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- David's ex-wife Shaye is back, eager to reclaim David's heart and willing to do anything to return to him. But David's not playing Shaye's games any longer. If Shaye wants to be part of his life, she will have to go to extremes to prove she's worthy of another chance.




While caught in the whirlwind of his ex-wife's return, David must finally choose a full-time lover from three captivating women— Kayla, Isabel, and Tracey— each offering a unique allure that David cannot resist. Faced with this impossible choice, David will find unexpected answers in a box of old letters. As he investigates his explosive family history, David's manhood will be tested by a dangerous foe out for revenge.

As unbridled lust rises and passions explode, hard choices must be made. Who will David choose from his trio of enchanting beauties? What dark secrets about his past will David uncover? And how far will Shaye go to secure her place in David's world?


BEACH HOUSE HAREM is a harem adventure series. It contains graphic scenes and unconventional relationships. 18+ only.





BEACH HOUSE HAREM






Book 3






Chapter 1






“You still want me, David.”







Shaye kneeled before me, gazing up with those beautiful emerald eyes wet and glistening. I stared down at my ex-wife, her body crouching on the floor like a wounded animal, her head tilted back as her plump lips parted and trembled.

"Give me a second chance," she begged me, her voice barely above a whisper.

The sight of Shaye in such a vulnerable state stirred something powerful inside me, a familiar heat rushing to my loins at the sight of her supple curves and flushed cheeks. How long had it been since I'd held her, felt the softness of her skin and the warmth of her breath?

I gritted my teeth against the surge of longing, clenching my fists at my sides.

"Get up," I commanded, stepping back from her.

My voice was cold, but my heart hammered in my chest. Undeterred, Shaye crawled toward me on her hands and knees, her movements slow and deliberate, each motion causing her ample breasts to sway enticingly.

My breath hitched as I took a step back, nearly stumbling, torn between lust and anger.

"Get the fuck up, Shaye!" I snarled.

Reluctantly, she got to her feet, her green eyes never leaving mine. Even amidst all this emotional turmoil, I was powerfully aroused by her curvy figure, her firm breasts and large pink nipples, the way her narrow waist flared out to a full, round ass. It had been over a year since I last saw her naked and Shaye had not changed a bit.

But now I also saw the desperation in her gaze, the way she seemed to hope that throwing herself at me would instantly change things. After all the lies and betrayals, how dare she think I would give in so easily? My anger roared higher, threatening to overwhelm me.

"David, please," Shaye whispered, reaching out toward me.

I stepped away again, unwilling to let her touch me. I took a deep, steadying breath before speaking.

"Kayla asked me to let you stay here," I told her, my voice icy and measured. "That's the only reason you're back at The Perch. Don't think for a second that I've forgiven you."

Shaye clenched her eyes shut, shaking her head. "I know. I'm so sorry, David. I never meant to hurt you. I was foolish and selfish. I never deserved you. All I can do is make amends and try to win back your love."

"Win back…?" I spluttered, utterly amazed at Shaye's delusions. "Are you fucking insane?"

"I'm not insane," she replied, her voice soft and pleading. "I've changed. I can prove it. Just tell me how."

I shook my head in disbelief. "You don't get it, do you? Every time I look at you, Shaye, I see you with Alberto. Every time I look at you, I can't help but imagine that punk's dick inside you, and it makes me fucking sick!"

"You just had sex with both Kayla and Isabel," she shot back, her voice tinged with bitterness.

"I'm not married or cheating like you were!"

"And I'm so sorry for what I did," Shaye pleaded. "But I saw the way you looked at me just now. You can't deny that we still have that spark between us. We were great lovers, David. We were so sexually compatible."

"Compatible?" I raged. "You withheld sex from me for a year while you were secretly fucking Alberto!"

"David—" she began, but I cut her off.

"You did have a good cunt," I sneered. "Your fuckhole was the best thing about you. I'll give you that."

The harsh words made Shaye wince, but she quickly recovered.

"You still want me, David," she said.

I hated myself for it, but Shaye was right. My desire for her was still there, still undeniable. I tried to keep my face impassive, hiding the desire that was churning beneath the surface of my anger.

"Enough, Shaye," I said, my voice final. "Go back to the guest house. Tomorrow morning, you need to report Alberto to the police. I don't care what you do after that, as long as you do it far away from me."

Shaye's face fell as she registered my words, her green eyes pleading. I wasn't having any of it. The pain of betrayal still lacerated me, a vicious reminder that this woman had shattered my trust.

"I still love you," she whispered, "and I know you still love me."

"Just go," I said wearily. "There's nothing more to say."

Shaye turned away, tears sliding down her cheeks. She picked up her clothes, her hands shaking. At the door she paused, glancing over her shoulder with eyes full of sorrow and regret. I held her gaze, saying nothing until my ex-wife finally lowered her eyes.

Then she was gone, swallowed by the night.

I stood motionless, staring at the place where Shaye had disappeared into the darkness. Emotions warred within me— anger, lust, bitterness, longing. Our history together flashed through my mind in vivid detail. All the laughter we'd shared, the secrets we'd whispered in the dark, the slow explorations of each other's bodies in the golden light of sunset. It had meant nothing to her in the end.

With a growl of frustration, I punched the fridge, putting a dent in its stainless steel door.

What was wrong with me? Why couldn't I let go of the past and move on? Kayla and Isabel were waiting for me upstairs, warm and willing in my bed, yet still I clung to the memory of Shaye?

I thought of her parting words and clenched my jaw. She didn't deserve a second chance. Shaye had thrown away everything we had for a cheap thrill. Now she would have to live with the consequences. I owed her nothing.

Still, I couldn't ignore the hollow ache in my chest or the stinging behind my eyes. Shaye had been my wife, my lover, my best friend. Now she was gone. Nothing was left but the wreckage she'd left behind.

"I owe you nothing," I said aloud.

I felt a sudden urge to cleanse my thoughts and my body. The remnants of Shaye's presence clung to me like an unwanted perfume, sweet yet tainted. I headed to the kitchen and grabbed a pitcher of lemon water from the fridge, gulping it straight from the pitcher. The icy tart liquid chilled my throat, shocking my senses back into focus.

I climbed the stairs back up to my bedroom. The door creaked as I pushed it open, revealing the room bathed in the soft glow of moonlight streaming through the open window. A gentle breeze carried the scent of the ocean, mingling with the musky scent of warm female flesh.

Kayla and Isabel were curled up together in bed, whispering and giggling. At the sight of me, their faces lit up with smiles.

"What took you so long?" Kayla asked playfully. "We were starting to wonder if you'd gotten lost."

I looked at my sweet, young Kayla, her resemblance to her sister making my heart ache all over again.

Isabel's gaze swept over me, her brow furrowing slightly. "Is everything okay?"

"Everything's fine," I said, flashing a smile, hoping to dispel their concern. "I brought you something to drink."

I set down the pitcher of lemon water and settled into bed between them, feeling their soft curves pressed against me. They snuggled close, their combined heat soothing my body. Despite their warm embraces, they could sense that something was amiss.

"David, what's wrong?" Kayla inquired gently, her voice barely more than a whisper.

Sighing, I glanced out the open window for a brief moment, watching the moon hanging over Raney's Cove.

"Shaye approached me downstairs," I began quietly, my words weighed down by the raw emotions still coursing through me.

"Wait, she was here?" Kayla blurted out, her shock evident in her wide eyes and furrowed brow.

I nodded. "She was outside the bedroom door this whole time. She listened to us… all three of us, while she touched herself."

"Seriously?" Isabel laughed, a wicked grin spreading across her face. "That's kind of hot."

"Isabel!" Kayla scolded, but I could see the faintest hint of amusement in her eyes. "Do you think she was in shock or something?"

"Maybe," I said with a shrug. "But then she stripped down and begged me to fuck her and take her back."

The room fell silent as Kayla and Isabel absorbed my words. The room remained quiet for a long time, the sound of the ocean waves outside offering a soothing counterpoint to the tension that hung in the air.

"And?" Isabel prompted, her eyes gleaming with curiosity.

"I told her it was over between us." Saying the words aloud made them feel final in a way they hadn't before. "I told her to go to the police in the morning and then get out of my life for good."

I stopped and gritted my teeth, biting down on the flood of bitter words that threatened to spill out of me. I focused on slowing my breathing and centering myself in the moment.

"I'm sorry, David," Kayla began hesitantly. "I know how difficult this must be for you."

"More difficult than expected," I admitted.

"She's always been spoiled and impulsive, which is why she made the mistake with Alberto."

As Kayla spoke, I recalled the countless times I'd watched Shaye give in to her whims without a thought for the consequences. It was the thing that had drawn me to her initially— that wild, carefree spirit. But it had also led to our undoing.

"I think Shaye really does love you," Kayla sighed. "She knows she made a terrible mistake. She's scared and desperate and looking for a way to make things right."

"What are you saying?" I asked Kayla. "That I should give Shaye another chance?"

"I'm only saying you should listen to your heart," Kayla continued softly, her words infused with genuine care.

Isabel chuckled, and I turned my attention to her.

"Shaye's my best friend, but I always expected she would screw up her life," Isabel admitted. "No one has ever put her in her place or given her boundaries. She's a brat! But Kayla's right. Shaye does love you."

"She has a fucked up way of showing it," I spat.

"And yet you're considering taking her back," Isabel whispered.

"No!" I protested.

Isabel looked me over, her probing gaze making me feel even more naked than I already was.

"Okay, so you're not considering it," she said with a grin. "But hypothetically, if you did take her back, it can't be like before. That relationship is dead and buried, right?"

"It is."

"But maybe a new relationship is possible?"

It was as if Isabel had read my troubled thoughts from before. She was a smart lady with a keen insight into human behavior and desires. It was how she had been so successful in her business dealings. Isabel must have sensed the conflict deep inside me.

"Maybe," I said, my voice tinged with frustration and uncertainty. "But what would that new relationship look like?"

"Make her submit to you completely," Isabel suggested boldly, a knowing glint in her eyes. "Shaye has always craved a man who can dominate her, which is why she went for Alberto. But he's just a punk, David. You're a real man. If you take control, she'll be yours forever."

"Is that really what she wants?" I questioned, trying to reconcile this vision of Shaye with the woman I'd known for so many years.

Isabel nodded firmly, her gaze never wavering. "Trust me, David. Make her pay a steep price for a second chance. If you don't, she'll see you as weak and she'll never truly respect you."

"I agree," Kayla said. "I know my sister. Isabel is right. If you do decide to give Shaye another chance, you can't let her get away with it so easily. Make her earn it, David. Don't let her walk all over you like she has for so long."

The weight of their words settled over me, mingling with the ocean breeze that filled the room. I absorbed the advice from Kayla and Isabel, feeling both conflicted and intrigued by their perspectives.

As I looked at the two women lying beside me, I marveled at just how different they were. Isabel, with her dark hair cascading down her back and a sultry glint in her eyes, exuded an air of unapologetic sexuality that I found intoxicating. And then there was Kayla, her blond hair framing her innocent face, her green eyes filled with a gentle warmth that accentuated the passionate woman hidden beneath.

"God, I'm having enough trouble trying to pick between you two," I admitted, my voice heavy with uncertainty. "Bringing Shaye back into the picture? I just don't know."

"Hey," Isabel said softly, reaching out to grasp my hand. "You don't have to decide anything right now. We're here for you, no matter what."

Kayla nodded in agreement, her gaze locked on mine. "We'll figure it out together, David. For now, let's just enjoy each other, okay?"

As she spoke, Kayla leaned over and pressed her lips against mine, her tongue wetly tracing the outline of my mouth. The sensation sent a fresh jolt of lust coursing through me. I felt myself responding to her touch. My hands wandered over her body, relishing the feel of her soft skin beneath my fingertips.

Isabel, not one to be left out, moved closer and began to fondle my cock, her skilled fingers coaxing me back to full arousal. A wicked grin danced across her lips as she watched the effect she had on me, her eyes locked on mine as she continued her expert attention.

"Let's just fuck all night, David," she whispered huskily, her breath hot against my ear. "We can worry about everything else later."

With a nod of agreement, I allowed myself to be swept up in the moment, letting my troubled thoughts drift away as I kissed Kayla while Isabel took my cock deep into her mouth

"We have all night," Kayla whispered before working her way down my torso to share my dick with Isabel.

As these two gorgeous women worshiped my cock, I stared out the window at the full moon hanging over Raney's Cove, bathing our bodies in silvery moonlight. The lights of the mansions on the other side of the cove glittered like jewels encrusting the dark cliffs.

"All night," I murmured as I stroked the heads of Isabel and Kayla, their hair like silk threads running through my fingers. "We have all night."




Chapter 2






“A lot can happen in a month.”







I woke up and stretched out on the empty bed, feeling the cool sheets beneath me. The morning light poured through the open window, casting a warm, golden glow across the room. I inhaled deeply, the smell of the ocean breeze I loved so much mixing with the musky tang of the wild night I'd had. Kayla and Isabel had been insatiable, their desires for one another and for me tangling up into a long sleepless night. I smiled as I recalled the things the three of us did, enjoying the tired ache in my muscles and the pleasure from how drained my balls felt.

Yawning, I reached for my phone on the bedside table, squinting as the screen illuminated my face. There was a message from Isabel.


"Went to work early this morning. We have a new shipment of 22 cars coming in. I expect to see them sold before the day is done. Thank you for fucking me so good last night. Kayla is a treat we should share more often. After you pick me, of course."


Isabel added a wink emoji before turning serious and reminding me of her advice from last night.


"Remember, if you decide to give Shaye a chance, she needs to be punished or she'll think you're weak."


The next message was from Kayla.


"Shaye decided not to go to the police. She's going to get her stuff from her condo while Alberto is out of town for a modeling gig. I'm going to help her collect her things. She'll stay at a hotel until she can find a new place to live."


Kayla, always the loyal sister, was looking out for Shaye, even after everything that had happened. My fingers hovered over the screen, contemplating my response. My thoughts swirled around Shaye and the things she said last night as she begged me to take her back.





"Thanks for letting me know,"


 
I typed out to Kayla.

 

"Take care of yourself and keep me updated."





The third message was a voicemail from Shaye.





"David, I meant everything I said last night."


 
Her voice sounded sincere and desperate.

 

"I'll do anything you ask to prove my love for you."





I could hear the tremor in her words as she spoke. It stirred something within me. I set the phone aside and stared up at the ceiling, wondering what I would do next.

The sunlight warmed my skin as I lay there, lost in thought. The ocean breeze whispered through the curtains, beckoning me outside. A run on the beach seemed like just the thing I needed to clear my head.

"Alright. Lets see what kind of mood the ocean is in today."

I threw on some shorts and a shirt, grabbed my phone, and headed out the door. In just a few minutes, I was stepping onto the sandy beach of Raney's Cove. The sand beneath my feet felt soft and warm, the scent of salt and seaweed filling my nose. It was a calm day and the sound of gentle waves lapping against the shore soothed me. Seagulls called overhead, their cries echoing in the distance.

My toes dug into the sand as I jogged towards the end of the cove and back. I picked up the pace as I went, pushing myself to run faster and faster. My breath grew ragged, sweat beading on my brow as the ocean breeze cooled my skin.

It felt amazing to be this healthy and strong. I owed the fitness of my body to my time in Bangkok training Muay Thai. I resolved not to lose that fitness now that I was home. The nearness of Chaichana Gym meant I'd never have an excuse to slack off.

After circling the cove three times, I slowed down to a walking pace as I caught my breath. Reaching the water's edge, I waded into the surf, letting the warm water wash around my feet and ankles. I stared out at the horizon, watching the sunlight dance upon the waves.

Almost without thinking, I pulled out my phone and listened to Shaye's message again. Images of her naked and on her knees ran through my mind, goading me like a vivid dream that lingered even after waking up.

I opened the Notes app.

"What are you doing?" I asked myself.

I wasn't planning on giving Shaye a chance, but I figured it wouldn't hurt to lay out some conditions I would require of her if I did.

Thinking of it as a mental exercise just to clear my thoughts, I began tapping down random ideas, having fun with the outrageous conditions I'd demand from Shaye to let her back into my life.


1. You will address me as "Sir" at all times.



2. You will be my submissive sex toy and follow my every sexual command and request.



3. You will quit your job and move into a dog kennel here at The Perch. You will ask for permission to leave the house.



4. You will always be naked when at The Perch. You will wear nothing but a dog collar and leash for me to lead you wherever I want you to go.



5. You will start every morning by greeting me with the following phrase: "Good morning, Sir. I am your worthless slut who deserves nothing but strict discipline. How would you like to use me today?"



6. You will…


My arousal grew as I imagined each scenario playing out. It was thrilling to think of Shaye willingly submitting herself to these conditions, all in an attempt to prove her love and devotion to me.

Lost in these darkly amusing thoughts, I was suddenly interrupted by the sound of loud barking. Looking up, I saw Chai and Latte, the Weimaraner dogs, rushing towards me. They bounded through the shallow water, excitement driving them on. Laughing at their antics, I bent down to pet their heads as they eagerly circled me, wagging their stubby tails and nuzzling my hands.

"Hey, guys!" I said affectionately, scratching them behind their ears.

Tracey Chaichana strolled along the water's edge. She was wearing a sarong tied around her waist and a bikini top that showed off her slim figure and small breasts, her nipples straining against the thin material. I felt that familiar surge of blood rushing into my groin as I waved at the young Thai girl.

"I saw you jogging and decided to join you on the beach," Tracey said with a smile. "The dogs missed you."

"It's nice to see them too," I replied. "How have you been?"

"Good, just enjoying the last weeks of summer before I head back to college," she said. "I'm enjoying this private beach as much as possible. Chai and Latte always keep me on my toes."

Tracey held out a tennis ball for me.

"Alright, you two," I said, grabbing the tennis ball and tossing it out into the surf. "Go get it!"

Chai and Latte took off like rockets, splashing through the water as they raced to fetch the ball. Tracey and I watched them, laughing as they leaped over the waves.

"Todd told me he's excited to have you join the gym," Tracey told me as we took turns throwing the ball. "He thinks you'll be a great addition."

"Your brother is an amazing trainer and his facility is top-notch," I replied. "I can tell Todd treats his gym like a family."

"Definitely," Tracey agreed, pausing to throw the ball again. "I'll miss him and the gym when I go back to college."

"I'm sure he'll miss you too, Tracey," I said, feeling a sudden pang at the thought of her departure. "I'll miss seeing you around."

Tracey tossed her hair over her shoulder and looked at me with a playful glint in her eyes.

"Who knows? A lot can happen in a month," she said flirtatiously.

