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Chapter 1

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His answer is, of course, yes.

"Then come here," I say.

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

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

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

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

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

He shivers. He knows better than to speak.

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

He twitches. It’s involuntary.

I look up. "You’re so easy, Greg."

He nods, desperate for me to keep going.

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

"Hands behind your back," I say.

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

"Do you want more?" I ask.

"Yes," he whispers, voice broken.

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

"Please, Alice."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He gasps, eyes wide with disbelief.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You make the cutest noises," I say, almost to myself.

His hands are shaking now. He’s beyond words, reduced to primal urges and the need for relief. I pity him, but only a little. I kneel up, wipe my lips, and smile. "Maybe if you’re very good, I’ll let you cum tonight," I say, standing and smoothing my skirt. I check in the mirror. Not a hair out of place.

Greg collapses onto his back, cock still at full attention, leaking helplessly onto his stomach. He watches me, eyes glazed with a mixture of worship and resentment.

"Thank you," he manages, voice hoarse.

I grin, all teeth. "You’re welcome."

I leave him there, undone and desperate, and walk into the bathroom to wash my hands. I run the water cold, feeling the pleasant chill against my skin, and wonder idly if he’ll masturbate when I’m gone, or if he’ll wait for permission. Not caring is my decision. The system works.

#

When I return to the bedroom, Greg is still lying there, exactly as I expected. His hands are limp at his sides now, as if he’s forgotten they ever belonged to him. His cock is softer than before, but only by a degree; the humiliation of being edged and denied lingers, chemical, refusing to dissipate. I walk in, phone in hand, and sit beside him. He looks up at me with the eyes of a whipped dog—hopeful, needy, and not a little broken.

I tap the phone screen. “I have a question,” I say, tone light, as if we’re about to discuss what to order for dinner.

He tries to sit up, thinks better of it, and props himself on his elbows. “What’s up?” His voice is hoarse, still wrecked from earlier.

I look him over. His hair sticks to his forehead with sweat, the flush that still burns in his cheeks, the way his thighs tremble every time I cross my legs. I let the silence draw out, just a moment longer than is comfortable.

“What would you do if I ever cheated on you?” I ask. I say it as if I’m not expecting an answer.

He freezes. His jaw works, searching for the right response. I track his eyes: first confusion, then denial, then a wave of panic. But the actual answer, the one that matters, comes from below his waist. His cock jerks visibly, as if it’s heard an invitation.

I point to it. “See, I knew you’d like that,” I say, unable to suppress a small laugh.

He covers himself with a hand, embarrassed.

“Oh, don’t bother,” I say, and place my hand on his arm, pushing it aside. “We both know it’s not going anywhere.”

He blushes, deeply and hotly. “I don’t like it,” he says, but it’s unconvincing.

I lean in close, letting my breath brush his ear. “Liar,” I whisper. Then, louder: “Would you want to watch?”

He shakes his head, eyes squeezed shut. But his cock answers for him, growing harder again, the tip already wet.

I draw a slow circle on his chest with my finger. “I’m only joking,” I say, though we both know I’m not. “But if you ever got suspicious, would you want to know where I am?”

He tries to process this, but I move on before he can catch up. “What if I got you a smartwatch? You could see where I am all the time.”

He looks at me, puzzled. “What for?”

“Call it a… relationship enhancer,” I say. “It could link to my phone. There’s a feature that lets you see my location whenever you want.” I whisper it, almost tender, as if I’m offering him security. “That way, you’d always know where I am. Yoga classes, grocery store, whatever.”

He stares at me, unsure. “You want me to track you?”

I shake my head. “No. I want you to feel safe. It also does heart rate and sleep tracking,” I say, as if that’s important.

“Is this a joke?” he asks.

I smile, but do not answer.

I lie down next to him, fully clothed, and pull him into my lap. He buries his face in my blouse, desperate for some trace of comfort. I pet his hair, slowly and methodically, and whisper, “You trust me, don’t you?”

He nods almost violently.

I let him settle there, my hand on the back of his neck, fingers drumming a slow, soothing rhythm. I want him to understand there is no escape, but he doesn’t have to be afraid.

I press a kiss to his temple. “Good boy,” I say.

He exhales, relieved, but his body remains taut, his cock pressed hard and hot against my thigh. I ignore it. This is no longer about sex.

After a while, I get up and retrieve a fresh blouse, changing right in front of him. I button it slowly, letting him watch. I slip on a tailored jacket and a pair of slacks, dressing for the day. Greg remains on the bed, naked, watching me with adoration and something darker. His cock, still at attention, leaks a steady line of pre-cum onto his stomach.

I check my reflection in the mirror. Not a wrinkle. Not a hair out of place. “I’ll be back late,” I say, collecting my phone and bag. “Dinner’s in the fridge.”

He makes a small affirmative noise, but doesn’t move.

I walk to the door, turn, and look at him one last time. He’s sprawled on the bed, legs open, his body a map of my making. His cock is still throbbing, twitching with every heartbeat. I feel a flush of satisfaction, warm and total.

The last thing I see as I close the door is his hand moving toward his cock, hesitating, unsure if he’s allowed to finish. I smile, knowing the answer.

The system is perfect.


Chapter 2

The glass doors shudder against their hinges as I step into the boutique, Greg half a pace behind me, shoulders already braced for whatever comes next.

A high-polished marble floor reflects every movement, from ankle to eyebrow. The ceiling, set with embedded LEDs, glows with a surgically clean white that is the opposite of comforting.

In the reflection I see my outline—a hard line of navy sheath dress, black patent heels, the suggestion of stocking at the knee. The outfit commands attention, but it is not too aggressive.

Greg is not the only one who notices. Even though the boutique is crowded, the men behind the counters look up the way interns look up from their laptops when a senior VP walks by, hoping to make contact but desperate not to seem obvious. Seth Adams materializes in front of us like a well-trained butler: forty, maybe, with silvered hair cut close enough to show the grid of his scalp, a face made for earnestness. His suit is navy; his tie a micro-pattern that suggests obsessive attention to detail. His handshake is brisk and somehow paternal.

"Welcome! I’m Seth. How can I help you two today?" His gaze flicks between us, taking in every detail, then anchors politely to my face.

"We have an appointment," I say.

"For the new fitness band?" He gestures with an open palm, ushering us towards the back. "Of course. You must be Mrs. Thompson. We have the latest models set up for private demonstration. Just follow me."

The boutique is a surgical theater for consumer electronics: a grid of freestanding stations, each under-lit with soft blue halos, each displaying a single object ranging from phones to watches and speakers. The other customers are uniformly intense, the way rich men become when technology promises to solve a problem they never knew they had.

Seth leads us to a table set off from the main floor, backed by a wall of smoked glass. Three matte-black fitness bands lie in a careful row, alongside a pair of tablets and a wireless charger puck. He pulls a chair for me, and I cross my legs with intent, feeling the tension rise in Greg beside me. I smell his deodorant, faintly citrus under the aftershave, and wonder if he suspects how transparent his desire is in this light.

