopping bag, and buzzes us through.

The elevator ride is short, but I make it count: I press myself against Greg, pinning him to the wall, and whisper, "Do you want to fuck me right now, or wait until I tell you to?" He says nothing, just swallows.

Our floor. I step out, walking one pace ahead, and let Greg trail me down the hall. At our door, he fumbles with the keys, hands shaking. I stand behind him, close enough to feel the heat of his body. He unlocks the door, and I step in first, tossing my purse on the table.

Greg follows, still clutching the shopping bag like a life raft. I turn, lean against the doorframe, and let my dress slide an inch higher on my thigh.

I tap the new band, red LED pulsing, and smile. "Now," I say, "let’s see how obedient you can be."

#

I unbutton my dress the moment we close the door. I do it with my back to Greg, letting the zipper sigh down my spine, the fabric falling to mid-thigh. The band glows on my wrist, the cold electronics against my pulse. I leave my heels on, and with practiced indifference, pad to the sofa and cross my legs under me.

I glance back: Greg is standing in the foyer, as if waiting for instructions. His face is flushed, hair mussed, hands shaking slightly from the adrenaline. "Come here," I say, patting the spot beside me on the sofa.

He obeys, sitting stiff and awkward, eyes carefully avoiding the exposed strip of my thigh. I drape my legs over his lap, stretching so the hem of my dress rides up even farther, and pull the shopping bag to the coffee table. "Let’s set up your monitoring app," I say, digging out the charger and the glossy instruction manual. "You’ll need to know exactly where I am at all times."

Greg’s voice is a croak. "Is this really necessary?"

I glance up, then brush a hand through his hair, tugging it lightly at the scalp. "Of course. You want to keep me safe, don’t you?" My fingers linger, teasing the nape of his neck. His eyes go half-lidded, the fight draining out of him. I hand him his phone. "Start with the permissions."

He unlocks it, the screen still smeared from the subway. I take the phone from his hands—he doesn’t even protest—and install the app myself, flicking through the terms and conditions with speed.

When the permissions page comes up, I read each line aloud, pausing for effect. "Location services: always active." I look at him, daring him to protest. He doesn’t. "Biometric monitoring: continuous." Another pause. "You’ll get alerts if my heart rate spikes."

He nods, silent.

I scroll down to the privacy controls. "You can request blackout periods, but you have to ask me first," I say. I set the default to zero. "No privacy for me."

He sits, hands in his lap, clearly unsure what to do with himself.

I finish the setup and hand the phone back. My legs still drape over him, and I feel him harden beneath the cotton of my stockings as he looks down at the app. I pull the band from my wrist and hold it up. "Want to see how it works?"

He nods, unable to speak.

I get up, move to the far end of the apartment, and pace slowly, calling out. "Check your screen." I walk into the kitchen, then the bedroom, then back. "Is it tracking me?"

He glances at his phone, then at me, then back at the phone. "Yeah. You’re… everywhere."

I laugh. "It’s almost like I can’t escape." I walk behind the sofa, lean in close, and run my fingers through his hair again. "You like knowing where I am?"

"Yes."

I spin him to face the screen, then sit in his lap, straddling his thighs, the dress bunched at my waist. I grab his wrist and place his hand on my bare leg. His hand is trembling, but I hold it there, anchoring him. "You like feeling in control," I say, and grind against him for emphasis. "But really, I’m the one in control, aren’t I?"

"Yes."

"Do you like me so much you'd do anything I ask?" I murmur, my voice dripping with a mix of seduction and dominance. I see the desire in Greg's eyes, the unmistakable hunger that I've cultivated throughout the day.

Without waiting for a response, I rise from his lap, the fabric of my dress falling back in place. I stand in front of him, the new smartwatch band now wrapped around my wrist like a symbol of my control over him. The tension between us is almost palpable as I slowly unzip my dress, letting it fall. I step out of the dress, leaving me in just my lingerie and heels, the air in the room charged with anticipation.

I spread my legs slightly, the lace of my thong barely covering my most intimate parts. "Come here," I command, my voice low but firm. I guide Greg to his knees in front of me, his gaze locked on my exposed body, his breath coming in shallow pants. I place a hand on the back of his head, directing him closer, until his mouth is just inches from my throbbing core.  "Show me just how much you adore me," I whisper, the power and control clear in every word.

Greg's lips part, his tongue darting out to taste me, to worship me as I desire. And in that moment, as he obeys my every command, I feel a surge of pleasure and dominance unlike anything else. This is the ultimate expression of our dynamic, where he surrenders to my will completely, lost in a world where I reign supreme.

As Greg kneels before me, his eyes filled with a mixture of desire and submission, I feel a surge of a power rush through me. The air is thick with tension and anticipation as I guide him closer, his breath warm against my core. He obeys my silent command, his tongue tentatively exploring, worshipping me as I stand before him, exuding dominance and control. "You're being such a good boy," I murmur, my voice a seductive whisper. "Keep pleasing me like this, and you may earn your own release." My words hang in the air, a promise of reward for his obedience.

And then it happens. The climax washes over me in a dizzying wave of ecstasy, my body tensing and trembling with the force of it. I moan softly, the sound a symphony of pleasure as I experience the ultimate release. Through a haze of pleasure, I feel Greg's fervent attention on me, his own need simmering beneath the surface.

Grinning, I slip back into my skirt, noticing the wet spot on Greg’s lap. Biting my lip, I grab his balls.

“Mm..so full and ready to burst.” I tease before looking at the watch again. I take the band and snap it back on my wrist; the LED flares. "Now you can watch me whenever you want," I say. I slide off his lap, stand, and walk a circuit of the apartment.

Each time I move, I hear Greg’s phone vibrate—a new alert, a new notification. I can feel his eyes tracking me, like a heat-seeking missile. I stop in the kitchen, turn, and lock eyes with him. "See? Now you’ll always know exactly where I am during yoga," I say, the words heavy with promise.

He stares at me, hypnotized. I press the button on the band, and the red LED blinks. He will probably obsess over each new ping, each deviation from routine. I know him well enough to know the answer.

I walk back to the sofa, flop down, and stretch my arms overhead, making sure the band is visible. "This is going to change everything," I say, almost to myself. I look at Greg, who is watching me as if I’m a riddle he’ll never solve.

I pat the cushion beside me again. He joins me this time, curling into my side, desperate for comfort or absolution. I let him. I run my nails up and down his arm, gently now, and for a moment, we sit in silence. But only for a moment. The system is perfect, but perfection is never enough. There is always another upgrade.


Chapter 3

There is a system to everything, even lies. Especially lies. I stand in front of the bedroom mirror, one foot angled on the soft rug, and draw my hair into a sleek ponytail. The new band on my wrist glows a faint, medical red. It matches the sheen of my lips, the gloss I've chosen for sweat-resistance rather than seduction, but the effect is the same.

Greg sprawls on the bed, half in, half out of the sheets. The morning has already found him: his hair is a mess from too much pillow friction, his boxers sag around his hips, and his face has that early-waking, skin-puffed look of a man who’s slept poorly. His eyes trace every movement I make, but it’s not just the dress code today that has him agitated; it’s the way I wield the illusion of exercise like a weapon.

He’s propped up on one elbow to see both my ass and the progress of the band on my wrist. “You’re really going?” he says, and he tries for casual, but the note in his voice is raw.

I cinch the drawstring on my leggings, then look at him over my shoulder. “Of course.” I keep my voice chipper, suburban, the way he likes it when we have company. I have chosen a top with mesh cutouts down the sides, a garment that would be indecent in any other context but is, here, just another costume. The leggings are so tight they border on the forensic.

He watches me slide my feet into trainers—lightweight, foam-sole, barely shoes at all. His gaze flicks to my wrist, and then to my chest, and then away again.

I smile, letting the silence stretch.

“Which studio is it?” he asks, and now he is clutching at normalcy, as if a question about the address will anchor the moment to reality.

“Hot Yoga Collective,” I say, and check my phone, pretending to confirm the address. “Back-to-back classes today. It’ll be a long one.” I make sure he hears the implication: don’t wait up.

He nods, but his eyes linger on the band. “Don’t forget to charge that thing. I want to see all your stats.”

“I know,” I say, and for a moment, I almost soften. But I don’t. Instead, I walk over to him and stand at the edge of the bed. “Do you want to check it before I go?” I ask, offering my wrist like a sacrifice.

He takes my arm with a strange reverence. The band is slick, silicone unyielding, cold as a hospital. He thumbs the face, scrolling through menus—heart rate, sleep quality, hydration reminders. The blue vein at his temple throbs as he reads the numbers.

“It looks good,” he says at last, but he doesn’t let go.

I extricate my arm gently, then lean in for a kiss. He tastes of old toothpaste and fear. I let him think he’s holding on to me, just for a second, then I pull away.

“Be good,” I say, a phrase loaded with history.

He nods, his hand already drifting to his phone. I know he’ll open the tracking app the second the door closes.

I blow him a kiss and leave; the door clicking shut behind me.

In the elevator, I watch my reflection in the steel doors. My skin flushed with anticipation, but I attribute it to yoga excitement. The phone vibrates. Greg, on cue: “Drive safe. Love you.” The period at the end of the sentence is a silent accusation.

I type, “Of course. See you at lunch!” and pocketed the phone.

The parking garage is a mosaic of oil stains and puddles, but the light outside is pristine. My car is forgettable on purpose, silver and low-maintenance, but the interior is a different story: I keep it cleaner than our kitchen, every surface wiped down, every stray hair collected and destroyed. I slide into the seat, plug in my phone for the GPS, and start the engine.

As I pull out, I check the band again, making sure it pings my location with absolute accuracy. The deception is not in the signal. It’s in the routine. The route to Hot Yoga Collective is so rehearsed, I could drive it blindfolded. I take the surface streets, hitting every light, letting the phone broadcast my progress to anyone who might be watching. I know Greg is watching.

The lot at the studio is already half full. I park, check my face in the mirror, and step out into the crisp air. The gym bag slung over my shoulder is heavy with props. I walk to the front of the building, wave at the woman behind the counter, and sign in with a flourish.

In the locker room, I move with purpose. I unzip the bag, dig out the new band’s wireless charger, and a backup phone. The old tricks, revived with new technology. I power on the spare, pair it to the band, and nestle both deep in the bag, then wedge it behind the lost-and-found bin under the sinks. I test it: the band, dormant, still pings the location to Greg’s app. It’s not even a hack. It’s just system hygiene.

I checked the locker room twice. No one is watching, not even the cameras in the ceiling. I strip off my top, replace it with an old, sweat-stained one, and slip out the back door. I have planned the angles, the timing, the shadows; it’s almost beautiful how invisible I can be.

Marcus is waiting, as promised. His car is in the staff lot, which is strictly off-limits, but Marcus ignores limits. The sedan is black; the windows are tinted so dark you’d have to press your nose to the glass to see in. The smell of him hits me first: leather and something expensive, a cologne you can only get in airports on the other side of the world.

He rolls down the window just enough for his voice to escape. “You’re late,” he says, but he is smiling.

“Traffic,” I say, deadpan. “And I had to pee.”

He leans across the console and pops the passenger door. I slide in, the seat warm from preheating, and buckle up before he can make a joke about it.

He studies me, hands loose on the wheel, eyes scanning every inch of my body in a way Greg never could. It isn’t desire, exactly. It’s assessment, like a jeweler looking for the flaw in a diamond.

“Did you bring the stuff?” he asks, glancing at my bag.

I nod, producing a plastic ziplock with the band’s charger and the spare phone. He grins, then leans in and kisses me hard, a kiss that says there’s no time for preamble.

“You look incredible,” he says, and his hand is already on my thigh, fingers pressing just a hair too hard. “He’s probably watching you right now, isn’t he?”

I laugh. “He’s watching a bag in a locker room. It’s basically the same thing.”

Marcus’s laugh is a rumble. He starts the car, and we’re gone before the air in the staff lot has time to turn cold again.

We drive for fifteen minutes, maybe less. Marcus talks, but I only half-listen; my mind is on the choreography of the next hour. My return time is exactly ninety minutes from now. I have to sweat through two layers of polyester, or at least look as if I did. I have to text Greg a selfie at the midpoint, smiling, with the band front and center.

Marcus parks in the underground garage of his building, a brutalist slab with an ocean view and a front desk staffed by a man who does not look up when we pass. The elevator is silent and fast, the kind that rises so smooth you only know you’re moving because the numbers tick upward.

Inside his apartment, the world is white and hard-edged: leather furniture, glass tables, a view that seems engineered for maximum intimidation. The air smells like ozone and money.

Marcus tosses my bag onto the couch and pulls me against him. His hands are everywhere, all at once. He bites my lower lip, hard enough to leave a mark, and I let him. I want him to. The band on my wrist is gone, but the ghost of its pressure lingers.

He lifts me, one arm under my ass, and carries me to the bedroom. The bed is made with hospital precision, the duvet so smooth you could roll a marble across it. He throws me down, and I bounce, laughing.

By the time I prop myself up, he’s already naked. He isn’t shy about his body. He knows exactly what he looks like, and what it does to people. I watch as he peels off my leggings, then the ruined sports bra, and lays me out on the sheets.

“Did you miss me?” he says, but it isn’t a question.

I nod. “I missed being fucked by someone who knows what they’re doing.”

He grins, and the smile is pure malice.

He kneels between my legs, spreads them, and runs a hand up the inside of my thigh. His fingers are calloused, and when he slides them inside me, I gasp. He is rough, but not careless. He knows the exact ratio of pain to pleasure. I arch my back and let him take what he wants.

He goes down on me first, tongue flat and relentless, his hands pinning my hips so I can’t squirm away. I tangle my fingers in his hair and pull, but he doesn’t stop until I’m shivering.

He fucks me with the same precision as everything else: calculated, powerful, a rhythm that starts slow and builds in increments, like an algorithm ramping toward singularity. He flips me over, pushes my face into the mattress, and drives into me from behind. I bit the sheet to keep from screaming.

After he pulls out and flips me onto my back, then fucks my mouth while I’m still shaking. He’s bigger than Greg, not just in dick size but in presence; his shadow covers the entire room.

When he cums, it’s explosive. He doesn’t ask, doesn’t warn. He just pulls out and shoots it across my stomach and tits, then smears it with his hand, as if he’s marking territory.

We lie there, gasping. He strokes my hair, then my cheek, then my lips, all with a kind of distracted affection.

“You should get cleaned up,” he says at last, and he’s right. I roll off the bed and walk to the bathroom, legs still unsteady. I rinse off quickly, not wanting to linger, and when I return, he’s already dressed.

He hands me a bottle of water and a protein bar. “You need to refuel before you go back.”

I take them, grateful, and dress in the sweat-stained top. Marcus studies my reflection in the window, then comes up behind me, hands on my hips.

“You like this game,” he says, voice low in my ear.

I meet his eyes in the glass. “You do not know,” I reply.

He laughs, then kisses the back of my neck.

I leave, bag slung over my shoulder, and retrace my steps. The timing is perfect; I’m in the locker room with thirty minutes to spare. I strip, towel off, and change back into the original top. I reattach the band, check the fake phone, and send Greg a selfie—messy hair, sweat on my face, the illusion complete.

He replies instantly: “Looks like you crushed it. So proud of you.”

I smile, even though he can’t see me.

There is a system to everything, even betrayal. Especially betrayal.

#

Marcus’s building is a predator’s dream: pure glass, no curtains, nothing to block the view. At night, the city outside becomes a mirror. The elevator spits us out at the penthouse, and the hallway is silent, thick-carpeted, and lined with soft-lit frames—impossibly generic, the way expensive things often are.

He opens the door with a thumbprint. “Take off your shoes,” he says, and I do. The floor is heated; it is so smooth and clean that it might be synthetic.

The living room is arranged for maximum effect: white leather, chrome, a single red vase on a glass table. The windows are full-height, with the city sprawling below. Marcus pours two glasses of water and hands one to me.

“Strip,” he says, his voice so casual it might be a request for weather. I obey, one piece at a time.

I peel off the yoga top, the old one, and let it fall to the floor. He sits on the sofa, watching, not touching himself, just watching. I remove the leggings, slow, rolling them down so the waistband drags over my ass and thighs. I stand before him in nothing but the thong, then slide it off, stepping out in a single, practiced motion.

He points to the floor in front of him. “Kneel.”

I kneel. The carpet is cold on my knees, and I shift my weight, angling my spine so my shoulders stay back. He holds the water glass up, then pours a trickle over my chest, letting it bead and roll between my breasts.

“Drink,” he says, and I do, from his hand. The water is ice-cold. He sets the glass aside and finally touches me, thumb under my chin, tilting my face up to his.

He kisses me hard, relentlessly, no tongue at first, just pressure. Then his other hand is in my hair, twisting, and I gasp. He pushes my head down, guiding it to his crotch, and his cock is already out, already hard, the head glistening. He doesn’t ask, just feeds it to me, pushing until I gag.

He holds me there, motionless, for a long moment. I can’t breathe. I struggle, and he lets me up just enough to gasp. My saliva drips down his shaft.

“Again,” he says, and I take him, this time deeper, letting him choke me. I gag, spit, let the drool coat his cock, and he smiles.

He drags me up to the sofa, lays me across his lap, and spanks me, not gently, not playfully. He leaves handprints, then soothes the burn with a slow caress.

“On your back,” he commands.

I obey, sprawled across the white leather, legs splayed.

He pulls a silk tie from the drawer beneath the table. “Hands,” he says. I give them to him, and he binds my wrists with a precision that’s almost surgical. The knot bites at the skin but doesn’t cut circulation. He tugs to test the hold, then pins my hands above my head.

He dives between my legs, tongue and teeth, no buildup, just pure consumption. He doesn’t bother with rhythm—just feasts, licks, bites. I buck against him, and he clamps my hips to the cushions, forcing me to stay still.

I moan, loud enough for the echo to bounce off the windows. He seems to like this; he bites harder, then slides two fingers inside me, crooking them up. I shake.

“Don’t come yet,” he says, lips slick with my juice. “You don’t come until I tell you.”

I whimper, clench, try to focus on the ceiling. He keeps going, tongue-fucking me, fingers working in tandem, and when I sob, he stops, just like that, and wipes his mouth on my thigh.

He stands, pulls me up by my bound wrists, and marches me to the bedroom. The mattress is huge, king or bigger, the bedding so soft it’s like landing in clouds. He pushes me face down, then straddles my thighs.

He slides his cock inside me, slow at first, but then hard, relentless, so deep it knocks the air out of my lungs. He grabs the tie, pulling my arms back for leverage, fucking me with a violence that is almost beautiful.

I can’t scream, not really, so I grunt into the pillow, the sound half-muffled and animal. He pounds me, sweat dripping off his chest onto my back, the sheets beneath us ruined already.

“Beg,” he says, and I do.

“Please, Marcus. Please. Fuck me harder. Use me.”

He slaps my ass hard enough to make me jolt.

“Say it,” he orders, voice ice.

“I’m yours,” I say, meaning it. “Just use me.”

He fucks me harder, using my arms as a handle, pulling me into each thrust. I can feel the edge of orgasm, sharp, but he’s not done yet.

He flips me onto my back, ties my wrists to the headboard, then kneels over my chest. Rubbing his cock along my lips, he slaps it against my cheek, painting me with pre-cum. He pushes into my mouth, and I take it, choking again, eyes watering. He uses my face like a fleshlight, slow at first, then brutal, thrusting until I gag.

He pulls out just before he cums, spraying it across my tits and neck. The load is hot, sticky, and he spreads it over me with his hand, rubbing it in.

He frees my wrists, then pulls me to the edge of the bed and fucks me again, this time letting me ride him, hands gripping his shoulders, nails digging in. He watches my face as I come, and when I do, it’s so intense my vision blurs.

He wraps his arms around me and bites my shoulder, not gently, leaving a perfect arc of teeth.

We collapse, tangled in sheets, my skin tacky with sweat and cum. He strokes my back, slow and lazily, then rolls away, leaving me sprawled.

He dresses in silence, then tosses me a towel. “Clean up. You need to get back.”

I nod, my limbs heavy. After going to the bathroom, I rinse off and run fingers through my hair. I look in the mirror: lips swollen, eyes wild, bite marks dotting my neck and shoulders.

I return to the living room, where Marcus sits with his phone, texting. He glances up. “You’re late.”

I roll my eyes. “He’ll survive.”

Marcus grins, then stands and pulls me in for a final, savage kiss.

I dress, piece by piece, the yoga outfit now an afterthought. I check the time: twelve minutes until I need to be at the studio.

“I’ll call,” Marcus says, but we both know he won’t.

I leave, elevator which takes me back to the parking lot, the day outside so bright it hurts.

*

Greg is at his desk, eyes locked on the laptop. He’s opened three browser windows: one for work, one for the band’s live tracker, and one for porn, hidden beneath the others. He can’t concentrate. The blue dot hasn’t moved in over an hour.

He taps the screen, refreshes, and then checks the time. Alice should be done with class soon. He pictures her in downward dog, the sweat running between her shoulder blades, her body arching with effort. The thought makes his cock stir, but he tries to focus on work.

He gets up, paces the room, and sits back down. Refreshes the app. Still at the studio. He tells himself it’s fine, but a familiar itch crawls up his spine. What if she left? What if she turned off the band?

He texts her: “Hope class is going well. Miss you.”

She replies almost instantly: “Brutal. I can barely walk. Can’t wait to see you.”

He relaxes a little, but not much. He imagines her on a mat, body slick, hair pulled tight, legs trembling from effort. His hand drifts to his crotch, and he palms himself through his sweatpants.

He opens a new window and types “yoga pose challenge” into YouTube, clicking through the thumbnails until he finds one with a woman who could be Alice’s twin. Her body contorts as he watches in slow-motion. He closes his eyes and imagines Alice, skin slick, moaning as she stretches.

He jerks off, quick and furtively, the shame coming faster than the orgasm.

When he’s finished, he wipes up and checks the band again. The blue dot is moving now, leaving the studio, heading for home.

He smiles, relieved, and starts prepping lunch. He wants everything to be perfect when she arrives.

*

In the car, I compose myself. I towel off the sweat, check my face, reapply gloss. I sent Greg the selfie: “Dead. Sweated out ten pounds.” The illusion is perfect.

At home, he meets me at the door, arms outstretched. He hugs me hard, and I let him, burying my face in his shirt.

He smells of clean laundry and hope. His hands are gentle on my back.

“Missed you,” he says, voice muffled in my hair.

I smile, and for a moment, I almost believe it.

There is a system to everything, even satisfaction.

#

When I open the door, Greg is waiting in the living room, the anxious golden retriever in human form. He’s arranged the couch pillows in a perfect row and stacked the Sunday Times on the coffee table, but I see the phone gripped tight in his hand, the blue-white screen reflected in his pupils.

He looks up, and I watch him scan my body for clues: the flushed cheeks, the stray flyaway clinging to my jawline, the faint sheen of sweat under the yoga top. His eyes linger on my collarbone, which still bears the pink shadow of exertion—Marcus’s teeth, rendered safe by the distance of a towel and time. He says nothing at first. I let the silence run.

Then: “Hey! You’re back early.”

I step out of my shoes and pad toward him, careful to keep my gait loose, boneless, post-exertion. “Hot class got cut short,” I say, voice pitched to casual. “Instructor was a sadist today.” I collapse into the armchair across from him, slinging my gym bag to the floor. “How was your morning?”

He shrugs too quickly. “Did some work. Cleaned a little.” He lifts his phone as if in afterthought, but I catch the corner of the tracker app, still open. He slams the screen off and blushes, visible even through the beard.

I let him stew. “You checked my stats?” I ask, stretching my arms over my head, letting the top ride up to show a flash of under boob and the crisp line of my abs. I watch his eyes widen, his gaze flicking to the patch of skin, then back to my face.

He grins, sheepish. “I was just making sure you were safe.” The words tumble out, a half-confession.

“Sure.” I slide my hand over the band, making a show of scrolling the face. “I don’t think I’ve ever sweated so much in my life. I’m still dripping.”

Greg’s mouth works, words forming and dying before he commits to any of them. At last: “That’s… wow.”

I lean forward, elbows on my knees, fixing him with my best “confidante,” gaze. “There was this one sequence..my quads are still burning. She made us hold lizard for almost two minutes, then go straight into splits. I thought I was going to collapse.”

He laughs a little too loudly. “I can’t even touch my toes.”

I smirk. “You could with enough discipline.” I let my gaze linger just below his waist, long enough for him to squirm. His hands drop to his lap, and I watch his fingers twitch—nervous, but also aroused. I’ve trained him too well.

He tries to recover. “So, what’s lizard? Is that like planking?”

“Not even close.” I keep my voice low, intimate. “You get down on your hands and knees, then slide your forearms flat on the mat. Next, you push your hips down and open your thighs as wide as possible. You end up with your face practically on the floor, ass in the air.” I say this with the deadpan of a newscaster, but I don’t blink, and I watch the blood rise in his cheeks.

He licks his lips. “That sounds… intense.”

“It is.” I roll my shoulders, letting the top slip farther down, the curve of my chest half-exposed. “But the best part is at the end, when you finally get to relax, and everything just melts.”

He nods, but his attention is stuck on my cleavage, the fine line of sweat collecting there. I want to keep him there, floating on the edge of desire, the place where he’s most malleable.

I reach for my bag and unzip the top pocket, pulling out the backup charger. “Do you want to see the heart rate graph?” I hand him the band, the inside still slick from my wrist.

He holds it delicately, like a live animal. “You really wore yourself out,” he says, studying the screen. He doesn’t know it’s been in a locker for most of the morning. I stifle a laugh.

I kick off the leggings, leaving myself in just the thong and the old yoga top. “Do you want to help me stretch?” I ask, voice syrupy. “I feel like I need someone to really lean into the knots.”

He blinks, startled. “I could try. But you know I’m not very—“

“Strong?” I tease. “I bet you’re stronger than you think.” I pull the yoga mat out and unfurl it on the carpet. With hips tilted up, hands overhead, my position wasn’t much different from before.

Greg kneels beside me, unsure what to do. I guide his hands to my calves, then instruct him to press down, gently at first, then harder. I close my eyes and sigh, louder than I need to.

“Right there,” I say, arching my back.

He presses harder, fingers digging in.

“Harder,” I whisper, and he complies. His breath quickens, and I can see the bulge forming in his shorts, the fabric tenting. He doesn’t hide it.

I open my eyes and lock onto his. “Do you ever fantasize about me in yoga class?” I ask, and I know the answer before he stammers it out.

“Uh… sometimes?”

I bite my lip, then drop my voice to a purr. “You should see the positions she puts us in. I was basically on my knees for a full half hour.” I grin at the flush crawling up his neck.

He gulps, looking away, but I see the way his hand slides up my thigh, thumb circling the curve just above my knee.

“What do you do in there?” he asks, the question trembling.

I lean in, so my lips almost brush his ear. “Mostly I get pushed past my limits,” I whisper. “I like to see how far I can go.” I let the words hang, double and triple meanings folded into every syllable.

He’s hard now, fully, and I know it. I let my hand drift down his chest, to the waistband of his shorts, then freeze. “You’re not supposed to touch yourself until I tell you,” I remind him.

He groans, frustrated, but nods. “I know.”

I grin, then roll onto my stomach, ass in the air, face in the mat. “This one’s called child’s pose,” I say, and look back over my shoulder. “You want to correct my form?”

He moves behind me, hands on my hips. He adjusts me, his fingers lingering, squeezing. I arch my back, letting my ass press against him.

