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Dedication

To all the sweet submissive souls out there,

yearning to submit to the right woman,

this complete “Downward Spiral” series - is for you.

With passion and understanding.
Love, Elara xxx
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Femdom Infatuation

She Hasn’t Cheated on Him, Or Has She?

The Downward Spiral Series—Book 1

By: Elara Stone


In Bed with a Dream

9 p.m. Taylor and Nathan’s residence

Nathan climbed onto the bed, the mattress sinking slightly beneath his weight as he hovered over her. His legs bracketed her small, feminine frame, the contrast between them almost dizzying—his presence, broad and strong, surrounding her delicate form that seemed designed to drive a man insane. She was just the right package, the perfect contradiction of softness and allure, innocence and temptation.

"You are so sexy," he murmured, his face hovering close, his breath warm against her skin.

Taylor giggled, her voice light, playful, teasing. "You keep saying that."

"Because you are so sexy," he insisted, his eyes tracing the curves barely concealed beneath the silky black nightgown. The smoothness of her legs, the arch of her bare foot peeking from under the sheets, the way her French-manicured fingers toyed with the edge of the fabric—it was all too much.

She stretched slightly beneath him, her head sinking deeper into the plush pillows, her long dark hair fanning around her. "What’s so sexy about me?" she asked, her voice dripping with the kind of curiosity that wasn’t curiosity at all—she just wanted to hear him say it. She wanted to be spoiled.

He smiled, shaking his head. "I mean, look at you. You’re so young. Only 18."

"18 and three months, mind you," she corrected, giggling as she tilted her head to the side, exposing the pale, irresistible column of her neck.

"Hmm…" He laughed at her precision, at how adorably smug she looked—this tiny thing who had been a wife for two whole months and was already so at home in luxury, in control.

He reached for her left hand, lightly tracing his fingers over the delicate gold band on her ring finger, rubbing it between his thumb and forefinger. "And already married," he murmured, his voice teasing but deliberate.

Taylor blinked down at their hands, then back up at him, her lips curving into an impish smile. "Oh yes, I forgot that," she said playfully, her voice airy, careless—like it was just a small detail in the grand scheme of her life.

"And not just married…" He let his weight shift slightly onto his arms, bringing himself closer, watching the way her lips parted instinctively at his proximity. "Married to me, which means I own you."

Another giggle. She was looking up at him now, those dark, mischievous eyes glittering with amusement, her full lips curled into a knowing smile. "Yes, married to the most wonderful man ever, lying in this plush bed, surrounded by all the comfort that such a successful man can give me…"

He grinned. "Go on, go on…"

She laughed softly but then hesitated, running out of words.

"What else?" she asked, blinking up at him, expectant. "What else do you want me to say here?"

Nathan exhaled, smirking. "You see? Even when you’re saying these words—it’s turning me on."

She burst out laughing, her body shaking beneath him, the silk of her nightgown sliding slightly against her skin. "Well, everything turns you on."

"At 45, you’re still getting erections? Is that even normal for people your age?"

He let out a full laugh, tilting his head back. "Of course—wow, you are so innocent, aren’t you? You’ve never been with a man. A real man. A man with…" he gestured to his face, "wrinkles."

She pursed her lips in mock consideration. "Hmm… well, Jon had wrinkles."

His playful smirk froze. "What do you mean now? You mean the plumber?"

Taylor tilted her head to the side again, that maddeningly sexy little motion, exposing more of that soft, flawless skin that made his pulse throb. "Hmm…"

"What do you mean, you’ve been with him?" His voice was still light, teasing, but there was something creeping into his tone now—something unspoken, a quiet, irrational panic. "Been with him where?"

She bit her lip, eyes twinkling with amusement. "I was laughing," she said, stretching luxuriously beneath him, "I’ve been with him in the kitchen."

His body stiffened slightly, his jaw tensing. "Doing what?"

She giggled. "Doing what a man and a woman do when they’re together in a kitchen."

Nathan’s face shifted slightly, following the angle of her tilted head as he hovered over her, his brows knitting in suspicion. A flicker of something unfamiliar—anxiety?—crossed his features.

"Doing… what he asked?"

Taylor burst out laughing, covering her mouth with one delicate hand, her beautifully manicured nails—glossy, perfectly shaped in a classic French style—briefly catching the light. She grinned up at him, her delight only deepening when she saw the tension on his face. "Oh my god, I love when you get all anxious like this. It makes you even cuter."

"Doing what?" he demanded, his voice dropping an octave.

She exhaled dramatically, eyes flashing with amusement. "Oh, just what a mature woman does with her plumber in her kitchen."

Nathan felt an actual wave of dizziness, his blood running both hot and cold at the same time. "I’m going to faint here any minute," he muttered, suddenly hyperaware of how hard he was beneath the thin fabric of his boxers. It was absurd. Here she was, hinting—or was she?—at something, and instead of rage, instead of panic, his body betrayed him, his cock straining wildly against the soft plaid.

And then she smirked, her fingers lazily running along the bedsheet beside her.

"What a woman does with her plumber," she repeated, drawing it out, watching him squirm.

His jaw clenched. "Which is?"

She sighed dramatically. "Show him the water in the sink. Complain that it doesn’t drain fast enough. Tell him that I saw you opening the cup below but you were at work…"

He exhaled sharply, waiting. "And?"

"And…" she stretched the pause just to torture him, "he unscrewed the cup."

His expression remained stone-still for a beat, then he let out a heavy breath, shaking his head. "And he screwed you, right?"

Taylor erupted into laughter, pressing her hands over her face. "Oh my god, you are so dramatic! No, silly! I paid him $120, and he left!"

Nathan collapsed onto the mattress beside her, exhaling with sheer relief. "Boy, that was close."

Taylor simply smirked, stretching out like a satisfied cat, basking in his torment.

Taylor turned to face him, her mischievous smile widening as she met his gaze. Her dark, playful eyes gleamed in the dim bedroom light. "So," she mused, tilting her chin just slightly, "you never answered my question. Why am I so sexy?"

Nathan exhaled a soft laugh, his fingers instinctively running down the silk of her nightgown, fondling the little package that was her—small, delicate, intoxicating. Their noses nearly touched as he murmured, "Because you’re so sexy."

She rolled her eyes, grinning. "That’s not an answer."

"Even the simple things," he said, his voice deep and full of adoration. "For example… that I’m not allowed to wear my shoes inside the house."

"Well, but that only makes sense," she replied, her brows raising in playful defiance.

He smirked, shaking his head. "Right. It only makes sense that this used to be my house, and now I have to abide by your rules in this house."

She gave him a half-serious look, eyes narrowing just slightly. "But it does make sense, right? I’m not doing this because I’m evil, right, baby?" She pouted just a little, playing innocent. "If you walk inside the house with dirty shoes, then this beautiful villa will no longer be clean."

Nathan let out a dismissive laugh. "Yes, yes… except that’s why we have a cleaner coming here every day to keep the house clean."

She thought about it for a second, then shrugged, her voice turning casual but firm. "Well, that’s the end of discussion—no shoes."

Nathan grinned, shaking his head before pressing a lingering kiss to her lips.

"You see?" he murmured against her mouth.

"See what?" she whispered.

"See why I keep saying you’re so sexy?"

Taylor gave him a knowing look, lips curving as she bit back another giggle. "Uh-hmm… of course I see. I see that you’re horny."

He pulled her closer, bodies pressing together as they lay side by side, his hand slipping to the small of her back. His voice was deep, heavy with lust as he whispered, "Well, aren’t you at least a little horny too?"

"A bit," she admitted, before he kissed her again, sinking into the warmth of her.

When he finally pulled back, he brushed his fingers through her hair, watching the way it fanned out across the pillow, a dark halo of temptation. "It turns me on that you’re controlling me," he confessed, voice almost reverent.

She giggled, brushing her fingertips over his chest lazily. "Told you—I’m just being logical."

"Oh yes, logical indeed," he teased. "Just like the rule that I’m not allowed to use the second-floor bathroom or shower anymore. That makes perfect sense."

She giggled again but then paused, propping herself on one elbow as she looked at him seriously. "But it does make sense, right?" she repeated, tilting her head as if explaining something to a child. "What we do in there… it’s not something we’re proud of, right, honey?"

Nathan laughed, shaking his head.

"So," she continued sweetly, "you don’t want to go in there and see the stains you left behind, right? It doesn’t make sense, baby. Right?"

He groaned, both amused, and turned on beyond reason. "Hu-humm, yes, but the way you termed it—‘off-limits’—do you realize how sexy that is?"

She blinked at him, completely serious. "No."

That single word sent both of them into laughter, their bodies shaking as they dissolved into giggles.

Still smiling, Nathan let out a breath and ran his hand down her back, pressing her even closer. "Turn over," he murmured, his voice husky. "Let’s do spoons so I can embrace you… envelop you… you sexy thing."

With a final playful smirk, Taylor turned in his arms, tucking herself against him, letting him mold himself around her, just as he always did.

Lying in the plush bed, enveloped in the cool luxury of crisp white sheets, Nathan pressed himself closer against Taylor, his body molding around hers. Just holding her like this was overwhelming—her softness, her scent, the way her delicate frame fit so perfectly against him. His cock, already thick and throbbing, nestled right against the small of her back, the curve of her perfect ass pressing against it in a way that made his breath unsteady.

And yet, she spoke as if she was completely unaffected, her voice light and conversational, as if this wasn’t making his pulse hammer.

"We were seven brothers and sisters sharing the same restroom. Can you believe that?" she mused. "It was so gross. So at least now that I married you and you have an upstairs and a downstairs toilet, I can afford something I could only dream about when I was young."

Nathan smiled, his lips brushing against the warm, bare skin of her shoulder—one of her beautiful shoulders, smooth and untouched, framed by the delicate, barely there straps of her black nightgown. They were so thin, just fragile wisps of silk holding the fabric in place, teasingly unreliable, as if a single careless movement would slip them down and reveal more of her.

"Yes, yes, baby…" he murmured, his voice thick with adoration. "You can have any restroom you like."

She sighed contentedly, shifting just slightly against him, making him groan at the delicious friction. The movement caused the gown’s silk to cling tighter against her chest, accentuating the soft, perfect curves of her breasts—the kind that were just the right size, perky and natural, rising and falling gently with each breath.

His fingers trailed along her arm, brushing the smooth skin just beneath the strap. "But I bet there were a few girls in your old neighborhood who managed to marry rich guys, no?"

Taylor shrugged, her body pressing back against him, the strap shifting slightly, revealing a little more of the soft curve of her breast. "Well, they’re okay, I guess. I could count them on one hand—some had businesses, restaurants, that sort of thing. But none of them are as rich as you." She exhaled softly, almost dreamily. "I am so lucky…"

She paused for just a second, then turned her head slightly toward him, her voice a gentle tease. "Right, baby?"

Nathan smirked against her shoulder. "But you didn’t marry me for the money."

She giggled softly, her tone still playful, but her words deliberate. "I married you because I can feel in my guts that you can take care of me. That you made money in this world and you’ll make the right decisions. You know what I mean?"

Nathan thought about that for a moment. It was such an honest answer, in the way only Taylor could be—completely self-aware, never pretending, never putting on airs.

He exhaled. "That is a very smart thing to say. You’re not marrying for the money, but for whoever made it."

"Correct." She nodded, satisfied.

He smirked again, brushing his lips along the side of her neck. "But do you realize how much it turns me on that on your first day here, you told me to ask my 20- and 22-year-old boys to evacuate?"

She paused, her brows slightly furrowing. "What’s the connection?"

Nathan chuckled. "The connection is that you’re so erotic, so sexy, that whatever you ask, I do."

She let out a giggle, her shoulder quivering slightly from laughter. The motion caused the spaghetti strap to slip just a fraction lower, making Nathan’s mouth go dry as his eyes flicked to where the lace-trimmed edge of her nightgown barely covered her breast.

"You and your fendom…"

"Femdom," he corrected gently, pressing another kiss to her shoulder, his lips lingering longer this time.

She blinked, confused. "What did I say? I said fendom."

He smirked. "Yes, yes, darling. It’s just that the right word is femdom."

Taylor laughed a little, rolling her eyes. "Fendom, femdom… I didn’t ask you to show them the door out of being a fendom." She giggled again. "It’s because they’re a bit older than me, right?"

Nathan nodded against her. "Yes."

"And I sometimes stroll naked at home, right?" she continued, voice dripping with amusement.

"You do."*

"And I know that you’re not allowed to look at my naked body, right?"

Nathan groaned dramatically, burying his face in her hair. "Yes, that’s another sexy rule of yours. Thank you for reminding me."

Taylor smirked, stretching slightly beneath him, just enough to tease. The movement made her nightgown slip further, the soft curve of her breast barely covered now, teasing him with every breath she took.

"So for my privacy, they better find some rented apartment, no?"

Nathan let out a deep breath, his grip on her tightening. "Wow, the way you talk…" he murmured, his voice heavy with need. "You’re so entitled and so beautiful that it makes me so hard that I just want to ravish you. To release that load."

But there was no reply.

He waited, the silence pressing between them, charged and deliberate.

"And you know what I would love to do as a result of this?" he asked, his voice dipping lower. Still, nothing.

He knew that she knew. She always knew. But like every night in the last few weeks, she didn’t respond, didn’t give him anything to work with. It was maddening. It was intoxicating.

He exhaled, planting another kiss to her shoulder, his lips lingering against her impossibly smooth skin. "What I would love to do is make love to you," he murmured, "true passionate love."

Nothing.

She was toying with him. She knew her worth before the marriage, and she kept knowing it after the marriage.

"Because I’ve come to the conclusion," he continued, as if explaining to himself, "that having all this money means nothing without the right woman." His fingers traced down the curve of her waist, trying to pull her back into the moment, back into him. "Now that I’m wealthy, I feel like it only makes sense to trade this wealth for the opportunity of being your sucker. Of letting you decide so many things for me."

He kissed her shoulder again.

No reply.

"And the only thing that’s required of you…" He tried to sound light, funny, playful, "is to let me in…"

Nothing.

With a dramatic flourish, he knocked gently against her shoulder, "Knock, knock, knock on the door."

Finally, she spoke.

"No."

It was simple. Blunt. Absolute.

The word hit him—hot and sharp and electric—shooting straight down to his loins. He clenched his jaw, closing his eyes for a moment as he felt the force of it pulse through him like a jolt of lightning.

"But why?" he asked after a while, his voice softer now, strained. "I’m your husband."

"Because I don’t feel like it," she said simply.

His whole body tensed at her casual rejection, at the way she delivered it without hesitation, without cruelty, without even looking at him.

"Oh my God…" he exhaled, "you are turning me on so much."

She finally turned her head slightly, glancing at him with a small, knowing smirk. "Why?"

"Because on a whim, you just said ‘I don’t feel like it.’"

"And what’s wrong with that?" she asked, her tone light, unconcerned.

"Nothing is wrong," he admitted, "but I swear to God, every word you say is intensely erotic for me. Especially after you’ve deprived me for a month now."

She blinked, eyes wide with feigned innocence. "I didn’t deprive you," she countered smoothly. "I told you how much I love seeing you masturbate."

Nathan groaned internally. He knew she didn’t mean that. He knew it was just her way of letting him release his sexual load without bothering her, a way to make him accept his situation while she got to sleep in peace. And yet… just hearing her say it sent a fresh wave of need coursing through his veins, making him ache to climax vigorously, to empty his constantly intense sexual arousal.

He let out a small, exaggerated sigh, sulking slightly, hoping—maybe—she would throw him a little mercy. But she wasn’t there with him. She never needed to be.

After a pause, he tried again. “So… but would it be possible to at least worship your delicate feet?”

Her response came instantly. “Sure.”

His heart leapt. “Okay, okay…” He shifted, suddenly energized, turning her onto her back, adjusting the pillows behind her, arranging her as if she were a package—a perfect, luxurious goddess, a living sculpture designed for his obsession.

She let him, moving only as much as necessary, sinking into the plush bedding as he lowered himself at the foot of the bed. He wasn’t sitting. He wasn’t kneeling on the mattress. He was kneeling on the floor, at the very edge, his head bowed before her, placing himself beneath her. At her feet.

And then, with a reverence that bordered on desperation, he lifted them gently, almost ceremoniously, resting them on a satin pillow to elevate their status, to offer them the comfort they deserved.

His breath came fast.

“These are amazing…” he breathed, his voice already hoarse, already undone. “Absolutely amazing.”

He was obsessed with them—had been since the moment he saw them.

Her feet were small but exquisitely proportioned, impossibly symmetrical, the arches so high they seemed inhuman, sculpted with the kind of perfection that couldn’t be accidental—it had to be divine.

The skin? Luminous. Flawless. Not just soft—pristine. A creamy, velvety texture, glistening faintly under the warm bedroom light, a testament to indulgent, meticulous care. Weekly pedicures. Endless moisturizing. Treatments, massages, everything necessary to keep them in this state—perfection beyond reality.

Not a single imperfection. No roughness. No calluses. Just satin-smooth soles, the delicate curve of her instep, and the impossibly high arch that made his head spin.

And then—

The toes.

The delicate taper of each one, feminine, dainty, as though designed with precision.

And at the center of it all—the pedicure.

Her nails were immaculately shaped, not too long, not too short, each one mirroring the other in symmetry and care. The French tips were razor-thin, drawn in that impossibly fine line—the hallmark of a flawless, elegant finish.

This wasn’t a lazy, heavy-handed pedicure, the kind where the white was too thick, taking away from the intended elegance. This was art.

The sheer pink of her nail beds bled perfectly into the crisp, delicate white tips, a contrast so subtle yet so powerful, the kind of detail only a woman who knew exactly what she was doing would maintain.

This pedicure wasn’t just well done—it was crafted, a statement of status, beauty, and perfection. A whisper of dominance without saying a word.

Nathan was frantic, obsessive, his lips pressing fervent, worshipful kisses against every inch of her feet—the heels, the curve of her instep, the impossibly high arch. His tongue flicked out, tasting the warmth of her, savoring the impossibly soft flesh of her soles, tracing the delicate pads of her toes, his mind spinning into oblivion.

And yet—

He kept coming back to the big toe.

Nathan’s mouth closed over it, sucking gently, tongue teasing along the pad, teeth grazing ever so slightly.

And then the others.

The second toe. The third.

His hands cradled her feet, fingers tracing over the tops, stroking along the soft ridges of her tendons, holding them like something sacred, something divine.

And her baby toe.

He took his time there, running his tongue along the faint, feminine curve, flicking the edge of the perfectly shaped nail, a detail so easily overlooked, yet so beautifully intentional.

The balls of her feet, so soft, so smooth, a hidden erogenous zone in their own right.

His hands trembled as he kissed them, desperate, reverent, feeling the heat rise in his body as he indulged in every inch of what had owned him from the very beginning.

And through it all, Taylor remained exactly where she was, reclining against the pillows, watching him with that familiar mixture of amusement and curiosity.

Her lips curled slightly, her toes flexing idly, as if testing the limits of his devotion, as if she already knew he had no limits at all.

“Nathan,” she murmured.

He lifted his head, his lips still hovering against her foot, his breath uneven, pupils blown wide with need.

“You look like you’re in heaven.”

His breath hitched. He swallowed hard, his entire body tense with worshipful need.

“I am,” he whispered.

She smirked, flexing her toes slightly, brushing them against his lips, watching the way his whole body tensed at the mere sensation of her foot moving against him.

“I know.”

Her fingers, elegantly manicured, idly played with the loose waves of her hair as she stretched, her body long and languid, her nightgown shifting slightly, riding up her thighs as if by accident. Her comfort was absolute, unbothered.

"You really are something," she murmured lazily, shifting slightly as he kissed up the delicate line of her ankle.

Nathan groaned against her skin, voice muffled, desperate. "I would do anything for you."

She let out a small, contented sigh, stretching just a little more, tilting her head against the pillows, her soft, glossy lips parting in idle satisfaction. Not because she was overwhelmed. Not because she felt the depth of his emotions. But because this was simply... nice. Pleasant. The way a foot massage might be nice. Or a lazy Sunday morning in expensive sheets.

And then her foot moved.

Not the one he was worshipping—no.

The other one.

The one that had been resting idly, relaxed, as though she had completely forgotten she even had two.

It drifted downward, the barest shift in position, slow, effortless, and then—contact.

Her delicate, perfectly pedicured foot pressed against the thick bulge in his boxers.

Nathan choked on his breath, his whole body seizing as her foot—small, delicate, devastating—pressed just a little more firmly against him. Not stroking. Not rubbing. Just pressing.

Her voice was light, playful, dripping with quiet authority.

“What are you going to do about those?”

The second he felt her foot touch his aching, swollen cock, pressing right against where he was most sensitive—so casual, so effortless—he knew.

He felt it instantly. That slick heat pooling, the telltale wetness spilling over, soaking into the fabric.

Pre-cum oozed out, hot and uncontrollable, a deep pulse of arousal spreading through his core, his cock throbbing against the silken press of her foot.

For a second, he stilled, his hands trembling, his breath a ragged mess of reverence and restraint. His thighs clenched, his whole body locked up, trying to hold on, to delay the inevitable.

Taylor watched him, eyes flicking downward, taking in everything.

Her dark lashes lowered just slightly, her tongue barely brushing against the edge of her bottom lip. And then—

She bit her lip.

That flicker in her eyes.

Maybe she did like this.

Maybe, just maybe, this amused her even more than she let on.

His restraint shattered.

Carefully, he lowered her feet back onto the mattress, his hands moving with urgency, stripping off his boxers in one desperate motion.

Now, he was completely naked in front of her, except for his t-shirt, his cock standing thick, swollen, utterly exposed to her gaze.

Lifting her feet again to his mouth, he kissed her—worshipped her—but something was different.

She was watching him now.

Her dark eyes flicked downward again, this time lingering.

Her lips parted just slightly, and her tongue ran along the seam of her mouth, slow, contemplative.

And then—she flexed her toes against his cheek.

A light touch. A barely-there gesture.

Like a queen, considering her subject.

A test.

Would he break for her?

Would he fall apart completely?

Would he—

Nathan groaned, pressing his forehead against the arch of her foot, his hands gripping her ankles as if steadying himself against a force greater than himself.

She smirked.

He was already lost.

"Now that is what I call a cock," she mused.

His breath hitched.

That flicker in her eyes.

Maybe she did want it.

Maybe tonight—yes, yes—maybe tonight was finally the night she would let him—

He lowered himself toward her, heartbeat hammering, lips ready to claim hers—

But then—

The soft, delicate palm of her foot pressed gently against his forehead, stopping him in his tracks.

"Take your shirt off," she instructed.

Nathan exhaled sharply, nodding. "Ah, yes, of course," he said, fumbling to strip himself bare. Of course, he would agree. He would agree to anything. Anything at all.

The moment his t-shirt hit the floor, he moved again—ready to ravish her, to take what he had been waiting for—

But she pressed him back again.

His chest heaved as he looked at her, confused, desperate.

"Why?"

She was amused, her eyes shimmering with quiet dominance, absolute certainty.

"I like to see my subjects naked," she giggled.

Nathan’s brows furrowed, his arousal thickening even more at her words. "Who taught you that word?"

She grinned. "You."

He laughed—oh, she was learning, wasn’t she? She was learning so fast.

He tried to make his way toward her again, still convinced that this was happening, that tonight was the night.

But then—her foot came up, effortlessly pressing against his chest, stopping him in place.

He blinked. Wait.

"I said no."

The words hit him like a slap in the face.

Not because she had never said no before—but because she said it so easily, so unbothered, as if it weren’t even a question to begin with.

A pulse of anger rose in his chest, surprising even him. Two months. They had been married for two months. Shouldn’t they be sleeping together every night?

This was supposed to be the prime time of their marriage, the honeymoon period, the time when they couldn’t keep their hands off each other.

And yet, she had consistently avoided it.

And now, just like that, she was saying no again.

His jaw clenched.

But at the same time—he was afraid.

Afraid of spoiling the moment. Afraid that if he pushed too hard, it would ruin everything.

So instead of lashing out, instead of demanding, instead of standing his ground, he tried to reason with her—meekly, hesitantly, afraid to tip the balance.

"Well… it's not so much okay," he said softly, unsure of his own words even as he spoke them.

She tilted her head slightly, eyes calm, unbothered, completely in control. "What is not okay?"

Her voice was steady. Confident. Undeniable.

He swallowed. "I mean… well…" His throat was dry. "What I mean to say is that… we just got married, so I would think that—"

"It is very okay, Nathan."

She cut him off, her voice soft but firm, final, unshakable.

A beat of silence.

Then, her gaze softened.

"It is very okay because you want me to enjoy it, right?"

His stomach dropped.

She wasn’t angry. She wasn’t upset.

She was smiling.

And suddenly, he felt foolish. Embarrassed for even bringing it up.

"Yes, of course," he said quickly, nodding, backpedaling immediately, afraid that he had disappointed her.

"Of course."

She sighed softly, shaking her head in that way she always did when he was a little slow to understand.

"It’s a hormonal thing, Nathan." She reached forward, cupping his face, brushing her thumb over his cheek as if he were a misguided child who simply needed to be shown the way.

"It ebbs and flows. And my Nathan—the man that I love so much—wants to do it at the zenith of my hormonal cycle, isn’t that right?"

His heart pounded in his chest.

He wanted to argue.

Wanted to tell her that no, it wasn’t right, it wasn’t normal, it wasn’t fair.

But she was so sure. So confident.

And suddenly, it didn’t feel like an argument anymore.

It felt like science. Like logic.

Like truth.

She was right.

She was always right.

He exhaled, lowering his gaze. "No, no, I understand, I understand."

He let the anger go.

He let the frustration go.

He let his body bend, mold, submit to her reasoning.

And then—

He lowered himself before her, repositioning, hands trembling as he reached for her feet.

No, he wouldn’t be taking her tonight.

Instead—he would take what she allowed.

With shaking hands, he slid himself between the perfect arches of her feet, positioning himself in the valley of soft, impossibly smooth skin, and thrust.

Sliding.

Grinding.

Fucking her feet like an animal, as if this was his only purpose in life.

His breath turned ragged, his mind spiraling into chaos. She watched him, reclining in the pillows, her body relaxed, detached, but fully aware of the power she held over him. She was learning. She was experiencing. She was beginning to understand—truly understand—the power of being her.

Less than a minute passed before he begged.

"Ohhh… do you allow me to cum on your feet?" His voice was raw, desperate, a man on the brink of insanity.

Taylor’s expression changed. The teasing glimmer in her eyes cooled into something serious, decisive.

"No."

He blinked, nearly stumbling. "But why?!" His voice cracked, his body trembling.

"Because last time, you didn’t clean them," she stated matter-of-factly.

Nathan’s hands tightened on her ankles. "Okay, okay! I promise, I’ll clean them!"

But she just shook her head. "No. I prefer that you don’t."

His stomach twisted, the denial hitting him like a physical blow. "So now what?!" he asked, his voice breaking in frustration.

She smiled at him.

Even mocked him a little with that knowing, teasing smirk.

"So now," she said sweetly, "you cum just like that. Standing. Stroking. And finishing in your hand. A solo act, yes?"

His whole body convulsed with pleasure at her words.

"Ah—yes! Yes! Thank you, thank you!" he gasped, his fingers squeezing around his cock, stroking furiously.

And then—

A guttural moan tore from his throat as he exploded, his climax ripping through him like fire. His body locked, his hips jerking forward as thick ropes of cum spurted from him, landing in his palm, dripping down his fingers as his cock pulsed violently in his grip.

His chest heaved, his knees nearly buckling from the sheer force of it.

And Taylor—

Taylor just laughed.

A soft, amused giggle that made his skin prickle with pleasure.

"Now that was quite a show," she murmured, tilting her head, watching his body shudder in the aftershocks. "I enjoyed it immensely."

Still panting, still trembling, Nathan stared at her, utterly spent, utterly wrecked—and yet, completely fulfilled.

She smiled at him, her eyes warm despite her teasing. "Now give me a kiss," she said softly.

Without hesitation, he climbed back onto the bed, pressing his lips to hers, losing himself in her warmth.

She wrapped her arms around him, hugging him close, stroking his back as if he were something precious, something hers.

"That was very nice, baby… very nice," she whispered.

And then, with a small, satisfied smirk—

"Now go wash."*

Five minutes later

Nathan stepped out of the shower, feeling completely satisfied. That was so good. So, so good.

His body was warm, relaxed, the tension drained from him. He towel-dried his hair, smiling faintly as he walked back into the bedroom. But Taylor had already turned to the other side, her breathing soft and steady. Perhaps dozing off. Perhaps asleep.

He slid into bed beside her, watching the gentle rise and fall of her back beneath the silk sheets. Wow. What a privilege it was to have such a woman next to him.

This is what his money bought him.

No—his talent bought this. The talent that brought him money, the wealth that allowed him to have a woman like her. A woman so breathtaking, so effortlessly feminine, so desirable that just walking down the street with her filled him with immense pride.

Because everyone knew.

If he had her, then surely, he was a successful man.

But it was more than that.

It was the pleasure of being close to such a gorgeous woman. The thrill of surrendering to someone so effortlessly dominant, someone who didn’t even realize what femdom was.

The potential was huge.

The sky was the limit.

But there was a caveat.

With such a woman… he had to be careful.

Every man would want to take her from him.

That thought lingered as he reached for his phone, his mind floating in that haze between satisfaction and sleep. He scrolled absently through his Facebook feed, not really expecting anything new.

And then—

A message.

An instant message.

His heart skipped. He wasn’t active on Facebook. He never got messages.

Frowning, he opened it.

“I thought you should know—your wife, Taylor, is sleeping with everybody.”

A jolt of shock shot through his body, like a splash of cold water straight to his veins.

His fingers tightened around the phone as his breath stalled. He stared at the words, enlarged the message, checked again to make sure he had read it right.

His blood ran colder.

The person knew her name.

He hadn’t mentioned her anywhere on Facebook. He hadn’t even updated his profile to married. He was barely active.

His stomach twisted violently.

"Baby…" he asked, his voice suddenly dry, his throat tight.

She stirred slightly, half-asleep. "Humm?"

His grip tightened on the phone. "There’s… someone here on my Facebook page…" He hesitated, swallowing hard. "They said you’re sleeping with everybody."

That woke her up.

Taylor turned, snatching the phone from his hands, eyes narrowing as she scanned the message.

"Can’t be," she muttered, fingers tapping rapidly to check the sender’s profile.

Her face barely changed.

"Such a pervert," she sighed. "See? He removed his profile after sending this."* She let out a breath, tossing the phone back to him. "People are weird."

And just like that, she turned back over.

Nathan stared at her.

His chest felt tight. "But baby…" he tried again, his voice strained.

She groaned softly. "Mmm?"

"It’s not true, right?" he asked, barely breathing. "You’re only sleeping with me, right?"

Taylor barely moved. "Correct, baby… absolutely correct…" Her voice was drowsy, unconcerned. "Now let me sleep…"

And just like that—

She did.

Nathan lay there, staring at the ceiling, his phone still clenched in his hand.

His heart pounded.

His mind raced.

And yet, beside him, Taylor slept peacefully—completely unbothered.


Poker Face

11 p.m. Koenigshof Hotel, Munich

Nathan unbuttoned the cuffs of his crisp white shirt, rolling them back as he finally settled into the privacy of his luxury suite. The evening had been long—another formal dinner, another high-stakes conversation with a major client. But this was the moment he had been waiting for. A chance to unwind, to finally hear her voice.

Even now, he still couldn’t believe it—Taylor was his.

He unlocked his phone, his fingers moving instinctively to Instagram. Her page filled the screen, a curated gallery of her effortless beauty. He scrolled, eyes drinking in each image—her sun-kissed face illuminated in golden light, a candid laugh caught mid-motion with her friends, a serene stroll along the beach, the wind teasing her dark waves. But then—he stopped.

That one.

His favorite.

She was lying on her back, wrapped in the softest, most minimal of pajamas, her golden skin glowing beneath the dim bedroom light. Her arms were looped around her legs, drawing them close, exposing the delicate arches of her feet, the gentle curves of her shoulders. The fabric clung to her in all the right places, teasing more than it covered, her body a masterpiece of soft, feminine lines. And her expression—playful, inviting, her gaze drifting sideways toward the camera, as if she knew exactly what she was doing to whoever was looking.

His wife.

The most stunning woman on earth. A goddess in human form. Breathtaking, radiant—and somehow, against all odds, she loved him.

But loving him wasn’t enough.

He had to keep her.

His mind had been plagued all day by that Facebook message. What if it was true? The stranger had known her name. Maybe deleting his profile meant nothing—but he knew them. He knew her. The thought ate at him.

Frantically, for the seventh time that day, he called her.

Nathan pressed the phone to his ear, his heart clenching the moment she answered.
"Taylor?" His voice was soft, almost fragile.

A sultry hum vibrated through the speaker. "Mm-hmm?"

He hesitated. "Am I interrupting?"

"Never," she said, her voice warm, inviting.

His breath hitched. "Thank you. Thank you, thank you."

A soft giggle. "Thank you for what, silly?"

"For not being interrupted," he murmured. "I mean it, Taylor. I deeply appreciate it."

She sighed, indulgent, like he was something precious. "But of course. How many times do I have to tell you? You are always welcome. You can always call me, yes? You hear me?"

His throat tightened, emotion swelling. "Yes," he whispered.

"Aww," she cooed. "You miss me, don’t you? I can feel it, even from thousands of miles away."

Nathan clenched his jaw, blinking hard. "Yeah."

"Poor little hubby," she teased. "Having to travel so far, all alone in that big, cold hotel room."

He exhaled shakily, tilting his head back against the pillow. "Yes."

"But you know what?" she mused, her tone shifting into something more mischievous. "When you’re back, we’ll make love, okay? I was thinking about it today, and I decided—you well deserve it."

His heart stopped. "Really?"

"Yeah," she said, casual, easy. "Why not?"

He wiped at the corners of his eyes, breathless. "My God. I could get on a plane right now."

She giggled. "You won’t."

"You have no idea what you do to me," he groaned. "Do you even realize how much I love you?"

"And do you realize the same?" she countered.

"Yes, but Taylor…" He hesitated. "You go to college every day, and surely you attract attention. I mean, you’re probably not even aware, but you’re so hot it’s painful."

She laughed—not dismissively, but amused, confident. "Oh, I know. I see their looks."

Nathan tensed. "You… notice?"

"Of course I do," she said smoothly. "And I look at them, too."

A chill shot through him. "You mean—you’re looking at other men?"

"So?" Her voice was teasing, but firm. "Should I wear blinders? Is that what you want?"

"I—no, of course not, I just—"

"It’s not healthy, Nathan," she interrupted, her tone dipping into something gentler, but intentional.

"What’s not healthy?" His pulse spiked.

"This…" she trailed off, as if carefully selecting her words, then finished with quiet certainty, "this fear. This idea that love only exists if it’s caged."

Nathan’s chest tightened. His mind raced, grasping for meaning. "So… what are you saying?"

She sighed, almost affectionate, her voice dipping into something softer, more reassuring. "Oh, silly," she murmured. "Of course I’m loyal."

He exhaled in relief. "But you’re looking—"

"Well, I have eyes, don’t I?"

He swallowed. "Y-yes. Yes, of course you have eyes, Ma’am."

She burst out laughing. "Don’t call me Ma’am, silly."

He chuckled nervously. "Sorry, it’s just—you’re so… superior. So up and above me."

"Oh, baby," she crooned, mockingly sweet. "I’m just a simple girl. A girl with eyes… and, well…" she paused, her voice dripping with playfulness, "a pussy. That’s all."

His breath caught. His heart slammed. "But you’re not—using it against me, right? The pu—" his throat closed up, "the… the p-word?"

A light, easy laugh. "No, Nathan. Of course not."

His chest heaved with relief. "Thank you," he whispered. "Thank you, thank you."

And then—her voice softened. Became something deeper. Something that reached inside him and settled in his bones.

"And even if I did…" she mused. "Would that really take away from my love for you?"

Nathan froze. His stomach twisted. "I… I don’t know," he admitted. "I mean, well—yes. Or… actually, no. Or—" he sighed, utterly confused.

"It wouldn’t," she stated simply. So certain. So unshaken.

There was a pause, and then she added, softer now, closer:

"You know, I’ve had men, Nathan. I know men."

A lump formed in his throat.

"But I never loved someone."

Her voice dipped lower, more intimate.

"You are my first."

Nathan’s stomach plummeted. His eyes fluttered shut.

"Could you beat that?" she whispered.

His breath was shaky. "Really?"

She sighed, reassuring, powerful, in full control.
"Yeeaaaah."

A long silence. Heavy. Loaded.

And then, light again:

"Now," she cooed, "I want you to go to sleep."

Nathan barely managed a nod. "Yeah. Okay. But…" his voice wavered, "you’re alone, right?"

"Yes," she said smoothly, easily. "Alone, alone." A soft hum. "Don’t worry too much. I want you to get some sleep because tomorrow is your big day—will you do that for me?"

"Yes, Ma—" he caught himself. "Yes, Taylor."

She giggled.
He laughed.
And the call ended.

Nathan exhaled deeply, a small, lingering smile still ghosting on his lips. But just to be sure, to take one last look at her before heading to bed, he reached for his phone and tapped into the surveillance feed. His breath caught.

There she was, lounging on the plush white sofa, giggling and gossiping—with Destiny.

His stomach twisted.

So she wasn’t alone after all.

Nathan narrowed his eyes, studying the screen, watching as Taylor leaned in, her expression relaxed, her body language effortless. The weak audio only picked up scattered words, fleeting syllables, but the energy between them was unmistakable. Taylor was alive. Laughing, talking, fully immersed in conversation.

Destiny.

Nathan had never fully trusted her.

She was a golden blonde, her perfectly curled hair framing a face that was always amused, always teasing. It was as if life itself was a game she played effortlessly, a performance she never broke character from. She had an easy confidence, a presence that filled a room without trying—sexy in a way that didn’t demand attention, yet commanded it all the same.

Her cropped sweater clung tightly against her frame, the neckline cut like a choker, wrapping around her throat with an almost possessive grip—while her shoulders remained bare, soft, exposed, dripping with sensuality. It was a contradiction, like everything about Destiny. She never looked like she was trying, yet every detail was deliberate.

Her nails, always immaculately manicured, tapped idly against the cards in her hand as she whispered something into Taylor’s ear. Whatever she said had Taylor giggling uncontrollably, her eyes sparkling, her cheeks flushed.

Destiny saw everything. Understood everything. But gave away nothing.

Nathan swallowed hard.

He exhaled, shaking his head.

It was just a girl’s night. Nothing more.

Relief should have washed over him. It didn’t. The tension in his chest remained, sharp and gnawing. And then, uninvited, unshakable—the thought crept in.

Taylor wouldn’t lie.

Not lie lie.

She had just… reframed the truth. That’s all. A version of it that was easier, more convenient. She wasn’t hiding anything—just choosing what to say.

He clenched his jaw, forcing himself to let it go.

It was just Destiny.

That, at least, should have been a relief.

Or… was it?

The thought sat with him as he turned away from the screen, as he walked into the bathroom and ran a hand through his hair, exhaling slowly. The tension in his chest refused to ease, lingering like an unanswered question.

He caught his reflection in the mirror—tired eyes, tense shoulders, lips pressed into a thin, unreadable line. The weight in his chest wouldn’t lift.

Not fully.

Nathan exhaled as he turned on the shower, watching the steam curl into the air. He stepped under the stream, letting the hot water cascade over his body, running through his hair, over his shoulders, down his back. He shut his eyes, focusing on the sensation, the heat, the way it washed over him, soothing his skin.

But his mind refused to quiet.

Taylor’s voice lingered. Her laughter. The way she had sighed so effortlessly when she answered his call. The way she had reassured him. The way she had… lied.

No, not lied. Not exactly.

But not the truth, either.

He tried to let it go. Tried to let the heat of the water dissolve the unease, to let it all wash away.

But deep down—he knew.

It wouldn’t.

An Hour Later

The thought gnawed at him. What was she doing now?

Nathan reached for his phone, tapping into the surveillance feed. The moment the screen loaded, he blinked, stunned.

His stomach twisted.

An hour ago, it had been just Taylor and Destiny, giggling on the sofa, lost in their own private world. But now—now the entire study group was there.

She hadn’t said a word. Not a single word.

The expensive, pristine living room had been overtaken, transformed into something unrecognizable. The elegance of the white, minimalist space was drowned in chaos. Pizza boxes lay scattered across the marble coffee table, half-eaten slices abandoned on delicate white plates. Empty beer bottles clinked as someone shifted, stretching lazily into the plush sofas, bodies draped comfortably across the furniture like they belonged there. Like this had been the plan all along.

But what rattled him the most wasn’t the mess.

It was her.

Taylor—smiling, laughing, fully immersed, her focus pinned to the cards in her hand. Her jet-black hair fell in a sleek cascade over her shoulder, the delicate straps of her black sundress framing her effortlessly. She wasn’t just entertaining them. She was at the center of it.

And she hadn’t even mentioned it.

At the center of it all—poker.

Nathan’s jaw tightened. His wife, his beautiful, untouchable Taylor, sat among them, fully immersed, her slender fingers curled around her cards. She was laughing, flushed from amusement, her dark hair cascading down her bare shoulder, the thin straps of her black sundress barely holding in place. She hadn’t said a word about this. Not a single word.

To her right, Destiny leaned in, whispering something close to Taylor’s ear, her golden blonde hair tumbling forward as she smirked. Her cropped sweater rode up slightly, exposing a glimpse of smooth, tanned skin, the delicate arch of her collarbone. Whatever she said made Taylor giggle—genuine, girlish, completely lost in the moment.

Across the table, Nick sat like he owned the place, his broad shoulders relaxed, his fingers idly toying with a stack of poker chips. He wasn’t just playing—he was controlling the table. There was an ease in the way he moved, the way his piercing gaze flickered toward Taylor now and then, unreadable yet deliberate. The loose black blazer hung off the chair behind him, his white dress shirt unbuttoned just enough to reveal a hint of toned chest beneath. Every so often, he reached for his glass, sipping slowly, watching.

Matthew, rugged and bearded, lounged across from him, flicking chips between his fingers without looking, effortlessly cool. He stretched, letting his denim shirt pull tight across his frame, smirking at something Destiny had said. The air between them was thick with energy—playful, charged, unspoken.

And then there was Daniel, hunched forward, flipping absently through a neglected book as if he were still pretending this was an actual study session. His glasses sat crooked on his nose, his sweater plain and nondescript, the only one here who seemed out of place. But he was still watching. They all were.

Nathan’s fingers moved on instinct—he called her.

On the screen, Taylor reached for her phone. She looked at it, her expression unreadable, lingering just a second too long. And then—gently—she placed it back on the table, face down.

Nathan’s stomach clenched. She wasn’t even answering.

Shock rippled through him. She didn’t even tell him they were all there. She had let him believe she was alone, had laughed sweetly into the phone, made him feel close, intimate, connected. And now, this?

His pulse spiked.

“Nathan, stop it, stop it, stop it,” he muttered, shaking his head. He dragged in a deep breath, forcing himself to slow down. “Breathe.”

He exhaled, pressing his fingers to his temples. “Try, for once, just for once, to see her side of the picture, will you?” He swallowed hard, eyes glued to the screen.

“She’s just a little girl,” he whispered. “Barely 18. And all her friends are the same. And this is their what? Fifth time playing poker? Let her, Nathan. Let her enjoy. For heaven’s sake, she’s not doing this against you.”

He squeezed his eyes shut, willing himself to believe it.

“She really loves you.”

And then, suddenly—Nick stood up.

Nathan frowned, his eyes locking onto the screen.

Nick was laughing, effortlessly charismatic, flashing that easy grin as he gripped the edge of his shirt and peeled it off in one exaggerated motion.

Nathan’s stomach dropped.

What the hell?

Realization hit him like a slap to the face.

Nathan’s fingers clenched around his phone. He hit call again.

Taylor didn’t pick up.

His stomach twisted. His pulse hammered. Why? Why wasn’t she answering?

But then—his eyes locked on the screen.

Nick wasn’t just sitting there. He was standing, his shirt discarded, his sculpted abs gleaming under the warm house lights. A six-pack so defined it looked carved from stone, broad shoulders tapering into a lean waist, his confidence effortless, his presence magnetic. He was grinning, theatrical, soaking in the attention like a showman on stage. And Taylor—his Taylor—was watching.

Nathan exhaled sharply, trying to steady his breath. "Come on, Nathan," he muttered. "Think. Be rational."

How could she answer?

Would he answer, if the situation were reversed?