Seth sits across from us, folding his hands neatly. "We have the new Titan X, rated best in biometric accuracy. Full suite. Heart, oxygen, sleep, even blood glucose if you opt in for the premium sensors." He slides a band down the table with a flourish. "But I think you’ll find the real innovation is in the tracking."

Greg, still standing, looks at the band as if it might bite him. I lean forward, letting the neckline do some work, and pluck the band between two fingers. The surface is impossibly smooth, the buckle a perfect satin of surgical steel. "You mean location?" I say. I raise an eyebrow for effect.

"Not just GPS," Seth says, his eyes gleaming. "We use triangulation from Wi-Fi and Bluetooth as well. Indoors, you can get accuracy down to a meter, sometimes less. That’s… unprecedented." He is proud, genuinely so. Greg clears his throat.

"So it could tell if someone was, say, in one apartment or another in the same building?"

Seth beams. "Absolutely. If the building has public Wi-Fi. Or even just a lot of Bluetooth devices nearby. The band can plot your exact floor and even which room, in real time."

I meet Greg’s eyes. There is a flicker of panic, quickly masked as he fidgets with the edge of the table. I smile at Seth. "How does the privacy work?"

He launches into a well-oiled spiel: "You can set who’s allowed to view your location. You can share in real-time, or only allow access for designated times or events. If you want your spouse to see where you are during workouts or commutes, you can automate that. But you can revoke permissions, of course."

The last bit is directed at me, and I see Greg’s jaw tighten. I glance at Greg, then back at Seth. "Perfect. We’ll take it." I say it with a finality that silences all further pitching.

Seth’s face splits into a salesman's grin. "Let’s get you fitted, then." He stands, moving to my side with a deference that is almost old-fashioned. "If you’d like to give me your wrist?"

I offer my left arm, extending it palm up. Seth’s fingers are cool and precise as he snaps the band around my wrist, adjusting it so the sensor sits just above my pulse. He presses my wrist gently, his own thumb on my inner arm, feeling the throb of my heartbeat with professional detachment. I sense Greg watching, eyes pinned to the point of contact.

"Is it comfortable?" Seth asks, lingering just a second too long.

"It’s perfect," I say, and mean it.

Seth nods, then gestures for Greg’s phone. "If you want to link the device, I can walk you through the pairing and show you how the app interface works."

Greg pulls out his phone, hands trembling so slightly I doubt anyone but me would notice. I set my hand on his forearm, the band newly heavy on my wrist, and squeeze just enough to let him feel the pressure.

Seth launches into the setup, directing Greg to download the companion app. The tone of his voice is conspiratorial, as if this is a secret being passed down from master to apprentice. As the app loads, Seth glances at me. "Would you like to customize the privacy settings now, or later?"

"Now," I say, folding my hands atop the table. I want to watch Greg sweat.

Seth walks us through each screen: authorizations, real-time tracking, emergency contact, even a "private mode" that a separate password can only override.

"If you want to be undetectable, you can toggle this, but you’ll need her permission to turn it back on," he tells Greg.

I watch Greg’s face as he nods along, not trusting himself to speak. Seth shows the live tracking on his own tablet. He shows how the blue dot—me—moves in relation to the store. "See? It even detects which side of the boutique you’re on."

He walks me to the wall and points at the tablet. "See? The band is pinging you right here. Even picks up subtle movements."

I glance back at Greg, who is pale, with the tips of his ears burning red. "Very impressive," I say. "Is there a way to check the pulse remotely?"

Seth nods. "That’s a premium feature, but yes. You can monitor vitals anytime." He holds up the tablet, where a digital heartbeat pulses on screen, matching mine. Greg stares at the screen, then at my wrist. There is something like awe in his expression, but also a new flavor of dread. I make a show of examining the band, turning my wrist, running a finger over the sensor. The gesture is intimate, as if I am already memorizing the feeling.

I look at Seth. "Thank you. This is exactly what we needed."

Leading us to a more private room, Seth motions for us to take the two seats closest together, and I slide in first, pulling Greg beside me so our thighs touch under the table. The air smells faintly of disinfectant and male ambition. Seth sits at the head, boots his own laptop, and lays out the setup with the brisk confidence of a man who’s spent years explaining things to people who do not listen. "We’ll get you up and running in two minutes flat," he says, fingers flying over the keys. "First, we’ll need to assign the device to your personal account. That way you get all the customizations—workouts, locations, everything."

I lean closer to Greg, close enough that my perfume must be overpowering, and rest my hand atop his knee, just beyond the border of the table. He tenses, then relaxes into the contact. I can practically hear the whir of anxiety in his chest.

Seth asks for my e-mail and a physical address. I give him my work address first, then pause as he prompts for "secondary locations." I say, "Let’s add my yoga studio. He likes to know I’m actually there," and give him the address of the strip-mall Hot Vinyasa that Greg loathes with a personal passion. I glance at Greg as I say it, and his eyes flick up to meet mine—there’s a warning there, a plea, but mostly resignation.

Seth leans in, eager to show off. "See here? It’s showing her at this table. The accuracy improves as you walk around. Want to test it?"

I nod, and stand, pushing my chair out with a calculated scrape. Greg’s gaze goes straight to the hem of my dress. I circle the room, pausing by the wall, watching Greg’s phone as the blue dot shifts incrementally from one side of the glass table to the other. "It’s almost too good," I say, returning to my seat. I put my hand back on Greg’s leg, this time an inch higher, and squeeze. "So he’ll always know where I am?"

My hand glides up to Greg's cock, rubbing him as the salesman speaks. The touch is deliberate, light yet purposeful, a silent reminder of where the power truly lies in this dynamic.

Greg's breath catches, a mixture of arousal and unease clouding his eyes as the sensation courses through him. I feel the heat of his skin beneath my fingertips, the promise of control palpable in the air between us.

Seth laughs, unbeknownst of what I’m doing to poor Greg, the sound wholesome and unaware. "That’s the idea. The major advantage is peace of mind. Down to about five meters, depending on the building’s infrastructure."

Greg tries to smile. "Wow," he says, but the word lands flat.

I slide my foot from my shoe under the table and let it drift up the inside of Greg’s calf, grazing the skin just above his sock as I continue to move my hand over his hard cock. He jerks, only slightly, but I feel it all the way up his thigh. Greg’s knuckles are white on his phone. I slip my hand from his leg and rest it on the table, folding both hands in my lap as if in prayer.

Seth moves to complete the registration, typing furiously. "Okay. You’re linked up, and the permissions are set. She can override, but only from her phone. You’ll get push notifications if she enters or leaves your designated zones."

He turns the laptop to face us, and there’s a full schedule plotted on a digital calendar, each block labeled: Home, Work, Yoga. Greg stares at the screen, as if seeing his future rendered in neat blue and orange bands. I nudge his foot under the table, harder this time. He meets my eyes, color high on his cheekbones. "Perfect," I say, enunciating every syllable. "I want him to feel secure." The word hangs in the air, meaning everything and nothing.

Seth beams, self-satisfied. "You’re set. Any questions?"