My mind flashed back to all that had happened since my return from Thailand, and I couldn't help but agree with Tracey. A month could be a long time.

Tracey was only 19, but the way she was looking at me, a dreamy half-smile on her full lips, made me feel so at ease.

"Hey, Tracey," I said, struck by an idea. "You can't go back to college without seeing The Perch first."

"Really?" Her face lit up with excitement. "I'd love to! When can I visit?"

"Why not right now?" I suggested, surprising even myself with my spontaneity.

"Sounds perfect!" Tracey agreed, grinning. "Let me take the dogs back to the house. I'll meet you there in a few minutes."

"Sure thing," I replied, watching her gather the dogs. "You know which stairway to take, right?"

"Of course! I've seen you using them a few times," she admitted, her cheeks flushing slightly.

The thought of Tracey paying such close attention to me made me feel both confident and appreciated, especially coming from someone as young and beautiful as her.

"Great, see you in a bit."

"Can't wait," she replied before heading off with Chai and Latte in tow.

I made my way back to The Perch, a strange mix of nervousness and excitement running through me. As I climbed the familiar staircase, I thought about how different this young woman was from the others in my life. Unlike Kayla and Isabel, Tracey was a genuine stranger to me. It made her attraction to me even more flattering and arousing. That she was so young held its own charm.

"Nineteen," I muttered, shaking my head.

The last of the morning dew had burned off the backyard of The Perch. I headed for the outdoor shower, eager to wash away the sand and sweat that clung to my skin. The cool water cascaded over me, sending a shiver rippling down my spine.

After toweling off, I slipped on a fresh t-shirt, the soft material feeling almost too clingy against my damp skin. I ran a hand through my hair, attempting to tame the unruly locks before giving up and letting them fall where they may.

Despite my casual appearance, I couldn't deny the nerves that twisted in my gut at the thought of Tracey seeing The Perch for the first time.

"Take it easy, David," I murmured to myself, gazing out at the ocean waves crashing against the shore. "She's just a college girl. She probably enjoys flirting, nothing more."

But as I stared out at the vast expanse of the ocean, my thoughts wandered to what it would be like to have that slim, young beauty in my arms.

"Focus, David," I scolded myself. "Don't get carried away."




Chapter 3






“I'm not a nun.”







I stood in my backyard, watching Tracey climb the staircase from the cove, her long black hair swaying with each step.

"Welcome to The Perch!" I called out as Tracey emerged at the top of the stairway, her cheeks flushed.

"Whew, that's a steep climb!" she said, fanning herself.

"Yeah, my grandfather built these stairs into the cliff by hand. He was quite the craftsman."

My mind briefly wandered to the last letter from Catherine to my grandfather, hidden away in that old cigar box. Those letters had brought Kayla and me closer together, sharing secrets and unraveling mysteries of my family's past. They made me see my grandfather in an entirely different light.

Tracey twirled around, taking in the view of Raney's Cove from my vantage point.

"It's gorgeous up here. No wonder he built the house to take advantage of the view."

"Grandpa knew what he was doing," I agreed. "Back then, the surrounding cliffs were just bare rock and scrub. Now there are all these enormous mansions clinging to the cliffs like seagull nests."

"I know," Tracey laughed. "I'm house-sitting that house across the way. See it? The one with the pink walls and green metal roof?"

"Ugh," I groaned.

"Yeah, I feel the same way. I call it The Pink Monstrosity. It's true that money can't buy good taste. Still, the property values around here must be insane. The price of progress, I guess."

"I prefer the way it used to be," I said. "When everything around Raney's Cove was raw and natural."

"Raw and natural?" Tracey teased, her lips curling into a playful smirk. "I like it that way, too."

I laughed at her boldness, feeling a warmth spread through me at her flirtatious comment. Tracey looked innocent, but there were surprising layers to her personality. As we stood in the soft ocean breeze, I could see Tracey was the kind of girl who would keep a man on his toes.

Tracey saw me looking at her and grinned. She might have only been 19 years old, but she knew the effect she had on men.

"Did your grandfather actually build the house himself, or did he hire contractors?" Tracey asked, her eyes scanning The Perch with admiration.

"Most of it he did himself. Peter Smith built this place just after World War II ended. Used his own hands to make The Perch his dream home."

"He must have been quite a determined man. Guess it runs in the family."

Tracey looked at me, a soft smile playing on her lips. I felt myself blushing at her admiring gaze, feeling self-conscious yet flattered by her attention.

"Would you like a tour inside?" I offered, trying to keep my tone casual.

"Absolutely," she said enthusiastically. "Lead on."

Tracey followed as I guided her through the back door into the kitchen, its tiled floor and sturdy oak cabinets marked by the scuffs and scars from decades of family life.

"The kitchen is the heart and soul of every home," I told Tracey as she looked around. "So many memories are etched into the bones of this house."

"I can tell," she replied.

Next, we stepped into the living room, where hand-framed windows showed off the breathtaking view of Raney's Cove. Comfortable, well-worn leather sofas and plush armchairs created a cozy atmosphere.

Tracey's eyes widened at the sight of the massive stone fireplace that dominated the room.

"Grandpa Peter built that fireplace with rocks he chiseled from the cliff when he was making the staircase," I said. "If you look closely, you can see a few fossils in the stone."

"Amazing!"

Finally, we reached the study, a sanctuary filled with floor-to-ceiling bookshelves and a massive oak desk that had once belonged to my grandfather. It was here that he'd spent countless hours lost in thought or poring over his favorite novels. Lately, I'd imagined Peter Smith reading Catherine's letters here in the dead of night, the study's door closed and locked as my grandmother slept upstairs, unknowing.

"Come on," I said, taking Tracey by the elbow. "I think you'll enjoy this next part."

Outside the study, Tracey marveled at the staircase, running her hand over the wooden banister.

"This is exquisite," she murmured.

"Grandpa carved the banister himself," I explained. "He collected driftwood from Raney's Cove and spent months perfecting every curve and groove. Like I said, Grandpa was a skilled craftsman and an artist. He always had a piece of wood in his hand, carving something beautiful from it. I think in a different time, he might have been a sculptor instead of a civil engineer."

"More stability in engineering," Tracey chuckled. "Practicality beats romanticism every time."

"That's a surprising statement coming from a 19-year-old," I teased. "Aren't you supposed to be all starry-eyed and romantic?"

Tracey shrugged. "When you're an immigrant from a poor country, you don't have the luxury to be swept up in beautiful dreams. You stick with what's real."

I nodded, seeing the depth beyond her youthful features. Tracey had a mature outlook on life, a pragmatic understanding of how the world worked. I felt drawn to her even more, knowing we saw the world through the same lens.

"That doesn't mean I shrink away from life," Tracey said, her eyes glinting mischievously. "I'm not a nun. I never miss a chance to enjoy myself when I can."

The way she looked at me when she said that made my pulse quicken. Her next words made me even more excited.

"So, are we going upstairs?" she asked. "I really want to see your bedroom. From the inside."

Her wording seemed a little strange, but her meaning was obvious. I held her gaze, seeing the playful intent there. She was making her desire clear, probing my resistance and testing my reactions to her advances. It was clear that Tracey was a girl who enjoyed sparring both in the ring and outside of it.

"Let's go upstairs," I said.

I led her up the staircase, hyper-aware of her presence close behind me. We didn't speak, the sexual tension between us thickening in the silence.

Tracey followed me into my bedroom. She stood near the doorway, taking in my most private space. We were alone, surrounded by the remnants of my wild encounters with Kayla and Isabel. I wondered if Tracey noticed the faint scent of sex still lingering in the air, or if it was just my own heightened senses amping me up.

With a knowing glance at me, Tracey moved toward the window, her slim figure framed by the sunlight streaming in. The view of Raney's Cove was breathtaking from up here, and she seemed to appreciate it as much as I did. As she peered out over the cove, I stepped closer behind her, our bodies nearly touching.

"You can see The Pink Monstrosity even better from up here," Tracey said, pointing across the water at the house she was staying at. "Everything there is so expensive and gaudy. Chai and Latte are the best part of the job, honestly. The house itself feels sterile, like some over-decorated hotel."

I nodded, understanding what she meant.

"The Perch has a much different vibe," Tracey continued. "It feels real, you know? Like a home should."

"Yes, it does."

"It means a lot to live in a house that your grandfather built, doesn't it?"

"More than I can put into words."

"What about your father?" Tracey asked. "Is he… still around?"

I laughed aloud. "My father is still very much alive. We're not real close and he never liked The Perch the way I do. He prefers living in his luxury senior community."

"Ah, I see. I hope he's not too lonely."

"Lonely?" I scoffed. "He's probably having sex with all his elderly neighbors, if I had to guess. You know how randy old folks can get."

Tracey smirked. "Well, I've never thought age was a barrier to good fucking."

Her words sent a jolt of arousal through me.

"Neither have I," I replied.

I thought of sweet Kayla, 18 years younger than me. Tracey had an even bigger age gap of 23 years. I couldn't believe how young they were. I had dress boots that were older than both girls.

Tracey saw the amusement on my face and responded with a smile of her own, her even white teeth bright against her tanned skin.

"David?"

"Yeah?"

She hesitated for a moment before continuing. "I have a confession to make."

I cocked an eyebrow, my curiosity piqued. "What is it?"

Tracey licked her lips. "Last night, when I was on the balcony of the Pink Monstrosity, I looked across the cove and saw light and movement from your window."

"Uh, okay…"

"I got this fancy brass telescope from the owners' bedroom and brought it to the balcony," she said in a whisper, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment. "I spied into your bedroom."

My mind raced back to my threesome with Kayla and Isabel. We'd gone all night long, the cool air from the open window flowing over our overheated bodies.

"I watched you fucking that hot blonde and the brunette with the fat ass," Tracey said.

"Did you like what you saw?" I asked, my heart pounding in my chest.

"Enough to masturbate while I watched," Tracey confessed, her eyes locked on mine.

My mind reeled as Tracey's words sunk in. It seemed incredible that while I was fucking Kayla and Isabel, two other women were spying on us, both pleasuring themselves to the scene. The thought of Shaye listening had been creepy and pathetic, but knowing Tracey had also witnessed it through my open window made my throat go dry and my dick stiffen.

"That's quite a story," I managed to croak out, trying to regain my composure.

Tracey's dark eyes flicked down to the bulge straining against my pants. A sly smile played across her lips as she reached out, running a finger slowly down my chest.

"I have another confession," she said softly.

"Really?" I asked. "What is it?"

"I had this whole scenario ready for you," she said, laughter edging her voice. "I was going to pretend I wanted to show you some jiu-jitsu moves."

"Jiu-jitsu?" I squinted at Tracey, amused by her creativity.

"Yep," she laughed. "I'd pretend to show you a way to pass guard and get full mount. It was actually just a ploy to get you on top of me."

"Tracey," I said, shaking my head with a grin. "I appreciate your ingenuity, but that's quite unnecessary."

"Unnecessary?" She tilted her head, feigning innocence.

"Absolutely," I replied, my gaze locked with hers. "All you have to do is ask me to fuck you, and I will."

Her smile widened, and she nodded.

"I like a man who's straightforward and confident," she said, her voice low. "So? Will you fuck me, David Smith?"

"Say please," I teased, unable to resist the urge to draw out the moment just a little longer.

"Please," she whispered, her brown eyes smoldering with lust.

I grinned. "Take off your clothes for me, Tracey Chaichana."

Without another word, Tracey pulled off her bikini top and tugged down her bikini bottoms, letting it and her sarong fall to the floor. She showed off her slim figure, toned and hard from daily sessions of yoga and Muay Thai training.

"Beautiful," I whispered as she pirouetted for me, letting me see her from every angle.

Tracey was like a nymph from a painting. Her A-cup breasts were topped by big, dark nipples that jutted out like licorice gumdrops. Her flat belly was ridged with a tight six-pack. Wisps of fine black pubic hair covered her small mound, the cleft of her pussy barely visible between her thighs.

I pulled off my shorts and t-shirt, freeing my thick erection. Tracey's eyes widened as she saw me fully nude. She reached down and cupped her tits, squeezing them together in a show of her own.

"Your cock is so fucking beautiful," she sighed. "I can't wait to have it inside me."

Her dirty talk made me smile. Despite her youth, Tracey was a natural seductress, knowing just what to say and how to say it.

"Get on the bed," I said.

Tracey got on the bed and lay back, her legs parted slightly to show off her wet slit. I could already smell the sweet, musky scent of her arousal, and it drove me wild.

"You told me you liked it raw," I said, running a hand down her muscular thigh. "Is that how you want this?"

I waved my dick at her, flicking a few drops of precum across her belly.

"Fuck yes," Tracey groaned. "Do it, David. Put that beautiful cock inside me."

"No foreplay?" I teased. "No touching and kissing and warming each other up?"

Tracey shook her head. "I'm plenty warm. I've been celibate all summer and I'm starving for dick. Yours is the best I've seen in a long time. Get it in me. Please."

Her eagerness was infectious, and I felt my own need building like crazy. I kneeled on the bed, positioning myself over her.

"Yes, that's it," she whispered. "Fuck me, David."

As I pressed the tip of my cock against her entrance, I thought of her watching us from across the cove. She'd seen Kayla and Isabel writhing beneath me, their bodies bucking and their moans filling the air. Now she was going to experience it herself.

"Oh God, yes," she gasped as I pushed inside, inch by inch.

Her pussy was slick and hot and tighter than any pussy I'd had before, gripping me like a vise as I went deeper. Tracey wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me close, her breath coming in gasps.

"You're so hard," she whimpered. "God, you feel so good."

"You feel pretty good yourself," I grunted, sliding my cock back and forth inside her. "Your pussy is so goddamned tight."

"I want you to fuck me hard," she whispered. "I want you to use me like you used those two women last night."

"Like this?" I asked, pulling back and slamming my hips forward.

"Fuck!" she screamed, her body quivering beneath me.

I grabbed her hips and pounded her harder, grunting with effort as her tight pussy swallowed up my thick cock. Her face was flushed and her eyes half-closed with lust, her mouth open and panting.

"That's it," I growled. "My god, you're so fucking tight, girl."

"Harder," she pleaded, her body shaking with the force of my thrusts. "Please, David."

I obliged, putting everything I had into each pump, my cock throbbing with need. Tracey moaned beneath me, her body trembling. I took a moment to bend over and take her hard nipples in my mouth, savoring the feel of them against my tongue.

"That feels so good," Tracey whimpered.

I sat up and flipped Tracey onto her belly. She was so small and light that it was like flipping over a doll. Straddling her ass, I pulled her cheeks apart and leveled my cock at her tiny pussy. With a groan, I pushed back inside, feeling the heat of her slit surround me once again.

"Fuck, yes," she moaned. "I love the feeling of your balls slapping against my thighs."

I took her long black hair and tangled it in my fist.

"That's it," she encouraged me. "Ride my ass. Ride it hard, David."

She pushed her hips back, and I buried myself to the hilt inside her. She was so small and flexible, able to take all of me without complaint. It was a glorious feeling, prone-boning this Thai beauty and feeling the hot tightness of her hole gripping me like a glove.

The bed squeaked beneath us as I pounded her. Tracey's moans turned into desperate cries of pleasure as I worked her pussy with my cock.

"Yes, yes, yes," she gasped.

I could tell she was close, and I wanted to send her over the edge.

"You like the way I fuck you?" I asked.

"Your cock is amazing," she moaned.

"Are you ready for more?" I asked.

"Yes, please," she pleaded. "Pound my cunt!"

Tracey held nothing back. She didn't hide her desires or act ashamed of them. She embraced her sexuality and reveled in it, and I admired her for it.

With a growl, I grabbed her by the hips and lifted her up. Tracey wrapped her arms around my neck, her small breasts rubbing against my chest. I carried her over to the window, bending her over so her face was pressed against the glass.

"Look at the house where you spied on me," I ordered her.

Tracey sobbed as I shoved my dick back into her pussy from behind, grunting with the effort to penetrate such a tight slit. Her hands were flat against the glass, and her eyes were wide.

"Oh my God," she moaned, her voice muffled against the glass.

I thrust in and out of her, my fingers digging into her hips. The cool ocean breeze blew in through the bottom of the window, making me shiver with excitement. It was exhilarating, fucking Tracey in front of the open window she'd watched me through last night.

"I'm close," Tracey groaned. "Fuck, I'm so close."

"Come for me, baby," I grunted, hammering her from behind. "I want to feel your sweet little pussy squeeze my cock when you come."

"Oh God," she gasped.

Suddenly, Tracey went limp against the window. She let out a deep moan as her orgasm tore through her, her pussy spasming around my dick. The sensation of her walls clenching around me pushed me over the edge, and with a rumbling grunt, I came deep inside her, spurting my hot seed into her womb.

"Fuck, yes," she gasped. "I can feel you!"

I held her tight, emptying myself inside her. Her tight pussy seemed to suck the cum out of my balls, draining me until I had nothing left to give.

"Oh, that was so good," she whispered, her voice soft and breathless. "God, you fucked me so good."

Her words sent a thrill through me, and I carried her back onto the bed, laying her down on the sheets. Her pussy was slick with my cum, her inner thighs glistening with it.

"You're incredible, Tracey," I said, still catching my breath.

"You are too," she replied. "That was a lot of fun."

We lay there for a while, enjoying the afterglow of our intense fuck.

"You're only 19," I pointed out. "How did you get so good at sex?"

Tracey kissed my shoulder. "I love cock. Enthusiasm makes up for experience. Like I said, I'm not a nun! I don't wear saffron robes and shave my head, walking around with a begging bowl!"

I laughed with Tracey, knowing exactly what she was talking about. I'd seen many monks and nuns in Thailand, their shaved heads glistening with sweat as they made their way through the streets of Bangkok.

Tracey's laughter subsided and she lay back, staring out the window.

"What's on your mind?" I asked her.

She sighed. "I don't want to go back to school. I'm dreading the start of the year."

"School is important. What do you want to do instead?"

"Right now?" Tracey laughed. "I'd love to just live here in The Perch with you, spend my days fucking and going for walks on the beach. No school books, no exams. Just pleasure and relaxation."

"I could go for that," I said.

"Me, too." Tracey let out a sigh. "But now I have to get back to Chai and Latte. They're probably wondering where I am."

"Okay."

"Thanks for the good dick," she said, kissing my shoulder again. "You're an excellent fuck, David Smith."

I watched as she dressed and headed out the door, still amazed that a girl like Tracey had fallen into my lap… and onto my dick. This world could be a beautiful place, full of surprises if you were open to the possibilities.