If he were in a room, playing a game, and suddenly—out of nowhere—a woman stood up and peeled off her shirt? A woman with a body so stunning, so naturally built for desire that it demanded to be admired? Would he even hear his phone? Would he register his own name lighting up the screen when his eyes were tracing the swell of her breasts, the curve of her waist?

No. He wouldn’t.

Because some things command attention. Some things take attention.

And Nick—standing there, shirtless, glowing with testosterone and easy dominance—was one of those things.

She wasn’t ignoring him out of cruelty. She wasn’t dismissing him.

She was simply absorbed.

Caught in something new, something fascinating, something that had nothing to do with marriage or love or betrayal.

She was looking. That was all.

And for the first time, Nathan tried to let himself understand.

Nathan’s stomach tightened as he watched her mouth move—saying something he couldn’t make out.

And then Nick turned toward her, smirking, bowing playfully, his grin smug.

Taylor was delighted.

She smiled, amused—but something in her eyes, in her expression, was unmistakable.

She was turned on.

Taylor’s phone vibrated against the table—another call from Nathan.

She heard it, vaguely, distantly, like a noise from another world. But her eyes never left Nick.

Her fingers moved on instinct, reaching for the phone without thought, flipping it in her hand until it rested face-up against the table. She barely glanced—just the quickest flick of her gaze, processing his name with the same absent-minded disinterest as one does an unread message. Not important.

Her eyes snapped back to Nick instantly, greedily, hungrily. She was mesmerized. The way his muscles flexed with the slightest movement, the sheen of warmth on his skin, the easy, effortless confidence that radiated from his bare torso—it was something she had never seen this close before, never truly paid attention to, never been allowed to drink in without restraint.

It was fascinating.

Her lips parted slightly, her breath shallow, her body perfectly still as she watched. It wasn’t just admiration—it was discovery.

She barely noticed when her phone dimmed, the call going to voicemail. It had never really registered to begin with.

Nick grinned, lifting his drink in a silent toast to Matthew.

The game continued.
Another round. Destiny lost.

She pouted, shaking her head, refusing to part with anything. The group erupted into laughter, teasing, playful protests urging her on. She dragged it out, smirking, reveling in the attention before finally sighing—dramatic, exaggerated. Then, with a slow, deliberate movement, she reached under her sweater, arching slightly as she unclasped her bra.

Nathan watched as she pulled it free, slipping the lacy garment through her sleeve and tossing it onto the pile of forfeited bets. She was still fully dressed, but now—braless. And it showed.

Destiny had always been busty, her full, round breasts pushing against the tight fabric of her cropped sweater. But now, without the bra’s support, they moved freely beneath the soft material, their shape even more pronounced. She stretched, rolling her shoulders back, and the motion sent a subtle bounce through her generous curves.

The sweater clung to her, outlining the swell of her chest, the fabric pressing against her in a way that left little to the imagination. Her nipples, barely concealed by the thin knit, stiffened slightly—either from the cool air or the sheer thrill of the moment.

Her face was flushed, either from the game, the alcohol, or the excitement of being the center of attention—but her smirk made one thing clear: she knew exactly what she was doing.

And Taylor? Taylor was laughing right beside her, completely at ease, as if this was just another night.

Nathan’s heartbeat thundered as he called again.

At that exact moment—Matthew lost.

Groaning in mock defeat, he leaned back, shaking his head as the others cheered and jeered. He dragged it out, smirking as he made a show of his "punishment," then, with a laugh, peeled off his shirt.

Nathan’s stomach twisted.

And then—Nathan saw it.

Taylor’s hand.

Sliding over Matthew’s abs.

Not just a casual touch. A slow, deliberate, exploring touch.

Nathan stopped breathing.

Her fingers, delicate and precise, glided over the sculpted ridges of Matthew’s stomach, her touch featherlight yet intentional. The soft pink of her perfectly manicured nails stood in stark contrast against his tanned skin, the glossy French tips tracing each contour with quiet reverence. Her hand—small, narrow, effortlessly feminine—moved with slow curiosity, absorbing the sensation as if committing it to memory. She wasn’t just feeling him; she was savoring him, appreciating every taut muscle, every dip and rise beneath her fingertips. It was artistry, and she was a devoted observer, letting the warmth of his skin bloom beneath her touch.

Taylor had been with men before, but this—this was different. This was up close, hands-on, an opportunity to truly examine.

Nathan could see it in her expression, the way her gaze followed the path of her fingers, absorbed, mesmerized, as if she were tracing the lines of a masterpiece. The way she tested the texture of his skin, the tautness of his abs, feeling the strength beneath her fingertips.

A look of pure appreciation. The kind of look that, if Matthew caught it—if he truly saw the way she was seeing him—he would get hard from that alone.

His stunning wife. The most beautiful girl he had ever laid eyes on. And she was enchanted by someone else. She was absorbing another man’s body as if it were something she needed to understand.

Nathan’s cock throbbed, stiff and aching, straining against his pants. The arousal hit him like a drug—overwhelming, undeniable, and humiliating. His body betrayed him, pulsing with heat as he watched his wife mesmerized by another man’s body. His breath came shallow, his grip tightening as if trying to contain the rush of desire and resentment coursing through him. She was lost in the moment, absorbed in the feel of Matthew’s skin, her delicate fingers tracing, learning, wanting. And he—her husband, the man who should be the center of her attention—was left watching, pulsing, aching, and completely powerless.

It was so her. So natural. So unconscious. The way she drifted into pleasure the moment she wanted something. The way she could simply take it, absorb it, enjoy it.

She wasn’t thinking about him. She wasn’t thinking about the poker game. She wasn’t thinking about anything except Matthew.

And that was what killed him.

That she was sexual. That she was interested. That she had fooled him, played the perfect innocent, only to show him, the moment he looked away, what she truly was.

A woman who could never be locked down. A woman who could never be kept from pleasure. A woman who, the instant he left for business, had already found a way to taste something new.

Nathan’s thumb hovered over the call button again, his pulse hammering in his skull. His hands were clammy, trembling with adrenaline, but he needed to hear her voice. Needed to anchor himself in something, anything—needed her to tell him, to explain, to make it all go away.

And then—Taylor picked up.

"Hi, baby," she chirped, still grinning, still running her fingers down Matthew’s stomach.

Her voice was light. Unbothered. As if nothing was happening.

Nathan clenched his jaw. He wanted to break something.

"Aren’t you asleep?" she asked sweetly, her voice light, casual—completely unbothered. But she didn’t stop.

Not even for a second.

Her fingers remained on Matthew’s abs, tracing the sculpted ridges with slow, curious strokes, as if she had forgotten entirely about the phone pressed to her ear. She didn’t pause, didn’t hesitate, didn’t even acknowledge the possibility that Nathan might have noticed. If she had been speaking to him in person, wouldn’t she have at least pulled her hand away? Wouldn’t she have given him her attention?

But no—this wasn’t the situation at all.

She was still admiring Matthew, still absorbed in the feel of his skin beneath her fingertips, and Nathan was nothing more than an afterthought. It was so brazen, so shamelessly indifferent, so unbearably arousing that his stomach clenched, his breath turned shallow, and his cock throbbed painfully against his trousers. She had no idea what she was doing to him. Or maybe, just maybe, she did.

He swallowed, forcing his voice to remain steady. "What’s all that noise?"

Her fingers never stopped moving.

"Oh, just some friends," she murmured, her words absentminded, dismissive. And then—she did it.

Without thinking. Without hesitation. Without even breaking conversation.

Her hand slipped lower, drifting toward Matthew’s jeans, her fingertips grazing the edge of his belt buckle as if testing it, as if deciding whether she wanted to undo it right there in front of everyone.

Nathan’s entire body seized.

The way she did it—so casually, so effortlessly, as if it was second nature—sent a violent shock through him, his cock straining painfully, pulsing with need. He wasn’t there. He wasn’t even a thought in her mind. She was just enjoying herself, lost in the heat of the moment while he was thousands of miles away, trapped, helpless, forced to watch.

And then—his trembling fingers clenched the phone tighter, his breath caught in his throat as he watched her fingers toy with the buckle of Matthew’s jeans. Slow. Deliberate.

His entire body trembled, not just with jealousy, not just with betrayal—but with something deeper, something darker. A hunger that hollowed him out, an obsession that coiled around his ribs, an unbearable arousal that made his entire being quake.

Matthew caught her in the act and jerked back, laughing, his body twisting away like a snake dodging a strike.

"Nooooo," he grinned, grabbing her wrist playfully. "Don’t you dare. That part comes off in the next round."

Nathan swallowed, struggling to find his voice, to keep his words level, to pretend—just for a second—that he wasn’t unraveling.

"So what are you guys doing there?"

Taylor didn’t even look away from Matthew. She didn’t even pause. She just smiled.

"Oh, we’re just studying," she said lightly, as if she weren’t teasing another man, as if she weren’t playing a game that had nothing to do with poker.

And then—with perfect timing, she gave another playful pat, right over Matthew’s covered cock, her fingers molding around its shape, tracing its edges through the fabric.

She wasn’t just touching—she was mapping it out.

Pressing lightly, teasingly, feeling the firmness beneath, as if confirming its presence, as if measuring its size with the delicate precision of her fingertips.

And then, just when she had it perfectly outlined beneath her touch—

She gave it a light, knowing pat.

"Studying hard," she teased, her voice dripping with amusement.

The room erupted.

Laughter. Cheers. It was as if they all knew exactly who she was talking to, as if they were in on the joke, as if Nathan wasn’t just watching—he was the punchline.

The pressure inside him became unbearable.

He yanked down his underwear, standing there in the middle of the hotel room, stroking himself with careful, measured precision, desperate to hold off, to stay on the edge, to keep control. But control was slipping through his fingers.

His voice came out hoarse. "Are you loyal?"

Taylor giggled, tilting her head, her eyes flicking to Destiny as if she needed permission to answer.

"Loyal, loyal," she echoed playfully—before winking.

The wink destroyed him.

Nathan's stomach clenched, his thighs tensed, his cock pulsed violently, betraying him completely. He yanked his hand away, his body trembling, his breath ragged—hands lifting as if in surrender, as if some unseen force had commanded him to freeze.

But it didn’t matter. His cock had a plan of its own.

It jerked in protest, throbbing, pulsing—until hot, white liquid spilled onto the hotel carpet, uncontrolled, unbidden.

Was he cumming? No. No, he wasn’t.

Or was he?

He didn’t know anymore.

The intensity of it, the humiliation of that teasing "loyal, loyal," the way she had winked, the way she had reduced him to this—

It was too much.

"Ugh, wait, I can’t hear you so well—talk to you later!"

Click.

She hung up.

And then—it was Taylor’s turn to lose.

Nathan tensed as he watched her laugh, shaking her head, but there was something different about it now. Her smile was still dazzling, still playful, but at the edges, there was something else—a flicker of hesitation, a flush in her cheeks that wasn’t just from excitement. She wasn’t ready for this. She wasn’t wearing a bra. That thin black sundress—the one that draped over her body like liquid sin—was all that stood between her and complete exposure. If she took it off, she would be naked.

His heart pounded in his throat, heat rushing through his veins. She looked flustered, overwhelmed. She was beautiful like this—vulnerable yet impossibly enticing. But the group wasn’t giving her an escape. They pushed, they teased, they laughed as she playfully fought back, but no one was letting her slip away.

The voices overlapped in a blur of excitement, fast, chaotic, impossible to follow, but through the noise, Nathan caught pieces of the argument. Some sort of calculation. Some dispute. He could barely piece it together, but the gist was clear—Nick had won. She had bet high, had played her cards like she had the upper hand, had lied so convincingly that even Nick hesitated before calling her bluff. But it was a bluff. She had nothing. He had everything.

She was supposed to strip.

And yet—she wasn’t doing it.

Nathan’s pulse slammed through his skull as he watched her shake her head, her fingers twirling a loose strand of hair, feigning innocence, teasing them, pretending like she had no idea what the big deal was. But the group wasn’t buying it. The laughter rose, the teasing sharpened. She had stripped others down with her victories, had laughed when they peeled off their shirts, their jeans, even their underwear. And now it was her turn.

She lost.

And Nick had won.

And then—it happened.

Taylor and Nick stood up. Together.

Nathan felt a sharp, dizzying rush of panic, his body seizing up as if someone had sucked the air from the room. The decision had been made. He hadn’t heard every word of it, hadn’t caught every agreement, but he saw the outcome, and it made his stomach drop.

The group cheered. Laughed. Shot each other knowing looks.

But Nathan wasn’t laughing.

His wife. His stunning, delicate, untouchable wife.

Holding Nick’s hand.

Her small fingers curled around his wrist, her movements fluid, unthinking, as if it was the most natural thing in the world to take his hand and lead him away.

Why?

Where?

He couldn't hear the words, but he could see the glances exchanged. The sly smiles. The way she gestured toward the hallway, toward the bathroom, toward anywhere that wasn’t here.

Because she wouldn’t strip in front of them.

Because she had lost.

Because she had to honor the game.

Nathan’s vision swam.

No.

No, no, no.

She’s not doing this.

She’s not going to flash him.

She’s not going to let him see her.

She wouldn’t.

Would she?

His lungs burned, his chest heaved, his cock ached—he was shaking.

Nathan’s breathing turned shallow, erratic, his stomach twisting into knots so tight they ached. His mind screamed for logic, for reason, but all he could see, all he could focus on, was the sight of her walking away with him. His lungs burned, his chest rose and fell in ragged gasps, his cock ached from the unbearable tension tearing him apart.

What the fuck was she doing?

WHAT THE FUCK WAS THIS?

He scanned the monitor desperately, his fingers twitching over the controls, eyes flickering through every angle, every camera, searching, pleading for an explanation. No. No, no, no. This wasn’t happening. She wasn’t going to do this. She wasn’t going to flash him. She wasn’t going to stand there, completely bare, offering herself up for his gaze, for his amusement.

Her body was his.

She was his wife.

And yet, she was leading another man away.

Nathan felt like he was unraveling, like reality itself was slipping through his fingers. His hands trembled, his body wound so tight he thought he might snap. This had to stop. This wasn’t okay. Taylor was his wife, his beautiful, impossible, untouchable wife—and yet, she was leading another man away. She had spent weeks telling him how much she loved him, how he was the only one who truly mattered. And now? Now she was slipping into the shadows with Nick, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

His breath turned ragged, his mind screaming at him to do something, to break this cycle, to tear himself out of the delirious mixture of arousal and rage that had poisoned his every thought. His body was betraying him, thrumming with heat, his cock still aching even as his pulse pounded with fury. It wasn’t just about humiliation anymore. It wasn’t just about the cruel, twisted excitement of watching her do the unthinkable.

It was about power.

About how she had all of it.

About how she had reduced him to this.

His fingers slammed against the call button, his movements frantic, erratic, each press harder than the last, as if sheer force could will her to pick up and explain herself. The phone rang. Once. Twice. Nothing. His grip tightened around the device, his knuckles white with tension. He tried again. Straight to voicemail. His pulse roared, his vision blurring with the sheer force of his frustration, his helplessness bleeding into something raw, unbearable, suffocating.

And then—his breath caught.

She had left her phone on the table.

He saw it, saw the screen light up with his name, vibrating uselessly beside an abandoned wine glass. She hadn’t silenced him. She hadn’t rejected the call. She had simply… left it there. As if it didn’t matter. As if he didn’t matter.

His chest caved in on itself, a sickening mix of relief and devastation crashing through him. She wasn’t ignoring him on purpose. She just hadn’t thought about it at all.

He swallowed back the lump in his throat, his hands shaking as he pressed the call button again.

And then—finally—Destiny picked up.

"Hey, Nathan!" Her voice was breezy, light, laced with amusement. Carefree. Completely unbothered. As if nothing in the world was out of place. As if he wasn’t on the verge of collapse.

His breath hitched, his voice barely finding its footing. But when he spoke, he sounded calm.

"May… may I speak to Taylor, please?"

The words left his lips like a whisper, frail and uncertain. He hated himself for it. For how small he sounded. How weak.

Destiny exhaled, a long, exaggerated sigh, like this was all so trivial. Like his wife’s absence was just a minor inconvenience. "Oh, Taylor’s not here at the moment."

Nathan felt the world tilt. A slow, dizzying lurch in his gut, like something had just been ripped out of him. His mind raced, searching for an anchor, something, anything to hold onto.

"Where is she?" he rasped, his throat dry, his words barely pushing past the tightness in his chest.

Silence.

"Not sure…" Destiny murmured, the words smooth, effortless, like she was twirling a lock of hair between her fingers, perfectly at ease. "But she’ll be back any moment, I’m sure."

Nathan swallowed hard, trying to steady himself, clawing for control. He needed her to know. He needed Taylor to know he had called. That he was watching. That he wasn’t just some afterthought, some distant figure she could brush aside.

"Tell her," he forced out. "Tell her I called. Please."

God, he was begging.

His stomach churned, his skin prickling with humiliation, with the raw, pulsing need to be acknowledged, to be reassured. But Destiny’s silence stretched just long enough to twist the knife deeper.

"Promise me, Destiny. You’ll tell her. You promise, right?"

He hated himself for how desperate it sounded. For how much power she held in this moment, how he was handing it to her willingly, his voice nearly cracking under the weight of his own desperation.

A soft, amused laugh filtered through the receiver—light, teasing, almost affectionate. Like he was nothing more than an anxious puppy, needy, helpless, clinging to a hope he couldn’t even name.

As she chuckled, Destiny absentmindedly pushed her glass toward Daniel—the bearded, nerd-like, typically quiet guy—who had just stood to refill his own drink. He hesitated, barely meeting her gaze, then obediently poured some into hers before returning to his seat, eyes flicking down, saying nothing. She didn’t acknowledge him. Didn’t thank him. Her mind had never left the game, her own needs taking effortless priority. Only then, only after her thirst had been seen to, did she return her attention to Nathan.

"Chill, Nathan," she said, her voice silky, laced with quiet amusement. "You’ve got nothing to worry about."

Click.

The line went dead.

The realization crept in slowly, then sank its teeth into him with violent certainty.

“This isn’t just a playful, fleeting moment—a quick, teasing flash before she rushes back, flushed and laughing, embarrassed by the sheer audacity of it,” he muttered under his breath, his fingers gripping the edge of the desk. His pulse pounded in his ears, loud and insistent, refusing to let him think of anything else.

“No… that would have been over in seconds. Thirty, at most.” His jaw tightened as he stared at the screen, eyes darting, searching, hoping to see them reappear, to see her return, to see that this was nothing. But the seconds stretched into minutes, dragging endlessly, suffocating him.

“But they aren’t back.”

His pulse pounded against his ribs as he scanned the cameras, eyes darting frantically between each feed, searching for something, anything, that would contradict the reality forming in his mind. And then he saw it. The bathroom light was still on. His body went rigid. They were in there. Behind that closed door. Alone.

The thought sickened him, sent heat flashing through his head, made his hands clench into trembling fists against the desk. Taylor wasn’t brushing her teeth. She wasn’t fixing her makeup. She wasn’t standing there, adjusting the hem of her dress, preparing to return to the group. No, she was with a man. Not just any man—a man who was young, strong, confident, unshakable. A man who had nothing to lose and everything to gain. A man who wasn’t her husband.

The image materialized in his mind with agonizing clarity. Nick, standing close to her, so close that she could feel his breath against her skin. His hands, bold, sure, reaching for her. He was lifting her dress. Slowly, deliberately, dragging the fabric higher, higher, over her hips, over her waist, up and above her head as she raised her arms for him, letting him strip her completely bare, save for the tiny scrap of underwear she had left. His breath hitched at the vision of her—stunning, vulnerable, her skin smooth beneath the dim glow of the bathroom light. Nick was looking at her, drinking her in, his gaze tracing every inch of her exposed body with ownership, with hunger.

And his hands—his hands wouldn’t be idle. Of course, they wouldn’t. No man could be that close to Taylor, standing before him in nothing but her delicate lingerie, and not touch her. Nathan’s stomach twisted painfully as the fantasy wove itself deeper into his mind. Nick’s fingers would skim along her waist, trailing lightly over her ribs before settling over her breasts, cupping them, molding them in his rough palms. His thumbs would brush over her nipples, testing them, teasing them, pinching just enough to make her gasp, to make her shiver. Nathan’s breath stuttered at the thought of it—his wife, standing there, letting another man touch her so intimately.

Nathan squeezed his eyes shut, but it didn’t help. The scene only grew more vivid, more unbearable. Taylor—his beautiful, delicate, untouchable Taylor—moaning softly as Nick worshipped her, as he took his time exploring her body. And she wasn’t stopping him. She wasn’t pushing him away, laughing nervously, insisting they go back before anyone noticed. No, she was giving in. Letting him. Wanting him.

“She is there because she wants it” he muttered “Because she loves it. Because she is enjoying it, craving it.”

Anxiety gripped him “They are fucking in there,” he thought, “they are plainly indulging in brutal fucking. He is shoving his thick cock inside her all the way and then out and then again and again fucking her to a stand still.”

"She’s cheating on me," he murmured, the words tumbling from his lips like a revelation, like something he had always known but never allowed himself to say aloud. "Yes. That’s exactly—plain and simple—what she’s doing." His breath hitched as his fingers curled tighter around his cock, the heat in his gut unbearable.

"God, she’s so erotic." His voice was thick with arousal, with humiliation, with the twisted ecstasy of knowing that no matter what he did, no matter how much he tried to hold her, to shield her, to keep her locked away—she would always find a way. She would always slip through his fingers, always fool him, always end up right where she wanted to be.

With another man.

"Yes. Here’s the proof. Right there. Right now." He didn’t have to see it. He didn’t need to. He knew. He felt it, deep in his bones, in the way his cock throbbed with sick excitement.

"His cock is probably so thick. So strong. And she’s clawing her nails into his back, so needy, so desperate." His hips jerked, his breathing ragged. "And he keeps moving in and out of her, like a huge fucking machine." That’s what she wanted. That’s what she needed.

Not him.

"She doesn’t want me." The thought hit him hard, like a punch to the gut, like something sharp twisting inside his ribs. "I’m so fucking lame compared to this." And yet, what could he do? Nothing.

Nothing except take it.

"And I have to put up with it," he groaned, tilting his head back, his body trembling. "Ohhh, it’s so fucking sexy. What she’s doing to me. She’s fooling me, deceiving me, playing me like a fool."

She was in his house.
In his bed.

"The minute I’m gone, she has a man." His grip tightened, his breath shuddering. "The next minute, they’re in bed together. Together in my bed. Wrapped up in each other. Lost in each other."

That’s what she was.
Elusive. Uncontainable. The second there was a blind spot, the moment she found the smallest opening, she filled it—with a man. Any man. And once they were together, nothing else mattered.

Yes, definitely -

"A sexy fucking cheater. Entitled. Free. And I have to take it."

“Because she is beautiful.”

“Because I need her.”

“And she doesn’t need me.”

A sickening heat pulsed in his stomach, nausea and arousal colliding until he couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. His grip on his cock tightened instinctively, his strokes growing desperate, fevered, driven by something far beyond his own control. His mind screamed at him to stop, to pull back, to fight against the unbearable humiliation consuming him—but his body was no longer his own. It had surrendered completely to the force of it, to the agony that fed the pleasure, to the pleasure that sharpened the agony. His breathing hitched, his muscles locked, his entire frame shaking with the force of his own torment. He was panting, trembling, burning with it, his skin slick with sweat, his nerves raw and electric.

And then—he shattered.

The orgasm tore through him like a violent explosion, unstoppable, shattering every last piece of restraint he had left. His cock pulsed hard, thick white ropes spilling forward, staining the pristine sheets, his entire body convulsing under the unbearable weight of release. He gasped, his breath breaking, his muscles clenching, the sheer intensity of it leaving him weak, spent, wrecked. He had never come like this before—never so powerfully, never so uncontrollably, never so shamefully. His vision blurred, his body shaking in the aftermath, his chest heaving as he lay there, used up and humiliated, the taste of his own betrayal thick on his tongue.

And yet, it wasn’t enough.

He glanced at the monitor, his eyes wild, searching, his breath coming in ragged gasps. "You see? Nick isn’t done," he muttered, voice hoarse, shaking. His lips curled bitterly, his hand flexing against the desk. "Do you get it?" He laughed, a low, hollow sound, as if there were someone in the room, someone to listen to the madness consuming him. "You see, Nick has to deal with the friction, with the heat, with the tight, narrow squeeze of her pussy wrapped around him—and yet he keeps his rhythm. He holds back. He’s in control. He fucks her like a man."

Nathan’s own cock throbbed painfully, his fingers twitching at the unbearable contrast. "And me? I’m here. Thousands of miles away. No resistance, no warmth, no reason to think about satisfying her." His breath hitched, his stomach twisting violently. "And yet—I can’t hold back. I can’t last. I just fucking cum like a pathetic fool. Shamefully. Alone."

His eyes flicked back to the screen, his pulse hammering. "Look—they’re still there. She’s probably moaning so hard, gripping him, needing him, begging for it. And he doesn’t let go." His voice cracked, his nails digging into the wood. "He’s holding her, owning her, fucking her till he’s fully satisfied."

His cock twitched violently at the thought, his body betraying him once more.

"That’s passion. That’s how adults fuck," he whispered, his head tipping forward, his breath coming in uneven gasps. His fingers wrapped around his length again, his whole body tight, unbearably tense.

"Yes, they’re nice on the outside. Polite. Friendly. But once inside that bathroom?" His voice dropped, dark, hoarse, twisted. "Oh yeah. Fuck her. Take her. She’s just my wife. The only woman I have. Take her. Give it to her. She deserves to enjoy."

His hand moved faster, punishing himself, his whole body burning with the agonizing, unbearable truth.

He was making himself suffer.

And yet—his cock stood at full attention again.

And then—his eyes snapped to the screen.

He froze.

The poker table was empty.

“where are they” he was talking to himself.

“Where where are they?” he repeated

"They left." The words tumbled out of him, raw, breathless, his pulse hammering. "All three of them. They just got up and walked away. Why? Because they don’t want to disturb the ‘married couple.’ The adults. The ones having ravaging, unrestrained sex." His throat was tight, his jaw clenched, but the words kept spilling, bitter, sharp, undeniable.

"It only makes sense, doesn’t it?" His eyes darted frantically over the monitor, searching, scanning for something—anything—to prove himself wrong. But the empty poker table, the abandoned beer bottles, the sheer stillness of the room screamed the truth back at him. "They know. They’ve always known. They understand that adults need privacy sometimes. And besides, once Nick is inside Taylor’s pussy, there’s no more poker. No more laughing, no more small talk. Just fucking. So they left. Just like that."

And now—suddenly—it all made sense.

Nathan’s breath hitched as the realization crashed over him, suffocating, undeniable. That’s why she insisted. That’s why she had been so adamant, so unwavering about it—why she had made sure his boys, twenty and twenty-two, had moved out the very moment she stepped into his life as his wife. It had seemed logical at the time, even considerate. They need their independence, Nathan. They’re old enough. They should have their own space. She had framed it as something for them, something that was only natural, only right. And he had agreed. Like a fool, he had nodded along, thinking she was just being the mature, responsible stepmother.

But now—now, he saw the real reason.

She needed her space. She needed her house, his house, to be hers alone—free of any inconvenient eyes, free of any lingering presence that could shatter the illusion of her innocence. His boys couldn’t be there because she needed to invite her friends, needed to surround herself with an inner circle that understood. And above all—she needed to bring over men. Lovers. Uninterrupted. Unquestioned.

Nathan’s throat closed up, a burning ache swelling in his chest. She planned this. From the beginning. She had made room for this, carved out a life where she could do exactly what she wanted, exactly when she wanted—without consequences.

She had cleared the path.

And now, she was walking it.

His cock twitched, his stomach clenched, his hands trembled.

"And him? Nick? He’s still inside her." The words cracked as they left his lips, shaking, trembling with unbearable weight. "He’s still fucking her. Still moving inside her. Holding her. Owning her. Because that’s what a man does."

His own reflection stared back at him from the darkened screen.

"And me?" A breath, sharp and shattered. His fingers curled, knuckles white. "What am I?" His cock ached, his chest burned. "I’m a fucking loser. A pathetic fool. Married to a cheater who finds a way, who always finds a spot, a moment, a blind spot where I’m not looking—so she can spread her legs and fuck him."

He looked again at the surveillance feed. The living room was no longer empty. Destiny, Matthew, and Daniel were back, sprawled across the sofas, still talking, still buzzing, still high off the energy of whatever had just happened. They weren’t just relaxed—they were excited. Charged. Their movements, their laughter, the way their bodies still pulsed with adrenaline—everything about them screamed that they had just witnessed something.

Nathan’s eyes flicked downward, a sharp pang of recognition hitting him. Shoes. They were all still wearing their shoes. Of course they were. The rule—the one that applied so strictly to him, the one Taylor always enforced without fail—clearly didn’t extend to them. Not her friends. Not the ones she welcomed in, the ones she let close.

Just him.

Nathan’s breath hitched, a bitter laugh scraping from his throat. “So they didn’t leave,” he muttered, shaking his head in disbelief. The idea had been gnawing at the edges of his mind, but now it was undeniable. His stomach turned as the realization settled deep inside him, cold and suffocating. His voice took on a sharp, mocking edge, the hysteria curling at the corners of his words. “Oh, of course not. Of course not. How silly of me to even think that.” His chest rose and fell unevenly, his pulse erratic as he rubbed a clammy hand over his face.

“They were there. They were in the bathroom. Watching. Witnessing.”

His fingers dug into the bedsheets as he stared at the screen, as if it could somehow undo what he had just pieced together. That’s why he hadn’t seen them. That’s why they looked so charged, so electric when they came back to the living room. Because they had seen it. They had watched it happen.

His fingers curled into the sheets, his body rigid with the force of his realization. “Probably—no, definitely—she started moaning. Loud. So loud. To the point where they all rushed in, unable to help themselves, drawn like moths to the flame, to the source of those desperate, pleading, blissed-out sounds." His stomach twisted. "No. No, better yet—" his voice dropped, his eyes dark and feverish, fixed on the screen, as if the past would suddenly play out before him "—he called them. He called them in once she reached that state. Once she was completely gone, totally surrendered, when she wasn’t even aware of the world anymore. When she didn’t know if it was night or day, left or right, when she was just—" his voice cracked, "—just a body, just pleasure, just pure, unfiltered sex."

His jaw clenched so tight it ached. His cock was throbbing, stiff and heavy in his hand, but his mind was spiraling. He had to say it. He had to make himself suffer, had to bring the image fully to life. "And there she was—my wife—on full display. Not just naked. Not just exposed. But wrecked. Taken. Fucked beyond comprehension. And they saw it."

A trembling breath. A shudder that rattled him to his core.

“They saw what he did to her. What he turned her into. They saw her not just as Taylor, not just as beautiful, not just as desirable—but as conquered.” His grip tightened, his strokes rough, reckless, a punishment and a need all at once. “And Nick—oh, Nick was showing them. Demonstrating. Proving.” His breath was ragged. “What a real man can do. How a real man takes Taylor.”

His fingers dug into his skin, the pain barely registering through the unbearable pulse of heat, of jealousy, of devastating arousal. "He was in full control. He was making her claw at him, making her moan, making her beg." Nathan’s voice was barely a whisper now, broken, wrecked. “He was showing them how thick he was. How hard he was. How deep he could go. And all she could do—all she fucking could do—was cling to him. Take it. Want it. Need it.”

And then—just like that—he changed his mind. His breath hitched, his chest tightened, and shame wrapped itself around his throat like a noose. “No. No, I’m inventing things. I’m blaming her. I’m building stories in my head without proof, without a shred of real evidence that this is what happened in there.” His voice was trembling now, caught between anger and self-reproach. “It’s not like that. Taylor isn’t like that.”

He clenched his fists, rubbing his face, trying to force the sick thoughts from his mind. “She’s such a good girl. She’s so positive, so full of life, so bright, so pure. She loves me. She married me. She wouldn’t betray me—not like this. She’s not some… some depraved cheater sneaking around behind my back.” His breath shuddered out of him, his vision blurring as his mind clawed desperately for another explanation.

“They went in there to smoke a joint.” Yes. That made sense. That was normal. College students. A stupid, rebellious little habit. “And the others? They joined because they were wondering what was going on. That’s all. That’s all it was. Not everything is about sex, Nathan.” He exhaled sharply, as if forcing himself to believe it. “It’s not like that. It’s not. I need to stop. I need to stop poisoning myself.”

His hands were trembling now, his breath hitching as a few stray tears dripped down his cheeks. He wiped them away angrily, hating himself, hating his weakness. "For me," he choked out, his voice barely more than a whisper, "she’s pure. She’s innocent. She only has good intentions. All of these sick thoughts, these accusations—they’re mine. I’m the one ruining this. I’m the one poisoning it. Shame on me." He swallowed back a sob. “Shame. Shame. Shame.” His body shook, his fingers gripping his thighs so tightly his nails left half-moons in his skin.

“That I could even think this way about my own wife.”

Nathan’s hands trembled violently, his breath coming in ragged, uneven bursts as he stared at the surveillance feed, his entire body locked in place, frozen in the sheer magnitude of what he was seeing. His mind was already spinning, already drowning in the sick heat of his thoughts, but this—this almost broke him.

Taylor and Nick emerged from the bathroom, identical white bathrobes loosely cinched at their waists, their damp hair clinging softly to their skin, glowing with warmth, with intimacy, with something so raw, so unmistakable, that Nathan felt as though his chest was being ripped open. They walked back casually, effortlessly, without the slightest hesitation, as if they hadn’t just done something that shattered everything.

She wasn’t touching him. Not physically. Not yet. But the way she smiled, the way she radiated ease, contentment—she had never looked so relaxed, so at peace, as though she had just returned from the most gratifying, most deeply satisfying experience of her life.

And then—Nick poured her a glass of red wine.

The bile rose in his throat as his gaze lingered on the plush white fabric draped over Nick’s body. His robe. The one he had chosen so carefully. The one he had bought as part of Taylor’s eighteenth birthday gift—a day that should have been about them, about their love, about her stepping into adulthood as his wife.

Two gifts. One extravagant, one intimate.

The Range Rover Velar had been the grand gesture, the head-turning, envy-inducing gift he had imagined her swooning over. But at the time, she hadn't seemed overly excited about it. She hadn't even started her driving lessons yet, and it had felt, to him, like the car was more of an afterthought in her mind, something she barely acknowledged beyond polite gratitude.

But the bathrobes—those had been different.

Identical, white, soft as clouds. His and hers. A way to cocoon her in comfort, in something that was theirs alone. These are so perfect, she had whispered that night, wrapping herself in the plush fabric, looping her arms around his neck, kissing him over and over, giggling, thanking him. Not for the car. Not for the expensive, gleaming luxury SUV parked outside. But for this.

And now?

Nick was wearing his. Draped in it, moving through his house as if it belonged to him, standing next to Taylor as if he belonged to her.

Nathan’s laugh tore free, a jagged, broken sound that echoed in the empty hotel room. His eyes burned into the screen, the grainy feed from home a knife twisting in his gut. "He’s wearing my robe," he rasped, voice trembling with a madness he couldn’t contain, as if someone might answer his lone vigil. "He showered with her—my Taylor. Isn’t it obvious what came next? I can’t even say that word of what they were doing afterwards. Just can’t. With my stunning Taylor, how could it play out differently? How could a man be with her and not end up doing that thing?"

Nathan felt sick. His hands curled into fists as his breath turned ragged. And just to make matters worse—now she seemed to love the car. Now that she was finally taking lessons, finally getting comfortable behind the wheel, finally driving on her own. Now she used it all the time.

And of course, he wasn’t there to see it. Of course, he wasn’t the one sitting beside her, watching her practice, holding her hand through the process. That honor belonged to her driving instructor.

Nathan had tried to dismiss the thought. Had tried to push away the idea of another man spending hours alone with her, guiding her hands on the wheel, correcting her posture, teaching her something she didn't know.

But standing here now, watching Nick in his bathrobe, watching Taylor standing beside him—relaxed, at ease, glowing—Nathan realized something that made his stomach drop.

He wasn't just worried about Nick.

He was worried about every man.

His voice took on a manic edge, shaking with forced reasoning. “Okay, okay—let me try. She went in first, tested the water, he stayed outside, waiting like a gentleman, and she showered alone.” A sharp inhale. His nails dug into his palms. “And then he joined her.”

His lip curled. “How fucking lovely.”

His voice snapped, all pretenses crumbling. “No! Of course not! They were in there together, the whole time, sharing the water, sharing the steam, their naked bodies pressing against each other—”

He swallowed, his pulse hammering, his vision blurring with something too painful, too arousing to fight. “And I know her,” he whispered, his body shaking. “I know how she does it. She did it to me once, before we were married. She washed every inch of me—everywhere except the one place I needed her most. And I was there, throbbing, aching, begging without words, waiting, waiting—until finally, finally, she touched me, stroking me, lathering me in soap.”

His breath hitched, his mind spiraling, his hands gripping the edge of the desk as if to steady himself against the weight of his own thoughts. “And she did it to him. I know she did.” His voice cracked. “She took that thick, heavy cock in her hand, she ran her fingers over it, coated it in lather—”

He exhaled, eyes flicking to her on the screen, his stunning, radiant, taken wife. “Yeah. That’s exactly what happened. The more I think about it, the more I know. I mean, just look at her hair. It’s soaked. She didn’t just rinse herself off. She showered.” His voice was hoarse, desperate. “And he showered. And they did it together. These are adults. They don’t just stand there pretending not to notice each other’s naked bodies. They’re not innocent.”

His stomach twisted violently, his hands clenched into fists. “Show me a man. Just one. One man who could stand there, naked in the steam, with Taylor—stunning, perfect, untouchable Taylor—and not get hard. Not want her. Not ache to shove his cock inside her.” His breath rattled. “It’s impossible.”

He wiped a trembling hand across his face, a bitter laugh escaping his lips. “And if she took him that far, if she stroked him, lathered him, teased him—then what? You think she just left him there? Let him spill into the water like it was nothing?” His voice dropped to a whisper. “No. She wouldn’t do that. Not to him.”

His body seized with a fresh wave of agony, of arousal so potent it made his stomach churn. “It only makes sense that she didn’t waste his cum in the shower. It’s obvious.” He nodded, his eyes wild, convinced by his own reasoning. “Any man—any man—would want to shove his cock inside her. That’s the natural order of things. That’s how it works.” His voice cracked, raw and trembling. “If you are with Taylor, and she wants it? No matter what—you will end up fucking her.”

His shoulders shook, his hands limp at his sides.

“She is a seductress. She did it.”

And then the sobs came.

“To me.”

His voice broke. “To her beloved husband.”

Tears dripped onto the desk, his body trembling violently as he clutched at the reality, at the unbearable truth. “I gave her everything,” he whispered, his chest caving. “And this is what she is.”

His lip quivered, his head tilting back, his entire body caving in on itself.

“A cheater.”

A breath.

“A sexy, fucking cheater.”

Nathan’s gaze was fixed on the screen, his body locked in a storm of agony and desire as Taylor slowly reclined into the sofa, stretching out like a queen accustomed to being pampered. She was no longer seated prim and proper beside Nick, no longer the reserved, well-mannered wife he imagined her to be. No—she was something else entirely now.

Destiny, her ever-loyal companion, reached across the table, plucked Taylor’s phone from the mess of pizza boxes and empty beer bottles, and handed it to her. Taylor sighed, shifting lazily, her delicate, feminine feet lifting and resting over Nick’s lap without hesitation, as if it were perfectly normal. She unlocked her screen with a flick of her thumb, her attention split between the notifications on her phone and the ongoing conversation around her.

Nathan clenched his jaw, his eyes darting to Nick. He wasn’t even looking at her. Not at all. His strong hands gripped her feet firmly, kneading them with absentminded expertise, but his attention remained on Matthew and Daniel, completely engrossed in their discussion.

Nathan let out a hollow, humorless laugh, one that barely made a sound. “And now look at him,” he murmured to himself, his voice laced with a manic kind of agony. “The young, virile man—so familiar with her, so accustomed to the way she stretches out for him, so at ease touching her body that it doesn’t even phase him anymore.”

His breath hitched, his laughter tipping into madness. “Well, of course. He’s used to it. It’s not the first time, it’s not the second—it’s probably the tenth time he’s massaging her little feet.”

His hand trembled as it hovered over his cock, his arousal surging painfully, humiliatingly, as his mind raced through the possibilities. “And why wouldn’t he? Any man would get a raging hard-on just looking at those feet, those perfect arches, those delicate toes, the way they flex and curl so femininely. But not him. No, he’s beyond that now. He doesn’t even flinch. He massages them like a man who has already had her, already tasted every inch of her, already bent her to his will.”

Nathan’s stomach twisted violently, his fingers failing him as he tried to dial her number. Once. Twice. Three times.

Finally—she picked up.

"Wow, I’m so tired," she sighed, her voice smooth, dripping with a lazy contentment that made Nathan want to scream. "How come you’re still awake, my love?"

Nathan swallowed hard, his throat dry, his whole body seizing at the sound of her words. My love.

So casual. So effortless.

How could she be so at peace while he was spiraling into madness?

He forced his voice to stay even. "Oh, I’m just reading something for work," he lied.

But she barely heard him.

"Quiet, guys, I can't hear myself," she said, her voice light, teasing, not the least bit urgent.

Then, back to him, her tone dripping with amusement. "Sorry, babe, you were saying?"

Nathan struggled to keep his composure, his pulse hammering through his skull. "I said I was reading," he repeated, his voice tight.

She hummed absently, shifting against the cushions, her foot tapping against Nick’s shoulder playfully, nudging him, toying with him.

"Never mind," Nathan muttered, already knowing he had lost whatever thin thread of control he had been trying to maintain.

But Taylor wasn’t letting him off so easily. "No, tell me," she pressed, still smiling, still perfectly at ease, her attention flickering between him and whatever Nick was whispering into her ear.

Nathan clenched his jaw. "It’s about tax regulations in Germany."

And then—she snorted.

That perfect, amused little snort.

Nathan stared at the screen, his pulse roaring in his ears as Taylor shook her head with an indulgent little laugh. "Oh, baby," she said, her voice drenched in condescension, "are you seriously telling me that at 3 AM, you’re reading about taxes?"

His throat tightened. The absurdity of it crashed down on him like a hammer. He had spent the past hours spiraling, unraveling, consumed by thoughts of her—by what she was doing, by what she had done—and here she was, acting as if he were some ridiculous fool with nothing better to do than bury himself in tax codes. He barely had time to process the humiliation before she tilted her head, lips curling, voice smooth and teasing.

"Were you masturbating again?"

Nathan’s stomach twisted.

Again, she backed him into a corner. Effortlessly. Always so effortlessly. How was it possible? How was it fair? She had spent the night showering naked with another man, basking in the touch of another man, having wild sex with another man. And yet, she was the one holding him accountable? She was the one making him justify himself? She had the power?

It was so wrong. So backwards. And yet, that was their dynamic, wasn’t it? She could do whatever she wanted—anything, everything—and he had no say. No right to protest. Not even a right over his own body.

He swallowed thickly, trying to explain himself, his voice weak, guilty, desperate. "I didn’t think that—"

She cut him off instantly. She was seriously hurt. "But I told you a hundred times, there are situations where you’re not supposed to think. If I say you only cum under my supervision, then seriously, Nathan—how could you violate such a simple rule?"

Nathan felt the world spin.

"Look, I’m terribly sorry—" he tried, but before he could finish, she hung up.

His breath caught as he watched her through the screen. She lowered the phone casually, as if the conversation had been nothing more than a passing thought, as if her husband’s desperate, trembling voice had already faded from her mind. Not a care in the world. Not a hint of guilt. And then—she looked at Nick.

He looked back at her.

For a moment, the connection between them was almost palpable, something unspoken passing between them, something sealed by the way she let out a slow exhale, her lips parting, her eyes softening—just slightly.

Nathan’s skin prickled as he rewound the last few seconds in his head. Had Nick heard? He must have. There had been no effort to lower her voice, no attempt to conceal the casual cruelty of it. And just before she hung up, just before the line went dead, he thought he had caught a murmur from Nick, low, smooth, something that sounded like “He’s still up?”

Taylor’s lips curled, the barest hint of amusement flickering across her face. She had heard it. She had acknowledged it. And then—she turned her head, her gaze shifting to Destiny.

And Destiny, reclining on the sofa, fingers idly twirling strands of golden hair, smirked knowingly.

Nathan’s pulse spiked.

So she had heard it, too.