I shake my head. "You’ve been incredibly helpful." He stands and extends his hand, and I take it, holding for just a fraction too long. Greg manages a weak shake, then quickly pockets his phone, as if afraid it will vibrate with a new instruction. Seth ushers us out, and as we leave the glass box, I slide my hand into the crook of Greg’s arm, letting him feel the band, cool and metallic, pressed against his skin. He doesn’t resist.

"Let’s go home," I say, and watch him swallow hard and try to conceal his tented pants as we leave.

There is always another upgrade.

#

We ride the subway home, not in silence, but in a tense hush that vibrates with the stored energy of the last hour. Commuters pack the car shoulder-to-shoulder, and each of us clutches the same greasy steel pole, trying not to touch but always failing in this city.

I wedge myself in front of Greg, his hands gripping the pole above my head, so his chest presses against my back. He towers over me, but he tucks his chin, fixing his gaze on a spot just above my hair, as if staring at the ad panel will save him from himself.

I shift just slightly, so my ass brushes his crotch, and the heat of him is unmistakable. He takes a sharp breath. The car lurches, and I grind back harder, using the sway of the tunnel as plausible deniability. Greg’s breath comes faster. I look up at him, let my hair tickle his nose, and say nothing. The movement of the train is chaotic—every jolt a chance to press against him, every swerve an invitation.

At 28th Street, a fresh wave of bodies crowds in. A young couple squeezes beside us, arguing in low, frantic whispers. The woman’s perfume is a violence of citrus. She looks at me, then at Greg, then at our hands on the pole, and then away. Greg shifts to give them space, but it only traps me closer.

I feel his cock swelling against the fabric of his slacks, and bite my lip to keep from laughing out loud. I decide to escalate. My hand slides just above Greg’s as I reach for balance. I angle my wrist so the new band is visible, the sensor’s red LED pulsing. I twist my arm deliberately, brushing his fingers.

He shudders. I turn to face him, letting my shoulder blade dig into his sternum, and whisper: "You’re being watched now, you know."

"By whom?" he mutters, but his voice is barely there. I shrug.

"Everyone." I look over my shoulder at the couple, who are now making out, hands hidden in the folds of each other’s coats. My lips graze Greg’s ear as I lean in. "I could do this with anyone. But I chose you."

He is rigid with tension, his knuckles bone-white on the pole. I reach behind me and, careful to keep the gesture concealed, run my palm along the length of his thigh. He sucks in a breath, then clamps his mouth shut. His skin is burning through the fabric. The train rattles into the next station.

More people flood in; a tall man in a blue suit wedges his briefcase into my hip. I glare at him, and he recoils, apologetic. Greg tries to step back, but there’s nowhere to go. I pivot, so I am facing him fully, our faces only inches apart. I hold his gaze as the train lurches again. "You’re going to embarrass yourself," I say, voice low and delighted. “You almost made a spectacle of yourself at the store.”

His response is a full-body blush. "Stop," he whispers. I shake my head.

"No." I lean into him, pressing my hips against his. “You like it, don’t you?”

Greg sighs and nods. The car empties as we near our stop. I make a point of shifting my purse to my other hand, using the movement to press my chest against his arm. I sense his heartbeat, frantic and irregular.

The last two stations are torture for him; he can’t look at me, cannot help but look at me. When we spill out onto the platform, the air is a blast of sour underground. I walk two steps ahead, making sure Greg follows. I can hear his breathing even in the crowd. At the escalator, I stop and let him catch up, then lace my fingers through his, letting the band press hard against the back of his hand.

Upstairs, we join the tide of commuters surging through the turnstiles. Greg is silent, but his body is a live wire. At street level, I pause and turn, so he nearly collides with me. "Hold this," I say, thrusting my shopping bag at him. He grabs it, startled. As he does, I "accidentally" drop my phone, letting it skitter across the pavement. I bend to retrieve it, keeping my knees straight, my dress riding up to expose the faint band of stocking above my knee. Greg goes beet red. He looks away, up at the nearest streetlamp, but the image has already burned itself onto his skull.

We walk the three blocks home in total silence. Greg carries the bag, eyes fixed on the ground. I keep one hand on his biceps, enjoying the firmness, the way he trembles beneath the fabric of his sleeve. At our building, I pause in the vestibule and reach for my keys. Greg’s hand shakes as he holds the shopping bag; I watch, amused, as he fumbles the handles, almost dropping it.

"Are you okay?" I say, feigning concern.

He nods, but his voice is gone. "Fine."

I step in close, so the doorman can see us, and loop my arm through Greg’s. His wrist’s pulse is wild and staccato; I can feel it. I wink at the doorman and say, "We had a fun day." He grins, eyeing the shopping bag, and buzzes us through.

The elevator ride is short, but I make it count: I press myself against Greg, pinning him to the wall, and whisper, "Do you want to fuck me right now, or wait until I tell you to?" He says nothing, just swallows.

Our floor. I step out, walking one pace ahead, and let Greg trail me down the hall. At our door, he fumbles with the keys, hands shaking. I stand behind him, close enough to feel the heat of his body. He unlocks the door, and I step in first, tossing my purse on the table.

Greg follows, still clutching the shopping bag like a life raft. I turn, lean against the doorframe, and let my dress slide an inch higher on my thigh.

I tap the new band, red LED pulsing, and smile. "Now," I say, "let’s see how obedient you can be."

#

I unbutton my dress the moment we close the door. I do it with my back to Greg, letting the zipper sigh down my spine, the fabric falling to mid-thigh. The band glows on my wrist, the cold electronics against my pulse. I leave my heels on, and with practiced indifference, pad to the sofa and cross my legs under me.

I glance back: Greg is standing in the foyer, as if waiting for instructions. His face is flushed, hair mussed, hands shaking slightly from the adrenaline. "Come here," I say, patting the spot beside me on the sofa.

He obeys, sitting stiff and awkward, eyes carefully avoiding the exposed strip of my thigh. I drape my legs over his lap, stretching so the hem of my dress rides up even farther, and pull the shopping bag to the coffee table. "Let’s set up your monitoring app," I say, digging out the charger and the glossy instruction manual. "You’ll need to know exactly where I am at all times."

Greg’s voice is a croak. "Is this really necessary?"

I glance up, then brush a hand through his hair, tugging it lightly at the scalp. "Of course. You want to keep me safe, don’t you?" My fingers linger, teasing the nape of his neck. His eyes go half-lidded, the fight draining out of him. I hand him his phone. "Start with the permissions."

He unlocks it, the screen still smeared from the subway. I take the phone from his hands—he doesn’t even protest—and install the app myself, flicking through the terms and conditions with speed.

When the permissions page comes up, I read each line aloud, pausing for effect. "Location services: always active." I look at him, daring him to protest. He doesn’t. "Biometric monitoring: continuous." Another pause. "You’ll get alerts if my heart rate spikes."

He nods, silent.

I scroll down to the privacy controls. "You can request blackout periods, but you have to ask me first," I say. I set the default to zero. "No privacy for me."

He sits, hands in his lap, clearly unsure what to do with himself.