Alone, I lay back and stared up at the ceiling, still stunned by everything that had happened to me since coming back from Thailand. It was like I had opened myself up to the Universe and some benevolent force had given me everything I could have dreamed of.

Except for Shaye, of course. There was nothing benevolent about what she did to me.

My mind again recalled my ex-wife on her knees begging for a second chance. Disturbing thoughts swirled through my head, mixing with the pleasure I'd just taken from beautiful young Tracey. My dick was still wet with her juices and my body was still covered in her sweat, but it was Tracey's words that most excited me.

"You're not a nun…" I mumbled.

An idea had started to form in my mind, a depraved notion that was darkly arousing. I closed my eyes and let my mind wander, seeing where this wicked idea would lead me.

"Second chance," I muttered, a smile twisting my lips.




Chapter 4






"I consent to all of it."







I stood in front of the patio's sliding glass doors, the afternoon sunlight flooding through the glass and bathing my face in comforting warmth. The sunlight steadied my nerves. I needed to be calm, as this moment was one I wanted to get right. I'd been thinking about this encounter for days, losing sleep over how it would play out. Now that it was here, I felt a powerful sense of control steeling my spine.

"Alright," I said, turning to face my guest. "Let's begin."

Shaye sat in a chair in front of me, dressed exactly as I had instructed her— a plain white T-shirt, sweatpants, and no makeup. She squinted up at me, her beautiful green eyes glittering in the sunlight like sea glass. An echo of my old love for Shaye sounded inside me, but I quickly snuffed it out.

"Did you bring what I asked for?"

Shaye nodded and produced a sheet of paper from her pocket. She held it out for me, but I refused to take it.

"If you want to do this correctly, you must do it the way I told you," I reminded her. "You've had three days to think things over. Since you're here, I expect you to behave the way I demanded, nothing less. If you don't wish to do as I asked, you can leave and never come back."

She swallowed hard and nodded. Rising from the chair, she got on her knees in front of me, her body tense with anticipation.

My heart thudded as I gazed down at her. I admired the curve of Shaye's breasts beneath the fabric of her shirt, the way her hips flared out enticingly, and the vulnerability in her eyes.

"Please take me back," she whispered, her voice cracking. "I'll do anything."

"Anything?" I mused aloud, taking a step closer to her.

The heat of my arousal pulsed low in my abdomen, mingling with the bitterness that still lingered from her betrayal. This was more than just a ritual. This was my chance to regain control, to show her I would no longer be a pawn in her games.

"Anything," she repeated, her eyes locked on mine. I could see the desperation there, the willingness to submit if it meant a chance at redemption.

"Then do as I have instructed," I commanded. "Read your confession and show me you're serious about this."

Shaye's hand trembled as she clutched the paper, her knuckles turning white. I watched as she took a steadying breath, her tongue nervously licking her lips. The sun cast a harsh glow on her bare face, highlighting the faint lines creasing the corners of her eyes.

Shaye was aging. Even her stunning beauty would eventually fade. She knew it and so did I. Perhaps this had been part of Shaye's realization of how badly she had messed up her life by cheating on her loving husband with a punk like Alberto. After the initial flush of excitement had passed, Time had put things into perspective for my ex-wife.





Hindsight is a harsh bitch and Time is fucking relentless,


 
I thought.




Shaye had looked back at what she'd done and realized her grave error. Now she was trying to salvage what she could, however she could. But how all this was going to play out wasn't up to Shaye anymore.

It was up to me.

"Okay," Shaye breathed out, casting her eyes down to the page, her voice barely above a whisper as she began to read. "Here is my confession."

I folded my arms across my chest, watching Shaye intently as she struggled to get the words out of her mouth.

"I am a worthless slut," she read quietly. "I am a worthless slut who does not deserve a second chance. I am a worthless slut who deserves to be unloved and alone."

Shaye glanced up at me. The hurt in her eyes was plain to see. I steeled myself against the sympathy that threatened to overtake me.





This is necessary,


 
I reminded myself. The pain of Shaye's betrayal festered within me like a wound. There could be no forgiveness without atonement.




"Go on," I said.

"I cheated on David because I am a worthless slut," Shaye continued, her voice cracking with emotion. "I made a stupid, unforgivable mistake and now I'm begging to come back to him. I'll do anything he asks to prove my loyalty. I am on my knees, begging for a second chance that I know I do not deserve."

The words hung heavy in the air between us, like storm clouds gathering on the horizon. I looked down at Shaye, her cheeks stained with tears, and felt a bitter satisfaction in seeing her brought so low.

"Congratulations," I said, my voice devoid of any warmth or comfort. "You've admitted you're a worthless slut who destroyed our marriage. You ruined everything, Shaye. All of this misery is your fault. Am I correct?"

"Yes," she whispered. "It's all my fault."

"You're goddamn right," I snarled. "There's something ugly inside you, Shaye. Something twisted and broken. All those years of marriage and I never even saw it. I was blind to that secret side of you. But my eyes are wide open now. I see you for what you are."

"I'm so sorry," she mumbled.

I waited, scrutinizing my ex-wife and letting the sense of control deepen within me.

"I know you're sorry," I said. "You're so very sorry, Shaye. By coming back and doing this, you're showing you're serious about rejoining me at The Perch. Because you know what you did and what you are, correct? A worthless slut. That's you, Shaye."

"Yes."

"You've come crawling back to me, your dignity in tatters. I enjoy seeing you like this. It suits you so well. So I'll give you a chance to show your remorse. But know this— our old relationship is dead and can never be recovered. You can only be with me if you accept our new relationship, one where I'm in total control."

"Th-that's what I want," she stammered, desperation cracking her voice.

"Is it really?" I asked skeptically. "I spent days coming up with a plan to test your sincerity. I don't think you understand what you're getting yourself into."

I pulled out a sheet of paper from my back pocket and handed it to Shaye.

"This is a contract," I told her. "It outlines the conditions you'll have to follow if you want to be a part of my life again."

I turned away from her, gazing out at the backyard through the glass doors. The sun shone brightly, casting its warm rays on the tranquil waters of Raney's Cove below.

I felt a powerful sense of calm within me. In the week since I'd last seen Shaye, I had channeled my complicated feelings towards her betrayal into a focused plan of action.

As she looked over the contract, I knew it was up to her to decide if she could accept my demands. Would the strong-willed Shaye be able to let go of her pride and submit to me completely?

Whatever choice she made, I was prepared to accept it. I had taken action in a way that satisfied my own sense of self, and that was all that truly mattered to me.

"I consent," Shaye said softly, her voice barely audible. "I consent to all of it."

A surge of excitement and nervousness ran through me. I had prepared for this scenario, but now that it was here, I still couldn't believe Shaye was willing to comply with my terms. Was this a part of her I never knew existed?

There was only one way to find out.

"Read the contract aloud," I told Shaye. "I want to hear it from you."

Shay began to read the list of demands that would make her my submissive fucktoy for one year.


"I, Shaye Bryan, formerly Shaye Smith, wife of David Smith, agree to the following terms of sexual bondage to David Smith, to last for one year, starting on the 10th of August."


I could see Shaye doing the mental math in her head. August 10 was a week away.

Shaye continued reading:


"1. I will obey David Smith's every command without question. My body is his to use however he pleases.



2. I will address David Smith as 'Sir' at all times, even in public.



3. I will quit my job and move into a "cubbyhole" at The Perch. I will only leave the grounds if David Smith allows me to. I will stay off the Internet and surrender my phone to David Smith. I will speak to no one without his permission.



4. I will wear only what he allows me to wear in public. At The Perch, I will always be naked except for a dog collar and leash so David Smith can lead me wherever he wants me to go.



5. I will eat only what David Smith allows me to eat. I will use a dog bowl on the floor for my meals. I will ask for permission to bathe, to go to bed, and to clean the house.



6. I will accept any punishment David Smith deems necessary. I will never complain and always thank him for disciplining me.



7. I will not touch myself or seek sexual pleasure without David Smith's permission.



8. I will start every morning by greeting David Smith with the following phrase: "Good morning, Sir. I am your worthless slut who deserves nothing but strict discipline. How would you like to use me today?"



9. Any breach of these terms will result in immediate dismissal from our arrangement.



10. I can end this arrangement at any time by saying my safe phrase. Once I have said this phrase, I will immediately depart The Perch and never contact David Smith again."


Silence filled the room as Shaye finished reading, her cheeks flushed with a mixture of shame and arousal. I studied her face, searching for any signs of hesitation.

"Do you really think you can live this way for a year?" I asked skeptically.

"I can," she said softly, determination shining in her eyes.

"We'll see about that. Sign the contract, but know that I won't sign it until you've completed a week of probation, proving you can handle what it requires."

Shaye signed the contract without hesitation and then held it out to me.

"Crawl across the floor and bring it to me. Understand?"

"Yes," she replied.

"Yes… what?" I snapped, raising an eyebrow.

"Yes, Sir," she corrected herself meekly, crawling toward me.

The sight of her naked form moving gracefully across the floor sent a jolt of lust through me, my dick swelling inside my pants.

As she reached me and held out the contract, I took it from her trembling hands. Her eyes flicked down to the bulge in my pants, but she didn't dare to comment or touch me without permission.

"Get ready, Shaye," I said darkly. "This week will test your resolve like nothing you've ever experienced before."

"I'm ready for it, Sir."

"All that's left is to figure out your safe phrase. I've already come up with an appropriate one. 'I choose Alberto.' Say that phrase and all this ends and we never see each other again. Understand?"

"Yes, Sir."

I paused for a moment, taking in the sight of Shaye naked and kneeling at my feet, her signature on the contract I held. The new dynamic between us was intoxicating— my ex-wife, now ready and willing to be my sexual plaything. A dark satisfaction coursed through me.

"You're going to have to earn back the privilege of having my cock inside your cunt," I informed her. "However, your mouth and anus are mine to use whenever I please."

Shaye looked up at me with those vulnerable green eyes and nodded in agreement. Eager to please, she reached for my dick, but I slapped her hands away.

"First, you need to make yourself more presentable," I told her, reaching into a drawer. "I know how proud you are of your hair. It's like spun gold, thick and lush, gleaming in the sunlight. But that pride is no longer allowed. It must be eliminated."

Shaye's eyes narrowed in confusion, then widened in shock as she stared at the electric clippers I held.

"David, you can't be serious," she whispered, her voice trembling.

"What did you just call me?"

"Sir! I meant Sir. I'm sorry!"

"Do that again and I'll punish you, slut!" I warned.

Shaye nodded and lowered her gaze. I stroked her hair, running my fingers through her golden curls.

"The idea came to me after I got done fucking Tracey," I said. "Tracey is a gorgeous Thai girl who's half your age and has the most exquisitely tight pussy I've ever experienced. You will meet her soon, I promise. "

Shaye swallowed hard, her hands twisting in her lap as she continued kneeling.

"Tracey talked about the nuns in Thailand. As part of their renouncement of earthly attachment, they would shave their heads right down to the scalp. I would see these nuns all the time in Bangkok, carrying their begging bowls as they went. It inspired me, Shaye."

I took a handful of Shaye's hair, lifting it to my nose so I could breathe in the smell of it and feel its softness against my cheek.

"You need to do the same as those nuns, Shaye. You need to renounce your attachment to being a worthless slut who destroys marriages by fucking guys young enough to be your son. This is your first test."

A strangled sob escaped Shaye's lips as she shook her head, but I remained unmoved.

"You can leave whenever you want, Shaye. But that will be the end of any chance for you to return to my side."

Shaye squeezed her eyes shut, her hand protectively covering her hair. I waited, curious if this was a step too far for Shaye.

Taking a deep breath, Shaye nodded. "You can shave my head, Sir."




I laughed aloud. "I'm not going to shave your head, you dumb slut.

 

You


 
are going to shave your head. Do it to yourself, Shaye."




I clicked a switch and the sound of the clipper filled the room. I held the thrumming clippers out to Shaye. She looked at me through teary eyes, her breath hitching in her chest, her lips trembling.

I waited patiently, letting Shaye decide what she wanted to do. If this arrangement was going to work, Shaye would have to fully consent to everything that happened. You can't force a person to change. There could be no atonement unless she willingly submitted to my terms.

Shaye reached out and slowly took the clippers from my hands. She took a terrified breath, searching my face for any hint of mercy. She found none.

With a sob, Shaye hesitantly began to shave her head. Her hand trembled as she guided the buzzing clippers through her golden locks, tears streaming down her face. I watched with a mixture of pity and arousal, my cock pulsing with an aching lust.

The sobbing Shaye continued to shave her head, the golden ringlets falling around her like a discarded halo. My cold satisfaction grew with each buzz of the clippers as I reveled in her submission and vulnerability.

When she had shaved half her head, I grabbed a hand mirror from a nearby table and thrust it into her hands.

"Look at yourself," I commanded, my voice dripping with disdain. "See that? You're an ugly fucking clown."

Shaye stared at her reflection, her green eyes red and watery from crying. The sight of herself with half her beautiful hair gone seemed to break something inside her, and her sobs grew louder, more desperate.

"Keep going," I ordered, my arousal growing at the sight of her suffering.

As the clipper hummed on, the remaining golden strands fell away, leaving only wispy remnants clinging to the edges of Shaye's pale scalp. Her face was streaked with tears, making her normally stunning features appear broken and pitiable.

I nodded in satisfaction as she kneeled on the floor, surrounded by the remnants of her once-glorious hair. My cock throbbed painfully, demanding release at the sight of her utter degradation.

"You've never looked better," I sneered.

With shaking hands, I undid my pants and pulled out my rock-hard erection. Standing over her still-sobbing form, I stroked myself, flinging precum onto Shaye's freshly shaved head.

My excitement built quickly, and it wasn't long before I was ready. With an animalistic grunt, I came, shooting hot ropes of cum across Shaye's bristling scalp. I yanked her head up by the chin, spurting the last of my seed across her tear-streaked face before slapping her cheeks with my spent cock.

"What a sight," I laughed, looking at my cum-drenched ex-wife. "You are a fucking disgrace."

"Yes, Sir," Shaye whimpered.

"Clean up this mess you've made!"

I stepped back to take in the sight of Shaye utterly degraded. The mixture of pain and arousal within me was intoxicating. Shaye nodded meekly, her red eyes downcast.

Leaving her there, I headed upstairs for a shower, the sound of Shaye's quiet sobs and ragged breathing echoing in my ears as I climbed the stairs to my bedroom.

I paused at the top of the stairs and looked back down at my ex-wife. She kneeled where I'd left her, ruined and broken. I grinned with satisfaction. Her willing submission had just started, but I knew I had to take control of more than just her body.

What happened next was up to Shaye. How far would she go to return to my life?

There was only one way to find out.




Chapter 5






“Now, beneath the stars.”







The sun dipped low over Raney's Cove, casting an orange and pink hue across the sky. Kayla and I sat on the patio, the last of our meal still warm on our plates.

I forked a piece of chicken into my mouth and chewed slowly, savoring Kayla's creation. The tender grilled chicken strips had been marinated in a tangy honey glaze while the new potatoes accompanying them had been roasted to perfection— crisp on the outside, fluffy within. A fresh salad of mixed greens, cherry tomatoes from the Farmers Market, and locally sourced feta cheese had accompanied the meal, its vibrant colors as pleasing to the eye as it was to the palate.

Kayla had proven her culinary skills yet again, serving me an amazing dinner to cap an eventful day. Shaye's willing submission to me was still fresh in my mind, my thoughts dwelling on the image of Shaye shaving her head just to please me.

I turned my attention back to Kayla. She chewed on her lip, waiting nervously for my judgment of her cooking. As always, my sweet girl was so desperate for my approval.

"Kayla, your cooking is damned amazing," I told her.

Relief flooded her face and a blush crept onto her cheeks, creeping up Kayla's creamy skin in a way that was both innocent and deeply sexy. It reminded me of how Kayla always flushed a deep red down her chest whenever I made her cum.

"Thank you, David," she said. "Nothing makes me happier than spoiling you."

Kayla smiled happily as I cleaned my plate. Beneath the table, her foot rubbed against my calf while her hand stroked my thigh. I leaned back in my chair and patted my belly. Contentment washed through me as I relaxed in my backyard, my hunger sated by the beautiful girl beside me, her touch promising more pleasures to come.

We sat in comfortable silence, enjoying the moment. Kayla looked out across the cove, the sunset reflecting in her green eyes. She took a slow, deep breath, taking in the ocean breeze.

"Is… is now the right moment to talk about Shaye?" Kayla asked tentatively.

I sighed, not knowing how Kayla would take the news that her older sister would be living at The Perch again. Shaye had consented to my strict rules and was willingly acting as my submissive fucktoy, but that might not be enough to assure young Kayla that she was still my main focus.

"Let's stretch our legs and enjoy the sunset," I suggested.

I stood up and offered Kayla my hand. I guided her to the edge of the backyard near the staircase, my arm wrapping around her waist as we stood together.

We watched as the dying sunlight set the waters of the cove aflame, the waves crumbling slowly against the shore. Kayla hummed a soft melody, leaning into me. Her breasts pressed against my arm, her nipples hardening under the thin fabric of her sundress as I cupped her breast in my hand.

As we snuggled together, the warmth of our skin pressed against one another, I felt a sense of calmness I hadn't experienced in a long time. It was a calmness that came from taking action and seeing the results of your action paying off. Complications always arose, of course. It was a man's responsibility to deal with them firmly.

I took a deep breath, inhaling the salty air, and decided it was time to address Kayla's question.

"You asked about your sister," I said slowly. "Shaye has accepted my terms and is currently trying out her new lifestyle."

"Really?" Kayla's green eyes widened in surprise as she turned to face me. "But she's so strong-willed and independent. Do you really think she's ready to be that submissive?"

I nodded, recalling the image of Shaye on her knees with her head shaved bald, my cum dripping down her scalp as tears streamed down her beautiful face.

"I felt the same way until I saw her begging," I admitted. "But Isabel was right. Shaye has always craved a man to rule over her. She just didn't know it."

"Wow," Kayla whispered, her thoughts spinning as she tried to reconcile this new information with the sister she knew.

We stood there in silence for a long time, the waves lapping against the shore providing a soothing background to our tangled thoughts.

"David? Do you think that might be why Shaye cheated on you with Alberto? Maybe she mistook his fake machismo for dominance?"

"Exactly," I replied. "I've been doing a lot of thinking and now that I know about Shaye's infidelity, I've viewed the years of our marriage with fresh eyes."

The truth stung like saltwater on an open wound, but I couldn't ignore it any longer.