And that meant—

He swallowed thickly.

Maybe Matthew and Daniel had been too wrapped up in their political debate to pay attention. Maybe they hadn’t caught the humiliating details of the exchange.

But Nick had.

And Destiny had.

And if they had heard everything—if they knew—then that meant that right now, at this very moment, they were all in on it.

His wife had reduced him to nothing more than a whisper of amusement between her and another man. She had hung up on him without a goodbye, without a second thought. And now, she was sitting there, relaxed, glowing, unbothered—while he was breaking apart.

Then, just as smoothly, Nick turned back to the conversation with the guys. And Taylor smiled.

Nathan’s body locked up. "Wow," he muttered under his breath, a dry, hollow laugh slipping from his throat. "They’re behaving like they’ve been married for ten years."

He collapsed onto the bed, staring blankly at the ceiling of his hotel room in Germany. His body was drained, his mind shattered, his thoughts running in endless circles, feverish, relentless.

"I am married to a gorgeous woman," he murmured, his voice hoarse, barely audible. "A stunning, perfect woman."

His throat tightened, and suddenly, the words came sharper, desperate, clawing out of him. "And stop telling me beauty doesn’t matter. Stop saying it doesn’t mean anything. It means everything."

The words hung in the empty room, echoing off the sterile walls. No one was there to listen. No one except himself.

His breath shuddered. His fingers twitched against the sheets. "And if I want to be with this trophy of a wife—if I want to keep her—then I have to accept it. She is entitled to do whatever she feels like. That’s life. That’s reality. If I don’t accept it, she will leave me."

His chest rose and fell unevenly. "I am lucky. I am privileged to have her."

And that was the truth, wasn’t it?

Whatever she wanted—so be it.

The tears slipped from the corners of his eyes, warm against his skin as he lay there, his body trembling, his breath catching.

"I love you," he whispered, his voice barely there, his hand trailing down his stomach, stroking his aching cock with slow, reverent strokes. "With all my heart. Yes, I do. I do."

His phone buzzed.

He inhaled sharply, blinking through the haze, his fingers fumbling to pick it up. Her.

He closed his eyes, pressing the phone to his ear as he lay back, sinking into the mattress. "I’m here," he whispered.

"I know," she murmured. Her voice was soft, intimate, wrapping around him like silk.

A shaky breath. He swallowed hard. "I don’t even know what to say. I can only speak from my heart."

"I know, silly," she soothed. "I know."

He exhaled. "I am so deeply in love with you," he confessed, his voice breaking. "I can feel it, right here."

"Where?"

"In my heart," he choked, tears slipping down his temples.

There was a pause on the line, a quiet stretch of air between them, warm and unspoken. Then, finally, she said, "I was waiting for them to leave to call you, okay?"

His lips quirked, bittersweet. "No need. Really, no need to wait for them to go. It’s okay. I’ll just throw on three blankets and that’s all."

She giggled, the sound soft, teasing. "Oh, you and your three blankets and self-pity."

He grinned. God, how he loved the sound of her laughter. "I love it when I make you laugh," he admitted.

"But you are funny," she said matter-of-factly. "Don’t you see it?"

He sighed dramatically. "I know, I know. I am funny."

She giggled again. "And you’re also so full of yourself."

He smiled, a real, tired, helpless smile. "Yeah," he breathed, his eyes slipping shut. "I know."

"I like your voice," Nathan murmured, his grip tightening around his cock, his strokes slow, deliberate. "You have no idea how feminine you sound. No idea." His body was still unbearably aroused, even after climaxing twice.

Taylor hummed, the sound soft, teasing. "But now tell me the truth," she said. "Because I feel like I was upset earlier for nothing when I suspected you came without permission."

His breath hitched. "Yes?"

"It’s important for me to know," she continued smoothly. "Did you cum?"

He swallowed hard, his mind spinning. "Me?" He exhaled sharply, trying to deflect. "Who am I that the most beautiful woman in the world would care if I—"

"Shut up, honey," she cut him off, her voice sweet but firm. "And answer my question. Did you climax without my explicit permission?"

A flicker of panic jolted through him. He knew how much this meant to her. He knew that the truth could shatter the intimacy of the moment. Lies helped. Lies preserved things.

"But of course not," he said smoothly, forcing his voice to sound as natural as possible.

Taylor sighed in relief. "That makes me happy. I’m so happy now."

"Really?" he asked, swallowing against the weight of his guilt.

"Yeah," she said softly. "Because I don’t want you thinking about other women. I don’t want you masturbating to porn stars."

"Of course not. 100%. So help me God," he vowed, his voice steady, his need for her approval swallowing everything else.

She giggled. "Wow, you’re so cute," she murmured. "My rich, talented daddy."

His chest tightened with warmth. Daddy. That’s where he wanted her. That’s where she belonged. Wrapped around him, affectionate, playful. But even with the comfort of her words, the weight of everything he had seen still gnawed at the edges of his sanity.

His tone shifted, his voice taking on a deeper edge. "And have you been a good, loyal girl to Daddy?"

Taylor laughed, light and teasing. "Oh, here we go again with your Daddy crap."

"I’m serious," he pressed, his grip tightening around the phone. "Daddy wants to know."

Her voice remained playful, but there was an unmistakable edge beneath it—a quiet, effortless authority. "Well, if you keep this up, I’ll hang up on you." She let the words settle, let the power shift fully into her hands before adding, smoothly, "Understand?"

Nathan's breath hitched. His stomach twisted.

He did understand.

A cold spike of fear shot through him. Just the thought of losing her—even for a second—made his stomach drop. He was dependent. Desperately so. A single word from her could crumble the illusion that he had any control.

He scrambled to smooth it over, forcing a grin into his voice. "Yes, Mistress," he said, conceding instantly.

Taylor laughed, delighted. "Wow, you really can’t be normal. You’re either Daddy or—Paddy. Is that it, Mister Whitmore?"

"So now I’m your paddy, huh?" Nathan teased, forcing lightness into his voice. "And as your paddy, I’m asking you, Miss Whitmore—were you loyal?"

Taylor exhaled slowly, a smirk lacing her voice. "Well… if I touched Nick’s abs, just to check if they were real, does that count as cheating?"

Nathan’s stomach tightened. "So you did touch them?" His voice came out sharper than intended.

She hummed, amused. "Well, he does have nice abs. You know, that perfect six-pack, all tight and defined. It’s like his muscles are pushing against his tanned skin. Amazing physics."

Nathan clenched his jaw. "So what am I even doing with you?"

Taylor giggled. "Well, you’re my little paddy."

"Taylor, come on," he said, his voice tightening. "You touched his abs? Like, he just… showed you?"

"Yeah," she said casually. "So?"

Nathan’s brain scrambled for a response. "Well… I mean… but you’re married to me. I mean—" He hesitated, careful, cautious, terrified of pushing too hard.

Taylor sighed, the smallest trace of irritation seeping into her tone. "Yes. And I know exactly what I’m doing."

Nathan swallowed. "What do you mean by that?"

She exhaled, almost exasperated now. "I mean, he has nice abs. So?" Then her voice softened, teasing again. "He’s not like you. He’s not rich. He’s not successful. He’s not kind, or loving, or spoiling me rotten the way you do. He can’t be a good boy like you. Never."

Nathan’s pulse stuttered. His mind fought to process—was she reassuring him, or making him more insecure?

But then her tone shifted—just slightly. Less playful. More challenging.

"So what do you want from me?" she asked, her voice a little sharper.

His heart thumped against his ribs. "No, nothing," he backtracked quickly, defensive. "Really. Nothing. I mean, you just touched his muscles. That’s all."

"Yeah," she said, her voice slipping back into something lazy, satisfied. "It’s fascinating. That’s all. It’s so beautiful, it’s…" She trailed off for a second, as if searching for the right word. Then she sighed dreamily. "It’s like art."

Nathan forced himself to breathe. "And that’s all?"

A pause. A small huff of amusement.

"Of course that’s all," she said, now sounding vaguely insulted. "What, you think I’d have sex with a man just because he has some muscles?"

Nathan’s stomach twisted. "No," he said quickly. "Of course not. I wasn’t implying that."

"Then shut up," she said, cutting him off.

He fell silent immediately.

His mind raced. Was she fooling him? Or had she really just spent twenty-seven minutes in that bathroom… touching his abs?

The seconds stretched.

And then, her voice—low, warm, commanding.

"Good. Now," she murmured, "I want you to stroke your cock for me."

Nathan’s body reacted instantly. His cock throbbed, filling with heat, his mind blanking at her words.

Her voice—soft, intimate, right in his ear—wrapped around him like silk.

“Wait, wait—let me put in the earphones,” Nathan said, fumbling.

“Okay,” Taylor replied, her tone unreadable.

Nathan grabbed the earphones and slipped them over his ears, freeing his hands.

“I’m so wet,” she murmured, almost breathless.

“You mean… because of me?” he asked, his voice tinged with hope, with need.

“No,” she said, a teasing lilt in her voice. “Because of his abs.”

A pause. Then, sharper, irritated.

“Of course because of you.”

Nathan struggled to process. Her words didn’t add up. She was manipulating him. Was she still with Destiny? Were they laughing at him? He didn’t deserve for her to be wet because of him.

And yet—she sounded undeniably aroused. Edgy, like she was on the verge of something, impatient, as if he was the only thing standing in her way.

He tried his luck.

“Okay, okay,” he murmured, lowering his voice, deepening it. “Shh… Daddy’s here. Here for you.”

“I don’t want to hear you,” Taylor cut him off coldly. “You’ll talk only when you’re about to cum for me.”

Nathan fell silent.

There was something devastating in her authority. All his fantasies—the ones he had built around control, around being the man who took—crumbled to nothing.

Taylor wasn’t that kind of girl.

She knew her worth. She knew the power she held. And she was using it to humiliate him.

She was fooling him.

She was allowed to have sex because she made the rules. But him? He wasn’t allowed. Not like that. Not freely. Only like this—supervised, humiliated, controlled, monitored.

His breathing turned uneven. The pressure was building, hot, unbearable, his body betraying him.

He thought about Nick. How she had taken him by the hand. Led him inside. Teased him, seduced him, made him hers.

No man could resist her.

No man should resist her.

Nathan clenched his jaw. The sensation coiled tight in his stomach, his release right there.

"You said to tell you when I’m on the edge," he panted, his voice barely above a whisper.

Nothing.

"You there?" His pulse pounded in his ears.

Silence.

His heart seized. A flicker of panic. "Taylor…?"

Still no response.

“What’s going on?” he whispered to himself, the emptiness of the line swallowing him whole.

Then, he heard the soft click of the phone unmuting.

“Oh, yes, I’m here,” Taylor’s voice returned, casual, relaxed. “I just went to brush my teeth before bed.”

Nathan’s stomach clenched. Goodness, he thought, I’m like this… and she was brushing her teeth.

Taylor’s voice came back, smooth, almost amused. “So… you were saying?”

“I… I was saying…” He struggled, words barely forming. “That I’m… begging you… if it’s possible… I mean, only if it’s okay… that…”

His breathing hitched. The pressure was unbearable. He couldn’t speak without tipping over the edge, so he forced himself to lift his hand off his cock, gasping for air.

Taylor giggled. “Did you just stop stroking?”

“No, no, I just—just scratched my nose.”

“Then don’t do that,” she said firmly.

“Yes, of course… Ma’am.”

“Don’t call me Ma’am.”

“Okay, okay… Look, I just—” He exhaled sharply, his voice desperate. “I really need to… I mean… if it’s okay.”

He heard her giggling again, teasing, fully in control. “Wow, look at you… I just say a few words—”

His breathing turned ragged. “It’s… ohhh… ohhh… the way you said it—you’re so sexy, I swear… you’re so—”

“Go on,” Taylor purred. “Go on.”

He could picture her now—lying in bed, legs tucked up lazily, indulging in his suffering. Just an hour ago, she had been wrapped around another man, taking him, choosing him. Nathan knew it, and yet here he was—her husband—panting, begging, reduced to nothing.

It was always like this. Since the first date. Since the very beginning.

Talking this, talking that, and in the end—him gasping for breath, begging. If he had to calculate the score, it would be something like 50 to zero in her favor. Never—not once—had he dominated her.

“I’m going on, I swear,” he blurted, panic edging his voice. “I just… I just can’t—please, Taylor, do me a favor. Just this once.”

“But then,” she mused, “if you cum now… and see me when you’re back… you won’t be obedient.”

“I will,” he gasped. “I will, I swear to you—on my best behavior, I promise—”

He could almost see her smirking, pulling her legs to her chest, her bare feet soft, pristine—untouched by the world—while she indulged in his desperation.

“Mmm,” she hummed, savoring his torment. “Music to my ears.”

“Why are you like this, Taylor? Come on, just let this peasant slave—”

“Cum.”

She cut him off mid-sentence, her voice casual, almost disinterested. A mere decree, a careless flick of her power.

Nathan broke.

His body shuddered violently as his climax ripped through him, deep, guttural, brutal. His vision blurred, his limbs trembled, waves of uncontrollable pleasure rolling through his body until he was utterly spent. His hand finally stilled, his senses catching up to him.

And then—she burst into laughter on the other end of the line.

“That,” Taylor said, her voice dripping with satisfaction, “was wonderful. Absolutely amazing.”

Nathan smiled weakly, his body too drained to even answer.

“I’ll let you sleep now,” she said, amusement still lacing her tone. “You have to wake up in an hour anyway.”

“Yeah… I better,” he murmured, still lost in the aftermath.

Then—click.

She was gone.

The silence settled around him.

The pleasure faded.

And as his senses returned—so did the realization.

Yes. She fucked Nick.

She did.

And she fucked his brain too.

He swore to himself, I will find out what she did.

The full extent.

He sat up in bed, looking through the window as the first rays of sun lit the city.

It had, indeed, been a sleepless night.


Out Played

9 p.m. Taylor and Nathan’s residence

Nathan sat in his sprawling home office, the very image of power and control. The mahogany desk gleamed under the golden glow of the brass desk lamp, twin monitors flickering in front of him. Shelves lined the walls—business, law, finance—each book immaculately arranged, not for display, but for use. The air held the quiet, expensive scent of aged wood and leather. A tall liquor cabinet, untouched tonight, glimmered in the corner beside a hand-knotted Persian rug. On the sideboard, a framed photograph of Taylor, smiling beneath a parasol, caught the low light.

He wore a pressed navy shirt, open at the collar, sleeves rolled just high enough to show tension in the forearms. Not a suit—he didn’t need one—but polished. Deliberate. Sharp.

Yet, despite the polished luxury around him, the room felt stifling. His high-backed leather chair should have felt like a throne, but tonight, it felt like a cage. Not because of the vendor—but because of everything else. The things waiting outside this room. The things he couldn’t control.

And the Zoom call in front of him wasn’t helping.

The vendor’s voice, thick with an Indonesian accent, crackled through the connection, loud, defensive, unrelenting.
"But Nathan, you come to us with accusations!"

Nathan exhaled sharply, gripping the armrest. "Listen, listen," he said, voice clipped, strained. "You’re shouting. You’re not talking."

But the vendor only grew louder.
"You accuse us! You say we take trees from endangered zones! You say our pulp comes from deforested land! That we are destroying Sumatra’s rainforests! These are false claims!"

Nathan's jaw tightened. "Again. I am telling you—it is impossible to conduct business this way. You are shouting. Where did you get this habit of shouting? Do you think I’ll listen to you better if you scream in my ear?"

"OK! OK!" came the response, clipped, frustrated. "But you tell me we supply you with paper that kills endangered species! That we are displacing the Sumatran tiger! That we are cutting deep into primary forests! This is not true!"

The volume rose again, words firing like bullets.

Until — SLAM.
Nathan’s palm struck the desk, the sound sharp, final, deadly.

His voice dropped—low, controlled, ice-cold.
"Now listen to me, and listen well."

His fingers curled into a fist on the polished wood.
"There is now a massive—and I mean massive—five-million-dollar lawsuit coming from Vegans for the Earth in the U.S. against us. They are saying that our toilet paper is linked to the destruction of carbon-rich forests. That we are directly contributing to deforestation at a scale that accelerates climate change. That our suppliers—you—are cutting down rainforests, wiping out ecosystems, endangering wildlife."

A sharp inhale.

"And for the last fifteen minutes, I have been trying to check with you—but instead of giving me straight answers, you’re shouting."

The vendor boomed again, desperate, defensive.
"But how do you want me not to shout?! You say we violate global forestry laws! That we fake FSC certification! That we lie to investors and environmental groups! This is outrageous!"

SLAM.
Nathan hit the desk again, pulse hammering, eyes burning.
"I don’t want to talk to you anymore." His voice was deadly calm. "Bring your boss online."

Silence.

Then, nervous hesitation. "OK, OK, I shall be quiet—"

"No," Nathan cut him off. "I have given you several chances. I don’t negotiate with people who can’t handle a conversation. Your boss—is he there?"

A beat. Then, weakly—"Boss is not here."

Nathan smiled. Sharp. Cold. Unamused.
"Then you tell your boss that we are done. We stop buying toilet paper from you—effective immediately. If he wants to discuss, he knows where to find me."

He tapped a key and ended the meeting.
The screen blinked once, then went dark.

Nathan exhaled sharply, his hands gripping the armrests of his chair. Leaning back, he shook his head, pushing away the lingering frustration—the fury simmering beneath his skin, refusing to cool.

And then—his other screen caught his eye. The second monitor, still connected to the home’s surveillance system—the same setup he had relied on while in Germany—flickered softly in the corner of his vision.

Taylor.

There she was, seated at the study table downstairs, surrounded by her friends—Nick, Matthew, Destiny, Daniel—her delicate fingers flipping through a book, her lips slightly parted in thought. She wore a pale lavender sundress, speckled with soft floral prints, the fabric cinched at the bodice and flaring playfully at the hem. The ruffled cap sleeves barely covered the tops of her arms, and the sweetheart neckline cupped her chest so delicately it felt like the dress had been designed to celebrate her. Small gold hoop earrings caught the chandelier’s glow each time she tilted her head, and her silky, jet-black hair spilled lazily over one shoulder in a sleek cascade.

She looked young. Too young. Effortlessly radiant.

She belonged in that world of light and laughter—untouched, untouchable.

Nathan’s pulse slowed.

His rage, his business, his lawsuit, his empire—none of it mattered.

Only her.

A whisper left his lips, unbidden, reverent.

"My medicine."

His gorgeous, untouchable medicine.

And just like that, he was calm again.

His fingers absently traced the lid of his thermos, the one he had prepared earlier—black coffee, bitter and scalding, a necessity since the kitchen was off-limits to him now.

Because she asked.

He had been ready to fight it, the unspoken rage still festering under his skin from what she had done with Nick.

But earlier that evening, when she had come to him, her voice so sweet, so soft, her delicate fingers brushing over his wrist as she asked,

"Baby, can you stay upstairs? Just for a little while? My friends are coming, and we really need to concentrate on our studies."

And just like that, he melted—like butter left out on a hot summer day.

All the anger, all the tension—it collapsed under the weight of her charm.

And now, here he was. Exiled. Sitting in his office, drinking coffee he had prepared because she didn’t allow him on the first floor. And yet, he had never felt closer to her.

His gaze flicked back to the other laptop screen, the surveillance feed pulling him in again. There she was, perched at the dining table, her posture relaxed yet poised, a textbook open before her. She leaned forward slightly, listening as Daniel read aloud, then raised a single finger to pause him, her head tilting in that effortless way that made her hair shimmer under the light.

Nathan couldn’t hear a word.

And he didn’t care.

His eyes traced her majestic face—the delicate curve of her jaw, the impossibly full lips, the soft shadow of her lashes. The way her jet-black hair flowed down her back like a glossy curtain, framing her as if she’d stepped out of some timeless film, untouchable, otherworldly.

"How can a woman be this beautiful? It defies logic."

A small voice in his head whispered back.
"Or is it just because I’m subjective?"

He swallowed, zooming in on her profile, his fingers tightening slightly around his coffee cup.

She was exquisite.

Nathan took a slow sip, the black coffee burning down his throat, grounding him as his eyes traced her bare shoulder—the smooth skin exposed under the delicate strap of her dress.

She shifted slightly, reaching for a yellow marker, effortlessly handing Destiny the blue one in exchange. Nathan watched the small interaction, the way her fingers brushed against Destiny’s without thought, the way her lips moved, forming words he couldn’t hear.

They were good students, all of them. Focused. Studious.

And at the center of it all was Daniel, the one who seemed to lead these sessions. He spoke with confidence, prepared, articulate—the kind of man who came ready to teach rather than listen. A nerd, in every sense of the word.

Nathan's jaw tensed slightly.

Daniel was well-versed. Knowledgeable.
And Taylor respected intelligence.

The thought left an uneasy pit in his stomach, but he quickly swallowed it down, taking another sip of coffee.

For now, he would just watch.

His medicine.

His gorgeous, untouchable medicine.

And then, nature called.
Nathan shifted in his chair, adjusting his posture, trying to ignore the growing pressure in his bladder. He sighed. Too much coffee. He had been drinking it steadily, absentmindedly, the bitter warmth a small comfort in his self-imposed isolation. But now, it had become a problem. A problem he wasn’t sure how to solve.

The bathrooms on the second floor were off-limits. Strictly off-limits. That was Taylor’s rule. She hadn’t been cruel about it, hadn’t even framed it as a rule exactly, but it had been clear—those spaces weren’t for him. The guest restroom downstairs was his only option. But going downstairs meant something far worse than just breaking a boundary.

She had asked him—sweetly, softly—not to. Just for a little while.

And even now, with everything simmering inside him, the memory of her touch on his wrist, the way she had blinked up at him, the softness in her voice—it still melted him. It hadn’t been a demand. But he had obeyed. Of course he had.

But now? Now he sat in his own office, drinking his own coffee, unable to even use a bathroom without violating her wishes. And it wasn’t logical, was it? He could just go. It wasn’t as if she had locked the doors. He could march downstairs, walk into his own master bathroom, and handle his business.

And yet—he dared not.

It wasn’t about logic. It wasn’t even about respect anymore.

It was about her disappointment.

The idea of her looking at him, tilting her head in that way she did when he let her down, her voice edged with quiet frustration, the flicker of warmth dimming in her eyes... He couldn't bear it. He couldn't bear the thought of being the reason her glow faded, even for a moment.

And yet, the pressure in his bladder became unbearable.

There was no choice left.
He called her.

It rang twice before she answered, her voice bright, cheerful, effortlessly warm—like she had been laughing just a second before.

"Oh, hi, honey!"

Nathan swallowed, steadying himself, trying to keep his tone even, casual. "Hi, baby."

She was still in a playful mood, completely oblivious to his turmoil. "How’s the Indonesia crisis going?"

Of course, she remembered. Not because she was well-versed in his business, but because she had heard him muttering Indonesia earlier and caught the tension in his face. She didn’t need details—just the slightest cue was enough for her to sense when something was wrong. And that small detail—the fact that she could pick up on his stress without knowing anything about it—should have made him feel seen, appreciated. But it only reminded him of how different their worlds had become.

"Oh, that one?" he said, forcing lightness into his voice. "It’s nothing."

A pause. Then, hesitation.

"But I have a bigger problem now."

She gasped playfully. "Oh?"

"Yeah… I need to pee real fast. And since I can’t use the restrooms upstairs, I was thinking—"

"Oh, silly!" she cut in before he could finish, giggling. "So come down here! You don’t have to be shy—nobody’s going to bite you."

Nathan froze.

She had forgotten.

The rule that had kept him exiled all evening—the boundary that had defined his place—meant nothing to her now. It had been a passing whim, a small convenience for the moment, but now that she was in a good mood, she simply... erased it.

“Oh, and use the kitchen, of course, baby! If you’re hungry, grab something. You can come sit with us.”

There was nothing malicious in her voice. Just pure generosity, as if she was granting him permission for something that had always been his.

And then, before he could even respond, he heard it—her attention shifting. Someone spoke to her in the background, and just like that, he was forgotten again. She hung up, already moving on, already lost in a world he wasn’t part of.

Nathan sat there, still holding the phone, the silence pressing in around him.

He had just thanked his eighteen-year-old wife for allowing him to walk downstairs in his own home.

And then thanked her again for permitting him to eat something after relieving himself.

How gracious she was.

And how little it all mattered to her.

The pressure in his bladder was still there. But something else sat heavier inside him now.

Something he couldn't name.

Something worse.

Nathan descended the stairs quickly, hoping—praying—that he could slip by unnoticed. If he was fast enough, if he moved at just the right moment, maybe he could reach the guest restroom, handle his business, and rush back upstairs before anyone so much as glanced in his direction.

But of course, Destiny noticed him.

"Oh, hi, Mister Whitmore."

He froze.

Damn Destiny. Always watching, always aware, the observant best friend who never let anything slip past her.

There was no way to ignore it now. He couldn’t just keep walking, pretending not to hear. That would make him look even weaker. He had to play it the man.

With a quick recovery, he grinned, turning toward the group as if he had meant to stop all along.

"Oh, hello, hello, my friends!" His voice carried an easy charm, the forced confidence of a man determined not to flinch. He scanned the table, his gaze drifting over the poker setup—the scattered chips, the relaxed posture of bodies that had nothing to hide. His expression shifted slightly, as if putting them on the defensive. "Studying hard?"

Matthew, ever the first to bite, leaned back with a slow smirk. "Oh yes. Very hard."

Nathan’s eyes drifted across the cards as if appraising the scene like a professor reviewing a failing thesis. "And what’s the subject for today?" he asked, dry. "Poker as the main business in Nevada in the 1950s?"

They laughed—quick, familiar, easy. That sharp, unfiltered kind of laughter that made him feel every inch of the age gap.

Matthew grinned. "No, no, earlier it was Chinese philosophers in the 14th century."

Nathan gave an indulgent nod, offering a practiced smile. "Very relevant. Very useful."

Matthew raised his cards, the glint in his eye unmistakable. "Oh yes. Very helpful. Helps us understand what the Chinese are doing to the Trump administration."

Nathan managed a polite chuckle, playing the part, slipping into the mask he wore best—the worldly, successful adult humoring the kids around his table.

"And now?" he asked, still smiling, still pretending not to notice how Nick sat exactly where he'd sat last time, the same posture, the same angle of ease.

Matthew barely contained his smirk. "Oh, it’s about maintaining a poker face."

Nathan froze—only for a breath, a flicker of a second—but it was enough. The words landed like a subtle slap, and the moment shifted. There it was. That ripple beneath the surface. Not cruel. Not loud. But unmistakably there.

He felt it—that strange, suffocating pressure in the room. Every look, every movement, every casual lean and laugh now felt loaded. They all knew. Or suspected. Or remembered. That night. That bathroom. That absence. That return in the matching bathrobes.

They knew what he had seen. Or maybe they didn’t. But they knew what they had seen.

And he had to stand here, pretending. Smiling. Conversing.

"Good, good," he managed, his voice thick with authority, lifting his chin. He straightened his shoulders like armor, playing the role of the accomplished businessman with the young, adoring crowd. "Enjoy yourselves. Just don’t gamble your student loans."

But inside?

Inside, he felt unbearably small.

They had been here. They had witnessed what he could never unsee. Not directly, perhaps—but that made it worse. It made it a secret. Intimate. Shared only among themselves. And now, every chuckle, every glance, every throwaway line felt like a reference to something just beyond his reach. A private joke he would never be part of.

They had seen his wife emerge from that bathroom glowing. Hair damp. Legs bare. Draped in the robe he had gifted her. Draped in a moment that wasn’t his.

And here he was, standing among them like an outsider in his own home.

Just passing through.

They had witnessed Nick fucking his wife.

And now here he was, standing in front of them, playing the part, pretending none of it had happened. Pretending he hadn’t watched it all unfold from a sterile hotel room in Germany. Pretending he hadn’t seen the bathrobes. The damp hair. The shared laughter. The feet in Nick’s lap. The casual way Taylor leaned into him. The quiet, unmistakable intimacy. The evidence.

It was all there.

And the worst part wasn’t what he saw. It was that now—standing just feet away from them—he had to act as if he hadn’t. As if those images hadn’t burned themselves into the back of his eyelids. As if the surveillance feed hadn’t become a permanent ghost in his marriage.

Sometimes, he thought, it might’ve been better not to know.

He was only talking because he had no choice.

How he wished Destiny hadn’t noticed him. How he wished he could have just slipped by, relieved himself quietly, and disappeared before anyone even turned a head. Before he had to perform like this—like a man who still belonged.

But the moment had passed.

Now, all he could do was smile.

He was still the man of the house, wasn’t he? He still had the upper floor. The office. The suits. The money. The wife. He had already climbed the mountain that these kids were still studying to reach. And yet—standing there among them, surrounded by laughter and flickering glances—he felt like a stranger in his own life.

They held a card he didn’t.

Not a secret exactly, not something spoken aloud—but something passed silently between them in knowing looks and unbothered grins. A shared awareness. A private reality. And he wasn’t part of it.

He rushed toward the guest bathroom, barely keeping his composure, desperate for escape. The pressure in his bladder was unbearable—but worse was the pressure in his chest. This was his home. The place that was supposed to be his nest, his sanctuary, his refuge from everything outside. And yet now, the walls felt thin. The furniture felt borrowed. The air itself no longer seemed to belong to him.

Nathan hurried from the table, barely managing to keep his composure as he rushed to the guest restroom, the pressure in his bladder now unbearable. It was humiliating how relieved he felt just to escape—how grateful he was to step away from the knowing glances, the laughter, the weight of unspoken truths pressing against his chest.

When he was finished, he didn’t go back upstairs.

He took a detour, slipping toward the kitchen from the opposite side, avoiding their sight. Alone—finally, mercifully alone. The moment he stepped into the tiled quiet, he exhaled sharply, his shoulders easing just a little.

But even here, he could hear them.

They weren’t playing anymore. Laughter carried from the other room—easy, careless, youthful. A conversation, half-heard but sharp as glass.

"Oh, stop it, Matthew."

A playful scolding. Taylor’s voice—light, teasing, affectionate.

"Why? What did I say?" Matthew’s reply, grinning, mock-innocent.

"Oh, you know very well what you just said."

More laughter. More warmth. A joke not for him.

And then—her voice again, smiling, full of that exaggerated mock-outrage that only true comfort allows.

"Matthew, I shall throw you out of my house!"

His house.

She was laughing as she said it, but Nathan’s stomach twisted.

The words weren’t cruel. But they didn’t need to be.

The humiliation seeped into him like poison. It wasn’t the words themselves—it was the music of their laughter, the way it flowed so freely without him. They weren’t mocking him, not openly. But they didn’t need to. He felt it in Taylor’s voice, the buoyant lift in her tone that used to be reserved just for him. In the way Matthew’s laughter stretched a beat too long, like he was performing for an audience that didn’t include Nathan. There was something moving between them—a silent understanding, a warm, unbreakable web that he could no longer reach. A secret handshake. A hidden rhythm. A card passed hand to hand beneath the table, grinned at, nodded over, tucked away again. He didn’t know what it said. But they all did. And that was enough to make him feel like a ghost in his own home.

And his mind couldn’t stop.

That night.

Right here.

In his house.

While he was thousands of miles away, alone in a cold hotel room in Germany, stroking himself pathetically, Nick was here. With her.

Nathan’s breath hitched as the image slammed into him, so vivid, so cruelly detailed that he felt himself sink into it.

Taylor.

His Taylor.

Perched on the edge of the bathroom sink, her skin still damp, her breath still warm from the steam, her hair wild and falling over her shoulders. She wasn’t nervous. She wasn’t shy. Her fingers rested lightly on the counter, not bracing—just anchoring. Her eyes soft, her body bare, open. Waiting.

Nick stood between her thighs, holding her by the hips, his touch steady and certain. There was no fumbling, no hesitation between them. Just the quiet ease of two bodies that knew each other. He pressed forward, the head of his cock grazing her, and Taylor tilted her chin, lips parting in a breathless sigh. Her hand lifted, resting against his chest—not to stop him, but to feel him. To be with him.

He pushed inside slowly. Completely. Not to dominate, not to take—but to connect. To be with her. Taylor’s mouth fell open, a small, broken sound slipping out as she took him in, her legs wrapping instinctively around his waist. Their rhythm wasn’t rushed. It was deep. Close. Intimate.

She moved with him, not beneath him. Her fingers curled behind his neck, pulling him close. He kissed her shoulder. She kissed his throat. Their breath mingled. Their bodies pressed tighter, chest to chest, heart to heart. Not an affair. Not a mistake.

A bond.

Nathan could see it. Could feel it—how natural it was. How unshakable. How perfectly they fit together. Every moan from her was met by a kiss from him. Every thrust from him welcomed by a soft gasp, a deeper pull, her heels pressing into his back, urging him closer, deeper. Always closer.

They weren’t hiding. They weren’t pretending. They were just... together. In the most honest, sacred way two people can be.

Something Nathan hadn’t experienced since they married.

Because Taylor didn’t fuck Nathan.

She let him adore her. She let him kiss her ankles, brush his lips along her calves, worship her like something sacred. She let him stroke himself with her name on his lips, let him beg softly for the release she granted or denied depending on her mood. But she didn’t let him in. Not really.

Not the way she let Nick in.

Nick didn’t ask. He didn’t wait for permission. He didn’t need to. Not with her. Because with him—it was mutual. It was shared. It was theirs.

Nathan saw it.

He could see them in his mind—together, whole, completely absorbed in each other. Nick’s hands guiding her body as if it were familiar to him. Taylor leaning into him, trusting his strength, wrapping her arms around his neck, not because she had to—but because she wanted to. Because that’s what lovers do. Real lovers.

She wasn’t just being taken. She was taking him too. Moaning not because she was being conquered, but because she was with the man she wanted. She moved with him, against him, her legs wrapped high around his waist, her hips lifting to meet every thrust. Her gasp was his rhythm. His depth was her surrender. And together, they were perfect.

Nathan stood frozen at the kitchen counter, breath caught in his throat, the butter knife hanging uselessly in one hand. He felt it in his chest, the sting, the heat, the ache. This wasn’t fantasy. It wasn’t even jealousy anymore. It was awe. Torturous awe.

They were making love. The kind of love he wasn’t invited to. The kind of love he might never experience again.

He tried to shake the image, but it was too vivid—Nick’s slow, relentless rhythm; Taylor’s hands clutching at his back, her lips parting in quiet ecstasy, eyes fluttering shut, whispering his name not like a girl having an affair, but like a woman devoted.

Nathan’s cock throbbed painfully, traitorously.

He blinked hard, struggling to ground himself in the cold kitchen light. But it was no use.

His wife had made love to another man.

And that was something he couldn’t unsee.

While he had been thousands of miles away, alone, jerking off in a cold hotel room, needing her, missing her, yearning for her—she had been here, in this house, with another man inside her.

His stomach turned, but his cock remained hard.

God.

What kind of man was he?

The weight of it crushed him.

Not just the humiliation, not just the betrayal—but the truth of it.

That it turned him on.

That the image of Nick taking what he couldn't made him ache, throb, pulse with undeniable need.

That this feeling wasn’t new.

That it had been there that night, too, when he had been on the phone with her, when she had answered so sweetly, so effortlessly, after probably being fucked all night.

And now, standing here, his fingers gripping the kitchen counter, his breath coming in uneven gasps, his cock hard beneath his slacks, he knew.

There was no return from this.

No denying it.

No escaping it.

The impact of what happened that night still lingered, poisoning him, arousing him, destroying him.

And all he could do was endure it.

Nathan stood frozen, the butter knife clenched in one hand, the piece of bread in the other, but he wasn’t in the kitchen anymore.

"She’s such a cheater."

The thought hit him like a bullet, unavoidable, inescapable.

"A cheater. She’s cheating on me. She lets other men fuck her."

His breath came shaky, uneven, his body hot, feverish, throbbing with something he didn’t want to name.

"God, she’s so sexy."

His hips pressed subtly against the counter, his cock aching, hard beyond control, pushing against the cool marble edge.

"She’s arousing me to no end. I can’t even hold it anymore."

He was grinding, barely perceptible shifts of his hips, desperate for relief, for something, for anything.

And then—

“Hey, Mister Whitmore, you’re here.”

A voice.

A young voice.

Nathan felt a violent jolt of shock surge through his body, his entire system flushing cold, his breath catching mid-gasp.

He hadn’t heard him coming.

Hadn’t expected it.

And yet—it was so expected.

Nick.

Right there, standing at the kitchen entrance.

Nathan’s hand tightened around the knife, his knuckles turning white.

"Oh… hi."

The words stumbled out, barely audible, barely human. His mind was scrambling, trying to grasp onto something normal, something safe, but all he could do was lower his head, focus on the bread, and start spreading the peanut butter with shaky hands.

What else could he do?

He couldn’t even turn around, couldn’t look at him properly, because if he turned, Nick would see.

Would see how hard he was.

From the corner of his eye, Nathan caught a glimpse—just a glimpse—of Nick’s hands.

Veined. Thick. Strong. The kind of hands shaped by years in the gym, gripping steel bars, coiling ropes, hoisting plates—hands that had worked, trained, carved themselves into what a man should be. Not soft, not careful. Hands that didn’t hesitate.

And those hands had held Taylor.

They had wrapped around her waist, lifting her like she weighed nothing. They had steadied her as she leaned back, trusting him. They had positioned her, opened her, gripped her hips as he entered—slow, deep, complete. She had been in those hands. Carried by them. Fucked by them.

Nathan swallowed thickly, the knife in his hand trembling against the bread.

His own fingers looked pale. Weak. Made for keyboards and spreadsheets, not for Taylor’s curves. Not for Taylor’s pleasure.

"Why would she even look at me," he thought, the words rising like a sickness in his throat, "after she’s been so thoroughly held by these hands?"

And then—his mind betrayed him again.

Taylor’s hands.

So small. So delicate. The contrast burned into him. Her fingers, soft and pale, the kind that painted watercolor sketches and traced lazy circles on warm skin, had once brushed his own face with reverence. But now, in his mind’s cruel theatre, they were sliding across Nick’s chest, wrapping around his neck as she pulled him closer.

Those gentle hands, so feminine, so precise, had clutched at Nick’s shoulders as she gasped, had curled behind his head as they kissed. She held him—not just his body, but his face, his jaw, like he was precious to her. Like he belonged to her. And he did. In that moment, they belonged to each other.

Fingers interlaced, breath shared, her hands anchoring them to a rhythm only they understood. Her touch wasn’t just aroused—it was connected. They weren’t just having sex. They were making love. Holding each other. Claiming each other.
And Nathan… Nathan wasn’t in that equation.

Nick’s voice was easy, casual, oblivious to the storm raging inside Nathan’s chest.

“Do you by chance know where she put the beers?”

Of course. He had come to grab more beer.

Nathan gritted his teeth, still smearing the peanut butter in slow, mechanical strokes, as if this stupid, pointless act could somehow anchor him, distract him, keep him from falling apart.

He forced himself to breathe, to respond, to act like a man who wasn’t on the verge of total collapse.

"Oh… I assume it’s at the lower shelf."

He wanted to add a ‘duh’, but even in his state, he knew better than to push it.

Nick walked over, opened the fridge, crouching slightly as he searched inside.

Nathan didn’t dare turn.

The moment dragged, stretching too long, too tense, too unbearable—until Nick’s voice broke through again.

“Nope. Can’t find the beer.”

Nathan forced a breath, his fingers tightening around the counter, his legs tensed, as if he were preparing for an impact that hadn’t come yet.

"Then I’m afraid I don’t know where she put it."

There. Safe. Neutral. Dismissive.

But Nick wasn’t done.

He moved to the second fridge, the larger one, pulled it open, scanning the shelves with ease, with familiarity, as if this wasn’t just Taylor’s house, but his house, too.

Then, with an amused half-laugh, he found what he was looking for.

“Then what do you know, Mister Whitmore?”

Nathan stiffened.

The words were sharp, casual, but something about the way he said them—the slight pause, the edge of amusement, the hint of condescension—it seared into him like a hot iron.

Nick wasn’t even looking at him as he said it, just grabbing twelve beers in his strong, veined hands, his forearms flexing as he stacked them effortlessly.

But Nathan felt it.

Felt the weight of the insult.

Felt the weight of what it implied.

"What do you know, Mister Whitmore?"

Nathan clenched his jaw so tightly it hurt.

He wanted to turn. He wanted to face him, wanted to say something cutting, wanted to grab the nearest bottle and smash it against that perfect, strong jawline.

But he didn’t.

Because even if he wasn’t hard, even if he wasn’t so completely compromised, he knew—deep in his gut, in his bones, in the rawest part of himself—that he stood no chance against this man.

This young, virile, superior man.

Nick had fucked his wife.

Had treated her beautifully, wrapped her up in his strength, protected her, satisfied her in ways Nathan never could.

And if Nathan ever tried to step between them, ever tried to assert himself, claim her, take back his place—

Nick would knock him out with a single punch.

And Taylor would watch.

She would stand there—stunned at first, maybe, or maybe not—her lips parted in surprise, her hand fluttering to her chest. Matthew and Destiny and Daniel all frozen around her. But her gaze wouldn’t stay on Nathan, slumped and unconscious on the floor like discarded furniture.

No—her eyes would go to Nick.

To the man still standing. The one who won.

And slowly, with that soft, instinctive pull of gravity, she would step toward him. Her bare feet padding across the hardwood. Her body drawn to his like silk to flame.

She would reach him. Lift her face.

Nick’s arm would slide around her waist, claiming her like something already his, his hand flat and warm against the small of her back.

And then—she would rise onto her tiptoes.

Just a little.

Just enough to press herself into him, her lips brushing against his cheek, her voice a breath, a secret meant only for him.

“Oh my God… baby… you knocked him out.”

And Nick, calm and gentle now, still catching his breath from the swing, might say, “I wasn’t even going hard.”

And she’d laugh—quiet, dazzled, breathy. “But you are strong.”

Her fingertips trailing up his chest, her body curling in against him, melting into his strength.

She’d look down once, just once, at Nathan—her husband, her past—motionless on the floor. Then she'd lift her chin again, offer her lips upward, and he’d lower his head just slightly to meet her.

Because that’s how it was now.

She rose to reach him.

He held her steady.

They were a pair.

A couple.

And Nathan?

Nathan was just the man who used to be part of this story.

And as Nick left the kitchen, effortlessly balancing the twelve beers in his arms, he didn’t just leave.

He muttered it again.

Softly. Under his breath. Just loud enough.

"What do you know…"

Nathan heard it.

And he knew exactly what it meant.

He knew nothing.

But his Taylor did.

And she had known it with him.

With the winner who takes it all.

Nathan, still trying to calm his racing heart, bent over the counter to ease the pressure in his pants. It had been so close, but now that Nick was finally gone, he could breathe, and the pain of his arousal could, hopefully, subside. He needed to get rid of this erection fast—it was unbearable.

He opened the fridge, rummaging for ice cubes to cool himself down, anything to calm the storm inside him. When he finally found what he was looking for and turned back, he was face-to-face with Destiny.

Destiny stood there, her smile already in place. She was barefoot, having kicked off her heels at the poker table, her polished toes quiet against the tiles. She wore a soft, cream-colored knit top that clung to her curves, low-cut and sleeveless, revealing the full shape of her ample cleavage with casual confidence. Her skin glowed golden under the kitchen light, and the brightness of her look—the pastel tones, the soft fabrics, the bare feet—made her seem almost angelic, if not for the way her body spoke an entirely different language.

"Oh, hi Nathan. Oh, I’m sorry, I must have scared you!"

She hugged him tightly, pressing her ample breasts right into his face as she did, her warmth completely enveloping him. He stiffened, unsure what to do. Her presence was overpowering, and he felt a wave of anxiety hit him. What could he say? How could he react?

"What are you doing here?" she asked, her voice soft and teasing, but the way she looked up and down at him, Nathan was sure she had noticed. There was no way she hadn’t seen the bulge in his pants—the proof of how uncontrollably aroused he had become.

But she wasn’t deterred. Not at all.

Destiny was a force. Nathan had never been able to avoid her magnetic pull, the way she made him feel both nervous and desired all at once.

"Wow, you’re shaking, Nathan. I think you have a fever," she said, concern lacing her voice as she stepped back slightly, examining him with those knowing eyes. "Where do you keep the painkillers, baby? Seriously."

Nathan felt himself wilt under her gaze. His body betrayed him. He didn’t want to admit anything, didn’t want to reveal how vulnerable he was, but her touch was so comforting, her presence so nurturing. His emotions swirled, and before he knew it, his voice escaped with a sense of defeat.