He shudders. “That’s perfect,” he says, but his voice is thick, desperate.

I hold the pose for a few seconds, then slowly come back to sitting. I face him, spread-legged, and smile.

“I need a shower,” I say, and mean it. “Care to join?”

He shakes his head, sheepish. “You go ahead. I’ll, uh… clean up out here.”

I stand, cross the room, and pause by the bathroom door. “You can keep the band on,” I say, voice loaded. “If you want to see my stats go crazy.”

He laughs, but the sound is shaky. “I might.”

I closed the door behind me. In the silence, I hear him shifting on the couch, the soft thump as he adjusts himself, the faintest moan as he buries his face in the yoga mat I’ve just abandoned.

In the shower, I let the water run hot, rinsing the sweat and the last traces of Marcus off my skin. The soreness in my thighs is genuine, but the ache is sweeter than anything Greg can imagine.

When I come out, towel wrapped tight, he is waiting in the hall, phone in hand.

“Hey,” he says, eyes roaming over me. “You want some lunch?”

I nod, and let him lead the way to the kitchen.

There is a system to everything, even this: the need, the hunger, the power.

I watch him as he makes the sandwiches, the flush still in his cheeks, the way he can’t stop glancing at me, waiting for my next command.

It’s almost enough to make me pity him.

Almost.


Chapter 4

The studio is empty, which is the only way I’d have agreed to this. The door is a slab of frosted glass, the kind that’s supposed to look clinical, but when you push through it you’re hit with the humid breath of spa candles and the sickly sweetness of artificial vanilla. There are no shoes allowed past the entrance; I feel the waxed wood floor flex under the arch of my bare foot, cool and clean, a contrast to the blood-warm air.

Greg follows, lagging a step behind, arms crossed tight to hide the nervous tremor that always exposes him. The place is a cliché of serenity: shoji screens, a bowl of pebbles, a single mat rolled out dead center like a sacrificial altar. I catch our reflection in the wall-length mirrors—me in a razor-cut sports bra and the new charcoal leggings, Greg in gym shorts, looking both hopeful and already defeated.

“Cute, isn’t it?” I gesture at the mat, then at him. “Go ahead. Get comfortable.”

He hesitates, as if sitting cross-legged is a test with only one right answer.

“I thought you hated yoga,” he says, trying for levity, but the way his voice breaks on ‘yoga’ tells me he knows this isn’t a wellness intervention.

“I do,” I say, and stretch, hands overhead, letting the band on my wrist catch the faint flicker of candlelight. “But it’s not about me, is it?”

He tries to laugh, but it dies in his throat.

The silence is deliberate. I pace the perimeter, running a finger along the mirror, then double back, facing him so the full arc of my body is reflected. I hold the pose, making him look. I see the tracker band in the glass, red pulse like a vein.

“You’ve checked the app, right?” I keep my tone light, but Greg flushes instantly.

“Yeah. It’s working. I—um—I get the notifications.”

I close the distance between us, sit on the mat, legs folded so the tight black fabric rides up the curve of my ass. I pat the space in front of me.

“Then you know there’s nowhere to hide,” I say. “That’s the whole point.”

He tries to meet my eyes, then looks away, ashamed.

The lights dim even further—automatic timer, or maybe someone in the office fucking with the controls. I sense rather than hear the door click open behind me.

Marcus enters as if he owns the oxygen in the room. No shirt, just loose black joggers and a body that looks airbrushed even in this light. He doesn’t say hello. He doesn’t need to. With arms folded, he comes beside the mat, and looks from me to Greg dismissively.

“Let’s get started,” he says. His voice is a low hum, perfectly calibrated.

I move to all fours, slow and deliberate. “Watch closely,” I instruct Greg, not bothering to look at him. I arch my back, knowing exactly what this posture looks like. Marcus kneels behind, palms settling on my hips, thumbs digging into the tendons just above the glute.

He leans in. “Downward dog,” he commands.

I obey, pressing my heels into the mat, arching until my hamstrings burn. Marcus traces the line from my calf to my thigh, then snaps my ass with a sharp slap. “Tighter,” he growls.

Greg flinches. He grips his knees, knuckles white, eyes wide.

Marcus shifts my legs apart, using his foot to nudge my stance wider. The mesh panel of the leggings turns nearly translucent under the pressure. I feel the hem ride up, fabric taut against my skin, and know Greg is getting the full view.

“Keep your head up,” I order Greg, glancing over my shoulder. “Or I’ll make you start over.”

He nods, swallowing hard.

Marcus slides his hands up my back, then up under the sports bra, cupping my tits from behind, squeezing so hard my breath comes out in a gasp. He pinches my nipples through the fabric, twisting them until I bite back a moan. Then he pulls the bra up, baring me to the mirror.

“Fuck,” Greg says, voice choked.

Marcus leans forward, bites the back of my neck, and holds me there.

“Is this what you wanted?” I say, looking right at Greg. “Is this what gets you off?”

He tries to answer, but his mouth only works like a dying fish.

Marcus unrolls me to the floor, stomach down, then flips me onto my back in a single, practiced motion. He straddles my hips, one hand pinning my wrists to the mat, the other peeling off the ruined bra. My tits are out, nipples hard, the room’s chill made obscene by the sweat already slicking my skin.

He grins, a flash of white, then reaches down and tears the waistband of the leggings—literally rips them open, exposing me. No underwear; I never wear it for these. The sound of the fabric giving way is almost as loud as Greg’s breath.

Marcus slides two fingers in without preamble, curling them inside me. I arch up, desperate. He fucks me with his hand, fast and rough, then drags his tongue down my torso, biting, leaving marks.

“Get closer,” I tell Greg. My voice is hoarse, urgent. “I want you to see everything.”

He shuffles forward on his knees, face inches from the mat, staring as Marcus eats me out, tongue driving deep, nose pressed against my clit. I lock eyes with Greg, savoring the utter humiliation: his wife splayed on the mat, cunt gaping, someone else’s mouth buried in it, and all he can do is watch.

Marcus stands, cock out, already hard and leaking. He positions himself at my entrance and, in a single motion, sinks in to the hilt.

I moan louder than I mean to. The sound echoes off the mirrors, raw and animal.

Marcus pounds me, hands braced on my shoulders, each thrust pushing my body across the mat. The sweat and spit slick the floor; I slide with every impact. He leans in and bites my earlobe.

“You like being fucked in front of him, don’t you?” he whispers.

I nod, barely able to breathe. “Yes. Harder.”

He obliges, hips slamming into mine, the slap of skin-on-skin impossibly loud.

Greg whimpers.

I fix my gaze on him, steady, relentless. “Look at me, Greg. Look at how much better he is at this than you ever were.”

Marcus flips me, ass up, face pressed to the mat. He fucks me from behind, grabbing my hair and yanking my head up so I’m forced to watch Greg’s expression: horror, lust, self-loathing all tangled together. I smile, even as Marcus’s cock drills into me, even as I feel myself break apart.

“Are you crying?” I taunt, voice strangled by pleasure.

Greg wipes his eyes, but doesn’t answer.

I am so close. Marcus knows it, slows his pace, lets the tension spiral. He slaps my ass again, the pain sharp, then slides his fingers to my clit, rubbing fast circles.

I feel the orgasm build. Hard and punishing. Just as I’m about to shatter, I push Marcus off, roll to my knees, and face Greg.

“On your knees,” I command. “Crawl to me.”

He obeys, crawling across the slick mat, eyes fixed on my pussy, still leaking Marcus’s spit and pre-cum.

I reach into my bag and pull out the silk tie, leftover from Marcus’s last business trip. I bind Greg’s wrists behind his back, knotting it tight, then grab him by the hair.

“You want to taste?” I purr.

He nods, desperate.

I spread my knees, pull his face in, and grind against his mouth. He licks, eager, tongue darting, trying to clean me, but Marcus’s cum is already mixing with my own. I force Greg’s face deeper, smothering him. I ride his tongue, chasing the orgasm that Marcus had edged and denied.

It hits hard, a full-body quake. I clamp Greg’s head between my thighs, screaming, fingers digging into his scalp.

When it passes, I shove him back.

“Good boy,” I say, wiping a strand of spit from his cheek. “You’re useful after all.”

Marcus kneels behind me, cock still hard. He slaps it against my ass, then slides back in. I push Greg’s head down so he has to watch Marcus fuck me from behind, has to see every detail, every drop.

Marcus fucks me through the aftershocks, then pulls out and paints my lower back with his cum. It drips down, warm and viscous, pooling at the base of my spine.

I untie Greg’s hands and point to the mess.

“Clean it up,” I say.

He licks it, obedient, swallowing every drop. When he’s done, I slap his face, easy, just enough to remind him where he belongs.

Marcus stands, tucks himself away, and smirks. “You broke him,” he says.

I look at Greg, collapsed on the mat, sweat and tears and semen all over his face. He’s still hard, cock tenting his shorts, desperate for any kind of release.

I let him suffer, savoring the sight.

Finally, I kneel beside him and whisper, “You can touch yourself now.”

He does, frantic, humping his own fist until he cums with a strangled, ugly sob.

I watch unmoved, then stand and dress. The ruined leggings go in the trash; the sports bra goes back on, no need to even wipe it clean.

I leave Greg on the mat, panting, humiliated, and walk out with Marcus, who wraps an arm around my waist.

The door closes behind us, and I know Greg will stay there, kneeling, waiting for me to return.

There is a system to everything, even in defeat.


Giving In To My Bully


Chapter 1

It starts with Riley adjusting his collar for the third time since we walked in. He’s resplendent in the charcoal Tom Ford I picked out for him, but the fabric clings to his self-doubt like smoke. His gaze darts from the polished floor to the chattering clusters of his colleagues, desperate for an escape hatch. I savor the tiny, futile movements of his fingers on his lapels.

They sent a car service, of course. Riley’s company loves a spectacle almost as much as I do. The elevator opens into a world built from obsidian glass and gloss; modern, severe, coldly expensive. Every wall is a mirror, every man a competitor, every woman an ornament or threat.

I glide past the threshold, the click of my Louboutins slicing through the drone of the crowd. My dress is a whisper of silk, jet black, clinging to my hips and slit high on the thigh. The dress you wear when you want someone to ask, but you’d rather they beg. Every eye in the room lands on me before it bounces off, a pinball game of hunger and resentment.

Riley clears his throat. “Maybe we could grab a drink before, um, before you mingle?” He’s already blinking too much.

“You grab us one, babe.” I tap his arm, let my hand linger, then slide into the current of bodies. I don’t look back, but I know he’s watching, sucking in a lungful of disappointment.

The party is in the atrium: honeyed lights, glass railings, the faint echo of a jazz trio somewhere out of sight. The air smells like corporate ambition, a blend of citrusy perfume and anxious sweat. I float to the center of the room, scanning for a spark, someone who matters, or someone who could. My lips part in a small, predatory smile.

He’s near the bar, his back to the crowd, shoulders broad enough to block out the world. Blond, tanned, sharp jaw. His suit is immaculate, his tie a deliberate afterthought, just loose enough to telegraph nonchalance. There’s a group orbiting him: men who laugh a beat too late, women leaning in with open mouths and closed hearts.

Jax. The new guy. I’ve only seen his photo in the quarterly report, but his reputation is already a thundercloud rolling through the office. Harvard. Former Olympic trials. Family money, but with enough audacity to pretend it doesn’t matter. I can taste the challenge in the air before I even cross the room.

He notices me, of course. Jax’s eyes sweep my body with a slow, unblinking curiosity. He doesn’t even pretend to be polite about it, and I reward him with a smirk. When I slide up next to him, he shifts just enough to angle his chest toward me. I lean in, letting the warmth of his body cut through the chill of the room.

“Good beverages, but the ice is a crime,” Jax says, raising his glass as if to toast me.

I laugh low and dirty and let my fingers trail along the bar’s marble edge.

He glances at my hand. “Tara, right?”

I lean closer. “I’m flattered. It was unknown to me that I was on your radar.

His eyes flick to my wedding band. “It's hard not to be. You’re the most interesting thing here, and I’m including the HR director’s toupee.”

He delivers it dry, but I can see the edge behind his humor. He’s testing me, weighing my reactions. I give him just enough to keep him chasing.

We banter. Sharpened words, laced with implications, and I brush his arm when I laugh. I feel the muscles tense under my touch. He doesn’t move away. If anything, he leans closer, matching my rhythm. The world blurs into insignificance.

I know Riley is watching. He’s standing at the edge of the crowd, two glasses in hand, caught in a liminal space between wanting to intervene and knowing he shouldn’t. I lock eyes with him from across the room and hold the gaze for a long, electric moment before turning back to Jax.

Riley’s hands tremble just slightly, and he forces a smile when a junior analyst approaches, desperate for his attention. I imagine his heart rate tripling every time Jax laughs at something I say, every time I let my tongue flick over my lips mid-sentence.

Jax’s voice drops an octave. “You always this much fun, or is it just the company?”

I trail my finger up the inside of his wrist, deliberately slow. “Why don’t you stick around and find out?”

He grins. “Best offer I’ve had all week.”

A woman in a sequined sheath glides by, eyes darting from me to Jax. I don’t break stride, and neither does he. I can feel the pulse of the crowd shifting, attention crystallizing around us.

We talk about nothing, about everything. It’s all a prelude, a performance, and Jax knows his lines. I drop my hand to his thigh, casual as breathing, and he covers it with his own. It’s not sexual, not yet, but it’s a stake in the ground. I flash another glance at Riley, who is now deep in conversation with a CFO type, but his eyes betray him. He’s not present. Not with them. Not even with himself. Only with me.

Jax leans in, lips dangerously close to my ear. “Your husband’s going to have to step up his game if he wants to keep up with you.”

I let out a sound that’s half laugh, half growl. “You’d be surprised what he can handle.”

He pulls back, blue eyes alight with mischief. “I doubt it.”

I decide to push. I cross my legs, exposing even more thigh, and drag my nails up Jax’s forearm. His knuckles flex, tightening around the glass. I lick my lips, slow and deliberate, and hold his gaze for three full seconds. The energy is radioactive.

Jax breaks the silence with a low, appreciative hum. “You’re trouble.”

I smile, teeth and all. “Only if you’re afraid of a little competition.”

“Never have been.”

From the corner of my eye, I catch Riley moving closer, still clutching both drinks. He’s close enough to hear, but far enough that he’s not truly part of the conversation. I tilt my body toward him, sending out a lifeline, but he hesitates. Instead, he hovers at the periphery, an observer in his own marriage.

Jax notices the tension and smirks. “You sure you want to keep him waiting?”

I trace my tongue along my teeth. “He likes to watch.”

Jax laughs, low and rich. “I bet he does.”

A junior exec interrupts, shoving a phone in Jax’s face. There’s a photo op, a brief flurry of flashes, and then we’re back in our bubble. Jax returns his attention to me, but I can feel Riley’s presence like a cold front approaching.

Eventually, Riley sidles up, clearing his throat. “Hey, um, I brought you a -”

He pauses as he sees my hand on Jax’s thigh, Jax’s hand over mine. The moment stretches, awkward and perfect.

“Beverage,” Riley finishes, voice barely audible.

I take it, sip, and place my hand, sticky with condensation, back on Jax’s arm. “You remember Jax, right, honey?”

Riley nods, blinking rapidly. “Of course. I, uh, think we met at the Q4 planning summit.”

Jax gives a wolfish grin. “We did. You were the only one who actually listened when I spoke.”

I stifle a laugh, but Riley tries to smile, lips twitching. He looks at me, really looks, searching for some trace of loyalty. I meet his gaze with a measured calm, then slide my hand from Jax’s thigh to Riley’s back, just above the waistband of his trousers. Riley straightens, then melts into my touch, desperate for approval.

I guide the conversation, balancing the attention between the two men, playing them off each other. I make a show of touching both, shifting my body language to favor whichever one is more reactive. Jax is unflappable, a rock. Riley is all exposed nerve endings, every gesture an admission of need.

We talk for another half hour, maybe more. Jax leans into my space with every word. Riley floats at the edge, helpless to intervene. Occasionally, I run my tongue over my lips, just to watch both men’s eyes follow the movement.

At some point, a VP’s wife compliments my dress, then glares daggers at me when she sees the way Jax is looking. I relish it.

The jazz trio switches to something slow and sultry. The lights dim. Jax finishes his drink and glances at me, a question in his eyes. I turn to Riley and squeeze his arm. “Ready to call it a night, babe?”

He nods, too eager, and I catch Jax’s smirk. I take Riley’s hand, but let my other fingers brush Jax’s as I turn away. His grip is like a promise: this is not the end.

We slip out into the corridor, Riley’s palm slick in mine. I lead him to the elevator, pressing the button with more force than necessary. The doors slide shut, sealing us in with the hum of fluorescent lights. I watch Riley in the reflection, his jaw clenched, eyes low.

“You okay?” I ask, voice syrupy sweet.

He tries for a shrug. “I guess I just didn’t realize you and Jax were… friends.”

I step close, crowding his space. “Is that a problem?”

He opens his mouth, then closes it. “No. I just. He’s a lot. You know?”

I run a finger along his jaw, sharp enough to sting. “Maybe you could take some notes.”

He laughs, nervous and small. “I’ll try.”

The elevator opens into the lobby. I tug Riley toward the waiting car, the night air biting at our skin. He’s quiet, lost in his thoughts. I slide into the leather seat, cross my legs, and watch him from beneath my lashes.

Jax is a firestorm, and Riley is a forest waiting to burn.

I can’t wait to watch it happen.

#

The Uber reeks of lemon-scented wipes and new vinyl, a cloying attempt to mask years of body heat and spilled secrets. Riley and I fold ourselves into the backseat, the driver’s eyes flicking up in the mirror, then away. He knows better than to ask questions.

We sit too close, even for a married couple. My bare thigh presses against the crisp wool of Riley’s slacks; the heat between us is more friction than affection. He stares out the window, city lights chasing his reflection down glass canyons. His hands twist in his lap, thumb worrying the skin below his wedding band.

I scroll through my phone, thumb idling over social feeds, but I’m not really reading. I let a small smile slip onto my lips, just for myself. The night isn’t over, not by a long shot.

“Did you have fun?” I murmur without looking up.

Riley flinches. He’s a man who’s always bracing for bad news, even when the question is harmless. “Yeah. I mean, sure. It was fine.” His voice barely fills the car.

“Just fine?” I nudge him with my knee, slow and deliberate.

He hesitates. “You seemed to have fun with Jax.”

I drag out a sigh, watching his Adam’s apple bob. “You’re not jealous, are you?”

He makes a sound. Part laugh, part exhale. “No. Why would I be jealous?”

“You tell me.” I glance up from my phone, let my gaze linger on the hollow of his throat, the faint pink flush that’s bloomed across his jaw. “You don’t have to be threatened by him, you know.”

He tugs at his collar, gaze fixed on the passing blur of neon and shadow. “I’m not threatened.”

“But you want to be.” I reach over, letting my fingertips skate along the back of his hand. He tenses, then relaxes, then tenses again.

“You’re impossible,” he says, but there’s no bite in it. He’s a drowning man, grateful for any hand that reaches into the water, even if it’s only there to push him under.

The ride is short, a luxury condo rising above the city like a dare. We say nothing as we ride the elevator up, the air tight with everything we’re not saying. Riley unlocks the door, and the familiar scent of lavender and linen wraps around us like a memory.

I kick off my heels, leaving them where they land, and watch Riley hang up his coat with exaggerated care. I don’t give him time to catch his breath.

“We should invite Jax over,” I say, breezy as a weather report.

Riley turns, eyebrows furrowed. “What?”

I walk to him, let my fingers drift along his chest, toying with the buttons of his shirt. “I think we should invite him over. You can grill him about his Harvard credentials or whatever it is you corporate boys do. Or,” I let my palm settle just above his heart, feel the frantic fluttering beneath, “we could just have some fun.”

Riley’s mouth opens, then closes. He looks at the floor. “You can’t be serious.”

I tip his chin up with one finger. “Why not? Don’t pretend you didn’t see how he looked at me. How you looked at us.”

He shakes his head, but he’s not fighting. Not really. “It’s just. He’s not. Tara, he’s—”

I lean in, breath warm against his ear. “He’s perfect. Isn’t he?”

Riley’s cheeks go scarlet. “I don’t—”

“Don’t lie.” I unfasten the top button of his shirt slowly and deliberately, then run my nails down his chest. “You like it. Watching. Wondering.”

He makes a strangled sound, more animal than man, and I feel his body betray him. I push him back against the wall, pinning him with my hips.

“We’ll invite him,” I say, voice velvet. “You’ll be polite. I’ll do the rest.”

He doesn’t answer, but his breathing tells me everything I need to know.

I kiss him hard, biting his lower lip. He melts. He always does.

The next move is mine.

#

Riley hovers at the edge of the bedroom, pacing tight circuits around the dresser. He runs his hand through his hair every ten seconds, a metronome of anxiety. I lounge on the bed, phone balanced on my bare thigh, one leg bent just enough to draw the eye. I can feel the pulse between my ribs, electric and anticipatory.

I dial Jax.

He picks up before the second ring. “Didn’t think you’d actually call.”

I let my voice drop, just for him. “I don’t bluff, Jax.”

He laughs. “Are you free now?”

“I’m always free when it matters.” I catch Riley’s gaze in the mirror, watch his pupils dilate.

“I’ll be there in twenty.”

“Bring something expensive,” I say, and end the call before he can answer.

Riley stops moving, looks at me like I’ve just rewritten the rules of gravity. “He’s coming over?”

I stand, shrugging out of my cocktail dress and letting it slide to the floor. I take my time, savoring the way Riley’s eyes track every inch of exposed skin. “You can still say no.”

He shakes his head, mute.

“That’s what I thought.”

I open the lingerie drawer and pick the red set. Lacy, sheer, practically criminal. I slide on the bra, tug the straps into place, then shimmy into the matching panties. I let Riley watch as I knot a silk robe around my waist, the hem barely grazing the tops of my thighs.

He’s flushed, breathing hard, hands flexing at his sides. I walk to him, press a palm to his chest, feel his heart try to break free.

“I want you to stay tonight,” I say, voice low. “All of it.”

He nods, and I reward him with a kiss. Hard, and unyielding.

Jax buzzes at the door exactly eighteen minutes later. I open it before Riley can finish straightening the living room. Jax stands in the hallway, jacket slung over one shoulder, a bottle of whiskey in hand.

“Told you I’d make it,” he says, eyes roaming over my robe, then past me to where Riley lingers in the shadows.

Jax walks in like he owns the place. He plants himself on the couch, one arm draped over the back, legs spread wide. I motion for Riley to join us. He perches on the far cushion, as far from Jax as the furniture allows.

I pour us some beverages. Jax raises his glass. “To new friends.”

Riley manages a nod, his hand trembling as he takes the glass. I sit between them, the silk of my robe whispering against the upholstery. I let my knees touch both their thighs, one warm, the other ice cold.

Conversation starts civilized. Jax asks about work, about Riley’s department, about the view from our balcony. But every question is a challenge, every answer a measure of dominance. Jax leans into me when he laughs, and I lean back, letting my robe fall open more each time. Riley watches, helpless.

At some point, Jax rests his hand on my bare knee. I look over at Riley; he sees it, and I see him seeing it. He doesn’t move. He doesn’t even blink.

I run my finger along the rim of my water glass, then turn to Jax. “You don’t mind if I get more comfortable, do you?”

Jax’s eyes go dark. “I was hoping you would.”

I untied the robe, letting it slip off my shoulders, and pool behind me. The lingerie leaves nothing to the imagination. Jax exhales slowly and deliberate. Riley stares at the floor.

“You have no idea how long I’ve wanted this,” Jax says, voice nearly a growl.

“Longer than you think,” I purr.

Jax sets down his glass, leans in, and kisses me. It’s raw, hungry. His tongue demands, and I open for him, letting him take what he wants. His hands slide to my hips, thumbs digging into my flesh. I moan into his mouth.

Riley makes a small noise. I break the kiss, turn to him, cup his chin with my palm.

“You okay?” I ask gently.

He nods, voice gone. “Yeah.”

Jax smirks. “You sure, buddy?”

Riley looks at him, then at me, and nods again. “Yeah. I want this.”

I take both of their hands, lace my fingers through theirs, and stand. “Let’s go.”

I lead them down the hall to the bedroom; the men following like shadows. Pushing Jax onto the bed, I straddle him, feeling his cock strain in his jeans. I grind against him, slow and deep, never breaking eye contact.

Riley stands at the foot of the bed, frozen.

“Take your clothes off,” I say, not looking at him.

He hesitates, then complies, jacket first, then shirt, then pants. He’s beautiful, vulnerable. I beckon him closer.

Jax flips me onto my back, mouths my neck, teeth grazing skin. His hands find my breasts, squeezing through the lace. I arch, gasp, grab his hair, pull him harder. Riley stands there, erection tenting his boxers, eyes wide.

“Come here,” I say to Riley, voice dark.

He kneels on the bed beside us. I pull him down, kiss him with the taste of Jax still on my tongue. Riley whimpers, hips bucking.

Jax watches, amused. He shoves his hand between my legs, cups the heat through the lace. I cry out, grinding into his palm. Riley tries to touch me, but I slap his hand away.

“Watch,” I command.

Jax strips me, tosses the lingerie to the floor. He slides down, buries his face between my legs, tongue lapping with obscene skill. My back arches, fists knotting the sheets. I stare at Riley, force him to watch every flick, every moan.

“Jesus, Tara,” Riley whispers.

Jax looks up, grins, chin slick. “She’s a fucking goddess, isn’t she?”

Riley nods, silent.

I yank Riley’s boxers down, grabbing his cock. Riley gasps, then shudders as I stroke him, slow, almost teasing.

“Don’t cum,” I order Riley.

He bites his lip, nods.

Jax stands, unzips, and frees himself. He’s big. Bigger than Riley, and Riley knows it. Jax positions himself at my entrance, rubbing the head along my soaked slit.

“Beg for it,” Jax says.

I look at Riley, holding his gaze. “Do it, Riley. Tell him to fuck me.”

Riley’s face contorts, lust and shame fighting for space. “Please. Fuck her.”

Jax slides in, deep and relentless. I cry out, nails raking his back. He fucks me hard, never breaking rhythm, eyes locked on Riley.

Riley watches, helpless, cock in hand. He’s trembling, but he never looks away.

Jax pounds into me, each thrust a declaration of ownership. I scream, shatter, lose myself. Jax follows, growling my name as he finishes.

I pull Riley into bed, wrap him in my arms. He’s sobbing, but it’s relief. I stroke his hair, whisper to him, and he melts in my embrace.

Jax grins.

I’ve never felt more alive.


Chapter 2

The city glows behind our living room’s floor-to-ceiling glass, casting grid lines across the carpet. I watch Jax’s reflection as we cross the threshold, his silhouette slicing through the field of light like an athlete on game tape. I savor the sight: he fits the skyline, all jaw and muscle and casual entitlement, a man who expects to be waited on, fucked, obeyed.

Riley trails behind us, shoes barely making a sound on the rug. He’s traded his suit for loungewear. Something soft, something safe, but his face is strung tight. Every micro-expression a concession to the war in his chest. I can smell him: the aftershave I picked out at Nordstrom, mixed with a note of animal panic. The contrast is perfect. I feel the stir between my thighs.

Jax tosses his keys onto the kitchen counter and pivots, taking in the apartment. “You weren’t kidding about the view,” he says, not looking at the city, but at me. The dark is his, and so am I.