"I was a loving husband, but Shaye needed something more. Her secret craving for submission drove Shaye to that loser. But it was an illusion and Shaye eventually learned Alberto wasn't what she needed. Now she's come back to me and I'm determined to show her what real dominance is. She craves boundaries and consequences when she strays. I'm going to give her what she needs and more. Whether Shaye accepts my discipline is up to her. She can leave at any time."

"Where is she now?" Kayla asked softly, her concern for her sister evident in her voice.

"Because I know you care for her," I explained, "I've ordered Shaye to stay in her 'cubbyhole' whenever your around. I wanted to spare you the sight of her for now."

"Cubbyhole?" Kayla's brow furrowed in confusion.

"I've set up a large dog kennel in my study," I said, gesturing towards the house. "There's a cot inside for her. It's not a prison cell… it's the start of her new life. When she's not crawling on the floor for me, the cubbyhole will be her place now."

"So… Shaye will be living in the house with you again?"

I nodded. "This is a probationary period. If Shaye makes it through this week without tapping out, then she will start her year of atonement and reeducation. She'll live in her cubbyhole full-time and serve me 24/7."

I could feel Kayla quivering in my arms. I kissed my sweet girl on her forehead.

"Don't worry," I assured her. "I've ordered Shaye to remove herself from your presence. You won't have to see or deal with her until you're ready."

My phone buzzed. I glanced at the message and typed a brief reply.

"Who was that?" Kayla asked.

"It was Shaye," I replied. I'm allowing her to have an old flip phone so she can message me."

"What did she want?'

"She was asking permission to bathe."

Kayla's face showed her surprise. "Bathe?"

I nodded. "Shaye's learning her place very quickly. It's quite impressive."

"Shaye always was a fast learner," Kayla said quietly.

I kissed her cheek and held Kayla tightly. As we stood there, the ocean breeze caressing our skin, I could sense Kayla grappling with the revelations about her sister and the new dynamic between us. Kayla's loyalty to Shaye and her desire to be with me created an undercurrent that tugged at her.

"Are you okay with this?" I asked.

"Thank you for telling me everything," Kayla said, squeezing my forearm gently. "I just… I need some time to process it all."

"Of course," I murmured. "You don't need to concern yourself with Shaye, sweet girl. Just know that I have the situation in hand."

"If you think this is what's best."

"I do. Leave everything to me."

Kayla lowered her gaze. Seeing her troubled expression, I knew I had to lighten the mood.

"You know what?" I said gently, brushing a strand of her golden hair behind her ear. "Why don't we read the last letter from Catherine Anderson together?"

"Oh yes, please!"

As a smile spread across Kayla's face, I felt my heart lift. The pleasure in Kayla's eyes was undeniable. Kayla was always so grateful for my attention, happy with any crumb of affection I might give her. In her own way, Kayla was just as needy as her older sister. With something as meaningful as the letters, Kayla was overjoyed to have been chosen by me to share this experience. I wanted her to know how much I appreciated her.

"You truly are special, Kayla." I stroked her hair. "The way you stood by me at the cemetery, supporting me even when the truth was hard to bear. It proved how much you understand me. How much you care."

I spoke sincerely, feeling the warmth radiating from her as she basked in my praise.

"Thank you, David," she said. "I'll always be here for you. Through everything."

"I know." I squeezed her hands. "And I want to share this journey with you. Even the difficult parts. Catherine's last letter to my grandfather is all that's left. Would you like to hear what it says?"

"Yes," Kayla breathed. "I want to know everything about your family's history."

Leading her back to the table, I retrieved the old cigar box and opened it, revealing the last letter within. Kayla pressed close to me, her body a comforting presence as I handed her the delicate piece of paper. She unfolded it carefully, preparing to read the words that bridged my past and my present.


My Dearest Peter,



It is with a heavy heart that I must write to you about our beloved Patricia. The child we brought into this world, the child born of our indiscretion, has been diagnosed as 'physically normal but mentally stunted' by a specialist physician hired by my husband. It was a crushing blow, made more so by the physician's pronouncement that no treatment exists to improve young Patricia's mental faculties.



This terrible situation has been made immeasurably worse by William. My husband has decreed that our precious Patty be placed in the care of a state home. I begged him not to give up on our child, and to seek help and support for her. But William would not discuss it. He's grown cruel, especially when he drinks, and he slapped me when I begged him to reconsider. He rages that he will not squander his life raising a 'mental defective.'



Yesterday, the authorities took Patty away. She left without a backward glance, smiling and happy as she always was. I can't stop crying. I feel like we're being punished by God for our affair.



My love for you and our child remains, Peter. But my love for myself has died.



I will not contact you again. Please burn this letter as you have burned the ones before it.



Keep me in your thoughts as I keep you in mine.



Catherine Anderson


Silence fell between us as we absorbed the sad contents of Catherine's last message. So much heartbreak and despair had been endured for the sake of an impossible love. I thought of my gentle grandfather, who'd always treated me with kindness and wisdom. How had he lived with the guilt of abandoning his disabled daughter? Or his beloved Catherine? It must have eaten away at him.

Kayla set aside the letter, reaching to clasp my hands.

"I'm so sorry, David. This must be difficult for you to accept about your family's past."

I gave her hands a grateful squeeze. "It's a hard truth, but one I needed to know. I'm glad to have you here with me, Kayla."

Kayla flushed with pleasure again. She pressed my hand to her lips.

I stared into the darkening horizon, lost in memories and unanswered questions. A few minutes later, my thoughts were interrupted by the soft tapping of Kayla's fingers on her phone screen.

"David," she said gently, breaking the silence. "I found something you should know."

Her voice held a note of cautious hope.

"What is it?" I asked, my curiosity piqued.

"Your aunt, Patricia… she's still alive. She's living in a private facility less than an hour's drive from here."

I fell silent as I processed the information.

"Private facility? I thought she was in a state home," I muttered, trying to make sense of it all.

"No, it seems she's in private care. Bayfeld Estate. From what I can find, it looks quite nice and comfortable."

I sat there at a loss for words, the revelation of my aunt settling heavily on my shoulders. Kayla waited patiently, giving me space to process the news.

After a few moments, I made up my mind.

"I'm going to visit her," I said.

"Would you like me to go with you?"

"Of course. You've been with me on this journey into my past, Kayla. Let's see it through to the end."

I leaned in, pressing a gentle kiss to her forehead. Kayla tilted her head and pulled me close. We kissed deeply, the letter returned to the cigar box that had hidden it away for the last 60 years.

Kayla slid my hand under her skirt.

"Take me right here," Kayla murmured in my ear. "Now, beneath the stars."

Without a word, I began unbuttoning Kayla's sundress, letting her breasts spill free. The secrets of the past could wait another day. Right now, all that mattered was the joy we found in each other's arms.




Chapter 6






“I want this.”







I led Shaye down the dimly lit halls of The Club, my fingers tightly gripping the leash that was clipped to the dog collar encircling her slender neck. Shaye walked beside me, naked and without makeup, her bare face still radiantly beautiful even with her shaved head. The thump of her bare feet on the wooden floor and the jiggle of her tits with each step made my cock twitch, but I hid my arousal, not wanting Shaye to have the satisfaction of knowing she excited me so much.

As we walked, Shaye glanced into each room we passed, taking in the sexual depravity on display. In one room, a woman was suspended spread-eagled in midair by intricate rope work while a man whipped her breasts, leaving angry red welts behind. In another, a man dressed as a pony was being ridden by an enthusiastic dominatrix, her whip cracking against his flanks as he whinnied in response. A third room held several men stroking their cocks as they watched a female dwarf fuck herself with an enormous black dildo, her cunt stretched obscenely around its girth.

Despite the shock on Shaye's face, I could see her arousal in the shallow rise and fall of her chest, her pebble-hard nipples, and the flush across her chest. Isabel had told me she had invited Shaye to The Club before, but Shaye had always declined. My ex-wife had always had a high sex drive, but her tastes tended towards vanilla. Now I could plainly see how horny these decadent sexual acts were making her.

I gave her leash a sharp tug. "Like what you see, slut?"

"Yes, Sir."

Her voice shook, betraying how close she was to losing control. My cock throbbed at her words, anticipation coiling in my gut at what was to come. I grinned, flashing my teeth.

"Good. The fun is just getting started."

Shaye swallowed hard but didn't look away, her eyes locked on mine in challenge and surrender all at once. She was in over her head and we both knew it.

I gave her leash another tug and we continued down the hall, the sounds of sex and punishment fading behind us. This was all new for Shaye and the ocean of her desire stretched before me, waiting to be explored. I intended to dive in deep.

I led Shaye to the ornate black door from my previous visit. My pulse quickened at the thought of what lay behind it.

"Get on your hands and knees," I ordered. "Present yourself like the bitch in heat that you are."

Shaye hesitated only a moment before dropping to the floor, her bare knees hitting the hardwood with two sharp cracks. She leaned forward, pushing her ass into the air and lowering her head submissively, the leash held in her mouth. I grinned and pounded on the door, signaling our arrival.

The door swung open. Isabel stood on the other side, lips curving in a feline smile. She wore a leather corset that left her big tits exposed and swaying freely over the gleaming chrome buckles and clasps. Thigh-high boots, crotchless leather panties, and black gloves reaching up to her elbows completed Isabel's lewd ensemble.

"David," she purred, stepping forward to wrap her arms around my neck.

She pulled me down into a deep, rough kiss. I grunted into Isabel's mouth, my hands finding her ass and squeezing. The kiss went on and on, our tongues tangling as my cock throbbed where it was trapped between us.

When we finally broke apart, I was breathless and shaking with lust. Isabel's grin widened at the state she'd put me in. Her gaze shifted to Shaye, still on her hands and knees, watching us with eyes gone glassy.

I slapped Shaye's ass with the leash.

"Greet your friend properly, slut, or you'll be punished."

"Forgive me, Mistress," Shaye whimpered, her tongue darting out to tentatively lick Isabel's leather stiletto boot. "I'm a worthless slut. Do what you want with me."

Isabel tsked, shaking her head in mock disappointment.

"We'll have to teach it some manners," Isabel said, winking at me. "But I think it will be an apt pupil, don't you?"

I grinned, anticipation burning in my veins like fire. "My slut wife always was a fast learner."

Guided by Isabel, we entered the room. Shaye crawled on all fours behind me, her gaze taking in every detail. I laughed when I saw two familiar faces waiting inside— Red, the gorgeous redhead waitress from the diner, and Blondie, the blonde pigtails waitress.

"Mr. Smith!" They greeted me in unison, giggling as they moved closer.

Both were wearing bondage corsets that showcased their tits and cunts. Red's huge tits and dark red nipples drew my attention, while her bushy red pubic hair provided a stark contrast to Blondie's slim, small-breasted and hairless figure. I noticed a broken heart tattoo adorning the skin just above Blondie's bare pussy, a golden ring piercing her clit.

"Your cunt is dripping wet," I observed as my fingers brushed against Blondie's slick folds.

She blushed and agreed, saying she had looked forward to serving me since that first encounter at the diner.

Isabel chimed in, "I could tell you liked him," before kissing both Red and Blondie. Shaye watched it all unfold, her expression hungry but conflicted.

The soft glow of dimmed lights reflected off the dark walls and mirrors, casting an intimidating ambiance in the room. My heartbeat ratcheted up in anticipation as Isabel led Shaye and me further in, the sexy Latina's confidence and sexual prowess apparent in every step she took.

"Behold," she announced theatrically, gesturing to the center of the room where a padded sawhorse stood. "This is one of my favorite platforms. So versatile, and able to handle a lot of… stress. I think it's perfect for your slut's first time here. Especially when paired with a fucking machine."

At that moment, Red and Blondie rolled a menacing-looking contraption forward. It had a sleek metallic frame, a powerful motor, and a long piston arm extending from its base. At the end of the piston arm was a huge black dildo, seemingly eager to be put to use. Once again, I was deeply impressed by Isabel's imagination and sexual knowledge.

"You've outdone yourself, Isabel."

I pulled her towards me for another deep kiss. I could sense Shaye watching us, her eyes widening while her expression turned miserable.

"Stand up," I commanded Shaye, my tone firm but not unkind.

Shaye obeyed, her knees wobbly as she rose to her feet. Isabel handed me a ball gag. I dangled it in front of Shaye's face like bait for a hungry fish.

"You want this, don't you?"

Shaye hesitated, her green eyes flickering with uncertainty, but eventually she nodded.

"I want this," she whispered, her voice barely audible.

With a chuckle, I pulled open her mouth and inserted the ball gag, feeling a surge of pleasure run through me at her willing submission. As Isabel secured the gag around Shaye's bald head, she leaned in to whisper into her ear.

"I've dreamed about playing with you like this for so many years," Isabel said. "I'm so happy you're embracing your submissive needs. I always knew you wanted to be a mindless fuck toy."

Shaye's eyes met mine, and I could see a mixture of fear, desire, and determination swirling within them. It made my balls ache to see her so afraid, but so eager.

"Let's begin," I murmured.

Red and Blondie bent Shaye over the sawhorse, the cold leather pressing against her flushed skin. They fastened her arms and legs with padded cuffs, leaving her completely vulnerable and exposed. Her tits swung heavily beneath her, her ass thrust up and her legs spread to either side of the padded surface.

I came up behind Shaye, running my hands over her exposed flesh. Her skin was soft as silk, flawless and unmarred. I squeezed the globes of her ass, kneading the flesh and pulling them apart to expose her cunt, already glistening wet. Before she could anticipate it, I smacked her ass hard, making her whimper behind the ball gag.

"What a greedy little fuckhole," I said, sliding two fingers into her easily.

Shaye moaned, clenching around the invasion as I dug my fingers into her cunt. I leaned down, murmuring in her ear.

"You'll have to earn the privilege of having my cock in here." I punctuated my words with a sharp thrust, reveling in her muffled cry.

"Until then," I said, pulling my fingers free, "a rubber cock will have to do. Bring the machine, girls."

Red and Blondie obediently positioned the imposing device behind Shaye. Isabel squeezed a generous dollop of lube into my hand, her eyes locked onto mine with a wicked smile playing on her lips. I roughly lubed up Shaye's pussy, thrusting my fingers into her, feeling her slick warmth envelop me.

I took the silicone dildo mounted on the piston arm and shoved it into Shaye's cunt, making her whimper around her ball gag. Wiping my hands on her back and giving her ass another stinging slap, I asked, "Do you like being filled up with a fake dick?"

Shaye let out a muffled response, incomprehensible but dripping with desperation.

"I don't know what you just said, but it doesn't matter," I replied, grinning. "You're a worthless slut. In this room, your greasy fuckhole is the only useful thing about you. Let's see how much it can take."

With that, I flipped the switch, and the harsh buzz of the electric motor filled the room. I turned a dial, and the piston arm began driving the dildo in and out of Shaye's dripping cunt at a brutal pace.

Shaye's whole body shivered violently. Her moans rose and fell, a relentless wave of pleasure and desperation. Her cunt made wet, sucking sounds as it greedily devoured the dildo again and again. I slid my hands over Shaye's trembling thighs, feeling the muscles bunch and release beneath my palms.

"You love this, don't you?" I said, leaning close enough to kiss the top of her ear. "Being stuffed full of cock, used like a toy? My perfect little fuckdoll."

Shaye moaned, the sound muffled but ecstatic. I glanced up to see Isabel and my waitresses watching avidly, hands roaming over their bodies, echoing the rhythm of the machine.

"Touch your cunts," I ordered, and their hands flew between their legs.

I turned my attention back to Shaye, reaching between her legs to slap her clit, slick with her juices and the excess lubricant.

The slapping pushed Shaye's overstimulated pussy over the edge. She screamed, the sound ringing through the room as her orgasm crashed over her. I kept my fingers moving, prolonging it until she was sobbing from the intensity, limp in her bonds.

Only then did I switch off the machine, the dildo sliding out of her sodden cunt with a wet plop. Shaye was barely conscious, chest heaving as she gulped in air. I stroked her sides gently, waiting for her to come back to herself.

When her eyes blinked open once more, I smiled down at her. "There's my good slut. Are you ready for more?"

Shaye stared up at me, dazed and wrecked, and nodded.

I ran a hand over her scalp in a mockery of affection. "Greedy little slut. Very well. Start the machine again, Isabel."

As Isabel stuffed the dildo back into Shaye and turned on the machine, I led Red and Blondie to the front of the sawhorse, positioning them so Shaye could see them clearly. Their lustful gazes sent a ripple of arousal up and down my spine.

I kissed and groped Red, feeling her soft, supple skin beneath my hands. Meanwhile, Blondie eagerly stripped off my clothes, leaving me standing naked with my cock bobbing obscenely in the air.

"Get on your knees and suck me," I ordered.

Red and Blondie obeyed without hesitation. They sank to their knees before me, sharing my dick between their greedy mouths like it was a prized possession. They licked, sucked, and caressed it with their tongues, their eyes locked on mine as they worshipped my throbbing member.

Isabel stood behind me, her arms wrapped around my torso like a possessive lover. She and I locked eyes with Shaye, who was crying and contorted as the machine continued to ruthlessly pound her. The sight of her vulnerability only fueled the fire burning inside me.

"Shaye," Isabel purred, "you're going to cum so much, but this machine won't stop. You'll be ruined by its pounding while you watch David take his pleasure from me."

I grunted in agreement. Tearing myself away from Red and Blondie's eager mouths, I slapped their faces with my dripping cock.

"That's enough. Get up."

They obediently rose to their feet, looking pleased with themselves for having served me well.

Isabel came around to face me, pressing her lips to mine. Isabel moaned into the kiss, one hand snaking down to wrap around my length. I gasped, thrusting into her grip as she stroked me with practiced ease. Isabel was the most sexually experienced woman I'd ever met. She was a virtuoso at working a man's cock.

Isabel was smirking. I spun her around to face Shaye, bending her over the sawhorse beside her. Shaye turned her head to watch, eyes glassy but aware. Isabel's face was mere inches away from Shaye's and I could see the raw desperation in my ex-wife's eyes as she moaned through another orgasm. That wild, primal look pushed me further, making me crave even more control over her.

Isabel wiggled her ass at me invitingly, slick folds peeking from between her thighs. I gripped her hips and slid home in one smooth thrust, burying myself to the hilt in her welcoming trench.

Gripping Isabel's hips firmly, I began to fuck her from behind. She cried out, the sound mingling with Shaye's soft whimper. I set a punishing pace, pounding into Isabel's cunt as she braced herself against the sawhorse. The Latina's full breasts swung with every snap of my hips, grazing Shaye's face.

I tangled one hand in Isabel's hair, forcing her head up to meet Shaye's gaze.

"Look at her," I growled, accentuating each word with a sharp thrust. "Look into your best friend's eyes while I fuck you."