"No, no, I swear I’m fine, I shouldn't have come here... I mean, I’m not in your league," he said, almost embarrassed.

Destiny was unfazed. She was so motherly, so reassuring, that Nathan’s eyes glazed over as she continued to stroke his shoulders, the gentle pressure of her hand a comfort he didn’t realize he was craving.

"Give me a hug," she said, pulling him close again, her voice low and soothing.

"No, no, Taylor doesn’t allow..." he stammered.

But Destiny’s grip tightened, and her voice softened as she whispered, "Give me a hug. Yes, tighter. Don’t worry about Taylor. We are such good friends, and I’m here to help you."

She placed a hand on his forehead, checking for fever, and Nathan felt a wave of disorientation.

"No, you’re not sick," Destiny said, her fingers brushing over his skin. "What’s going on, Nathan? Seriously, we’ve known each other for months now, and I haven’t seen you like this."

Her words, her touch—it broke him. The rush of endorphins hit, and he found the confidence to speak, to ask what he had been wondering since the moment Nick had left.

"Destiny, it’s nothing. Nothing really." He tried to sound dismissive, but his voice betrayed him, shaky, unconvincing.

Destiny tilted her head, studying him. "Should I call Taylor?"

Nathan’s breath hitched. Panic shot through him.

"No, no," he pleaded quickly, his voice almost desperate. "Please don’t. I’m begging you. Please."

He breathed heavily, and Destiny watched him, her eyes filled with something curious, something almost knowing.

"You okay?" she asked, her voice now gentle but insistent.

"Yes," Nathan said, swallowing hard. "I just wanted to ask you something."

Her eyebrows raised slightly, her lips curving into a teasing smile. "Yes?" she said, as though this was just a casual conversation. But she was so close. Too close.

"Can I trust you that it’ll stay between us?"

He straightened up, trying to compose himself, trying to feel like the man he should be, but his bulge was worse now, more obvious after the closeness, after the intimate physical touch.

"Of course, Nathan," she said, her voice soft, almost lulling. "What is it?"

Nathan hesitated, then finally closed the refrigerator door, the coolness of it shaking him further. He stepped closer, standing next to Destiny at the counter.

"It’s about the day before yesterday," he started, his voice low.

Destiny paused, then looked at him with mild curiosity. "Doing here?" she repeated, almost to herself. "We were studying, Nathan. You know how it is at college. Studying isn’t as difficult as at MIT. So unless there’s a test, we tend to play."

Nathan’s heart raced. "Yes, that’s what I was aiming for."

His bulge refused to relax, but he stopped. The discomfort was unbearable.

Then Destiny placed her hands around his neck, pulling him closer, her grip warm, possessive, and soft. "You don’t have to talk," she whispered. "You can whisper it in my ear. See? I won’t tell anyone."

Her breath was hot against his skin, and Nathan could feel himself swaying between needing to step back and being drawn in. She was doing this on purpose, manipulating him, but there was something so liberating in this closeness, in being wanted even if it was only a brief moment of comfort.

"Whisper in my ear," she said again, a command wrapped in comfort.

And he asked, voice trembling, "Is there a chance that Taylor, I mean... my wife, was doing hanky-panky stuff?"

Destiny’s response was instantaneous—she detached from him, grabbing him by the shoulders with surprising force, shaking him as she looked into his eyes.

"Taylor? Never!" she snapped. "Do you know how much she loves you?"

Nathan nodded, but she wasn’t done. She shook him again, more urgently this time. "No, but do you realize how much?"

She shook his shoulders, and Nathan felt a strange comfort in her grip.

"Taylor can’t stop talking about you, boasting about you. You’re the best catch ever. What do you mean, 'hanky-panky'?"

Nathan lowered his head slightly. "I meant... maybe... maybe she had sex. Or perhaps, okay, maybe just showering with a man. Things like that."

Destiny’s hands tightened on his shoulders. "Look at me when I’m talking to you," she ordered.

He looked up, his eyes still glazed, unable to pull away.

"Read my lips, Nathan," she said, her voice firm, unyielding. "Look here. Look at my lips. N O   W A Y."

She looked at him for effect, and Nathan’s heart dropped.

He lowered his head, the weight of her words crushing him.

"Now come, let’s play some poker," she said, grabbing his hand and pulling him toward the living room.

"No, I really prefer to be left alone," he said, his voice low, but still full of that same humiliation.

Destiny looked at him one last time, pausing, before turning away with a sigh. "Oh, okay. Of course."

She turned on her heel, heading back to the group, leaving Nathan standing there, shaking, unsure of anything anymore.

Nathan barely had time to process Destiny’s departure before Taylor rushed into the kitchen, moving with urgency, concern, and overwhelming affection.

"Poor baby!" she gasped, hopping onto him, wrapping her arms around his neck, squeezing him tight, like she never wanted to let go. "What is it, baby? Destiny said you have a fever? My poor baby."

Her scent swallowed him whole, the intoxicating mix of warmth, sweetness, and something uniquely hers. The pressure of her grip, the way she molded into him, made him light-headed. A surge of endorphins flooded his bloodstream, and suddenly, everything felt better.

She was so small, so impossibly gorgeous, and yet she held him so completely—her presence commanded every space she entered.

"What is it, baby? What?" she cooed, stroking his hair, pressing kisses against his cheek.

Nathan could barely think, his mind swaying between surrender and control. "It’s just that I didn’t eat for so long, and I felt like my blood sugar—"

"Then eat," she interrupted firmly, like it was the simplest thing in the world.

Still wrapped in his arms, still resting against him, she reached for his bread on the counter and brought it to his lips, feeding him like a queen tending to her king.

And he let her.

She held it for him, guiding the food to his mouth as if he was hers to care for, hers to nourish. The fact that she was sitting in his arms, weightless yet completely overpowering, meant she couldn’t see his persistent erection pressing against his pants. He was still hard, still aching, but in this moment, it didn’t matter.

She even grabbed a napkin, dabbing at the edges of his lips, taking care of him with an effortless authority that made his entire body melt into her.

"Why are you here alone?" she asked softly.

Nathan hesitated, then spoke, his voice tinged with quiet self-deprecation.

Nathan hesitated, his throat tightening.

"I just… I didn’t want to bug you guys." His voice was low, uncertain.

Taylor, still cradled in his arms, broke off a small piece of bread, bringing it up to his lips.

"Eat." Her tone wasn’t a request.

He obeyed, taking a slow bite, his lips brushing against her fingers for a second before she pulled away. The warmth of her touch lingered.

He chewed slowly, staring at her, at this impossibly beautiful woman in his arms, feeling himself sink deeper into her presence.

"I mean… you know. I’m not your age group." His voice wavered, like he was second-guessing himself even as he said it.

Taylor stroked the side of his face, watching him, listening.

Nathan took another bite, barely tasting the food, his chest feeling too tight, too full.

"And seriously, I don’t feel… I don’t know, worthy? Like I should enjoy myself in this life. Like… I don’t know." His words faltered, tripping over themselves.

Taylor tilted her head, waiting.

"I only have you." His voice was softer now, like the admission was being pulled out of him.

She pressed a light kiss to his jaw, her grip tightening around his shoulders.

Nathan swallowed, his voice barely above a whisper now. "That’s all I really care about."

Taylor smiled, pleased, as if this was exactly what she wanted to hear.

She brought the bread up to his lips again, and he took another slow bite, his eyes never leaving hers.

"Other than that…" He paused, chewing, hesitating.

"I had some issues with the South America supply chain. I had to take care of it this evening."

She nodded, still watching him, her fingers idly brushing through his hair as he spoke.

"I didn’t want to bug you." His voice faded out, like he wasn’t even sure he believed it anymore.

Taylor let out a soft “Mmm”, as if she understood everything without him needing to say more.

She wiped the corner of his mouth with a napkin, then leaned closer, her lips brushing against his ear.

She listened, feeding him another bite, her soft hands cradling his face, her full lips pouting in concern.

"Yes, but at least come and say hello, okay?" she pressed, her voice so sweet, so insistent.

Nathan wasn’t comfortable with that idea—the thought of facing Nick, Destiny, Matthew, all of them—but Taylor was pressing him so hard, her presence so commanding, that eventually, he sighed.

"Okay. But just for a few minutes."

She beamed, pressing one last kiss to his lips, her excitement undeniable.

Still holding her, he realized he could use her as his shield, a way to block his obvious erection from view. He stood up, lifting her in his arms, her arms draped around his neck, and carried her toward the living room, feeling her warmth, her weight, her control over him in every step.

As they approached, he whispered, "Where’s your chair?"

She giggled, shaking her head, her gorgeous eyes twinkling up at him.

"No, no. You sit in my chair. I sit on you."

The second he lowered himself onto the seat, she immediately settled onto his lap, adjusting comfortably, her body molding into his as if she belonged there.

Then, without missing a beat, the little woman grabbed a $10 chip and took her five cards, leaning back against his chest, sliding the cards into her hands, revealing them only to herself and him.

"What do you say?" she asked, her voice light, teasing, but serious about the game.

Nathan was barely focused on the cards. Just holding her, this petite, intoxicating creature, leaning back into him, letting him wrap his arms around her, made him feel like the most powerful man in the world.

She placed another $10 chip.

"I found this $100 on the table in the kitchen," she murmured, her voice casual, absentminded. "So I bought ten such chips. I was about to tell you."

Nathan felt a surge of possessive warmth. He kissed her temple, gripping her waist slightly tighter.

"You don’t even have to ask. It’s $100, baby. It’s nothing."

He guessed she was happy the others heard that, happy that everyone knew she could take as much as she wanted—because she could.

Feeling emboldened, powerful, assured, Nathan pulled out another $100 from his wallet.

With deliberate ease, he tossed it across the table to Nick.

"Let me have a $100 chip."

Nick glanced at him, then silently placed his money in the metal box, sliding a black chip across the table toward Nathan.

Taylor giggled, shifting slightly on his lap, her small shoulders bouncing with delight.

"Careful, Daddy, you haven’t played poker in a while. These are sharks here," she teased, leaning her head against his chest.

Daniel laughed. "Sharks?" he repeated, amused. "There’s no such thing in this game—it’s all luck and lying."

No one wanted to go head-to-head against Nathan with his $100 chip—except for Nick, who placed another matching chip against his.

Nathan’s confidence built.

As the game played out, Nick lost.

Nathan felt a rush—a small moment of victory, a piece of his pride restored.

"Oooooh, bravo, bravo!" Taylor cheered, kissing his cheek, her arms wrapping around his shoulders. "My husband is the best in the world!"

Matthew chuckled. "He is a great poker player."

Taylor nodded enthusiastically. "True!"

Then Matthew, ever the troublemaker, smirked. "And he’s great in bed."

The group burst into laughter.

Taylor gasped, giggling, then threw a green chip at Matthew, hitting his nose.

"Don’t you dare!" she scolded playfully.

Nathan’s chest tightened.

He felt it again.

That undercurrent.

That silent, unsaid thing that loomed in the air.

That every single person here knew he wasn’t the one sleeping with Taylor.

Taylor, still resting against him, completely relaxed, gazed absently at the ceiling.

"Come on, baby. Teach them a lesson or two," she murmured.

Nathan’s pulse steadied.

It was at that moment that he decided.

He was going to teach them a lesson.

With a nonchalant confidence, he murmured against her silky dark hair, "Go fetch from my table a $10,000 pack."

Taylor stilled for a moment, blinking at him, still sitting in his lap.

"No, seriously?" she asked, studying his face.

Nathan nodded, solid, assured.

"Yes, seriously. Bring Daddy that pack and come sit on me."

There it was again.

That shift in his voice. That power.

She beamed, thrilled, and jumped off his lap, darting up the stairs.

Nathan leaned back, watching her go, the room silent for a moment, the others processing what had just happened.

And then, with the ease of a man who controlled the board, Nathan exhaled slowly, fingers tapping his chip, waiting.

Waiting for Taylor to return.

Nathan watched from across the room as Taylor returned, practically skipping, holding the pack of money high in the air.

"This was the only one I could find!" she shouted with excitement, her voice light, youthful, delighted—not calculated, not dominant.

There was something so innocently girlish in her. She didn’t play the queen, didn’t bark orders, didn’t say "Go fetch the money, and come back to me." Not at all.

Nathan had come to see it clearly—Taylor didn’t consider herself dominant, even though she held more unspoken power than any woman he’d ever known. There were times—rare, fleeting—where he even felt she was submissive, or at least unaware of how thoroughly she ruled the room.

And now, with a $10,000 stack of crisp hundred-dollar bills in her small hand, she paraded back to him like a child showing off a birthday card. There was no guile in it—just joy, glee, a sweetness that made her irresistible.

She settled onto his lap again, curling into him as she placed the stack in his hand like a gift.

In that moment, Nathan felt it—that flicker of the man he used to be.

That’s why I fight the Indonesians. That’s why I negotiate with Brazilian mills and ruthless U.S. logistics chains.

So I can sit here like this. With her. With $10,000 in my hand, as if it’s nothing.

It wasn’t nothing, of course. It was a lot, even for him. But it felt good to pretend. To perform the part of the man who could drop that kind of money just to show that he’s the one feeding the most beautiful woman in the room.

For a moment, he let go of the quiet knowledge that everyone here knew—that Taylor didn’t sleep with him.

That he was, in many ways, just a well-dressed spectator in his own marriage.

But she was warm on his lap. And Destiny had said there was nothing going on. And the way Taylor curled into him, the endorphins, the touch, the love—it was enough.

Even if he knew, deep inside, that with the tiniest twitch of her little finger, he’d be on his knees again.

He didn’t count the bills. Just placed the stack on the table and slid it toward Nick.

Nick looked down at the money, then back at Nathan.

"Oh wow, Mister Whitmore… That’s big money. I don’t think we could—I mean, we’re students. Most of us are on student loans."

Taylor turned to Nick, a glint of pity in her eyes.

Then, without warning, she unbuttoned the top of Nathan’s shirt and slid her fingers against his chest, resting her palm against his skin.

"Yeah, Nathan… maybe better not. That’s big money, honey."

Nathan's jaw clenched.

"Gimme twenty purple chips," he said flatly.

Nick held his gaze for a beat, then placed the stack into the metal box and slid the chips across the table.

Nathan pushed them forward in one smooth motion—all of them.

Taylor’s breath hitched faintly. Still perched on his lap, she leaned in, her small body soft and warm against his, her mouth brushing the edge of his cheek as she pressed a kiss there—gentle, sweet, but burning with unspoken desire.

Then, lips grazing his ear, her voice barely audible, she whispered, “You are such a turn-on when you play bold like this. Do you know that?”

Nathan didn’t answer. He didn’t need to.

Taylor smiled against his skin, her voice even lower now, sultry and trembling with delight.

“I wanna make love to you tonight, my hero.”

Destiny, Matthew, and Daniel leaned back, stunned.

Only Nick leaned forward, slowly pulling his car keys from his pocket. He placed them on the table.

"My car’s worth a bit more," he said, smirking. "It’s yours if you win."

Nathan nodded, trying to keep the nonchalance of a man who had nothing to prove.

Daniel leaned forward, curiosity flickering in his eyes.
"Mister Whitmore—what’s your business, if I may ask?"

Nathan gave a casual shrug.

"Oh, I have several. Always working on new ideas. I’m... an idea guy."

Daniel pressed. "But your main one?"

"Well, I suppose you’d call it... premium household paper goods," he said, sidestepping the word toilet paper.

Matthew chuckled. "Oh wow, that’s amazing, isn’t it? I mean—everyone uses that."

Nathan laughed, playing along. "I guess so."

Nick tilted his head with a grin. "Well, I guess that joke was a real wipe-out, huh? Sorry, couldn’t resist."

Everyone laughed—everyone but Nathan.

Taylor slapped Nick’s shoulder lightly. "You’re so mean!"

Nick chuckled. "Sorry, babe. I take it back."

Nathan stiffened. Babe.

He said it like it was nothing. Like he had the right.

Nathan couldn’t find the words. He stared at the chips, at the table, at everything and nothing.

Nick tilted his head slightly, smile still in place, his voice low but clear.
"So? Are you sure you want to play balls?"

It wasn’t mocking — if anything, it sounded almost... considerate. A chance to back out gracefully.

Nathan’s throat was dry. He gave a small nod.
"Yes."

Nick shuffled smoothly and slid five cards across the table.

Before Nathan could even touch them, Taylor snatched the cards with a grin, holding them the way only she liked to — tilted at a soft angle, hidden from everyone but her and Nathan, her back leaning into his chest like she belonged there.

They were good. Strong. Winning cards.

Nick met his eyes and slowly added another key to the table.

"That one’s for my sister’s car."

"Still in?" he asked, a mocking tilt to his voice.

Nathan swallowed.

Taylor leaned in, voice rising with tension.

"Do we have another pack, honey? Another ten?"

"No. I’m afraid we don’t," Nathan said. "And besides, I’m going to cut losses here."

He placed his cards face down beneath the chips — surrendered.

"Noooooo!" Taylor cried, her voice full of disappointment.

Nick smiled gently. "Are you sure, old fellow?"

"Yes." Nathan’s voice was barely audible. His hands were shaking.

Nick laid his cards down. They were terrible.

But he’d won. With nothing at all.

The table fell silent.

Nathan tried to salvage something. He picked up the two keys and forced a chuckle.

"Well, the other key was for my scooter, actually."

Everyone laughed.

Taylor tried not to. But Nathan saw it—the way she looked away, trying not to meet his eyes, her shoulders quivering as she giggled silently.

That broke him.

Daniel suddenly stood, grabbing the bottle of expensive red wine Nathan had brought out earlier—the one he had saved for special occasions.

"Wait, wait," Daniel said with a smile, already tipping the bottle over the line of glasses. "Before we settle anything—let’s do this right."

He poured generously, clumsily, the deep ruby liquid sloshing a bit over the rims as he moved from glass to glass, filling each one nearly to the top, emptying the entire bottle without hesitation.

"I’d like to raise a toast," he announced dramatically, lifting his own brimming glass, his eyes dancing with giddy energy. "To the winner of this evening..."

He let the pause hang, looking toward Nick with exaggerated reverence. Then, with a grin:

"Nicholas—who is better known by his naaaaame—N I C K!"

They all burst into laughter, raising their glasses.

"Nick!" they echoed in unison, their voices loud, cheerful, careless.

Nathan forced his smile. He lifted his glass and joined the clinking of crystal, the sound sharp and celebratory.

But his throat ached with a rising lump, and behind his wine-blurred vision, he could feel the sting—his eyes watering, not from the alcohol, but from something far more bitter.

He smiled anyway.

Because what else could he do?

Nick wasn’t just stronger. He wasn’t just smarter. He wasn’t just better in bed.

He was a gentleman.

"You want your money back, Mister Whitmore?" Nick asked softly.

Nathan didn’t even look up.

"No."

Nick began peeling off bills, distributing the money to the others.

$1,000 to Destiny.

She slid it into her jeans without hesitation.

$1,000 to Daniel.

He took it sheepishly.

"You sure you don’t want a thousand back?" Nick asked Nathan again.

Nathan sat there, heavy, his face pale.

"No," he whispered.

Taylor was still curled up on his lap. She placed the last $1,000 on the table in front of him.

"Here, baby—no need to fuss. This is all in good spirit, right?"

Nathan said nothing.

He stood.

Lifted Taylor gently off his lap, placed her softly on the chair.

And walked away.

Stiffly. Quietly.

He climbed the stairs, one by one, his eyes burning.

In the bedroom—their bedroom—he pulled the covers up around him. One blanket. Then another. Then another.

Three blankets.

The weight helped.

But it wasn’t enough.

He lay in the dark, in silence. Alone. Sad. Defeated.

And the laughter from downstairs still echoed in his ears.

After five long, aching minutes, the door opened with a quiet click. Taylor stepped in slowly, barefoot, eyes soft with concern. She didn’t speak. Just climbed gently onto the bed, pulling back his fortress of blankets.

"Always those three blankets," she murmured with a small smile, crawling in beneath them like a kitten burrowing into warmth.

Her small body found his instinctively—arms wrapping around his waist, legs curling up over his, her warmth so delicate yet completely engulfing him. She pressed her face to his chest, kissing the fabric of his shirt, again and again.

"I know how you feel, baby," she whispered, her voice barely audible under the layers. "It’s okay. I know it hurts. I’m here. I’ve got you. You’re mine."

She kissed his collarbone, his jaw, his lips. "You’re still my man. Always."

Her hand moved up into his hair. "You don’t have to prove anything to anyone, you hear me? Not to them. Not to me."

Nathan lay still.

"No need to feel sorry for me, Taylor," he said softly. "It’s okay. I’ll just mourn here. Alone."

Taylor pulled back just enough to look into his eyes.

"Baby, no," she said, genuinely hurt. "You don’t have to make such a big deal out of this. I know you’re talented. I know you’re the best."

"No, you don’t."

She blinked.

"How could you say that?" she whispered. "You see where I am, Nathan? I left all of them downstairs. I came here to you. Because you’re my man. My winner. And I don’t care if you’re good at poker. That’s not what I married."

She clung to him again, holding him tighter, her words like balm.

"They do that all day. That’s their thing. But you? You’re out there making money. For us. For me. You work hard, and that’s what matters to me."

Silence.

Long. Heavy.

And then he said it.

"I want them out of this house."

Her body tensed.

"You want to exclude me from my friends? You want me to sit here and be your little miserable housewife?"

"I want them out of this house."

She sat up.

"So what—if I go study with them in the dorms, you won’t know what we’re doing, right? That’s what you’re afraid of?" Her voice was sharp now. "You wanted us to meet here. That was your idea. Because you’re such a control freak."

Nathan’s eyes didn’t waver.

"I want them out of this house," he repeated. And then, "That, or we part ways."

Silence again. The kind that hurts.

He could feel it—the pounding of his heart in his ears, the physical pain in his ribs.

Taylor stared at him. Her voice was quiet now.

"Wow, Nathan. That hurts. That hurts very, very much."

"Do you realize," she said, choking back tears, "that the only reason I invited them to play poker here—in our house—instead of meeting at the dorms... was for you?"

He didn’t respond.

"Yeah. I did this for you. Because I knew you were worried. Because I knew you’d be watching. Because I didn’t want you sitting up here alone, spiraling, inventing stories in your head. I thought—if you could see me, if you knew what I was doing, you’d feel better. Safer. Less... left out."

Still, he said nothing.

"It would’ve been so much easier to do this at Daniel’s. He offered. They have a whole student pool there, sort of like a community hangout. No rules. No limits. We could’ve gone wild. But I said no. I said I wanted to host. I said I wanted it to be here—at home. Our home."

Her voice was rising now, trembling but sure.

"I told them this was the better place. And they said ‘Oh wow, yes!’ And they came. Because I wanted it this way. For you. Out of love. Out of care. Out of devotion. And now—now you want to send them away? Back into some unknown space where your imagination can run wild again?"

Nathan still didn’t answer.

"And on top of that... you threaten to leave me?" Her voice cracked. "You would leave me? I would never do that to you, Nathan. Never."

She paused. The room felt thick with it.

"You’re my husband. You’re my best friend."

She slid away from him, peeling her body from his like silk from skin, and the absence was immediate and brutal.

"Fine," she said, voice suddenly cold. "I’ll chase them away."

Then she was gone.

Nathan curled beneath the blankets, crushed under the weight of them. The weight of missing her.

Downstairs, he heard the echo of her clapping. Her voice loud, crisp, cutting through the walls.

"Alright, guys. Party’s over."

Chairs scraped. Shoes shuffled. A door opened. Then another. Car doors slammed.

And just like that, they were gone.

It was quiet now.

Too quiet.

She returned to the room.

He turned toward her, heart held out in silence—waiting. Hoping. Maybe she would come back to him. Maybe she would slip under the blankets, melt against his chest, kiss the hurt from his lips and forgive him without saying a word. His body tensed with readiness, not for confrontation, but for surrender. For relief. For her.

But she didn’t join him.

She moved with quiet purpose, eyes downcast, face unreadable. She took her pillow. Then one of the blankets—the one that smelled faintly of her—and walked out. Not in anger. Not in tears. Just gone.

He didn’t know where she went. A couch? A guest room? The hallway floor? He didn’t know. He only knew that she was no longer there. The door didn’t close. The silence did.

And that silence was unbearable.

Nathan lay back, the remaining blankets pulled tight over his chest like the lid of a coffin. But the cold crept in anyway—through the fabric, through his skin, into his lungs. It wasn’t temperature. It was absence. The loss of her weight, her scent, her nearness. Her.

His mind raced with images—her bare feet retreating down the hall, her hair spilling over the pillow in another room, her face turned away from him in sleep. It wasn’t jealousy. It wasn’t even heartbreak. It was something worse. An emptiness that pulsed through him like pain. A hollowness he couldn’t name.

God, he thought. This is pain.

Not a metaphor. Not language.

Pain in the ribs. In the throat. In the marrow.

She was perhaps only a room away.

But to Nathan, it felt like another life.


The Father, the Son, and the Holy Taylor

2 a.m. Taylor and Nathan’s residence

The room was perfect.

Too perfect.

Two thick blankets lay over him like velvet weight, the kind that should have brought comfort. The mattress beneath him was plush, king-sized, the sort of thing people dream about in glossy catalogs. The bedside lamp glowed softly, casting long amber shadows across the room, while beyond the bay windows, a full moon hung high in a crisp, cloud-swept sky. The trees outside swayed in a late-summer breeze, their branches dark against the pale light, and the houses across the street were quiet—windows glowing faintly, unaware of the quiet collapse happening inside his.

But none of it mattered.

Not without her.

Nathan turned onto his side. Then his back. Then again. The silk sheets whispered with each movement, cool against his skin, but his body remained tense, too wired, too raw. It wasn't just emotional anymore. It was physical—the ache in his limbs, the tremor in his breath, the throb behind his eyes. An addiction without the drug.

I was so ruthless. Such an idiot.

He stared at the ceiling, the slow swirl of shadows dancing there like ghosts.

"Who lost at poker? Me. I lost. So why the hell did I blame her friends? She’s an angel—pure, young, perfect—and I’m the one who screwed up, then dumped it on them." Then he slapped himself, hard, the sting a weak echo of his guilt.

His fingers clenched the sheet.

I could’ve won it. I had the better hand. But no—I wasn’t proficient. So instead of being a man, instead of being resilient, I ran upstairs like a child. And who came to care for me?

His eyes closed tightly, and for a moment, the memory wrapped around him like the warmth he missed so desperately.

Other women wouldn’t have. But not Taylor. Not my Taylor.

A pause.

No—no longer mine.

She had come upstairs that night like a goddess descending, slipping beneath the covers with no judgment, no mockery—just pure magnetism. She had curled against him, arms around his ribs, head tucked beneath his chin, her breath like silk against his chest.

She held him.

Cooed to him.

Reassured him with the kind of closeness that made him feel, just for a second, like maybe he was still worthy.

And I—God—I should’ve appreciated that.

He turned again, pressing his cheek against the pillow, fingers gripping the edge of the blanket.

She was like that because I obeyed her. Because I was hers. Because I surrendered. And instead, I—

He groaned and raised a hand. It came down hard against his temple with a dull thud.

“Stupid,” he whispered. “Stupid, stupid.”

I told her to get her friends out. I threatened her.

His breath hitched.

Those were her friends. Her joy. Her audience. And yes, I know now—she slept with Nick. In front of them. I’m sure of it. And I told her they wouldn’t be allowed back. That they’re not welcome. What a mistake. What a colossal mistake.

He looked toward the window. The moon sat in the sky like an indifferent god, watching him suffer. Outside, the trees swayed gently in the wind, their leaves rustling against the dark. The world was quiet. Too quiet.

The bedroom—designed to be serene—felt like a museum. Beautiful. Empty. Lifeless.

And worst of all, the cameras were silent now. No more poker nights to spy on. No more secret feeds to check. No way to know what was happening when she wasn’t here. He’d cut off his own access—his own power—trying to control her.

What a fool I am. A zero. Nothing.

He rolled onto his stomach, burying his face into the sheets that still faintly smelled like her perfume.

I’ll beg her to bring them back. I know I will. And when I do, it’ll be full circle again. Another layer peeled off. Another inch I fall into her hands.

His breath slowed.

Every time I try, I fail. Every act of resistance only proves how little I understand her. She sees right through it. She knows I’m not leading. I’m pretending. I’m performing. And she… she’s just waiting for me to stop.

A tear slipped down his cheek, lost in the fabric.

She’s worth more than this. Way more. She’s young, radiant, ethereal. She doesn’t need me. Doesn’t need my money. At her level of attraction, she could have anyone.

His voice cracked.

She chose me because I’d built something. Because I’d achieved something. She respected that. Loved it.

A pause.

And I ruined it. Shot myself in both legs trying to prove I had a spine.

He pressed his forehead to the mattress, hands fisting the blanket.

The luxury of the room closed in around him. The lamp, the fine wood furniture, the designer curtains—all of it mocked him now. What was comfort without her little body pressed to his? Wealth without her to hold?

She was just a room away.

And yet she felt like a world apart.

And then came the realization.

He had threatened her.

He’d actually said it—“Either your friends move out of the house… or we part ways.”

What a mistake.
No.
What a grave, unforgivable mistake.

Normal couples don’t talk like that. Not ones built on love. It didn’t even make sense—how could he have said it? Where had that cruelty come from? Was it fear? Ego?

He’d convinced himself she was with him for the security. That he held the power. That money would always be the invisible leash. But she hadn’t recoiled in fear when he made the threat. She hadn’t scrambled to make peace. No—she was hurt. Really hurt. And that… that was the moment he should’ve seen everything more clearly.

He could hear her voice in his mind, plain as day:

“Wow, Nathan. That hurts. That hurts very, very much.”
“I was doing this for you. So you wouldn’t spiral. So you could see what I’m doing. Because you were watching anyway.”
“And I’m not giving up on you.”

And then she left his arms. Slid out of them like silk. And the cold that rushed in to take her place was something no blanket could ever warm.

That’s the worst thing I’ve ever said to her, he thought. The most terrible line I’ve ever uttered. Like putting a knife to the throat of the only person who was trying to save me.

Now he would have to grovel. Not just apologize. He would need to prove that he saw her. That he understood what he nearly destroyed.

I’ll give her everything. Everything I have. Every cent. Every hour. I just want her back.

His chest ached. His fingers curled into the sheets.

She’s everything a man could dream of—she’s affectionate, she has values, she listens, she gives, and I—

He choked on his own thoughts.

So what if she doesn’t want to sleep with me? So what if she never does again? That’s not what love is. That’s not what she is.

Not everything in this world is fucking. If the books say that a man is supposed to fuck a woman, then let the books burn. I don’t need that. I’ll masturbate to her every night if that’s what it takes. I’ll sleep at her feet, snuggle against her back, hold her in silence if that’s what she allows. I just want the warmth of her near me again. The weight of her presence. The comfort of her breath.

If she only gave me a chance… Just one.

He was lost. But in the clarity of that loss came one undeniable truth.

I have to talk to her.

His body moved before the thought even finished forming. He stood, his feet numb beneath him, and began walking. Down the stairs. Through the quiet hush of the house that now felt too large, too echoing, too empty. The place looked like a mansion, but without her, it felt like a cave.

And there she was.

At the far end of the living room. Tucked into the corner of the couch, her legs curled beneath her, face resting gently against a throw pillow. She wasn’t even occupying half the space—small, silent, soft.

So precious.

He didn’t speak. Didn’t clear his throat. Didn’t dare startle her.

He simply knelt.

There, before her, his knees pressing into the hardwood, hands resting on his thighs. Not to be seen. Not to be forgiven. Just to be close.

It felt like praying.

To God.
Or to his goddess.

She didn’t look up.

But it didn’t matter.

All he wanted—more than touch, more than answers, more than anything—was to hear her giggle again. That sound. That sparkle. That unfiltered joy.

That was his only remedy.

And tonight, it felt impossibly far away.

He didn’t want to scare her. But he had to speak.

“Taylor,” he whispered. “Taylor… do me a favor, okay? Taylor, honey?”

No reply.

She was either in deep sleep—or pretending to be. Or, more likely, toying with him. Playing with his soul in that quiet, catlike way she had. A game he would never be able to win.

“Baby,” he said softly, “all I want is to take you back to bed. I promise I won’t bug you. I just want you to sleep well. In our bed. My bed.”

She opened her eyes.

The moonlight stretched across her face like silver lace. She looked ethereal. Untouchable. And then, as if granting a prayer from a kneeling priest, she whispered the word he’d been aching to hear:

“Okay.”

God. God.

She was such an angel. Such a soul. His voice cracked as he smiled.

“Okay then… I’ll pick you up. You don’t have to do anything, my little princess. Nothing at all.”

She didn’t react.

Slowly, carefully, he slid his arms beneath her—one beneath her knees, the other around her shoulders—and with effort, lifted her into his arms. The blanket stayed wrapped around her, her weight delicate, her body still slack with sleep. He held her like a sacred offering, cautious with every step, mindful not to tip on the stairs.

She was the most precious thing he had ever carried.

Up to the second floor. Into the wide bedroom. Into the very center of the king-sized bed where she belonged. He set her down as though laying a child into a cradle. She stirred slightly, stretching like a kitten, then folded into the sheets with a soft sigh.

For a moment, Nathan just stood there, watching.

Then—carefully, reverently—he lay beside her, pulling the blanket up to cover them both. His eyes drank in her sleeping face. The strands of her impossibly soft hair falling across her cheek. Her breath warm and even.

She’s here, he thought. She’s really here.

And then she spoke.

“No. Don’t stay here.”

The words sliced through him like a serpent’s bite.

He flinched. Pulled back. Slid from the bed and knelt beside it again, like a dog cast from the master’s table.

His voice cracked. “But… why? What did I do?”

She turned onto her back, eyes open, staring at the ceiling. Her voice was quiet. Steady.

“You hurt me, Nathan.”

“How? Tell me.”

“You said you’d leave me,” she said. “Do I have to remind you?”

And then he saw it—a tear, slow and silver, slipping down her cheek, into her ear. He was paralyzed.

“So now what?” he whispered.

“Now… I just need time alone.”

“But we’re friends,” he said, the words desperate, childlike. “We’re twin souls.”

She nodded faintly. “Yes, Nathan. And it will take me some time to believe that again.”

The cold hit him hard. His spine, his hands, his chest. She didn’t feel like they were together. Not really. Not anymore.

Still… she hadn’t said it was over.

There was still a thread. A fragile, shimmering thread.

She was kind. Even now. Even after everything. He wanted to thank her—tell her how grateful he was that she was even speaking to him.

“Okay, Taylor,” he said, his voice trembling. “Really… thank you for even talking to me. I wish I could explain how—”

“Shut up and go,” she said, cutting him off mid-sentence.

“Yes. Yes, of course.” He nodded quickly. “I’ll just lie here. On the floor. Where I belong. At the bottom of your bed. Not mine anymore.”

He slid down, back against the frame, eyes up at the ceiling. She was out of sight now. He couldn’t see her anymore. Only hear the silence between them.

Then came her voice.

“No, Nathan. Don’t lie here. Go out of this room.”

He blinked. “What…?”

“It’s not your room anymore. Off-limits.”

That hit him harder than anything else she’d said.

But still—she was talking about the future. About rules. About space. That meant something. It meant she wasn’t done. Not yet.

And then came the final blow:

"That is… if we continue together, of course.
For now, I want you to go to the guest Bathroom.
On the first floor.
Close the door.
And stay there until I decide to let you out.
Go."

The dagger landed.

He stood—frantic, clumsy—without replying. He didn’t want to say yes, ma’am. He didn’t want to give her the satisfaction of full obedience. A part of him, deep and flickering, still wanted her to worry. To think that maybe she’d gone too far. That maybe he would leave.

But he didn’t.

He went.

Down the stairs. Through the dark, sprawling silence of a house that no longer belonged to him.

Into the guest bathroom—too small to lie down in, too clean to feel like punishment, and yet still a cell. A holding pen.

He sat. Back against the wall. Hands in his lap. The click of the door lock echoed in his head.

He closed the door, and there it was—a full-length mirror, mounted on the inside, right in front of his face. He tried to avoid it, eyes darting to the tiled floor, but it was impossible. The mirror caught every angle, forcing him to see himself—a man who’d once had everything, now slumped in a tiny bathroom, the stained toilet and pink toilet paper rolls framing his shame. His wrinkled shirt, his hollow eyes, his trembling hands—he wasn’t proud of this reflection, not one bit. Humiliation seared through him, the shame of submitting to her will, to a woman barely 18, a girl who held him in her palm.

No matter where he looked—he saw his image in that mirror. The only option was to look down at the floor, but that wasn’t sustainable—his neck ached, his eyes strained. He could face the wall, but the tight space meant those blank tiles loomed just inches from where he sat, too close to bear without standing. And standing to stare at a wall? That felt worse—more humiliating than the reflection itself, a surrender to nothing. Trapped, the mirror watched him like a relentless eye, forcing him to confront his slumped shame. At last, he reached for the light switch and turned it off. Freedom, if you could call it that—freedom to sit in the darkness like a fool. He thought, Wow, the only freedom I have is to turn off the light and hide from myself. Then, Oh, and I can flush the water—a privilege indeed. These were the scraps of control this 18-year-old goddess had left him, caged in her deliciously cruel jail.

Oh, and I can also stand up—so he stood up.

It felt improper to sit in front of God.

He raised his head toward the ceiling, toward the heavens, toward anything above him—hands slightly trembling, voice caught somewhere between reverence and desperation.

“Dear God,” he whispered, “you’ve been great to me. All my life. And I never thanked you properly, so… I’m thanking you now. From the bottom of my heart.”

A pause.

His lips tightened, his throat dry.

“And now… I’m just asking for one more chance. That’s all. Just one more. Please. Let her accept me back. Let me make it right.”

His voice cracked.

“I’ll be her slave. Her utter, devoted slave. I mean—it doesn’t work any other way. I can’t go against her. It’s against nature. Against the molecules you created.”

He stopped himself, suddenly ashamed of the drama. As if he’d insulted God’s intelligence.

“I’m sorry,” he muttered, backing into the wall, lowering his eyes. “Just… please. Make her agree.”

And then, quietly:

“Amen.”

Silence.

He couldn’t stop thinking of Taylor, up there in the lavish bedroom—sprawled across the king-sized bed, silk sheets clinging to her beautiful body in that sexy nightwear, surrounded by luxurious pillows and his three blankets. She was sleeping soundly, a princess in her spacious, richly decorated sanctuary, with all the room to stretch and spread out. Taylor’s bed. Taylor’s bedroom—now off-limits to him. And here he was, caged in this tiny restroom, no sheets, no pillows, no blankets, just the cold tiles and the stained toilet. It was unfair, drastically so—he didn’t deserve this, but he accepted it, craved it even, to prove he’d sacrifice for her, to show he was sorry and would make it up to her. Just for tonight, he told himself. He could endure it for one night. Things would be better tomorrow. But the contrast gnawed at him, her up there in comfort, him down here in nothing, all because she’d commanded it.

The air in the guest bathroom was still. Sterile. He could hear the faint hum of the house beyond the door. The ticking of a clock somewhere. Maybe her breathing upstairs. Maybe not.

I could open the door and just go, he thought.

It’s not like I’m physically trapped. She’s not chained me. She’s asleep. She wouldn’t know.

But he didn’t open the door.

Not because he couldn’t.
Because he wouldn’t.

Because of her. Because of respect. Because I’m trying to earn back the right to see her.

And then, his body betrayed him.

His cock swelled—slowly, heavily, pressing against the fabric of his underwear, throbbing with its own pulse, as if mocking the prayer he’d just spoken.

No, he thought. This isn’t about sex. It’s about love. It’s about—

But the ache between his legs said otherwise.

I’m here, I thought bitterly, locked in my own house. Not because she made me… but because I’m afraid.

Afraid of her.

Afraid of what she might do. Afraid of the silence. Afraid of that cold, impossible stillness she can summon when she’s done with me. Afraid of her wrath—not anger, not screaming, not drama, but that distant, elegant kind of punishment she wields like silk over steel.

I’m afraid of her eyes when they harden.
I’m afraid of her voice when it goes quiet.
I’m afraid of the moment she looks at me and decides she’s done.

She wouldn’t need to yell. She wouldn’t even need to cry. She’d just walk away—without a word, without a glance—and I would cease to exist.

I have no power. Not really. Nothing to offer that she couldn’t get better, fresher, younger, faster. I can’t protect her. Can’t dominate her. Can’t even keep her interest without performing like some grateful little toy.

She’s so beautiful it hurts to think about. It physically hurts.

And she knows.

She knows exactly what she is.

She knows how rare she is—how valuable, how hypnotic, how unreachable.

She could have anyone. Anyone.

And I know, deep in my chest, if I disobey her—if I cross some invisible line—she’ll be gone. And I’ll be left with nothing but the echo of her steps and the scent on the pillow I bought her.

That’s the truth.

She’s worth more.

More than me. More than this house. More than this life I built thinking I’d be the one holding the reins.

I’m not staying in this room because I have to.

I’m staying because I’m terrified of what would happen if I didn’t. Because the moment I defy her, the moment I act like a man who still believes he has agency—she’ll walk.

And she won’t look back.

She didn’t threaten that. She didn’t have to. I felt it. In her stillness. In the way she told me to go here. In the way I obeyed, without even blinking.

Obey her or lose her.

That’s what it comes down to.

And if that’s not religion, I don’t know what is.

He leaned against the door.

I’m shaking. I’m anxious. I’m caged like an animal while she’s upstairs—calm, nestled in the spacious bed that lets her think, feel, and connect with her thoughts. Probably dreaming. The humiliating contrast makes me so hard.

And yet…

Why does this make me so fucking hard?

He let out a breath through his nose, chest heaving.

Look at you, Nathan. Just look. A 45-year-old man. A self-made businessman. Built a company from scratch. Provided everything. And now you’re here—in a bathroom barely big enough to stand—because an 18-year-old girl said so.

He closed his eyes.

She turned 18 three months ago. I gave her a car. We got married two months ago. And look where it’s already gone.

He gripped himself through his pants, breath shallow.

Did I create this? Is this my fault? Did I make a monster?

Then he shook his head.

No. No, she’s not a monster. I didn’t make her. She was born this way. Beautiful. Entitled. Giggling. Controlling. Cheating. Free. And yet—

He bit down on a moan.

It’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.

He freed his cock just for a moment, just enough to feel the full, humiliating arousal of it in his hand. His knees nearly buckled.

She’s not even trying. She doesn’t posture. Doesn’t play-act. She just is. And I—

He stroked once, twice—then stopped, panting.

No. Not now. Not yet.

He gripped the edge of the sink, knuckles white, cock standing hard against the cold air of the room.

She dominates without trying. She humiliates without cruelty. She owns me—just by existing. And I—God help me—I love it. I fucking love it. What is wrong with me?

His body trembled.

I should be angry. I should be standing tall. But instead… I’m here. Shaking. Desperate. Addicted.

And in that moment, everything inside him collapsed into one aching truth:

I was made to serve her.

Not because she demanded it.

Because he couldn’t do anything else.

He stood there, cock twitching, breath unsteady, eyes wide with the terrifying clarity of his own need.

She’s intoxicating. She’s everything. She’s the center.

And he…?

He was just orbiting.

9:00 a.m.–Guest Bathroom, Taylor and Nathan’s Residence

Nathan had spent most of the night on his feet.

He didn’t dare sit—not in front of God, not when she had ordered him there. He stood with his back against the door, hands trembling, body aching, cock hard and throbbing for hours. Time barely moved. Minutes stretched like torture. And all he had was his imagination—his endless, spiraling, humiliating imagination.

Every fantasy began and ended with her.

Taylor.

Always Taylor.

He stroked himself slowly, reverently—careful never to climax. That would’ve been disrespectful. Unworthy. He hadn’t earned that kind of pleasure. Not yet. Not without her blessing.

Besides, he still clung to that one shining promise she’d made while he was alone in that cold hotel room in Germany. She had actually promised they would make love. She said he deserved it.

He remembered how he had nearly wept with joy. He even suggested canceling the client meeting, booking the next flight home. But she said no.

She was right, of course. She always was. He had obeyed then, too.

Now, hours later, he was still hard. Still waiting. Still trembling on the edge of some sacred threshold. His body frail. His mind wrecked. His soul? Somewhere far beneath her feet.

Then, finally, came her voice.

Melodic. Soft. Effortless.

“Okay. You can come out now.”

He opened the door slowly, breath held.

And what he saw made his knees weaken.