Riley hovers just inside the door, hands in pockets, jaw working overtime. He doesn’t know where to stand, so he doesn’t stand anywhere. I turn, catch his gaze, and he flinches. He’s not ready, but he wants to be.

I decide for him. “You can wait in the guest room.” I make it sound like an order, because it is.

Jax grins, picking up on the tension instantly. “You gonna put him in time-out?”

“Something like that,” I reply, tilting my head. I close the distance, plant myself between the two men, let the moment stretch. “You can listen, Riley. But don’t come out unless I tell you.”

His lips part, maybe to protest, but I see the pulse jumping in his throat and know he won’t. He nods. The movement is barely there, but it’s everything.

Jax circles the island, opens the fridge, and pulls out a bottle of sparkling water like he owns the place. He twists off the cap, drinks, never breaking eye contact with Riley. “You sure you’re cool with this?” His tone is teasing, but there’s steel behind it. He wants the answer to be yes.

Riley finds his voice, thin and threadbare. “Yeah. I’m sure.”

“Good,” Jax says, his smile all teeth.

I slide past Riley, brushing his arm with the barest touch. He shivers. I lean in close, just for him, letting my hair trail over his shoulder. “You’re going to be a good boy for me, aren’t you?”

He bites his lip, nods again.

“Say it.”

He closes his eyes, breath shaky. “I’ll be good.”

I kiss his cheek hard enough to leave a mark. “I know you will.”

Jax clears his throat, and I turn to find him leaning against the counter, arms folded. He’s already taken off his jacket, muscles stretching the sleeves of his t-shirt. I glimpse the ghost of a scar above his eyebrow, the one I remember from his LinkedIn headshot. The man is curated masculinity, a rebuke to everything safe and gentle about Riley. It’s almost poetic.

I take Jax’s hand, interlace our fingers, and walk him down the hall. We go slowly—deliberately. I make sure Riley watches every step, every hip sway, every suggestion in the line of my back. I feel the hunger behind me, the shame, the helplessness. It’s intoxicating.

As we pass the guest room, I pause and look back. Riley stands in the doorframe, hands limp at his sides, the light from the hallway making him almost spectral. I smile, and for a second, I think he’ll break. But he just stands there, eyes huge, swallowing everything.

I shut the guest room door myself, gently, but not so gently that he misses the click. On the other side, I hear his breath catch. I picture him standing alone, listening to the sound of my footsteps as I walk Jax toward our bedroom. The bedroom that Riley and I share, the one with my perfume still lingering in the sheets.

Jax squeezes my hand, and I squeeze back. I can’t stop smiling.

When we reach the master, I push open the door and lead him inside. The mattress is still rumpled from last night, and I tossed my robe on the chaise. Jax drops his backpack by the dresser and turns to face me. For a moment, the air goes tight, the only sound the distant, muffled hum of Riley breathing on the other side of the wall.

Jax runs his hands up my sides, slow and careful. “You like making him wait, don’t you?”

I nod, unable to play coy. “I do.”

He kisses me hard, greedily, taking what’s his.

As his hands slide under my shirt, I listen for Riley, straining to hear if he’s moved. But the silence is perfect. He’s there. He’s listening. And that’s all I need.

I let Jax push me back onto the bed, my mind alive with the heat of the moment, the weight of Riley’s gaze, even through drywall and darkness. There’s power in being wanted, but even more in being watched.

And tonight, I intend to give them both a show.

Jax wastes no time. He strips off his shirt in a single, practiced motion and tosses it onto the nightstand. His body is a monument to self-regard, abs tight, chest broad, every inch announcing its dominance. I arch my back on the bed, letting the dress ride up my thighs, letting him look.

He looks. He takes it all in, eyes darkening with a hunger that eclipses even my best lies. I know I’m wet already; the air between us tastes electric.

Jax climbs onto the bed, knees pinning my hips, hands bracketing my face. He kisses me like he’s devouring something rare and expensive, something he’s always deserved but only now collected. His tongue presses into my mouth, demanding, not asking. I give in, letting him bruise my lips, letting him own my breath.

His fingers slide up my arms, gathering both wrists and pinning them above my head. My body reacts instantly, spine bowing, thighs parting. I could resist, but I don’t. I want him to see how easy I am for him.

“You like being taken,” he says, voice low and hot.

“By the right man.” I let the words bleed out, loud enough for the wall to catch.

Jax grins, teeth flashing. “You mean the only man.”

He drags his mouth down my neck, biting, leaving a roadmap of ownership. I moan louder than necessary, just to be sure the audience gets his money’s worth. My nipples harden under the thin silk, begging for his hands. He obliges, squeezing until I gasp.

I hear it then. The soft, accidental thump from the guest room. Riley’s foot on the floor. I close my eyes and imagine him pressed to the wall, one hand covering his mouth, the other probably not. I arch up, grinding my hips against Jax, letting the bedsprings punctuate the rhythm.

He slides my dress up, bunching it at my waist. My panties are red and damp and soon to be gone. Jax hooks a finger, rips them down, and spreads my legs with the authority that makes me lightheaded.

He pauses, hovering at my entrance, cock thick and pulsing against my inner thigh. “Ready?” he asks.

“Don’t make me beg,” I whisper, so the wall won’t miss it.

He thrusts in, deep and sudden, filling me so fast I can’t breathe. I scream. Sharp, unfiltered. The headboard slams against the wall hard enough to rattle the picture frames. I hope Riley’s standing close enough to feel the vibration.

Jax pounds into me, each stroke a threat made good. My arms strain against his grip, wrists going numb. He fucks like he wants to break something. Maybe me, maybe the rules, maybe the entire fragile peace of our marriage. I let him. I welcome it.

Between thrusts, I shout his name, every syllable designed to torture the man on the other side of the drywall. “God, Jax! You’re so much bigger than him!” I gasp, arching up to take him even deeper. “Harder… yes… right there! Fuck, don’t stop!”

He doesn’t stop. He picks up the tempo, relentless, hips slamming into mine so the entire room shudders with it. Sweat beads on his chest, drips onto my stomach. His face is a mask of effort, veins popping in his neck.

I hear another noise. A muffled, half-strangled moan from the guest room. Riley can’t help himself. The sound is exquisite.

Jax leans down, lips brushing my ear. “You think he’s jerking it?”

I laugh, half-crazed. “He’s pathetic. He can’t help it.”

Jax fucks me harder, pinning my hips with his weight, grinding out every ounce of resistance. My vision whites out; I come with a noise that echoes down the hallway, probably out to the street below. I dig my nails into his back, drawing blood. I want him to remember me.

He pulls out, flips me over, shoves my face into the mattress. I gasp, sucking in sheets and city air. He grabs my ass, spreads me, and slides back in, even deeper from this angle. I scream again, animal and raw.

“Say it,” Jax growls, pounding me so the headboard keeps time. “Tell him what a real man feels like.”

I turn my head to the side, so the wall can catch every word. “He’s fucking me, Riley! You hear that? He’s inside me. He’s so fucking deep!”

The wall is silent, but I know Riley’s listening. I picture him kneeling on the other side, hand wet, eyes wide, heart broken.

Jax’s hand slips between my thighs, fingers rubbing my clit with brutal precision. I come again, sobbing his name, soaking the sheets. He follows, filling me with a heat that almost burns. He pulls out and collapses next to me, breathing like he just ran a race.

I lie there trembling, sweat cooling on my skin. The headboard’s still vibrating. My cunt aches, ruined in the best way. I smile, eyes closed, listening for signs of life in the guest room.

Nothing. Then—a small, desperate whimper.

Jax turns, kisses my forehead. “You’re savage,” he says, admiration in his voice.

“You have no idea,” I reply, still riding the high.

We lie there, tangled together, the city lights painting us in stripes of gold and blue. I think of Riley, alone with his shame and arousal, and I almost pity him.

Almost.

But tonight, the only sounds that matter is the beat of my heart and the echo of my name through the walls.

#

The room reeks of sex. Jax’s sweat, my slick, the ozone tang of a power struggle. I linger in bed, letting my pulse settle, my body still throbbing from the onslaught. Jax stretches, stands, and wanders naked to the bathroom, his back and thighs streaked with nail marks. He grins at me over his shoulder, arrogant and entirely at ease.

I listen for signs of life beyond the bedroom. Riley’s silence is dense, a vacuum that pulls my thoughts toward it. I wonder how long he’s been kneeling at the wall, how raw his hands are, how many times he’s come and choked back the noise.

I slide off the bed, legs shaking a little, and pad over to my closet. The silk robe waits, black and slippery, almost translucent in the low light. I shrug it on, don’t bother tying it tight. Let the fabric cling where it will; let the breeze from the air vent brush across my bare skin.

Jax re-emerges, hair damp, cock still half-hard. He throws himself onto the bed and watches me with lazy, predatory satisfaction. “You gonna check on your man?” he asks.

I nod, savoring the sting between my legs as I walk down the hall. The guest room door is closed, but not locked. I knock once, then open it.

Riley sits on the edge of the bed, hunched over, elbows on knees. His t-shirt is soaked through with sweat, and his pajama pants are tented, a wet stain spreading dark and obvious at the crotch. His face is crimson, eyes glassy. He can’t look at me, not yet.

I stand in the doorway, lean against the frame, and let him drink in the sight. “Did you enjoy the show?” I ask, my tone cool, clinical.

He nods, then shakes his head, then nods again. His hands twist together, knuckles white. “It was… a lot.”

I smile, letting the robe fall open a little more. “You’re still hard,” I observe. “Even after all that.”

He glances down, mortified. “I couldn’t. I mean, I kept trying.” The words dissolve into nothing.

I cross the room, stopping just out of reach. I tilt his chin up with one finger, forcing him to meet my eyes. “You came, didn’t you?”

He swallows. “Twice.”

I laugh, sharp and mean. “And you liked it.”

He hesitates, then: “Yes.”

“Good boy.” I trace a line from his jaw down to his collarbone, watching him shiver. “Maybe next time you can watch with the door open.”

He closes his eyes, shame and need written all over him. I want to see how far he’ll let me go.

I lean in, mouth close to his ear. “That’s what it sounds like when a real man fucks me,” I whisper. He flinches, but I see the bulge in his pants twitch, see the hunger override the humiliation.

I step back, arms crossed, robe slipping off one shoulder. “Do you want to touch me?” I ask, voice pure ice.

He nods, frantic.

I shake my head, slow. “Not tonight. You can think about it, though.”

He lets out a sound, wounded but grateful. I watch him for a moment, studying the tremor in his hands, the heat in his eyes, the red bloom of arousal and defeat across his cheeks.

I turn and walk out, leaving him there. The soft click of the door is louder than any orgasm. I float down the hall, back to the master, where Jax waits for round two.

This isn’t about love, not anymore. It’s about power, about need, about seeing how many rules I can break before the world snaps in half. I slip out of my robe and slide into bed, Jax’s hands already greedy for more.

As he pulls me under, I wonder what Riley will do tomorrow. Whether he’ll pretend this never happened, or beg me for more.

Either way, I win.


Chapter 3

I wake with the taste of sweat and victory. Jax is sprawled beside me, radiating post-coital smugness, still half-hard even in sleep. My body aches in the most delicious way. Ached open, marked, and thoroughly satisfied. I stretch catlike, letting the sheet slip off one shoulder. The sun’s not up, but the city never sleeps, and neither do I.

I listen for signs of life. The silence in the apartment is full of suppressed things: Riley’s footsteps, careful as a thief’s, the soft metallic click of the guest bathroom, the hush of shame moving down a hallway. I pad to the door, drag on a silk robe, and step into the darkness.

Riley stands in the hall, backlit by the glow of his phone, thumb frozen above the screen. He doesn’t know I’m watching. The robe slips open as I approach, not accidentally. I let him see the dark map of bruises blooming up my thighs, the slick streaks between them. He looks up, startled, and I catch him red-handed. His mouth opens, but he doesn’t speak.

“Couldn’t sleep?” I ask, voice low.

He shakes his head too fast.

“Were you listening?” I step closer, letting my words slide over him like a hand.

He glances down, ashamed, but the bulge in his pajama pants betrays him. I almost laugh. He’s so easy.

Jax appears behind me, wearing nothing but last night’s bravado. He doesn’t cover himself; the body is the message. He leans in, lips brushing my neck. “Morning,” he says, but his eyes are on Riley.

I take Jax’s hand, intertwining our fingers. Riley’s eyes flick to the gesture, then away, then back. He’s helpless against the current. “Come on,” I say. “Let’s go back to bed.”

Jax’s smile is wolfish. “You want him to watch?”

I shrug. “He wants it more than we do.”

I led Jax down the hall, my pace slow enough to let Riley follow. At the bedroom door, I pause. Riley lingers at the threshold, not daring to cross.

I turn, pinning him with a look. “Stay there. Don’t move. I want you to see everything.”

He freezes, pulse visible at his throat.

The master is still a mess—twisted sheets, damp pillows, clothes scattered like confetti. I face Riley, letting the robe fall off one shoulder, then the other, a slow-motion striptease for an audience of one.

Jax stands behind me, hands already on my hips. I reach behind, find his waistband, and undo it. I look Riley straight in the eye as I slide Jax’s pants down, exposing the rising cock Riley could never measure up to. Jax’s arousal is immediate; his confidence is unbreakable.

I turn Jax toward Riley, displaying him like a trophy. “You see that?” I say loud enough to carry. “That’s what I’ve been missing.”

Riley sways, gripping the doorframe so hard his knuckles go white. The tent in his pajamas is unmistakable, obscene.

I drag Jax’s belt from the loops with a flourish, the leather hissing through each eyelet. Jax smirks, offering his wrists with mock reverence. I bind him. Not tight, just enough to make a point, then push him down onto the bed.

All the while, Riley never looks away. He can’t. His breath comes shallow, eyes wide and wet.

I straddle Jax, facing Riley. I grind down, slow and deliberate, making a show of every movement. Jax’s eyes lock on mine, but I’m performing for Riley, and he knows it.

Jax’s wrists strain against the belt, but he lets me control the rhythm. I ride him, hips rolling, cunt still swollen from last night’s conquest. I arch my back, moaning loud enough to echo down the hall.

Riley’s breathing syncs with mine. He stands at the threshold, undone.

I turn, locking eyes with him. “You want to touch yourself?” I ask.

He doesn’t answer, but his hand creeps down, almost involuntarily.

I laugh cruelly, exultantly. “Go ahead. It’s all you’ll get tonight.”

Jax bucks under me, and I ride the wave, riding him, riding the humiliation, until I come in a shudder that leaves me dizzy.

Riley comes too with a gasp I feel in my bones.

I collapse onto Jax, laughing, the power still thrumming in my blood.

I look back at Riley, wrecked and panting at the door.

“That’s my good boy,” I whisper.

And I mean it.

#

Jax’s pulse throbs under my hips, a heartbeat built to dominate. The belt around his wrists is an afterthought, a prop for my benefit more than his; I know he’d let me do anything. I ride the wave of my orgasm until the shudder becomes a gentle quake, my body still humming as I climb off him.

Riley is a shadow at the doorway, trembling, spent but straining. I catch his eye and smirk, daring him to move.

“Close the door, but don’t come in,” I say, voice sharp as glass.

He obeys instantly, shutting himself into the heat of the room, but keeping distance like a supplicant. His chest heaves, and he clings to the doorknob as if letting go would send him reeling. I see the slick sheen of sweat on his face and arms, the desperate glimmer of want in his eyes.

Jax stretches on the bed, wrists bound, cock still hard and shining with me. He looks at Riley and laughs, a low, dangerous sound. “Never seen someone so hungry from so far away.”

I want to feed that hunger, but slowly. I want to slice Riley open with a thousand minor cuts before I let him taste.

I turn my back to Jax and approach Riley, letting the silk of my robe fall fully open, exposing my bruised hips and flushed cunt. So close, I see the tremor on his lips and the pulse in his neck. I run a finger down his cheek, smearing the sweat, and lean in until my breath grazes his ear.

“Did you enjoy watching me fuck him?” I ask.

He swallows, nods.

“Did you wish it were you?”

He looks away, then back, shame and need at war in his face.

“Say it,” I whisper, gripping his jaw. “Say you wish it were you.”

His voice is a whisper, raw. “I wish it were me.”

I step away, satisfied, and let the robe slide off my shoulders, pooling at my feet. I walk back to the bed, aware of the eyes drilling into my back. As I grind down on him, I make a show of it, mounting Jax and straddling him. His cock finds me instantly, gliding in with obscene ease. I moan louder than before, just for Riley.

But this time, I slow it down. I run my nails over Jax’s chest, tracing the lines of his abs, the scars and stories written into his skin. I lean forward, arching my back, putting on a show for the man behind me.

“You see this?” I call out, not turning. “This is what it’s supposed to feel like.”

Jax bucks his hips, driving in deeper, and I gasp, fucking him in slow, torturous circles. I glance over my shoulder, catch Riley’s eyes fixed on the place where we join.

I let the rhythm build, then pull off, leaving Jax’s cock standing proud. I slip off the bed, move to the dresser, and pull out the lingerie I bought just for tonight—black lace, sheer, straps like spiderwebs.

I dress myself for Riley, turning every movement into a performance. The panties slide up my legs, then the bra, with strap adjustments. I lean against the dresser and let him stare.

“Do you like what you see?” I ask, this time louder, voice dripping with command.

Riley nods, biting his lip, his face a study in agony.

“Come closer,” I say, crooking a finger.

He crosses the room, each step a surrender. He stops at the foot of the bed, barely breathing. The tent in his pants is back, bigger than before, and his hands hover awkwardly at his sides.

I climb onto the bed, kneel next to Jax, and run my hands over his bound arms, his chest, his cock. My positioning ensures Riley sees everything clearly. I open my mouth and take Jax in, tongue swirling, lips stretched tight. I make eye contact with Riley as I suck, letting saliva dribble down my chin.

“Is this what you want?” I taunt, stroking Jax with both hands.

Riley nods, eyes locked on my mouth.

I let go of Jax, crawl to the edge of the bed, and beckon Riley forward. He steps up, face inches from mine.

“You can look,” I say, “but you can’t touch. Not unless I tell you.”

He whimpers, a small sound, and I feel another surge of power flood my veins.

Jax laughs behind me, enjoying the show. “He’s gonna fucking explode,” he says.

“Not yet,” I reply, licking my lips.

I turn my attention back to Jax, climbing astride him, fucking him again, slow and deep. My moan fills the room as the sound rolls out. I glance at Riley, see his hands shaking, sweat dripping from his temple.

He’s gone, undone, a puppet on strings I barely have to pull.

I ride Jax until I come again, shuddering and loud, then slide off, collapsing in a heap at his side.

I pat the mattress, inviting Riley to kneel at the edge. He does, falling to his knees, breath coming in short, desperate gasps.

“You want to come, don’t you?” I ask, teasing.

He nods, frantic.

“Maybe later,” I say, smiling.

I sink back onto the bed, Jax’s arms around me, and close my eyes, relishing the power, the control, the delicious ache between my legs.

Riley kneels there, broken, waiting for permission that might never come.

It’s perfect.

The silence after is holy. I breathe it in, deep and greedy, while Jax lies beside me, limbs tangled and wrists still lashed. Riley kneels at the edge of the bed, eyes glassy, cock straining against the fabric of his pants, hands knotted into helpless fists. Sweat drips from his brow, turning the hair at his temples dark and wild.

I let the moment stretch until it hurts, until the tension vibrates in the air like a tuning fork. Then I point to the chair at the foot of the bed—a mid-century number Riley picked out years ago, back when he still believed in comfort over spectacle.

“Sit,” I order.

He climbs onto shaky legs, stumbles to the chair, and drops into it. He’s so close I could spit on him, but so far away he might as well be on the moon. I savor his isolation, the way his body curls in on itself, the desperate flick of his eyes between me and Jax.

Jax watches all this with a half-lidded grin. He flexes his arms, making the belt strain, and props himself up on his elbows. He’s so sure of his place in the world—so sure of his place in me. I love that about him. I hate it too, but only in ways that make me wetter.

I stand at the edge of the bed and slip off the black lace bra, slow and theatrical. My nipples are still swollen, cherry-red from Jax’s mouth and hands. I catch Riley staring, mouth open, breathing in little wet gasps. I make a show of tossing the bra to him; it lands in his lap, a dare in fabric form.

I straddle Jax, facing away from Riley so my ass and the dark strip between my thighs are front and center. I sink down onto Jax’s cock, arching my back, letting Riley see the way I take every inch. Jax moans, low and satisfied, and his hands fight the restraint just enough to make it interesting.

I ride Jax, slow at first, letting my hips circle, letting the motion build. I roll my head back, hair wild, and let every sound escape my throat. Jax meets my rhythm, fucking up into me with a confidence Riley could never fake.

Behind us, Riley is statue-still, except for the slow rise and fall of his chest. I let it go for a minute—two—then I turn, just enough to catch him in my peripheral.

“Touch yourself,” I say, voice raw.

He freezes, blushing from neck to ears.

I repeat it, louder: “Touch yourself. I want to see how hard you are for me.”

He hesitates, looking to Jax, looking to me, lost and embarrassed.

“Do it,” I snap.

He slips a hand under his waistband, shuddering as he wraps fingers around his cock. I watch his face, the pain and pleasure fighting for control. He starts slow, then faster, hips jerking up in time with my own.

Jax laughs, a cruel, perfect sound. “Look at him,” he says, thrusting up. “He’s gonna make a mess all over your chair.”

“That’s fine,” I say, eyes locked on Riley. “It’s what he’s good for.”

I fuck Jax harder, slapping my ass down so the sound echoes, so Riley can see the way my skin ripples with every impact. I want him to memorize it—the way a real man fucks his wife, the way I glow when I’m filled just right.

“Is this what you wanted?” I taunt Riley, voice breathless but sharp. “Is this what you dream about when I’m gone?”

He’s beyond speech, hand a blur, sweat beading on his forehead. I see the desperate strain in his muscles, the way he fights not to come too soon.

I reach behind, grip Jax’s thigh, using him for leverage as I grind down harder. “Tell me,” I demand, “tell me you love watching me with him.”

Riley gasps, “I love it. I love it, Tara, I—”

I cut him off with a guttural moan as I come, body shaking, cunt clenching around Jax so hard he swears and bucks up, losing control. He groans my name as he finishes inside me, hot and thick, and I ride the aftershocks until my legs go numb.

Riley’s hand slows, then stops. There’s a dark, wet spot spreading across his pants, proof of his obedience and his ruin.

I climb off Jax and stalk over to Riley. I plant myself in front of him, legs spread, pussy still leaking, and tangle my fingers in his hair.

“Open your mouth,” I command.

He does. I push my cunt to his lips, making him taste the proof of my victory. He licks tentatively at first, then greedier, devouring everything I give him.

Jax watches, still sprawled and grinning, arms flexing against the belt. “You gonna let him finish you?” he asks.

I smirk. “Maybe I will.”

I grind against Riley’s mouth until I come again, softer this time, but no less real. I pull his head back by the hair, forcing him to look up at me.

“Good boy,” I say, voice full of steel and honey. “You know your place.”

He nods, dazed and happy, the shame now a badge of honor.

I turn back to Jax, freeing his wrists with a quick flick of the belt. He rubs his arms, then pulls me onto his lap, kissing me with a hunger that makes my head spin.

Riley sits in the chair, panting, wrecked, and radiant. I know he’ll never leave. I know he’ll crave this forever.

And that’s exactly how I want him.

The city outside glitters, uncaring. But in here, I own the night, and everything in it.


Chapter 4

I make them wait.

I sprawl on the sheets, thighs splayed in practiced disarray, one hand gliding over my ribcage, the other beckoning for Jax. He answers with a lazy, predatory grin—he’s already shirtless, the scar on his brow catching the dim light like a medal. I can feel Riley in the hallway before I even see him; his anxiety radiates through the drywall, a storm front waiting for a reason to break.

“Come here,” I say, voice edged with steel. Jax crosses the room, pausing only to grab the silk scarves from the dresser; black, expensive, a little too on the nose. I pat the bed, then drag my index finger along the slats of the headboard, lazy and suggestive.

Jax reads the cue, sits, and gently pins my wrist above my head. He winds the scarf slowly, like he’s savoring every second. The fabric is cool, but his palm is furnace-hot. He knots it tight, but not so tight I couldn’t escape. It’s a formality, a symbol, like everything else we do in this room.

I smirk up at him. “Careful, tiger. You break me, you buy me.”

He laughs, leans in, and whispers softly so Riley can’t hear: “You’re not breakable. That’s why I like you.”

He grabs the second scarf, loops my other wrist, and tugs both hands up, palms open. My chest arches, breasts thrust forward, the silk slicing a fault line down my arms. I shiver, but not from cold. I glance at the door, where Riley hovers, a ghost in Uniqlo.

He’s still in pajamas, a Harvard tee stretched across his narrow chest. As if to stop the flush, he pulled his hands tight against his collar. He looks like he’s about to bolt, but his gaze is glued to my body—eyes darting from my wrists to my breasts to the damp between my legs. I angle myself just so, offering a view worth dying for.

“Don’t just stand there,” I say, turning my head toward him. “Inside. Against the wall. Where I can see you.”

He steps in, trembling, the tent in his pajama bottoms so flagrant I almost laugh. He leans against the far wall, fingers digging crescents into the paint. The humiliation is oxygen to me; I inhale.

Jax traces a thumb along my jawline, then down the hollow of my throat. His other hand explores my ribs, nails grazing the spaces between, slow and deliberate. He makes a show of it, pinning me in place with nothing but his touch. It’s methodical, almost scientific, the way he maps the terrain of my skin, cataloging goosebumps and gasps.

I exaggerate the noises, letting every moan rattle the windows. “God, your hands are huge,” I say, loud enough to ricochet across the room. “He never touched me like this, you know?”

Riley winces. His knuckles whiten around the doorframe. He’s not breathing, not really.

Jax leans down, lips barely grazing the curve of my breast. He circles the areola with his tongue, slow enough to torture, and I arch my back, pushing into him. The movement draws the scarves even tighter around my wrists, and the silk burns, delicious.

I glance at Riley, making sure he’s watching. “You see that, honey?” I purr. “That’s how a real man touches a woman.”

He looks away, but only for a second. When he looks back, there’s a wet stain spreading on the front of his pajamas. He wipes it away as if erasing evidence, but it only makes the fabric cling tighter to his cock.

Jax slides down my body, mouth leaving a line of heat from breast to belly button. He kneels at the foot of the bed, palms cupping my ass as he nuzzles between my thighs. I spread wider, making a production of it, and throw my head back with a moan that’s equal parts pleasure and performance.

“God, you’re so much bigger than him,” I say, almost laughing. “It’s not even close.”

Riley makes a noise, choked, pathetic. His body is rigid, every muscle locked. He’s sweating through the shirt now, the damp patch spreading like spilled tea.

Jax’s tongue finds my clit and I lose it, hips bucking, knees pressing against his skull. He doesn’t let up, hands gripping my thighs so hard I’ll bruise. I lock eyes with Riley, pinning him with a look that says: This is mine. You can’t have it. You never will.

The foreplay goes on forever. Jax alternates pressure and speed, methodical and brutal by turns. He knows exactly when to pull back, when to thrust two fingers in and curl them so my toes curl too. I can see the outline of Riley’s cock straining against his pajamas, the wet spot now spreading down the leg. He’s holding his breath, eyes glazed, cheeks so red he looks sunburned.