Isabel obeyed, staring into Shaye's eyes. Shaye blinked up at her, a single tear sliding down her cheek to mingle with the mess of saliva already coating her face.

As I thrust into Isabel, I couldn't help but think how far we had come— from years of a seemingly innocent friendship to this carnal display of dominance and submission. And now Shaye was watching, learning, and submitting to her own animalistic desires. The tide had turned, and there was no going back now.

"Isabel, I'm going to fuck your ass," I growled, unable to resist the temptation any longer. My cock throbbed with anticipation as I slid out of her wet pussy.

"Please do, David," she urged me on, her voice breathless and filled with lust. "Stretch out my asshole and fill it with your hot cum. Please, I want it!"

I positioned the head of my cock at the entrance of her tight anus and pushed forward, forcing my way inside. Isabel screamed, a mix of pain and pleasure, and I reveled in the feeling of dominating this sultry woman once again.

"Fuck my ass harder!" she cried out, pushing back against me, urging me deeper inside her.

I obliged, pounding away with renewed vigor, intoxicated by the feel of her tight ring gripping me every time I thrust into her.

As I fucked Isabel's ass, I enjoyed the tears streaming down Shaye's face. Her eyes were wide, watching the scene unfold inches from her face. I could see the torment in her expression. The sight of her pain, mixed with her growing lust, spurred me on even more.

The intensity built to a crescendo, and with a guttural moan, I flooded Isabel's ass with my cum. Waves of pleasure rippled through me as I released my seed deep within her.

"Thank you for fucking my ass, David," Isabel panted, her body trembling from the force of our coupling. "Thank you, thank you, thank you!"

I pulled out, my cock covered in a mixture of lube, cum, and ass juices. I looked at Shaye once again, my heart clenching.

"Turn off the machine and take off her gag," I ordered.

Blondie quickly complied, shutting off the relentless fucking machine, while Red removed Shaye's ball gag. Saliva dripped down her chin, mixing with her tears as she shook like a leaf in the wind.

"Slut, lick me clean!" I demanded, pushing my dripping cock towards her face.

Shaye hesitated, and for a moment I wondered if she had finally reached her breaking point. Was this a step too far for Shaye?

But Shaye surprised me, eagerly accepting my cock into her mouth, sucking greedily at the mixture of fluids coating it. I laughed, shaking my head in amazement as I praised her.

"You always were a first-class cocksucker!" I exclaimed.

Shaye slobbered and sucked on my softening cock. I traced a finger down her cheek, wiping a streak through the fluids coating her skin.

"Did you enjoy that?"

Shaye just whimpered in response, staring up at me with glassy eyes.

"I asked you a question," I said sharply, gripping her chin.

"Y-yes, Sir," she managed, her voice hoarse.

I smiled and patted her head in mock affection, slapping my wet dick onto her scalp, then against her cheek

"Say thank you."

"Thank you, Sir," Shaye whispered.

I stared down at Shaye, my beautiful ex-wife who had gone to such extremes to prove her devotion to me. Her face was a mess of tears and snot and saliva, but despite the disarray, her beauty still shone through.

I felt my resolve weakening, but then a sudden flash of rage coursed through me as I thought about how she had given herself to Alberto.

"Get over here," I growled, reaching out to pull Isabel close.

I spun the Latina around so that her big ass was pressed up to Shaye's face. My fingers found the warm flesh of Isabel's ass cheeks, pulling them apart to expose her gaped asshole, glistening with lube and sperm.

"Lick the cum out of Isabel's ass and eat it," I commanded.

Shaye hesitated once more, and again I wondered if this would finally be her breaking point. But determination burned in her eyes, and Shaye leaned forward, her tongue uncoiling to taste the mixture of cum and lube and juices that coated Isabel's stretched hole.

To my surprise, it seemed as though Shaye was starting to enjoy her submissive role. It was something I never expected from my headstrong, independent ex-wife.

Isabel laughed aloud as Shaye enthusiastically ate her out, digging the cum from her asshole with her tongue and swallowing it down. My hand settled on Shaye's scalp, stroking her soft skin as I shook my head in amazement.

"This is the real you," I told Shaye. "This is who you truly are."

"Yes, Sir!" Shaye replied, her voice filled with newfound confidence and acceptance.

"Good slut," I praised her. "This is just the beginning. We've got so much more to do."

Turning my attention to Red and Blondie, I pulled them close, my hands roaming over their asses with possessive intent.

"Your turn to get fucked," I informed them, a wicked grin spreading across my face.

Red and Blondie giggled with happiness as Shaye watched, her eyes wide. She looked dazed and sated and hungry for more, all at the same time.

As I gazed upon Shaye's tear-streaked face, I felt a strange sense of wonder. Here was my beautiful ex-wife, pushed to her limits, laying herself bare before me, both physically and emotionally. How deep would this woman go to win her place with me?

Shaye licked a glob of cum from the corner of her mouth and swallowed it. She smiled as I stroked her shaved head. In that moment, I knew we were at the start of something wonderful.




Chapter 7






“Family makes a person whole.”







I expected Bayfeld Estate to look more imposing, like an orphanage from a Dickens novel. Instead, it resembled a small college with its modest brick buildings nestled between groves of leafy trees. The main building was old yet well-maintained, with an understated architectural beauty from the previous century.

"Looks more like the dorms at a private university," I mused, nodding toward the door leading to the main office where the manager waited for us.

"How are you feeling about all this?"

"Anxious," I admitted. "But I'm happy you're here with me. Thanks for coming."

"I wouldn't miss this for the world," Kayla assured me.

She squeezed my hand gently, the warmth of her touch grounding me, then leaned over and pressed a soft kiss on my cheek. The scent of her perfume, a delicate blend of ocean breeze and citrus enveloped me, calming my nerves.

"Let's do this," I said.

Entering the office, we were met by a middle-aged woman, her smile warm and welcoming.

"I'm Mary Bayfeld," she introduced herself. "I am the granddaughter of Charles Bayfeld, who founded this estate."

The interior of the office was small, tastefully decorated with antique furniture and framed black-and-white photographs lining the walls. It had a cozy, nostalgic atmosphere, a bit old-fashioned but still charming.

"Patricia has been so excited to meet you, David," Mary said, her voice filled with genuine happiness. "She's been counting the days until your arrival. She lives just a block away. You must be eager to see her, too."

"Yes, very much so," I replied, my curiosity roused. "How long has Patricia lived here?"

"Over sixty years," Mary revealed.





Sixty years. My God.


 
I swallowed the lump in my throat.




"She's happy and fulfilled," Mary assured me. "Here at Bayfeld, we focus on making our residents as independent as possible within a sheltered environment."

Mary led us outside, pointing down the road to a small, quaint duplex nestled among lush greenery.

"That's Patricia's home," Mary said. "Go on, meet her. Just please check in with me before you leave."

Mary Bayfeld gave us an encouraging smile before returning to her office.

"Ready?" Kayla asked, taking my hand.

"Ready."

Kayla swung my hand jauntily as we strolled down the street, the trees rustling in the breeze. I felt a warmth spreading through my chest as we walked, a warmth that had nothing to do with the bright sunshine. I lifted Kayla's hand to my lips and kissed it, making her giggle. I looked down into Kayla's green eyes, so similar to Shaye's, yet with an undeniable depth of warmth and love that left me questioning myself.

Was I falling for this girl? I shook off the thought, trying to be rational. Any guy would be infatuated with a beauty like Kayla, especially with her gentle personality and sexual energy. But I was 18 years older than her and infatuation and lust did not endure. They were not enough for a genuine relationship.

Still, something inside me stirred at the mere idea of loving Kayla. She had made her feelings clear. The only thing holding me back was my own doubt.

I pushed these thoughts aside and focused on the moment. I could deal with my feelings for Kayla later. Right now, I needed to face my family's past.

As we approached the duplex, a plump woman in her 70s waved at us from the front yard. Her gray hair was cut short and a gardening apron draped over her dress. I exhaled sharply as I recognized my grandfather and father's features in this woman's face, those deep-set eyes and that same wide smile they shared. She waved excitedly as we came closer, her enthusiasm contagious.





Patricia


 
. After all these years, I was finally meeting my aunt.




"Hello!" Patricia greeted us cheerfully. "Are you here to see Pastor Ryan? I miss him so much! Is he doing good in his new church?"

"Hello, Patricia." I hesitated, exchanging confused glances with Kayla. "I'm sorry, but we don't know Pastor Ryan."

Patricia's brow furrowed in confusion. "Oh. Are you visiting pastors?"

I struggled to think of how to reply, but Kayla stepped in gracefully.

"We're just friends who wanted to meet you, Patricia," Kayla said gently. "This is David and I'm Kayla."

Patricia's face lit up and she clapped her hands, eagerly accepting the introduction without hesitation.

"Hi, friends! It's so nice to meet you both! I forget your names already because I'm like that. But my rose bushes get nibbled by deer. It hurts them but they grow back but it's not like a haircut for us, it hurts the roses so we put nets around them and then the deer can only look at the roses!"

As Patricia continued to tell us about her roses, I became more aware of her mental disabilities. I felt saddened that such a kind-hearted soul had been sent to a group home rather than integrated into the community. I reminded myself that times were different when Patricia was born, and society wasn't as accepting as it is now.

"Come inside, come inside," Patricia beckoned, excitedly. "I have cola and cookies even though it's not supper time and my appetite might get ruined, but I can give permission to have snacks even before supper because I bought the cookies myself from the grocery store, so come inside."

Patricia led us into the cozy duplex. I scolded myself for being surprised at how well-kept it was. Patricia seemed perfectly capable of caring for herself and I chided myself for underestimating her.

Kayla was also impressed by Patricia's place. The furniture looked comfortable and inviting, and there was an unmistakable feeling of home that permeated every corner.

As we sat down at the dining table, Patricia fetched a 2-liter bottle from her fridge and poured us each a glass of diet cola.

"Did I tell you about my roommate?" she asked, settling into her seat. "She's in the hospital right now with dizziness. Dizziness, they say. The hospital has oatmeal, so it's okay if she stays the night. I don't like the way she makes oatmeal in the morning, so I always say 'No, thank you' when she makes some, even if she puts raisins in which I like. We have to make cookies for the bake sale next week and I want raisins and oatmeal cookies with frosting. Raisins are grapes that have been dried out."

We listened attentively as Patricia happily shared small tidbits from her life, from the cat she used to have (buried now in the backyard near the garden) to the thriving tomatoes she tended to daily. With each additional detail, I grew more fond of her joyful and open nature. My aunt offered pieces of herself without reservation, treating us like old friends despite our recent acquaintance. In a world where cruelty often reigned, I was glad Patricia had found a safe haven here at Bayfeld Estate.

"Would you like to see my garden?" Patricia asked suddenly, her face lighting up with excitement. "I have tomatoes growing upside down!"

"Absolutely," I said, and Kayla nodded in enthusiastic agreement.

As we followed Patricia out into her backyard, the scent of damp soil and flowering plants filled the air. Patricia proudly showed off her hanging tomatoes and lush cucumber vines and her various herbs, beaming as we showered her with praise for her green thumb.

"Pastor Ryan loved my zucchini. His wife would make bread from it and give me so many loaves that I freeze them so I can eat later. Tell Pastor Ryan he can have some tomatoes, I will give them to you and you can give them to him."

I glanced at Kayla. She smiled and nodded at me, encouraging me to do what I came here to do.

"Patricia," I began cautiously, "about Pastor Ryan… we didn't come here because of him. We don't know him, I'm afraid."

"Oh, yes," Patricia murmured. "I knew that."

I cleared my throat and took a steadying breath. The last thing I wanted was to upset Patricia. She looked at me curiously, an expectant smile on her lips.

"My grandfather was Peter Smith," I said quietly. "He was friends with your mother, Catherine Anderson."

Patricia's smile wavered for a moment as she digested the information, her gaze distant as memories flickered behind her eyes.

"I never knew my mother," she said. "She died young. So sad."





You did know her, you just don't remember because your father sent you away when you were a child,


 
I thought bitterly.




"I'm sorry you didn't get to know her," I said. "I'm sure she would be so happy to know you are doing so well, Patricia."

"She would have called me Patty-cakes!" she exclaimed, laughing.

I wondered if this was an invention by her, or if perhaps my aunt had some vague recollection of her mother calling her Patty-cakes. The thought made my heart ache.

"So sad," Patricia said again.

"I visited Catherine's grave recently," I told her gently. "Would you like to go there too, someday?"

Patricia's face broke into a wide smile once more.

"Oh, I would love that," she whispered.

"Then we'll make it happen," Kayla promised.

"Can we go now?" Patricia asked hopefully.

Kayla and I shared a look.

"Yes," I told my aunt. "We can go now."

An hour later, we stood at the edge of Catherine Anderson's grave, the sun casting long shadows across the grass. Patricia held a bouquet in her trembling hands, the flowers lovingly grown in her garden. I felt a swell of pride knowing that Kayla and I had tidied up the grave so Patricia didn't have to see it in disarray.

"Hi, Mommy," Patricia whispered as she placed the bouquet on the headstone.

Kayla squeezed my hand tight, and I could sense her heart swelling with compassion for this woman who had been denied a connection to her mother for so long.

Patricia kneeled on the soft earth. Clasping her hands, she said a prayer for the mother she never knew.

"Dear God, please keep taking care of Mommy and make sure she has warm clothes to wear and all the raisin oatmeal she wants because she is in Heaven. I miss Mommy and will see her again when I come to Heaven, but I hope that is not for a while longer because I want to do the bake sale. I miss you, Mommy! Thank you, God. Amen."

Her words were simple, yet filled with a lifetime of longing. I choked back tears, struck by the raw intensity of the moment.

"Here, let me help you," I offered, extending my hand to the elderly Patricia as she finished her prayer.

With my help, she slowly rose to her feet, her eyes glistening.

"Thank you, God," she murmured again.

Kayla gently brushed the dirt from Patricia's dress, her touch as tender as a mother caring for her child.

"I want to visit Mommy more often," Patricia said, her eyes on the modest headstone bearing her mother's name.

"Of course," I promised, squeezing her hand reassuringly. "I'll bring you here whenever you want."

Back at Bayfeld Estate, Patricia hugged both of us and waved from her front yard as Kayla and I began our walk back to the main building. Our hands intertwined, we strolled in comfortable silence, lost in thought at the trip we had just taken together.

"David! Kayla!" Mary Bayfeld greeted us as we entered her office. "How did everything go?"

"It was a wonderful experience," I said.

Mary beamed at us, her eyes filled with genuine happiness. "I'm so glad to hear that. Patricia doesn't get many visitors, you know. It would mean the world to her if you came again."

"Of course, we'll visit her again," I reassured her, feeling a new bond forming between myself and this kind woman who had cared for Patricia all these years. "We promised to take her out to the cemetery for another visit."

"I'm sure she appreciates that very much," Mary said. "The absence of her mother has always weighed on Patricia."

As she spoke, a question burned in the back of my mind.

"Mary, why were you willing to share so much personal information about Patricia with me?" I asked. "Aren't there privacy concerns?"

Mary Bayfeld looked confused for a moment before responding.

"Well, I looked up your background when you first contacted the Estate. Your grandfather was Peter Smith, yes?"

"Yes," I said, unsure of why that mattered.

"Peter Smith was the man who rescued Patricia from the state home," Mary said. "He paid for a private trust so Patricia could spend the rest of her life here at Bayfeld Estate."

"I didn't know that," I said in amazement.

Mary nodded firmly. "Your grandfather was truly a friend of Patricia's mother, Catherine Anderson. After Catherine's suicide, he did all he could to provide for her daughter."

My heart stuttered at the mention of Catherine's suicide, a revelation that sent shockwaves through me. Kayla squeezed my hand tight, offering silent support as I struggled to process this newfound information.

"Your family has done so much for Patricia," Mary continued softly, her gaze kind and understanding. "It only seemed right to share her story with you."

"Thank you, Mary," I murmured.

The drive back home was a quiet one, the day's revelations weighing on us both. I glanced over at Kayla, her soft features illuminated by the orange glow of the setting sun. She seemed to be lost in thought, her gentle eyes distant as she stared out the window.

"Hey," I murmured, reaching out to take her hand. "You okay?"

Kayla squeezed my hand and smiled. "Yeah, just thinking about everything that happened today. It's a lot to process, isn't it?"

"It is," I agreed.

As we pulled up to The Perch, I noticed Shaye glance at us through the window before quickly disappearing, no doubt retreating into her cubbyhole as I had directed.

"Looks like someone's trying to avoid us," Kayla remarked with a wry smile.

"She's following orders," I replied, rubbing the back of my neck. "If she wants to change, this is the discipline she needs."

"Absolutely," Kayla agreed, leaning in to plant a tender kiss on my cheek. "And thank you again for letting me be a part of this journey. Who would've thought a box of old letters could lead to something so amazing?"

"Life has a funny way of surprising us," I said, returning her smile.

Once inside, we made our way upstairs to my bedroom. The emotional exhaustion from the day had left me feeling drained, but the sight of Kayla undressing brought a familiar arousal bubbling to the surface.

"Even after everything we've been through today," I mused, watching her slide out of her clothes, "you still manage to get me going."

"Good," she laughed, climbing onto the bed and gently stroking my hardening dick. "Today was a beautiful reminder of how family makes a person whole."

"You're right," I agreed, my breath hitching as she continued to tease me.

Kayla cocked an eyebrow at me, studying my face as we lay there.

"What?" I asked.

"I know you're still deciding between me and Isabel," Kayla murmured, her fingers expertly working their magic on me. "I know Isabel is gorgeous, more experienced, and has connections I can't offer. I also know that Shaye's presence complicates things. She was your wife and I know you still have feelings for her."

"I don't—" I protested, but Kayla pressed a finger to my lips.

"Let me finish," she said softly. "Despite all of that, I know you'll choose me in the end."

The playful conviction in her voice startled me.

"Alright, Miss Confidence," I teased, my fingers tracing little circles on her thigh. "What makes you so sure I'll choose you in the end?"

"Because," she said with a small smile, "I can give you something that Isabel and Shaye can't give you."

"What's that?"

"A baby."

My expression must have been comical because Kayla burst into giggles at the sight of me. She kissed my chest and wrapped me in a tight hug.

"Make me pregnant, David! I want nothing more than to live with you and give you beautiful babies. Isn't that something you want?"

Her words caught me off guard. It was true that I had always wanted children. But Shaye's career had always taken priority and the dream had faded into the background over the years. Now, with my newfound wealth from the Thailand deal and my bed filled with this loving woman, the possibility of having children didn't seem so crazy.