There she stood, barefoot on the hardwood, her hair still wet from a long, luxurious shower. She’d taken her time, clearly. Water still clung to her skin in glistening beads. And she wore a short, sleeveless floral dress—black with deep red and soft pink roses scattered like kisses across her body. It hugged her in all the right places. Breezy. Girlish. Devastating. Her fragrance, fresh and divine, wafted toward him—a stark contrast to the damp, sterile air of the guest bathroom he’d endured all night.

She didn’t even look at him when she spoke.

“I’m hungry,” she said.

That was it.

Nathan straightened immediately. “Yes, of course—of course, my princess. Where would you like to take your breakfast?”

She gave the faintest smirk. A flicker at the corner of her mouth. She knew exactly what she was doing to him. She didn’t need to tease him anymore. His obedience was already complete.

“In the patio,” she said, already turning away.

He hurried to catch up, adjusting her chair before she sat, gently pushing it in behind her with both hands. His heart was racing. His cock still hard. His soul still kneeling.

“At once,” he said softly. “Really, Taylor—it shall take just a few minutes.”

She nodded, eyes forward, unmoved.

He rushed inside.

And all he could think, with a burning joy that bordered on religious, was:

She let me out.

In less than five minutes, Nathan returned with the first tray—small salad, buttered toast, a folded omelet, garnished neatly with herbs, just the way she liked it.

“There you go, my princess,” he said, voice theatrical, chipper, almost singsong. He bowed slightly as he presented the tray, trying so hard to smile—but his throat was thick with unshed tears. Just the fact that she had said she was hungry—it was like she’d cracked open a window and let the air back into his world.

“Anything else for you, my princess? Anything at all?” He stood at attention, tray held to his heart like a soldier offering peace.

She didn’t look up, her attention fixed on her phone, scrolling through Instagram and checking messages with a casual ease that made his chest tighten. Her hands—God, those hands—were a vision: narrow, delicate, with long, slender fingers that moved with effortless grace. Her nails, perfectly manicured, gleamed in the morning light, painted a deep, glossy crimson that caught the sun like drops of blood against her pale skin. Each tap, each swipe, was quick, precise, her fingers dancing over the screen with a rhythm that was almost hypnotic, a display of elite beauty that made his cock throb painfully against his pants.

“Yeah,” she said casually, smirking, still not looking at him. “Do you guys serve coffee, too?”

He nearly laughed—relief mixing with an emotion so intense it spilled over. A tear dropped down his cheek, then another. He wiped at his face quickly, trying to keep the facade, but the performance was breaking.

“But of course,” he whispered, cracking a smile through the tears. “One cappuccino. At once.”

She raised an eyebrow, noticing the tears, but didn’t comment. Instead, she played along—like the spoiled princess she was.

“I’ll have a cappuccino,” she repeated, as if placing an order with hotel room service.

Nathan nodded reverently. “Of course. One cappuccino. Absolutely.”

He didn’t ask which kind. He didn’t want to burden her with decisions. All he wanted—desperately—was mercy. A glance. A giggle. A scrap of her affection.

Just the sight of her looking up at him from beneath those lashes, damp hair brushing against her cheeks, still fresh from the shower, still glowing—it was enough to buckle the knees of any man with blood in his veins. How does the universe create such perfection?

He rushed to the kitchen.

When he returned with the cappuccino—steaming, with a dusting of cinnamon—he placed it carefully beside her plate.

“Anything else for the princess?” he asked softly.

She didn’t answer at first, just looked at him with amusement. Then came that smirk.

“You and your theatrics.”

And that broke him.

He dropped to his knees, the tray still in hand, and then lowered it to the ground as his shoulders began to shake. His voice was thin, choked with emotion.

“I just wanted to tell you—” he began, but couldn’t continue. His throat locked. His body trembled.

She kept eating, slowly. Delicately. But he was so close to her now, kneeling beside her chair, tears falling freely.

“I love you,” he whispered. “Beyond reason. Beyond anything.”

She didn’t reply.

“I’m begging you,” he said. “For your forgiveness.”

She was lost in thought, chewing quietly, absentmindedly spreading butter onto her toast.

With that, he dropped fully prone—flat against the ground, face down at her feet. He reached out with both hands, trembling, and took her small, perfect foot into his palms. Her skin was still warm from the shower, the scent of her body wash lingering faintly on her ankles.

He kissed her instep gently. Then again. Then again.

“Taylor,” he whispered between kisses, “Taylor, give me one more chance. I was bad, I was mean, I didn’t mean to stop the group meetings, I swear. That wasn’t me. I didn’t mean it.”

He didn’t mention the ultimatum. The threat. The “we part ways” line. He hoped she wouldn’t bring it up.

But then her foot twitched—gently, but firmly—shaking him off.

He rose to his knees, eyes full of desperation.

She continued to eat in silence, carefully placing a slice of omelet on her buttered toast.

Then, finally, she spoke.

“It’s okay, Nathan. It’ll be okay. I believe that.”

His heart swelled. Hope flickered.

“I’m still… reconciling,” she added softly. “You said words I can’t just accept. I can’t digest them. I’m working on myself to figure out how I can live with that.”

“But I didn’t mean any of it,” he whispered.

She looked straight ahead. “You said you’d leave me, Nathan. You did it once—you’ll do it again. That’s how it works.”

He was silent. He couldn’t argue with her. Not because she was right—though she probably was—but because of the way she said it. Calm. Certain. Like someone who had already decided what was true.

She was only 18. And yet—so composed. So devastatingly poised. To say something like that at her age... it wasn’t just maturity. It was a kind of clarity about how the world operated. Like she'd already learned that people repeat their patterns. That words once spoken can’t be unsaid. That men, especially, do what they’ve done before.

It was frightening—how calmly she could see him. How easily she accepted the rules of human nature. Not bitter, not cynical—just aware.

She had the air of someone who’d lived a hundred lives before this one. Someone who hadn’t just dealt with men—she’d understood them. She knew how to toy with them. How to forgive them. And how to hold them exactly where she wanted—without lifting a finger.

“I’ve decided,” she said, sipping her cappuccino, “that the second floor is off-limits for you.”

He thought of his home office, of the master bedroom, of the life he had lived upstairs.

But he didn’t argue.

“Yes,” he said softly. “Of course.”

She smiled faintly—smirked, really. She saw what it did to him. How restricting him, carving away his space, thrilled her more than scolding ever could. It was sexy. It was power. It was natural.

Soon she could confine him to a cage, and he would agree. He knew that now. She’d gotten everything she ever wanted from him this way.

It always began with his attempts to reclaim power—and ended with him handing over more than before.

That’s how his adult sons ended up relocated, quietly moved into rented apartments.

That’s how she established the right to roam nude through the house, her bare body an untouchable shrine, while he was not allowed to lift his gaze above her feet.

That was the dynamic.

And he had to take it.

“I think I’ll go to college now,” she said casually, brushing crumbs from her lap. “And you’ll go to your office. Yes?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

This time, she didn’t correct him.

She let it land.

She owned him now—and they both knew it.

“Oh, and bring me my stilettos,” she added. “They’re next to the door.”

“Of course. Right away.”

While she sipped her cappuccino in slow, elegant silence, he rushed to retrieve her heels—black patent leather with a razor-sharp heel and a red sole. The shoes of a goddess.

He returned on all fours, presenting them like relics.

Taylor crossed her legs slowly, extending one bare foot toward him.

He took her ankle gently, cradling it in his palm. Her skin was flawless, smooth, still dewy. Her arch impossibly delicate. Her toes perfectly manicured—nude pink, the polish fresh, glistening in the morning light. Each movement of her foot was casual yet hypnotic—wiggling her toes, tapping softly against his chest as she waited. Before slipping on her heels, he paused, his fingers brushing the sole of her foot to wipe away any tiny specks of dust, lint, or grit that might have clung to her damp skin. He checked carefully, ensuring the bottom of her foot was pristine—he’d do this for her, even if she didn’t notice or care, compelled to make sure she wouldn’t walk with any imperfections tainting her perfection.

He held her foot close, kissing her instep again as he slid the shoe on slowly, reverently, guiding her heel into place.

Then the other.

She stood, towering now in those stilettos. Bare legs smooth, toned, commanding. She adjusted her sunglasses, took the car keys from the tray, and walked to the door—her steps sharp, echoing through the house.

He followed her on all fours, eyes fixed to the swing of her hips, the click of her heels, the length of her legs.

She opened the door without looking back.

And she left.

Eighteen years old.

And already the undisputed governess of the house.

11:00 a.m.–Boston Shoreline College

“Daniel! Daniel!”
Nathan’s voice called out across the quad as he jogged awkwardly behind the younger man. Daniel had just finished his only lesson of the day, a class on Introduction to the History of Modern Thought, and after parting from Taylor—who’d driven home—he was lazily walking back to his dorm. He turned, squinting against the sun, hoodie half-zipped, earbuds dangling.
“Oh goodness,” Daniel said, grinning. “What brings you to our beautiful academic palace? Planning to study philosophy?”

“Heh. Sort of,” Nathan replied, catching up, breath unsteady. “Why not, right? Thought I’d come by for a little… chit-chat.”

“With me?” Daniel laughed. “Out of everyone here, you picked me?”

“Of course. Who else, actually.”

Daniel gave a little shrug. “Well hey, studying here at age 45 actually does make some sense when you think about it. Tax deductions, certificate programs, flexible credits. They love attracting older students. Fourth-tier schools live for that demographic.”

Nathan just nodded, following him as they made their way toward the dorms.

“Oh, and we have these certificate programs—you can study, like, Chinese,” Daniel continued casually. “They’ve got HSK1 and HSK2 levels. Pretty solid if you’re into that.”

Daniel kept talking, his voice a nonstop stream of explanations about the cafeteria, subsidized food, and random campus perks—details Nathan didn’t care about and hadn’t asked for, his mind too consumed to listen. All Nathan wanted was the truth about that night two days ago, when he’d been on a business trip in Germany, watching his house through surveillance from his hotel room: did Taylor cheat with Nick or not? There was no proof, just his spiraling suspicions—her little hand curled around Nick’s wrist as she led him to the bathroom after losing a poker bet, the two of them later emerging in the bathrobes he’d bought for her birthday, their hair damp from a shared shower. Daniel had been there, he’d seen it, and with his habit of “singing” information without a filter, he was the perfect target, Nathan’s only chance to salvage the truth. Deep down, Nathan couldn’t believe his Taylor would betray him—no way, not his Taylor, even if the robes haunted him.

He unlocked the door and pushed it open.

The place was rough.

Old linoleum curling at the corners, a musty smell of sweat, ramen, and mildew. Laundry was draped across a beat-up futon like the remnants of a storm. Crumpled papers, empty cans, and the faint scent of weed drifted through the air like it paid rent.

“Don’t laugh,” Daniel said quickly. “We used to host parties here last month.”

“Parties?” Nathan echoed.

Daniel hesitated. He’d said too much.

“Coffee?” he offered, already putting water on to boil.

“Black,” Nathan murmured, eyes scanning the chaos.

The kitchenette looked like it hadn’t been wiped down since spring. Dishes were stacked like modern art, sticky with unnameable sauces. A poster of a half-naked anime girl hung by a single piece of tape above a dented microwave.

“Oh, so your dorm’s on the ground floor,” Nathan said, stepping outside and glancing through the grimy window. “And there’s a pool?”

Daniel brightened. “Oh, yeah. Full-blown pool. It’s kind of legendary, actually. In the middle of the party, we’d dive in.”

Nathan raised an eyebrow. “Clothes on?”

Daniel laughed. “Well… some wore clothes. Some… disposed of them.”

Nathan stared at him. “Ah. So a girls and boys kind of thing.”

Daniel chuckled again. “Of course. What’d you think—just a bunch of hairy dudes swimming naked in a chlorine puddle?”

Nathan tried to join the laughter, but he was running on fumes. No sleep, barely holding it together. His hands were shaking.

“And Taylor?” he asked, trying to sound casual. “She came to the summer parties?”

Daniel hesitated. “Yeah. Of course.”

“Naked, I presume.”

A silence.

Daniel glanced down. “Nathan… I don’t think you want to get into that.”

Nathan forced a smile. “Why not? It’s not like we were married back then.”

Daniel gave a sheepish grin. “Ah… yeah. Maybe that’s why she was a bit…”

He trailed off, suddenly aware of the edge they were approaching. He poured the coffee, placed the mug on the table, and sat down opposite Nathan.

“A bit what?” Nathan asked, wrapping both hands around the warm ceramic, hoping it would calm the tremor in his fingers.

Daniel scratched the back of his head. “A bit… wild,” he said apologetically. “But, you know, she’s changed. We were young.”

“We’re talking about August,” Nathan said. “That’s two months ago.”

Daniel blinked, caught in his own timeline. “Right. Yeah. Huh. That was August…”

Nathan sipped the coffee. It was instant, bitter, barely drinkable.

“So. No more parties here?”

“Nope,” Daniel said quickly. “Not lately. But the pool’s still working if you wanna—”

“I don’t.”

Daniel shrugged.

Nathan leaned back, eyes narrowing slightly. “So where do you guys party now?”

“Well, I mean…” Daniel shifted in his seat. “Lately we’ve just been studying at your house. Not really partying, you know? With midterms and term projects, it’s just…”

Nathan gave a small, tight smile. But inside, something coiled.

Right, he thought. Studying for thirty minutes. Watching my Taylor getting fucked for the next thirty. How lovely.

Daniel kept talking, but Nathan didn’t hear it.

His hand tightened slightly around the mug. The warmth did nothing for his shaking fingers.

He nodded along, politely.

But inside?

He was screaming.

About that time, 11 a.m. Taylor and Nathan’s residence

Jonathan, Nathan’s eldest son, stood at the front door, one hand gripping the strap of his military duffel, the other hovering awkwardly near the bell. He’d rung it at least three times. Nothing. No footsteps, no response, no voice. His keys no longer matched the locks—Taylor had changed them when she exiled him and his brother to their own apartment, claiming they needed independence. Now, he was just a visitor to what used to be his home.

Strange, he thought. He invited me. Didn’t he?

He adjusted the weight of the bag on his shoulder—a heavy canvas sack stuffed with laundry from three grueling weeks of field training. His uniform was crisp, sweat-dried at the collar, the insignia of a First Lieutenant catching the late morning light. He looked every bit the young officer: tall, broad-shouldered, lean, alert. But now he was just standing there, in front of a house that felt more like a stranger’s than a home.

Then he heard it—footsteps behind him, light but quick. He turned just as she came jogging up the drive.

Taylor.

She'd been up since she let Nathan out of the guest bathroom at 9:00 a.m. eating breakfast on the patio before rushing to Boston Shoreline College for her 9:30 a.m. class. As always, she was late, arriving around 9:45 a.m. for Introduction to the History of Modern Thought, which ended at 10:30 a.m.—a light schedule, typical for a low-pressure school, not MIT. She drove home, arriving around 10:50 a.m., changed into her running attire, and squeezed in a quick jog around the neighborhood, finishing just as Jonathan arrived. Damp from her run, flushed, radiant, her jet-black ponytail bounced against her shoulders, and her mauve crop top clung to her chest, darkened with sweat at the seams. Her leggings, painted onto her legs, seemed to sculpt her rather than cover her. She was breathing hard, but in control—like she’d only allowed herself to be winded.

“Oh goodness,” she said, smiling. “You must be Jonathan, right?”

He blinked. “Uh—yes, ma’am.”

She stepped closer, extending her hand without hesitation. Her palm was warm, damp with sweat.

“So nice to finally meet you,” she said brightly.

He hesitated, then took her hand. “Nice to meet you too,” he replied, then faltered. “It’s just that... sorry, what was your name?”

She tilted her head, amused. Petite but composed. Completely at ease.

“Oh, I’m Taylor, silly. Your stepmother.”

There was a beat. He processed the word like a foreign language. Jonathan had been stationed overseas during his father’s whirlwind marriage to Taylor—a proposal and wedding that happened almost overnight, one he couldn’t attend due to military duties. By the time Taylor moved in, he and his brother had already been relocated to their own apartment at her insistence, leaving him no chance to meet her until now.

“My father’s... girlfriend?”

She grinned wider. “No, sweetheart. I’m his wife.”

“Right. Yes,” Jonathan said quickly. “I knew that.”

Taylor unlocked the front door and pushed it open with her hip. She paused just inside, bending down to untie her sneakers and peel off her socks, leaving them neatly by the door—a habit that made the house feel distinctly hers. “Come in. Did you bring laundry?”

He nodded, still absorbing everything. “Yeah.”

“Perfect. Come on—I’ll show you where we moved the machine.”

He followed her inside.

The house was pristine. Quiet. Too quiet. Not a sound of his father anywhere. Just Taylor, barefoot and commanding the space like she’d been born in it. Her scent drifted in the air—warm skin, shampoo, a faint trace of vanilla and sweat. She wasn’t just attractive—she was arresting. And she didn’t apologize for it.

She led him down the hall, hips swaying with unconscious rhythm. “We moved the machine over here,” she said, gesturing toward the wall-mounted laundry nook.

“Ah. Right,” he said. His voice cracked slightly. “Nice setup.”

She stood beside him as he opened the bag and started unloading: fatigues, gym shorts, socks, boxers. She watched without shame or discomfort, one hand on her hip, sipping from a glass of water she’d grabbed on the way.

“Good thing we’ve got a big machine,” she said with a smile. “That’s a lot of laundry.”

He laughed, trying not to look at her. “Yeah, well, three weeks in training adds up.”

“You’re always welcome to wash here,” she said easily. “What a silly thing to even ask.”

He loaded the machine, added detergent, and pressed the button. It began its low mechanical hum.

When he turned back around, she was still watching him.

And not hiding it.

He leaned back against the counter, casual. She stepped slightly closer.

“It seems like each generation gets taller,” she said, eyes drifting up his chest, over his shoulders.

He smiled awkwardly. “Well, they say we eat better than our fathers did.”

She laughed softly—dimples flashing. Her mouth was full, naturally curved, with small white teeth like pearls. Her lips looked soft, parted slightly from her breathing. The kind of mouth that could deliver sweetness or cruelty in equal measure.

“You’re going to stay in those?” she asked, nodding toward his uniform as she turned toward the kitchen.

He followed without thinking.

“Ah—yes. I mean, maybe I’ll change later.”

She reached the coffee machine, fluid and unbothered, and glanced over her shoulder.

“Black or cappuccino?”

“Black,” he replied with a small smile. “You’re... very kind.”

She turned slightly, one brow lifting with playful curiosity.

“I didn’t imagine you so...” he hesitated.

“So?” she teased, the corner of her mouth tugging upward.

He looked down, suddenly flustered. He couldn’t say pretty, even though the word sat like a lump in his throat. So instead, he defaulted to the safe—and the absurd.

“Well, I mean... you’re quite young, aren’t you?”

She giggled, her pearly teeth flashing, her mouth—pink, plush, undeniably sensual—tilting into something just shy of mockery.

“Well, you were expecting a 45-year-old woman, weren’t you?”

He blinked. “I... I didn’t expect anything specific, I just—God. I mean, you’re technically my... my mother. My stepmom.”

She smiled as she turned, reaching for their mugs. “Not technically, sweetheart. I am your stepmom,” she said, pouring the coffee smoothly. “And you’ll treat me as such.”

The line dropped like a brick in a still pond.

He stood there, stunned, watching her stir his coffee like nothing had just happened. But something had. Something subtle. Something irreversible.

His pants tightened.

What does that even mean? he thought. That I have to defer to her? Obey her? Is that what she’s implying? But she’s so young. She’s so—

His thoughts refused to land.

It didn’t make sense. Nothing about the dynamic made sense. And yet, somehow, it did. Deep down, somewhere primal, it clicked.

He followed her to the table, coffee in hand, watching the lines of her back as she walked. Her shoulders bare. Her hair still damp. Her hips moving like the house already knew who was in charge.

And for the first time in a long time, Jonathan wasn’t sure what his role was anymore.

“Oh, don’t be stressed by what I said,” Taylor said, smiling sweetly. “I’m not that strict. You can ask your father.”

Her tone was soft, almost warm—but it struck Jonathan with more force than a command barked in the field. I’m not that strict didn’t deny strictness—it confirmed it. It meant: I am strict. Just not unbearably so. It meant there would be rules. And he would be expected to follow them.

And it was then that he felt it.

That slow, aching warmth building between his legs. A low, maddening pressure. He shifted slightly, trying to ignore it, but his body was betraying him—responding not just to her beauty, but to her authority.

She took another sip of her coffee, then said almost offhandedly, “That said, I do have some rules. Ones I enforce.”

He blinked. “Such as?”

She glanced down, then back up at him, slow and deliberate. “Well—for example, you’re not supposed to walk inside my house wearing shoes.”

My house. The words hit him harder than they should have. Her house? This house belonged to his father. And yet she said it with the certainty of someone stating a fact. Not a claim. Not a flex. Just… reality.

He looked at her, confused, maybe even slightly offended. Up close, her face was breathtaking—flawless skin, sharp cheekbones, and those dark, knowing eyes that seemed to see right through him. She was a woman who understood her impact on men, who wielded her beauty like a quiet weapon. The dissonance was jarring: she spoke as his stepmother, yet exuded a raw, unapologetic sexuality that made his thoughts scatter, leaving him caught between respect and a stirring, forbidden attraction.

She raised one brow. Waiting.

“I wasn’t aware,” he said finally. “That’s why I’m still wearing them.”

“But there has to be some logic, right?” she said, her voice calm, even playful. “You just came from army training. I assume your boots are dirty. And now you’re walking across clean floors. Doesn’t something about that feel… off?”

He hesitated, his heart pumping hard in his chest, flustered and disoriented by her words. A rule? She’s setting rules for me? The thought made his mind reel—my goodness, he was so confused, caught off guard by how casually she asserted control over a space that wasn’t truly hers. He nodded slowly, trying to steady himself. “Yeah. Now that you say it—”

“So do it,” she said simply.

“Do what?” His voice came out softer than he intended, almost a whisper, as he looked at her, still grappling with the surreal moment. She leaned closer, her body shifting toward him with a fluid grace, her eyes locking onto his with a playful intensity. A teasing smile curved her lips as she murmured, “You’re not really listening, are you?”

He stumbled over his words, his gaze dropping to her thick, plush lips, so close now he could see their natural sheen. “No, it was just one moment that I—”

“I said,” she cut him off, her voice low and deliberate, pausing for effect as her smile deepened, “take them off.” Her words hung in the air, charged with an intimacy that made his breath catch, his eyes still fixed on her mouth, the way it moved, the way it commanded him without effort.

And suddenly he felt it. The shift. She wasn’t just asking—she was commanding him, but it went beyond mothering. She was a woman, first and foremost, her presence intoxicating, her authority laced with an allure that didn’t make sense for a stepmother. She was mothering him, yes, but also enticing him, taking him off balance, igniting sexual thoughts he couldn’t suppress—a potent mix of power and seduction that left him reeling, his body responding in ways he couldn’t control.

He dropped his gaze and leaned down to untie the long laces. That’s when he saw them.

Her feet.

So small. So perfectly shaped. Not pale and washed out, but flushed with warm, even tone—like they'd been kissed by sunlight. Her arches were elegant, sculpted, her toes delicate and painted in a glossy, vibrant red that caught the light with every shift of her weight.

And she was flexing them.

Purposefully.

Subtly.

One ankle crossing over the other. A soft roll from heel to toe. It wasn’t overt. It wasn’t flirtatious.

But it was intentional.

He felt the blood rush to his groin so fast it made him dizzy. For one brief, mad second, he wanted to kneel. Not out of duty. Out of need. He wanted to press his face to those feet. Let her use them. Let her humiliate him. Whatever it took just to stay in her favor.

She was breathtaking.

And she knew exactly what she was doing.

Once he had the boots off, she pointed with a manicured finger toward the corner, near the washing machine.

“There,” she said. “Line them up neatly.”

He rushed to obey, hiding his arousal as best he could, every step stiff and mechanical. He returned to her side, breath shallow, cheeks burning.

She didn’t even look at him.

She just sipped her coffee.

And let him simmer.

“Now tell me”—she said—“do you have a girl friend?” Of all the questions in this world she has chosen to put him with his back to the wall. “Ahm girlfriend,” he repeated, “ahm no.”

“How come?” she asked suddenly, her eyes on him like she already knew the answer. “You do realize you’re a stud, right?”

Jonathan blinked. That was... not something a stepmom should say. Or anyone’s stepmom, especially not one barely older than him.

“A stud?” he repeated, trying to smile, but his voice was too unsure to land.

“Yeah,” Taylor said, tilting her head like she was talking to someone far younger. “Absolutely.”

Her hand, soft and warm from the coffee mug, reached out and gently rested on his. The touch wasn’t flirtatious—but it wasn’t distant either. It felt like comfort. Reassurance. Guidance. Like she was the adult in the room.

“I mean, come on,” she continued. “Don’t you notice the way girls look at you?”

He looked down at the table. His posture stiffened. “I guess... a little.”

“A little?” she teased, eyes still on him. “Jonathan, you’re the kind of guy that makes people stare. You’re what half the campus is dreaming about at night.”

He let out a breathy laugh, uncomfortable, red in the face. “You’re only saying that because you’re my—uh, well, you’re trying to build up my confidence, right?”

“No, sweetheart,” she said softly. “I’m not saying it for your sake. I’m just telling you the truth.”

Her fingers lightly traced the back of his hand as she spoke. Her voice remained casual, her tone still warm. But the way she said it—so certain, so calm—left him feeling like he’d just been read like an open book.

“When you get shy like that,” she said, “you even get dimples. Did you know that?”

He didn’t know what to say. His throat tightened. Her hand was still on his, and every part of him was screaming to move, to stand, to do something. But he sat still, completely caught.

She tilted her head, eyes narrowing with just the faintest smile. “I’m making you uncomfortable, aren’t I?”

He nodded without meaning to.

“Well,” she said, withdrawing her hand at last, “no more questions like that today. I promise.” She stood from the table with a fluid grace that made him look away. “Now go upstairs, use the bathroom in my suite, and take a proper hot bath. I’ll make you mushroom soup—my best.”

He looked up, stunned. “Really?”

“Of course,” she said. “Do we have a deal?”

Something in her voice had changed. She wasn’t asking anymore. She was guiding. Like it was a household with rules. With structure. With her at the top of it.

“Yes, Taylor,” he said.

She turned. Her tone dropped just slightly. “What did you just say?”

He froze. “Sorry—I didn’t mean to be so casual. I should’ve addressed you properly.”

“Mmm,” she hummed, pouring another cup of coffee.

“Well then,” she said, looking over her shoulder. “How should you address me, Jonathan? We’re not friends. And I am your stepmom. Some deference would be... appropriate, wouldn’t you say?”

He nodded. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Good.” She didn’t look at him when she said it. Just sipped her coffee, as if his obedience had been expected all along.

“Now go,” she added, with the softest edge of command.

His heart raced, blood to his loins as he pushed back his chair and made his way toward the stairs—fast, almost clumsy. He needed to breathe. Needed space. Needed... distance.

Because whatever was happening here, it wasn’t what he thought he was walking into.

About that time—Boston Shoreline College

“Look, Nathan—I respect you. I really do,” Daniel said, shifting in his seat. “But you’re cornering me here. This is getting... uncomfortable.”

Nathan’s fingers curled tight around the lukewarm paper cup in his hand, nearly crushing it. The coffee inside was cold, bitter, forgotten. But he couldn’t let go. Not yet.

“Daniel,” he said, voice low. “She’s my wife. This isn’t a game. I just need to know. Tell me whatever you’re comfortable with—but tell me something.”

Daniel looked uneasy, glancing toward the window like he wished someone would interrupt.

“She’s also my friend,” he said finally. “I can’t just... talk about her like that. Not behind her back.”

“You’re not telling a stranger,” Nathan said, leaning forward. “You’re telling me. Her husband.”

Daniel rubbed the back of his neck. “I mean... people were saying she was showering with him. That’s what I heard.”

Nathan’s heart stopped. “But you didn’t see it.”

“No. I didn’t,” Daniel said quickly. “I swear. I didn’t see that.”

“So who did?” Nathan pressed. “Who saw?”

Daniel hesitated. “It’s not about who saw. It’s... hard to prove. You know?”

Nathan didn’t blink.

“I mean,” Daniel continued, “they came out wearing those matching bathrobes, right? Her hair was still wet. His too. That doesn’t... prove anything. But it kind of—”

Nathan’s voice was barely a whisper. “—means something.”

Daniel shrugged helplessly. “I don’t know. Maybe. I mean, what do you think they were doing in there?”

Nathan said nothing.

Daniel’s voice softened. “Taylor’s... innocent, you know? She’s usually just this really sweet, good girl. I’m telling you. She's not—she’s not wild like that.”

Nathan stared at him. “Typically. Yes. Typically, Daniel. Go on.”

Daniel exhaled. “She’s young, man. We’re all young. And for someone like her... it’s still exciting, you know? A guy with abs. With confidence. That energy.”

“So that’s it?” Nathan said, voice rough. “She’s excited?”

“That’s not what I’m saying,” Daniel said quickly. “I’m saying... this is all new for her. The attention. The freedom. The curiosity.”

Nathan looked away, jaw tight.

Daniel leaned back. “But to jump from that to accusing her of showering with Nick? I mean... yeah, I get the suspicion. But I still can’t believe she’d actually do that.”

About that time—Taylor and Nathan’s Residence, 2nd Floor Bathroom

Jonathan leaned back into the steaming water, letting his arms rest on the smooth marble edges of the tub. The warmth wrapped around him like silk, and for a rare moment, his body stopped bracing. The bathroom around him—this lavish, softly lit sanctuary—was nothing like the standard-issue showers he was used to. In the field, showers were lucky luxuries. Cold, metallic, rushed. Here, the air smelled faintly of rosewater and eucalyptus, and every surface glowed with polished marble and gold fixtures.

This space hadn’t looked like this before Taylor moved in.

It had been renovated fast. Thoroughly. What used to be a sterile master bath now pulsed with a woman’s presence—soft textures, curated fragrances, perfectly rolled towels, and an impossible sense of belonging. Not his. Not Nathan’s.

Hers.

He closed his eyes, letting the calm lap over him.

And then he heard her voice.

“You know,” Taylor said, casually, like she wasn’t doing anything at all, “when I was little, we used to bathe three kids at a time. Save water. Save time.”

Jonathan’s eyes flew open. She was standing beside the tub—already inside the room. Completely naked. Folding her damp hair up with her fingers, securing it in a loose clip. Her skin was glowing from her shower, and she was saying something about her childhood like this was just... normal.

“I had seven siblings,” she added, glancing down as she stepped toward the tub, deliberately choosing the spot right beside where his head rested against the marble edge. She dipped her toes into the water, her feminine foot just a foot from his face, wet now, so clean and well-taken care of, her 18-year-old toes symmetrical and painted in that glossy, vibrant red he’d noticed earlier. She swirled her foot seductively, wiggling her toes with a teasing conviction, the water rippling around them as she spoke of her childhood. Jonathan, shocked by her naked presence—a privilege even Nathan wasn’t allowed—looked down to avoid staring, only to find himself mesmerized by the elegant motion of her foot, the way it moved with purpose, drawing him in despite himself. “So you got used to being around other bodies. Boys, girls, didn’t matter,” she continued, her voice light, almost innocent, before adding with a playful smile, “So you wouldn’t mind then if I joined you, to save water, you know, save time…”

Before he could react, she was sliding into the water beside him.

The temperature didn’t change—but everything else did.

He sat perfectly still, frozen with confusion and heat and a rush of something he didn’t have a name for, as Taylor leaned back against him, her luscious, naked body pressing softly against his chest. Her youthful curves—shapely, pretty, and impossibly tempting—molded to him with a teasing ease, her skin warm and silken in the steaming water. She sighed as the water reached her shoulders, her voice light, almost mundane, as if this intimate entanglement were the most ordinary thing in the world. “When you’re little,” she said, continuing her story with a casual lilt, “you don’t think about it. It’s just how it is. Except once… well, once there was a scare.”

Her fingers drifted through the water and traced the soft curls on his chest, a gesture so casual it seemed thoughtless, yet every touch felt like a deliberate tease, a perfect seduction from the ultimate temptress. Her other hand rested at the nape of his neck, cradling him with quiet possession, her control as effortless as her beauty. The heat of the jacuzzi paled in comparison to the warmth of her nearness—he was completely wrapped in her presence, her body, her scent, her command, his senses overwhelmed by the way she played with him, her every move a dance of allure and power.

“My baby sister, Donna. She slipped under when no one was looking. Completely silent. Just… floating there, staring up.”

Jonathan tried to nod, to respond, to do anything that might make him seem unaffected. But her presence was overwhelming. The softness of her voice. The way she filled the room like steam.

“Someone noticed just in time,” she said. “Since then, my parents never left us alone in the tub.”

He swallowed. “Yeah. I guess that makes sense.”

Taylor tilted her head toward him, her lips just inches from his ear, eyes half-lidded and unreadable in the steam. “You and Austin… you’re close in age, aren’t you?” Her voice was low, almost playful, but there was something sharper beneath it—curiosity laced with quiet provocation.

“Yeah. I’m twenty-two. He’s twenty.”

“Mmm. I always thought that was nice. Having someone close to grow up with. Someone who sort of... saw the world the same way.”

Her voice lingered in the steam, soft and slow, like the last warmth of daylight stretching across water.

And so did her gaze.

She wasn’t smiling. She wasn’t frowning. She was simply… watching him. Studying the way he absorbed her nearness, her words, her touch. Letting the silence swell, not as a pause, but as part of the conversation.

And in that stillness, he understood something.

This wasn’t about what she was saying.

It was about the music in her tone, the weight in her pause, the way she allowed the moment to hang—thick with something unspoken. It was about how she chose to say it, and what her presence—so near, so deliberate—was daring him to feel.

“Let me ask you this,” she murmured, her voice low and almost playful as her small hand slipped beneath the water, gliding along his abdomen, sending a jolt through his body that made his breath catch. Jonathan’s mind reeled—this was his stepmother, a woman he’d met mere hours ago, now naked with him in her personal bathroom, her shapely body pressed against his in the steaming tub. The surreal intimacy of it, the sheer unexpectedness of how quickly they’d gone from strangers to this, left him dizzy with shock and a burning arousal he couldn’t suppress. Her fingers traced slow, invisible lines below the surface, each touch a deliberate caress that made him painfully hard, his body tensing under the overwhelming sensation. “You don’t have to answer,” she added softly, her tone dropping quieter, not teasing, just curious, “not if it makes you uncomfortable.”

Her hand moved lower, skimming the edge of his inner thigh, so lightly it barely registered—and yet it was all he could feel, a teasing whisper of touch that made his cock throb painfully beneath the water. “You mean—” he began, voice faltering, his body crawling in his skin under her gaze, the heat of her naked body pressed against his, their wet, young skin glistening in the steam, gliding against each other with every subtle shift.

But she hushed him softly, a single finger brushing his lips with a featherlight touch, sending a shiver down his spine, before she leaned in and pressed the gentlest, most lingering kiss to his cheek, her lips warm and soft, the contact electric in its tenderness. “Have you ever been with a woman before?” she whispered, her breath warm against his skin, her voice a sultry murmur that made his heart pound harder.

Beneath the water, her hand moved with quiet confidence, fingers gliding lower until they reached his balls—cupping them so tenderly it stole the air from his lungs, the gentle splash of water echoing in the intimate space as she held him, her husband’s son, in her grasp. The sensation was overwhelming, her touch both possessive and delicate, his hardness straining against the heat of the water, their bodies so intimately close he could feel every curve of her against him.

He gasped, or maybe tried to speak again, but only managed, “Well, I—” his voice tight with arousal and embarrassment, the words caught in his throat as she held him there, skin to skin.

She repeated it, mimicking his stammer with a quiet laugh: “Well, I…” Her eyes sparkled through the haze of steam, her focus unbroken, all of her attention wrapped around him like the heat, delighting in his vulnerability.

“I suppose that…” he began, cheeks flushed, heart pounding, his body tensing beneath her touch, the water gently splashing with every movement as their wet skin slid against each other.

She didn’t wait. She giggled softly, teasing but never cruel, and finished it for him: “…that you’re a virgin.” Her voice was light, but her gaze was steady—no mockery, no judgment, just the thrill of discovery, her power over him palpable in the way she held him, both literally and emotionally.

He let out a sheepish laugh, his body trembling with the intensity of her touch, the water glistening on their skin as he admitted, “Well, yeah… sort of. I mean—never had sex,” the words tumbling out, honest and unguarded, his arousal and tension laid bare before her.

He shifted slightly, and only then did he notice—some of the water had been drained. Enough that the thick steam no longer concealed him.

His cock stood exposed now—hard, flushed, and glistening in the warm air. Unapologetically erect. Her hand still wrapped around it with that same maddening tenderness.

“Oops,” he muttered, half-laughing, trying to mask the flush creeping up his neck. “Looks like… the water’s leaking or something…”

His voice cracked at the edges, like a boy pretending to be casual while his whole body betrayed him.

But she didn’t laugh.

Instead, she leaned in closer, lips grazing the shell of his ear as she whispered, sultry and amused, “The water isn’t leaking out.”

He turned to glance at her, confusion flickering in his eyes—until she added, voice like warm silk, “I emptied a bit.”

Her fingers gave the slightest, deliberate stroke, making his breath hitch.

“Doesn’t it feel better this way?” she asked, almost innocently, as if she were talking about a breeze or a glass of wine.

As if she weren’t slowly stroking him in the open air, her eyes still locked to his, watching every flicker of sensation move across his face.

He swallowed hard, unable to answer.

Because the truth was, it did feel better—too much better.

Too real. Too close. Too intimate.

And yet, he couldn’t look away. Couldn’t move. Couldn’t stop the way his hips subtly responded to her touch, or the way the shame in his eyes mingled so helplessly with awe.

“Y…yes,” he managed to breathe, voice trembling like the rest of him.

His eyes were wide, glazed with awe, lips parted as he gasped for air like it was thinner in the room now.
“Goodness… you’re…” he stammered, exhaling shakily, “you’re out of this world.”

His pulse thundered in his ears. Arousal coiled deep in his belly, so intense it was almost unbearable.

She smiled then—not coyly, but with quiet satisfaction. Like a sculptor admiring the moment just before her work came to life.

“Such a nice cock you have,” she murmured, her fingers giving one last affectionate stroke. “Isn’t it a waste that you’re still a virgin?”

His mind was a haze, utterly consumed. All thought melted under the overwhelming force of her presence—her voice, her touch, the inescapable tension that tethered him to her like gravity.

“…Yes,” he whispered, the word all he could muster.

Her hazel eyes deepened, shimmering with something richer than desire—intent, a glint of purpose beneath their luminous mischief.

“Well then,” she murmured, her voice soft as if bestowing a tender gift, “let’s fix that little problem… shall we?”

And with that, she rose from the bath, water cascading off her skin in slow, shimmering rivulets. The air caught the glisten of her body—the soft curves, the gleam of her thighs, the elegance in every motion.

He could only watch, transfixed.

She stepped from the tub with unhurried grace, droplets trailing behind her on the tiles, and turned at the bathroom door, her silhouette radiant in the muted light.

“Come,” she said, her voice a promise. A challenge. A calling.

About that time—Boston Shoreline College

“I’m at my wit’s end,” Nathan said—and then he collapsed.

Right there in front of Daniel, shoulders caving, face in his hands. It was unclear if it was for effect, if it was a plea for sympathy—or if something in him had genuinely snapped. But when the tears came, they were real. Not quiet. Not neat. The kind of crying that makes people uncomfortable.

This wasn’t a woman sobbing, or a child breaking down. This was a grown man—successful, well-dressed, powerful—weeping. And it was terrifying in its unnaturalness.

Daniel just sat there. Frozen. The nerd. The bystander. The accidental witness to a slow collapse.

“Nathan,” he said gently, awkwardly. “It’s okay. I’m here with you.”

Nathan looked up, red-eyed, voice cracking. “You’re here—but you’re not helping.”

“I am trying,” Daniel said, sitting up straighter. “I swear I am. But I don’t know if Taylor showered with Nick. I wasn’t in there. I didn’t see it.”

Nathan wiped his face with a trembling hand. “But you didn’t deny it,” he whispered. “That’s the point. You didn’t even say, ‘No way, not Taylor. She’d never do that.’ That’s all I needed.”

Daniel exhaled through his nose, leaning back in the flimsy dorm chair. He looked at Nathan for a long moment—the crumpled suit, the crushed coffee cup, the quiet wreckage of a man unraveling over love, power, pride, and beauty.

Daniel had never seen anything like it.

And he didn’t know what to say.

After a long stretch of sobbing—loud, theatrical, soaking through his sleeves—Nathan shifted in his chair. He wiped his face again, but the tears had already started to dry. The breakdown had done its job. Now came the real play.

He wasn’t crying anymore. Not really.
He was performing.
Trying to draw Daniel in. Trying to squeeze the truth out of him with guilt, pity, and pressure—by continuing to fake the tears.
“So what did you see?” he asked—emphasis on did, like a spotlight cutting through fog. He’d had enough of Daniel’s hesitation. Enough of maybes and feelings.
He wanted specifics. He wanted the truth.

Daniel leaned forward, elbows on knees. His eyes flicked around the room like someone checking for exits.

“You have to promise me,” he said. “You can’t tell anyone I said anything.”

Nathan let out a tired laugh, half-sob. “Daniel, please. If you tell me, why the hell would I tell anyone else? She’s my wife.”

Daniel hesitated. Then: “Okay. But this isn’t... it’s not who she is, Nathan. It didn’t feel like her. She wasn’t herself.”

“Just tell me,” Nathan snapped, his voice cracking, already bracing for the blow. “Please, for the love of God, just say it.”

Daniel exhaled. “He called us from the bathroom.”

Nathan’s heart hitched. The walls felt like they were bending inward.

“And?” he whispered.

“We went in,” Daniel said, his voice low. “The door wasn’t closed. It was open. Like it was meant to be.”

He hesitated.

“We weren’t sneaking around. We didn’t peek. We walked in. All of us. And they didn’t stop. They just… kept going.”

Nathan’s fingers dug into his knees, knuckles whitening.

“I just want you to know,” Daniel went on, voice uneasy, “she didn’t look… coherent. Not like she usually is. It wasn’t her.”

“Daniel.” Nathan’s voice had lost its tremble. It was low now. Icy. “Stop explaining. Just tell me what you saw.”

Daniel swallowed, a visible knot in his throat. “She was on her knees.”

Silence swallowed the room.

Nathan blinked slowly. “And?”

“She was… moving her head,” Daniel said, gesturing vaguely. “Forward. Back. You know…”

Nathan stared at him. “Moving her head? What does that mean? Was she—what—praying?”

Daniel gave a hollow laugh, sharp with disbelief. “Jesus, Nathan. No. She was ...” He hesitated, eyes flicking away. “She was sucking his cock.”

The words dropped between them like a blade.

Nathan didn’t move.

“And Nick,” Daniel added, more quietly, “he was just standing there. Hands on his hips. Like some kind of fucking king. Proud. Like he’d conquered something. Like he wanted us to see.”

Nathan’s breath came shallow now.

“He looked right at us,” Daniel said. “Then down at her. Like he was saying, ‘Look what I’ve done. Look what she needs.’ She didn’t stop. She didn’t even flinch. It was like… like she wanted it. Needed it.”

Nathan’s body tensed, a slow shudder crawling up his spine. Fury pulsed through him, hot and blinding. That was his wife. That smug bastard—Nick—had flaunted her like a trophy, reduced her to something to be possessed, devoured. And yet…

There was something else.

Something darker. A warmth coiling low in his stomach. An ache. A rush of blood he couldn’t ignore. Even as his heart pounded with rage, his cock stirred—thickening in denial, in confusion, in some shameful, electric arousal he couldn’t explain.

"Look, Daniel… I swear I don’t feel well," Nathan said, one hand gripping the edge of the table.

Daniel’s eyes widened. “Do you want me to call someone? An ambulance?”

“No,” Nathan said quickly, shaking his head. “No. Just… a glass of water. Please. Just some water.”

He was grateful for the table in front of him—grateful it hid the hard truth pressing painfully against his pants. His cock, stiff and unrelenting, betrayed everything he should be feeling. Grief. Rage. Humiliation.

But no. His body had made a different choice.

His mind was reeling, spinning like he'd been sucker punched—but his blood surged, thick and hot. It was devastating. Overwhelming.

She—his wife, Taylor—was out of control. While he was breaking his back working long hours in Germany, she was in his house, on her knees, pleasuring another man like she craved it.