I let myself get louder, feeding off the tension in the room. Every time I moan, I glance at Riley, watching him flinch. Every time I gasp, I see him tense, the muscles in his jaw pulsing like a trapped animal.

Jax pulls back, wiping his chin with the back of his hand. “You want him to see how wet you are?” he asks, voice low.

I nod, hair matted to my forehead. “Let him look. That’s what he’s good for.”

Jax spreads my lips, holds me open like a display case. The air is cool, but I’m molten inside. Riley stared intently, his pupils dilated. I could tell him to drop to his knees and lap up what’s left, and he would, no hesitation.

But not yet. Not even close.

Jax climbs back up, kisses me hard, tongue forcing its way into my mouth. I taste myself on him. I twist my wrists against the silk, test the bonds, but don’t bother fighting. I love the way it feels—helpless, but only on the surface.

“Do you want me to fuck you?” he asks, not bothering to whisper.

I bite my lip, nod once, slow. “Show him how it’s done.”

Jax grins, all teeth. Unzipping, he frees his thick, veined, and leaking cock. He strokes it a few times, letting the head glisten, then lines up against my entrance. He pauses, glances over his shoulder at Riley.

“Watch,” he says. “This is what she needs.”

He pushes in, slowly at first, then all at once. I scream, arching off the bed. The scarves dig deeper, the friction electric. Jax sets a brutal pace, hips slamming into mine with every thrust. The bed creaks, headboard slamming against the wall. I writhe, helpless, letting the momentum carry me.

Riley remains transfixed. He’s mouthing something. Maybe my name, maybe Jax’s, maybe just a prayer. His fists are still at his collar, but the knuckles are bone-white now. The damp patch has grown, a tidemark of humiliation.

Jax leans down, face inches from mine. “He’s never going to get this close again, you know that?” he whispers.

I moan, breathless. “He never was.”

I twist to look at Riley, voice barely a gasp. “Don’t you dare touch yourself,” I say, smiling. “Not until I say.”

He nods, desperate, the need in his eyes so raw it almost hurts to look at.

Jax keeps going, pace relentless. Every time he bottoms out, I see stars. I let the screams come, each one a dagger thrown straight at Riley’s chest. The orgasm builds slowly, then hits like a freight train. I convulse, body snapping, legs locking around Jax’s waist. I sob, scream, thrash, and every second is for the man in the corner.

When it’s over, I’m limp, sweat-soaked, barely able to catch my breath. Jax pulls out, wipes himself with the sheet, and collapses next to me, hand still tangled in my hair. I look at Riley, really look. He’s ruined, shaking, tears running down his face. But his cock is still hard, still leaking, still begging for a touch.

I smile, slow and cruelly. “You’re not done,” I say. “Not even close.”

But I am. For now.

#

Jax isn’t finished with me, not by a mile.

He sits up, wipes the sweat from his brow, and unknots the scarves from my wrists with a gentleness that almost makes me laugh. My arms are numb, but I relish the burn as the blood comes roaring back. I barely have time to breathe before he grabs my waist, flips me onto my stomach, and plants a palm on the small of my back.

“On your knees,” he says.

I obey, planting knees and elbows on the mattress, ass high, breasts pressed into the rumpled sheets. He slides behind me, lines himself up, and glances over his shoulder. “You want her to see you, don’t you?” he asks, voice pitched for Riley.

He positions me so I’m facing the doorway, facing Riley, who’s still rooted to the spot, hands trembling at his sides. The pajamas do nothing to hide his arousal; if anything, they broadcast it, tented and obscene. I lock eyes with him, and for a moment, I see nothing but raw, helpless hunger.

Jax pushes into me from behind, cock parting me in a single, brutal stroke. I gasp, then moan, the sound echoing down the hallway. Every thrust drives my face deeper into the pillow, but I refuse to break eye contact with Riley. I want him to see every second.

“Look at me,” I pant, hair sticking to my lips. “Don’t you dare look away.”

He doesn’t. He can’t.

Jax’s hands find my hips, fingers digging in so hard I know I’ll be marked for days. He uses me like a handle, yanking me back onto him, each stroke rougher than the last. I yelp, scream, let every sound out—no filters, no shame. The bed groans, headboard slamming the wall with a rhythm that’s almost musical.

Riley’s mouth is open, eyes wide and glassy. His hand hovers at his waistband, desperate to reach inside, but he freezes at my command.

“Not yet,” I say, smiling through the pain. “You don’t get to come until I say.”

He whimpers, a sound almost lost in the chaos.

Jax picks up speed, hips slamming into my ass, the wet slap of skin-on-skin filling the room. Sweat drips down my back, pooling where his body meets mine. I reach between my legs, rub my clit, and the orgasm builds fast, overwhelming, inevitable.

“Yes, right there!” I shout. “Harder! Don’t stop, don’t you fucking dare—”

He pounds into me, relentless, and I come so hard my arms give out. I collapse onto the mattress, body convulsing, legs shaking uncontrollably. I scream Jax’s name, over and over, until my throat is raw and I’m seeing colors that don’t have names.

Riley watches, hands fisted at his sides, body shaking so hard I think he might pass out. His cock is straining, leaking, the wet patch spreading down both legs of his pajamas. He looks like a man on the edge of death, or something close enough.

Jax finishes with a final, savage thrust, then pulls out, letting the cum drip onto my thigh. He stands, stretches, and smacks my ass hard enough to leave a perfect red handprint.

I turn my head, panting, and fix Riley with a look of pure, uncut satisfaction.

“You see what you’re missing?” I say. “You’ll never have this again. Ever.”

He nods, eyes brimming with tears.

“Good,” I whisper, sinking into the bed, body spent and ruined.

Jax leans over, brushes the hair from my face. “You want to go again?” he asks, voice like thunder.

I nod slowly, eyes never leaving Riley’s.

Let him watch. Let him burn.

That’s what he’s here for.

#

We collapse together in a heap, slick with sweat and other things, the sheets knotted under us like a shipwreck’s rigging. Jax throws an arm over my waist, fingers splayed possessively across my stomach. His cock rests heavy on my thigh, twitching with the ghost of another erection. I bask in the afterglow, savoring the way my body throbs with every breath, the burn between my legs a trophy I earned.

Riley is still in the doorway. He hasn’t moved, hasn’t even blinked, as far as I can tell. His pajamas are soaked, the dark patch now creeping up his shirt, but he doesn’t hide it. He looks wrecked, exhausted, humiliated, and more turned on than I’ve ever seen him. His hands hang at his sides, fingers trembling, his knuckles raw from clutching the woodwork.

I push myself up, elbows digging into the mattress. The movement sends a new trickle of cum down my thigh. I tilt my chin at Riley.

“Come here,” I say, voice sharp as a slap.

He steps forward, slow, as if every footfall might set off a landmine. He stops at the foot of the bed, eyes glued to the mess between my legs.

I spread them wide, exposing everything, pussy glistening, slick with my wetness and the thick spill of Jax’s cum. My fingers run through it, picking up a string on my index finger, then putting it in my mouth. I suck it clean, exaggerated, holding eye contact the whole time.

“This is what a real man does,” I say, letting my fingers trail down my throat. “See how wet he makes me? You never could.”

Riley makes a strangled sound, half gasp, half sob. His cock twitches in his sodden pajamas, desperate for any touch.

I lean back, knees splayed, cunt on display. “Go ahead,” I say, voice ice-cold. “You can touch yourself now.”

He does instantly, slipping a hand under the waistband. He strokes slowly, almost reverently, eyes never leaving the space between my legs. His face is a study in agony and ecstasy, shame warring with need. I watch him, clinical and detached, cataloging every tremor, every shallow gasp.

Jax watches too, grinning, running a lazy hand over my breasts, squeezing just hard enough to bruise. He’s not jealous. He’s not even interested. For him, Riley is just another spectator, another casualty.

Riley comes fast, barely a dozen strokes before he shudders, whole body convulsing. He makes no sound, but I see it in his face, the way his knees nearly buckle, the wet stain spreading wider, darker, final.

I laugh, low and mean. “That’s all you get,” I say. “Now go clean yourself up.”

He stands there ruined, blinking back tears. He looks at me, then at Jax, then back at me, as if waiting for some sign of forgiveness. There is none.

“Go,” I repeat, waving him off.

He turns, shuffles out, leaving a trail of damp footprints on the floor. The door closes behind him with a soft click, a coda to his defeat.

I lie back, stretching, letting the sheets cool against my skin. Jax kisses my shoulder, then my neck, then slides a hand between my thighs, collecting more of the mess he left there.

“Ready for another round?” he asks, not really a question.

I smile, slow and predatory. “Always.”

I hear Riley sobbing in the hallway, soft and muffled, but I don’t care. Not anymore.

I’m the queen of this place, and tonight, the universe is mine.


Trained by the Bull


Chapter 1

The hum of treadmills and the clean staccato of sneakers on rubber greet me the instant I push through the glass doors. The place smells of ozone and effort. Expensive deodorant, state-of-the-art equipment, and a faint, metallic ghost of old sweat scrubbed to oblivion by an army of dedicated janitors. I’ve been here exactly five minutes and already it feels like the antithesis of my entire domestic existence.

I slide my membership card through the scanner, pretending not to notice the way the twenty-something receptionist tracks my every move. She’s got the aggressive perkiness of the newly hot, her honey-blonde hair in a ponytail so tight it looks painful. I can see her mentally cataloging: thirtysomething, still holding together, something predatory in the way I move. She gives me a smile that’s both curious and wary. I return it, sharp and flat, then step into the main gym.

Engineers designed the space to intimidate, using mirrored walls, indirect LED lighting, and with bodies in motion everywhere. Everyone here is lean and hard and beautiful, even the ones over fifty. Even me. I sweep my eyes over the rows of elliptical machines and clusters of squat racks, the clanking free weights and impossibly bendy yoga girls with their perfect asses perched in deliberate provocation. It’s like walking through an aquarium, each person a different species of showoff.

Mitch would hate it here. Too much preening. Too many reminders of how competitive, how transactional, everything is. My husband is sweet, but he’s a sponge. Absorbing every drop of mediocrity life throws at him, wringing himself dry in the evenings with local news and bland takeout. He would rather die than be seen on a gym floor like this, surrounded by people who make him feel inadequate.

I’m supposed to be here for the “new member orientation,” which is a thinly veiled excuse for some musclebound staffer to sell me personal training sessions I’ll never use. But I’m already half-hard with anticipation, if not for the workout, then for the staring contest. I’m dressed for war: high-waisted black leggings, a slate-blue sports bra under a zip-up, my hair in a slick, severe bun. There’s nothing accidental about it.

I amble toward the free weights, stretching my arms overhead and letting my hips sway. I can feel myself being watched, but I keep my gaze trained on my reflection. It’s the only place I can look without wanting to throttle someone.

He finds me near the kettlebells. Of course he does. Six-two, shoulders broad enough to block out the sun, skin the color of caramel taffy, every movement loose and predatory. His training shirt reveals the delineation of his pecs and the outline of his nipples. He’s got a jaw like an ancient statue, and his eyes rake over me with lazy confidence. The man who knows exactly what he looks like, and what it does to people.

“Darla?” His voice is low, amused, with the faintest trace of an accent I can’t immediately place.

“That’s me,” I say, not bothering to offer a handshake. “You must be my scheduled torture session,” I say.

His mouth quirks up in a half-smile that’s pure provocation. “Enrique Vasquez, but everyone here calls me Rico. I’ll be handling your intake and orientation today.” He gestures to the padded benches with an easy flourish. “Unless you’d rather skip the sales pitch and go straight to the part where you hate me.”

I meet his eyes in the mirror, holding his gaze until I see the first flicker of challenge. “Maybe I already do.”

He laughs, the sound warm and edged. “My favorite type of client. Saves us both a lot of time.” He scans my frame openly, with no pretense of subtlety. “Have you worked with a trainer before?”

“Once. He tried to get me to meditate and told me to eat more sweet potatoes. I fired him after two weeks.”

Rico grins, showing off perfect teeth. “Good. Sweet potatoes are for sadists.” He squats in front of me, elbows on his knees, all attention zeroed in. “So, what brings you in? What are we trying to fix?”

I could give him the script: tone up, lose weight, ‘feel healthier.’ But it feels pointless in front of someone who eats canned sincerity for breakfast. Instead, I let the silence hang, then say, “I need something to wake me up. Everything feels… numb lately.”

His smile changes. There’s a pause where his nostrils flare, and he scans my eyes as if he can see all the places I’ve gone soft. “That’s more common than you’d think,” he says, voice dropping to a near-whisper. “But it’s usually the last thing people will say out loud.”

“Lucky for you, I’m not like most people,” I say. I let my tongue wet my lower lip, slowly and deliberate.

He stands up, his body crowding my space. “I can work with that.”

I swallow, heat blooming along my neck. I haven’t felt this kind of click in years. Maybe never. Not even on my wedding night, when I caught Mitch’s look of disbelieving pride at the sight of me in white satin and lace. Rico’s gaze is a unique thing altogether: not admiration, but pure, hungry assessment.

He steps back, snapping himself into professional mode. “Let’s start with some basics to get your movement patterns dialed in.” He gestures for me to follow, and I do, acutely aware of the way my own hips move, the burnished amber of his calves flexing with every step.

He has me deadlift with a PVC pipe while he circles, correcting posture with gentle taps on my spine and glutes. His hands linger just a half-second too long each time, fingers radiating heat through my leggings. When I ask if he’s always this hands-on, he grins, “Only with clients who can handle it.”

He has me plank, squat, lunge. The sweat beads under my sports bra, and I don’t miss the way he glances at my chest each time I exhale. I arch my back a little extra, just to see if he’ll comment. He doesn’t, but he doesn’t have to. The energy between us is molten, building with every passing minute.

When he moves in close to help me adjust my shoulder position, I catch the sharp, clean scent of his aftershave. There’s something proprietary about the way his hands mold me, as if he’s already claiming parts of me I didn’t realize I’d left unattended. Every touch makes my skin prickle. My nipples stiffen under the bra, and I hope he notices, because I want him to notice.

He finishes the session with a slow, deliberate stretch. “You’re surprisingly flexible,” he says, bending my knee to my chest and holding it there, his palm warm against the back of my thigh.

“You have no idea,” I shoot back.

He holds my gaze, not blinking. “Maybe I will,” he says, quiet but deliberate.

It takes a second for my breath to return to normal. I’m soaked through, heart jackhammering in my ribs, and my thighs feel like warm jelly. When he lets go, I have to steady myself on the bench.

He checks his phone, then offers a lazy, almost dismissive smile. “Same time next week?”

I nod, not trusting myself to speak.

Rico’s mouth curls into a cocky, devastating smile. “Don’t worry, Darla. We’re going to make you feel alive again.” He says it like a threat and a promise. And as he walks away, I realize: it’s exactly what I wanted.

By the time I leave, the receptionist isn’t even pretending not to stare. I flash her a smile on the way out—sharp, flat, and hungry.

#

Seven days is an obscene length of time to marinate in anticipation, but I make it my penance. The workweek drags, every hour a gray echo, my mind drifting back again and again to Rico’s hands, the glint in his eyes when he promised to wake me up. At home, Mitch shuffles through his routines—commuting, microwaving, watching old reruns—oblivious to the growing tension twisting through my veins.

By the time my next session rolls around, I’ve already chosen my outfit with the precision of a contract killer: cropped top in midnight blue, cut to expose just enough stomach, and the leggings that take ten minutes to pull on and another five to peel off. My makeup is subtle but surgical. I let my hair down this time, a dark cascade I hope he’ll find distracting.

The gym is busier tonight, an ocean of sweaty bodies churning under fluorescent light. Rico intercepts me at the entry, barely bothering with the pretense of professionalism. He gives me a once-over that leaves scorch marks and gestures for me to follow.

“Let’s use the auxiliary room today,” he says, leading me toward a tucked-away space off the main floor. “Better for focused work.”

Better for privacy, too, but neither of us says it.

Inside the auxiliary room is a study in muted decadence, with padded floors, mirrored walls, and just a handful of carefully selected equipment. The hum from the main gym filters in as a dull backdrop. Rico closes the door behind us, and suddenly it’s just the two of us, the air thick with unspoken things.

He sets out a yoga mat, motions for me to lie down. “We’re going to open your hips,” he says, kneeling at my side. “Most people ignore them, but they’re the foundation of all movement.”

“Is that what we’re calling it now?” I tease, stretching out on my back, every muscle coiled tight.

He grins, unbothered. “That’s what we’re calling it until we get results.” He positions himself at my feet, hands sliding up my calves as he gently bends my knees toward my chest. The way he touches me is a master class in plausible deniability: clinical enough to be professional, but with a pressure that says he knows exactly what he’s doing.

“Breathe in,” he says, leaning over me, his face close enough that I can see the stubble lining his jaw. “On the exhale, let your legs fall open. I’ll support you.”

I do as he says, the stretch deep and vaguely obscene, my thighs splayed wide with only thin lycra between me and his intent gaze. He presses gently on my knees, increasing the angle, then uses his thumbs to massage the tightness out of my inner thighs. His touch is slow, deliberate, drawing little shocks of pleasure with each stroke.

“Is this okay?” he murmurs, the words a velvet caress at my ear.

I nod, my pulse thudding in my throat. “It’s perfect.”

He holds the position a moment longer, letting the tension throb. Then he releases, patting my thigh. “Good. Now up.”

He pulls me to my feet, but instead of stepping back, he stands close—closer than necessary. His chest is a wall of heat against my shoulder blades as he lines my body up in front of the mirror.

“Watch yourself,” he says, voice thick. “I want you to see how strong you look.”

He guides my arms into a stretch, his hands clamped over my wrists, then slides them down to my waist. His grip is possessive, almost rough. I catch his eyes in the mirror, dark and hungry, and suddenly the room feels charged, the air vibrating with shared intent.

He bends me forward at the hips, his palms flattening along my lower back. “You’re tight here,” he says, massaging in small, deep circles. My breath comes faster, but I keep my gaze locked with his in the glass, unwilling to cede the upper hand.

He steps in, pressing his hips against my ass as he corrects my posture. There’s no mistaking the hard line of him, or the way he lingers—testing me, daring me to react. I push back, just a fraction, enough to tell him I’m in. His fingers dig in, bruising with approval.

“You like control, don’t you?” he says, low enough that only I can hear.

I smile, slow and dangerously. “Only when it’s earned.”

He moves me through a series of deep squats, his hands guiding every rep, his voice a constant stream of dirty encouragement disguised as coaching. “Lower. Slower. I want you to feel it burn.” Each command lands like a slap, and I obey, sweat slicking my hair to my temples.

Between sets, he keeps me close, adjusting my hair, smoothing my top, fingers grazing along the bare line of my spine. The room is full of mirrored reflections—endless versions of us tangled in a dance of provocation.

When he finally lets me rest, I’m trembling, not from fatigue but from wanting. He hands me a bottle of water, the tips of his fingers brushing mine, electricity arcing at the point of contact.

“Next time,” he says, voice soft but edged with promise, “we’ll work on your endurance.”

I swallow, the water cold against my burning throat. “I look forward to it.”

He leans in, so close I can smell the salt of his skin, and whispers, “So do I.”

As I leave, legs shaking, I already know there’s no going back. Mitch is a shadow at the edge of my mind, fading with every footstep. I’m alive, and starving.

#

Night at the gym is a study in abandonment—rows of idle treadmills, shadows pooling under stair-steppers, the steady hum of distant HVAC the only evidence of anything living. I wait in the locker room, heart jackhammering, sweat drying sticky on my back. Rico texted: Meet me at 10. The place officially closes at 9:30, but the cleaning crew leaves early.

The half hour was spent pacing, reapplying lipstick, and fixing and unfixing my hair. I’m vibrating with need, a low-level tremor that’s been building all week. I can’t stop picturing the way he touched me last time—how his voice curled around my name, how my body folded to his without a whimper of protest.

At 10:01, the service entrance swings open and he glides in, all liquid confidence, like he owns the place. He wears black joggers and a faded tee; the sleeves cut off to expose his arms. The sight of them—so vascular, so lethal—makes me clench down in anticipation.

“You ready?” he asks, smiling in a way that’s not really a question.

I nod, and he leads me toward the back, past the main floor and down a hallway lined with dusty motivational posters. We stop at the last door on the left. He doesn’t bother turning on the main lights, just flicks on a floor lamp in the corner, filling the room with a dirty amber glow. The air smells like old rubber and something spicy—his cologne, maybe, or just him.

Rico locks the door. The click echoes in the hush.

He stands there for a beat, hands on hips, regarding me with patience that feels obscene. “You want this,” he says. Not a question, but a judgment, an inevitability. I answer by crossing the room and grabbing a fistful of his shirt, yanking him down to meet my mouth.

The kiss is violence, all teeth and tongue, both of us desperate to erase the gap that’s been gnawing at us for days. He lifts me, palms gripping my ass, and I wrap my legs around his waist. He spins us, slamming me against the cinderblock wall. The shock of it makes me gasp, but I hold on tighter.

We’re clawing at each other, stripping away the veneer of gym etiquette with every frantic touch. My hands roam his chest, nails raking across sweat-slicked skin. His hands snake up under my top, pushing the sports bra out of the way, fingers pinching and rolling my nipples until I whimper into his mouth.

He peels my leggings down, not bothering with finesse, and lifts me onto a bench press station. The metal is cold under my thighs, a perfect counterpoint to the heat raging between them. He kicks my sneakers apart, standing between my knees, and kisses a line up my throat. His breath is hot, his stubble scraping just enough to hurt.

“You want it rough or gentle?” he asks, one hand already tugging his cock free.

I lock eyes with him, daring. “I want to feel it tomorrow.”

His smirk is pure evil. He doesn’t hesitate. One thrust, and he’s inside me, so much thicker, so much longer than anything I’ve ever had. It’s obscene, almost surgical, the way he stretches me. I cry out, biting down on my lip to stifle the sound, but he only drives in deeper, hands digging into my hips, guiding my body to take him all.

He sets a punishing rhythm, hips slamming against mine with a violence that feels necessary. My hands claw at his shoulders, at the cold metal bar behind me, at anything that will anchor me to this moment. Each stroke shoves me further up the bench, until I’m flat on my back and he’s looming above, sweat dripping from his jaw onto my bare stomach.

He bends down, tongue circling my nipple, then bites, hard enough to leave a mark. “You like that?” he growls.

I can’t answer. Speech escapes me, leaving only sobs and moans. I arch into him, thighs locking around his hips, and use every ounce of leverage to pull him deeper.

He grins, teeth bared. “That’s it. Fucking take it.”

I do. I take it until the world blurs, until all I know is the slam of his body and the burn of friction, the sound of our skin colliding in a rhythm older than language.

Somewhere, I think of Mitch—his careful hands, his polite, missionary thrusts, the way he always asked, “Are you okay?” every two minutes, like I was a petri dish about to crack. Rico doesn’t ask. Rico tells. Rico takes.

And I love it.

When he finally slows, he flips me onto my stomach, bends me over the bar, and pounds into me from behind. The angle is brutal, every slap of his hips sending sparks up my spine. I am loud now, shameless, letting my voice bounce off the walls because no one is here to hear me but him.

He grabs a fistful of my hair, yanks my head back. “Say you want it.”

“Fuck yes,” I groan. “Harder.”

He delivers. Every muscle in his arms ripples with effort. I know I’ll wear his fingerprints for days.

When I come, it’s shattering—white noise and black stars, my body convulsing around him. He holds me through it, slowing just enough for me to catch a breath, then driving into me again, relentless.

He finishes with a growl, spilling into me, then slumps forward, hands braced on either side of my shoulders. The two of us pant together, fused in sweat and animal satisfaction.

Rico is the first to recover. He stands, tucks himself away, and pulls me up from the bench. He doesn’t ask if I’m okay; he knows.

We dress in silence, the mood oddly tender now. He traces the marks he left on my hips, admiring. “You’ll remember this next time,” he says, a question embedded in the certainty.

“Count on it,” I say, and mean it.

He unlocks the door and disappears down the hallway. I linger, gathering my things, touching the raw places where he owned me. For the first time in years, I am not numb.

I am starving, and I finally know what to feed myself.


Chapter 2

The Valmont is the kind of hotel you walk into with a clean suit, a dirty secret, and no intention of ever telling the front desk your real name. It’s too expensive for lobby drunks, too impersonal for romance—just a hundred floors of anonymity stacked above the city’s artery-clogged streets. I step through the revolving door at dusk, city grit still clinging to my sneakers, and feel a rush of adrenaline so pure it almost makes me lightheaded. If I ever had a moral compass, it’s spinning wild and useless tonight.

The elevator is gold-trimmed and mirrored, the kind of box that’s made for watching yourself come undone. I ride alone, counting the floors, fingers slick against the clutch in my palm. Every click of the passing numbers is a countdown to impact. I check my face in the glass—hair still immaculate, lips a smudge too pale, eyes wired and dark with anticipation. I fix the lipstick, heart hammering like I’m sixteen sneaking out to meet a boy with a motorcycle and a death wish. My hand shakes, so I brace it, and smile at the effort.

Nineteen. The doors open with a mechanical sigh.

I take three steps down the carpeted corridor before I see the number—1942, the year my grandmother eloped with a man she met at the racetrack. If there’s a god, he’s got a twisted sense of humor.

I knock, a dry-rasped knuckle against expensive wood. The door swings open before I can second-guess, and Rico is there, shirtless, skin burnished gold in the hallway’s low light. Low-slung jeans hang from his hips, each muscle of his torso on display, a study in anatomical arrogance. His damp hair curled just above his ears, and his mouth displayed the same half-smile that had landed me in this situation.

“Darla.” He says it like a confession. Or maybe a diagnosis.

I step inside. The room is all soft amber and city-view windows, the place you could lose yourself in for a week and never learn the desk clerk’s name. The bed is king-sized, white sheets taut as a snare drum, every surface sanitized to an almost erotic blankness.

“Nice place,” I say, setting my bag on the credenza.

He shrugs, pads to the window, and gestures to the view. “Thought it’d be easier. For you.”

He turns, and for a second, the Rico from the gym; arrogant, untouchable, flashes beneath the surface. Then he’s all predator again, stalking me across the carpet, bare feet silent.

He stops a breath away. “I’ve been thinking about you since the gym,” he murmurs, voice honey-thick, hands landing on my hips. I feel the heat of him through my dress, and something tightens low in my belly.

“Is that so?” I counter, because if I don’t, I’ll melt.

He grins, dips his head so close I can count the dark lashes around his eyes. “Every night.”

He backs me against the door—so gently, so inevitably, I barely notice until the handle bites into my spine. His hand cups the side of my neck, thumb stroking the angle of my jaw, and then he’s kissing me, harder than before, mouth hungry and claiming.

I open to him, fingers digging into his shoulders, all the week’s anticipation detonating in the space between us. He tastes like toothpaste and want. I bite his lower lip, and he growls, the sound vibrating through both our chests.

His hands find the zipper at my back. He works it down, slow at first, then faster when I press against him, shameless. My dress slips from my shoulders, pooling at my waist. The air is chilly on my skin, but his palms are burning hot as they move over my ribs, up to my bra.

He breaks the kiss just long enough to look down at me, eyes flaring with approval. “Fuck, you’re gorgeous,” he breathes, and this time the compliment doesn’t sound like a line. It sounds like an emergency.