Kayla continued, her voice soft but unwavering. "Seeing Patricia today only made me more certain that I want to devote my life to caring for you and giving you a family."

As I struggled with this new thought, Kayla took the initiative. She climbed on top of me, straddling my hips, and guided my throbbing cock inside her warm, wet pussy. I groaned with pleasure, bucking my hips and driving deeper into her.

"Put a baby in me," Kayla urged, her voice barely above a whisper.

I hesitated for a fraction of a second before deciding to let go of my doubts and indulge in the connection we were sharing. Rolling over on top of her, I began to thrust in and out of Kayla's slick pussy, loving her moans and her hot breath on my face.

"Breed me, David!" Kayla begged, her nails digging into my back. "Give me your baby!"

As I fucked my sweet girl, the thought of impregnating her drove all other thoughts from my mind as I lost myself in the pleasure of Kayla beneath me. I wasn't completely sure, but this moment felt like the start of something I'd wanted for my whole life.




Chapter 8






“I thought I had to make a choice.”







"So, is this how you guys like to play? This is your fetish?" Tracey asked me, her eyes wide with curiosity and excitement.

"This is our lifestyle," I confirmed.

We were standing in the dimly lit living room of The Perch. It was early evening, the setting sun casting a warm glow through the windows.

Shaye was kneeling on the floor before us. My ex-wife was naked except for the dog collar around her neck, her bald head bowed submissively. I looked down at her, taking in the sight of her voluptuous body, her large breasts heaving with each breath.

"This is my worthless slut," I told Tracey. "Isn't that right?"

"Yes, Sir!" Shaye replied immediately.

"Looks like you trained her well," Tracey said.

"It's learning fast but still has a long way to go," I explained, watching Tracey's expression shift from amusement to intrigue. "See, this worthless slut isn't a person. It's a thing, an object for my amusement. Don't speak to it directly. You must refer to this slut as 'it' rather than 'her'. Understand?"

Tracey laughed, clearly entertained by the concept.

"I haven't done anything like this before, but it seems like fun. As long as everything is consensual."

"Of course," I agreed, prodding Shaye with my foot. "Do you consent to being my dirty fucktoy? Tracey needs to hear the words from your own mouth."

"Yes, Sir. I consent to whatever you want to do to me," Shaye said.

"Why?" I pressed.

"Because I'm a worthless slut who deserves only to be your filthy fuckhole," she replied obediently.

Satisfied with her answer, I petted Shaye's smooth scalp and turned my attention back to Tracey.

"So, are you good with this?" I asked her, wanting to make sure she was comfortable with the situation.




"Sure," Tracey shrugged, her eyes never leaving Shaye's submissive form. "I'm down for whatever. Besides, she's… sorry,

 

it


 
is smoking hot."




Tracey reached out and ran her fingers over Shaye's bald head, a smile playing on her lips as she corrected herself.

"It," Tracey repeated quietly, visibly growing more comfortable and aroused at the objectification of my ex-wife.

I marveled at how open and accepting Tracey was about the whole thing. At only nineteen years old, she seemed so much more adventurous and willing to explore than I had been at her age. Her generation seemed more accepting of sexual eccentricities than mine ever was.

"Okay then, let's get started," I said, eager to see where the night would take us.

I clipped a leash to Shaye's collar and handed it to Tracey.

"Walk it around the room a bit, like you're taking a dog for a stroll," I urged Tracey. "It needs some exercise to stay fit. I'm already seeing some belly flab and cellulite creeping in."

None of that was true, but I knew how much Shaye prided herself on her beauty. The pained expression on her beautiful face made my dick throb.

"Come on," Tracey giggled, tugging on the leash. "Let's go for a walk."

Shaye crawled on all fours, following Tracey's lead as they circled the living room. The sight of Shaye's submission, combined with Tracey's growing excitement, sent a thrill through me.

"I thought this kind of sexual play would be cringy," Tracey admitted, looking down at Shaye with a mixture of lust and admiration. "But dog walking such a hot bitch like this is turning me on hard. I'm getting so wet."

"Perfect," I chuckled, already planning our next move. "Because I bought a present for you to use on it."

I gestured towards a large, gift-wrapped box hidden behind the sofa. Tracey retrieved it and eagerly tore off the wrapping paper. As she pulled out a leather harness and an enormous, fist-shaped strap-on dildo, Tracey laughed in disbelief.

"Can it handle something this big?" she asked, nodding toward Shaye.

"Only one way to find out."

I watched as Tracey undressed, my lust building within me. As Tracey peeled off her clothes and revealed her young, perfect body, I glanced over at Shaye, who was sitting quietly on the floor beside me. I went and kneeled next to her, stroking her head like I was petting a dog, and whispered in her ear.

"See how thin and fit Tracey is?" I said, my voice low and teasing. "Not a wrinkle anywhere on her skin. No stretch marks. No blemishes like you've started to get."

Shaye let out a soft whimper. I could see the hurt in her eyes, and I pressed on.

"Tracey is in her prime as a woman. So young and so beautiful. I'm lucky to be fucking such an amazing girl. Tracey made the first move, you know. She came after me. I barely did anything to get her into bed. And it's been fucking amazing. Her pussy is so tight, it's unbelievable. Like popping a virgin's cherry every time we fuck. She's a perfect lover, full of youthful energy. Just a breath of fresh air after years of stale, old pussy."

A tear trickled down Shaye's face. I couldn't resist twisting the knife a little more.

"You're almost 40, slut. The bloom is off the rose and it won't ever come back. I mean, look at yourself! Your head shaved like a nun, your face bare and tired and splotchy. On your hands and knees like a fucking animal, a collar around your neck, your pussy about to get stretched by a huge silicone dildo. Look at yourself and look at Tracey. You are nothing compared to her. This is your life now."

Shaye stared, teary-eyed, at the nude figure of Tracey, whose nubile body looked like it belonged in a Renaissance painting.

Tracey noticed Shaye's distress and turned to me with concern. "Is it okay? Does it like being treated this way?"

"It wants to be treated like the slut that it is," I assured Tracey, and then looked at Shaye for confirmation. "It ruined itself and it destroyed our marriage. Now it must pay the price to return to me. Right, slut?"

Shaye nodded in agreement.

"Alright," Tracey said, her excitement growing.

I slapped Shaye's ass. "Go help her put on the harness!"

I watched intently as my ex-wife crawled across the floor and helped buckle the leather harness around Tracey's lithe body.

"Make sure it's secure," I urged as Shaye obediently attached the massive fist-shaped dildo.

Once the harness was in place, Tracey looked at me with a twisted grin.

"So, how are we going to screw it?" she asked, stroking Shaye's face gently.

"Get on the sofa and relax," I told her. "It will do all the work, like the fuckpig that it is."

Tracey eagerly complied, settling back on the cushions as I handed Shaye a bottle of lube.

"Make sure you grease it up good," I instructed, "because soon, that huge dildo is gonna be stuffed up your cunt."

As Shaye kneeled between Tracey's spread thighs and applied the lubricant, I explained to Tracey that Shaye hadn't earned the privilege of having my cock inside her just yet. The dildo would have to suffice.

With the dildo glistening and ready, I bent down and slapped Shaye's ass hard, sending a quiver through her body.

"Sit on it," I commanded Shaye.

Shaye straddled Tracey's lap. With a shaky hand, she guided the huge fist-shaped dildo against her pussy. Her face contorted in pain as she lowered herself onto the imposing object, her tender lips stretching to their limits.

Seeing her struggle, I took her by the shoulders, pressing her down firmly, driving the dildo into her lubed-up cunt. Shaye whimpered as I held her there, her fuckhole stretched to its limit. I couldn't help but feel a sense of sadistic satisfaction at her discomfort. Still wincing, Shaye began slowly riding up and down on the massive toy.

"Fuck, this is hot," Tracey said, her eyes wide with fascination. "Your ex-wife is gorgeous."

She reached up to cup Shaye's swaying tits, her fingers exploring Shaye's hard red nipples. I watched as Shaye's pain gradually turned into pleasure, her moans growing louder as she bounced on the gigantic dildo.

Feeling more aroused than ever, I stripped off my clothes and lubed up my hard cock.

"It can't have my dick in its cunt just yet, but its other fuckholes are all mine to use," I told Tracey. "It never liked anal before, but now I think it's changed its mind. Right?"

I glared at Shaye, daring her to disagree. Shaye looked back at me with wild eyes, clearly battling her limits. I braced myself for her to break and say her safe phrase and end this whole thing. Instead, she gritted her teeth and nodded.

"My fuckholes are yours, Sir. Please use them however you want."

I was once again impressed by her attitude. Shaye was committed to her new role in a way that I never expected from her.

Emboldened, I positioned myself behind Shaye, slapping her ass cheeks before pulling them open to reveal her puckered asshole. She groaned as I rested my cockhead against her tight ring.

Without warning, I thrust forward, plunging my rigid cock deep into Shaye's tight sphincter. She let out a muffled scream as she was double penetrated for the first time in her life.

"Ride it, slut!" I commanded.

Shaye obeyed, grinding back against me as she bounced on both my cock and the dildo. Her moans turned into sobs, tears streaming down her face as she was stuffed in both her holes. I reveled in her surrender to my desires.

"Oh my god, it likes it so much!" Tracey laughed, her eyes alight with excitement. "It's losing its fucking mind! It's going to cum, David! It's going to cum!"

I could feel the tension in Shaye's body building, the impending climax evident in every quivering muscle. Driven by her imminent release, I drove my cock deep into her clenching asshole, drawing a scream from her as her body convulsed in orgasm.

Refusing to let her off easily, I continued pounding away, whipping her ass with the leash, prolonging her pain and pleasure until she was a whimpering mess. Her body shook uncontrollably as she sobbed violently.

"Wow," Tracey said softly, wiping the tears from Shaye's face. "It's so beautiful when it cums like that."

As I stared at the sobbing woman beneath me, I felt a grim surge of pride for pushing Shaye to her limits.

But I knew she could still go further.

I pulled out of Shaye's twitching asshole and yanked her off the giant dildo.

"Your fuckholes are all stretched out," I told the panting Shaye. "Jesus, what a fucking mess you are! Now clean off my dick, slut."

I pushed her down on her knees and shoved my cock into her mouth. Shaye eagerly licked it clean, swallowing the lube, precum, and her ass juices while staring up at me through teary eyes.

"It loves this," I informed Tracey, who laughed as she took off the harness.

Tracey playfully waved the giant dildo at me and said, "If you ever want to get pegged, I'd be happy to use this on you."

"Not in this lifetime," I chuckled.

Tracey teased I wouldn't know if I liked it until I tried. One thing I did know was that I needed a shower before fucking Tracey.

"This slut's filthy ass juices are all over me," I remarked, grabbing the leash and dog-walking Shaye towards the stairs. "It will clean us both before we fuck."

In the bathroom, I leaned against the wall, watching as Shaye lathered and washed Tracey's body.

"Make sure you rinse off her pubic hair so it's fresh and clean, the way I like it," I instructed Shaye.

"Yes, Sir!"

"You know, I had always hated how this slut kept her cunt bare like it was some fucking porn star whore," I said, looking over Shaye's dripping body. "If I agree to this one-year contract, I'll look forward to seeing it with a hairy pussy, hairy legs, and hairy armpits. Its head will be the only shaved part of it. I know how much it hates body hair, but I love it. And what I like is all that matters, right?"

"Yes, Sir."

Shaye toweled off Tracey, who told me she'd wait for me in the bedroom. I stepped into the shower, allowing Shaye to wash my body. As she lathered and rinsed my cock, I stroked her bald head and played with her slippery tits.

Once dried, Shaye looked up at me, smiling with satisfaction. Returning the smile, I suddenly spat in her face, laughing at her shocked reaction.

"Clean yourself up, slut. You've got more to do. No rest for the wicked."

"Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir."

In that moment, as twisted as it was, I felt an undeniable connection to Shaye. This was more than her earning a second chance from me. Shaye was learning her place with her new master and so was I. Our desires and fantasies were aligning in a way I never thought possible.

I left my ex-wife kneeling in the tub, spit dripping down her face. Climbing into bed, I pulled Tracey close to me, her soft skin warm against mine. She gently stroked my cock, teasing it back to life.

"She's crying so much," Tracey whispered, concern clear in her voice. "I respect all fetishes, but does she truly like being treated like that?"

"I thought I was punishing her for cheating on me and getting my revenge," I admitted. "But as Shaye has settled into her role, I've seen her with fresh eyes."

I paused, unsure of how to articulate my thoughts.

"I'm realizing that Shaye genuinely enjoys being my submissive fucktoy," I said quietly. "That maybe that's what she secretly wanted her whole life."

"Wow. Really?"

"I'm not a psychologist," I continued, "but I do think Isabel and Kayla were right when they said Shaye was spoiled and craved a man to control her. The more I learn about Shaye, the more I learn about myself."

I looked deeply into Tracey's eyes, feeling vulnerable but wanting to share this realization with her.

Before we could continue our conversation, the sound of Shaye crawling back into the bedroom interrupted us. Her face and body were still damp from the shower, making her appear both vulnerable and enticing.

"Sit over there and watch," I ordered Shaye.

As she complied, I turned my attention back to Tracey, kissing her with a tenderness that surprised even me. Our lips brushed against each other, our tongues slowly exploring one another's mouths. I could feel Shaye's eyes on us, and it only heightened the intensity.

My hands roamed over Tracey's slim body, reveling in the contrast between her lithe form and Shaye's curvier figure. I glanced at Shaye occasionally, enjoying the pained expression on her face as she watched us make love.

Because that's what we were doing— making love. Instead of the hard fucking we'd engaged in earlier, I was gentle with Tracey, who responded with sensual and loving caresses. I moved my mouth to her dark nipples, sucking on them tenderly before working my way down to her pussy. Taking my time, I licked and sucked on her clit, savoring every moan that escaped her lips.

Soon, Tracey shuddered with a gentle orgasm, her body trembling under my touch. My face slick with her juices, I stood up and looked into her eyes.

"Get on your knees and suck my cock," I instructed.

Tracey did what I said, kneeling before me.

"Hold her hair out of the way," I ordered Shaye, who obediently stood behind Tracey, holding the Thai girl's long black hair as Tracey took me into her mouth.

I locked eyes with Shaye as Tracey sensually sucked my cock, her tongue swirling around the head while Shaye held her hair. As this beautiful young woman worshiped my dick, I stared into the familiar green eyes of the woman I'd once planned to grow old with.

"I love fucking this girl so much," I told Shaye. "She's so young and fresh and new. Not all worn out and stretched out like you, slut."

It wasn't true, of course. Shaye was still incredibly beautiful and sex with her had always been amazing. But the hurt in Shaye's eyes at my words was deeply satisfying. It felt good to see her haughty nature broken into pieces, her ego shattered. In the rubble, Shaye was finding her true self.

I pulled my cock from Tracey's eager mouth and guided her back into bed. Spreading her thighs, I positioned myself on top of her, enjoying the feel of her small body beneath my own. Tracey groaned with delight as I rested my full weight on top of her.

But it was Shaye who was most weighing on me.

"Sit here," I told her, patting the top of the bed. "I want to look into your eyes as I fuck Tracey."

Shaye obediently sat where I told her to, her eyes glued to mine as I guided my cock into Tracey's extraordinarily tight pussy. I let out a sigh of pleasure as I sank into her, loving the constriction and grip of Tracey's tiny slit. Penetrating her really was like fucking a virgin every time. It was a battle not to cum too fast with a pussy so amazingly tight. Having Shaye's eyes on me made it even more intense.

I fucked Tracey slowly, savoring each stroke into her pussy as I cradled her head against my chest. Shaye's eyes never left mine, and I could feel the heat and tension sizzling between us.

"Don't you look away," I sternly told her. "I want to see your eyes the whole time."

Shaye couldn't have looked away if she wanted to, unable to break my gaze even if she tried. I could see the pain and lust reflecting in her eyes and I knew I was hurting Shaye every bit as much as she had hurt me.

"Do you miss my cock?" I asked Shaye.

"Yes, Sir."

"What else do you miss, slut?"

"You," she whimpered. "I miss you."

Her admission caught me by surprise. For a moment, my heart quivered and I felt a rush of love that I had once held for this woman. What we had shared was real and could not be forgotten so easily.

But then the familiar rage slowly filled me, rage at Shaye for ruining everything we had, throwing it away for a punk like Alberto, and then lying to me about it.

Shaye must have seen the cold fury filling my eyes. Tears welled in her beautiful green eyes as she held my angry gaze.

"You ruined everything," I said.

"I know."

My heart racing and my breath ragged, I unloaded inside the tiny Thai girl beneath me, flooding her pussy with my spurting cum. I held Shaye's gaze as I emptied my balls into the 19-year-old girl, knowing that the man Shaye was watching was no longer the man Shaye had cheated on. That person was gone forever and we both knew it.

I kissed Tracey deeply and then rolled off of her. Tracey snuggled against my chest and kissed my neck, the sweat of our bodies mingling together.

"Thanks, David," Tracey giggled. "Goddamn, you fuck me so good."

I kissed the girl's sweaty forehead and chuckled. "Best pussy I've ever had, girl. Your something special."

Tracey kissed me again and rested her head on my chest. I looked at Shaye, who was wordlessly watching the two of us.

"Get the fan," I told Shaye. "We need to cool off."

Shaye fetched the Japanese hand fan I'd left on the dresser for her. She stood at the edge of the bed, fanning me and Tracey as we held each other tight. Within moments, Tracey was dozing in my arms.

The room was hushed and filled with moonlight. Seeing Shaye standing there, naked and submissive, fanning me after I'd just fucked a teenaged college girl? It was like something clicked in my mind, a recognition of who I was and who I wanted to be. Looking at my ex-wife, I saw the same sort of recognition in her eyes, as if she too was finally realizing who she was.

"Is this what you want, Shaye?" I asked, deliberately breaking from our roles for a moment of genuine communication.

Shaye bit her lip, her eyes lowered. "Yes, Sir."

"I believe you. Would you like to know a secret?"

"Yes, Sir?"

"Kayla has asked me to breed her," I said. "She wants to have my babies… and I think I might agree. I'm thinking about knocking up your sister, Shaye. Would you be happy for us?"

Shaye didn't respond, her breathing rasping in the quiet bedroom.

"I asked you a question."

"Yes, Sir," she whispered. "I'd be happy for you and… and Kayla, Sir."

"I thought you would be," I murmured. "It feels good to unburden myself like this. Now I need to rest. Goodnight, slut."

"Goodnight, Sir."