Cheating. Not some vague betrayal. Not a misunderstanding.

No—this was cheating. Raw. Visible. Undeniable.

And the worst part?

It turned him on. Not just a flicker, not just a twisted curiosity—but a full-blown, dizzying arousal. Like his body had bypassed his conscience. Like something deep and dark inside him wanted to see her like that—claimed, used, adored by another man while he stood powerless, furious, and... throbbing.

Nathan clenched his jaw, fighting the nausea, the heat, the shame—and yet unable to deny the electric pulse beating between his legs.

About that time Taylor and Nathan’s residence, Taylor’s bedroom

The bedroom around them was awash in clear, radiant daylight, the kind that filled every corner with clean, coastal brilliance. Sunlight streamed through the tall, white-trimmed windows, catching the cool blues and creams of the room in sharp, luminous contrast. The grand bed beneath them was a cloud of crisp white linens and billowy pillows, now tousled and warm with the heat of their bare skin. The soft knit throw had slipped halfway to the floor, forgotten—just like the world outside—while the room seemed to hum quietly with the tension growing between them.

Both of them were naked—completely. Their bodies still shimmered faintly from the jacuzzi, beads of water catching light along the delicate curve of her spine and the sculpted planes of his chest, the air thick with the scent of salt, jasmine, and something more primal now. Taylor lay on her stomach, her petite, youthful body stretched out like a feline at play—her smooth legs tucked beneath her, her golden skin glowing against the pale bedding, every curve of her delicate frame accentuated as her jet-black hair spilled down her back in a sleek, damp cascade, framing her face as she lowered herself between his thighs. Jonathan was on his back, his broad chest rising and falling as though he’d just run miles, his muscles taut with anticipation, his hands gripping the back of his head in a desperate attempt to anchor himself, his eyes locked on her—this stunning, dark-eyed siren who seemed to have emerged from fantasy into reality just to undo him. She glanced up at him with that sly spark in her eye, brushing her fingertips along the length of his thick cock before taking it slowly into her mouth, her gaze never wavering as she watched him unravel.

A groan escaped him—low, helpless, like his body had betrayed him. She smiled around him.

Then she paused, pulling back with deliberate slowness, letting the tip of her tongue trace the rim of his shaft. Her voice, when she spoke, was light and amused—almost academic.

“You know,” she murmured, still holding his cock with her hand, “the thing most people don’t understand... is that women love sucking cock just as much as men love getting it sucked.”

Her hazel eyes flicked up to his—playful, assessing, alive with a mischievous glint. “It’s not just about giving. It’s about watching you unravel beneath me.”

She licked him again, slowly, as if to prove a point. And when he moaned—louder this time, completely unguarded—she paused again and tilted her head, grinning.

“You were saying?” she teased, her voice silk-wrapped laughter.

Jonathan tried to speak, but all that came out was a breathy sound that collapsed into another groan as she took his cock all the way in with practiced, devastating grace.

“I don’t quite hear you,” she murmured, not missing a beat, eyes still locked on his. She adjusted her rhythm, adding just enough suction, just enough pressure to pull another sound from him—something between surrender and disbelief.

He was lost. Completely.

And she was loving every second of it.

“He should probably be back home any moment,” Jonathan said, his voice strained with worry, though it trembled more from what she was doing to him than the thought of anyone walking in.

Taylor didn’t pause. She glanced up, her lips still wrapped around the thick base of his cock, eyes gleaming with amusement and control. After a slow, teasing flick of her tongue, she pulled back just enough to speak, her voice low and sultry.

“Well, this bedroom is off-limits to him,” she said matter-of-factly, then dipped back down, running her lips along the length of him in a kiss that was almost reverent.

“But...” Jonathan’s breath hitched. “It’s his bedroom.”

She laughed softly against him—an intimate sound full of mischief—and kissed the swollen tip again. “Mmm. Technically, yes. But the entire second floor? Totally off-limits for him.”

He moaned again, his head rolling back into the pillows. “God, you’re so sexy. And so in control.”

Taylor smirked, licking slowly, her voice warm and unbothered. “Yeah, I guess I am,” she said, like it hadn’t even occurred to her until now. “But hey—look at the bright side, right? It gives us time to enjoy ourselves... completely uninterrupted.”

Jonathan could barely breathe, let alone think. His body felt like it was vibrating under her mouth, every nerve alive. “Do you... do you even understand what you’re saying right now?” he gasped, his voice cracking. “Do you understand how terribly sexy it is?”

She lifted her head just enough to meet his eyes again, her lips glistening, her expression a picture of devilish satisfaction.

“Of course I understand,” she said casually, her tone laced with mischief. “I’ve been confiscating vast areas of this house ever since we got married. It gives me the privacy to do what I want.”

She leaned in again, her tongue tracing the sensitive spot beneath the head of his cock—right along the frenulum—with precision. She watched, delighted, as he moaned uncontrollably, hips twitching in helpless response. She was so good at it, so attuned to male pleasure, that with the smallest shift—just the right angle, the right pressure—she could pull another moan from his lips. And then another. And another.

“You see, I found a reason to punish him,” she murmured, grazing the side of his swollen cock with her thick, plush lips, her breath warm against his skin. “I don’t quite remember what the reason was,” she added, her tongue languidly licking his frenulum, sending him into a spiraling heaven of sensation, “but anyway, it allows me now to have complete freedom to fuck whoever I want—” She swallowed the tip of his cock head, her lips enveloping him with a teasing warmth, then released it with a soft, wet pop, looking up at him with a half-laugh, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Any time I want,” she continued, twirling her tongue around his frenulum with deliberate, tantalizing swirls, “and actually, wherever I want.” She dipped deeper, her movements turning aggressive, sucking and slurping with a fierce rhythm, the wet sounds echoing in the air, before raising her head to smile at him sweetly. “See what I mean? The possibilities are endless,” she purred, kissing the head of his cock fondly, her touch careful as she sensed he was teetering on the edge of release. “I can do it in bed here,” she said, kissing the other side of his cock, pressing it hard against her lips with a possessive intensity, then releasing it to whisper, “I could do it in the shower, in the bath.” She looked at his cock, gauging the tension as she held it tightly, careful not to spill his cum, watching as pre-cum dripped uncontrollably over the edges. She smirked at the sight, her gaze lifting to meet his again. “Actually, come to think of it, I could do it in his home office,” she said, sucking his cock briefly before retreating, “on the table,” she finished, continuing to suck his cock expertly, her movements a masterful dance of control and seduction.

“Ohhhh... oh God... Taylor... what a sexy woman you are...”

Her eyes never left his. Calm. Commanding. Unblinking.

She was the storm and the calm.

And Jonathan was utterly, hopelessly lost.

About that time—Boston Shoreline College

On that wintry evening at Boston Shoreline College, the world outside lay blanketed in silence, but within the confines of a dimly lit café, the air was thick with tension. Nathan, a man torn by suspicion and an unspoken hope, grappled with the shards of his fractured tranquility. His voice, barely above a whisper, clung to a threadbare theory: "But you know that technically," he murmured, the words tasting bitter, "as long as there was no penetration—it wouldn’t be called cheating." He seemed to be pleading more to himself than to his companion, seeking solace in a loophole.

Daniel, his friend and unfortunate bearer of truths, sensed the depth of Nathan’s desperation. He responded, not with comfort, but with the clinical detachment of someone who relished intellectual debate, even in the most personal of crises. "Well indeed, if there’s no vaginal penetration, then this isn’t really sex... it’s just fooling around," Daniel reasoned, his voice steady, analytical. "It’s a very good point, Nathan. Also, consider kissing—as long as it is not emotional—there’s nothing to it. Why, even my aunt kisses me every time I visit."

The silence that followed was heavy, a foreboding cloud that neither man wanted to dispel. Nathan’s face was a mask of torment, the lines deepened by the flickering candlelight. His next question was a whisper, fraught with dread. "And was there... penetration?"

Daniel hesitated, the weight of his next words threatening to shatter the fragile veneer of academic detachment. "Well..." he started, the reluctance palpable.

"For heaven’s sake, just tell me!" Nathan exploded, his voice filling the café, raw with agony. "Tell me so that I shall once and for all know!" The desperation in his cry was heart-wrenching.

"Yes, of course he penetrated her, this is Nick he wouldn’t be satisfied with just a blowjob, Nathan," Daniel confessed, his voice barely audible against the storm of Nathan's grief.

Nathan’s reaction was visceral; he slumped, his head cradled in his hands, a gesture of utter defeat. Daniel reached out, a feeble attempt at consolation, but recoiled at Nathan's next words. "Are you kidding me, Daniel? Are you toying with me? Did it really happen?" His voice was thick with anger and disbelief.

"Well... kind of," Daniel said hesitantly, each word measured, afraid of further breaking his friend.

The conversation spiraled, each question from Nathan more pained than the last. "You mean Taylor, my Taylor, she opened her leg wide for another man?" His voice broke on the words, the admission of betrayal too cruel, too stark.

Daniel nodded, resigned. "Yes, Nathan. These are adults, no? That's what adults do."

Nathan’s reaction was one of a man untethered from his reality. He leaned back, his face a portrait of anguish, trying to breathe, to find air in a room suddenly devoid of it. "This is a lie, Taylor would never let another man penetrate her" he stammered, disbelief and hope warring within him.

The silence that settled between them next was profound. Daniel stood, his movements slow, suggesting another coffee, a mundane offer in the face of existential pain.

"Sit down, idiot," Nathan rasped, his voice raw. He then softened, the anger seeping out in his next breath. "Sorry, buddy, I am lost."

Daniel sat, the atmosphere thick with unspoken words. "Did he fuck her hard?" Nathan asked, a whisper of a man seeking the morbid details of his own heartbreak.

"Very hard," Daniel replied.

"And so now," Nathan’s voice was a ghost, "you are going to tell me that he came inside her?"

"Yes."

In the dim light of the café, as shadows danced upon the walls, two friends sat across from each other—one shattered by truth, the other burdened by its delivery.

A bit later, Taylor and Nathan’s residence—still in Taylor’s bedroom

What began with a long, slow blowjob—expertly performed, almost instructional in tone—had evolved into something far more consuming. Taylor had edged Jonathan for what felt like forever, controlling his pleasure with absolute precision. She had teased him, coaxed him, praised him in soft, sultry tones that both calmed and electrified him. He had moaned her name like it was a prayer and clutched the sheets beneath him as if they were his last anchor to reality.

Then, her lesson shifted.

Lying back on the bed, amidst the dreamy chaos of ivory linens and tangled pillows, Taylor spread her legs and welcomed him with the same calm authority that had guided every stroke of her tongue.

She taught him everything. How to align his cock. How to push, slowly. “All the way,” she whispered, voice low and steady. “That’s it. Don’t be shy. Yes… just like that.” She guided his hips, her hands gentle but firm, telling him when to press deeper, when to pull back, how to build rhythm, how to own it.

At first, he followed with quiet obedience—focused, reverent, unsure.

But something changed.

With every thrust, something primal began to stir in Jonathan, something that had been caged and trembling, waiting for the right touch to awaken it. Her soft instructions gave way to guttural sounds as he began to move on instinct, losing himself in the feeling of her tight warmth, the way her body responded to him—tightening, pulling, opening.

Then came the breaking point.

He wasn't following anymore.

He was taking.

Taylor gasped when the rhythm shifted—when his hands gripped her thighs harder, when his hips began to drive forward with fierce, relentless purpose. Her words caught in her throat. His moans had deepened into growls. She had summoned a lion, and now he was devouring her.

“J-Jonathan…” she tried to speak, but it dissolved into a moan as he rammed into her again, harder.

Her hands clawed at his back, fingernails dragging down skin as he pounded her into the mattress. Her legs wrapped tightly around his waist, body arching, helpless beneath his weight. He was no longer tentative, no longer asking permission. He was pure, burning need—ravaging her with a force that made her feel small, claimed, broken open in the best possible way.

“God… oh my God…” she cried, unable to keep her voice steady. Her walls clenched around him as he pushed deeper, deeper still. “Yes, yes—fuck, don’t stop—”

He didn’t. He couldn’t.

The bed creaked violently beneath them, the headboard tapping rhythmically against the wall as he thrust into her with a kind of passion that bordered on madness. His body gleamed with sweat, muscles tight, jaw clenched in a silent snarl of focus and desire.

Taylor was being overwhelmed—physically, emotionally, sexually. This wasn’t a boy anymore. This wasn’t even a lover. This was raw, masculine power taking her to pieces, thrust by thrust.

Her moans became choked, feral, her mind flickering in and out of coherence as she was tossed around in the storm she herself had unleashed. She had led him into this—nurtured his confidence, molded his movements—and now she was drowning in the very heat she’d helped create.

Each thrust was a confession. Each gasp from her lips was a surrender.

And when he finally cried out—loud, broken, his whole body convulsing above her—she shattered beneath him, the orgasm crashing through her like lightning, her hands clawing uselessly at the air, her body spasming around his cock as it filled her.

He collapsed on top of her, breathless, spent, their skin sticking together with heat and sweat.

For a long time, there was no sound but the ragged rhythm of recovery.

Taylor’s eyes fluttered open. Her body ached. Her lips were swollen, thighs trembling, hair tangled like seaweed across the pillow. And yet a smile ghosted across her face—exhausted, elated, and deeply, deeply satisfied.

She had taught him.

And then he had ruined her—in the most exquisite way.

Just then, Taylor and Nathan’s residence

Nathan fumbled at the door, breath shallow, hands trembling. The keys slipped once, twice—what should have been a simple gesture had become an impossible task. His bladder ached with urgency, but his nerves were worse, frayed like the hem of an old prayer. He hadn’t worked today. There had been no boardrooms, no signatures, no strategies. There had only been Daniel—Daniel and the slow, surgical dismantling of Nathan’s illusions.

Afterward, too wrecked to return home, too afraid to do nothing, he wandered through the campus and ducked into a restroom. The smell was sharp—metallic and human. But it didn’t matter. He locked himself in a stall and, with shaking hands, brought himself to orgasm—not from lust, but from the unbearable weight of what he now knew. Taylor had not just played. She had claimed. She had taken Nick, body and breath, and given herself to him without apology.

Nathan had come not with pleasure, but with panic.

He’d tried to nap in his car. He couldn’t. So now, mid-afternoon and depleted, he returned home early, muttering to himself that Taylor was probably still at college. Probably.

The moment the door finally gave way, he bolted to the downstairs bathroom, barely making it. Then to the kitchen, desperate to silence the gnawing in his stomach. Bread. A slice of cheese. Something warm, anything. Hunger, after all, was a form of gravity. And once the basics were restored—shelter, water, food—desire returned. Always desire.

He moved on instinct. Carried by the rhythm of old routines, he climbed the first few steps toward the second floor—and then froze. Midway. His foot hovered in the air, then slowly returned to the step below. No. That space no longer belonged to him.

The second floor was hers.

Taylor’s.

He backed away from the stairs like they were sacred ground and he a blasphemer, head bowed, eyes lowered. He stood at the base, still and reverent, like a monk at the foot of an altar. How he loved to bow. To yield. To offer himself to the goddess who had taken everything from him and made it feel like a gift.

This morning, she’d given him something—hope. A soft word, a half-smile, a sense that perhaps—just perhaps—he wasn’t entirely discarded. And that small mercy was enough to spark a vow deep in his marrow: he would be good. Better. Perfect. An obedient boy. A grateful servant. Whatever she wanted.

But now, with food in his belly and warmth in his limbs, the deeper hunger stirred.

Sexual.
Raw.
Endless.

He retreated into the guest bathroom, disrobed, and stepped beneath the water, hoping the steam would rinse away the tremor in his spine. But it didn’t. It only gave his mind room to wander.

Taylor.

Always Taylor.

She had gone into the shower with Nick.

She had taken a boy—barely older than her, a supposed friend—and instead of undressing for the game, she had pulled him away with a lazy, casual flick of her wrist. Like it was nothing. Like he was hers to take. She had walked into that bathroom, fingers laced with his, and shut the door.

And now—Nathan knew what happened inside.

She did with Nick what she had never done with him.

He imagined her hands, delicate and sure, lathering Nick’s cock under the warm spray of the shower. Not just touching it—adoring it. Worshipping it. Kissing him, maybe, her wet hair clinging to her back, her lips soft and hungry as her fingers slid along that thick shaft. And Nathan knew—knew—she appreciated the size. The weight of it. The sheer, unmissable girth.

He’d seen it once. Just a glimpse. When Nick came to grab beers from the kitchen, his sweats hanging loose, careless. The outline unmistakable.

It had hung. Even soft, it had presence. Effortlessly bigger than Nathan. Probably eight inches, maybe more. Not just long—but wide. A cock with weight, with power. The kind of cock you didn’t guide. The kind you served.

And Taylor—his Taylor—must have been overwhelmed.

He imagined her eyes widening, her mouth parting slightly, her voice soft with reverence: “It’s so big.”

And Nick, strong and amused, might’ve stroked himself slowly under the water, watching her kneel. Daniel had said as much. That she was on her knees. For Nick.

She had never knelt for Nathan. Not once.

But for Nick, she had.

Maybe he laid down a towel. Maybe not. Maybe he wanted her to feel it—that slight ache in her knees, the pressure, the discomfort. A beautiful girl kneeling in submission. His girl, now. Not Nathan’s.

Nathan gripped the tiled wall harder, his forehead resting against the slick porcelain as the water washed over him. His heart pounded. His cock ached with shameful need.

He could see it so clearly:

Nick holding his cock just out of reach, teasing her lips. Dominant. Calm. In charge. Taylor, desperate now, eyes wide, mouth open, so eager.

“Do you like big cocks?”
And she, breathless: “Yes.”

But Nick wouldn’t let her off easy. No. He was that kind of man. The kind who trained girls like her.

“Yes what?” he would press, hand tight around the base of his thick shaft.

“Yes, Daddy.”

Nathan nearly came at the thought. The words stung and thrilled in equal measure.

Nick’s low growl, “That’s a good girl.”

And then, perhaps, he stood above her like a god, cock pulsing in his fist.

“What do you want to do with this cock, princess?”

And Taylor, flushed and dripping, her voice a trembling whisper: “I want to suck your cock, Daddy.”

Nathan came then—again—his climax sudden, unwelcome, filthy. He gasped, body convulsing under the spray as he painted the tiles with shame. His hand sticky. His legs weak.

He stood there afterward, head bowed, guilt and arousal coiling together in the pit of his stomach. At least now he could shower properly. Clean himself. Dress. Be presentable when she returned home.

Because she would return. Eventually.

And when she did, he would be ready to serve.

He grabbed a can of beer and sank onto the couch, flipping on the TV absentmindedly. At least he’d showered—small victories. He wasn’t sure where he was supposed to sleep now that the second floor was off-limits, but that was a minor concern. What truly hit him—what settled deep—was the realization that he accepted it. Fully. She had the right—utter, unquestionable right—to seek her pleasure.

That was when he heard it: the sound of heels—sharp, deliberate—echoing above.

“Goodness, she came back from college early,” he muttered, rising like a well-trained soldier to greet her. He walked to the bottom of the stairs and looked up.

And then he saw her.

She was standing at the top of the staircase, one hand resting lazily on the banister, her hair pulled tightly back into a sleek, high-shine style that caught the hallway light like black glass. The severe updo transformed her—no longer the flirtatious girl in sundresses, but something far more commanding. She looked older, colder, higher. A headmistress. A governess. A sovereign creature born to rule. Nathan’s jaw slackened, and in the blink of a second, he understood everything. The events of the past day—his night exiled to the guest bathroom, his weeping gratitude when she let him serve her breakfast, the way he’d crawled after her on all fours as she left for “college”—had revealed a truth she now wore like silk: he needed her far more than she needed him. She had stood tall while he fell. And in that imbalance, she had discovered the divine pleasure of control. Now, she looked down on him not just literally but positionally—regal and untouchable, a woman who had ascended to her rightful throne. And though it shamed him, though it hollowed him out… it aroused him.

A black evening dress clung to her like shadow turned to silk—thin, shimmering, sheer enough to promise without giving everything away. The bodice cupped her breasts perfectly, holding them high, unapologetically present, while the delicate spaghetti straps skimmed her shoulders like afterthoughts. Every inch of the fabric glistened under the hallway light, as if the dress itself was spun from moonlight and secrets. It ended high on her thighs—scandalous, provocative—revealing endless legs that ended in a pair of dagger-like black stilettos, patent leather with an impossible arch, the kind that lengthened her stride and dared you to look away.

And then she began to descend.

Each click of her stilettos against the hardwood was its own decree. The staircase might as well have been a red carpet—laid not for admiration, but for submission. Her legs came into view first, impossibly long and bare, crossed slightly at the ankle with every slow step as though walking for no one but herself. The hem of her glittering black dress skimmed high on her thighs, riding ever so slightly with each movement, revealing just enough to wound him.

Nathan’s breath caught. By the third step, his knees gave out. He lowered himself automatically—kneeling at the foot of the stairs like a servant awaiting a monarch. He didn’t think. He knew.

This was ceremony now.

Her gloved hands, sheer and delicate, rested at her sides, swaying with the rhythm of her body like silk pendulums. As she descended further, he saw them more clearly—arms like sculpture, long and elegant, her skin gleaming between the mesh. And then the earrings: silver, cascading, cruel in their beauty. They danced beside her neck with every movement, catching the light like icy daggers. Her jawline—sharp. Her expression—unreadable. Somewhere between amusement and boredom.

She wasn’t walking toward him. She was arriving.

Nathan’s heart thundered as she stepped onto the final stair. Her gaze didn’t soften. She didn’t smile. She extended one gloved hand, palm down, like a queen expecting tribute.

He took it with trembling reverence, bowed his head, and kissed the back. Then, gently, he rested his forehead there, breath hot against her knuckles.

She let him linger a second.

Then, with an almost theatrical sigh, she slid her hand away and stepped past him, her heels clicking decisively as she made her way toward the kitchen.

“No need to be theatrical, Nathan,” she said, with the dry bemusement of someone long past being impressed. “You’re exaggerating.”

It wasn’t cruel. Just clinical. Like a teacher correcting a child who’d spilled ink on a page.

Nathan scrambled upright, adjusting his collar, trailing behind her like a ghost.

At the round kitchen table, she sat with regal ease, crossing her legs slowly as she adjusted the hem of her dress. He rushed to her side and pushed her chair in with careful precision.

“Early dinner, Ma’am?” he asked softly, his voice light, hopeful.

“No,” she said simply—and then pointed to the chair across from her.

He hesitated.

Then sat.

His heart beat so loudly he could hear it in his ears. She never invited him to sit. Not like this. Not face-to-face. Not with that expression—the one that meant she’d already made a decision.

And now she was watching him.

Still. Silent.

And he knew—whatever came next would change everything.

Taylor was seated in perfect stillness, save for the delicate drumming of her manicured nails against the table—each tap a soft warning. Her gaze was lowered, contemplative, as if weighing how to begin the sentencing.

Then, her voice: calm. Almost gentle.

“I’m afraid I don’t have great news, Nathan,” she said, her tone polished and patient—like a warden reviewing parole, or a headmistress announcing expulsion. It wasn’t cruel. It was worse. It was final.

His stomach clenched.
“This heavy feeling I had since last night—it’s still with me.”

He reached out instinctively, both hands trembling as he tried to cradle hers.
“But why?” he pleaded, voice cracking.

She didn’t pull away. But she didn’t hold him either. Her hands remained light and uncommitted, like he was barely touching her.

“Because I’m not a robot, darling,” she said simply, almost with pity. “I’m a human being. And what you said yesterday... it’s a problem. A big one.”

She let the words hang there—a big one—like a mother patiently correcting a child who should know better.

Nathan felt the room tilt. Fainting didn’t seem impossible.
“But I told you, Taylor—I begged you. I explained it was a mistake. A terrible, stupid mistake.”

She nodded slowly, her gaze unreadable.
“Yes, Nathan. But it wasn’t just what you said. It was what you were thinking.”

Her voice didn’t rise, but it settled deeper—cooler, heavier.
“You didn’t say it out loud, but I felt it. The assumption. That because I need your money, there’s some kind of unspoken exchange happening. That I give you myself—the stunning Taylor—and you give me this lifestyle.”

She offered the faintest shrug, elegant and indifferent.
“But it doesn’t work like that. Not for me.”

She glanced away, toward nothing in particular—disengaged. Her fingers drifted across the edge of her opposite hand, tracing one manicured nail after another as if evaluating the polish.

“That’s not why I was with you,” she continued, her tone like glass—clear, cold, untouchable. “I told you, remember? I chose you because you were strong. Because I believed no matter what happened, you’d land on your feet. You’d know how to provide. That energy—that certainty—made me feel safe with you. That was the deal I made.”

She let the silence stretch. Let it bruise.

“But if you could threaten me... if you could hang your money over my head, even once...”
She shook her head softly, eyes still on her nails.

“Then the game is over.”

Nathan slid to the floor as though his bones had liquefied. He kissed her shoes—not her skin, not her ankles, not even the edge of her hem. Just the patent leather. He didn’t dare reach further.

“Taylor,” he whispered, “I swear to you, it was a stupid moment. I was scared. Jealous. Wrong. I’ve learned my lesson—I’ll never say something like that again.”

She let him stay there for a moment, bowed and broken.

Then her voice came—level. Neutral.

“Sit down, please.”

He scrambled upright and returned to his chair, dizzy with hope and fear.

She folded her hands calmly.

“Here’s what we’re going to do. To prove—to both of us—that I’m not here for your money.”

He stiffened. Dread slithered down his spine.

“Like what?” he asked, barely above a whisper.

She looked at him with clinical precision.

“I want this house transferred to me. In my name. I’ll buy it from you for one dollar.”

The words hit like cold water in the lungs.

Nathan blinked.

He was falling—descending into oblivion with her. But strangely, it didn’t feel wrong. It felt true. Like the world snapping into focus.

He hesitated. Thought of his bedroom. His office. The weight of the mortgage once shouldered with pride.

She stared at him. Stern, stunning, unblinking.

Then came the countdown.

“I’m going to count to three,” she said softly. “If you don’t agree, I’ll understand exactly how much—or how little—you value me.”

“One.”

But there was no need for two.

“Yes,” he said, breathless. “Of course, I’ll transfer it tonight. It’s yours. What’s the point of this house without you in it?”

A flicker of satisfaction touched her lips. A girlish smile. Small, but undeniable. And he saw it for what it was—his reduction. She had made him a benefactor to his own undoing.

“Good,” she said. “You’ll do it online. Tonight.”

“Yes, Ma’am. It’s not a problem at all.”

Only then did he manage to lower his gaze. His eyes caught something on the table—just inches from his trembling hands.

A single dollar bill.

Crisp. Perfectly placed. Mocking in its simplicity.

She must have laid it there while he was on the floor, kissing her shoes like a dog. The realization hit with nauseating clarity.

She had known. She knew he would surrender.

His chest tightened with humiliation—bitter and raw. He looked up at her slowly, as if trying to decipher whether this final flourish was cruelty or comedy.

She met his eyes without a word, and then—just barely—lifted one perfectly sculpted brow.

“Take it,” she said. “It’s all yours. My part of the deal.”

But thirty seconds later, as silence settled between them, Nathan felt the heat. The shame. The unmistakable arousal that followed humiliation. If the house belonged to her… then she could cast him out. Literally. She could tell him to sleep in the yard. Or the street. And he’d have to ask—beg—for permission to come inside. While she entertained a younger man. Inside.

The image twisted inside him like a wire pulled tight.

She watched him.

Studied him.

Then, like a knife:

“A penny for your thoughts?”

He flinched. His breath caught.

“No… nothing. Nothing.”

“Say it,” she commanded.

And he broke.

“I was thinking about the house. About how… if it’s yours, and you tell me to go, I’ll be standing outside. Knocking. While you’re inside. Having sex with…”

He trailed off. Swallowed hard.

“And?” she asked, tilting her head slightly.

He couldn’t lie. Not to her.

“And I think you’re so sexy,” he whispered. “You don’t even know it. You’re the culmination of erotic. Any man would worship you.”

And then—casually, like it was barely worth mentioning—Taylor said:

“By the way… your son is here.”

Nathan nearly reached for his chest.

A heart attack? A stroke? Permanent cognitive damage? Any of those would’ve been easier to process than her.

“He’s here? Who—Jonathan?”

She didn’t reply. Just raised her voice, clear and commanding:

“Jonathan, come down here. At once.”

Nathan’s pulse spiked. His head swam. He couldn’t think. Couldn’t breathe. It was the way she said it—calm, expectant, without pause. She wasn’t asking. She was summoning. As if she'd already stepped fully into the role of stepmother, governess, mistress of the house—and he was expected to obey without hesitation.

From upstairs came Jonathan’s voice, strained:

“I don’t have any clothes! You took everything to the laundry!”

Taylor smirked.

Nathan saw it. Felt it.

That subtle flicker at the corner of her mouth said everything: this had been orchestrated. She’d made sure Jonathan had no clothes—left him stranded, off-balance, scrambling to respond to her call with nothing to wear. She turned to meet Nathan’s eyes, and that hidden smirk bloomed into a full, innocent smile.

It was the smile of a girl caught red-handed—and utterly unbothered.

As if to say: Yes, I did it. Yes, I reduced another one.
And this time—it’s your son.

His son, the army officer. The strong, disciplined commander. Reduced to a flustered boy, pacing in search of something—anything—to wear. And all because she had quietly, effortlessly made sure there wasn’t.

“Wear the white robe,” Taylor called up, her voice smooth, unhurried. “And come down here. Now.”

Just like that, he appeared.

Jonathan began descending the stairs, and Nathan's breath caught.

The robe.
That robe.
White. Plush. Familiar.

It was the same robe Nick had worn two nights ago when he emerged from the bathroom with Taylor—his hair damp, his body warm from the steam, glowing with a post-coital ease. The robe Nathan had chosen for her, carefully wrapped and tied with a ribbon, a birthday gift meant to wrap her in their intimacy. The robe she had once called perfect.

And now—Jonathan was wearing it.
Not by chance.
Not by choice.
She had told him to wear it. She had made him wear it. He was familiar with it. He knew which robe she was referring to.

The moment Jonathan appeared, robed and quiet, Nathan felt like the walls were closing in. His mind split into shards—flashes of Nick, the bathroom, her wet hair, her glowing face, that wine glass. The robe had haunted him once. Now it was back. On Jonathan.

His son.

And the message was clear, it was so bold.
But what Nathan didn’t know—what unraveled him—was what might have happened before this moment.

The thought slipped in like poison: Had she dried Jonathan off?
Had she showered with him? No. That wasn’t possible. It couldn’t be. Not even Taylor would go that far. Or would she? Taylor was bold, and for her, it was all a game.

Nathan's heart raced. The very idea—the barest possibility that she had taken things with Jonathan into the space she once shared with Nick—made his head swim. It was absurd. Unthinkable. It made no rational sense.

And yet…
What if she had?

There he was, just hours ago, interrogating Daniel, chasing scraps of memory about Nick—about what had happened two nights ago.

The irony was piercing him. While he was searching for answers, she was busy creating new ones. While he clung to the notion of what was, she was rewriting what is.

Nathan’s body betrayed him, and it seemed like all the blood in his body rushed to his loins, making his arousal undeniable, strong, unyielding, insisting on announcing itself.

“Hi, Dad,” Jonathan said, appearing at the edge of the room like a guest in a life that no longer belonged to him. He adjusted the robe—white, soft, familiar—and walked toward the table.

“Sorry again for just—”

Taylor raised a hand. “Enough.“

“You have a beautiful son, Nathan,” she said sweetly. “You should be proud. An officer and a gentleman. Inside and out.”

Nathan swallowed hard. His throat burned.

“What… what are you doing here, Jonathan?” he asked, barely finding his voice.

“You told me to come over and do laundry,” Jonathan replied simply.

“Which is,” Taylor cut in, “where I come into the picture.”

Silence followed—immediate, absolute.

She smiled into it. Not coyly, not kindly. With the satisfaction of someone who knew the silence belonged to her.

“Your father and I were having a little back and forth earlier,” she said lightly, almost singsong. “And we’ve decided that this house shall now belong to me.”

Nathan felt something twist deep inside him. He looked at her—helpless, small—and saw, unmistakably, how much she was enjoying this.

An eighteen-year-old girl, calmly telling a twenty-two-year-old army officer: “Your father and I…”

She wore the stepmother role like tailored couture—and no one could stop her.

“Never mind the why behind our decision, Jonathan,” she added, waving her hand with mock delicacy. “I don’t discuss household matters with the children, of course.” She glanced at Nathan, not for approval, but with the unmistakable air of a matriarch asserting authority.

And just like that—she excluded him. Not just Jonathan.

Nathan.

She had stepped into the space of parental power, and in doing so, placed them both—father and son—beneath her.

“But I will say,” she added smoothly, “that it relates to certain… dynamics between your father and me. Of the more intimate variety.”

Her eyes lingered on Nathan again, warm and knowing. And he—God help him—nodded.

“So, Jonathan,” she continued, now with breezy finality, “while I appreciate your visit—it’s always such a joy to see you—please inform me next time before you drop in. All right?”

Jonathan blinked. “I did—I left my dad a message—”

“No, honey,” she interrupted, with patronizing sweetness. “Ask me. All right? Your daddy’s working very hard out there in the fields…”

She giggled.

The cruelty was surgical.

Nathan didn’t work in the fields. But she wasn’t joking about labor. She was joking about relevance—mocking their powerlessness, playing with them like two boys who’d wandered into a game far above their league.

She was NBA.
They were junior varsity.

“Understood?” she asked, locking eyes with Jonathan.

“Oh—yes. Of course, Ma’am,” he replied quickly. “So I’ll ask you… I mean—what’s your number?”

Without hesitation, she reached for his phone. This time, she wasn’t the regal governess—she was a sharp, fast, glitter-nailed teenager, typing with practiced precision.

“There,” she said, handing it back. “No more excuses.”

Jonathan grinned. “Oh, it says ‘Step Mommy Taylor.’”

He chuckled.

She arched one brow—trying to maintain her facade—but couldn’t help it. A soft laugh escaped her lips. Then a second. And suddenly the two of them were laughing together, immersed in the electric camaraderie of youth.

Two beautiful people. Two young people.

Laughing.

And Nathan?

Nathan sat across the table. A man out of time. Out of power. Out of use.

A shmuck.

With tears in his eyes.

As the laughter between them subsided, Taylor’s tone shifted.

“Oh—and good thing I remembered,” she said, turning her gaze to Jonathan. “Earlier, you shouted across the house that you didn’t have anything to wear. Do you remember that?”

“Y…yes.”

“I do not allow that,” she said simply.

Jonathan blinked. “But how could I let you know I couldn’t come down? I mean—I didn’t have clothes.”

“Jonathan, Jonathan,” she cooed gently, placing her small, gloved hand over his. Her voice was pleasant, her touch light—but the air shifted.

“We do not shout in this household.”

She was still smiling, still sweet—but there was steel behind her words, unmistakable. Something in her tone that told him—and told Nathan, too—that this wasn’t a suggestion.

“This is a civilized home,” she added softly. “And I’d very much like to keep it that way.”

Nathan looked at her, unable to speak. The hypocrisy rattled inside him. Civilized? She was lecturing about tone, about etiquette—after what she had done in his shower, with Nick, while her study group laughed downstairs. She’d turned his house into a stage for seduction—and now she wanted peace, quiet, and decorum?

But of course, he said nothing. He couldn’t. That version of him—the man who corrected, who questioned—was gone.

Taylor stood.

“Now, boys, you must excuse me. I really have to get going—we’ve got a party tonight, and I promised I’d help with the preparations.”

She turned slightly. “Jonathan, come here. Give me a kiss goodbye.”

Jonathan sprang to his feet and leaned in to kiss her cheek.

“And finish your laundry, okay?” she added, already turning away.

“Oh—yes, of course,” he stammered.

“And make sure you hang the robe nicely before you get dressed. Do I have to repeat that?”

Jonathan, still stunned, shook his head. “Oh no, Ma’am. Everything’s clear.”

Nathan rose instinctively. “Is it possible to know… which party?”

She turned halfway, her silhouette breathtaking in that glittering black dress. “Nathan, please don’t start,” she said gently, with a note of weary humor. “We’ve been through this, haven’t we?”

Her voice darkened just slightly—just enough. “I hosted every study group, every poker night, right here. You said you didn’t want that anymore. You sent my friends away. I’m still hurt by that. Deeply.”

Nathan followed her as she crossed toward the door.

“Taylor… Taylor—please.”

She stopped. Turned to face him.

She was radiant. So young. So far above him now, he could barely look her in the eye.

“What?” she asked, her voice light, almost teasing.

“Look,” he said, choking on the words. “You have no idea how sorry I am for what I said. I beat myself up about it—I physically do. I swear to you, I’ll be on my best behavior. Just… please. Come back to me. Come back to the cute little Taylor that you were.”

Her eyes softened.

She reached up with one gloved hand—sheer, delicate—and traced his cheekbone, his jaw.

“It will be great between us,” she said gently. “Just give me some time. It’ll all be fine.”

And then she left.

When Jonathan followed soon after, Nathan was alone.

He collapsed onto the couch, pulling a blanket over himself like a child retreating from the world. His body was heavy. He hadn’t slept the night before. He wanted to go to that party, to see what she was doing, to protect… something.

But the truth settled over him like a second blanket.

He would never stop her.

Watching would only hurt more. He couldn’t endure it. He was already exhausted—body, mind, soul.

As he drifted into sleep, her words echoed in his head like a lullaby:

It will be great between us… Just give me some time… It’ll all be fine.

And with that, he slipped into the first real sleep he’d had in days.


Fetch!

Saturday, 4 p.m. Taylor’s house, pool

Nathan’s chest heaved as he treaded water in the deep end of the half-Olympic pool, his muscles burning from the tenth grueling swim to the 10-foot bottom, where he’d retrieved the tiny neon-green golf ball yet again. The pool stretched 25 meters, a shimmering expanse of blue that mocked him with its serene beauty, its shallow end lapping gently against the modern mansion that used to be his—now Taylor’s, claimed for a dollar. Each time his head broke the surface, the water pressure still throbbing in his ears from the dive, his eyes snagged on the sleek lines of the house, and a deep humiliation clawed at him, raw and unrelenting. He still couldn’t come to terms with it—how her twisted logic and his own dazed infatuation had tangled him up, how his obsession with her, his fear of her leaving, had somehow convinced him to sign it all away for a single dollar. The more he thought about it, the more he felt her manipulation, a shame so profound it sank into his bones, all because he’d been too confused, too enthralled, to see it coming. But that was a settled fact now, and here he was, lungs screaming as he dove through the crushing depth, arms trembling against the water’s resistance, fetching one of his own golf balls. They’d once sat in an ancient wooden box on the mahogany table in his home office, surrounded by ostentatious furniture meant to impress—conversation pieces for visitors, a chance for him to boast about his golfing days. Ever since Taylor had found them there, she’d been fascinated, turning those vintage relics of his pride into her cruel little game. Instead of driving them across fairways, he was now chasing them down in what was no longer his, but her pool—his exhaustion transformed into her amusement.

At the shallow end, Taylor and Destiny sat on the smooth stone deck, their legs dangling into the water, their cute feet tapping playfully against the surface, sending tiny ripples outward. Taylor’s hair was swept up into a high, messy bun, a sleek black clip holding it in place, a few glossy strands trailing down her sun-kissed neck, her golden skin glowing under the afternoon sun. Her electric blue bikini hugged her curves, the tiny triangles of the top tied with thin straps, her eyes glinting with mischief as she leaned toward Destiny, her dimpled smile wide and carefree. Beside her, Destiny’s platinum-blonde hair cascaded down her back, shimmering like gold, her hot pink bikini straining against her voluptuous chest, gold chains dangling between the cups, her icy blue eyes sharp with amusement. Their toes, painted in matching shades of coral, dipped in and out of the water, a teasing dance that mirrored their girlish giggles, their bikinis a vibrant contrast to the pool’s cool blues.

Nathan reached the shallow end, gasping, and held up the neon-green golf ball, his voice hoarse as he croaked, “57 seconds.” Taylor and Destiny barely glanced at him, their expressions casual, almost bored, as if he were a fleeting distraction from their deep conversation—a toy they’d grown tired of winding up. At first, they’d watched him with glee, like spectators at a seal show, giggling and clapping when he’d surfaced with the ball on those early rounds, Taylor’s voice teasing, “Good boy, but faster next time,” her dimples flashing as Destiny pointed and laughed. But now, after the sixth or seventh fetch, the novelty had worn off, their attention drifting back to their own world—a world he wasn’t allowed to enter. Their voices hummed softly, a barrier he strained to pierce, while they kept him busy, tossing the ball again and again, a task to occupy him so they could carry on undisturbed. On the first round, he’d caught a snippet—Taylor’s voice, light but firm, “Up to you, Destiny, but I mean SPF of 4 is as if you’re not protecting your skin at all.” Destiny had tilted her head, listening but not fully agreeing, her foot tapping the water thoughtfully. By the second round, Destiny was drawing slow circles in the water with her leg, not looking at Taylor, her voice softer, more heartfelt, “Well, Steve isn’t the kind of man I’d date, though I know you wouldn’t agree.” Taylor listened intently, her eyes focused, her posture regal as she sat above Nathan, her beauty a quiet command that made his chest ache—an ache sharpened by how little he mattered now, his breathless performance reduced to a child’s plea for notice they no longer bothered to give.

From his view in the water, looking up at her, Taylor was the most beautiful and regal woman he’d ever seen—her jet-black hair a stark contrast to her golden skin, her clipped-up bun accentuating the elegant curve of her neck, her bikini a bold statement of her untouchable allure. She sat like a queen on her throne, the house now hers, her presence a blend of girlish charm and effortless authority, her eyes flickering with concern as she tried to help Destiny with her little problem with men. But when the ball landed beside her, she barely acknowledged Nathan, offering only a brief, distracted smile—her dimples flashing for a heartbeat—before she tossed the ball again, as far as she could, the neon-green sphere arcing toward the deep end with a splash. And then, after the splash, the ball disappeared, sinking fast to the very bottom, where Nathan had to follow, diving to find and fetch it and bring it back, all over again. It was deliberate, a way to buy their privacy, each throw stretching out their conversation, forcing Nathan to swim harder, to announce his times—“53 seconds,” “61 seconds”—his exhaustion a price they paid no mind to, their giggles a wall he couldn’t breach.

Nathan stood in the shallow end, water lapping at his waist, his chest heaving as he held up the neon-green ball, voice raspy with a flicker of pride, “48 seconds.” He’d beaten his last time, a small triumph, but Destiny caught the ball before Taylor could, her eyes flashing with mischief as she leaned forward. “Wait, wait, wait there, Nathan—where do you think you’re going?” she teased, her voice a low purr. “Is it true you no longer own the house, and it’s now registered under Taylor?” Her lips curled into a sly smirk, her toes tapping the water as she dangled the ball just out of reach.

Taylor giggled, her clipped-up bun swaying slightly, a few loose strands grazing her sun-kissed neck. Her electric blue Versace bikini hugged her golden curves, a striking, luxurious splash of color, with matching Versace sunglasses perched atop her jet-black hair. “Destiny, knock it off,” she chirped, her dimpled smile flashing as she lunged for the ball, trying to dodge the question. But Destiny yanked it back, her laughter spilling out, “No way—let him answer first!” The two dissolved into giggles, their feet splashing in the shallow water, bikinis glinting under the sun—Taylor’s blue Versace a bold, regal flex, Destiny’s pink Gucci a vibrant counterpoint, her own Versace sunglasses resting atop her platinum-blonde hair. Nathan, panting from the effort, silently thanked God for the pause, but before responding, he flicked his eyes to Taylor, seeking her nod, his chest tightening under the familiar pull of his submission.

Taylor smiled, closing her eyes as if to disapprove, her dimples flashing, but Destiny jabbed her playfully, “Come on, Taylor, let him talk!” Taylor burst into a fit of giggles, her laughter light and carefree, “Okay, okay, Nathan, you can tell her.” Nathan felt like the most humiliated man alive—two months into their marriage, stripped of his house, standing in the shallow water, waiting for Taylor’s permission to speak. The shame burned, igniting an unbearable erection in his tight, small swimsuit—what Taylor mockingly called his “child’s swimsuit”—its pitifully scant fabric so tiny it left him utterly exposed, outlining every throb of his arousal with no way out, no chance to conceal it from their piercing stares. He wouldn’t dare cover it with his hands, not with the memory of Taylor slapping them away, her voice cutting, “Don’t you dare,” still echoing in his trembling nerves, a lesson that pinned him in helpless surrender. He swallowed hard, voice low, “Well, yeah, I guess this house is no longer mine.” Destiny’s eyes widened, her grin wicked, “Wow, Nathan, how could you do such a thing?” She leaned back, laughing, then teased, “Okay, okay, Nathan—and your car, can you move it to my name too?” Her jab sent both girls into another peal of laughter.