I finish the setup and hand the phone back. My legs still drape over him, and I feel him harden beneath the cotton of my stockings as he looks down at the app. I pull the band from my wrist and hold it up. "Want to see how it works?"

He nods, unable to speak.

I get up, move to the far end of the apartment, and pace slowly, calling out. "Check your screen." I walk into the kitchen, then the bedroom, then back. "Is it tracking me?"

He glances at his phone, then at me, then back at the phone. "Yeah. You’re… everywhere."

I laugh. "It’s almost like I can’t escape." I walk behind the sofa, lean in close, and run my fingers through his hair again. "You like knowing where I am?"

"Yes."

I spin him to face the screen, then sit in his lap, straddling his thighs, the dress bunched at my waist. I grab his wrist and place his hand on my bare leg. His hand is trembling, but I hold it there, anchoring him. "You like feeling in control," I say, and grind against him for emphasis. "But really, I’m the one in control, aren’t I?"

"Yes."

"Do you like me so much you'd do anything I ask?" I murmur, my voice dripping with a mix of seduction and dominance. I see the desire in Greg's eyes, the unmistakable hunger that I've cultivated throughout the day.

Without waiting for a response, I rise from his lap, the fabric of my dress falling back in place. I stand in front of him, the new smartwatch band now wrapped around my wrist like a symbol of my control over him. The tension between us is almost palpable as I slowly unzip my dress, letting it fall. I step out of the dress, leaving me in just my lingerie and heels, the air in the room charged with anticipation.

I spread my legs slightly, the lace of my thong barely covering my most intimate parts. "Come here," I command, my voice low but firm. I guide Greg to his knees in front of me, his gaze locked on my exposed body, his breath coming in shallow pants. I place a hand on the back of his head, directing him closer, until his mouth is just inches from my throbbing core.  "Show me just how much you adore me," I whisper, the power and control clear in every word.

Greg's lips part, his tongue darting out to taste me, to worship me as I desire. And in that moment, as he obeys my every command, I feel a surge of pleasure and dominance unlike anything else. This is the ultimate expression of our dynamic, where he surrenders to my will completely, lost in a world where I reign supreme.

As Greg kneels before me, his eyes filled with a mixture of desire and submission, I feel a surge of a power rush through me. The air is thick with tension and anticipation as I guide him closer, his breath warm against my core. He obeys my silent command, his tongue tentatively exploring, worshipping me as I stand before him, exuding dominance and control. "You're being such a good boy," I murmur, my voice a seductive whisper. "Keep pleasing me like this, and you may earn your own release." My words hang in the air, a promise of reward for his obedience.

And then it happens. The climax washes over me in a dizzying wave of ecstasy, my body tensing and trembling with the force of it. I moan softly, the sound a symphony of pleasure as I experience the ultimate release. Through a haze of pleasure, I feel Greg's fervent attention on me, his own need simmering beneath the surface.

Grinning, I slip back into my skirt, noticing the wet spot on Greg’s lap. Biting my lip, I grab his balls.

“Mm..so full and ready to burst.” I tease before looking at the watch again. I take the band and snap it back on my wrist; the LED flares. "Now you can watch me whenever you want," I say. I slide off his lap, stand, and walk a circuit of the apartment.

Each time I move, I hear Greg’s phone vibrate—a new alert, a new notification. I can feel his eyes tracking me, like a heat-seeking missile. I stop in the kitchen, turn, and lock eyes with him. "See? Now you’ll always know exactly where I am during yoga," I say, the words heavy with promise.

He stares at me, hypnotized. I press the button on the band, and the red LED blinks. He will probably obsess over each new ping, each deviation from routine. I know him well enough to know the answer.

I walk back to the sofa, flop down, and stretch my arms overhead, making sure the band is visible. "This is going to change everything," I say, almost to myself. I look at Greg, who is watching me as if I’m a riddle he’ll never solve.

I pat the cushion beside me again. He joins me this time, curling into my side, desperate for comfort or absolution. I let him. I run my nails up and down his arm, gently now, and for a moment, we sit in silence. But only for a moment. The system is perfect, but perfection is never enough. There is always another upgrade.


Chapter 3

There is a system to everything, even lies. Especially lies. I stand in front of the bedroom mirror, one foot angled on the soft rug, and draw my hair into a sleek ponytail. The new band on my wrist glows a faint, medical red. It matches the sheen of my lips, the gloss I've chosen for sweat-resistance rather than seduction, but the effect is the same.

Greg sprawls on the bed, half in, half out of the sheets. The morning has already found him: his hair is a mess from too much pillow friction, his boxers sag around his hips, and his face has that early-waking, skin-puffed look of a man who’s slept poorly. His eyes trace every movement I make, but it’s not just the dress code today that has him agitated; it’s the way I wield the illusion of exercise like a weapon.

He’s propped up on one elbow to see both my ass and the progress of the band on my wrist. “You’re really going?” he says, and he tries for casual, but the note in his voice is raw.

I cinch the drawstring on my leggings, then look at him over my shoulder. “Of course.” I keep my voice chipper, suburban, the way he likes it when we have company. I have chosen a top with mesh cutouts down the sides, a garment that would be indecent in any other context but is, here, just another costume. The leggings are so tight they border on the forensic.

He watches me slide my feet into trainers—lightweight, foam-sole, barely shoes at all. His gaze flicks to my wrist, and then to my chest, and then away again.

I smile, letting the silence stretch.

“Which studio is it?” he asks, and now he is clutching at normalcy, as if a question about the address will anchor the moment to reality.

“Hot Yoga Collective,” I say, and check my phone, pretending to confirm the address. “Back-to-back classes today. It’ll be a long one.” I make sure he hears the implication: don’t wait up.

He nods, but his eyes linger on the band. “Don’t forget to charge that thing. I want to see all your stats.”

“I know,” I say, and for a moment, I almost soften. But I don’t. Instead, I walk over to him and stand at the edge of the bed. “Do you want to check it before I go?” I ask, offering my wrist like a sacrifice.

He takes my arm with a strange reverence. The band is slick, silicone unyielding, cold as a hospital. He thumbs the face, scrolling through menus—heart rate, sleep quality, hydration reminders. The blue vein at his temple throbs as he reads the numbers.

“It looks good,” he says at last, but he doesn’t let go.

I extricate my arm gently, then lean in for a kiss. He tastes of old toothpaste and fear. I let him think he’s holding on to me, just for a second, then I pull away.

“Be good,” I say, a phrase loaded with history.

He nods, his hand already drifting to his phone. I know he’ll open the tracking app the second the door closes.

I blow him a kiss and leave; the door clicking shut behind me.

In the elevator, I watch my reflection in the steel doors. My skin flushed with anticipation, but I attribute it to yoga excitement. The phone vibrates. Greg, on cue: “Drive safe. Love you.” The period at the end of the sentence is a silent accusation.

I type, “Of course. See you at lunch!” and pocketed the phone.