I want to keep up the game, but my body’s already quit the negotiating table. I push his jeans down, fingers skating over the hard line of his stomach. He’s massive, everywhere, and it’s the first time in my life I’ve been grateful for a hotel’s blackout blinds.

He lifts me, one smooth motion, and I wrap my legs around his waist. My dress is useless now, just a swatch of silk bunched at my hips. He carries me to the bed, lays me down like I’m a challenge he means to win.

He stands at the edge, staring at me. Spread out, half-dressed, mouth swollen from his kiss and the look he gives me is pure reverence, the gaze I’d kill to see on another man, any man, least of all him.

“You sure?” he asks, the question so at odds with the situation I almost laugh.

“I’m already here, aren’t I?” I say, and it comes out as a dare.

He bends down to kiss the inside of my leg, kneeling between my knees and gripping my thighs. Lips teasing, he works slowly, finally removing my underwear. He watches my face as he does it, like he wants to see if I’ll flinch.

I don’t.

He spreads me open and goes down on me like it’s his job, his tongue deft and relentless. I arch up, grinding into his mouth, and he just moans, sucking harder, holding me in place with those impossible arms.

When I come, it’s not gentle. It rips through me, loud and shameless. He keeps at it until I’m trembling, thighs spasming against his ears. Only then does he move up, kissing the sweat off my stomach, my sternum, my throat. By the time he gets to my lips, I taste myself on his tongue.

He leans in, nose pressed to mine. “Better than the gym?” he whispers.

I laugh, breathless. “Not even close.”

He grins and, with one practiced motion, unhooks my bra. It joins the dress and panties on the floor.

He stands, shucking his jeans the rest of the way, and I finally get the full measure of him, tall, lean, every inch cut from marble and sin. He slips a condom from his pocket, rolls it on, and lines himself up against me, not breaking eye contact.

He pushes in, slowly at first, stretching me until I gasp. The air leaves my lungs; I dig my nails into his back, leaving marks I hope he’ll feel in the morning. He sets a rhythm, measured and deep, and I lose track of everything but the drag of his body in mine, the sounds he makes, the way he murmurs my name like it’s an answer to every question.

He flips me, moves my legs, changes angles without breaking stride. He knows what he’s doing. No hesitation, no apology. I let him take me apart, let the bed creak and the headboard slam the wall. If anyone on this floor complains, let them.

When I come again, it’s like a dam breaking; sudden, overwhelming, and so much more than I bargained for. He follows a moment later, shouting my name, head buried in my hair.

We lie there, sweat cooling on our skin, city lights flickering through the window like distant applause. He doesn’t move right away, and neither do I.

For the first time in years, I don’t feel numb. I feel everything.

#

Rico isn’t finished with me. Not even close.

We’re both still gasping, sweat evaporating in the draft from the ceiling vent, but his hands never leave my skin. He slowly and deliberately turns me to press my back against his chest. I feel the graze of stubble on my neck, the wet heat of his tongue tracing the slope to my shoulder. His arms snake around, palms rough against the shiver-prickled flesh of my ribs, and he holds me there—weightless, pinned, completely in his power.

There’s a feral patience in how he waits. He wants me to know I can’t move unless he says. I test him—try to roll away, just a little—and his grip tightens, breath huffing out in a laugh. “Don’t,” he murmurs, voice low and edged with command. It’s a single syllable, but it roots me more than any safe word ever could.

He pins my wrists together above my head, thumb and forefinger encircling both in a gesture so practiced it has to come from muscle memory. I should be scared, or at least embarrassed by how wet I am, but all I feel is the pulse of blood in my clit, drumming a rhythm that matches his. He could do anything right now and I’d thank him for it.

With his free hand, he roams: over the arch of my ribs, across the valley of my stomach, then lower, to the inside of my thigh. His mouth follows, peppering kisses that are gentle at first, then biting just hard enough to leave a mark. I gasp when his teeth graze my hipbone, and he grins against my skin.

“You like that?” he says, dragging a finger along my slit. The tip comes away slick, and he brings it to his lips, eyes never leaving mine.

“Maybe,” I say, desperate for the upper hand and failing utterly.

He shifts, rolling me onto my stomach, ass in the air, and holds me down with the flat of his palm between my shoulder blades. I moan, the sound muffled by hotel sheets, and he rewards me with a slow, teasing lick from clit to asshole. It’s obscene and perfect, and I can’t help the way my knees shake, how my whole body arches for more.

He slides two fingers inside, curling them with clinical precision. “Tell me what you want, Darla,” he purrs, using my wetness as lube. His cock, still sheathed, nudges against my leg, and I want to sob at the promise of it.

“Harder,” I beg, losing any pretense of dignity. “Don’t stop.”

He doesn’t. He fucks me with his hand, slow at first, then faster, thumb circling my clit until I’m babbling. I come again, so violently I think I might pass out. He shushes me through it, lips pressed to my spine, riding the aftershocks with patience that’s almost cruel.

When I collapse, spent, he flips me over and lines himself up again. This time, he pushes my wrists into the mattress and fucks me with measured, deep strokes, keeping eye contact the entire time. He wants to see me break. He wants to see what I look like when I lose control.

I gave him everything. Every shudder, every twitch, every sound. I am an open nerve ending, raw and sparking.

When he’s close, he grabs my face with one hand, squeezing my jaw until I look right at him. “You feel that?” he says, hips snapping. “That’s you. All you.”

He comes with a strangled shout, burying himself to the hilt. I feel the shudder of his whole body, the way his arms lock and shake, and I savor it—the knowledge that I can do this to someone. To him.

He collapses beside me, sheets damp with sweat and come, and for a long moment, neither of us moves. The only sound is the heavy, tidal drag of our breathing.

After a while, I turn to look at him. The lines around his mouth, the shadow of a scar near his eyebrow, the new marks blooming red along his chest and arms where I’d clawed at him. I touch the hollow of his throat, feeling the wild gallop of his pulse.

Mitch has never looked at me this way. Mitch is all soft hands and apologies, gentle missionary and “Are you sure this feels good?” every two minutes. I used to find it sweet. Now, it feels like a favor I never asked for.

While already half-asleep, Rico’s arm drapes over my waist, heavy and possessive. I trace a finger down his bicep, marveling at the power there, the utter lack of fear or inhibition. I wonder what it would be like to wake up next to this, every day, every night, never worrying that I was too much or not enough.

I should feel guilty. I should feel used. Instead, I feel fucking invincible.

The city sprawls outside the window, lit up in blue and white. I drift, lulled by the hum of the air conditioning and the steady rise and fall of Rico’s chest. The sheets are cold in places, sticky in others, but I don’t care.

I made this happen. I built this moment out of boredom and nerve and a hunger too big to ignore.

Tomorrow, I’ll have to go home to Mitch and his tepid coffee and the gentle, suffocating kindness. But right now, I’m alive. Right now, I own the night.

I close my eyes and let myself be claimed by the dark, a smile tugging at my mouth even as sleep overtakes me.

Let them all try to wake me up. Only Rico has the recipe.

#

I don’t take the train home. Too slow. I cabbed it, window cracked, city air cold and chemical on my face. In the elevator mirror, I halfheartedly try to tame my wild hair. My underwear is in my purse. My thighs are sticky. Every nerve ending feels lit up, sparking with leftover current.

I keep expecting guilt to hit, or maybe panic. Instead, all I feel is a kind of warm, malicious glee. Like I just got away with murder.

The apartment is dark, save for the tremor-blue flicker of Mitch’s laptop. He sits at the little desk we bought on clearance two years ago, pecking at keys with a surgeon’s precision. If he notices my entrance, he gives no sign.

I hang my coat, leave my shoes on the mat, and head to the kitchen for water. The place is clean but sterile, Ikea parts and big-box store neutrals, no actual personality beyond the ceramic cat I impulse-bought at a craft fair last fall. Even the fridge hums with the practiced monotony only a domestic appliance can muster.

Mitch doesn’t look up when I pad past, but he makes a show of pausing his typing. “Hey,” he says, not turning. “How was book club?”

Book club. I almost laugh, but swallow it. “Good,” I answer, voice steady. “We read that one about the twins in the loony bin.” I can’t remember the title, but it doesn’t matter. Mitch never asks follow-ups. He just nods and goes back to his screen.

I stand behind him for a beat, studying the way his back hunches under his shirt, the pale knob of his neck where the skin is always a little too dry. In another life, this might have been enough; a husband who keeps the lights on, doesn’t hit, makes soft noises in his sleep and still says “please” at restaurants. But tonight, all I see is absence. An empty chair at the other end of a very long table.

I touched his shoulder. He startles, jerks back just a little, and I feel a flash of something close to pity. “I’m going to shower,” I tell him, even though I don’t owe him the explanation.

He gives me a thumbs-up without turning.

Although the bathroom is cramped, it is the only space in the place that truly feels like mine. I strip and stand under the spray, letting the water run scalding hot, watching little rivers of mascara and dried sweat pool at the drain. I scrub everywhere using the harsh lemon soap Mitch buys in bulk. For a second, I imagine him catching a whiff of Rico on me, some lingering trace of another man’s skin, and I press the loofah so hard it leaves angry red streaks.

I stand under the stream until my fingertips pucker and my thoughts settle.

Back in the bedroom, I towel off and climb into bed, pulling the covers up to my chin. Mitch is still at his desk, tapping away, probably drafting a polite email to someone who won’t read it. I wonder what would happen if I marched over and sucked him off right here, no preamble, no context. Would he freak? Would he even notice if my mouth tasted different? Or would he just close the laptop and let himself be handled, grateful for the deviation in routine?

I smirk, imagining it, but make no move to test the theory. Not yet.

He eventually joins me, sliding in with the caution of a man who’s been kicked in his sleep before. He doesn’t touch me. Not out of cruelty, but because the space between us has become an unspoken truce—a DMZ where neither side wants to spark the next cold war.

I stare at the ceiling, counting the cracks in the plaster. The silence is heavy, almost suffocating, but I don’t break it.

Instead, I replay every second at the hotel: Rico’s hands, Rico’s teeth, the way he made me beg and the way I loved it. I drag my nails over my stomach, just above the sheet, savoring the faint soreness there. I wonder how long it’ll take for the marks to fade and hope they don’t.

Mitch is asleep in minutes, soft snores rising and falling in time with the air conditioner’s hum. I turn on my side and watch him, this man I married because it was the logical thing to do, the safe choice. For years, I convinced myself that that was enough. That I could outrun boredom by changing jobs, or cutting my hair, or painting the walls a different color.

But now, with Rico’s fingerprints still blooming on my skin, I know better.

I want more. I want to feel alive, even if it means burning everything down to get it.

I close my eyes, see the city lights flicker behind my lids, and make a silent promise:

Tomorrow, I start over. Tomorrow, I take what I want.

Tonight, I sleep with the ghost of another man’s mouth on my body, and for the first time in years, I am not alone.


Chapter 3

I come home drunk on another man’s sweat, and the first thing I see is my husband: bathed in blue laptop light, hunched like a question mark at the dining table. He’s so absorbed in the glow, he doesn’t hear the front door, or the way my keys ricochet across the faux-marble counter. The city outside our window hisses with late-night traffic, seeping through curtains the color of oatmeal, mingling with the sterile hum of the apartment. I hang up my jacket and stare at him for a long beat.

He’s in his usual uniform—old concert tee, joggers, wireless headphones. The apartment is small enough that my presence should be a seismic event, but he just keeps typing, oblivious, face a blank page. My body is still vibrating from Rico—my thighs are slick, my hair is knotted at my neck. I want to see if Mitch can smell it on me. I want to see if he’ll even notice.

I stand in the doorway and watch him work. The ceiling here is low, closing in. Every wall is painted the same noncommittal off-white; every object in the room is designed to be ignored. Even the cheap glassware in the kitchen is neutral, ghostly, anonymous. It’s a room built to be lived in by no one, and tonight it feels like a deliberate joke.

He finally senses me, half-turning in his chair, one headphone dangling. “Hey, babe. You’re back late.” He glances at the microwave clock, but not at me.

I ignore the question and stalk toward him, heels scuffing linoleum. He blinks, then closes his laptop. Not because I asked, but because my body language makes it necessary.

I lean over the table so that my face is level with his. “We need to talk about us,” I say.

He recoils a little with genuine confusion in his eyes. “Okay,” he says, drawing out the word like it’s a code he’s supposed to solve. “What’s up?”

I study him up close. The perpetual worry-crease between his brows, the vulnerable hollow at the base of his throat. It’s almost sweet. “We’re dying of boredom, Mitch.” My voice is flat, but I don’t blink.

He laughs, but it’s a nervous tic. “I mean, isn’t everyone?”

“No,” I say, stepping closer. “Not everyone. Some people actually want things.”

He looks at me as if I’ve just announced I’m joining a cult. “Is this about work? Did something happen at the gym?”

I slide my hand onto his shoulder and squeeze, not lovingly, but to remind him who’s steering the car. He tenses, eyes flicking to my hand, then back to my face. “It’s not about work,” I say. “It’s about us.”

He tries to joke, because that’s his defense mechanism. “You want to spice things up?” he says, voice cracking a little. “Try a new restaurant? Take a pottery class?”

I squeeze harder. “Not pottery, Mitch. I’m serious.”

He sits back, defensive. “Okay, so what do you want?”

I want to tell him I want to be manhandled, to be pinned and bitten and fucked until I can’t feel my legs. I want to tell him I want to hear him beg, that I want him to leave marks—actual marks—not just the soft indentations from a poorly made IKEA mattress. But I can’t say that, not yet. He’s not ready. Hell, I’m not even sure I am.

Instead, I say, “I want you to look at me when I talk to you.”

He does for the first time all night. His eyes are blue-grey and watery in the lamplight, and he’s blinking too much.

“Okay,” he whispers.

I let go of his shoulder and trace my thumb down the inside of his arm, to his wrist. His pulse is fluttering—a terrified bird in a cage. I press it, savoring the feel. “Have you ever thought about doing something different?” I ask.

He doesn’t answer right away. His mouth opens and closes, a fish gasping for relevance. “I guess. I mean, we could—what, take a trip? Try… therapy?”

“Not therapy, Mitch.” I shake my head, slow and deliberate. “I want you to want me. Really want me.” The words are heavier than I expected. For a second, I almost laugh, but I drop my hand and step away, breaking the contact.

He looks stunned. “I do want you,” he says, but it sounds more like a question than a statement.

I move behind him, standing over the back of his chair. He stiffens, waiting for the next move. I put both hands on his shoulders and knead them harder than I ever have before. He winces, but doesn’t tell me to stop. “Then show me,” I murmur, leaning down so my breath grazes his ear.

He shivers. I can see the way his skin prickles, the way his neck flushes under the sudden attention. His breathing changes too, becoming shallow, a little ragged. I dig my fingers in, working the muscle until he groans softly.

“Darla,” he whispers, but it’s not a protest.

I run my hands down his chest, over the T-shirt, then slip them beneath the hem to touch bare skin. He flinches. He always acts oversensitive, like he’s never quite gotten used to being touched. I trace the thin line of hair down his sternum, fingers splayed. He’s not muscular, not like Rico, but there’s a familiar comfort to his softness. I can feel his heart pounding through his ribs.

He lets me do it. He lets me take. I wonder for a fleeting second if that’s what I really want.

I circle to the front and sit on his lap, straddling him in the tiny, battered office chair. He freezes, unsure of where to put his hands.

“Touch me,” I command, and he obeys, tentative at first, palms on my hips, barely any pressure. I stare at him, willing him to see past my skin.

I lean in and kiss him hard, like I mean to leave a bruise. His mouth is dry, but he opens for me. I bite his lip, just a little, and he jerks in surprise.

When I pull away, his eyes are huge, pupils blown. He looks wrecked and desperate, like he might actually want to cry.

“Is this what you want?” he asks, voice trembling.

I smile a real, feral smile. “Getting closer.”

He laughs, but this time it’s genuine, a release valve hissing open. “You could have just said something.”

I shake my head, press my forehead to his. “I didn’t know how. Not until now.”

I guide his hand up under my shirt, pressing his palm to my breast. My nipple is still hard, a leftover from the hours before. He traces it, a little clumsily, but eagerly. I let him knead and fumble, because the clumsiness is honest, and for once it doesn’t make me want to scream.

I take his other hand and bring it to my throat, pressing his fingers flat against my skin. He hesitates.

“Do it,” I whisper.

He tightens just enough that I feel the threat. My breath hitches, and his eyes widen. He likes it, or at least the idea that he could hurt me. That he could take control.

I don’t let him have it. Not yet.

I break the contact and stand, smoothing my shirt down. “Bedroom. Now.”

He scrambles out of the chair, not even trying to hide the hard-on tenting his joggers. He looks like a lost kid, but he follows.

As I walk down the hall, I catch my reflection in the hallway mirror. Hair wild, mouth swollen, eyes bright and mean. I look dangerous. I look alive.

I reach the bedroom door and pause, listening to his footsteps shuffle up behind me.

“Mitch?”

“Yeah?”

“This is the part where you stop asking questions.”

He nods. For the first time since we met, I see him submit—just a little.

It’s a start.

#

Our bedroom is a museum of compromise: a king-size bed that barely fits the room, grey sheets perpetually rumpled, a wall-mounted TV with a permanent Netflix afterglow. The air still tastes of lemon disinfectant from my earlier scrub-down, but I can already smell the nervous sweat rolling off Mitch’s skin. He lingers in the doorway, awkward and tentative, like a trespasser in his own home.

I walk past him without a word, open the top drawer of my nightstand, and pull out the silk scarf I usually reserve for bad hair days and funerals. It’s a deep, imperial blue—the only color in the whole fucking apartment. When I turn and let it slide through my fingers, he goes stock-still.

“Tonight,” I say, “we’re doing things differently.”

He stands there, eyes on the scarf. “How… different?” He tries to sound casual, but his voice shakes on the last syllable.

I smile and toss the scarf onto the bed. “Start by taking off your clothes.”

He blinks, processing, then glances at me for confirmation. I hold his gaze until the moment stretches into something uncomfortable. He starts with the shirt, pulling it over his head and letting it drop to the carpet. Next, the joggers, awkward, fumbling, caught on one heel before he kicks them off. His skin is pale, marked here and there by the red ghosts of old pimples, with the faintest suggestion of a tan line at his hips.

I stalk him as he undresses, circling the bed so I’m always in his periphery, never directly in front. He’s jumpy, aware of me the way prey is aware of a predator, never knowing exactly when I’ll strike, only that I will. When he’s finally naked, his cock is already half-hard, bobbing with his pulse.

I take a seat at the edge of the mattress, legs crossed, and let the silence work its way under his skin. He hovers near the footboard, shifting from foot to foot, hands twitching at his sides.

“Come here,” I command.

He obeys slowly and wary until he’s standing close enough for me to smell the laundry soap on his skin. I reach out and run a finger down his chest, stopping at the flutter in his abdomen. He shudders, and I marvel at how easily I can make him squirm.

I stand and press myself against him, feeling his cock stiffen between us. He looks down at me, eyes wide and uncertain. I palm the back of his neck and pull him down for a kiss, gentle at first, then harder, biting his lower lip until I taste salt.

He gasps when I let go. “Jesus, Darla.”

“Sit.” I push him onto the mattress so he’s perched at the edge, exposed and waiting.

I retrieve the scarf and dangle it in front of him. “Give me your hands.”

He does, palms up, fingers trembling. I wrap the scarf around his wrists, winding it tight and secure, testing the knot before I’m satisfied. He could break free if he really wanted to, but he won’t. I make sure of it with a single look.

He sits there, bound, unsure what to do with his eyes. He settles on my face, searching for a clue.

I remove my shirt, then my bra, letting the fabric fall to the floor. My nipples are already hard, goosebumps running the length of my arms. I leave my skirt on for now. It feels right to have a barrier, something to peel away later.

I step between his knees, spreading them wider with my own. He’s hard now, cock straining up at a needy angle. I don’t touch him. Not yet. Instead, I run my hands up his thighs, nails dragging just enough to sting.

He makes a sound, low and involuntary.

I kneel, slow and deliberate, and lick a stripe up the inside of his thigh. He twitches, then moans when I bite, leaving a crescent of teeth marks behind. His wrists flex against the scarf, but he keeps them in my grip.

I look up at him. “Do you trust me?” I ask.

He nods, rapid and eagerly.

“Say it,” I order.

“I trust you,” he says, and his voice is thick with anticipation.

I bite higher, just below the crease of his hip, then move to the other side, alternating pain and pleasure until his legs are shaking. I avoid his cock, denying him, watching his breathing go shallow and desperate.

“Darla, please…”

I cut him off with a glare. “No talking unless I ask.”

He bites his tongue, nods.

I move up, straddling his lap, and rake my nails over his chest, leaving trails of red. He arches into me, eyes rolling back when I pinch his nipple and twist.

“Does that hurt?” I ask.

He swallows. “Yes.”

I smile. “Good.”

I ride the rhythm, making him flinch, then soothe him with soft kisses down the same path. Confusing him is my goal, leaving him unsure. I want him to stop thinking altogether.

I reach behind his neck and pull him into another kiss, softer this time. His hands flex again, useless in the scarf, but I feel the muscles in his arms tense and strain. He wants to touch me, to take back some measure of control, but I don’t let him.

I pull back and admire my work, flush creeping up his chest, sweat pooling at his collarbones, cock leaking at the tip. He’s never looked more alive.

I climb off his lap, stand in front of him, and peel off my skirt. His eyes devour the sight, hungry and helpless. I push him flat on his back, then crawl up his body, pausing with my face hovering above his.

“This is what I want,” I tell him, voice low. “I want you like this. I want you helpless.”

He nods, breathless.

I slide down and take his cock in my hand—slow strokes, just enough to tease. He groans, rolling his hips into my fist.

“Not yet,” I whisper, and let go.

He whimpers, a sound I didn’t know he was capable of.

I edge him like this for what feels like hours. Stroking, then stopping, sucking him into my mouth and then pulling away at the last second. Every time he gets close, I pinch his thigh or twist his nipple, forcing the pleasure back down. He’s sweating, writhing, desperate for release.

At one point I glimpse the nightstand—a framed photo of me, taken on a trip to New Orleans years ago. I’m laughing, hair wild, eyes bright and reckless. I stare at the photo, then reach over and flip it face down.

Mitch sees this, and for a second his confusion overtakes his arousal. He looks up at me, searching for meaning.

I just smile, wide and secret. “Forget her,” I say, nodding at the photo. “She’s not here right now.”

He doesn’t reply, but I see something shift in his eyes—a surrender, a letting go.

I return to his cock, sucking hard and fast, hand wrapped around the base. He bucks up, straining against the scarf, but he doesn’t come until I let him. I pull off at the last second, squeezing him at the root until the urge fades.

He gasps, desperate. “Darla, please…”

I climb up his body, straddle his face. “Make me come,” I order.

He obeys, licking and sucking with all the desperation of a drowning man. I hold his head in my hands, grinding down until I’m soaked, until I come with a shudder and a gasp.

I slide down his chest, breathless, and finally release his cock from my grip. “Now you can come,” I say, and stroke him until he’s spilling over my hand, moaning my name like a benediction.

I untied the scarf and let his hands fall to his sides. He lies there ruined, chest heaving.

I reach for the photo on the nightstand, setting it upright again. The girl in the frame smiles out at me, oblivious.

I wonder if she’d recognize herself now.

#

I wake to the sound of rain drilling the window, the city’s pre-dawn churn a white noise that makes every surface seem colder, every breath more vital. Mitch is still out, snoring softly, his hand wrapped slack around my hip, the faintest suggestion of a bruise blooming where I bit him hours ago. I slip out of bed and let the chill bite my skin.

I could leave him sleeping, but that’s not the point anymore. I want him raw. I want him to remember.

I crawl onto the bed and straddle his chest. He stirs, eyes opening slowly, confusion blooming as he blinks against the early morning. He’s still half-hard, cock pressed to his thigh, body unconsciously ready for whatever comes next.

I slap him. Soft, not enough to hurt, but enough to shock him awake. He flinches, then looks at me with something like awe.

“Good morning,” I purr, letting my hair fall around his face. “Did you sleep well?”

He nods, not trusting his voice.

“Not done yet,” I say, and I pull his hands up above his head, tying them with the scarf again, this time tighter, a knot he couldn’t undo even if he wanted to.

I slide down his body and take him in my mouth, tongue flat, slow and merciless. He gasps, his back arching off the sheets. I work him up. Hard, harder, until he’s writhing, begging with his whole body for release.

But I don’t let him. I pull off, squeeze at the base until the pulse dies back, and watch his face collapse into desperation. I move up, straddle his chest, and grind down so my cunt is right over his lips.

He doesn’t hesitate. He eats me like he’s starving, hands clenched in helpless fists above his head. I ride his tongue, pushing until I come, then pull away and watch him pant, mouth slick, eyes glazed.

I stroke him again, fast this time, and when I feel him tense, I let go, slap the head of his cock and tell him no. I do this three, four, five times, until his whole body is shaking, the need so sharp it feels like pain.

“Darla, please,” he rasps.

I bend down, mouth to his ear. “You don’t come,” I whisper, “until I say so.”

He whimpers, nods, desperate and broken in the best possible way.

I climb back onto his face and fuck his tongue again, my thighs clamped around his ears, until I come a second time, milking it out slow, leaving him soaked and trembling. When I finally stroke him, I let it go just long enough to bring him to the edge, then back off, edging him so close he’s sobbing, legs rigid.

“Darla—”

“Don’t call me that,” I snap. “That’s not my name anymore. Try again.”

He hesitates, lips dry, throat working.

“Ma’am,” he says, and the word is a surrender, a capitulation, everything I want it to be.

“Good boy,” I breathe, and this time I jerk him off fast, watching his face twist, watching the come spatter his belly and chest as he shakes apart under me.

When it’s over, I untie his hands and hold his wrists, tracing the marks left by the scarf. He lies there, ruined and radiant, and for a long moment neither of us says anything.

I clean us both up, then slip back into bed. He curls behind me, arm heavy over my waist, breath warm at my neck.

“You okay?” I ask softer now.

He nods, humming a little, as if the words might ruin something sacred. I can tell he’s happier than he’s been in months.

But I’m not thinking about him. Not really. I’m thinking about Rico. The way he handled me, the way he made me hunger for more, the way he would never, ever settle for less.

I reach for my phone and, with Mitch still asleep and dreaming at my back, I text Rico a single line:

Ready for round two.

His response is instant, obscene, perfect.

I close my eyes, smile to myself, and wonder how long it will take before I can train Mitch to last as long as I want.

Not that I’ll ever let him finish first.

Not now.

Not ever.


Chapter 4

Our apartment is ugly, but tonight it’s perfect. Exposed brick painted rental white, greasy windows smeared with city haze, a tangle of thrifted rugs layered over the world’s cheapest laminate. Every inch is pure function, not a scrap of beauty in sight. The lighting is worse: a single can light dangling from a frayed wire, the bulb naked and so bright it gives me a migraine if I stare too long. In the corner, the TV glows with a muted infomercial, cycling the same thirty seconds of smile-frozen actors over and over. I should hate this room, but for what I have planned, it’s better than any five-star suite.

Mitch sits slumped in the middle, hunched over, eyes tracing cracks in the coffee table. He’s stripped down to boxers and a ratty undershirt. His ankles and wrists are raw from the scarf earlier, but that’s nothing compared to what I have waiting for him. I tug the curtains closed—more for mood than privacy; there’s not a soul in the next building who could be bothered to care what goes on in this terrarium.