I held the dozing Tracey tighter, enjoying her soft warmth. Utterly drained and content, I drifted off to sleep with Tracey in my arms and my ex-wife fanning the both of us, the cool ocean breeze from the open windows flowing over my tired body.

I awoke an hour later. Tracey was snoring lightly, still clinging to my body, her hand possessively cupping my cock. In the dim light, I could see Shaye watching us, still fanning our bodies. Her eyes glistened.

"Why are you crying?" I asked her.

"I fucked everything up, didn't I?"

"Yes," I said calmly. "You did. Why did you do it, Shaye? Do you even know?"

"Because I thought I had to make a choice," she said quietly. "Children or my career. Safety or risk. You… or sexual adventure. I thought I had to choose, so I did. And I made the wrong choices. Now I'm living with the consequences."

"That's right," I said. "Now you're living with the consequences."

I wasn't trying to be mean, just honest. My words still stung Shaye deeply. Her breath hitched and a strangled sob escaped her lips. Despite everything, it still hurt me to see her that way.

"Go to your cubbyhole," I told her tiredly. "Get some rest."

"Yes, Sir."

After Shaye left, I lay in bed, staring up at the ceiling for a long time. I thought about Shaye and the woman she was now. My ex-wife was broken in so many ways, but at least she was doing whatever it took to mend the damage. Things would never be the same, but perhaps she could find a truer sense of self in her surrender to me. By giving up control of her life to a dominant man, maybe she was finally getting what she had wanted all along.

But it was more than that keeping me awake. It was what Shaye had said before she left.


I thought I had to choose, so I did.


Shaye made disastrous decisions because she thought she had to make a choice.

Was I repeating my ex-wife's mistake?




Chapter 9






“Thanks for the workout.”







I slammed my shin into the heavy canvas bag again and again, practicing my kicking technique under Todd Chaichana's watchful eye. The sharp thud of each impact reverberated through my body, a satisfying gauge of my increasing physical power.

"Nice, but you gotta snap the kick instead of swinging it!" Todd advised me. "Rotate your hips and drive through the target."

I took his advice and snapped my kick, the impact much crisper than before. Todd was a talented trainer. I appreciated his coaching and admired him for being such a knowledgeable Muay Thai kru.

"Take a quick break," Todd said, nodding with approval at my form. "Then we'll work on your elbow strikes. I noticed you telegraph them. I'll show you how to be more sudden and sharp with the elbow work."

"Thanks, Todd," I replied, catching my breath. "Elbow work was always my weakest area when I trained in Thailand."

Todd clapped me on the shoulder and moved on to help the other students, leaving me to catch my breath and take in the energy running through my body. I enjoyed the ache of my muscles and the power of my strikes, feeling alive and strong, in control of my body just as I was in control of my life.

My thoughts drifted to Kayla, and I wondered what it would be like to raise a child with her. A boy or a girl? Which did I prefer? Raising a girl seemed like it would be harder because I'd worry about her more. I knew very well what boys wanted from girls. Having a daughter meant being on the other side of that equation. I grimaced at the thought of it.

My musings on fatherhood were interrupted by a familiar, snarling voice.

"Look at the old man, acting like he's tough shit!"

I turned to see Alberto standing nearby, hands on his hips as he glared at me. Two muscled-up guys stood behind him, grinning menacingly.

Seeing Alberto reignited the rage inside of me.

"What are you doing here?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

"Is this where you learned that faggy karate kick?"

Alberto flexed his muscles beneath his wife-beater shirt. His goons smirked behind him as the other people training around us started to take notice.

"Let's talk outside," I suggested, not wanting to bring my personal troubles into the gym.

But Alberto wasn't having it. "We'll talk where I want to talk, bitch!"

Before I could reply, Todd appeared by my side.

"Is there a problem, David?" he asked, eyeing Alberto and his friends warily.

"Nothing I can't handle," I assured him.

But Alberto interrupted me, insisting there was a problem. "This bitch kicked me like a faggot instead of fighting me straight up, like a man."

"I knocked you out with a knee, not a kick," I calmly reminded him. "I recall leaving you on the asphalt parking lot of that shitty dance club."

Alberto's face reddened in embarrassment, especially as his friends snickered at his humiliation.

"You surprised me with that gay karate shit!" Alberto spat. "You could never knock me out in a real fight."

"I'll give you a real fight anytime you want," I said.

"Ring is available right now," Todd chimed in.

Alberto hesitated, his eyes darting uncertainly. I didn't know what he expected when he came to the gym, but things didn't seem to be going the way he hoped.

Alberto's two friends hooted and slapped his back, egging him on. I knew Alberto wouldn't back down in front of his buddies.

"Set it up, bitch!" Alberto growled.

Ten minutes later, I stood in the ring, pulling on some boxing gloves. The 16-ounce gloves were much larger than the Thai gloves we usually used. Todd was treating this as a sparring match instead of an actual fight.

I slapped my fists together, making sure the gloves were securely on. I popped in my mouthpiece and watched as Alberto signed a waiver for Todd, who then helped him put on the gloves and gave him a mouthpiece.

As Alberto got ready, I noticed Tracey standing with the other trainees at the edge of the ring. I waved to her, remembering our crazy night together. The memory of her tight pussy made my cock tingle, but I forced myself to focus on the man across the ring from me. Alberto was big, strong, and angry. I knew I shouldn't underestimate him.

Todd, acting as referee, waved me forward. I went to the center of the ring to face off with Alberto, who had a nasty scowl plastered across his face. I could tell he was nervous, though he tried to hide it behind a facade of anger. Keeping my features still, I maintained my composure and met his gaze.

Todd stepped between us, reminding us that this was a boxing-only sparring match, with three rounds lasting three minutes each.

"No faggot kicking!" Alberto spat at me as we went back to our corners.

Todd held a stopwatch in his hand and gave the signal to start the fight. Alberto immediately charged towards me, swinging a wild haymaker. I dodged his punch and circled away from him. He chased after me like a dog chasing a ball, throwing all his might into each wild swing. I bobbed and weaved, avoiding his blows, feeling the wind from his missed punches brush past me.

Soon enough, Alberto was out of breath and red-faced with anger.

"Stand still and fight like a man!" he yelled, his friends jeering at me to engage him.

"Okay," I said with a shrug, squaring up with Alberto.

As he swung a wild overhand right, I snapped a crisp jab and straight right into his face. Alberto staggered back, eyes wide with surprise. I knew I could follow up and finish him off, but I wanted to teach him a lesson first. I circled around him as he flailed at me, jabbing and snapping his head back with each blow. I wasn't throwing my weight into the punches, just peppering him with arm punches, sparking him up piece by piece.

I recognized the exact moment when Alberto realized he could not win. The bravado seemed to rush out of him as the big man visibly deflated before my eyes.

Grinning, I decided it was time to drop the hammer on Alberto. I threw a stiff jab, followed by a straight right and then a hard left hook that connected squarely with his exposed chin. His head snapped violently to the side and he dropped like a sack of potatoes.

Once again, I stood over Alberto, looking down into his dazed eyes. Exultation roared through me, my heart soaring at having whupped up on this piece of shit again. Alberto was a scumbag and it felt amazing to put him on the floor. The urge to soccer kick or stomp his head was strong, but I resisted, just like last time. I knew if Alberto didn't learn his lesson after this, I'd be happy to instruct him again.

Todd waved off the fight and I casually climbed out of the ring. The crowd around us dispersed, with fighters returning to their training. Alberto's friends had entered the ring, standing by as Todd helped Alberto regain his senses.

Tracey approached me, a smile on her face. "Nice hand work. Your left hook is still too loopy, though."

"Thanks," I grinned. "I'll try to work on that."

"So who is that guy, and why'd you whip him so hard?" she asked, cocking an eyebrow at me.

"Alberto," I replied. "The guy Shaye cheated on me with."

Tracey laughed, amused by the situation. "Did that dumbass come here looking for a fight?"

"I'm not sure."

"Guess he got more than he bargained for," she mused, slapping my ass and leaning in close to whisper in my ear. "Watching you fight has made me incredibly horny. Meet me in the private changing room, like right now!"

Tracey walked off without another word. I watched her enter the changing room at the back of the gym, the one reserved for staff. I took off my gloves and tucked my mouthpiece in my shorts pocket. I snuck a glance around before making my way to the back of the gym, eager to see what awaited me in the changing room.

The moment I closed the door behind me, Tracey was on me. She was a whirlwind, her hands feverishly stripping off my sweaty shirt and shorts. As she pressed her naked body against mine, I could only shake my head and laugh at how eager this girl was to fuck.

"Turn around," I instructed her.

Tracey complied, pressing her palms flat against the cool wall and arching her back, presenting herself to me. My cock was already rock hard and I slid it into her wet slit with no hesitation. A guttural moan escaped her lips as I filled her completely, driving into her with a rough hunger fueled by the fight adrenaline.

"God, yes," she panted, urging me on. "Fuck me harder, David."

I gripped Tracey's narrow hips, pounding into her while she rubbed her clit frantically, chasing her climax. Her breathing grew ragged, and I could tell she was close. When she finally came, she bit down on her wrist to muffle her cries of ecstasy, her body shaking violently as her orgasm pulsed through her.

I allowed myself a moment to catch my breath before gently pulling out of her. Tracey turned to face me, her eyes dark and full of lust. She sank to her knees, taking my cock in her mouth and sucking me with an enthusiasm that had me seeing stars. I watched as her head bobbed up and down, her doe-like eyes locked onto mine, silently begging for my release.

Unable to resist any longer, I unloaded down her throat. She swallowed every drop, licking me clean with a satisfied hum.

"You taste so fucking good," she murmured.

As I leaned against the wall panting, Tracey quickly dressed, her movements graceful and efficient. She pressed a soft kiss to my cheek.

"Thanks for the workout," she whispered, before slipping out of the changing room.

I took a moment to catch my breath and wipe the sweat trickling down my face. I chuckled to myself as I got dressed, still stunned at just how insane my life had become.

Stepping out into the gym, I tried to ignore the smirking looks directed my way. I knew we hadn't been quiet in our fucking, but I couldn't bring myself to care.

Tracey was already leading a group through a yoga session, her lithe body moving with ease. I waved to her as I made my way towards the parking lot, wondering what else this day could throw at me.

The bright afternoon sun warmed my skin as I stepped outside, the sunlight filling me with renewed energy. I thought of Kayla waiting at The Perch for me and Isabel already planning on taking me out for another visit to The Club tonight. I was feeling exhausted after so much sex these last few weeks.

"Man, satisfying three women is more work than training Muay Thai," I said to myself.

The parking lot was full and I had parked at the far end of the lot. As I approached my LX340, a flash of movement in the reflection of the car's window caught my eye. Instinctively, I ducked just as a fist sailed over my head, hitting the glass with a dull thump.

Spinning around, I grunted as I caught a punch to the side of my head. I lashed out with an elbow, driving back the attacker and squaring up. Regaining my bearings, I realized it was Alberto's two friends who had ambushed me.

"Is this really how you want this to go down?" I snarled.

"We're gonna fuck you up, bitch!"

Alone and outnumbered, a desperate realization hit me— this wasn't a sparring match, this was a real street fight. And these guys were fighting dirty.

I didn't hesitate. I punched the nearest one in the face, dropping him with a jab-right-hook-uppercut combo that sent him reeling to the ground. I quickly moved to the other guy, snapping a kick to his head. My shin connected with his neck, and he dropped instantly.

An electric thrill shot through me, the brutality of my actions igniting something primal within. Muay Thai was a sport, but it was also a viciously effective form of self-defense.

Before I could savor the moment, a hard blow to the back of my head sent me staggering. My vision blurred, and I lurched around just in time to see Alberto swinging a tire iron at me. I managed to raise my arm and take the hard blow on my shoulder. Pain ripped through me from the impact of the tire iron, but I held my ground.

"Fight like a man!" Todd's voice suddenly rang out as he tore the tire iron from Alberto's hand.

I looked around to see a crowd had gathered from the gym, watching the spectacle unfold. Alberto's two friends were being held down by some fighters.

"Wh-what?" Alberto stammered, shocked by the crowd and Todd holding his weapon.

"Fight like a man!" Todd repeated, pushing Alberto towards me.

Alberto was caught, his ambush was wrecked. I saw fear flicker in his eyes at the angry people surrounding him.

With no other choice, he let out a shout and charged at me.

This time, I didn't hold back. I dodged his wild punch, wrapped up his head in a clinch, and drove my knee into his chin with all my force. A sickening crack echoed through the air as something broke in Alberto's jaw, and he slumped to the ground. Rage and satisfaction warred within me as I followed him to the ground like an MMA fighter, dropping elbows into his face, smashing his nose until it looked like a squashed tomato. With a last flourish, I spat into his bloody, mangled face.

"Is that man enough for you?" I shouted, my heart pounding and blood roaring in my ears.

The crowd around us murmured, some with approval, others with shock. But in that moment, hunched over my defeated enemy and wearing his blood, I felt so alive— powerful, in control, and completely unapologetic about the way I lived my life.

I got to my feet, feeling the effects of the fight, my head ringing and my shoulder aching like hell from the tire iron. I could taste blood in my mouth. I probed it with my tongue, realizing one of my molars was loose.

"David, are you okay?" Tracey asked as she rushed to my side.

Her dark brown eyes searched mine, looking for any sign of distress. I glanced down at the bloody mess that was Alberto's face and then up into the cloudless sky where the sun hung high, blazing down upon us.

The contrast between the beauty of the day and the violence that had just occurred struck me in a way I couldn't quite explain, and I began to laugh. It started low, deep in my chest, before bubbling up and pouring out of me, filling the parking lot with the sound of my joy.

"David?" Tracey worriedly asked again, her brow furrowing in confusion at my reaction. "Are you sure you're okay? Did he hit your head?"

I pulled her close, wrapping her in my arms, and pressed my lips against her forehead.

"I've never been better!" I told her, my laughter still echoing around us.

The adrenaline coursed through my veins, mingling with the lust that always seemed to be present when I was around this beautiful young woman. Tracey shook her head in wonder, a small smile playing on her lips as she looked up at me.

"You're something else, David," she murmured, her breath warm against my skin.

"Something else," I agreed.

I released Tracey from my embrace and took a step back, still grinning despite the pain coursing through my body. My laughter slowly faded, replaced by a sense of satisfaction and quiet pride.

As we stood there in the parking lot, surrounded by the aftermath of the fight, I thought about how far I had come since Shaye's betrayal. I was no longer the same man I had been— broken, unsure of myself, desperate for love and validation. Instead, I had found a new strength inside me, an unrelenting desire to live life on my own terms and embrace the passions that burned within.

I really was something else.

"Come on," I said to Tracey, taking her hand and leading her back toward the gym. "Let's get cleaned up."

As we walked, I felt the sun's warmth on my skin and the gentle breeze ruffling my hair. I knew deep down that I was making the right choices for myself. With every step, I left behind the old David and embraced the man I had become— one who sought pleasure, passion, and love with joyful abandon, unapologetic and free.




Chapter 10






“This is just the beginning.”







I stood at the edge of my backyard, looking out over Raney's Cove. The sun dipped below the horizon, casting shades of orange and pink across the sky.

The view was breathtaking, but my thoughts were consumed by the whirlwind of events since I'd returned from Thailand. Just seven months ago, I was wasting away in Bangkok nightclubs, seeking comfort in the arms of strangers who didn't give a damn about me.

Now, everything had changed.

Generational wealth filled my bank accounts and The Perch was mine. Beautiful women vied for my affection, offering to bear my children and continue my legacy. Everything I thought I wanted was within reach, but the choice before me weighed heavily on my heart.

I breathed in the salty sea air, the scent reminding me of the long-ago days when my grandfather built this house on the cliff overlooking the cove. A stab of sadness hit me as I thought of Catherine Anderson and the tragic story of her daughter, Patricia.

My grandfather and Catherine both made the wrong choices, hurting themselves and others. Shaye's impulsive decisions had ruined her life.

I wouldn't follow in their footsteps. I was determined to forge my own path.

With one last look at the setting sun, I turned and headed back into The Perch.

The aroma of rosemary and garlic permeated the air, tantalizing my senses as I entered the dining room. Tracey, Isabel, and Kayla sat around the table, their laughter and light conversation echoing through the room. The sight of them together, so at ease with one another, filled me with quiet joy.

"Hey, David," Isabel said, raising an eyebrow as she looked me up and down. "We were just discussing our educational backgrounds. Did you know that our dear Tracey here is thinking of majoring in applied psychology?"

"Really?" I replied, intrigued by this revelation. "That's quite fascinating."

Tracey blushed, tucking a strand of her brown hair behind her ear. "Well, advertising has always been an interest of mine. Besides, I think understanding people is important, especially when it comes to relationships."

"Agreed," I said, nodding.

Isabel turned to Kayla, who had been quiet. "And what about you, Kayla? What led you to study hospitality?"

Kayla shrugged, her green eyes meeting mine. "I guess college wasn't my thing. But I enjoyed learning about the hospitality industry, and I figured an Associate's degree could help me get a decent job."

"Sounds like a smart move," I said.

In a corner of the room, Shaye sat silently, wearing only her dog collar. The moment I made eye contact with her, the room fell quiet, tension filling the air as each woman awaited my announcement.

"Tracey, thank you for joining us tonight," I began, addressing the lovely Thai-American girl. "I appreciate your presence, even though you're not part of this whole thing."

"Of course," she replied with a grin. "I'm super curious about the dynamic between you and your women."

"Me and my women," I echoed, amused by the phrase.

My gaze shifted between Kayla and Isabel, both of whom sat on the edge of their seats, anticipation written all over their faces.

"I know you want to hear my decision," I said. "Who I've chosen as my full-time lover. And I have come to a decision, one that may not be what you expect."

Walking towards Isabel, I leaned over her and gently ran my fingers through her dark, luscious hair. Her eyes searched mine, a mix of hope and uncertainty swirling within them.

"Isabel," I began, "you are one of the most fascinating women I've ever known. Despite being born in poverty, you became an incredibly successful entrepreneur. Your beauty, your sexy curvy body, your passion for life— it's addictive."

My fingertips traced the curve of her cheek, lingering for a moment before continuing.

"Your desire for sexual exploration and connection to hidden pleasures is something I could spend a lifetime discovering. You are rare, exciting, and utterly irresistible."

I turned my attention to Kayla, her golden hair cascading over her shoulders like a waterfall of sunlight. I thought back to when I returned from Thailand. Kayla had been the first person to welcome me home. Since then, she'd consistently shown herself to be warm, gentle, and utterly devoted to me.

"Kayla," I began, reaching out to stroke her hair. "You've been an unwavering source of comfort and care for me. Your devotion only amplifies your stunning good looks and skill in bed."