The parking garage is a mosaic of oil stains and puddles, but the light outside is pristine. My car is forgettable on purpose, silver and low-maintenance, but the interior is a different story: I keep it cleaner than our kitchen, every surface wiped down, every stray hair collected and destroyed. I slide into the seat, plug in my phone for the GPS, and start the engine.

As I pull out, I check the band again, making sure it pings my location with absolute accuracy. The deception is not in the signal. It’s in the routine. The route to Hot Yoga Collective is so rehearsed, I could drive it blindfolded. I take the surface streets, hitting every light, letting the phone broadcast my progress to anyone who might be watching. I know Greg is watching.

The lot at the studio is already half full. I park, check my face in the mirror, and step out into the crisp air. The gym bag slung over my shoulder is heavy with props. I walk to the front of the building, wave at the woman behind the counter, and sign in with a flourish.

In the locker room, I move with purpose. I unzip the bag, dig out the new band’s wireless charger, and a backup phone. The old tricks, revived with new technology. I power on the spare, pair it to the band, and nestle both deep in the bag, then wedge it behind the lost-and-found bin under the sinks. I test it: the band, dormant, still pings the location to Greg’s app. It’s not even a hack. It’s just system hygiene.

I checked the locker room twice. No one is watching, not even the cameras in the ceiling. I strip off my top, replace it with an old, sweat-stained one, and slip out the back door. I have planned the angles, the timing, the shadows; it’s almost beautiful how invisible I can be.

Marcus is waiting, as promised. His car is in the staff lot, which is strictly off-limits, but Marcus ignores limits. The sedan is black; the windows are tinted so dark you’d have to press your nose to the glass to see in. The smell of him hits me first: leather and something expensive, a cologne you can only get in airports on the other side of the world.

He rolls down the window just enough for his voice to escape. “You’re late,” he says, but he is smiling.

“Traffic,” I say, deadpan. “And I had to pee.”

He leans across the console and pops the passenger door. I slide in, the seat warm from preheating, and buckle up before he can make a joke about it.

He studies me, hands loose on the wheel, eyes scanning every inch of my body in a way Greg never could. It isn’t desire, exactly. It’s assessment, like a jeweler looking for the flaw in a diamond.

“Did you bring the stuff?” he asks, glancing at my bag.

I nod, producing a plastic ziplock with the band’s charger and the spare phone. He grins, then leans in and kisses me hard, a kiss that says there’s no time for preamble.

“You look incredible,” he says, and his hand is already on my thigh, fingers pressing just a hair too hard. “He’s probably watching you right now, isn’t he?”

I laugh. “He’s watching a bag in a locker room. It’s basically the same thing.”

Marcus’s laugh is a rumble. He starts the car, and we’re gone before the air in the staff lot has time to turn cold again.

We drive for fifteen minutes, maybe less. Marcus talks, but I only half-listen; my mind is on the choreography of the next hour. My return time is exactly ninety minutes from now. I have to sweat through two layers of polyester, or at least look as if I did. I have to text Greg a selfie at the midpoint, smiling, with the band front and center.

Marcus parks in the underground garage of his building, a brutalist slab with an ocean view and a front desk staffed by a man who does not look up when we pass. The elevator is silent and fast, the kind that rises so smooth you only know you’re moving because the numbers tick upward.

Inside his apartment, the world is white and hard-edged: leather furniture, glass tables, a view that seems engineered for maximum intimidation. The air smells like ozone and money.

Marcus tosses my bag onto the couch and pulls me against him. His hands are everywhere, all at once. He bites my lower lip, hard enough to leave a mark, and I let him. I want him to. The band on my wrist is gone, but the ghost of its pressure lingers.

He lifts me, one arm under my ass, and carries me to the bedroom. The bed is made with hospital precision, the duvet so smooth you could roll a marble across it. He throws me down, and I bounce, laughing.

By the time I prop myself up, he’s already naked. He isn’t shy about his body. He knows exactly what he looks like, and what it does to people. I watch as he peels off my leggings, then the ruined sports bra, and lays me out on the sheets.

“Did you miss me?” he says, but it isn’t a question.

I nod. “I missed being fucked by someone who knows what they’re doing.”

He grins, and the smile is pure malice.

He kneels between my legs, spreads them, and runs a hand up the inside of my thigh. His fingers are calloused, and when he slides them inside me, I gasp. He is rough, but not careless. He knows the exact ratio of pain to pleasure. I arch my back and let him take what he wants.

He goes down on me first, tongue flat and relentless, his hands pinning my hips so I can’t squirm away. I tangle my fingers in his hair and pull, but he doesn’t stop until I’m shivering.

He fucks me with the same precision as everything else: calculated, powerful, a rhythm that starts slow and builds in increments, like an algorithm ramping toward singularity. He flips me over, pushes my face into the mattress, and drives into me from behind. I bit the sheet to keep from screaming.

After he pulls out and flips me onto my back, then fucks my mouth while I’m still shaking. He’s bigger than Greg, not just in dick size but in presence; his shadow covers the entire room.

When he cums, it’s explosive. He doesn’t ask, doesn’t warn. He just pulls out and shoots it across my stomach and tits, then smears it with his hand, as if he’s marking territory.

We lie there, gasping. He strokes my hair, then my cheek, then my lips, all with a kind of distracted affection.

“You should get cleaned up,” he says at last, and he’s right. I roll off the bed and walk to the bathroom, legs still unsteady. I rinse off quickly, not wanting to linger, and when I return, he’s already dressed.

He hands me a bottle of water and a protein bar. “You need to refuel before you go back.”

I take them, grateful, and dress in the sweat-stained top. Marcus studies my reflection in the window, then comes up behind me, hands on my hips.

“You like this game,” he says, voice low in my ear.

I meet his eyes in the glass. “You do not know,” I reply.

He laughs, then kisses the back of my neck.

I leave, bag slung over my shoulder, and retrace my steps. The timing is perfect; I’m in the locker room with thirty minutes to spare. I strip, towel off, and change back into the original top. I reattach the band, check the fake phone, and send Greg a selfie—messy hair, sweat on my face, the illusion complete.

He replies instantly: “Looks like you crushed it. So proud of you.”

I smile, even though he can’t see me.

There is a system to everything, even betrayal. Especially betrayal.

#

Marcus’s building is a predator’s dream: pure glass, no curtains, nothing to block the view. At night, the city outside becomes a mirror. The elevator spits us out at the penthouse, and the hallway is silent, thick-carpeted, and lined with soft-lit frames—impossibly generic, the way expensive things often are.

He opens the door with a thumbprint. “Take off your shoes,” he says, and I do. The floor is heated; it is so smooth and clean that it might be synthetic.

The living room is arranged for maximum effect: white leather, chrome, a single red vase on a glass table. The windows are full-height, with the city sprawling below. Marcus pours two glasses of water and hands one to me.

“Strip,” he says, his voice so casual it might be a request for weather. I obey, one piece at a time.

I peel off the yoga top, the old one, and let it fall to the floor. He sits on the sofa, watching, not touching himself, just watching. I remove the leggings, slow, rolling them down so the waistband drags over my ass and thighs. I stand before him in nothing but the thong, then slide it off, stepping out in a single, practiced motion.