The chair is an antique, scavenged from the alley behind our building two months after we moved in. Heavy, ugly, with the finish chipped and uneven, but the joints are sturdy and the seat is just the right width for a grown man to sit, then squirm. I drag it into the center of the floor and nudge it so the harsh white light slices down in a perfect oval, throwing Mitch’s shadow long and distorted behind him.

He watches me work, silent. He wants to ask questions, but I’ve trained that urge out of him. Or maybe he’s just learned that answers rarely benefit him.

I go to the kitchen and fish out the roll of cotton rope from behind the utensils. I keep it in a Tupperware, like leftovers or bad habits. There’s a knife tucked in the drawer, but I don’t bother with it. I want the tying to take time. I want the anticipation to build until he can’t stand it.

I gesture to the chair. “Sit.”

He obeys, slow and deliberately, lowering himself with a grunt. His knees knock together. I wonder if he realizes he’s doing it, or if his body just knows it’s about to be punished.

I start with the ankles, cinching them to the chair’s spindled legs, careful to thread the rope just tight enough to press into skin, but not enough to cut circulation. There are entire message boards dedicated to this kind of knot; the difference between compliance and agony is a matter of millimeters. I want compliance, but I want him to feel every single touch.

Next, the wrists. I guide his hands behind the backrest and bind them, double loop, quick-release knot just in case. Not for his safety, but for mine. The first time I did this, I let his hands roam free. He left scratches so deep on my hips they didn’t fade for weeks. Now, I keep him helpless until I say otherwise.

As I move, the rope scrapes over his skin. The sound is dry, almost sandy, and the friction makes him hiss through his teeth. I look up at him, and his eyes are huge, ringed in shadow, pupils blown wide.

“You okay?” I ask, faking concern.

He swallows. “Yes, ma’am.”

I smile, slow and deliberately, then finish the tie. When I’m done, I step back to admire my work. His posture is perfect: spine straight, chin lifted, shoulders pulled back. The pose makes him look taller, almost defiant, which I know is an illusion. Mitch is a sponge. He soaks up everything, then leaks it out in little dribbles of need.

I circle him, dragging my fingers along the line of his shoulder, down the hard ridge of his collarbone. He shivers.

“You know what’s happening tonight?” I whisper, mouth close to his ear.

He shakes his head, but I see the lie in his jaw, the way it tightens and flexes.

I lean in, breath hot against the shell of his ear. “Tonight you’re going to watch what a real man can do.”

He flinches. Just a fraction, but enough.

I straighten, brush imaginary dust from my skirt, and check my reflection in the black void of the TV screen. The outfit is strategic: a high-waisted skirt, black as the inside of a coffin, slit up one thigh to give me movement and leverage. The top is cropped, ribbed cotton, tight enough to hint at nipple but loose enough to fall off a shoulder when I need it to. I spent half an hour choosing underwear—settled on none at all. It’s a look meant to provoke, to unbalance, to remind everyone in the room who owns the narrative.

I run my hands down my sides, smoothing the skirt, then fix my lipstick in the reflection. It’s a deep, bloody red—Revlon’s “Cherries in the Snow,” the only shade that doesn’t wash me out. I reapply with surgical precision, then blot once on the back of my hand. The smudge looks obscene, like a wound.

I pull out my phone and check the time. Two minutes until showtime. I unlock it and scroll through my messages until I find Rico’s last text.

[UR place or mine?]

I tap out a reply: [Here. 9 PM. Bring your A-game.]

As soon as I hit send, the city reminds me where I am: a siren in the distance, a chorus of angry horns, the low mechanical thrum of the bus idling outside. It’s white noise, always present, but tonight it feels sharper, almost personal. Like the city itself is hungry for what’s about to happen.

I set the phone down and walk over to Mitch, heels clicking on the plywood. I take his chin in my hand and tilt his face up to meet mine. His lips part, just barely.

“Do you want to see me happy?” I ask.

He nods, the movement slow and deliberate, as if he’s calculating the cost.

“Then tonight, you don’t look away. Not once.”

I slap him, gentle—more a warning than a blow. His skin color instantly changed.

“Understood?”

He nods again.

"If you want to stop, we'll stop. You just say it and you are free to go, but this will never happen again. Ever. Understand?"

He nods. "I want this."

“Good.” I plant a kiss on his cheek, right where my palm left its mark. Then I go to the door, double-check the lock, and wait.

I don’t have to wait long.

A knock—three sharp raps, exactly as rehearsed. I open the door and there he is, all six feet two of him, body framed by the jaundiced glow of the hallway. Rico wears black jeans and a tight, sleeveless tee that shows off his arms, every muscle sharply defined. He’s trimmed his beard since I last saw him, and the effect is devastating. There’s a scar above his left eyebrow, and for a second, I want to trace it with my tongue.

He steps inside, scans the room, eyes lingering on the setup. His gaze finds Mitch, tied up and exposed, and his mouth pulls into a slow, wolfish grin.

“Nice,” he says. “I like what you’ve done with the place.”

I laugh, but it’s sharp and humorless. “Didn’t come for the decor, did you?”

He shrugs, drops his bag by the door, and walks past me like he owns the apartment. He stops in front of Mitch, bends at the waist, and inspects the knots.

“You tied him yourself?” he asks, voice low.

“I watched a video,” I reply.

He grins, approving. “Solid work.” He flicks Mitch’s ear hard. “How’s it feel, little man?”

Mitch doesn’t answer. He just stares straight ahead, like I told him.

Rico stands, cracks his knuckles, and then turns to face me. “So. What’s the plan?”

I step forward, close enough that I can smell his cologne—spicy, with an undertone of sweat and something dark. I lean in, so my lips almost touch his.

“Follow my lead,” I whisper.

He smiles, then looks past me to Mitch. “You gonna be a good boy tonight?”

Mitch doesn’t flinch. “Yes, sir.”

Rico laughs, a short bark of sound, and sinks into the ugly brown couch across from the chair. He props his feet up on the coffee table, crosses his arms, and waits.

I stand in the center of the room, every nerve ending on high alert. I’m not nervous, exactly. What comes next will change every day from now on, I know.

I catch Mitch’s eye—just for a second—and I see it: the pure, undiluted terror, mixing with arousal so strong it’s practically a chemical spill.

I smile.

Let’s begin.

Rico’s cockiness evaporates the instant I cross the room. He thinks he’s the alpha, but I’ve watched enough dogs at the dog park to know the genuine power always sits back and waits for the posturing to run its course. I stalk up, ignoring the way his arms flex in anticipation, and straddle his lap without warning.

He’s all heat and muscle, the bulk of his thighs making me feel small, even though I have three inches on him in these heels. He grins, expects me to kiss him first, but I hover just out of reach, letting the tension cook. His hands move to my hips—predictable, almost sweet—but I intercept, gripping his wrists and shoving them hard against the back of the couch.

“Not yet,” I hiss, just loud enough for Mitch to hear. “Good boys wait.”

The surprise is exquisite: a flicker of genuine confusion in Rico’s eyes, followed by something much darker and more dangerous. He bares his teeth, but doesn’t resist. For a heartbeat, we’re locked in a contest of wills, and I’m the only one enjoying it.

I bend and kiss him deep, hungry, with enough force to bruise. His tongue finds mine, but I don’t let him lead. I bite his lower lip, taste blood, and pull back, lips smeared red.

“Fuck,” he whispers. It’s not a complaint.

I twist to glance at Mitch. Mitch’s jaw clenched so tightly that it seemed painful, with glassy eyes behind his frames. I hold eye contact as I wrap an arm around Rico’s neck and pull his head to the side, exposing the tendons, the bristle of beard, the sharp cut of his jaw. I lick up the line, slow and deliberate, then bite down at the base of his ear.

Mitch’s breath quickens. He tries to shift in the chair, but the rope won’t give.

I let go of Rico’s wrists and stand, looming over both of them. Rico blinks, still catching up to the fact that the script isn’t his to write.

I beckon him with one crooked finger. “Up.”

He obeys, and I direct him to the spot I’ve chosen, a sliver of rug just in front of Mitch, where the light from the ceiling hits him head-on, casting all those perfect abs into stark relief.

“Hands at your sides,” I instruct. He does it, though his smirk says he’s already plotting ways to break the pose.

I step behind him, run my palms across the hard plane of his shoulders, then down the length of his arms. He smells of citrus and sweat, not a hint of fear, just raw, predatory arousal. I slide my hands under his shirt and rake my nails down his back, enjoying the way his muscles twitch and tense.

With one swift motion, I hook my fingers under the hem and yank the shirt over his head. He shrugs it off, letting it drop to the floor. Every inch of him is tanned and sculpted, a living anatomy chart. I want to make sure Mitch sees all of it.

I circle Rico, dragging my fingertips along the edge of his pectorals, stopping just long enough to twist a nipple between thumb and forefinger. He hisses, but doesn’t pull away.

I turn to Mitch. “You see this?” I ask, my voice low, dangerous. “This is what you watch tonight.”

He nods, swallowing hard. There’s a fine sheen of sweat on his brow, and I can smell the adrenaline coming off him in waves.

I move back to Rico, place my hand flat against his chest, feel the wild drum of his heartbeat. He stares down at me, jaw set, waiting to see what I’ll do next.

I lean in, lips grazing the shell of his ear. “You’re not allowed to come until I say so,” I whisper. “Understand?”

He nods, barely moving.

I step back, drag my nails down his torso, then rest a palm over his waistband. I turn to Mitch again, and this time, I see the exact moment humiliation eclipses all other emotion.

I want to freeze the feeling in amber, keep it on a shelf for the days when things get too quiet.

I kneel in front of Rico and undo his belt, slow and methodical, making a show of every movement. His cock is already half-hard, straining the fabric. I free it, let it spring against his stomach, and look up at Mitch as I wrap my hand around the shaft.

“This is your lesson,” I say, loud enough to fill the room. “You learn by watching. And by obeying.”

I stroke Rico, slow at first, then faster, twisting my wrist just the way I know he likes. He bites down on the inside of his cheek, eyes darting from me to Mitch and back again.

I don’t take him in my mouth yet. That’s for later. For now, I want to see how much control he has.

I tease him with my tongue, just at the tip, then pull back and stand. His hands ball into fists at his sides, but he doesn’t move. Good. He’s learning too.

I turn to Mitch and walk over, heels echoing off the floor. I straddle his lap, press my thighs tight around his, and kiss him—open-mouthed, savage, so he can taste Rico on my tongue.

He groans low in his chest, and I grind against him, feeling the pulse of his cock through the thin cotton of his boxers. He’s harder than I expected. I almost laugh, but bite my lip instead, letting the pain ground me.

I break the kiss and whisper into his ear, “Does it hurt, watching like this?”

He nods, but I don’t give him the comfort he’s clearly craving.

I stand, run my hands over my body, and then return to Rico. This time, I pull him down onto the couch, so he’s seated, thighs spread wide. I perch on his lap, facing Mitch, my back to Rico’s chest. He wraps his arms around my waist, hands roaming up under my shirt, cupping my breasts.

He pinches my nipples hard, and I arch back into him. The pain is sharp, perfect, and I ride it for as long as I can.

I look at Mitch as Rico kisses up my neck, teeth grazing, breath hot.

“Tonight, you both follow my rules,” I say, voice steel.

And in that moment, I know they will.

I ride Rico like a custom-built motorcycle: hands in full control of the throttle, knowing exactly how to push him to the edge and yank him back before he tips over. Every time he tries to take the lead—hands gripping my hips, tongue driving too deep—I slap his hands away, dig my nails into the meat of his bicep, and remind him with a growl who’s running the show.

Mitch can barely look, but he cannot help but watch. His eyes flick between my face and Rico’s, drinking in the contrast. Where Mitch’s skin is pale and always a little sallow, Rico’s glows with the sheen of health and want. Where Mitch is all bony angles and soft patches, Rico is packed dense with power, every vein straining under his skin.

I savor the difference, rubbing my ass against Rico’s groin, grinding down until I feel his cock throb between us. His hands find my breasts again—he can’t help it, not with how I arch and present for him. He squeezes hard, thumbs toying with my nipples through the thin fabric. I make a show of it, moaning, letting my head loll back against his shoulder, giving Mitch a full view of my mouth, lips parted and wet.

Rico pushes the hem of my skirt higher, palm sliding along the bare curve of my thigh. He slips a finger between my legs and finds me slick, not that it should be a surprise to anyone in the room.

“Fuck, you’re wet,” he murmurs, voice gone low. “You really want this, don’t you?”

I laugh, not for him but for the audience of one a few feet away. “Want isn’t the word, baby. This is needed.”

I lean forward and twist around, so I’m straddling Rico face-to-face. His hands go to my ass, and I guide him into position, his cockhead nudging right where I want it.

“Watch closely,” I tell Mitch. “Learn something.”

I sink down, slow, letting Rico fill me inch by inch. The stretch burns, but I ride it, want it. I dig my nails into Rico’s shoulders, marking him, owning him. He grits his teeth and throws his head back, groaning as I bottom out on him.

“Oh, shit—” he gasps, and I clamp down, working him with every muscle.

I ride him in long glides at first, building the pace, making sure every thrust is perfectly visible for my husband, who’s now panting, sweat pouring down his face. I angle myself so that every movement, every bounce, is a private show just for him.

Rico’s hands roam, greedy, pulling my hips up and then slamming them down. He thinks he can set the pace, but I keep him in check, slowing when he bucks, picking up only when I want to see him struggle.

“You see this, Mitch?” I taunt, locking eyes with him. “See how it’s supposed to look?”

He whimpers—actually whimpers—and I throw my head back, laughing. The humiliation is so thick you could bottle it and sell it by the ounce.

I ride Rico harder now, faster, and he moans louder, the sound ricocheting around the apartment. I feel him swell, his breathing turn ragged, and just as I sense him getting close, I slam both hands on his chest and stop dead, impaling myself and squeezing hard enough that he yelps.

“Not yet,” I snarl, glaring down at him.

He claws at my hips, desperate, but I hold him in place.

“Please,” he grunts, and the word is music.

I dismount and stand, skirt bunched around my waist, cunt dripping, thighs slick. I stalk over to Mitch, who’s trembling now, the rope at his wrists staining with sweat.

I crouch, so we’re eye to eye.

“Do you want to taste?” I ask, running a finger through the wet between my legs.

He doesn’t answer. He just looks at my finger, hypnotized.

I smear it across his lips, then push past and into his mouth. He sucks, tongue desperate, and I let him, just for a second, before withdrawing.

“Good boy,” I say, patting his cheek.

I run my hands over his thighs, up the trembling meat of his inner leg, stopping just before his cock. It’s hard, straining against the fabric of his boxers, leaking through the cotton. I flick it once, watching the shudder ripple through him.

“Not for you,” I say, and stand again.

I go back to Rico, who’s standing now, cock bobbing, desperate for release. I shove him onto the couch, straddle him, and ride again, this time facing away so Mitch gets the full view of my back, my hair swinging, my ass slapping down against Rico’s lap.

I fuck Rico hard, fast, chasing the edge for both of us. He grabs my hips, tries to force the pace, but I reach behind and slap his hands off.

“My rules,” I remind him, voice gone breathless with exertion.

I slow, grind, clench down so every movement is visible and obscene.

When Rico begs—actually beg—I lean forward, grabbing the back of the couch for leverage, and milk his cock with perfect, practiced precision.

He comes with a shout, hands digging into the cushions, hips bucking under me. I keep grinding, working every drop out of him, watching his face go slack with pleasure.

I dismount, wipe a smear of sweat from my brow, and look over at Mitch.

His eyes are wet—not just with sweat, but with tears. He’s shaking, jaw working as he tries to process the scene.

I smile, walk over, and kneel at his feet.

“Did you learn your lesson?” I ask, voice soft now.

He nods, silent.

I run a hand up his thigh, slow and gentle this time. I press my palm against his cock, feel the desperate pulse under my fingers.

“Good,” I whisper, and kiss him—soft, forgiving, the opposite of everything that’s just happened.

Then I stand, turn to Rico, and beckon him to join us. He limps over, cock still dripping, eyes glazed with post-orgasmic bliss.

I untie Mitch’s wrists, slowly and deliberately, rubbing the angry marks the rope left behind.

“Your turn,” I say, and Mitch collapses forward into my arms.

I cradle his head, stroke his hair, and let him sob into my chest.

Rico kneels beside us, one hand on my thigh, the other on Mitch’s shoulder.

For the first time all night, there’s silence.

It feels earned.

The silence doesn’t last. Nothing in my life ever does.

I roll off the floor and leave the two of them panting in the debris of our living room. My thighs are shaking, my pulse a living thing in my neck, but I force myself upright. I want more—need it, even—and they both know it. I want to see how far I can push before someone breaks for good.

I drag the chair back to the spotlight, hauling Mitch up by the arm and forcing him to sit. He slumps, boneless, but I smack his face, gently, until his eyes find mine.

“Back in the hot seat,” I purr. “Didn’t think you were getting off that easy, did you?”

He shakes his head, throat working, but doesn’t protest when I bind his ankles again. I leave the ropes at his wrists slack, just enough that he can move one hand if he wants to.

Rico is still on the couch, watching with that half-lidded, predatory gaze. He’s wiped the sweat from his face, but there’s a flush on his cheeks that won’t fade. His cock is softening, but it’s nothing a little encouragement won’t fix.

I stand between the two men, running my fingers through my hair, feeling it tangle and snarl around my nails. I let the silence build again, making them squirm.

I turn to Mitch. “If I untie your right hand, will you do what I tell you?”

He nods, slow and deliberately, the ghost of hope flickering across his face.

I undo the knot and guide his hand up, tracing his trembling fingers along the inside of my thigh. He hesitates at the edge of my cunt, unsure, but I slap his wrist and shove him forward.

“Touch me,” I say, voice gone brittle. “Show him how it’s done.”

He obeys, fingertips finding the slick heat between my legs. I watch Rico, waiting for a reaction, and I get one: his cock stirs, then swells, the sight of Mitch’s hand between my thighs enough to resurrect him from the dead.

I rock my hips against Mitch’s palm, grinding slow, then faster, letting him finger me while Rico watches, spellbound. I lock eyes with Rico, daring him to break first.

He doesn’t. He just sits there, stroking his own cock back to life, lips parted, breath ragged.

I lean over and whisper in Mitch’s ear, “You see what you do to him?” I let my tongue flick the shell of his ear, then bite, hard, just to watch him jump.

“Yeah,” Mitch gasps. “I see.”

“Good. Don’t stop.”

I turn to Rico and crook my finger, beckoning him to the chair.

“On your knees,” I order, and he drops without hesitation, kneeling in front of me, eyes fixed on the space where Mitch’s fingers disappear inside me.

I tangle my hand in Rico’s hair, pull his face until we’re nose-to-nose.

“Open your mouth,” I demand. He does.

I pull Mitch’s fingers out, dripping, and push them between Rico’s lips. He sucks, tongue swirling, cleaning every trace of me off Mitch’s skin. I watch the shock and the arousal war on Mitch’s face, and I know I’ve just crossed a line none of us will ever uncross.

I guide Rico’s mouth lower, letting him eat me while Mitch’s fingers play backup, working my clit as Rico tongues my opening. The sensation is overwhelming, almost cruel, and I ride it until I feel the edges blur.

I step back, breathless, and wipe my mouth on the back of my hand.

“Switch,” I snap, and Rico stands, lifting me with both hands around my waist and setting me on the arm of the couch.

I spread my legs, a present for him, but I keep my eyes locked on Mitch, who’s still tied to the chair, cock hard and leaking, hand hovering midair like he can’t decide whether or not to touch himself.

Rico lines up and fucks me hard, brutal, but I don’t give him the satisfaction of my full attention. Every time he tries to force eye contact, I turn away, watching Mitch instead. I want him to feel it, every thrust, every slap, every gasp.

Rico grabs my throat, squeezes just enough to make my vision blur, and I laugh, daring him to go further. He does. The world narrows, tightens, until there’s only the pounding in my head and the sting of his grip.

I come, sudden and fiercely, legs locking around his hips, nails carving red crescents in his back.

When I catch my breath, I push him off, roll to my feet, and strut back to Mitch. His eyes are wild, desperate.

I untie his other wrist, slow, then climb onto his lap, impaling myself on his cock in one smooth motion. He cries out, grabbing my ass with both hands, clinging like he might drown.

I ride him, savage, using him, but my gaze never leaves Rico, who’s standing at attention, waiting for instructions.

“Come here,” I say, and Rico steps forward.

“Watch me,” I order. “Watch me make your boss come.”

Rico kneels at my feet, hands on my thighs, steadying me as I bounce on Mitch’s cock.

Mitch is sobbing now, tears streaming down his face, but he doesn’t stop fucking me.

I come again, and this time I pull Rico up and kiss him, tongue-fucking his mouth as I clamp down on Mitch and milk every spasm out of him.

When it’s over, I collapse, spent, onto the floor, dragging both men down with me.

We lie there tangled, gasping, bodies slick and shaking.

I roll over, pull Mitch into my arms, and hold him until his breathing slows.

I beckon Rico closer, and he wraps an arm around us both.

The three of us lie there, a mess of sweat and come and salt, and for the first time, I feel whole.

“Good boy,” I whisper, and I don’t even know which of them I mean.

Maybe both.
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The room smells of sex and sweat and triumph. There’s a raw animal quality to it, the air dense and humid with everything we’ve just done. Mitch is still slumped in the chair, wrists chafed, cheeks blotched with tears and whatever else found its way onto his skin. His boxers are halfway down his thighs, and there’s a line of dried come gluing them to his leg. He looks completely spent—physically, emotionally, on every possible axis. I want to bottle the look on his face and wear it as perfume.

Rico sprawls on the floor, arms spread wide, eyes fluttering toward the ceiling fan that whines and clacks with every revolution. His cockiness is gone, replaced by a kind of dazed awe. The only sound he makes is the slow, measured exhale of someone who’s just run a marathon without ever leaving the room.

I stand, not even bothering to fix my hair or the streaks of mascara that have melted down my cheeks. I feel fucking invincible, every nerve ending awake, humming knowing that I could snap my fingers and make either of them do whatever I wanted, right now, no questions asked.

I pace the perimeter of the rug, looking down at them, savoring the silence. My thighs are sticky, my mouth tastes of salt and metal, and my cunt aches in a way that makes me want to laugh and scream at the same time. I love it. I love that the apartment is still ugly, that the overhead light is still harsh, that nothing has changed except everything.

I kneel next to Rico and run a hand over his chest, feeling the steady thump of his heart under my palm.

“Are you alive?” I ask, not really expecting an answer.

He grins up at me, dazed. “Barely.”

“Good,” I say, and move on.

I go to Mitch, untie one ankle but leave the other bound. He’s too far gone to register the difference, but I want him to remember this, to wake up tomorrow and feel the rope burn as a promise, not a threat.

I stroke his cheek, soft, and for a second he leans into it, desperate for any kindness.

“You did well,” I murmur. “Better than I expected.”

He closes his eyes and breathes out, relief and humiliation mixing on his tongue. I could break him with a word, but I let him have this. He’s earned it.

I step back and take in the scene: two men, both ruined and radiant in their own way, the city’s pulse reduced to a gentle throb beneath our window.

I fix my hair, lick my lips, and stand over them both.

“This is how it’s going to be from now on,” I say, voice soft but carrying.

Neither of them argues. They just stare at me—one from the floor, one from the chair—and wait to see what I’ll do next.

And for the first time in my life, I know exactly what that is.


My Bully Replacing My Husband


Chapter 1

Rick leaves at 7:23 every morning. Never 7:25, never 7:20. Always 7:23, as if the exactness of his departure is the force keeping his job, our mortgage, and my role as a dutiful wife in some frictionless, floating equilibrium. I listen to the front door click shut, followed by the faint shuffle of his leather shoes in the hallway, then the slow groan of the elevator doors opening three floors down.

For a moment, I enjoy the vacancy. The apartment is hushed except for the hum of the refrigerator and the distant Doppler effect of a siren drifting across the city. Morning sun slashes through the blinds, stuttering in thin bars across the polished hardwood and the whitewashed brick. I step out of the bedroom, towel-drying my hair, leaving a damp, asymmetric track behind me on the floor.

My first order of business is the message. I walk to the kitchen, retrieve my phone from the charger, and swipe through the thumbprint lock with an ease I could do drunk or dead. In the text window, Marco’s name waits at the top of the recent contacts, as reliable and expectant as Rick’s. My thumbs compose, then hover.

The usual place tonight. 8pm.

I let the words sit on the glass, staring at their arrangement. My reflection peers back from the screen: pale, sharp-jawed, hair curling in wild damp fronds around my face. A smudge of last night’s eyeliner adds a raccoon note of drama. I consider adding a winking emoji, something to soften the edges, but decide against it. Marco doesn’t need encouragement; he’s Pavlovian in his response, and I like my commands crisp. The more transactional, the better.

Send.

The phone makes a satisfying whoosh as the message leaves, and I exhale a fragment of air I didn’t know I’d been holding. I toss the phone onto the marble kitchen island and let it spin, nearly off the edge.

The kitchen is pristine except for a single dirty glass in the sink, left there deliberately by Rick as a symbolic gesture of domestic rebellion. The implication is I am not the only one in this apartment capable of chaos. I run a finger over the rim of the glass, then rinse it and set it on the drying rack. His rebellion is as easily erased as a watermark.

I pour coffee, black, from the insulated carafe—another testament to Rick’s love of systems, of equipment that keeps the world at a steady temperature. The steam curls up, soft and ephemeral, vanishing a few inches above the lip. I cradle the mug in both hands and walk into the living room.

Here, the air is cooler, edged with the ghost of whatever cleaning agent the maid used yesterday. I let my eyes adjust to the shifting light, then walk to the mantel where our wedding photo occupies center stage. I always imagine it as a sniper target, a red dot blooming on the glass, a tidy exit wound through Rick’s forehead. He looks so happy in the photo, so unburdened, as if the idea of marriage to me is an upgrade from the drab, incremental treadmill of his bachelor life.

I run my finger along the matte black edge of the frame, careful not to smudge the glass. I study his face: eyes half-closed against the sun, a raw and slightly crooked smile, the first hint of crow’s feet at the corner. Next to him, I am a study in symmetry and restraint, head cocked, mouth in a disciplined smile. Even then, I was calibrating, balancing charm with composure, the perfect CEO-wife algorithm. The photo is only three years old, but already the arrangement between us feels brittle, a museum diorama of some extinct domestic species.

The coffee is too hot, burning the tip of my tongue, but I swallow anyway and savor the sting. I set the mug down on the mantel and watch the ring of vapor blossom and fade against the marble.

I check the phone again. Marco has already read the message, the tiny “delivered” tick shifting to “read” within thirty seconds. He does not reply. He never does, not until the afternoon, when he can be sure I’m alone and waiting, that anticipation is properly aged. I admire his restraint. Rick would have replied in three seconds, probably with a GIF.

I walk to the window and peel up one slat of the blind, squinting out at the city. The street below is a parade of backpacks, blazers, and joggers. An old woman in neon athleisure walks her dog, the animal’s gait more dignified than hers. A yellow taxi creeps through a stop sign, sending up a chorus of horns.

I try to picture Rick in his office, bent over a stack of quarterly reports, jaw clenched, mind whirring with the endless gears of profit and loss. Does he ever think about me during the day, or am I just a fixed point he orbits? I used to imagine myself as the sun, the gravitational center; now I feel more like a moon. Bright but dependent, always reflecting someone else’s light.