She blushed at my words, her eyes glistening with unspoken hope.

"You're everything a man could ask for— femininity, grace, beauty, and desire. And you have something even more valuable— youth and a willingness to give me a child."

I thought about Catherine Anderson and Patricia, how their stories had taught me that family was truly the only thing that mattered in life. It was with this knowledge that I'd made my decision.

As I rested my hands on Isabel and Kayla's shoulders, I could feel their tension. They both held their breath, waiting anxiously for my verdict.

"The one thing I learned from Shaye's betrayal is that a false choice can be more destructive than no choice at all," I said slowly, looking between the two women before me. "I need the adventure Isabel offers just as much as I need the comforting love of Kayla."

I paused for a moment, gathering my thoughts.

"I won't be forced to make a false choice like Shaye did. So, I won't choose between you two. I want you both."

Stunned silence filled the room. Kayla and Isabel exchanged glances, unsure what to say. Finally, Isabel broke the silence.

"How would that work?" she asked hesitantly.

"Isabel, you would remain my lover, and I would join you on the sexual adventures you want to share with me," I explained. "I've been in communication with The Club, and they have big plans for the future, plans I want to share with you."

Kayla's eyes were wide with anticipation as she asked, "And me?"

"Kayla, you'll move into the main house with me. We'll share our lives, and you'll bear my children," I said. "I'll always be with you, just like I'll always be with Isabel. I'll be both of yours. You'll just have to share me."

The room seemed to hold its collective breath as Kayla and Isabel looked at each other, weighing their options.

"Kayla and I made a pretty good team the other night when we shared you in bed," Isabel said.

Kayla's cheeks flushed pink, but she met Isabel's gaze and nodded. "We're different, but we complement each other well."

I looked between them, feeling a strange mix of nerves and excitement. "Will you both be part of my life?"

Isabel's eyes sparkled as she responded without hesitation. "Yes, I'm game for a little poly romance."

Kayla furrowed her brow, clearly unfamiliar with the term. "I don't know what that means, but I'm willing to share you with someone as adventurous as Isabel. There's never a boring moment when you're around, Isabel."

"We're agreed then?" I asked.

"Agreed," they both said in unison.

My relief and joy were palpable as I leaned in to kiss them. The taste of their soft lips was familiar yet enticing, making me want more from both women.

Tracey, ever the tease, chimed in with a mischievous grin. "Don't forget, I still want to visit for some action."

Kayla giggled, and Isabel appraised Tracey with unabashed interest.

"I'd like you to join us in our adventures as well," Isabel told her, her voice sultry and inviting. "I have a feeling you'd enjoy The Club."

Tracey's giggle transformed into a throaty chuckle, her eyes alight.

"Sounds intriguing," she said.

Clearing my throat, I turned my attention to Shaye, who sat silently in her corner.

"Slut, stand up and join me at the head of the table," I commanded.

She obeyed without hesitation, her eyes downcast as she approached. As she stood before me, I openly admired her form— the curve of her neck, the swell of her breasts, the flair of her wide hips.

Running my hand over her bristly scalp, then down her neck and across her chest, I murmured, "You still have the most amazing body. It's a shame to let all this beauty go to waste."

Shaye kept her gaze lowered, waiting for whatever humiliation I had planned. Yet I could see her genuine surrender. She had fully submitted to me, relinquishing all control.

"Despite all the tears… or maybe because of them… you've found the role you've always secretly craved," I told Shaye. "Our relationship will never be the same, but it can be something different, something better. For you and for me."

"That's all I want, Sir," she rasped, her voice barely audible.

"I believe you," I replied softly, taking out the contract from my pocket. "Turn around."

Using Shaye's back as a table, I signed my name next to hers.

"There. Now your one year of bondage to me can truly begin."

Shaye took the paper from me, clutching it to her chest.

"What do you want me to do, Sir?" she asked.

"Whatever I want," I said with a smile.

"Yes, Sir."

Looking around at the beautiful women gathered with me, I felt a surge of warmth and happiness.

"Alright," I announced. "Here's what I want."

I gave them their instructions, telling them exactly what I wanted them to do.

Kayla and Isabel exchanged excited glances before they began clearing the dining table together. Their movements were swift and efficient, proof of their blossoming teamwork.

I watched them, my pulse ratcheting up as Tracey kneeled in front of me. Her dark eyes met mine for a moment before she leaned in and opened my pants, her lips wrapping around my cock, sucking it into her warm, wet mouth. The sensation was exquisite, and I let out a low groan of pleasure.

Meanwhile, Kayla stripped off her clothes with a teasing slowness that had my heart pounding. She climbed onto the table, laying on her back with her legs dangling over the edge. Her blonde hair fanned out around her head like a golden halo. She looked like a goddess, waiting to be worshipped.

I pulled my cock from Tracey's mouth, feeling a twinge of regret at leaving her skilled tongue behind. But my focus was now on Kayla, her body laid bare and inviting. I approached her, the scent of her arousal like a musky perfume for me to savor.

"Spread your thighs for me, Kayla."

She eagerly complied, her legs opening wide to reveal the glistening folds between them. I ran my fingers through the golden pubic hair I loved so much, then lifted Kayla's legs over my shoulders, positioning myself at her entrance.

Tracey stood nearby, guiding my dick into Kayla's wet pussy with a gentle hand. At the same time, Isabel moved to kneel by Kayla's side, her fingers expertly massaging Kayla's erect clit. Shaye stood a respectful distance away, her eyes wide as she took in the scene before her.

"Look at us," I breathed, my gaze sweeping over the beautiful women surrounding me. "We're amazing."

As I slid my cock into Kayla's wet pussy, her moans mingling with the sound of our bodies coming together, I felt a sense of profound satisfaction deep in my bones.

"David, give me a baby," Kayla begged, her voice desperate and pleading.

I nodded, my heart swelling with love and desire for this incredible woman. With each gentle thrust, I felt myself getting closer to that blissful moment when I would flood her fertile womb with my seed.

As Tracey stroked Kayla's hair and Isabel continued to pleasure her clit, I knew we were embarking on something extraordinary. The mixture of desire, love, and sexual adventure was an intoxicating bond we all shared.

I couldn't wait to see where this journey would take us.

"This is just the beginning," I told my women.




Epilogue






One year later.







A year had passed, and I found myself in a new world.

My body pressed against Shaye's voluptuous curves, my cock plunging in and out of her, her sobs of pleasure like music to my ears. The sun filtered through the curtains, casting warm patterns on her skin as it shimmered with sweat. My eyes roved over her body, lingering on the curly blonde tufts of pubic hair at the apex of her thighs, her toned stomach, and the way her big breasts bounced with each hard thrust.

"More, more, more," she begged, her voice wild and desperate, drowning in sensations that had long been denied her.

The collar and leash I'd bought for Shaye a year ago jingled merrily around her neck, a constant reminder of the journey we'd taken together. They looked worn from hard daily use. Like Shaye, they were frayed but still holding strong.

As I fucked Shaye, I reveled in the realization that she was finally experiencing a real cock again, instead of the dildos I'd made her use for so long. The feeling of her tight cunt wrapped around my dick was heaven. It felt so familiar, yet so different. It had been over two years since I last buried myself inside her.

"You worthless slut," I whispered as I stared into her green eyes, seeing the desperation and joy dancing within them. "You're so beautiful right now."

She knew she had earned this moment, the privilege of having my cock inside her once more. I felt a deep satisfaction as I took in her short, boyish haircut, a style that I'd allowed her to grow during the last few months of her bondage. She had done everything I'd demanded of her, proving her dedication and earning her place back in my life and in my bed.

"David…" she moaned. "Oh god, David."

"What the fuck did you call me?" I growled.

"Sir!" she corrected herself, her eyes wild. "I meant, Sir!"

"Tell me what you want," I demanded as I continued to thrust into her.

"Your cum, Sir! Please… I need it so badly," she gasped, her eyes pleading, the raw honesty in her gaze making my heart ache.

"Good slut," I said. "You'll get your reward soon enough."

As we moved together, our bodies tangled in lust and rediscovery, I marveled at how much had happened in the last year. Shaye had come so far, and so had I. We were no longer the same people we'd been, but somehow, we'd found our way back to each other's arms.

What we had before was gone. What we had now was even better.

"Turn over, slut," I ordered.

The words slipped from my lips as if they had always belonged there. A year of dominating Shaye had made controlling her a part of who I was.

"Yes, Sir!"

She quickly complied, flipping over onto her hands and knees, her round ass presented to me like an offering.

I admired the sight before me— Shaye's pussy glistening with our combined juices, her ass cheeks spread wide. And just above that, the fresh tattoo on her lower back. The bold letters spelling out "SLUT" and "MHBTD" for My Holes Belong To David were stark against her pale skin, permanent proof of her submission and commitment to me. It was a powerful reminder of the journey we'd both been on, a journey that had led us to this very moment.

"Two years, slut!" I growled, gripping her hips and thrusting my rigid cock back into her waiting pussy.

Shaye cried out in ecstasy, her moans filling the room as I picked up the pace, driven by the sight of her inked declaration.

"Did you miss my cock?"

"Y-yes, Sir, I missed it so much!" Shaye sobbed, her body trembling with need. "Please, give me your cum! Please!"

Her desperate pleas sent a jolt of electricity through my veins, pushing me closer and closer to the edge. With each deep thrust, I felt my orgasm building until, finally, I couldn't hold back any longer.

I came hard, flooding Shaye's cunt with my seed until it overflowed and dripped down her thighs. As I did so, I delivered a sharp slap to her ass, leaving a crimson handprint in its wake.

With a satisfied grunt, I pulled out of Shaye, my cock slick with cum and her pussy juices. Without needing to be told, she dropped to her knees and began lovingly cleaning my dick with her mouth, licking up every drop and swallowing it down greedily. The last year had permanently changed her. Shaye knew her role and performed it well.

"Help me get dressed, slut," I instructed her as she looked up at me adoringly. "Today is your big day."

"Yes, Sir," she replied softly, a smile playing on her lips.

As she helped me into my clothes, I wondered what the future held for us. I knew our lives would never be the same, that the past could not be undone. But perhaps that was for the best. After all, we were no longer the people we once were, and in finding our new relationship, we had also found something far more precious— our true selves.

As I led Shaye down the stairs, clad in my tailor-made suit, I felt a deep swell of affection for her. Her naked body glided gracefully behind me, connected to me by the leash clipped to her dog collar. The sound of laughter and conversation reached my ears, signaling that Kayla, Isabel, and Tracey were already enjoying themselves in the dining room.

"Come on," I told Shaye softly, pausing at the bottom of the stairs to look into her eyes. Their green depths held nothing but eager anticipation, her face open and placid. "Let's not keep them waiting any longer."

"Yes, Sir," she replied meekly.

I opened the door to the dining room, revealing the beautifully decorated space. Flowers adorned the table, while balloons and crepe streamers hung from the ceiling, giving the room a festive atmosphere. A banner on the wall proudly proclaimed, "You Did It!" in sparkly gold letters.

"Shaye!" Kayla, Isabel, and Tracey exclaimed in unison as they caught sight of us. Their cheers filled the room as a blush of happiness crept up Shaye's neck.

"Welcome back, Shaye!" Tracey called out, raising her glass of sparkling juice in a toast.

The other two women followed suit, their faces brimming with joy and excitement.

"Thank you, everyone," Shaye murmured, her voice wavering slightly with emotion.

The moment was electric as Isabel approached me, her sultry eyes meeting mine with her usual mix of mischief and desire. She pressed her full lips against mine in a hard kiss before turning her attention to Shaye. I smiled as she wrapped Shaye in a tender hug and wiped away the tears of joy that were streaming down her best friend's face.

"Congratulations, girl," Isabel whispered into Shaye's ear. "You've come so far."

I watched them embrace, my mind drifting to the wild adventures I'd shared with Isabel over the past year. From the first time she invited me to The Club, Isabel had consistently pushed the boundaries of my sexual appetites, opening me up to experiences I never knew I craved. The mansion I bought on the other side of Raney's Cove had expanded our playground. Under her guidance, it had become an extension of The Club. Blondie and Red, those enigmatic vixens from The Club, now lived there full time. I grinned at the thought of how many times I'd fucked them both without ever knowing their real names. That was just how things worked at The Club, and I loved it.

My thoughts were interrupted by Tracey stepping forward, her brown eyes shining with admiration and affection. She kissed me softly before turning to Shaye, pulling her into a warm, loving embrace. Their connection had deepened significantly over the past year, especially after Tracey became pregnant with my child. It made sense— they would soon raise my child together, a bond forged not only in love but in responsibility.

"Tracey," Shaye murmured. "Thank you for everything."

"Of course," Tracey chuckled. "How could I resist a hot piece of ass like you?"

As I watched them laugh and tearfully hug, I felt a surge of pride for the young woman who carried my child. Four months into her pregnancy, Tracey was determined to stay on track with her education, attending classes online and preparing for a future that would soon include our baby. She hadn't moved into The Perch yet, but once the child was born, she'd become a permanent part of my ever-expanding family.

"Tracey," I said, drawing her attention back to me, "you're going to be an amazing mother."

She blushed at my words, glancing down at her growing belly before meeting my gaze again. "I'll do my best, David. For both of us."

"Hey!" Isabel chimed in with a playful smirk. "Don't forget about me! I might want to join the mommy club someday."

I laughed aloud, knowing full well that my fiery Latina lover would have a hard time sacrificing her wild escapades for the quieter life of motherhood. But who knew what the future held?

"Of course, Isabel," I replied, my voice laced with affection. "I'll knock you up whenever you want."

"Finally, it's my turn," Kayla said with a smile as she approached me and Shaye.

Kayla's pregnant belly was prominent, making her look even more radiant than usual. She was due to give birth in less than a month. She kissed me gently on the lips.

"Look at this," she whispered excitedly, showing me her phone.

The screen displayed a photo of Patricia and several other residents from Bayfeld Manor, all happily tending to the cemetery where Catherine Anderson was buried. It felt good knowing that my financial support had enabled these special people to care for these abandoned cemeteries. It gave them a sense of purpose and an opportunity to take part in their community through service.

It warmed my heart to see Patricia so happy. She had become like family to Kayla and me over the past year, and we made sure to visit her every month.

"Family truly is everything," I said as I wrapped my arm around Kayla's waist, pulling her close.

"Definitely," she agreed.

"Kayla," Shaye said in a trembling voice.

"Welcome back, sis," Kayla said softly as she hugged Shaye tightly. "I'm so glad you're here with us."

"Thank you, Kayla," Shaye whispered, her voice choked with emotion as she returned the embrace.

The bond between the two sisters had only grown stronger throughout this journey, and it was beautiful to witness. Shaye was eager to help Kayla raise our child. Part of Shaye's new life was serving the other women in my household. Soon she would move out of her cubbyhole and into the guest house permanently. She'd joyfully embraced her role as a helpmate to my women and a sexual servant to me.

"Alright, enough crying!" Isabel announced as she retrieved a stunning sundress and a pair of heels from a nearby bag. "Let's get you dressed, girl!"

The atmosphere in the room shifted instantly. Laughter filled the air as the women helped Shaye into her new attire. It was the first time in a year that she had worn proper clothing inside The Perch, and I experienced a shocking surge of lust as I watched her slip into the dress. Clothes made her body look even more incredible, and I knew I was fortunate to have brought her back into my life, even if our relationship was nothing like what it used to be.

"You look amazing," I said softly.

Shaye lowered her eyes as I turned her around to examine her body, which seemed even more tempting now that it was clad in the delicate fabric. I ran my hands over her curves, delighting in the way she yielded to my touch.

"You've done well this past year, proving yourself to me."

I could see the emotions swirling behind her green eyes. "Thank you, Sir."

"Things can never be what they were between us," I reminded her gently, gauging her reaction. "But our new life together will be even better. Do you agree?"

"Yes, Sir," she replied without hesitation.

"David," I corrected her, stroking her cheek. "You may call me David, Shaye."

Tears filled her eyes as I pulled her into an embrace, feeling her trembling form pressed against mine. Kayla, Isabel, and Tracey watched us, their own eyes brimming with tears. This moment felt like a turning point, a milestone in all our lives.

I leaned in and kissed Shaye tenderly on the lips, the first time I had kissed her in over two years. The kiss felt more intimate than anything we had shared earlier, connecting us in a way that transcended sex.

"Let's go outside," I suggested, pulling away from her. "We have something for you to do."

A cheer erupted from the other women as they led us out to the pool area. The atmosphere was light and joyful, a stark contrast to the heavy emotions that had filled the room just moments before.

Shaye, Kayla, Tracey, and Isabel gathered around the patio table, chatting and laughing as Isabel busied herself with opening the grill and preparing to light it. Shaye held the signed list of demands in her hands, ready to burn the document now that her year of bondage to me had been completed.

I took a moment to walk to the edge of the yard, where I could take in the view of Raney's Cove. It was a calm, sunny day, the air filled with the cries of seagulls soaring overhead. Across the water, I could see the house I had purchased for The Club, a monument to my new life of sexual adventure.

As I stood there, I thought back to the broken man I had been a year ago. Now, I had everything I could want in life— true love, unlimited sex, and a genuine sense of purpose. I imagined my grandfather Peter standing in this very spot all those years ago, dreaming of the home he would build for his family. The weight of his legacy settled on my shoulders, and I knew I was where I was meant to be.

"David," Kayla called softly, joining me at the edge of the yard. "It's time to burn the contract."

"Okay."

Kayla wrapped her arms around me from behind. I felt the warmth of her body pressed against mine, grounding me in the present moment. Her sweet scent filled my nostrils as I turned to face her, kissing her forehead and letting my hands gently roam over her swollen belly.

"Peter is kicking like crazy today," she told me, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

I placed a hand on her stomach, feeling the movement within her womb.

"I can feel him!" I laughed. "He might grow up to be a pro soccer player."

"With a man like you for his father, David will be whatever he wants!"

As we stood there, Shaye approached us and nestled herself under my arm, seeking the comfort and closeness I'd denied her for so long.

"Come here, you two," I said as Isabel and Tracey joined our embrace.

Soon, I was encircled by the warmth and love of these four incredible women who meant so much to me. As we held each other, I took a moment to observe each of their faces, the joy that radiated from them, the trust they placed in me, and the desire that simmered just below the surface. I recalled the journey I had taken to find my true self in Thailand, and how it had ultimately led me back home, to this beautiful, unconventional family we had built together.

In their arms, I knew we were embarking on a new chapter in our lives, one filled with endless possibilities. As I gazed into their eyes, I felt so grateful for the love we shared and the future that awaited us.

THE END
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