He points to the floor in front of him. “Kneel.”

I kneel. The carpet is cold on my knees, and I shift my weight, angling my spine so my shoulders stay back. He holds the water glass up, then pours a trickle over my chest, letting it bead and roll between my breasts.

“Drink,” he says, and I do, from his hand. The water is ice-cold. He sets the glass aside and finally touches me, thumb under my chin, tilting my face up to his.

He kisses me hard, relentlessly, no tongue at first, just pressure. Then his other hand is in my hair, twisting, and I gasp. He pushes my head down, guiding it to his crotch, and his cock is already out, already hard, the head glistening. He doesn’t ask, just feeds it to me, pushing until I gag.

He holds me there, motionless, for a long moment. I can’t breathe. I struggle, and he lets me up just enough to gasp. My saliva drips down his shaft.

“Again,” he says, and I take him, this time deeper, letting him choke me. I gag, spit, let the drool coat his cock, and he smiles.

He drags me up to the sofa, lays me across his lap, and spanks me, not gently, not playfully. He leaves handprints, then soothes the burn with a slow caress.

“On your back,” he commands.

I obey, sprawled across the white leather, legs splayed.

He pulls a silk tie from the drawer beneath the table. “Hands,” he says. I give them to him, and he binds my wrists with a precision that’s almost surgical. The knot bites at the skin but doesn’t cut circulation. He tugs to test the hold, then pins my hands above my head.

He dives between my legs, tongue and teeth, no buildup, just pure consumption. He doesn’t bother with rhythm—just feasts, licks, bites. I buck against him, and he clamps my hips to the cushions, forcing me to stay still.

I moan, loud enough for the echo to bounce off the windows. He seems to like this; he bites harder, then slides two fingers inside me, crooking them up. I shake.

“Don’t come yet,” he says, lips slick with my juice. “You don’t come until I tell you.”

I whimper, clench, try to focus on the ceiling. He keeps going, tongue-fucking me, fingers working in tandem, and when I sob, he stops, just like that, and wipes his mouth on my thigh.

He stands, pulls me up by my bound wrists, and marches me to the bedroom. The mattress is huge, king or bigger, the bedding so soft it’s like landing in clouds. He pushes me face down, then straddles my thighs.

He slides his cock inside me, slow at first, but then hard, relentless, so deep it knocks the air out of my lungs. He grabs the tie, pulling my arms back for leverage, fucking me with a violence that is almost beautiful.

I can’t scream, not really, so I grunt into the pillow, the sound half-muffled and animal. He pounds me, sweat dripping off his chest onto my back, the sheets beneath us ruined already.

“Beg,” he says, and I do.

“Please, Marcus. Please. Fuck me harder. Use me.”

He slaps my ass hard enough to make me jolt.

“Say it,” he orders, voice ice.

“I’m yours,” I say, meaning it. “Just use me.”

He fucks me harder, using my arms as a handle, pulling me into each thrust. I can feel the edge of orgasm, sharp, but he’s not done yet.

He flips me onto my back, ties my wrists to the headboard, then kneels over my chest. Rubbing his cock along my lips, he slaps it against my cheek, painting me with pre-cum. He pushes into my mouth, and I take it, choking again, eyes watering. He uses my face like a fleshlight, slow at first, then brutal, thrusting until I gag.

He pulls out just before he cums, spraying it across my tits and neck. The load is hot, sticky, and he spreads it over me with his hand, rubbing it in.

He frees my wrists, then pulls me to the edge of the bed and fucks me again, this time letting me ride him, hands gripping his shoulders, nails digging in. He watches my face as I come, and when I do, it’s so intense my vision blurs.

He wraps his arms around me and bites my shoulder, not gently, leaving a perfect arc of teeth.

We collapse, tangled in sheets, my skin tacky with sweat and cum. He strokes my back, slow and lazily, then rolls away, leaving me sprawled.

He dresses in silence, then tosses me a towel. “Clean up. You need to get back.”

I nod, my limbs heavy. After going to the bathroom, I rinse off and run fingers through my hair. I look in the mirror: lips swollen, eyes wild, bite marks dotting my neck and shoulders.

I return to the living room, where Marcus sits with his phone, texting. He glances up. “You’re late.”

I roll my eyes. “He’ll survive.”

Marcus grins, then stands and pulls me in for a final, savage kiss.

I dress, piece by piece, the yoga outfit now an afterthought. I check the time: twelve minutes until I need to be at the studio.

“I’ll call,” Marcus says, but we both know he won’t.

I leave, elevator which takes me back to the parking lot, the day outside so bright it hurts.

*

Greg is at his desk, eyes locked on the laptop. He’s opened three browser windows: one for work, one for the band’s live tracker, and one for porn, hidden beneath the others. He can’t concentrate. The blue dot hasn’t moved in over an hour.

He taps the screen, refreshes, and then checks the time. Alice should be done with class soon. He pictures her in downward dog, the sweat running between her shoulder blades, her body arching with effort. The thought makes his cock stir, but he tries to focus on work.

He gets up, paces the room, and sits back down. Refreshes the app. Still at the studio. He tells himself it’s fine, but a familiar itch crawls up his spine. What if she left? What if she turned off the band?

He texts her: “Hope class is going well. Miss you.”

She replies almost instantly: “Brutal. I can barely walk. Can’t wait to see you.”

He relaxes a little, but not much. He imagines her on a mat, body slick, hair pulled tight, legs trembling from effort. His hand drifts to his crotch, and he palms himself through his sweatpants.

He opens a new window and types “yoga pose challenge” into YouTube, clicking through the thumbnails until he finds one with a woman who could be Alice’s twin. Her body contorts as he watches in slow-motion. He closes his eyes and imagines Alice, skin slick, moaning as she stretches.

He jerks off, quick and furtively, the shame coming faster than the orgasm.

When he’s finished, he wipes up and checks the band again. The blue dot is moving now, leaving the studio, heading for home.

He smiles, relieved, and starts prepping lunch. He wants everything to be perfect when she arrives.

*

In the car, I compose myself. I towel off the sweat, check my face, reapply gloss. I sent Greg the selfie: “Dead. Sweated out ten pounds.” The illusion is perfect.

At home, he meets me at the door, arms outstretched. He hugs me hard, and I let him, burying my face in his shirt.

He smells of clean laundry and hope. His hands are gentle on my back.

“Missed you,” he says, voice muffled in my hair.

I smile, and for a moment, I almost believe it.

There is a system to everything, even satisfaction.

#

When I open the door, Greg is waiting in the living room, the anxious golden retriever in human form. He’s arranged the couch pillows in a perfect row and stacked the Sunday Times on the coffee table, but I see the phone gripped tight in his hand, the blue-white screen reflected in his pupils.

He looks up, and I watch him scan my body for clues: the flushed cheeks, the stray flyaway clinging to my jawline, the faint sheen of sweat under the yoga top. His eyes linger on my collarbone, which still bears the pink shadow of exertion—Marcus’s teeth, rendered safe by the distance of a towel and time. He says nothing at first. I let the silence run.