The refrigerator cycles again, louder this time, the motor’s rumble reverberating off the high ceiling. The smell of coffee and bleach mingle, sharp and clean.

I cross back to the kitchen, cup in hand, and lean against the cold marble countertop, feeling the chill soak through my thin robe. I close my eyes and let the silence enfold me. For now, there is nothing but the taste of burnt coffee and the bright, sweet thrill of anticipation.

The rest of the day stretches before me, vast and clinical, waiting to be filled.
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I spend the afternoon preparing. Not for Marco—he’s later—but for Rick, who will be home by six. My plans have layers: the visible, the invisible, and the almost-too-obvious. I wash and restyle my hair, now dry, with the precision of a surgeon; the crisp, off-white blouse is selected for its demure line but semi-translucent character. When I put on my favorite leather skirt, I do not ask myself if Rick will notice; I ask only what his noticing will accomplish.

The receipt is the key. Last week, Marco and I met at one of those aggressively fashionable sushi places, all backlit acrylic and concrete, where the waitresses wear black lipstick and the menu is mostly code. I paid with Rick’s AmEx and let the server return the receipt with a knowing smirk. At the end of the night, as Marco pressed my thigh under the table and whispered something obscene in Spanish, I blotted my lips carefully on a cocktail napkin, then on the edge of the receipt. A trophy.

Now, as Rick’s elevator climbs up, I slip the folded slip into the pocket of my jacket, crease edge facing out, lipstick kiss still glistening like a wound. I time my movement so that as he opens the door, I’m just inside the hallway, jacket slung over my arm, face expectant but casual.

“Hey, babe,” Rick says, voice slightly fried from a day of calls. He pauses at the door, as if checking to see if the setting is as he left it.

“Hey yourself.” I kiss him on the cheek. He smells of city wind, a trace of cologne, and something metallic.

He hangs his coat with mechanical care, then reaches for mine. I pass it over, feigning distraction, eyes on my phone. I can feel his hand pause in the pocket, fingers brushing the receipt’s crisp edge. He hesitates, always a tell, the half-second freeze, and pulls it out.

He still doesn’t look at me. He reads the receipt, mouth pressed into a small, hard line.

“Business lunch,” I say before he can ask. “Late client. I told you.” I swipe at the invisible dust on the countertop, then set the table. Knife, fork, wineglass. I’m already pouring the Pinot when Rick moves behind me.

“Your lipstick,” he says, holding the receipt between two fingers. “It’s on here.”

I turn and look him in the face, eyes level. “I didn’t have time to check my makeup before running back. It was a shitshow. What’s for dinner?”

There is a moment, a warhead’s worth of tension, where I can tell he wants to keep probing. But he lets it go, tucks the receipt into his palm, and walks to the fridge. “Steak,” he says. “From that organic place you like.”

I smile wide and genuinely and hand him water. “You’re the best.”

We eat in silence, except for the occasional scraping of cutlery. The steak is perfect: medium-rare, nearly bleeding, with a crack of black pepper and rosemary. I let the flavor sit on my tongue, then wash it down with the wine. Across from me, Rick is slicing his food with the grace of a neurosurgeon, every movement tight and deliberate.

“You seemed distracted today,” I say, breaking the quiet.

He shrugs. “Quarterlies. Steve’s on my ass about projections.”

I nod sympathetically. “I get it. Long days all around.”

He looks at me, studying my face for a hairline fracture. “You sure that’s all?”

“Wouldn’t you know if there were more?” I set my fork down, crossing my legs. The leather skirt squeaks softly, a punctuation.

Rick flushes, then looks away. I watch the pulse in his jaw, the tiny tic just below the ear. When he finishes his wine, he pours another glass, then refills mine without asking.

After dinner, I clear the plates and load the dishwasher. My phone sits on the table, face up, with message notifications hidden. I know he checks sometimes when he thinks I’m in the shower. I know he scrolls through my socials, looking for cracks in the story.

He’s right to be suspicious, but wrong about the shape of my lies.

When I finish cleaning, I find Rick in the living room, sitting on the edge of the couch, fingers laced. The receipt is on the coffee table, unfolded, lipstick smudge up. I sit beside him, close but not touching.

“You want to talk?” I ask.

He shakes his head, slow. “No. Not tonight.”

“Good,” I say, and stand. “Come here.”

I lead him to the bedroom. My heels click softly on the wood, a metronome. Inside, the light is low, and the city glows blue through the window. I unbutton his shirt with precise fingers, one button at a time, drawing out the anticipation. When I get to the last button, I push the shirt off his shoulders and run my hands down his arms, palms flat against his skin.

He shivers, just a little, and I smile. I pull him to the bed, push him down, and climb on top, straddling him with slow, deliberate movements. I lean forward and kiss his neck, biting softly, then move to his mouth. He tastes of wine and fear, a metallic sharpness I recognize instantly.

He fumbles at my blouse, but I guide his hands, taking control. I let him undress me, but only as far as I want. When we finally fuck, it’s a mixture of precision and abandon, his movements growing rougher as mine grow softer, surrendering control in layers.

I arch my back, dig my nails into his shoulders, and let out a gasp, soft at first, then louder. As he thrusts, I whisper “Marco” under my breath, barely audible, like a secret. Rick’s body stutters. He hears, of course he does, and for a moment he goes completely still.

But then he resumes harder than before, a surge of something like anger or need or both. His breath grows ragged. He finishes with a grunt, collapses onto me, and buries his face in my neck.

I hold him there, fingers in his hair, and stroke gently until his heartbeat slows.

Later, I lie awake while Rick sleeps, snoring softly. The city outside pulses with headlights and the distant whine of traffic. I watch his face, slack and defenseless, then roll over and reach for my phone.

I angle it so the light doesn’t wake him. In the glass of our wedding photo, propped on his nightstand, I catch my reflection: eyes bright, mouth twisted in a satisfied smirk.

I type a message to Marco:

He didn’t even ask for details.

I hit send, and the message hovers for a moment in the silence before dissolving into the digital ether.

I let myself enjoy the afterglow of sex, of conquest, of the game played perfectly to its end.

Then I close my eyes and count backward from one hundred, letting myself drift off on the familiar, exquisite edge of guilt.


Chapter 2

Rick leaves at 7:23, per protocol. I count off the seconds in my head as the door clicks, the elevator dings, and his brisk footsteps fade down the tile hall. Today, there’s a hush so profound that for a few seconds it feels like the entire world is suspended in the exhale after a held breath.

I move quickly, partly because Rick could, in theory, come back for a forgotten document, and partly because the anticipation is making my skin fizz with an electrical, forbidden charge. In the living room, the wedding photo glares at me from the mantel, a sentinel of sanctioned affection. I lift it off with both hands, feeling the cool weight of the black metal frame. Underneath, there’s a faint square of dustlessness, a negative ghost on the marble. I carry Rick and me to the credenza, flip the frame face-down, and slide it under a stack of old Economist magazines. It’s out of sight, but not out of mind. I can feel the faint aura of accusation radiating from the wood grain.

The replacement is propped in my bag, swaddled in a bubble wrap sleeve that smells faintly of Sharpie and plasticized lust. I peel it out and admire it before setting it down: a glossy 8x10, high-res, ink barely dry. Marco and me, framed at some rooftop bar with the city streaming behind us in chrome and neon. My dress is slit to the thigh, black with sharp shoulders, my hair wild from wind and liquor. Marco’s hand is on my hip, possessive and casual, and his smile is a dare. The photographer—a friend of his from college—caught us just as Marco whispered something obscene in my ear. My mouth is open, teeth bared in a laugh that is half shock, half arousal.

I angle the photo to catch the first filaments of sun through the blinds. The effect is perfect: anyone walking into this room immediately notices us. The old wedding photo showed posed, stilted, museum-grade domesticity. This one is raw, real, and inescapably charged.

I step back to appraise the switch, then tip the frame a few degrees to the right, so the light hits Marco’s face at a more flattering angle. Satisfied, I carry the empty bubble wrap to the kitchen and stuff it into the recycling with an unceremonious crunch.

The rest of the day is a stretch of time filled with productive distractions. I updated my portfolio, made two phone calls for a freelance project, and reorganized the fridge by expiration date. I ran six miles on the treadmill, then treated myself to a bath, careful to scrub away every trace of Marco’s cologne from my wrists. There is, after all, no reason to tip my hand before the reveal.

Rick’s elevator pings at precisely 6:04. I am already in the kitchen, chopping radishes at a tempo that matches the ticking wall clock. I hear the sequence—the elevator doors sighing open, the shuffle of shoes on the welcome mat, the faint clatter of keys as Rick unlocks the door. He steps in, as always, scanning the horizon for intruders. His eyes travel the living room’s periphery, searching for anything out of place.

He takes exactly three seconds to spot the photo. His body freezes, and for a moment, the only movement is the slow upward creep of his eyebrows. He stands there, still in his trench coat, briefcase in hand, as if the sight has triggered a system error.

I keep my gaze on the radishes. I know he’s seen it. I feel the tension ripple through the air like a magnetic field.

He steps forward, sets down the briefcase, and approaches the mantel. There’s a long pause; I can picture him studying every detail, calculating how long the swap has been in place, wondering if there was an intermediate phase he missed. I imagine his brain running a mental checksum against his last memory of the mantel, searching for discrepancies.

He says nothing. He doesn’t even clear his throat. Instead, he shrugs off his coat and hangs it, then walks into the kitchen as if nothing has changed.

I’m ready for this, but it still surprises me. The composure, the stoicism, the absolute refusal to acknowledge the elephant in the living room. He pours himself a glass of water, leans against the counter, and watches me slice.

“Smells good,” he says, voice flat but not cold. “What’s for dinner?”

“Chicken piccata,” I say. I slide the radishes into the salad bowl, careful not to meet his gaze. “Your favorite.”

He nods and sips his water, keeping his face as impassive as a chess champion awaiting the next move.

I turn the burner down and reach for the plates. “Long day?”

“The longest.” He offers a half-smile. “Steve scheduled a 4:30 meeting, which should be illegal.”

I smirk and set the table, spacing the silverware with deliberate precision. When I look up, he’s still watching me, the muscles in his jaw clenching and releasing like he’s chewing glass.

We eat with polite efficiency. Rick compliments the chicken, then asks about my day. I give him the standard report: emails, a jog, an hour or two of freelance edits. I do not mention the bath, the photo, or Marco.

After three or four minutes of desultory conversation, my phone buzzes on the counter. I don’t need to check the screen; the custom vibration—long, short, short, long—is Marco’s. I let it buzz a second time before picking up.

“Sorry,” I say, giving Rick a sugary smile. “I have to take this.”

He gestures to the phone as if to say, be my guest.

I answer with the speaker angled slightly away, but loud enough for Rick to hear every word. “Hey, Marco.”

“Hey yourself,” Marco’s voice purrs. “Did you get my delivery?”

I bit my lip, fighting the urge to laugh. “I did. It’s perfect. I love how it catches the light.”

A pause. “I thought you might. Did you show him yet?”

I shoot a glance at Rick, whose fork is frozen halfway to his mouth.

“Oh, he’s seen it,” I say, pitching my voice an octave lower, more breathy. “He’s looking at it right now.”

Marco’s laughter is rich and dark. “Good. I hope it’s making things… interesting.”

I nod, though Marco can’t see. “You have no idea.” I let the silence hang for a beat, then: “Anyway, thank you for the surprise. You always know how to keep me entertained.”

Marco’s smile is audible. “Only the best for you, princesa. I’ll see you soon?”

“Count on it.”

I hang up, set the phone down, and return to my salad as if nothing has happened.

Rick resumes eating. He never comments on the call. But I notice his fork-hand is trembling, ever so slightly, and his knuckles are white against the steel. The next time he takes a drink, his hand leaves a faint ring of sweat on the base of the glass.

We finish the meal in silence, the only sounds being the scrape of cutlery and the ticking clock. I clear the table, load the dishwasher, and wipe down the counters with brisk, efficient strokes. Rick disappears into the living room, and when I finish cleaning, I find him standing by the mantel, staring at the new photo.

He doesn’t turn when I enter. “It’s a wonderful picture,” he says at last, voice thin but steady.

“It’s honest,” I reply.

He nods. For a moment, I think he might reach for the frame, but he slides his hands into his pockets and walks to the bedroom, head bowed, as if there’s nothing left to discuss.

I stay in the living room for a while, admiring the photo in the low light. The city outside flickers, indifferent and endless.

When I finally go to bed, Rick is already there, lying stiff on his side, eyes fixed on a point in the darkness. I slide in behind him, not quite touching, and let my hand hover just above his shoulder. He doesn’t flinch, but his breathing is faster than normal, a tell I’ve learned to recognize.

I close my eyes and smile, satisfied by the tension, the unanswered question, the chess game only I know the rules to.

Tomorrow, I’ll swap the photo back, or maybe I won’t. Maybe I’ll leave it until Rick admits he cares, or until he stops caring at all.

Either way, the game is on.

#

That night, I wait until Rick is sleep-soft, pliant with fatigue and the dull burn of his evening Scotch. He has retreated to the bedroom after dinner, shedding his clothes in a neat pile on the velvet bench at the foot of the bed. I watch him from the doorway, half in shadow, enjoying the way his body is already braced for disappointment or attack, even in the private dark.

I pad in quietly, barefoot, the silk tie already curled in my hand. He glances up, a flicker of uncertainty in his eyes—a trace of the boy who used to worship me, before the power games calcified into habit.

“Hey,” I murmur, letting the tie dangle like a leash between my fingers.

Rick sits up, alert but not alarmed. He’s never minded my games, though he’s rarely the one to suggest them.

I crawl onto the bed, straddle his lap, and drape the tie over his shoulders. “Close your eyes,” I command, voice as soft and dangerous as a razor strop.

He obeys instantly, lashes fluttering shut, body rigid. I loop the tie behind his head and draw it tight, just enough pressure to flatten his hair against the crown of his skull. The knot lands with precise symmetry over his eyes. His breathing speeds up, nostrils flaring.

“Hands behind your back,” I add.

He hesitates a beat, then complies. The movement thrusts his chest forward, exposing his neck and collarbones. I resist the urge to bite him, though I know he’d welcome it—a mark, proof of intimacy, something I’ve withheld for weeks.

I lean in, lips grazing his ear. “Trust me,” I whisper, letting the words condense on his skin.

He nods, so slightly it’s almost nothing. His cock is already hard, tenting the front of his boxers, desperate for touch.

I slide off his lap, walk to my nightstand, and retrieve the small blue bottle I palmed earlier from my purse. Marco’s cologne—sickly expensive, with base notes of oud and tobacco and the unmistakable top layer of citrus and predation. I uncapped the bottle and dabbed it along my neck, then popped two buttons of my blouse and smeared a slick sheen between my breasts. The last flourish: a thin streak down my belly, stopping just above my navel.

I step closer. The scent hits Rick like a slap—his body recoils, then relaxes, as if confusion and submission are fighting for territory in his bloodstream.

“You smell different,” he says, voice thick.

“Mmm,” I hum, climbing onto the bed again. “Do you like it?”

He swallows hard enough for me to see the bob of his Adam’s apple beneath the tie. “It’s… intense.”

“That’s the point.” I tug at his waistband, freeing his erection. The skin is flushed, sticky at the tip, a bead of pre-cum trembling in the low lamplight. I wrap my fingers around it, slowly and dry, letting him feel the full friction.

He moans, low and involuntarily. I study his face—tensed lips, blind eyes, the faintest glimmer of desperation. It’s beautiful.

I press my mouth to his, biting just enough to draw a gasp, then whisper, “Do you know what I was thinking about while you ate your chicken?”

He shakes his head, but I know he wants me to tell him. He always wants a story.

I lower my mouth to his neck, breathing Marco’s cologne directly into his pores. “I was thinking about Marco,” I purr, letting the name sear the air. “About how he fucked me in the elevator last week. You remember that night, don’t you?”

Rick’s body shudders. His cock jumps in my hand, pulse rapid and erratic.

“He bent me over the handrail,” I continue, my voice a velvet dagger. “Didn’t even bother to take my dress off—just pushed my panties aside and slid right in. God, Rick, he was so hard.” I squeeze Rick’s shaft in perfect time with my words. “So thick. It hurt at first. I loved it.”

His breath is coming faster now, his hips twitching against my grip. I keep the pressure light, barely enough to keep him from bucking off the bed.

“He fucked me until I screamed,” I whisper. “You ever made me scream like that?”

He makes a strangled noise—almost a sob, almost a groan. The sound lights a fuse deep inside me.

I climb up, straddling his hips, letting his cock slide between my slick, barely parted lips. The head brushes my clit and I clench, savoring the way it makes Rick’s entire body stiffen under me.

“You want to know what else?” I lean forward, so my breasts—glistening with Marco’s cologne—brush his face. He inhales, trembling.

“Yes,” he whispers, voice shredded.

“Marco made me cum three times before he even finished.” I grind down slowly, letting his cock part me inch by inch. “He didn’t stop, not once, not even when I begged.”

I ride Rick slow at first, dragging the friction out, making him work for every second of sensation. He tries to thrust upward, but I clamp my thighs around his hips, controlling the pace with a cruel, beautiful precision.

With every stroke, I layer on more detail. “He called me dirty names. Said I was made for him. I liked it, Rick. I wanted him to fill me up, ruin me for anyone else.”

Rick’s hands strain against the small of his back, and I can feel how much he wants to reach out, touch me, hold me, do anything to keep from drowning in the story I’m building around him.

I lean down and drag my tongue along his jaw, then up the side of his face, leaving a slick trail of cologne and spit.

“I can still taste him,” I hiss, letting the words vibrate against his skin. “Want to taste?”

He whimpers. I take that as a yes.

I pull back just enough to reach my fingers between my legs, gather the mix of my wetness and Rick’s pre-cum, and press them to his lips. He parts them willingly, sucking the slick mess off my fingers, desperate and grateful.

I fuck him harder now, the bed creaking, the headboard ramming the wall in rhythm. Every time his cock fills me, I imagine Marco instead—bigger, rougher, more savage. I say his name, over and over, until Rick is groaning it along with me.

When I feel myself peaking, I slow down, grinding in little circles on Rick’s lap, just enough friction to torture both of us.

“You want to cum?” I ask, biting his earlobe.

“God, yes,” he gasps.

“Beg me.”

He hesitates, pride warring with need. But I wait, motionless, until he breaks.

“Please,” he whispers, barely audible through the tie. “Please let me.”

I smile, then arch my back, riding him in hard, violent thrusts. “Cum for me, Rick. Pretend you’re Marco. Pretend you’re the one who makes me scream.”

He lasts maybe ten seconds before he’s pulsing inside me, heat flooding, muscles seizing. I squeeze down on him, milking every drop, then collapse forward, pinning him to the bed with my weight.

I keep moving, even after he’s finished, using his softening cock to chase my orgasm. I let it build slowly, then spike—once, twice, three times—grinding down until the ache is almost unbearable.

Finally, I roll off, breathless and damp, the air between us thick with the scent of sweat and cologne and something darker.

I untied the silk from his eyes. He blinks, disoriented, then looks at me with something like awe, or maybe terror. His face is flushed, streaked with tears he doesn’t remember shedding.

I smile and run my fingers through his hair, gentle now. “Good boy,” I say, the words soft but sharp.

He collapses back on the pillow, spent.

I watch him drift, every muscle slack, and think about Marco’s hands on my hips, Marco’s voice in my ear, Marco’s cologne still staining my skin.

I don’t know who I want more, but for now, it doesn’t matter. I have both, and that’s enough.

#

The room is dark except for the faint orange glow from the city and the digital clock’s red numerals, which blink at me like a warning. Rick is passed out beside me, slack-mouthed, one hand flung over his head in a posture of total defeat. His breathing is shallow and uneven; I wonder if he’s dreaming about Marco, or about me, or about some unknowable permutation of the two.

I reach for my phone, scroll through the most recent thread with Marco, and type: Tomorrow night. I want you to fuck me with him in the room. Considering the tone, I pause and add: Wear that suit I like. Don’t be gentle.

Marco replies almost instantly: Wasn’t planning on it.

I set the phone down on the mattress, watching the screen fade to black. My body still throbs with aftershocks, every nerve ending tuned to the possibility of more. I run my finger along Rick’s bare chest, tracing slow, idle circles around his nipple. He twitches, just slightly, and murmurs something I can’t quite decipher — my name, or Marco’s, or a combination.

I wait a few minutes, let the silence settle, then say almost to the room itself, or maybe to the ceiling, “Marco’s coming over tomorrow night.”

The words hang there, radioactive, until Rick stirs. He turns toward me, eyes blinking open, but I can tell he heard. His face is unreadable, but I know him well enough to map the micro-expressions: the clench of the jaw, the way his right eyebrow jumps, the momentary hardening of his mouth before it softens in surrender.

He waits a long time, then says, “What time should I be home?”

I pretend to think about it, drawing out the suspense like a violin string. “Eight.”

Rick nods once, then rolls onto his back. He doesn’t speak again. I wonder if he’s rehearsing what will happen, if he’ll try to talk me out of it in the morning, or if he’s already made peace with being a spectator.

Eventually his breathing slows, and he drifts off, into the sleep of the condemned. My mind churns with logistics as I stay awake. I plan the choreography—how I’ll dress, how I’ll seat Rick, what music to play. I picture Marco’s face, the predatory gleam in his eye, the way he’ll look at me and then at Rick, savoring the complete and total possession.

I think about how I’ll make Rick watch. How I’ll keep him aroused, never quite letting him touch, drawing out his humiliation until it crosses over into something else—worship, maybe, or devotion, or a need so deep and basic it eclipses everything else.

Perched on Marco’s lap, facing Rick, I imagine staring him dead in the eye as I ride Marco hard, my hands tangled in Marco’s hair, my lips forming Rick’s name just before I come. I want to see what happens to Rick then, what new shape his shame will take. I want to see if he breaks, or if he bends further, twisted into a beautiful new geometry.

I slide my hand between my legs, slick and sore, and circle my clit with the same slow, relentless pressure I’ll use on Marco tomorrow. I don’t try to be quiet; I want Rick to hear. He needs to know my mind, the name I repeat as I climax.

When I’m finished, I wipe my hand on the bedsheet and spoon in behind Rick, pressing my breasts against his back. I bury my nose in his shoulder and inhale deeply—the faint trace of Marco’s cologne still clings to my skin.

I close my eyes and smile into the dark, counting down the hours until tomorrow, already savoring the game before it begins.


Chapter 3

My day is spent preparing slowly and meticulously: exfoliate, shave, and retouch my roots with “brunette ambition.” I don’t eat lunch. Hunger is an asset.

Rick is home by 5:30, flinching at every sound. He’s wearing his least-wrinkled polo and jeans, as if he’s auditioning for “husband most likely to be forgotten at a restaurant.” He doesn’t mention Marco, but he’s so nervous it’s like he’s made of carbonated water—tiny, invisible bubbles surfacing every time he blinks.

We don’t speak until after dinner, which is takeout. I eat with my hands, licking the sauce from my fingers and watching him cannot look away. When the doorbell rings at exactly 8:00, Rick nearly drops his chopsticks.

I let Rick answer. He opens the door as if he’s bracing for an exorcism. Marco doesn’t bother with pleasantries—he walks in with a wolf’s confidence, wearing a slim suit, no tie, shirt unbuttoned just enough to show the expensive layering of cologne and chest hair.

I lean against the kitchen island, arms folded and watch the collision. Marco and Rick shake hands. It’s less a greeting than a silent calibration: who can crush whom first. Marco lets Rick have the moment, then moves past him, gaze on me, heat turned up to eleven.

Marco’s mouth is on mine before the front door even clicks shut. He grips the back of my neck, tongue aggressive, the kiss that would be considered legal tender in some countries. Rick stands in the entryway, frozen, unsure whether to intervene or vanish.

I let Marco devour me until my lips go numb, then break away with a soft gasp. “We’re in the living room,” I say, and tug Marco by the lapel, leading him past Rick.

Rick follows. His walk is stilted, a little bow-legged from the half-erection straining his khakis. He sits in the middle of the couch, trying to look casual. Marco surveys the room and immediately takes Rick’s favorite armchair, sprawling into it and spreading his knees apart until the pants fabric strains across his thighs.

I perch on Marco’s lap, ass perfectly balanced on the edge of his right knee, just so my skirt rides up enough to show the tops of my stockings. I can feel Rick’s stare burning a hole in the hem.

Marco runs his hands along my calves, then up to my thighs, fingers splayed wide. “You dressed up for me,” he says.

“Obviously,” I reply. “I like to put on a show.”

He grins and glances at Rick. “You going to enjoy the show, man?”

Rick clears his throat, an ancient, vestigial sign of protest. “That’s—yeah. I mean. I don’t know.”

Marco laughs, big and real, then slides his hand under my skirt and pushes it up to my hips. He finds the waistband of my thong, then snaps it against my skin. I don’t flinch. “Take it off,” he says.

I stand, hook my thumbs into the thong, and step out of it in one practiced move. The cool apartment air hits, goosebumps rising in perfect little rows up my thighs. I drape the thong over Rick’s knee. “Hold this for me,” I say.

Rick obeys, not meeting my eyes.

Marco unbuttons my blouse, slow and deliberate, as if unwrapping a bomb. He doesn’t rush; each button is a checkpoint. He parts the fabric and lets it hang off my shoulders, then cups my breasts through the mesh bra. His hands are hot, calloused, twice the size of mine. I arch into the touch, making sure Rick is watching.

I turn to Rick, who is death-gripping my thong. “You okay?”

He nods, lips pinched.

“Good,” I say. “I want you to see this.” I slide off Marco’s lap and sit sideways on the arm of the chair, legs open, knees apart. Marco kneels in front of me, unzipping his own jacket, and buries his face between my thighs.

He starts slow: a single tongue stroke, tip to clit, like painting a line with a tiny wet brush. Then he ramps up, alternating pressure, lips and tongue and the stubble of his jaw scraping just enough to tease but not overwhelm. I tilt my head back, fighting the urge to close my eyes, because I want to see Rick’s face when Marco makes me come.

Rick stares, breathing shallow. His knuckles are bone-white against the black lace, and I imagine he’ll snap the waistband in two before the night’s over.

Marco grips my thighs hard and presses me open wider. “God, you taste better every time,” he mutters, voice vibrating against me. He sucks my clit, slow and deep, and I moan—loud enough that Rick startles. Marco’s hand slides up, fingers searching and finding the wetness inside me, and he pushes two, then three in at once.

I ride his hand, grinding down, my skirt bunched around my waist like a flag. I keep my eyes on Rick, and every time he looks away, I call him back with a sharp “Watch.”

He watches. He has no choice. His chest is rising and falling, sweat beading on his brow. There’s a wet spot blooming on his pants, small but obvious.

Marco brings me close, then backs off, then close again. He’s toying with me, and I love it. I grab his hair and hold his face against me, shuddering as the orgasm builds. I don’t hide the sounds; I let every gasp and moan echo around the apartment, a chorus of proof.

When I come, it’s hard and fast, an electric shock through my thighs. Marco holds on, never letting up, lapping up every drop. I squeeze his head between my knees, riding the aftershocks, until my breath comes back in broken pieces.

I push Marco away, laughing, then look straight at Rick. “Did you like that?” I ask.

He nods, face bright red.

Marco stands, wipes his mouth with the back of his hand, and winks at me. “Round two?” he asks.