Taylor snatched the ball from Destiny’s hand, her giggle sharp and delighted, and with a flick of her wrist, she hurled it as far as she could, the neon-green sphere arcing through the air and splashing into the deep end, 10 feet down. “Fetch!” she shouted, her voice bright and commanding, a playful edge to her tone that cut Nathan deeper. He groaned inwardly, his erection throbbing painfully as he pushed off into the water again, swimming with a hard cock, diving to the bottom, the pressure of the water doing nothing to ease his shame. Their voices faded to a distant hum as he submerged, their giggles a cruel melody he was forced to chase, Taylor’s effortless control wrapping tighter around him with every stroke.

After a few more grueling rounds, Nathan dragged himself back to the shallow end, water reaching his waist, his body trembling as he coughed violently, too winded to announce his time. The neon-green ball slipped from his shaking hand, bobbing beside him, but Taylor, perched on the pool’s edge with Destiny, barely glanced at his score, her attention elsewhere. She leaned forward, her clipped-up bun swaying as she tilted her head, a playful smile tugging at her lips. “Destiny here is saying you’re such a good boy, and that I should allow you to return to the second floor, to my bedroom—what do you think?” Her voice was light, teasing, the word “allow” dripping with innocent condescension that crushed Nathan’s pride, the question landing like a weight on his chest. Taylor smirked, glancing at Destiny, who bit her lower lip in wicked anticipation, her eyes glinting as they both turned their gaze down at him, towering over the shallow water where he stood, trembling and exposed before them.

Nathan felt tears prick his eyes, his throat tight with a mix of exhaustion and shame, his voice barely a whisper as he looked up at her, “Well, I mean, whatever pleases you, Taylor—you know me, I live for you.” His words trembled, raw with devotion, and Destiny pressed a hand to her chest, her eyes softening as she cooed, “Aww, wow, isn’t he the sweetest?”. Taylor’s expression melted, her dimples deepening as she slid off the deck into the shallow water, tears shimmering in her eyes. “Oh, you’re telling me?” she cried, real tears spilling down her cheeks as she buried her head in Nathan’s chest, her golden skin warm against his. She tried to speak, her voice breaking with sobs, “You… you telling… you telling me, Destiny, you telling me the man that I married?” She paused, rising on her tiptoes to kiss his cheek, her lips soft and trembling, “This—and I’m telling you, guaranteed, this is the most charming husband ever, I’m so proud of having him.”

Nathan stood there, overwhelmed, tears streaming down his own face, his heart swelling with a painful mix of love and surrender as Taylor clung to him, her tears soaking his skin. Destiny watched from above, straightening her impossibly small bikini top to keep a nipple from slipping free, her smirk returning as she teased, “Wow, look at you two lovebirds—now how could you keep such a sweet thing out of your bedroom?” Her tone carried a playful warmth, a nod to Taylor’s victory. Taylor pulled back slightly, her arms still around Nathan, her tear-streaked face glowing with affection. “Of course he’s coming back, of course he’s allowed now to the second floor,” she declared, her voice firm despite the emotion, and she hugged Nathan tightly, her body pressed against his, her control as effortless as her tears.

Taylor, still giggling alongside Destiny, pulled back slightly from Nathan’s embrace, her voice teasing as she nagged him, “Now what must you say to Destiny?” Her tone was light, but her control was absolute, her arms still loosely around his neck as they stood in the shallow water. Nathan’s voice was hoarse, his throat tight with emotion, “That I am thanking her,” he managed to say shyly, his eyes darting to Taylor. She laughed loudly, dragging the word, “Nooooo—tell her, not me!” Her laughter echoed off the pool’s surface, Destiny joining in, their giggles a shared melody of amusement at his expense.

Nathan, still holding Taylor in his arms like a baby, her golden skin warm against his, shifted to face Destiny, who watched from the pool’s edge. “Ma’am, I would like…” he started, then choked, the words catching in his throat, “would like…” Taylor, sensing his struggle, kissed his neck softly, her voice encouraging, “Say it, baby,” her lips brushing his skin as she prompted, “Ma’am…” Nathan let out a shaky “wooohaa,” as if to release the lump in his throat, then tried again, “Destiny, Ma’am, I would like to thank you…” He coughed, his voice breaking, “from the bottom of my heart for suggesting that I return to the second floor.”

Destiny smiled warmly, leaning forward, her eyes softening, “Oh, you’re welcome, sweetheart—and it’s only because I think you’re wonderful.” Taylor, still held by Nathan, pressed her little finger against the top of his chest, her voice brimming with pride, “This is the most wonderful husband ever. Do you realize that only this week he made $200,000?” Destiny’s eyes widened, “Oh gosh.” Taylor’s voice cracked, her tone shifting to something more vulnerable, “We were eight siblings—Mama and Papa couldn’t afford new shoes for school, not even secondhand ones.” She paused, her breath hitching as if to calm herself, “$200,000—that was their life’s income, not savings, income, and this man did it in a week.”

Nathan, ever modest, intervened softly, “If I may, Ma’am, I still need to deduct tax from that.” Taylor burst into laughter, Destiny joining her, their giggles filling the air as Taylor shook her head, “You see what I mean?” she asked, her voice bright with delight. Destiny nodded, still laughing, as Taylor continued, “So humble, never bragging, never showing off his muscles like Nick.” Destiny had to correct her there, smirking, “Well, but he doesn’t have muscles.” Taylor tilted her head, still cradled in Nathan’s arms, and laughed, “Ok, then it wasn’t a good example, but then again, for his age.” Destiny chimed in, “Yes, for his age,” their laughter bubbling up again, a shared delight as Nathan held her, his humiliation and love for her intertwined, her effortless control wrapping him tighter with every word.

Taylor detached herself from Nathan’s arms, her voice dripping with sweetness, “Can you be a sweet dear and bring us all cold lemonade, honey?” She climbed the steps out of the pool, her movements graceful, and as she ascended, her backside came into full view—those ripe, glistening ass cheeks barely covered by the micro bikini clinging to her wet, golden skin. The sight jolted Nathan into a fresh wave of subservience, her eroticism a force he couldn’t resist, his breath catching as she stood outside the pool, astride, arranging her hair into a sleek ponytail, the clipped-up bun now undone, the glossy strands cascading before being tamed. She joined Destiny at the plastic table under the shade of the patio’s sleek, white pergola, its slatted roof filtering the sunlight into soft patterns across their skin.

In less than five minutes, Nathan returned with a tray of cold lemonades, pouring for the girls, but they were already deep in conversation, their focus elsewhere, not even offering a thank you. Taylor’s voice cut through, sharp with curiosity, “Who?” Destiny, visibly uncomfortable with Nathan sitting between them like a schmuck, formed the word “Da-ni-el” with her mouth, her lips moving silently. Taylor frowned, “I don’t get it, Destiny—who told whom?” Destiny stopped, glanced at Nathan, then leaned back. Taylor’s tone softened, but her command was firm, “Nathan, could you be a dear and fetch Princess for me, honey? She’s been locked at home all day.” Nathan stood, bowed slightly, and went to fetch the dog, his anxiety spiking to the highest level yet—Destiny knew about Daniel, knew he’d spilled secrets about what happened in the house last week while Nathan was in Germany.

When Nathan returned, holding Princess in his arms—a small, white-furred poodle with a shrill bark and a fluffy coat that made her look like a cotton ball—he saw the intent, breathtakingly beautiful look on Taylor’s face as she interrogated Destiny, her eyes sharp with focus. “Ohhhh, Princess, Mommy missed you so much!” Taylor cooed, taking the dog into her hands and cradling her like a baby, her voice a melodic lilt. “Ohhhh, such a sweet girl—you know how much I love you,” she said, nuzzling the poodle’s tiny head. Ever since moving into Nathan’s house, Taylor had brought this noisy poodle with her, a constant presence that barked at the slightest provocation, its shrill yaps echoing through the halls. Time and again, Nathan had come to believe that this female dog, this annoying, barking Princess, held a much higher status than he did—Taylor doted on her, fed her gourmet treats, let her sleep on silk pillows, while Nathan was relegated to fetching balls and groveling for approval, a bitter hierarchy that gnawed at him.

“Oh, look at you—I think she has a problem with her skin, perhaps we’ll take her to the vet this Monday,” Taylor mused, inspecting Princess with a tenderness she rarely showed Nathan. She lifted her gaze to him, standing there with his hands behind his back, his face a mask of reluctant obedience. “Nathan, go swim 20 rounds and then report back to me, okay, honey?” she said, her voice sweet but unyielding. “Yes, Ma’am,” he replied, his tone heavy as he reluctantly made his way back to the dreaded pool, wading into the shallow end, his body already aching. As he swam away, he couldn’t help but wish he could turn to Princess and ask, Hey, what were they talking about?—the dog, in his mind, closer to Taylor’s secrets than he’d ever be, a cruel irony that deepened his shame as he began his laps, the girls’ voices fading into a distant hum.

As Nathan swam his laps, the water dragging at his aching limbs, he couldn’t shake how helpless he’d become. Taylor and Destiny were the adults, whispering things he wasn’t meant to hear, sending him to swim 20 grueling laps just to keep him away. He was almost sure they were discussing his talk with Daniel—Destiny’s silent “Da-ni-el” haunted him—but he couldn’t know, relegated to the pool while they arranged their privacy. He could stop after five laps and return; Taylor wouldn’t know. But he didn’t dare, trembling at the thought of her wrath, the icy calm that could freeze him out. He lived in constant fear, desperate to comply with her every command.

Now that the house was hers, her victory over him complete, Taylor had turned sweet again, and that twisted in Nathan’s gut. He felt that only after he’d surrendered—learned the cost of defying her and become her well-trained puppy—had she let her flirty, tender side bloom. She’d pushed him to the edge with fear, claimed the house, and now, with his submission secured, her giggles and kisses felt like a reward, his fear amplifying his need for her. The adrenaline of her control made her sweetness a drug, binding him tighter as he swam, too scared to stop, too broken to resist.

As Nathan swam his laps, his gaze darted to the pool’s edge, where he noticed Taylor absently set Princess down on the stone deck. The small white poodle immediately dashed toward the pool, her tiny legs a blur, and from that moment, she wouldn’t leave Nathan alone. As he swam the length of the half-Olympic pool, Princess ran alongside, barking furiously, her shrill yaps marking his every move, her fluffy white fur bouncing with each step. Nathan’s frustration boiled—oh, how he hated that dog. Why couldn’t the world be peaceful without pet lovers bringing their dogs and cats indoors? But what bugged him most was that every time he reached the shallow end, where Taylor and Destiny sat having their adult talk, Princess’s barking interrupted them, her noise piercing through their conversation.

At one point, Taylor glanced around, her expression distracted, “Where’s this noise coming from?” she muttered, the barking making it impossible to talk. Destiny shrugged, sipping her lemonade, but Nathan’s hatred for the dog surged. The next time he reached the shallow end, Princess was there, yapping at him relentlessly, her tiny body vibrating with energy. Unable to take it anymore, Nathan pushed her away with disdain, his hand shoving the poodle aside in frustration. It was a grave mistake—the dog let out a sharp yelp, a sound like a beaten animal, followed by a series of even more intense barks, her cries echoing across the pool.

Taylor’s head snapped up, her eyes flashing with rare anger as she stood. “What do you think you’re doing?” she reprimanded, her voice raised, a sharp edge cutting through the air—one of those rare moments when her sweetness turned to steel. She scooped Princess into her arms, hugging and soothing her, “Oh, poor thing, did the bad guy hurt you?” She walked toward Destiny, motioning that their time by the pool was over, “Where, where did he hit you? Tell Mommy.” The trio—Taylor, Destiny, and Princess—headed toward the house, ignoring Nathan completely, their backs to him as they crossed the stone deck toward the glass doors.

Nathan hesitated, thinking he might stay by the pool, but he knew exactly how this would play out. He rushed after Taylor, desperate to make it inside, but just as he reached the glass door, she turned to him, still cradling Princess, her voice seething as she stretched the syllable, “Noooo.” Nathan backed off, his heart sinking, and she continued, her tone icy, “Yes, yes, out, out—time for you to feel what it feels like to be a left-behind dog.” With that, she slid the glass door shut, the barrier between the pool and the living room sealing him out, and disappeared into the house, still hugging and soothing Princess, Destiny trailing behind with a smirk. Nathan stood there, the sun beating down on his wet skin, a dagger of shame and rejection butchering his chest, left behind like an abandoned stray as he stared through the glass at Princess, her fluffy white fur nestled against Taylor’s lap. Look at me, Nathan, he imagined her smirking in his mind, I’m inside now, sprawled on the plush white couches, and now Taylor, your wife, gives me all the love, petting me while I purr, and you’re stuck out here, a nobody to her now.

Three hours later

The sun had dipped below the horizon, giving way to the orange glow of sunset, then evening, and finally darkness, the pool outside now a glassy black mirror reflecting the faint glow of the house’s lights. From his vantage point on the porch, Nathan watched Taylor and Destiny through the glass doors, their figures illuminated by the soft glow of the living room TV. They were deep in a long girls’ camaraderie, gossiping and laughing, the air between them light and carefree. Taylor moved in and out of the kitchen, bringing snacks and drinks, her yellow sundress with white floral print swaying as she walked, the light fabric clinging to her golden curves, her bare feet padding silently on the hardwood floor, no shoes to interrupt her casual grace. Destiny lounged on the couch, her matching yellow sundress equally airy, the floral pattern doing little to hide her voluptuous bosom, her bare feet tucked under her as she laughed, the two women a picture of effortless intimacy.

Nathan stood outside, his body slumped against the glass, broken and aching, the hours of exile carving a hollow in his chest. The darkness pressed in around him, the heat of the porch leaving him sweating, his skin slick against the glass, while the cool air inside taunted him through the barrier. It was nothing compared to the longing that gnawed at him, the hurt of being left behind like a stray dog. His heart twisted with regret, his mind replaying the moment he’d pushed Princess, a mistake that had shattered everything. “How I wish I hadn’t pushed that dog,” he muttered to himself, his voice a hoarse whisper in the dark, “everything was perfect until I made that mistake.” He pressed his forehead against the glass, his breath fogging the surface, “If she’d only let me in, let me apologize, look at me—look what I’ve become, Nathan, wake up.” He’d been out here for hours, yearning to get inside, yearning for everything to be okay with her, his body trembling with the weight of his exclusion, his love for her a desperate ache that left him hollow. And yet, he knew this was her way—Taylor always had a spot to hold him, whether it was the guest restroom, the pool fetching balls, or now this sweltering porch, confining him without chains or cages. He knew that in their dynamic, she didn’t have to worry about him escaping; he had to admit to himself he was afraid of her wrath, shaking to the core at the thought of it, the fear of disrespecting her, of disappointing her, of displeasing her binding him tighter than any lock, a leash he’d forged himself, sweating out here because defying her was unthinkable.

Inside, Taylor and Destiny were still laughing, their voices a melody of shared delight, when Taylor, mid-giggle from something Destiny had said, marched toward the glass door where Nathan stood. She knew he’d be there, waiting, his silhouette a shadow of defeat against the night. Still chuckling, she slid the door open, her laughter lingering as she looked at him, her anger gone, her voice quiet but firm, “Come in.” With that, she turned and walked back inside, her bare feet light on the floor, her sundress swaying as she called back to Destiny, “No, but here’s the thing—he didn’t know that she didn’t have a ticket, see?” Her laughter bubbled up again, and Destiny burst out laughing, her own giggles echoing as Taylor landed right next to her on the couch, wrapping an arm around her in a girlish embrace, their party continuing as if Nathan’s hours of exile had been a mere footnote.

Nathan stepped inside, the air-conditioned chill of the house a sharp relief from the oppressive heat he’d endured on the porch, his skin still sticky with sweat from hours in the evening warmth. His heart remained heavy, though a fragile hope flickered as he watched Taylor’s carefree joy, her laughter a bittersweet reminder of the sweetness he craved, even as it underscored his place on the outside of her world. He looked at her, and all he wanted was to gain her sympathy back—this woman had broken him, dominating him with such ease that it was erotically choking. One minute she elevated him to unbelievable heights, the next he was down, wounded, hurt, almost dead, so dependent on her that all he craved was her hug.

Slowly, shyly, terrified of her wrath, he approached where they were seated on the plush white couch, the anxiety searing him, though the warmth in his loins was undeniable. When he was close enough, he dropped to his knees, and it was then that Taylor noticed him, still engrossed in the TV. She glanced at him, then looked again, smiling softly, “Come here—we shouldn’t be angry forever, right?” She held his head with her two little hands, her sundress with white floral print glowing in the dim light, her bare feet tucked beneath her. “Sometimes Mommy is angry, not every day, right?” she cooed, caressing his head in a condescending manner, her hands moving in tandem along the sides of his head, “We don’t have to keep resentment, right? We’re friends here, yes, the best friends—husband and wife.” Nathan whispered, “Yes,” but tears flowed from his eyes, and she wiped them with both thumbs, her touch gentle yet commanding.

Destiny, watching from the couch, muted the TV. “Oh my God, now look at how you’ve reduced him,” she said to Taylor, her tone a mix of awe and amusement. Taylor, without looking at her, replied softly, “Oh yes, I suppose so.” Destiny continued, speaking of Nathan as if he were a cherished child, “He’s so subservient—I mean, from here, I’m looking at his face, and he’s in a state of a dream or something.” Taylor held Nathan’s chin, lifting his face to show Destiny, “You mean this?” Destiny leaned forward, intrigued, “Yeah, what is this look? Is he hypnotized or something?” Taylor smiled, “I think he once told me—he’s reading those fendon books.” Destiny corrected, “Femdom.” Taylor nodded, “Yeah, femdom, and he said it’s called subspace.” She looked at Nathan, “Isn’t that right, honey? Isn’t that the state you’re in now?” Nathan nodded, a lump in his throat, “Yes, Mistress,” he whispered. Taylor giggled, “You see? So now he calls me Mistress—other times he calls me Ma’am.” Destiny smiled, “Well, he adores you, respecting you, I guess.” Taylor sighed, “I know, but still, it makes me look old, as if I were a 42-year-old—Ma’am.”

She turned to Nathan, her voice firm, “So now, what must you say?” Nathan’s voice trembled, “Taylor, I apologize—if you could only feel 1% of the sorrow I have for pushing your dog, if only God gave me a sign before and I could have avoided…” He choked, “My circuits are frayed, Ma’am,” then quickly corrected, “Taylor.” He continued, “I’m in such a need to feel you, to embrace you—I’m obsessed with you, need your forgiveness, please forgive me, my governess.” Taylor positioned him between their bare legs, but his attention was solely on her. Destiny remarked, “Wow, I’ve never seen such a thing, ever—you dominate him completely.” Taylor caressed his cheek lightly, “But you know what you could do to compensate for the horrible wrongdoing of earlier, yes?” Nathan waited, hanging on her words. “You can be the best friend to Princess—take her out for a walk, prepare her food, wash her,” she said, “things, like that,” she paused, “You see, this will make me happy.”

Nathan, in his submissive state, was willing to do anything, “Of course, Taylor, really, it’s not a problem—you just tell me where her food is.” Taylor’s tone sharpened, “You see, Nathan, this is one thing that annoys me.” Nathan froze, shocked, “What annoys you, Taylor?” She sighed, “That I have to explain things—read the internet, search, ask, learn about such dogs, and then you can be the best at your craft. I’m not your helpdesk, darling.” Nathan nodded quickly, “Yes, of course, of course.” It dawned on him then—she was there to enjoy Princess, while he was to become Princess’s attendant—no, he corrected in his mind, her slave, a role that cemented his place beneath even the dog in Taylor’s world.

Taylor looked at Nathan, her gaze stretching his nerves taut, her eyes glinting with a quiet authority as he looked back, waiting for her verdict, his breath shallow with anticipation. In that moment, Taylor, in a way, was dominated too—or more accurately, led, following Destiny’s unspoken guidance, looking to her as a mentor guiding her into a world of dominance she hadn’t fully realized she could command. Destiny moved her head between the two, her mouth slightly open, her eyes wide with curiosity, a silent spectator to the unfolding power play, as she hugged her knees on the couch, waiting to see how it would play out.

“Go fetch your little basket, Nathan,” Taylor said, her voice soft but unyielding, a command wrapped in sweetness. “Yes, Taylor,” Nathan replied, his voice barely above a whisper as he scurried to the second floor, the humiliation searing him like a brand. Now she wanted him to attend to her feet while Destiny watched, his submission laid bare for an audience. He returned, carrying a stiff fiber basket, its woven texture rough against his hands, filled with an array of lotions and oils—jasmine-scented cream, a small bottle of lavender oil, a eucalyptus balm, all neatly arranged for Taylor’s pleasure.

Nathan knelt before Taylor, placing a low stool in front of her, his hands trembling as he gently lifted her bare feet, her skin soft and warm from the day’s heat, and set them on the stool. He began a basic pedicure—no nail work, just a massage—starting by warming a dollop of jasmine-scented cream between his palms, the floral scent filling the air as he rubbed it into her arches, his thumbs pressing slow, firm circles into the tender spots. He moved to her heels, kneading gently, then up to the balls of her feet, his fingers gliding with the oil, the lavender adding a soothing undertone as he worked, his touch methodical, reverent, every motion a silent apology for his earlier mistake.

Taylor leaned back on the couch, her eyes fluttering shut as she let out a soft, almost-moan, “Mmm, that’s so good,” her voice a breathy whisper of pleasure, her body sinking deeper into the cushions, her head tilting back in bliss. Destiny, sitting beside her, wrapped an arm around Taylor, hugging her close, her own sundress clinging to her curves as she watched in awe, her voice low and husky, “Wow, it makes me wet, what you’ve made of this man.” She stared at Nathan, her gaze a mix of fascination and arousal, her words a public unveiling of his submission, exposing his secrets against his will.

Nathan, on his knees, felt the heat of humiliation burn through him, his privacy stripped bare as Destiny witnessed his devotion, his submission no longer a private act but a public spectacle. He was as hard as a rock now, the shame too overwhelming, and he didn’t know where to bury himself, his hands still working Taylor’s feet—now massaging her toes, the eucalyptus balm cooling her skin as he pressed into the spaces between them—his eyes downcast, unable to meet Destiny’s stare, his longing for Taylor’s approval now a shared stage, his vulnerability raw and exposed.

Taylor, her eyes still closed in bliss as Nathan massaged her feet with jasmine-scented cream, murmured dreamily, “You should try it, Destiny.” Destiny shook her head quickly, “Oh no, no, this is too much,” her voice a mix of nerves and intrigue. Taylor giggled, her tone teasing, “Come on, you must, you must, you must—it’s heaven and it’s free, giggling, it’s on the house!” Destiny hesitated, her eyes flickering with contemplation, but Taylor’s eyes glistened with delight as she pressed, “Admit it, you want it—trust me, it’s divine.” She opened her eyes, her voice firm yet playful as she decreed, “Nathan?” He looked up, his hands still on her feet, “Yes, Taylor?” “Lick Destiny’s soles—show her what she’s missing,” she commanded, her words a quiet but unyielding order, her gaze locked on Destiny with a triumphant sparkle.

Nathan froze for a moment, the degradation of the command sinking in—he was already on his knees, but now he had to tongue Destiny’s feet, a public act of submission that scorched his pride. Yet he had no choice, his fear of Taylor’s wrath and his desperate need for her approval chaining him to her will. He leaned forward, his lips brushing the sole of Destiny’s foot, the skin warm and slightly salty from the day’s sweat, his tongue tracing a slow, humiliating line from her heel to her arch. Taylor watched, swimming in pleasure, her voice chiming in, “And her toes, honey—yes, that’s a good boy,” her delight a cruel melody as he complied, his tongue dipping between Destiny’s toes, the taste sharp and intimate, each lick a bitter reminder of his place. Destiny’s breath hitched, her initial resistance melting into a soft, reluctant sigh, her eyes meeting Taylor’s with a mix of shock and arousal as Taylor grinned, “You see? Admit it.”

When Taylor finally said, “Enough,” her tone sharp and satisfied, Nathan pulled back, wiping Destiny’s feet with a cloth from the basket, his face burning with shame, the act of cleaning her soles after licking them a final twist of the knife. Then Taylor nodded, “Now alternate—massage us both.” Nathan shifted the stool slightly, positioning it so both women could rest their feet on it, their bare soles now side by side. Taylor and Destiny leaned back on the plush white couch, their bodies sinking into the cushions as they relaxed. Nathan, still on his knees, worked with trembling hands, warming jasmine-scented cream and rubbing it into Taylor’s arches with his left hand, his thumb pressing firm circles, while his right hand massaged Destiny’s heels with lavender oil, his fingers gliding up to the balls of her feet. Taylor let out a soft moan, Destiny’s breath catching as she whispered, “Oh, that’s nice,” their pleasure a symphony that filled the room, Nathan’s humiliation now a shared stage, his erection straining painfully against his shorts as he served them, broken yet enthralled by Taylor’s dominance.

As the clock ticked, Taylor and Destiny lounged on the plush white couch, eyes shut, basking in the indulgence of Nathan’s skilled hands. His fingers moved with precision, kneading Taylor’s arches with jasmine-scented cream and Destiny’s heels with lavender oil, their contented sighs weaving through the air. Destiny broke the quiet, her voice languid yet probing. “So, back to Steve—do you get why I wouldn’t go for him?”

Taylor, drifting in her haze of pleasure, tended to by her 45-year-old husband now humbled into her foot boy, mulled it over. “Oh, totally,” she said, a giggle bubbling up. “Steve’s got no money.” Destiny tilted her head, a faint smirk playing on her lips. “Sure, but it’s not just the cash, is it?” Taylor let the question hang, her silence a teasing confirmation, her smile widening as she savored the moment.

Then she giggled again. “Fine, okay, money’s a big deal,” she conceded, her tone light and mischievous. “I mean, you’re hunting for a husband, not some fling, right? Am I on the right track?” Destiny nodded firmly. “Exactly. If I’m putting in the time, I want the real deal—someone like your man. Speaking of, where’s he at?” Taylor burst out laughing, the sound bright and unrestrained. “He’s right there rubbing your feet, dummy—forget already?” Destiny blinked, then joined her, their laughter bouncing off the walls.

“I’m parched, though,” Destiny said, her voice dipping into a playful whine. “What’s the fix for that?” Taylor raised her tone just enough to cut through Nathan’s steady rhythm. “Nathan?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he answered, soft and immediate, a reflex of obedience.

“You heard the lady, didn’t you?” Taylor said, her voice calm but edged with expectation. “She shouldn’t have to say it twice, should she?”

“No, Ma’am,” he replied, his tone hushed. “Go get her some lemonade—make it quick. And when you’re back, apologize.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he murmured, rising from his knees and scurrying to the kitchen. As his footsteps faded, Destiny leaned in, her voice a conspiratorial whisper. “You know, I think it’s less about the money and more about him being so… tame.”

Nathan returned in moments, two glasses of lemonade in hand, offering one to Destiny first, then Taylor, his fingers quivering faintly. “I’m so sorry, Destiny, for not anticipating your thirst—I should’ve brought you a drink sooner,” he said, his words heavy with sincerity.

“No biggie, Nathan, sweetie,” Destiny said with a casual flick of her hand, but Taylor cut in, her voice smooth yet firm. “Back to the massage, and we’ll call it even.” She set her glass aside, eyes fluttering shut as she melted back into the cushions.

Destiny took a sip, then mused, “It’s rare, you know—finding a guy who’s loaded and bends like that. It’s like hitting the jackpot.”

“Seriously, you’re so lucky,” she went on, a thread of envy in her tone. “Your life’s basically one endless, delicious vacation now.”

Taylor’s expression turned thoughtful, her mind wandering as Nathan’s hands resumed their work. “Yeah, kind of,” she said, her voice soft and slow. Destiny cocked her head. “What’s that mean?”

Taylor paused, then elaborated, “Well, that’s the catch—and why I didn’t totally write off Steve.” She took a breath, choosing her words. “Every guy’s got something. Steve’s rough, powerful—those muscles. You’ve seen his cock, right?”

Destiny’s eyes sparked with mischief. “Oh, yeah, that time at the pool. He was fooling around with Natasha—let her cop a feel.”

Taylor’s voice dropped low, sultry. “Mmm, same moment I’m thinking of. God, the way he handled her—soaked me just watching.”

“That’s the deal,” Taylor continued, reflective now. “You can have rich, you can have submissive, but that combo doesn’t come with a thick, juicy cock that hits all the spots, you feel me?”

Destiny nodded, her breath quickening. “Oh, hell yes. Gets me going just thinking about it.” Taylor giggled, a sly edge to it. “Might need to call Nathan up for a lick later.”

Destiny’s brows shot up, intrigued. “Wait, he goes down on you while you’re fantasizing about monster dicks?” Taylor smirked. “Just to take the edge off, you know? Purely physical. Otherwise, I’m all about my husband—faithful to the core.”

Destiny erupted into laughter, Taylor joining in, their glee ringing out as they reveled in the moment. For Nathan, each word stabbed like a blade, the humiliation scorching him from the inside out. They’d pinned him in this degrading, servile role, and his cock strained against his swimsuit, pulsing with a torturous blend of shame and desire. He thought briefly of yanking it down, letting it all spill out, but restrained himself, hands still kneading their feet, head bowed in silent surrender.

Taylor sat up, her voice softening, “Tell you what—go upstairs, rest, play, do whatever you want, yes?” Nathan stood, still hiding his lower part, his face flushed as he bowed slightly to the ladies, his voice a hoarse whisper, “Yes, Taylor.” He rushed upstairs, his steps quick and unsteady, retreating to his home office, the searing shame and undeniable arousal a tangled knot in his chest as he left the women behind, their laughter echoing in his ears.

Nathan locked the door of his home office, his hands trembling as he pulled out his mobile phone, the humiliation from downstairs still raw. He dialed Adam, his private detective, and the line crackled to life. “Hey, Nathan,” Adam said, his tone casual. “Hi,” Nathan replied curtly, uninterested in pleasantries. “How are you?” Adam asked, but Nathan’s response was clipped, “Good.” Adam continued, “You know, you shouldn’t call me so late—I typically work until 7 p.m. or so, then it’s time for friends and family.” Nathan’s patience snapped, “Ok, then you’re fired,” he said, ending the call abruptly. The phone buzzed again almost instantly, Adam calling back, “Hey, buddy, no need to be angry, I was just saying—” Nathan cut him off, his voice sharp, “I know what you were saying—now spit it out.”

Adam sighed, “Oh wow, some people… ok, never mind, let me open the file. I can already tell you your wife is a saint.” Nathan’s fury flared, his voice a low growl, “Don’t you dare define my Taylor—don’t you ever describe her. I pay you $870 a day to tell me what she was doing, not to say what she is.” Adam backtracked, “Ok, buddy, relax.” “No, I shall not relax—you say one more word about my Taylor, and I come over there and break your neck,” Nathan snapped, his nerves fraying. “Wow, Nathan, do me a favor, relax—I’ll just describe,” Adam said quickly. “Ok, so Monday, Tuesday, Thursday, and Friday—she studied, nothing else, seriously, she’s such a good—” He stopped, catching himself, wanting to say “she’s such a good girl“ but thinking better of it after Nathan’s warning, though the pause hinted at his own attraction, a private detective ogling Taylor, falling for her charm as so many did. “Again—nothing special,” Nathan interjected, his voice a warning. Adam nodded through the phone, “Drinking coffee with her friend, Destiny, that’s it.” Nathan’s nerves were raw, his voice rising, almost a cry, “Get to the point!”

“Ok, so on Wednesday… she went to this ‘Saint Mary of the Assumption Parish’—yes, that’s the name, familiar?” Adam asked. “Yes, we go there on Sundays,” Nathan replied, his tone softening slightly. “Oh, ok, ok, so she went there,” Adam continued. “She entered the confessional—a small, wooden booth where she knelt before a screen, admitting her sins to the priest in the Sacrament of Reconciliation, pouring her heart out in a private confession.” He paused, “She was in there for about 15 minutes, and when she came out, she had tears in her eyes.” “Goodness,” Nathan whispered, his voice trembling. “Yes,” Adam said. “What does that mean?” Nathan asked, his mind racing. “I don’t know what it means—I’m just telling you the facts,” Adam replied cautiously.

Nathan sighed, his voice heavy, “Ok, I allow you to express your opinion about my wife in that context.” Adam hesitated, then spoke, “It means she has issues—perhaps romantic issues, things that bother her, things that are between her and God.” Nathan’s heart sank, “So you mean she was confessing that she cheated on me?” Adam’s tone was measured, “In my experience, it means she terribly regrets something she’s done and is trying to feel better about it, to ask for God’s mercy.” “That so?!” Nathan exclaimed, his voice sharp, omitting the “is” in his urgency. “May I ask you a question, Nathan?” Adam ventured. “Yes,” came the curt answer. “Has she ever cheated on you?” Adam asked. Nathan contemplated, his voice hollow, “I don’t know—I don’t think so.” Adam pressed, “Yeah, so you better continue employing me so we can find out together.” Nathan nodded to himself, “Yes, I know, I know, but at least it means she’s not cheating on me these days—it’s just her feeling remorse about something in the past.” “I would guess so,” Adam agreed, “I mean, I’ve been on it for what, a week now? When did you call me from Germany?” “Yes, a week,” Nathan confirmed. “Yeah, nothing, for sure—no flirting, nothing, clean and innocent,” Adam paused, “but I think to be sure, we may need to continue at least one more week. Is there a green light from your side?” “Yes, go ahead,” Nathan said, ending the call.

He sat in his manager’s chair, propping his legs on the mahogany desk, still in his swimsuit, the fabric clinging to his skin. “She’s pure,” he told himself, his voice a whisper, “she had this one incident, and she’s full of regret—that’s exactly what I was thinking all along. She’s just an innocent, extremely beautiful teen, that’s what she is, my sugar baby, my baby, and she had one mishap because she was so curious, that’s all.” The words were a mantra, a fragile shield against the doubts that lingered, his mind clinging to the hope that Taylor’s confession meant her heart was his.


Forgive Me, Daddy, For I have Sinned

8:50 a.m. Sunday outside Saint Mary of the Assumption Parish Church

It was 8:50 a.m. on a crisp Sunday morning, just outside the weathered stone facade of Saint Mary of the Assumption Parish Church. Nathan Whitmore stood on the dew-kissed grass, flanked by his two sons, Jonathan and Austin, their presence a reluctant concession to familial duty. Jonathan, at twenty-two, cut a striking figure in a tailored navy blazer, its sharp lines accentuating his broad shoulders, paired with a crisp white shirt and charcoal trousers that hugged his soldierly frame, his polished oxfords gleaming faintly in the morning light. Austin, twenty, exuded a restless elegance in a slim-fit charcoal suit, a pale blue tie loosely knotted against a white dress shirt, his dark loafers scuffing the ground as he fidgeted, his youthful defiance barely contained by the finery.

Austin’s voice pierced the stillness, sharp with impatience. “So where’s your mysterious wife, Dad? Where is she?” he demanded, his tone edging toward a whine. Nathan sighed, exasperation creasing his brow. “Austin, I’m telling you for the third time—please, relax. It’s impossible to carry on like this.” Undeterred, Austin pressed on, his words tumbling out in a rush. “Yeah, but where’s this wife of yours who snaps her fingers and you obey? I need to see this woman with my own eyes.” Nathan’s voice tightened, a plea threading through his authority. “I’m asking you to behave, Austin, please.”

“But Daddy, what’s this church thing on Sunday?” Austin shot back, his hands gesturing wildly. “I don’t want to be here—I’m not religious, I don’t believe in God!” Nathan softened, his tone conciliatory. “Austin, Austin, I didn’t say it’s every Sunday. I’ll speak to Taylor, see if we can make it a onetime thing, alright? I promise.” Austin scoffed, unconvinced. “No, but Jonathan says we can’t even wear shoes at home!” Jonathan, overhearing, erupted into laughter, his deep chuckle rolling across the quiet churchyard. Austin shoved him, irritation flaring. “What’s so funny, Jonathan? What’s so damn funny?”

“Nothing, nothing,” Jonathan murmured, still grinning to himself, his amusement a private rebellion. Austin turned back to Nathan, his voice rising. “Is this the same woman who ejected us from our own home?” Nathan bristled, defensive. “She didn’t eject you—she just thought you boys could benefit from—” Austin cut him off mid-sentence, incredulous. “Benefit from what? Wow, Daddy, you’re so naïve. You’ve really fallen for her.” His words hung in the air, sharp and accusing, but he faltered as he noticed Nathan and Jonathan staring past him, their jaws slack, their eyes wide with unspoken shock.

Austin’s words trailed off, his accusation hanging in the air, when he noticed the stunned silence of his father and brother, their jaws unhinged, eyes fixed beyond him. He turned, and there she was—emerging from a sleek Range Rover Velar, a vision that stole the breath from the morning. Taylor locked the car with a deft click, her back to them, clad in a striking black mini dress that clung to her silhouette like a second skin. The long sleeves began just below her bare shoulders, lending an air of elegance that framed the daring plunge of her back—a revelation dropping to her waist, edged by a cascade of rhinestone fringe that shimmered like liquid starlight with every subtle shift. Her hair spilled down in a glossy cascade, brushing the exposed golden expanse of her skin, a flawless canvas that seemed to glow under the sun’s tender gaze.

She turned, and the world tilted. High heels clicked confidently against the pavement, each step a declaration, as she strode forward with a matching black purse clutched in one hand, its crystal accents catching the light in sync with her dress. Her eyes, luminous and glinting with mischief, locked onto them, and a wide, dimpled smile bloomed across her radiant face, softening her regal authority with girlish charm. Nathan, time and again, felt his heart stutter at the audacity of this trophy wife—his prize, his enigma. “Oh my God, am I late? Were you all waiting for me?” she called, her voice a melodic rush as she swept toward Nathan first, clinging to his shoulders with a warm embrace. “My God, you do know what to wear,” she teased, her tone laced with affection as she pressed herself briefly against him, her perfume—a heady whisper of jasmine and spice—lingering in the air.

Then she turned to Austin, who stood frozen, caught between shock and rapture as this intoxicating woman enveloped him in a hug. “So, I trust you’re my father’s wife?” he stammered, his voice cracking as his senses drowned in her presence, his cock stirring hard against his trousers, a bulge he couldn’t hide as her lithe body pressed briefly against him. Taylor’s girlish smile widened, a teasing glint in her reply. “Oh, you can bet on it,” she purred, her laugh a light, mocking chime. “I’m the one and only Taylor.” All his earlier defiance—his brash vows to slouch rebelliously at the back of the church—melted the instant he laid eyes on her. She wasn’t the frumpy 45-year-old aunt he’d steeled himself for, but a youthful erotic top model, barely three months past 18, who shattered his resistance with a single glance, her bare shoulders glowing above long sleeves that framed a plunging, naked back. Unable to hold back, he lunged for a second hug, arms wrapping tight around her, desperate to feel those fresh, tantalizing curves again, her scent—jasmine and spice, sharp and exquisite—flooding his lungs as he seized this fleeting, once-in-a-lifetime shot. She pivoted to Jonathan, offering a dainty handshake, her touch a whisper of skin. “Hey, Jonathan,” she said, her voice a soft, careless breeze, leaving him with a sting of quiet envy. Nathan stood at the church entrance, chest puffed like a rooster, grinning at the parishioners trickling in, their polite nods for him dissolving into gawks at Taylor’s form—her barely-legal curves molded by the dress, a weekly siren call that lured men to the pews like moths to a flame—while Austin, his rebel streak wiped clean, now burned only to sit beside this breathtaking dish his father had somehow snagged.

“Okay, let’s get in before the ceremony starts,” Taylor declared, her tone brisk yet cheerful as she led the way, flanked by Nathan on her left and Austin, who pressed close on her right, casting quick glances to ensure Jonathan wouldn’t steal his spot beside this gorgeous nymph. They settled into a pew, Taylor at the center, Nathan on her left, Austin on her right, while Jonathan, with a quiet ache, chose the row behind her. His heart twisted—she’d only shaken his hand, a fleeting gesture that left him burning with frustration, no priority given to him despite his longing. From his vantage point, he gazed at her flawless back, the open expanse confirming she wore no bra, the rhinestone fringe swaying gently as she leaned into Nathan. His eyes traced higher, to those young, perfect shoulders—smooth, shiny, exuding a faint jasmine scent that drove him wild—then up her slender neck, a vision so intoxicating he imagined grabbing her from behind, pinning her arms to her sides, and kissing that silken skin, tasting her as she squirmed. She’d been the subject of his wet dreams for nights already, ever since their first meeting, and now she was here, untouchable yet tormenting him. “It’s so good, honey, that you brought the kids today,” she murmured to Nathan, her voice tender. “Father Joseph gives such inspiring messages—I think it’s wonderful for them to hear it, don’t you agree?” Nathan nodded, still grinning at the men craning their necks to nod at him while ogling Taylor, their envy a crown he wore with pride. He had what no one else did—a radiant, untouchable queen who bent the world to her will without even trying.

The Mass unfurled into its sacred rhythm, and from the loft above, the choir’s voices rose like a tide, rich and resonant, filling Saint Mary of the Assumption Parish with the opening strains of the “Gloria.” “Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace to people of good will…” The congregation stirred, hymnals rustling as parishioners joined the swell, their voices weaving with the choir’s in a tapestry of praise. Taylor sat poised in the pew, her striking black mini dress shimmering faintly as the rhinestone fringe caught the dim light filtering through stained glass. She clung to Nathan’s arm, her touch possessive yet tender, her delicate fingers—sheathed in sheer black lace gloves, floral roses and vines tracing their elegance—curling around his sleeve as she tilted her head toward him, her voice lifting in harmony. “We praise you, we bless you, we adore you…” she sang, her tone clear and lilting, memorized from countless Sundays, each note a thread of reverence laced with her effortless charm.

Nathan beamed beside her, his chest swelling with pride as their voices entwined, his baritone steady against her melody, a rooster crowing over his radiant hen. Men in the pews ahead twisted subtly, their nods to Nathan a thin veil for stolen glances at Taylor—her golden skin aglow, her hair cascading down her exposed back. But then she glanced to her right, eyes glinting with mischief, and caught Austin fumbling, his hymnal open to the wrong page, his lips silent, his brow furrowed in that familiar scowl of resentment. He didn’t know his left from his right in this ritual, a stranger to the church’s cadence. Still singing—“We glorify you, we give you thanks…”—Taylor reached across with fluid grace, her gloved hands a vision of delicate provocation—sheer black lace tracing floral roses and vines across her palms, an elegant shroud that hugged her skin, yet stopped just below the knuckles, leaving her fingers bare, exposed, and tantalizingly free. Those naked fingers gleamed with long acrylic nails, pale pink and white, adorned with 3D floral charms and twinkling rhinestones—a glamorous crown to her raw femininity. What was the point of these gloves if not to ignite desire, to make men hard with their whispered promise? The contrast was electric: the refined lace, soft and ornamental, against the bold vulnerability of her uncovered fingertips, each nail a tiny masterpiece that caught the light as she deftly flipped the pages of Austin’s hymnal, landing on the “Gloria” with precision. She pointed to the words, her voice unbroken, guiding him as the choir swelled, “For your great glory, Lord God, heavenly King…” Her feminine power pulsed through that touch, stirring Austin with an ache he couldn’t name, her elegance and exposure a siren’s call.

Austin blinked, startled, his defiance dissolving like mist under the spell of Taylor’s nearness—her jasmine-and-spice perfume curling around him, an invisible thread that tugged at his senses, her touch a fleeting warmth as her gloved fingers tapped the hymnal page. He joined her song, his voice a low, unsteady murmur—“O God, almighty Father…”—a reluctant tremor from the Austin who never sang, who mocked God and spurned the church, now swaying helplessly into her orbit. What a stepmother Father’s unleashed upon us, he thought, his mind reeling, gosh, this is unbelievable. His earlier resolve—to slouch in the back row, cloaked in sullen rebellion—shattered as he gravitated toward her, like every man in the pews who angled for a glimpse of her radiance, her pull an unspoken force he couldn’t resist.