Then: “Hey! You’re back early.”

I step out of my shoes and pad toward him, careful to keep my gait loose, boneless, post-exertion. “Hot class got cut short,” I say, voice pitched to casual. “Instructor was a sadist today.” I collapse into the armchair across from him, slinging my gym bag to the floor. “How was your morning?”

He shrugs too quickly. “Did some work. Cleaned a little.” He lifts his phone as if in afterthought, but I catch the corner of the tracker app, still open. He slams the screen off and blushes, visible even through the beard.

I let him stew. “You checked my stats?” I ask, stretching my arms over my head, letting the top ride up to show a flash of under boob and the crisp line of my abs. I watch his eyes widen, his gaze flicking to the patch of skin, then back to my face.

He grins, sheepish. “I was just making sure you were safe.” The words tumble out, a half-confession.

“Sure.” I slide my hand over the band, making a show of scrolling the face. “I don’t think I’ve ever sweated so much in my life. I’m still dripping.”

Greg’s mouth works, words forming and dying before he commits to any of them. At last: “That’s… wow.”

I lean forward, elbows on my knees, fixing him with my best “confidante,” gaze. “There was this one sequence..my quads are still burning. She made us hold lizard for almost two minutes, then go straight into splits. I thought I was going to collapse.”

He laughs a little too loudly. “I can’t even touch my toes.”

I smirk. “You could with enough discipline.” I let my gaze linger just below his waist, long enough for him to squirm. His hands drop to his lap, and I watch his fingers twitch—nervous, but also aroused. I’ve trained him too well.

He tries to recover. “So, what’s lizard? Is that like planking?”

“Not even close.” I keep my voice low, intimate. “You get down on your hands and knees, then slide your forearms flat on the mat. Next, you push your hips down and open your thighs as wide as possible. You end up with your face practically on the floor, ass in the air.” I say this with the deadpan of a newscaster, but I don’t blink, and I watch the blood rise in his cheeks.

He licks his lips. “That sounds… intense.”

“It is.” I roll my shoulders, letting the top slip farther down, the curve of my chest half-exposed. “But the best part is at the end, when you finally get to relax, and everything just melts.”

He nods, but his attention is stuck on my cleavage, the fine line of sweat collecting there. I want to keep him there, floating on the edge of desire, the place where he’s most malleable.

I reach for my bag and unzip the top pocket, pulling out the backup charger. “Do you want to see the heart rate graph?” I hand him the band, the inside still slick from my wrist.

He holds it delicately, like a live animal. “You really wore yourself out,” he says, studying the screen. He doesn’t know it’s been in a locker for most of the morning. I stifle a laugh.

I kick off the leggings, leaving myself in just the thong and the old yoga top. “Do you want to help me stretch?” I ask, voice syrupy. “I feel like I need someone to really lean into the knots.”

He blinks, startled. “I could try. But you know I’m not very—“

“Strong?” I tease. “I bet you’re stronger than you think.” I pull the yoga mat out and unfurl it on the carpet. With hips tilted up, hands overhead, my position wasn’t much different from before.

Greg kneels beside me, unsure what to do. I guide his hands to my calves, then instruct him to press down, gently at first, then harder. I close my eyes and sigh, louder than I need to.

“Right there,” I say, arching my back.

He presses harder, fingers digging in.

“Harder,” I whisper, and he complies. His breath quickens, and I can see the bulge forming in his shorts, the fabric tenting. He doesn’t hide it.

I open my eyes and lock onto his. “Do you ever fantasize about me in yoga class?” I ask, and I know the answer before he stammers it out.

“Uh… sometimes?”

I bite my lip, then drop my voice to a purr. “You should see the positions she puts us in. I was basically on my knees for a full half hour.” I grin at the flush crawling up his neck.

He gulps, looking away, but I see the way his hand slides up my thigh, thumb circling the curve just above my knee.

“What do you do in there?” he asks, the question trembling.

I lean in, so my lips almost brush his ear. “Mostly I get pushed past my limits,” I whisper. “I like to see how far I can go.” I let the words hang, double and triple meanings folded into every syllable.

He’s hard now, fully, and I know it. I let my hand drift down his chest, to the waistband of his shorts, then freeze. “You’re not supposed to touch yourself until I tell you,” I remind him.

He groans, frustrated, but nods. “I know.”

I grin, then roll onto my stomach, ass in the air, face in the mat. “This one’s called child’s pose,” I say, and look back over my shoulder. “You want to correct my form?”

He moves behind me, hands on my hips. He adjusts me, his fingers lingering, squeezing. I arch my back, letting my ass press against him.

He shudders. “That’s perfect,” he says, but his voice is thick, desperate.

I hold the pose for a few seconds, then slowly come back to sitting. I face him, spread-legged, and smile.

“I need a shower,” I say, and mean it. “Care to join?”

He shakes his head, sheepish. “You go ahead. I’ll, uh… clean up out here.”

I stand, cross the room, and pause by the bathroom door. “You can keep the band on,” I say, voice loaded. “If you want to see my stats go crazy.”

He laughs, but the sound is shaky. “I might.”

I closed the door behind me. In the silence, I hear him shifting on the couch, the soft thump as he adjusts himself, the faintest moan as he buries his face in the yoga mat I’ve just abandoned.

In the shower, I let the water run hot, rinsing the sweat and the last traces of Marcus off my skin. The soreness in my thighs is genuine, but the ache is sweeter than anything Greg can imagine.

When I come out, towel wrapped tight, he is waiting in the hall, phone in hand.

“Hey,” he says, eyes roaming over me. “You want some lunch?”

I nod, and let him lead the way to the kitchen.

There is a system to everything, even this: the need, the hunger, the power.

I watch him as he makes the sandwiches, the flush still in his cheeks, the way he can’t stop glancing at me, waiting for my next command.

It’s almost enough to make me pity him.

Almost.


Chapter 4

The studio is empty, which is the only way I’d have agreed to this. The door is a slab of frosted glass, the kind that’s supposed to look clinical, but when you push through it you’re hit with the humid breath of spa candles and the sickly sweetness of artificial vanilla. There are no shoes allowed past the entrance; I feel the waxed wood floor flex under the arch of my bare foot, cool and clean, a contrast to the blood-warm air.

Greg follows, lagging a step behind, arms crossed tight to hide the nervous tremor that always exposes him. The place is a cliché of serenity: shoji screens, a bowl of pebbles, a single mat rolled out dead center like a sacrificial altar. I catch our reflection in the wall-length mirrors—me in a razor-cut sports bra and the new charcoal leggings, Greg in gym shorts, looking both hopeful and already defeated.

“Cute, isn’t it?” I gesture at the mat, then at him. “Go ahead. Get comfortable.”

He hesitates, as if sitting cross-legged is a test with only one right answer.

“I thought you hated yoga,” he says, trying for levity, but the way his voice breaks on ‘yoga’ tells me he knows this isn’t a wellness intervention.

“I do,” I say, and stretch, hands overhead, letting the band on my wrist catch the faint flicker of candlelight. “But it’s not about me, is it?”