“Not here,” I say. “Bedroom. Now.”

Rick looks up, startled. “What about—”

I cut him off: “You’ll wait for us. Go.”

He stands, totters slightly, and obeys. He doesn’t look back as he walks down the hallway, my thong still clutched in his fist.

When he’s gone, Marco pulls me close and kisses me again, harder this time, his hands on my bare ass. He lifts me, one motion, and I wrap my legs around his waist.

“He’s loving this,” Marco whispers, teeth grazing my earlobe.

“I know,” I say. “But not as much as I am.”

Marco carries me to the bedroom, the two of us leaving a trail of heat behind. I don’t care if the entire building hears us. In fact, I hope they do.

The bedroom is exactly as I left it: sheets crisp, lamps set to a dim, honeyed glow, no personal clutter to break the spell. Rick stands at the foot of the bed, clutching my thong in both hands like a talisman, eyes already glazed with fear and need.

I go to the closet, retrieve the silk restraints, and toss them to Rick. “Put your wrists through,” I say, and he obeys, threading his arms through the loops. His hands tremble, but his jaw is locked—he wants this, or at least he wants to prove he wants it.

Marco watches from the doorway, hungry. He doesn’t move to help; this is my choreography, my scene, and he’s content to wait until he’s cued.

I cinch the restraints tight, winding the ends around the bedposts. The knots are perfect—military tight, but with enough play to allow for squirming. I pull hard enough that Rick’s skin flares pink at the edges, then test the setup by yanking once, twice, until he grunts.

“Too tight?” I ask.

He shakes his head, breathing fast.

“Good.” I climb onto the bed and straddle Rick’s lap. His cock is straining, pressed up against the front of his jeans. I grind down, just a little, then lean forward so my hair fans across his chest.

“Last chance,” I murmur, lips against his ear. “If you want to stop, you just say so. But if you do, this will never, ever happen again.”

He closes his eyes, swallows, then opens them. “I want it,” he says, voice raw. “Please.”

I bite his earlobe hard enough to draw a gasp. “Good boy.”

I slip off him, turn to Marco. “You can come in now.”

Marco enters, carrying my blouse from earlier. He’s wiped his mouth with it, a streak of lipstick and saliva staining the cuff. He walks to the edge of the bed, looks down at Rick, and lets the blouse drop onto Rick’s chest like a flag of conquest.

Marco climbs onto the bed behind me. He unzips his pants, takes out his cock—already hard, thick, veined like an anatomical model—and smacks it against my ass, a heavy, wet sound. I glance back, grin at him, then settle onto all fours, head level with Rick’s face.

I grab Rick by the chin, turning his head so he’s forced to look at me. “Watch,” I say. “That’s the whole point.”

He nods, face bright red, then flicks his gaze to Marco.

Marco lines up behind me, palms on my hips. He leans in, lips brushing the back of my neck. “You want it rough?” he asks.

I laugh. “What do you think?”

He answers by spanking me hard; the crack echoing off the walls. He hits me again, and again, until my ass is hot and tingling and the marks are already rising red and lovely.

I push back against him, desperate for friction. He teases the head of his cock against my slit, then pushes in all at once, filling me so fast I gasp. He fucks me in long, brutal strokes, slamming my hips forward with every thrust. The bed rattles, the headboard thuds against the wall in perfect rhythm.

I keep my eyes locked on Rick. He’s panting, lips parted, eyes wide with shock and something darker. I know what he’s thinking: Marco is bigger, Marco is better, Marco is the alpha, and he’s the specimen. He’s right, and I want him to see it.

Marco grabs my hair, pulls my head back, and fucks me even harder. I moan, loud and unfiltered, making sure Rick hears every note. The room smells of sweat and sex and the ozone of surrender.

When Marco pauses, he slides out, circles around to the front of the bed. He stands over Rick, cock glistening, and looks at me.

“On your knees,” he says.

I obey, kneeling between Rick’s arms, face level with Marco’s cock. He brushes the tip against my lips, smearing pre-cum across my mouth. I open wide and take him in, deep, until he hits the back of my throat. I gag a little, let saliva drip onto the sheets, then pull back and lick him clean.

Rick is inches away, helpless, forced to watch me worship another man. I want to break him, just a little.

I glance at Rick, then take Marco’s cock in both hands and stroke him, slow and deliberate. “You see this?” I ask Rick. “This is what you’re missing.”

He groans, shifting against the restraints, desperate for any friction.

I take Marco in again, this time slower, savoring the stretch of my lips around his thickness. I fuck him with my mouth, using my tongue and teeth and spit until he’s trembling. Marco grabs the back of my head and holds me in place, thrusting gently, then harder.

I let him use me until my jaw aches, then pull off with a wet pop. I turn back to Rick, crawl up his body, and plant a sloppy, open-mouthed kiss on his lips. He tastes Marco, and I feel his cock jump against my thigh.

I straddle Rick’s chest, pinning his wrists down even tighter. “Are you learning something?” I ask.

He nods, eyes glassy. “Yes.”

“Good,” I say, and climb off him.

I motion to Marco, who takes position behind me again. He fucks me even harder this time, grabbing my hips, using me like a toy. I brace myself against the headboard, ride every thrust, and let the sensations build to a fever pitch.

When I’m close, I reach down and finger my clit, fast and ruthless. Marco senses it, changes his angle, slams into me with brutal precision. The orgasm hits like a car crash—I see stars, scream his name, dig my nails into the mattress.

Marco pulls out just before he comes, spraying hot across my lower back and ass. He wipes it off with my blouse, then tosses it back onto Rick’s face.

I collapse onto the bed, panting, limbs shaking.

I look at Rick. He’s crying, silent tears streaking his cheeks, but his cock is harder than I’ve ever seen it. The humiliation has broken him open in the most beautiful way.

I crawl back to him, lick a stripe of Marco’s come from his chest, and kiss him deep. “You’re mine,” I whisper.

He nods, the words caught in his throat.

“Now,” I say, “you get to watch some more.”

Marco is already hard again. I get on all fours, position myself at the end of the bed so Rick has a perfect view, and let Marco fuck me until I can’t feel my legs.

This is what it means to win.

My thighs burn, but I don’t let up. Marco fucks me from behind, so hard I’m half-sure he’ll leave fingerprints in my hips, but I’m already thinking about the encore—the part where I climb on top, take control, and remind both men exactly who owns whom.

When Marco’s finally spent, he pulls out, breathing hard. His cock is still slick with my come, and I can feel the heat of him dripping down my thighs. I let the sensation linger, let the stickiness and ache and rawness of it pool between my legs and in my mind.

Rick is still tied to the bedposts, eyes wide, his face a mess of snot and tears and lust. His cock is red, angry, pulsing in his jeans. He’s so close to the edge he looks deranged.

Untying his left wrist, I keep the other bound. I want him half-free, half-captive—helpless but complicit. I straddle Marco’s lap, facing Rick, and angle my hips so that the swollen, gaping wetness between my legs is front and center in Rick’s field of vision.

Marco takes my waist in both hands and lifts me, then slams me down onto his cock. The impact knocks the breath out of me. I rock on him, up and down, fast and ruthless, each thrust punctuated by a wet slap and a ripple of heat through my core. I want Rick to see everything, so I keep my eyes locked on his.

“Do you see what he does to me?” I pant, grinding down onto Marco. “Do you see how deep he gets?”

Rick nods, tears leaking down his cheeks. He reaches for me with his free hand, desperate for contact, but I slap it away.

“Just watch,” I say. “That’s your job. You’re the audience, baby.”

Marco picks up the pace, bouncing me on his cock so hard I see white at the edges of my vision. The sensation is brutal—each thrust stretches me past comfort, scraping every nerve raw. The squish of wetness is obscene, echoing off the bedroom walls, mixing with the ragged sounds of our breathing.

I start to come, legs shaking, body clenching around Marco’s cock. I feel myself gush, a tidal wave of slickness soaking the mattress and running in hot, humiliating rivers down my thighs.

Marco laughs. “She’s never done that for you, has she?” he says, voice rough with triumph.

Rick shakes his head, silent.

“Didn’t think so,” Marco grins, then slaps my ass so hard I yelp.

I ride the aftershocks, hips circling, milking every ounce of sensation from Marco’s cock. He holds on tight, fingers digging deep, and I know he’s close again.

“Fuck,” Marco groans. “You’re gonna make me cum.”

“Do it,” I moan, “fill me up, make him watch.”

Marco grits his teeth, slams up into me, and erupts, hips jerking. I can feel the hot pulse of his cum inside me, pooling, leaking out around his cock with every twitch. I keep moving, grinding down, letting him empty himself completely.

When he’s done, I collapse forward onto his chest, panting, then glance up at Rick.

He’s sobbing now, cock still untouched, his face twisted in agony and envy.

I crawl off Marco, get on all fours, and beckon Rick closer.

“Unzip,” I command.

He fumbles at the fly, hands shaking, but pulls his cock free. It’s dripping, desperate, the head swollen and angry.

I crawl onto the bed, take Rick’s cock in my hand, and stroke him slow. “You want to cum?” I ask, voice a low whisper.

He whimpers, “Yes, please, please—”

“Not yet,” I say, and drop my mouth to his cock, tongue swirling around the head. I taste the salt of his pre-cum, the bitterness of desperation. I suck him deep, letting the pressure build, then pull back just before he can finish.

He groans, hips bucking, eyes begging.

Marco slides up behind me, pushes my head down, and re-enters me, cock still half-hard but growing with every thrust. He fucks me while I suck Rick, the sensation a perfect, brutal symmetry—two men, one goal, my body the battlefield.

I take Rick deeper, throat raw, nose buried in his pubic hair. I want him to know what it’s like to be used, to be the toy.

When Marco is fully hard again, he fucks me with short, savage thrusts, and I can feel the friction inside, the overstimulation sending me to a new plateau.

Rick is close, so close, his body stiff as a bowstring.

I look up at him, mouth full of cock, and lock eyes.

“You want to cum?” I say, letting his cock slide from my lips.

He nods, frantic.

“Ask Marco,” I say, looking over my shoulder. “He’s the one in charge.”

Rick looks at Marco, tears streaming. “Please—please let me cum.”

Marco grins, slaps my ass. “Give it to him.”

I take Rick in again, stroking, licking, sucking until he can’t hold back. He explodes in my mouth, the taste thick and familiar. I swallow every drop, then pull off and wipe my lips with the back of my hand.

I keep sucking gently, milking the last spasms from him.

Behind me, Marco finishes a second time, filling me until it spills out and runs in warm rivulets down my legs.

I collapse onto the bed, spent, body trembling.

Marco lies back, arms folded behind his head, cock still slick and glistening.

Rick is crying, but the sound is different now—more relief than pain.

I crawl up next to him, untie his other wrist, and pull him into my arms. He curls against me, small and pliant.

I kiss his forehead, then turn to Marco.

“You satisfied?” I ask, voice a mix of challenge and pride.

Marco nods, smiling.

“Good,” I say. “Because we’re not done yet.”

And we aren’t. Not by a long shot.

I am the queen, and this is my board, and I will play until every piece is conquered.

I let the three of us lie there, tangled and ruined, sweat and semen and tears soaking into the sheets. I savor it—the mess, the shame, the victory.

I have never been happier.


Chapter 4

Our living room at night is a gallery of consequences. Charcoal-gray walls hung with frames—photos of Rick and me smiling under conference center chandeliers, photos of Marco and me with city skylines blurred into neon, and now, nestled between them, a new set: the three of us, bodies pressed close in a tequila-fogged rooftop bar, Marco’s lips on my neck, Rick’s hand holding mine, everyone’s eyes daring the camera. I curated the wall myself, arranging the frames so they drew the eye from right to left and back again, a stuttering palindrome of intention and accident.

It’s just after ten. The apartment smells like a man’s locker room, but more expensive. Rick’s aftershave clings to the fabric of the couch; Marco’s cologne seeps out of the last button of my dress, which I’ve left deliberately undone. There’s a half-glass of red on the coffee table and a coaster—Rick’s obsession—under every cup, every glass, every candle. My bare feet print faint arcs on the hardwood as I pace from window to mantel to bar cart and back.

Rick is on the couch, blue light from his phone washing his face in ghostly hues. He’s not reading anything, just scrolling through a fake, infinite feed of headlines and stock charts. He hasn’t spoken for ten minutes. I know better than to ask what’s wrong. I also know from the pulse in his temple and the way his eyes keep darting to the door that he’s waiting for Marco.

I’m wearing the mesh again—original cut, more daring, a lattice that frames my breasts and hips like stained glass. Over it, an ivory silk robe, barely belted. I want to look ceremonial, almost bridal. When I move, the fabric parts and flashes bare skin, a coin toss of what Rick or Marco might glimpse first.

The intercom buzzes. Marco, right on time, as always. I press the button.

“Come up,” I say, voice honeyed but neutral.

“Looking forward to it,” Marco replies, a tease so casual it’s already undressing me.

Rick sets down his phone and straightens his spine. The effect is immediate—he looks taller, older, predatory. I watch him, trying to map this new geometry. Something shifted in him since last week. The passivity is gone. He’s a participant now, not just in the audience. The thought makes my pulse stutter.

Marco’s footsteps are audible through the hallway, echoing off concrete and steel. I unlock the door and wait, shoulder braced in the jamb, robe parted just enough to hint at what’s underneath. When Marco enters, he fills the doorway like a cathedral: black shirt open at the throat, sport jacket slung over one shoulder, face split in that arrogant, disarming grin.

He drops the jacket on the entry table and leans in. He kisses me without hesitation, no preamble, just the hard crush of lips and tongue and teeth. My mouth opens for him, already wet. He tastes mint and the faintest aftershock of a cigarette.

I let the kiss linger until my knees shake, then pull back, breathless. “You’re late,” I whisper.

“Am I?” he murmurs, biting my earlobe. “Better make it up to you.”

I slide my hand down the line of his chest, feeling the tension wound tight in the muscle, then lead him into the living room. Rick is there, perched at the edge of the couch, but for once he doesn’t look away. His eyes lock on Marco, then me, then the space between us.

The silence is thick enough to slice.

Marco ignores the tension and sprawls onto the loveseat, legs wide, arms resting on the back like he owns the place. He glances at Rick, then at me, then crooks a finger.

“Come here,” he says.

I look to Rick first. He holds my gaze, and in a voice that surprises me—steady, deep, unyielding—says, “You should go to him.”

The words hit me like a command. I cross to Marco, the silk robe whispering along my skin, and straddle his lap. He slides his hands under the fabric, palms flat against the small of my back, then up, tracing the mesh with his thumbs.

“You dressed up,” Marco says, his voice vibrating through my sternum.

“I wanted to impress,” I reply, louder than I meant to. I am aware of Rick watching, aware of the heat building between my thighs, the wetness already soaking the mesh.

Marco’s lips find my collarbone. He nips, then licks, then sucks a bruise into the soft skin above my heart. I moan, and the sound seems to echo around the room. Rick is still silent, but I can feel his eyes on me, tracing every movement, every gasp.

I grind down on Marco, feeling the hard bulge in his pants. He slides a hand between my legs, fingers parting the mesh, and brushes my clit in slow, precise circles. I shudder, gripping his shoulders for balance.

“You want him to watch?” Marco asks, voice just loud enough for Rick to hear.

“I want him to see everything,” I reply.

I glance at Rick. He’s staring openly now, one hand folded over his knee, the other curled into a fist on the armrest.

Marco’s hand moves lower, two fingers slipping inside me. I gasp, arching my back. “God, you’re wet,” he whispers, more to himself than to me.

I ride his fingers, hips bucking in little involuntary bursts. My eyes never leave Rick. I want him to see what Marco can do to me, what he’s always done, but more than that, I want him to know I want this, I orchestrated it.

When I’m close, I slow myself, clenching around Marco’s hand. I turn to Rick. “Are you going to just sit there?” I ask, a challenge.

Rick stands. His movements are measured. He crosses the room and sits beside us on the loveseat, so close our thighs touch. He looks at me, then Marco, then back to me.

“Kiss him,” Rick says, the words landing between us like an order.

I do. Kissing Marco, I bite his lower lip hard until he groans. I feel Rick’s hand on my thigh, squeezing, then sliding higher. He finds the spot where Marco’s fingers are working me and presses down, trapping Marco’s hand inside me. The double pressure makes me whimper.

“Kiss me,” Rick says.

I turn and kiss him, lips still wet from Marco. Rick’s tongue pushes into my mouth, urgent and hungry. I taste the salt of jealousy, the copper of blood from where I bit Marco. I wonder if Rick can taste Marco, too.

Marco uses the distraction to slip his hand free and pull my robe off my shoulders. It slides to the floor, leaving me naked except for the mesh. I feel the cold air raise goosebumps along my skin, then the heat of both their eyes as they drink me in.

Rick pulls me off Marco’s lap and onto his own, maneuvering me so I’m facing Marco, straddling Rick’s thighs. Rick’s cock is already hard, pressing through his pants. He slides a finger along my slit, gathering wetness, then lifts it to my mouth.

“Suck,” he says.

I do, tasting myself and the trace of Marco. Rick watches, his pupils blown wide, then kisses me again, sharing the taste.

Marco stands and unzips his pants, cock springing free. He strokes himself slowly, watching us.

Rick leans back, hands on my hips. “Get on your knees,” he says, voice low.

I slide off his lap and kneel on the carpet, between his legs. I unbuckle his belt, then free his cock. It’s thick, flushed, leaking already. I take him in my mouth, swirling my tongue around the head, then down the shaft. Rick groans, a deep sound that vibrates through my lips.

Behind me, Marco kneels, spreading my knees wider. He slides his cock between my thighs, rubbing the head against my clit. I moan around Rick, the sensation electric.

Marco leans forward and whispers in my ear, “You like this, don’t you? Being used by both of us.”

I nod, unable to speak.

Marco pushes into me, slow at first, then harder. I choke on Rick’s cock, tears springing to my eyes, but I don’t stop. I want to be the conduit between them, the channel for all their tension and need.

Rick grabs my hair and guides my head, matching Marco’s thrusts. The rhythm is relentless, perfect, a metronome of sensation. I lose myself in it, the sense of being filled, being seen, being wanted by both men at once.

When I feel myself start to come, I pull off Rick’s cock and gasp, “I’m going to—”

“Do it,” Rick says. “Let him feel it.”

Marco slams into me, deep, and I come hard, collapsing forward onto Rick’s lap. Marco holds me there, still moving, drawing out every spasm, every tremor. When he’s close, he pulls out and strokes himself, finishing in hot, wet bursts across my ass and lower back.

Rick strokes my hair, then lifts me up, cradling me against his chest. “Good girl,” he murmurs, kissing my forehead.

I melt into him, shivering.

Marco stands, breathing hard. “Fuck, that was—” He can’t finish the sentence, just laughs, spent.

I look up at Rick. There’s a wildness in his eyes, something new. He smiles, a genuine smile, and kisses me again.

We collapse together on the couch, bodies tangled, breaths mingling.

The city outside blinks on and off, indifferent.

I glance at the wall of photos, the trinity of images. I wonder how long it will take before the world catches up with us, before we run out of frames.

But for now, I am the axis of their attention, the center of our little universe.

And I have never felt more complete.

It’s only a few steps down the hall, but the distance from living room to bedroom feels like crossing a border—one that’s marked not by locks or boundaries, but by the promise of something irreversible.

The bedroom is a study in moonlit contrasts. Our sheets are black silk, bought during a blackout sale as a joke, but now they drape the bed in a liquid shimmer. Above the headboard, I’ve stacked a collage of Polaroids: me, Rick, and Marco, in every combination of smiles, scowls, and silent glances. There’s a shadow of us on every wall, and in the dim light, it’s hard to say which version is the real one.

Rick sits on the edge of the bed, hands braced on his knees, eyes tracking my every move. Marco follows behind, less a wolf now than an eager conspirator, the tension in his shoulders barely tamed.

I pause at the doorway, robe shrugged off and mesh still clinging to me in tatters. I want to make them both wait—just a second—but Rick’s voice cuts through.

“Come here.”

He’s not asking, and I love it. I walk to him, hips swaying, and stand between his knees. He runs his hands up my thighs, fingers digging into the flesh, then pulls me down onto his lap. I feel the heat of his cock, hard against my ass, and the way his breath catches as he buries his face between my breasts.

Behind me, Marco strips off his shirt and crawls onto the bed, the mattress dipping under his weight. He plants a kiss at the base of my spine, then another, each one higher, a trail of wet heat my back.

Rick bites my nipple through the mesh, then releases me and spins me so I’m facing the bed. “On your hands and knees,” he says, voice low.

I obey, crawling onto the sheets, the silk cool against my palms. Marco kneels at the foot of the bed, and I feel his hands parting my knees, then his mouth on me—hungry, urgent, as if he’s been starved for days.

He licks me with long, desperate strokes, his stubble scraping my thighs, his tongue flicking my clit until I’m shivering. I push back against his face, moaning; the sound muffled by the pillow. I glance over my shoulder and see Rick watching, stroking himself, his eyes never leaving the spot where Marco’s head is buried between my legs.

“Don’t stop,” I gasp.

Marco grunts, the vibration sending another jolt through me. He slides a finger inside, then another, curling them in perfect sync with his tongue. My orgasm creeps up my spine, but I hold back, gritting my teeth. I want more. I want everything.

Rick climbs onto the bed behind me, positioning himself so his cock brushes my entrance. He lines up, pauses, then pushes in, slow and deliberate. The stretch is perfect, filling, almost too much after Marco’s tongue. I cry out, half in pleasure, half in shock.

He fucks me in slow, deep thrusts, each one pushing me closer to Marco’s mouth. Marco doesn’t let up—he laps at my clit in time with Rick’s rhythm, the dual sensations converging until my whole body is a tuning fork of want.

I look back and catch Rick’s eyes. “Kiss him,” I say, voice shaking.

He hesitates, but only for a second. He leans forward, bracing one hand on my lower back, and kisses Marco over my shoulder—lips meeting, then mouths opening, the taste of me passed between them. The sight is almost too much. I buck against Rick, then Marco, desperate for more.

Marco pulls away, face wet with spit and slick. “You want both of us?” he asks, voice raw.

I nod, unable to speak.

Rick withdraws, leaving me empty for a split second, then rolls me onto my back. Marco grabs the lube from the nightstand—it was there before I even asked, because of course it was—and coats his cock with a slow, deliberate stroke.

Rick props me up on a pillow, lifts my legs, and enters me again. Marco moves behind, parting my ass with slick fingers, working one in, then two, prepping me with care but no mercy.

“Ready?” Marco asks.

I looked him dead in the eye. “Do it.”

He lines up, presses the head of his cock against my asshole, and pushes in. The first inch is agony and bliss, my body fighting and yielding at once. Rick holds my gaze, murmurs, “Breathe,” and I do, exhaling slow as Marco slides deeper.

The sensation is overwhelming, both cocks moving in tandem, stretching me, filling me, every nerve ending screaming. I claw at the sheets, at Rick’s arms, at anything to keep from floating away.

They fuck me together, moving in perfect sync, one in, the other out, then both in at once. The friction, the fullness, the helplessness—it’s everything I ever wanted and more.

Marco leans forward, kissing my shoulder, then my neck. Rick kisses my lips hard, devouring. The triangle is complete, each of us feeding off the other, no one in control but everyone lost.

I come first, a tidal wave of sensation that blanks my mind. I scream, the sound raw and broken, and feel both of them stiffen in response. Rick goes next, his cock pulsing inside me, hips jerking. Marco follows, emptying himself deep, his groan muffled by the sheets.

We collapse in a heap, bodies tangled, sweat and come pooling on the silk.

For a long moment, there’s only the sound of breathing, the three of us soaking in the afterglow.

Then Marco laughs, a low, satisfied sound. “We should do this every night,” he says.

Rick smiles, brushes a strand of hair from my face. “Maybe we will.”

I close my eyes and let their words settle over me, a new kind of belonging.

For the first time in years, I feel whole.

#

The light that wakes me is blue, then gold, then blue again. It comes in through the east-facing window, crosshatched with the pattern of our old apartment blinds, and falls in loose, lazy bars across the foot of the bed. I blink, open one eye, and see a tangle of limbs—my thigh across Marco’s hip, Rick’s forearm draped over my waist, Marco’s toes burrowed into the small of Rick’s back.

The sheet is a disaster. Damp, streaked with sweat and slick, they’re knotted around our ankles in a way that feels vaguely nautical, like we’re all lashed together on a life raft. I shift, trying to free my foot, and Rick’s arm tightens. He’s half-awake, eyes still shut, mouth slack and innocent in a way that makes me want to bite his lip until it bruises.

Marco is dead to the world, face pressed into the pillow, snoring with a shameless rhythm that would have annoyed me once. Now I find it comforting, a baseline to the morning’s hush. He smells like sex and victory, with the faintest undertone of cigarettes, and I nestle closer just to inhale.

I let my eyes drift to the wall, to the patchwork of photos above the headboard. In the new light, the images glow—me and Rick at our wedding, me and Marco on the roof, all three of us at that awful karaoke bar where Marco dared Rick to sing, and he actually did, voice breaking but face radiant. The collage is less a record of events and more an evidence board for a very specific kind of crime.

Rick stirs, turns his head, and meets my gaze. There’s no fear in his eyes now, only a kind of awe—like he can’t believe what he’s a part of, or maybe that he survived the night at all.

He speaks first, voice a rasp: “You okay?”

I smile, stretch my arms above my head. “Never better.”

There’s a silence, the comfortable kind. He traces a finger along my arm, then down, stopping just shy of my wrist. “I used to think this was a nightmare,” he says. “The idea of you and Marco. I’d picture it and feel sick.”

I nod, knowing the feeling.

“But last night—” He stops, searching for the words. “I wanted it. I mean, I really wanted it. All of it. You. Him. The whole fucked-up picture.”

I roll to my side, bringing my face level with his. “That’s not fucked up. That’s us.”

He grins, and it’s a genuine grin, not the old practiced one. “I was scared,” he admits, voice barely above a whisper.

I run a finger through the sweat-damp hair at his temple. “What scared you?”

He closes his eyes. “I thought you’d leave. For him. Or for someone else. I thought if I let myself want this, it would ruin everything.”

I press a kiss to his forehead, slow and lingering. “You ruined nothing, Rick.”

He opens his eyes, blue and clear. “Promise?”

“I promise,” I say, and mean it.

From behind, Marco grunts and flops an arm across both of us, eyes still shut. “You two are loud,” he mutters, but there’s a smile tugging at his lips.

I reach back and tangle my fingers in his. For a while, we just lie there, listening to the city spool up outside the window—garbage trucks, distant car horns, the buzz of life restarting.

Rick’s hand finds my hip. He leans in and kisses me, slowly, then softer. When he pulls away, I see the glint of tears in his eyes. Not sadness—just relief, maybe.

“Thank you,” he says.

“For what?” I ask.

“For letting me be the one to give you this. For not leaving.”

I laugh brightly and sharply. “I’m not leaving, Rick. Neither is Marco. We’re all right here.”

I close my eyes and let the warmth of the morning seep in, let the ache in my body remind me of every hour, every movement, every moment we shared. I memorize the way the sun cuts through the blinds, the weight of Marco’s arm, the way Rick’s chest rises and falls against my back.

The gallery on the wall gleams in the light. Every photo a fragment, a proof, a memory waiting to be made again.

I lie there, perfectly still, and listen to the sound of us becoming something new.
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