He tries to laugh, but it dies in his throat.

The silence is deliberate. I pace the perimeter, running a finger along the mirror, then double back, facing him so the full arc of my body is reflected. I hold the pose, making him look. I see the tracker band in the glass, red pulse like a vein.

“You’ve checked the app, right?” I keep my tone light, but Greg flushes instantly.

“Yeah. It’s working. I—um—I get the notifications.”

I close the distance between us, sit on the mat, legs folded so the tight black fabric rides up the curve of my ass. I pat the space in front of me.

“Then you know there’s nowhere to hide,” I say. “That’s the whole point.”

He tries to meet my eyes, then looks away, ashamed.

The lights dim even further—automatic timer, or maybe someone in the office fucking with the controls. I sense rather than hear the door click open behind me.

Marcus enters as if he owns the oxygen in the room. No shirt, just loose black joggers and a body that looks airbrushed even in this light. He doesn’t say hello. He doesn’t need to. With arms folded, he comes beside the mat, and looks from me to Greg dismissively.

“Let’s get started,” he says. His voice is a low hum, perfectly calibrated.

I move to all fours, slow and deliberate. “Watch closely,” I instruct Greg, not bothering to look at him. I arch my back, knowing exactly what this posture looks like. Marcus kneels behind, palms settling on my hips, thumbs digging into the tendons just above the glute.

He leans in. “Downward dog,” he commands.

I obey, pressing my heels into the mat, arching until my hamstrings burn. Marcus traces the line from my calf to my thigh, then snaps my ass with a sharp slap. “Tighter,” he growls.

Greg flinches. He grips his knees, knuckles white, eyes wide.

Marcus shifts my legs apart, using his foot to nudge my stance wider. The mesh panel of the leggings turns nearly translucent under the pressure. I feel the hem ride up, fabric taut against my skin, and know Greg is getting the full view.

“Keep your head up,” I order Greg, glancing over my shoulder. “Or I’ll make you start over.”

He nods, swallowing hard.

Marcus slides his hands up my back, then up under the sports bra, cupping my tits from behind, squeezing so hard my breath comes out in a gasp. He pinches my nipples through the fabric, twisting them until I bite back a moan. Then he pulls the bra up, baring me to the mirror.

“Fuck,” Greg says, voice choked.

Marcus leans forward, bites the back of my neck, and holds me there.

“Is this what you wanted?” I say, looking right at Greg. “Is this what gets you off?”

He tries to answer, but his mouth only works like a dying fish.

Marcus unrolls me to the floor, stomach down, then flips me onto my back in a single, practiced motion. He straddles my hips, one hand pinning my wrists to the mat, the other peeling off the ruined bra. My tits are out, nipples hard, the room’s chill made obscene by the sweat already slicking my skin.

He grins, a flash of white, then reaches down and tears the waistband of the leggings—literally rips them open, exposing me. No underwear; I never wear it for these. The sound of the fabric giving way is almost as loud as Greg’s breath.

Marcus slides two fingers in without preamble, curling them inside me. I arch up, desperate. He fucks me with his hand, fast and rough, then drags his tongue down my torso, biting, leaving marks.

“Get closer,” I tell Greg. My voice is hoarse, urgent. “I want you to see everything.”

He shuffles forward on his knees, face inches from the mat, staring as Marcus eats me out, tongue driving deep, nose pressed against my clit. I lock eyes with Greg, savoring the utter humiliation: his wife splayed on the mat, cunt gaping, someone else’s mouth buried in it, and all he can do is watch.

Marcus stands, cock out, already hard and leaking. He positions himself at my entrance and, in a single motion, sinks in to the hilt.

I moan louder than I mean to. The sound echoes off the mirrors, raw and animal.

Marcus pounds me, hands braced on my shoulders, each thrust pushing my body across the mat. The sweat and spit slick the floor; I slide with every impact. He leans in and bites my earlobe.

“You like being fucked in front of him, don’t you?” he whispers.

I nod, barely able to breathe. “Yes. Harder.”

He obliges, hips slamming into mine, the slap of skin-on-skin impossibly loud.

Greg whimpers.

I fix my gaze on him, steady, relentless. “Look at me, Greg. Look at how much better he is at this than you ever were.”

Marcus flips me, ass up, face pressed to the mat. He fucks me from behind, grabbing my hair and yanking my head up so I’m forced to watch Greg’s expression: horror, lust, self-loathing all tangled together. I smile, even as Marcus’s cock drills into me, even as I feel myself break apart.

“Are you crying?” I taunt, voice strangled by pleasure.

Greg wipes his eyes, but doesn’t answer.

I am so close. Marcus knows it, slows his pace, lets the tension spiral. He slaps my ass again, the pain sharp, then slides his fingers to my clit, rubbing fast circles.

I feel the orgasm build. Hard and punishing. Just as I’m about to shatter, I push Marcus off, roll to my knees, and face Greg.

“On your knees,” I command. “Crawl to me.”

He obeys, crawling across the slick mat, eyes fixed on my pussy, still leaking Marcus’s spit and pre-cum.

I reach into my bag and pull out the silk tie, leftover from Marcus’s last business trip. I bind Greg’s wrists behind his back, knotting it tight, then grab him by the hair.

“You want to taste?” I purr.

He nods, desperate.

I spread my knees, pull his face in, and grind against his mouth. He licks, eager, tongue darting, trying to clean me, but Marcus’s cum is already mixing with my own. I force Greg’s face deeper, smothering him. I ride his tongue, chasing the orgasm that Marcus had edged and denied.

It hits hard, a full-body quake. I clamp Greg’s head between my thighs, screaming, fingers digging into his scalp.

When it passes, I shove him back.

“Good boy,” I say, wiping a strand of spit from his cheek. “You’re useful after all.”

Marcus kneels behind me, cock still hard. He slaps it against my ass, then slides back in. I push Greg’s head down so he has to watch Marcus fuck me from behind, has to see every detail, every drop.

Marcus fucks me through the aftershocks, then pulls out and paints my lower back with his cum. It drips down, warm and viscous, pooling at the base of my spine.

I untie Greg’s hands and point to the mess.

“Clean it up,” I say.

He licks it, obedient, swallowing every drop. When he’s done, I slap his face, easy, just enough to remind him where he belongs.

Marcus stands, tucks himself away, and smirks. “You broke him,” he says.

I look at Greg, collapsed on the mat, sweat and tears and semen all over his face. He’s still hard, cock tenting his shorts, desperate for any kind of release.

I let him suffer, savoring the sight.

Finally, I kneel beside him and whisper, “You can touch yourself now.”

He does, frantic, humping his own fist until he cums with a strangled, ugly sob.

I watch unmoved, then stand and dress. The ruined leggings go in the trash; the sports bra goes back on, no need to even wipe it clean.

I leave Greg on the mat, panting, humiliated, and walk out with Marcus, who wraps an arm around my waist.

The door closes behind us, and I know Greg will stay there, kneeling, waiting for me to return.

There is a system to everything, even in defeat.
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