When the words slipped from him again, faltering over “Lord Jesus Christ, only Begotten Son…”, her finger—nails glinting with rhinestones—traced the line with a slow, deliberate precision that felt like a caress. Then she leaned in, her arm draping across his shoulders in a swift, possessive embrace, her voice a whisper of playful torment. “You just follow the words. Easy. See here?” she murmured, her breath warm against his ear, a lilt that sliced through the hymn’s solemnity with wicked charm. The closeness of her—her golden skin brushing his, the rhinestone fringe of her dress grazing his side—sent a shiver ripping through him, electric and unstoppable. Her jeweled nails, pale pink and white, twinkling with 3D floral charms, held him spellbound; he couldn’t tear his eyes away, the hymnal a blur as those flawless fingers hypnotized him, each a tiny masterpiece mocking his focus. His cock stiffened, a shameful, relentless ache—he hated it, but he was powerless. She pulled back, her voice rising into song—“You take away the sins of the world, have mercy on us…”—her dimpled smile wide, her eyes dancing with mischief, fully aware of the chaos she’d unleashed. She pressed the hymnal closer, her gloved fingers—soft, pristine, untouched by labor—lingering as the page settled in his lap, the weight a deliberate friction that pulsed straight to his cock. She knew exactly what she was doing, Austin realized, and she reveled in it, arousing him with every calculated touch.

Jonathan, trapped in the pew behind, couldn’t peel his eyes from her, his chest a furnace of hurt and hunger—Why those gloves? That sheer black lace, woven with roses and vines, clung to her hands like a lover’s whisper, stopping just below her knuckles to leave her fingers bare, a taunting tease that clawed at him. Was she doing this to torture him, to flaunt that fingerless design as a cruel taunt after she’d claimed him days ago? She’d joined him in her bath, slipping in naked, her ungloved hands tracing his chest, then led him to her bedroom—sucking his cock with devastating skill and teaching his virgin hips how to fuck her, whispering, “All the way, just like that.” Now, watching her drape an arm across Austin’s shoulders, whispering to him, her gloved hand flipping the hymnal with those rhinestone-studded nails—pale pink and white, glittering with 3D floral charms—he unraveled. She’d tossed him aside today, a handshake his only scrap, while Austin sat beside her, basking in her touch. His cock throbbed, unbearably hard, and then it happened—he climaxed right there, a humiliating spill soaking his trousers, his body betraying him as he sat, excluded, aching with the sting of being left out. They were a unit in front of him—Taylor, Austin, Nathan—together, while he was alone, not part of them, just a shadow behind her. Yet being behind her was all he had, a bitter consolation as he imagined those lace-clad hands stroking him, the floral pattern rasping against his length, her exposed fingertips curling with command—unlike the bare hands that had once guided him. He stared at his own hands—rougher, larger, scarred from a childhood saw cut—yearning to feel hers, to squeeze that pristine softness and feel her squeeze back. Taylor, this 18-year-old vixen who’d taken his innocence and now ignored him, wielded her gloves like a weapon, her every move a calculated seduction that stoked a fire of jealousy and shame he couldn’t quench, his mind lost in church, drowning in her erotic power.

Father Joseph O’Connor ascended the pulpit, his weathered hands clutching its edges, his voice, softened by age yet thick with conviction, reverberating through the nave. “Dear brothers and sisters in Christ, today’s readings call us to reflect on the sacredness of our vows and the purity of our hearts,” he began, his stern gaze flickering toward Taylor. Her black mini dress clung to her curves, the rhinestone fringe along her bare back catching the dim light, a whisper of defiance in the sacred space. Nathan’s chest tightened, his eyes tracing her silhouette, a trophy radiating both sin and sanctity.

“Adultery is a grave sin, a betrayal of sacred vows, leading the soul astray from the path of righteousness,” Father Joseph pressed on, his tone cutting as his eyes locked onto Taylor, their intensity almost tender, a silent challenge. A flush crept up her neck, a soft rose igniting her golden skin, her lips parting in a faint, cryptic twitch—a secret only he seemed to grasp, pulsing with unspoken heat. Nathan gripped her hand, her stillness a balm, her girlish profile—so delicate, so intent—blinding him to the tension swirling beneath her poise. “It wounds the heart of the betrayed, shatters the trust of marriage, and offends the very love of God, who created us for fidelity and truth,” the priest declared, his stare unwavering, as if carving the words into her flesh. She leaned subtly toward Austin, her voice a husky whisper against his ear, “I can feel this bores you, darling—please, respect the place,” her breath a warm tease as her gloved hand slid onto his thigh, the sheer lace tracing roses and vines pressing into his trousers. She squeezed lightly, her rhinestone-studded nails glinting as he quivered beneath her touch, her naked shoulder brushing him, reigniting his intense arousal. In that moment, she held them all—Nathan, rich and oblivious beside her; Jonathan, broken and yearning behind; and now Austin, trembling under her control—her family, her submissive toys, claimed in plain sight within the church’s hallowed walls.

Jonathan, behind her, felt his breath hitch, her exposed shoulder a vision of past surrender he’d claimed—smooth, flawless, a canvas he’d devoured. He’d known her body, every curve a map etched into his memory, a forbidden terrain he’d once conquered. Her earlier handshake, a dismissive flick, left him hollow, craving her warmth, her erotic pull overwhelming. What a sinner, he thought, a wicked flame drawing every man here—priest included—ravenous to taste her. Oh, how he’d love to ravage her again, to pin her beneath him, to feel her yield as she once had—her scent, her softness, a fever that haunted him. Ever since that night, sleep had fled, his nights a restless tangle of yearning, her absence a wound that pulsed with every heartbeat, a torment he couldn’t quench.

“God’s mercy is boundless for those who repent with a contrite heart,” Father Joseph intoned, and Nathan’s gaze softened on Taylor’s upturned face—exquisite, pure, her lashes trembling as she drank in the promise of redemption. He knew her confession, her tears in that chamber with this priest, her vow to be faithful, a pillar in their little flock. Yes, she’s hot, he mused, but that’s not her fault—she’s a girl at heart, yearning to change.

“If you have strayed, if you have betrayed, come before the Lord in the Sacrament of Reconciliation,” Father Joseph urged, his eyes lingering on Taylor, her subtle lip curl a final enigma as she bowed her head. “Confess your sins, for God sees all, and His forgiveness demands true sorrow and a resolve to sin no more.”

The Mass had ended, and Father Joseph O’Connor stood outside Saint Mary’s, his cassock swaying in the breeze as he greeted the departing faithful. He approached Nathan first, his voice warm with a priestly lilt. “Oh, I see you’ve brought the extended family today,” he said, clasping Nathan’s hand briefly. But before Nathan could reply, Taylor swooped in, her presence a burst of girlish charm that stole the air. “Well, we have Nathan, my husband, here,” she said, her tone a playful trill as she reached into her purse. Her hands emerged—gloved in sheer black lace, roses and vines weaving an elegant pattern, fingerless to bare her long, rhinestone-studded nails in pale pink and white. With a coy smile, she tipped a handful of coins into Joseph’s open palm, her exposed fingers brushing deliberately across his skin, a slow, teasing graze that sent a tremor through him. His breath hitched, his balance shaken, though he fought to steady himself, coins clinking as they spilled from her seductive touch.

“And these are my brothers—” she began, gesturing to Jonathan and Austin with a giggle, but Joseph, flustered, managed, “Ohh… oh, the more the better,” his voice catching slightly. Taylor’s laughter bubbled up, bright and disarming. “No, actually, they’re his sons, so practically I’m their stepmother!” she corrected, pouring another coin into his hand, her nails grazing his palm again, a purposeful spark that left him blinking, a flush creeping up his neck. Nathan shifted, disturbed by her lingering play with the priest’s hand, yet his pride souring into unease was eclipsed by adoration—she ruled them all. “Ohh, ohh,” he stammered, then steadied, “Is this to be permanent, Mrs. Whitmore? All the boys here every Sunday?” Taylor’s smile widened, her voice ringing with unshakable confidence. “Of course,” she decreed, her tone a velvet command, then turned to Jonathan and Austin with a pointed gaze, adding, “The boys are looking forward to their Sundays in church, aren’t you?” Her words pinned them, shocking them as their hope of a onetime ordeal crumbled, now bound to every Sunday under her rule, their submission sealed before the priest. Nathan’s heart raced, her dominance the ultimate gift; he worshipped her, enthralled by her decrees, each new rule tightening her grip over him and his sons, a love that thrived on obedience. “Lovely to see such a family,” Joseph said, voice tight, clutching the coins as Taylor’s gloved fingers withdrew, her authority absolute.

Jonathan watched, smirking inwardly—This man knows I fucked her. Who else has she confessed to him? The thought coiled in his mind, sharp and insistent, as he studied Father Joseph’s flushed face, the priest’s grip on her coins a little too eager. Even the priest himself, he mused darkly, I wouldn’t rule out she fucked him too—and in the confession chamber, no less. The image flared—Taylor, her black mini dress hiked up, lace gloves brushing the wooden screen, her breathy whispers turning sacred penance into sin. Then he shook his head, a wry twist to his lips. Nah, he’s in his 70s, weathered and gray—she craves them young, her age, virile like me. Even with Daddy, she’s not doing much, just playing the queen. Her taste ran hot and reckless, he knew that firsthand, her body a wildfire that sought fresh fuel, not the embers of age. And yet, her naughtiness—its wicked sprawl across his thoughts—set him ablaze. It turned him on, that delicious edge of her sin, one more thing to fuel his nights of fevered masturbation ever since their encounter, her memory a relentless pulse he couldn’t escape.

Sunday 3 p.m. Taylor and Nathan’s residence—bedroom

Taylor stood before the mirror, a vision in a silk white camisole that draped her upper body like a whisper, its hem grazing her hips, leaving the rest of her bare. Her legs stood astride, brazenly naked beneath, as she smoothed body lotion over her skin—fingers gliding across her thighs, then kneading the creamy sheen into her ripe, glistening ass cheeks with slow, deliberate strokes. The air hummed with the faint scent of vanilla and her own warmth, her movements a quiet dance of self-possession. Nathan lay sprawled on the bed, phone in hand, pretending to browse, but his eyes devoured her boldness, her shameless grace. This woman unraveled him—her eroticism a pulse that thrummed in his veins. He shifted to the edge of the bed, drawn to her like a moth to flame, hands reaching to fondle those lush curves, palms cupping her ass as he leaned in, lips pressing fervent kisses to her skin. “You’re driving me obsessed, Taylor—wow, I’m obsessed,” he rasped, his erection straining against his briefs, a taut, aching plea. “I can no longer—”

“What did I do now?” she asked, her voice a lilting tease, innocent yet knowing, as she tilted her head to comb her hair—long strands spilling to the left, a knot snagging with a soft “Ouch!” She brushed it free, the motion fluid, her body a symphony of casual allure. “God, you’re so pretty—did you know that?” Nathan murmured, entranced. “No,” she laughed, a bright, girlish sound, as a tiny pair of panties slipped from her hand to the rug below. “Help me into those, please,” she said, and he knelt instantly, a supplicant at her altar. His hands trembled as he lifted her legs—one, then the other—sliding the delicate fabric up her thighs, securing it around the perfect swell of her ass, his lips trailing a worshipful kiss across her taut tummy. She rested a hand on his head, fingers threading through his hair in a tender caress, her touch both command and reward. “There’s something I want to tell you,” she said, her tone shifting to a gentle gravity as she climbed onto the bed. Leaning back against the frame, she patted the spot beside her, summoning him with a quiet, regal gesture to sit, her presence an unspoken decree he couldn’t resist.

Taylor’s voice softened, a weight behind her words. “I needed to get it off my chest.” Nathan straightened, ears pricking, his breath catching—here it was, the confession he’d dreaded yet craved. She paused, her gaze locking onto his, ensuring his full attention, a silent command in her stillness. Then, with a breath, she said, “When you went to Germany, I had a little… how shall I say, a bit of a sexual encounter.” A small silence stretched between them, thick with unspoken truths. “What do you mean, did you have sex?” Nathan’s voice trembled, teetering on the edge of shock. “Yes,” she replied, simple and stark, the word a blade that cleaved his world.

Nathan reeled, the reality crashing over him—so it had happened, and now she was confessing it, her voice making it real. “What do you mean, how did you arrive at such a situation?” he pressed, clinging to the unraveling thread. “Well, we were playing strip poker, and I lost,” she said, her tone casual yet edged with memory. Nathan feigned ignorance, masking the surveillance he’d seen. “Okay, so you lost, but what does it—” She raised her hand, her face hardening, a serious line cutting through her girlishness. “Well, I wouldn’t strip, not in front of them.” Nathan’s mind spun, a storm of questions clawing at him. “Okay, but then what?” “So I promised to show him my naked body, but not in front of all of them.” “Him you mean?” “Wait, and we went to the bathroom. I remember that night—you called like seven times, and I felt like you were choking me with your obsession.”

“And?” Nathan urged, his voice tight, desperate. “And then… well, I have a blackout now.” “Taylor, please, I’m okay, just tell me what happened,” he pleaded, his heart pounding. She sighed, her gaze distant. “He lifted my dress—I don’t know how it was so easy for him, he was so good at that.” “What do you mean, so good?” Nathan’s voice cracked, curiosity and dread entwining. “Well, I became so small next to him,” she said, her tone softening, “and he treated me like a little girl, said, ‘Lift your hands up for me,’ and then he lifted the dress above my hands and threw it aside. And there I was, totally exposed to him, completely vulnerable—so easily he stripped me like that.” Nathan felt his cock stir, rising against his will, her words painting a vivid scene—her girly charm yielding to Nick’s effortless command, her body bared in a breath. “And you were attracted to him?” he asked, voice hoarse. “The truth, Nathan?” She met his eyes, unflinching. “Y… yes.”

He implored, “But honey, Taylor, you’re married—I’m your husband,” his plea a fragile shield against the heat flooding him. “I know you are my husband, and yet you haven’t made love to me for days,” she said, her voice a soft barb, edged with truth. “I haven’t? I wanted to so much—” he stammered, caught off guard. “Yes, but I mean making love to me, not my feet—you know what I mean?” she pressed, her tone sharp yet teasing. “Yes,” he murmured, realization dawning; he’d been too passive, too worshipful, and now he saw he needed to claim her more boldly. “So, okay, he took off your dress—then what?” “And then,” she said, pausing, “well, and then we did all sorts of things.” “Yes, but that’s what I’m asking—what were you doing?” “We did things I don’t think I should share with you.” That statement struck him like a cold jolt, surging through his bloodstream, only to morph a minute later into a ravaging hard-on—his cock so rigid, so unyielding, like polished wood that refused to relent, pulsing with a primal ache.

She noticed, her gaze flickering to his straining boxers, then lifting to meet his eyes, cool and detached. “And that’s it,” she said, a wall in her voice. “But Taylor, please, I’m begging you—I’m your husband, tell me what happened,” he pleaded, desperation cracking his tone. She stayed cold. “Well, if you want to annoy me, then keep asking and poking.” “No, of course not, of course not,” he retreated, chastened. She pressed on, her voice firm, “Because I’m not here to fulfill your curiosity and give you more fuel to feed your masturbations.” Nathan winced, hurt slicing through him, yet her power—mesmerizing, unassailable—held him captive. A long silence stretched between them, heavy and taut, until she spoke again, her tone softer, reflective. “You know, after he took off my dress, I felt so naked in front of him.” Nathan’s breath hitched, arousal spiking; he teetered on the edge of climax, the fabric of his boxers a torment, amplifying the pressure until he couldn’t bear it. With a shaky hand, he slid them down to his thighs, his erection springing free as she watched, her expression faintly disengaged.

“What are you doing?” she asked, her voice flat, almost bored. “I’m just… it’s the pressure, the sexual pressure,” he gasped, breathing hard. “If I leave this on, I’ll cream in my boxers.” “Okay,” she said, disinterested, a queen dismissing a petitioner. “And so you were saying you felt very small?” “Ah, yes,” she continued, her gaze drifting, “I felt small and so naked against him. And then he raised my hands like this above my head and pinned them to the wall.” She bit her lip as she spoke, a flicker of memory tightening her features. “Even if I wanted to be released, I couldn’t.” “Ohhh God,” Nathan groaned, “I can just imagine—please, don’t continue, it’s too much for me.” His breaths came ragged, her words igniting him as she wiggled her feet on the mattress before him, a casual taunt that pushed him perilously close to the edge.

She took a long, lingering look at him, her body still reclined against the bed frame, a silken silhouette of poise and power, while he crouched before her, boxers pooled at his thighs, grappling for composure. His gaze dropped to his relentless wooden cock, throbbing unyieldingly, a traitor to his will. When he raised his head, he met her eyes—childish, girlish, angelic—studying him with a quiet intensity that pierced through his panting haze. “You know, this thing was sitting in my heart,” she said, her voice soft yet weighted, “I felt terrible about it.” He inched toward her, crawling a step closer, drawn by her intoxicating pull, but she lifted her leg with graceful command, pressing her bare foot against his forehead, nudging him back. “Wait, let me finish a sentence,” she said, her tone firm, her sexiness and beauty an inescapable spell that held him rapt. She paused, keeping him there, suspended in her gaze.

“So, as I said, I felt terrible about that,” she continued, “but now, seeing you so hard because of this, I start questioning my guilt.” Her words hung, deliberate, as she tilted her head. “I actually start to understand that I’m married to a pervert.” “No, no, you don’t understand,” he gasped, chest heaving, “it hurts me so much—I’m afraid to lose you, but then again—” She leaned forward, swift and tender, pressing her little finger to his lips. “Sssh, let me finish,” she hushed, her face hardening with resolve. “Yes, yes, Mistress,” he murmured, yielding instantly. She continued, her expression grave, “And so I asked God for forgiveness, and now I’m asking you.” Nathan blinked, her language a foreign tide washing over him. “Asking for… for my forgiveness? I mean, look at me—do I look like the authority? The man who can say anything here?”

A pause thickened the air, her face solemn, unyielding. “I asked for your forgiveness,” she repeated, her voice trembling as she wiped a tear from her cheek, twitching delicately to preserve her eyeliner, a fragile shield against her unraveling. “But of course I forgive you—what a question, of course,” he said, his voice breaking with earnest relief. She pressed on, “So then rest assured, I will never do such a thing to you ever, so help me God,” her words a vow as tears flooded her face, glistening trails of raw emotion. “I love you, Nathan—don’t you get it?” He surged forward, pressing against her raised shin, his hands trembling. “I love you so much—it’s beyond me,” he breathed, “and I wish I could wipe those tears; it’s killing me when you cry.”

“I want to apologize too, my beautiful princess,” he said, his voice thick with remorse. “I am so sorry—really, from the bottom of my heart—that I treated you in such a way that you had to go and do it with others.”

She looked at him through her tears, lashes glistening, her girlish curiosity peeking through the sheen.

“Like what?” she asked, her tone a tender lilt—innocent, yet probing.

“Like that I called you obsessively—seven times during the day,” he said softly, swallowing. “Seven more in the evening, when you were having sex with him.”

He lifted his gaze, her shin a delicate yet unyielding barrier between them.

“I am very, very sorry,” he said, lowering himself to the bed, prostrating before her beautiful foot, its arch a silent sentinel. “I’m asking for your mercy. And I’m promising I’ll never do it again.”

As the words spilled out, a bitter tide rose in his mind—how humiliating it was that she’d cheated, yet he was the one begging. The power had tipped completely now, until she could crown him cuckold with nothing more than a smirk and a flick of her wrist.

He looked up, eyes pleading, and caught it—a smirk she tried to veil, a fleeting curl of her lips that betrayed her thrill. She felt it too, this rush of dominion, and it pulsed between them, electric and unspoken. Surely she was wet, he thought, aroused by how effortlessly she’d reduced her husband to this groveling servitude—no cane, no ropes, no raised voice needed. Her beauty alone—radiant, innate, a gift she wielded without strain—had bent him to her will. “I forgive you,” she said, and laughter spilled from her, bright and unrestrained, her head turning aside as if to shield him from its edge. But he saw it, felt the sting—her mirth a blade that cut deeper than her tears, wounding him even as it crowned her queen.

“Thank you, Ma’am, for forgiving this utter slave,” he said, his voice a low, trembling offering. Taylor giggled, a sound both womanly and childlike, her maturity laced with playful innocence, and lifted his chin with her bare foot, the soft arch pressing against his skin as she tilted his face up to meet her gaze. “Wow, those theatrics again,” she teased, her laughter a velvet whip, then slapped his cheek lightly with her foot, a playful tap that sent a shiver through him as she giggled again. “What am I going to do with you?” Nathan seized the moment, her giggle a crack in her armor. “Now, if I may ask, who did you have sex with?” She giggled once more, slapping his face with her foot again, harder this time, her tone light yet unyielding. “I’ve decided I’m not going to share that piece of information with you.” The humiliation seared him, a delicious flame licking through his veins, enveloping him—his cock, pressed against the mattress, throbbed, surely spilling pre-cum into the sheets, a shameful testament to her power. He pressed further, craving the sting. “But why? What’s the reason?” Another slap from her foot landed on his cheek, a teasing rhythm to her game, as she said, “Because I don’t feel like it,” her casual dismissal a spark that nearly tipped him over the edge, his body trembling with the urge to cum right there, tortured by the card she held—the truth he knew but couldn’t voice—while her playful slaps mocked his desperation.

He lifted himself from the mattress, crawling toward her, the weight of sin and forgiveness dissolving into raw need. He could no longer endure this dance—he wanted to fuck her, to devour her body as she’d once allowed before their vows, a hunger too long starved, her sexiness a torment too prolonged. He slid between her legs, his face inches from hers, her beauty a radiant taunt. “So, did he wear a condom?” “No,” she said, flat and unapologetic—a punch to his gut. “Oh my God,” Nathan rasped, clearing his throat, clawing for composure. “Please be honest—was it good? Did you enjoy it?” Taylor paused, her voice softening. “I don’t want to hurt your feelings, Nathan.” He kissed her cheeks, desperate, as she remained passive. “And this was the only time you had sex?” “Maybe,” she replied, her vagueness a lash that frustrated him. “Come on, Taylor.” “Well, we did it a few times before,” she admitted. “During our marriage, you mean?” he asked, voice tight. “Yes, during our marriage,” she said coolly, then added with a tilt of her head, “We’re not counting the men I slept with before we wed, are we, Nathan?”

Nathan’s kisses persisted, uncontrolled, as he said, “Well, it must have been good if you did it with him several times.” “Yeah, I wanted to see his body,” she confessed, her voice a quiet blade. “And did you like his body?” “I said I don’t want to hurt your feelings, but yes.” Another gut punch, sharp and deep. Nathan burned to ask if the man’s cock was bigger than his, the question clawing at his throat, but fear of another blow silenced him. He was certain it was—such a woman, radiant and untamed, wouldn’t settle for less, her allure a magnet for the potent, the bold.

Taylor gauged his state, her eyes tracing his frayed edges, then yawned delicately. “I’m so happy I got this off my heart—you have no idea what a burden it was,” she said, her voice a soft exhale of relief. Nathan’s pulse raced, his hands poised to pull her down from her seated perch and take her, to reclaim her heat—when she murmured, “I’m going to sleep now, okay, baby?” With that, she stretched out on her tummy, hugging the pillow, her silk camisole riding up to bare the curve of her ass. “I like Sunday noons when we can sleep—you know what I mean?” she asked, her tone drowsy, but he teetered on the brink, utterly consumed, passion fraying his nerves. This whole confession, her cheating laid bare, and still no sex? “But, but I want to make love to you,” he said, phrasing it gently, though in truth he ached to ravage her, to consume her body as he once had, to know her again. “No, Nathan, that’s inappropriate,” she replied, her voice firm, unyielding.

Frustration clawed at him, raw and relentless. “But please, so I’ll come on your feet, okay?” “No, Nathan, no,” she refused, even that denied. With the other man—Nick, he knew—she’d parted her legs, let him fuck her to a standstill, an alpha claiming her with primal ease, no talk of feelings, just taking and leaving. And here Nathan was, groveling, apologizing for her infidelity, left with blue balls as she drifted to sleep. Then her voice cut through, soft but relenting. “Okay, okay, you can do it on my hand.” She flipped her hand onto the mattress, palm up, eyes half-closed in slumber. “Okay, okay, thank you, Mistress, thank you so much,” he gasped, flinging his boxers to the floor. He positioned himself, trembling, and carefully rested his throbbing cock in her palm. She giggled faintly, her fingers closing around him, and he thrust—helpless, consumed, desperate—fucking her hand once, twice, thrice. Release crashed over him, a roaring, intense flood, spilling like an inexperienced boy’s first rush, his body shuddering with the force of it.

Spent, he collapsed beside her, his breath a ragged echo, not daring to breach the sacred boundary of her frame—her body a temple he’d worshipped yet never tamed. Her giggles bubbled up, a soft, mischievous ripple, and she turned, sliding into his arms with a possessive ease, her lips grazing his in a playful kiss as she smeared her cum-slick hand across his back—a fleeting claim. “Taylor,” he murmured, voice light now, teasing, “what did you just do?” She giggled, her tone a girlish taunt, “What? I just wiped my hand—what’s wrong with that?” He didn’t care then; she was in his embrace—small, cute, intoxicating—and they drifted toward sleep, side by side, face to face on the vast mattress, their breaths tangling in the Sunday afternoon hush.

But as her eyes fluttered shut, a shadow crept into Nathan’s mind. He gazed at her, her beauty serene yet unreadable, and a silent plea rose to God—Did she mean it? Will she truly stop sleeping around? How could he close on her, cage her wildness, ensure she wouldn’t stray again? Would he be forced to hire detectives forever, shadowing her every step till the end of his days? The arousal had ebbed, logic seeping back, cold and clear, and nine words crystallized in his thoughts, a quiet, damning whisper—She did it once—she will do it again.

To be continued.
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Into the Shark’s Den

After 6 months....

Six months had passed in a delicate dance of harmony between Nathan Whitmore and his radiant bride, Taylor, their love having deepened into an unshakable bond that defied the chaos of their past. The ban on her friends entering their home—a decree Nathan had issued in a moment of desperation—had remained unspoken, a silent boundary neither had dared to cross. He had longed to invite them back, to ease the tension that lingered in the air, but had chosen the safety of the status quo, fearing the fracture it might bring. Taylor, ever the enigma, had never mentioned it, her silence having been a testament to the profound understanding that now anchored them. Their connection had blossomed into something sacred, a fortress of trust and surrender that Nathan had guarded with reverent devotion.

Her words, spoken months before, had lingered in his mind, a wisdom that had belied her 18 years and reshaped his understanding of their union. “What did I find in you?” she had whispered, her voice a velvet caress. “Not a fighter who wins brawls, but a man whose every move breeds success. I can close my eyes, even in a desert, and know you’ll lead us to greatness, care for me, guide me to a better life. It’s not the millions you’ve made, honey—it’s my faith you’ll make more, that in a man’s world, you’ll lead, letting me be so feminine, following you blindly to a brighter end.” At first, he had thought it a jest, marveling at her insight, but as time had woven its thread, he had come to believe her utterly. When he had yielded to her rules, she had been a dream—loving, playful, her kisses a melody, her laughter a girlish delight that had seized his heart. Her childish charm, her radiant femininity, had bound him tighter; he had not been able to get enough of her light.

The shadow of doubt that had once haunted him had faded. The private detective, whom he had hired in the weeks after that tormenting night in Germany, had found nothing—no betrayal, only whispers of group studies at Daniel’s dorm, a strip poker game where Taylor had remained chaste, a wild pool party where she had stood pure. “She’s loyal,” the detective had declared, though he had pressed to dig deeper, sensing a crack. Nathan had let him go. Taylor had stumbled once, had confessed, had begged forgiveness, and had risen anew—a loyal wife, his pillar, the keeper of his deepest fears. Now, at nearly 19, she had become his stunningly gorgeous partner, her fidelity a quiet triumph that had steadied him as they stepped into a new chapter together.

8 p.m., Sony Pictures Studios in Culver City, California - Shark Tank

At 6 p.m., the cavernous soundstage of Sony Pictures Studios in Culver City, California, thrummed with a charged anticipation, its sleek set aglow under the searing studio lights as the Sharks awaited their next pitch. Backstage, Nathan Whitmore stood, his tailored navy suit a stark contrast to the nervous quiver in his chest, his palms slick with the weight of the moment. Beside him, Taylor rose onto the tips of her strappy nude heels, the delicate design accentuating her dainty, pedicured feet, her long, shapely legs stretching endlessly beneath the hem of her emerald dress—a satin masterpiece that shimmered with every breath, its deep neckline teasing the soft swell of her breasts, the thin straps slipping over her slender shoulders like whispers of silk. “What’s wrong, honey? What’s got you so worked up?” she asked, her voice a melodic chirp as she pressed a tender kiss to his lips, her lithe arms encircling him in a warm embrace. The scent of jasmine and vanilla swirled around her, a sweet intoxication that mingled with the glossy torrent of her jet-black hair, its silken waves flowing down her back like a raven cascade, brushing against his cheek with a featherlight caress.

“It’s the nerves, baby—the nerves are eating me alive,” Nathan admitted, his voice taut as he drew her closer, his hands tracing the delicate curves of her petite frame, her golden skin radiating a sun-kissed warmth beneath the satin fabric of her dress. Her hazel eyes, wide and luminous, sparkled with a girlish delight, tilting upward to meet his gaze with an adoring glow, her lashes fluttering like delicate wings. “You don’t need to be so nervous, sweetie,” she giggled, her radiant smile blooming across her face, a perfect dimple deepening on her left cheek, her pearly teeth gleaming like pearls against the honeyed sheen of her flawless skin. “We’ve got this—we’re gonna win them over, I just know it.” Her small body pressed against his, her magnetic presence a balm to his fraying nerves, her flowing hair catching the dim light as it spilled over her shoulders in a glossy torrent.

“God, when you say it like that, when you hold me this close, I feel like I could sell sand in the desert—seriously, baby, keep going,” Nathan chuckled, though the tremor in his voice betrayed his unease. His hands roamed her back, feeling the warmth of her sun-kissed skin through the thin straps of her dress, her petite frame fitting perfectly against him as though molded for his embrace. Taylor’s laughter bubbled forth, a playful chime that danced in the air, her long, shapely legs shifting gracefully as she balanced on her heels, their golden hue accentuating every toned curve. “I mean, come on—we’ve practiced so much, over and over. I’ve got the whole script memorized. There’s nothing to worry about,” she reassured him, her voice a soothing melody as she pressed even closer, her body a soft, clinging warmth that enveloped him.

“But these Sharks—they don’t let you get through your script. They cut in, ask hard questions right in the middle,” Nathan countered, his brow creasing with worry. “Most of them are on their way to being billionaires. If they think my idea’s no good, we’re done for.” Taylor’s hazel eyes softened, her lashes casting delicate shadows as she gazed up at him, her lips parting in a teasing smile that showcased her radiant teeth, a vision of youthful allure. “Honey, I’ve told you before, and I’ll say it again—you’ve got something special, something nobody else has. It’s just who you are. You’re gonna go out there and knock their socks off, okay, baby?” Her voice was a tender caress, her golden skin glowing as she leaned into him, her flowing hair brushing his arm with a silken touch, her dimpled smile a constant beacon of her devotion.

A tap on Nathan’s shoulder from one of the audio crew broke their moment, signaling their cue. They began their march toward the stage, hands entwined, the 45-year-old veteran and the girlish beauty beside him, her long, shapely legs striding with a youthful bounce, her heels clicking softly on the floor, accentuating the taut elegance of her calves. Taylor clung to his hand for reassurance, her petite frame pressed close, her emerald dress shimmering with each step, the hem skimming her thighs and revealing the endless stretch of her toned legs. Her hazel eyes darted up to him, wide and adoring, her dimpled smile unwavering as she giggled softly, the epitome of an 18-year-old dream—stunning, flirtatious, and utterly devoted, her beauty a radiant flame as they stepped into the Sharks’ den.

Nathan and Taylor stood at the end of the entrance corridor, poised to march onto the stage, a striking pair under the dim pre-show lighting. Nathan, a 45-year-old veteran in a tailored navy suit, exuded a nervous determination, his salt-and-pepper hair tousled, his broad shoulders tense with anticipation. Beside him, Taylor was an 18-year-old vision of youthful allure, her emerald satin dress clinging to her petite frame, its hem skimming her thighs to reveal her long, shapely legs—endless and toned, their golden hue shimmering as they stretched down to her strappy nude heels, accentuating every curve with a grace that demanded attention.

The ‘live’ sign remained off, signaling a commercial break on the broadcast, the audience sitting in hushed silence as if on cue, all eyes trained on the stage, waiting for the signal to erupt. The moment the live sign flashed red, a wave of applause and cheers filled the studio, the crowd welcoming Nathan and Taylor as they marched hand-in-hand toward the Sharks. A booming voiceover echoed through the soundstage, announcing that this couple was about to unveil an invention that, according to Nathan, would change the game. The music swelled, a dramatic crescendo building with a rhythmic tam-tam tam-tam before fading into silence, leaving the stage charged with anticipation.

Taylor stepped forward first, her jet-black hair cascading in a glossy torrent down her back. Her hazel eyes sparkled with girlish delight as she flashed a radiant smile, the dimple on her left cheek deepening, her pearly teeth gleaming against her sun-kissed, golden skin.

“Hola, I’m Taylor,” she chirped with infectious enthusiasm, her voice a melodic lilt that instantly captivated the room.

Nathan followed, his voice steadier but tinged with nervous energy. “And I’m Nathan. We’re here to present to you our new product—Wipe Away.”

Taylor jumped back in with a bright grin. “And we’re asking for just $400,000 in exchange for 20% of our business!”

Nathan stepped forward with a wry smile. “Everybody has someone they hate,” he said. “It could be a politician, the guy who stole your girlfriend… or even your mother-in-law.”

At that, Victor Kane—the bald man casually holding and sniffing a cigar—burst into laughter. The camera cut to him immediately.

“We all sure do, we all sure do!” he said, chuckling as he encouraged the couple with an approving nod.

“have you ever wished you could wipe your ass with their picture?” Taylor asked, her tone playful yet earnest.

Nathan picked up the cue seamlessly. “I sure did—and that’s exactly why I invented Wipe Away,” he said with conviction. With a practiced motion, he reached into his bag, pulled out a roll of toilet paper, and unwrapped it with a flourish, holding it up proudly for the Sharks to see images of Hitler, Mussolini and kim jong un.

“Now, whenever I want to wipe my ass,” Nathan continued with a grin, “I just log in to Wipe Away, upload up to three images, and voilà—within three days, I get 24 packs of fresh, high-quality toilet paper delivered to my door.”

The camera cut to Ethan Holt, who was holding his papers, shaking his head and laughing, clearly amused. He joined in the chorus of laughter echoing around the room.

Taylor took the moment to bring it home: “We want to see Wipe Away in every home across America.”

“Very nice, very nice,” Victor Kane said, still chuckling. “But tell me—this paper with the color print… is it environmentally friendly? I mean, have you passed all the regulations?”

Nathan nodded with confidence. “Absolutely. We’ve been in the toilet paper business for over a decade now. The trees we use are sourced from sustainably managed forests in Indonesia, certified by the Programme for the Endorsement of Forest Certification (PEFC). This certification ensures that our operations meet stringent environmental, social, and economic standards. Additionally, we comply with Indonesia's Timber Legality Assurance System (SVLK), which guarantees that all timber used is legally harvested and traceable. Our production processes also adhere to the Indonesian Ecolabel certification, confirming our commitment to environmentally friendly practices.”

Victor raised an eyebrow, seemingly impressed. “Well, that’s reassuring to hear.”

Ethan Holt shook his head, grinning as he asked, “You sure those printed images don’t… you know, stain your ass?”

Nathan turned to Taylor with a teasing smile. “Oh, Taylor, you’ve been using this toilet paper a lot. Has it ever dirtied your pretty little behind?”

Taylor giggled, her long, shapely legs shifting as she balanced on her heels, her jet-black hair swaying with the movement, her dimple deepening as she waved playfully to the cameras. “Oh, I’ve been using it with images of my ex-boyfriend—hello, boyfriend,” she chirped, her voice a melodic lilt, before raising her dress with a flirtatious flourish, revealing her perfect, ample ass—two flawless, sun-kissed globes, their curves a tantalizing masterpiece, barely concealed by a tiny micro G-string, the thin black fabric a mere whisper against her golden skin, accentuating the firm, rounded perfection that seemed to defy gravity, each cheek a sculpted work of art that shimmered under the studio lights. The camera zoomed in on her enticing reveal, but the feed was cut immediately, the crowd erupting into cheers and laughter, the energy in the room electric as the exchange continued.

Despite the buzz and entertainment, the energy began to shift. Beneath the surface, it was becoming clear: no one at the table was seriously considering investing $400,000 into a novelty toilet paper brand. It was flashy, funny, and definitely memorable—but financially, it just didn’t add up.

It seemed like everyone was waiting—holding their breath, even—for one man. The most veteran Shark among them.

Rich Carter.

Unlike the others in sharp suits, he sat relaxed in an open white dress shirt, sleeves rolled up, like a man who didn’t need fashion to prove his power. He was all presence.

Rich Carter wasn’t just rich—he was wealth itself. Real estate, oil, shipping, tech—you name it. Everything he touched turned to gold. He’d long since stopped counting the billions. When Rich Carter said a business was good, that was it. No debate. No follow-up questions.

He wasn’t just a man—he was a force of nature. A self-made empire builder who clawed his way from nothing into global dominance. He prowled boardrooms like a lion, and the world bent to his will. If it didn’t, he bent it.

Men respected him. Women adored him. He didn’t ask for attention—he commanded it.

Now, as the laughter in the room died down and the last of the crowd’s cheers faded, Rich Carter leaned forward. No theatrics. No raised voice. Just his eyes—sharp, silver, dangerous—locked on Nathan.

“You’re asking for $400,000 for 20% of the business,” he said quietly, but with the weight of a man who had moved mountains with less. “I’ll give you $1,000,001… for 51%.”

Silence swept across the room like a sudden winter wind. All eyes shifted between Rich and Nathan. A collective intake of breath.

Nathan glanced at Taylor, still holding her hand. Her fingers tightened around his, firm and certain.

He looked back at Rich.

“Deal.”

The word dropped like a stone into still water—quiet but explosive. The room didn’t cheer this time. They just watched, stunned, as Rich Carter nodded once, like a king claiming new territory.

10 minutes later

“You were fantastic,” Taylor chirped, wrapping her arms around Nathan’s neck. “I’m telling you—I’ve never seen such a success.”

Nathan leaned in, his voice low. “Well… I just hope he signs the contract. So far, they’re just words.”

“Baby,” she said, pulling him close with a smile, “you just got a million-dollar injection into your business. And for what? Think about it—just printing images on toilet paper, honey!”

“Yes… but it means I lose control,” Nathan murmured, the weight settling in his chest. “It’s not our company anymore.”

Taylor tilted her head. “So what? He seems like such an honest businessman. Let him take the lead. Just take the back seat for once—and learn from the pros.”

“Oh, so now I’m not a pro enough?” Nathan smiled, a little bitterly.

“Nooo,” she laughed, giving him a playful shove. “Of course you’re a pro. But this guy… I mean, all the Sharks—they’re veterans. Just think about it. You made your millions, while he made billions. There’s a difference. A billion is like, what… a hundred times more than a million? You see my point?”

Nathan couldn’t help but smile at her arithmetic. Not quite right—but it didn’t matter. She didn’t need to be a math expert. She was her—radiant, supportive, and his biggest cheerleader. And for now, that was enough.

It was then that Nathan felt a tap on his shoulder.

He turned—and there he was.

Rich.

Six foot two, built like a freight train. His frame cast a quiet shadow over the conversation. He wore no suit, no tie—just presence. And that ever-calculating smile, like he was already ten moves ahead.

“Wanted to ask you something,” Rich said without introduction. “How much do they tax toilet paper in Germany? You happen to know?”

Nathan blinked, caught completely off guard. “Oh, hi,” he said, reflexively extending his hand.

Rich took it.

Nathan felt it immediately—his own hand, small, almost delicate, swallowed in Rich’s massive grip. There was no malice, but the squeeze had weight. Intentional weight. It was the kind of handshake that said: I don’t need to prove anything… but I could, if I wanted.

The pressure crept in until it hovered just at the edge of pain. Then Rich let go, as if dismissing the whole gesture entirely.

“Yeah, uh… not off the top of my head,” Nathan said, recovering, shaking out the sting subtly. “Can’t remember.”

Rich scratched his head, still thinking. “I believe they charge 25%,” he muttered. “That could be a problem.”

Nathan frowned. “What problem?”

But Rich was elsewhere now—half-talking to himself, calculating risk. “I’ll need to check,” he said absently.

Taylor stood beside Nathan, looking up at Rich. And suddenly, she wasn’t just observing—she was feeling. Something primal stirred inside her. It wasn’t just his size or presence—it was the unapologetic way he cut through pretense. No small talk. No validation. Just raw, focused energy.

Her body responded before her thoughts did. A flush spread across her chest, and she became acutely aware of the cool air against her blouse. Her nipples stiffened, tightening against the fabric. She swallowed hard, eyes fixed on a man who hadn’t even looked at her yet.

“We’ll have to think it over,” Rich finally said, still deep in his own analysis.

Nathan’s stomach tightened. “What do you mean think it over?”

Rich looked up. “No, no. I mean the whole thing—the business, the numbers. Everything has to add up.”

He paused, then fixed his gaze on Nathan. “How important is this to you?”

“Very,” Taylor answered before Nathan could speak, her voice low but bright with emotion.

Rich glanced at her for the first time—briefly—and gave a short, dry chuckle. “Seems like your wife here is... overenthusiastic.”

Nathan forced a smile. “Oh yes, she’s very supportive.”

Rich nodded, half to himself. “Support is good. But… everything we do has to make sense.” His tone sharpened. “Business-wise.”

“Does this mean you’re backing off?” Nathan asked, his voice quieter now, tinged with concern.

Rich looked at him, then chuckled lightly. “No, no—I’m with you, Nathan. Just thinking out loud.”

Then, without missing a beat: “Anyway… how about a late dinner? Just us and our spouses.”

“Oh—you mean now?” Nathan asked, a little surprised.

“Yeah,” Rich nodded casually. “I’ll take you to the Apex Society Club. It’s downtown. Five minutes away, no biggie. We’ll take my helicopter.”

Nathan hesitated. “Hmm… After tonight, I thought Taylor and I might just chill a bit—you know? It’s been kind of stressful.”

“That makes sense,” Rich replied with a nod. “Anyway, nice talking to you, Nathan.” He turned to Taylor, gave a polite, subtle bow. “Ma’am,” he said, and with that, he turned and walked toward the elevator.

Nathan watched him go, feeling a strange mixture of relief and regret.

Then came Taylor.

“A helicopter ride—and you dismiss it?” she said, her voice sharp. “Nathan, what on earth were you thinking? I want the helicopter. I want it now now now!”

She stomped her foot on the ground in a fit of playful frustration, her tone almost childish—but her eyes glittered with something deeper. Desire. Curiosity. Maybe even hunger.

“Geez, you’re such a girl sometimes,” Nathan muttered, already following after Rich.

As the elevator doors began to close, he caught up. “On second thought,” Nathan called out, “my wife really wanted us to accept your invitation.”

Rich turned, a knowing smile spreading across his face. “Ah, oh yes. Yes, of course. Be my guests.”

He pressed the button for the top floor. “You’re going to love it. The Apex Club sits right at the top of the Wilshire Grand Center—private, elegant, spectacular view.”

They stepped into the elevator.

“Come,” Rich said, motioning toward the rooftop access. His pilot was already waiting on the helipad, standing by the sleek black chopper, blades slowly beginning to turn.

“Just a short ride,” Rich said over the hum. “But a memorable one.”

Taylor clutched Nathan’s arm, eyes wide with excitement.

Nathan stepped onto the helipad, the whir of the blades growing louder, chopping through the air like some mechanical omen. He squinted into the wind, hand instinctively reaching back for Taylor’s. She took it—warm, eager, buzzing with excitement. But Nathan’s mind wasn’t in the sky yet. It was back on the ground, sifting through the rules he’d lived by for years. Going with a business partner to his playground meant negotiating on his terms. That was Business 101. You don’t follow, not unless you’re ready to be led. And Rich was playing the role perfectly—feigning hesitation, asking loaded questions, backing off just enough to make them chase him. That was a classic tactic. Create scarcity. Control the frame. Make them feel grateful for the privilege. Nathan had used it himself in smaller deals. But now he was on the receiving end, and he could feel it happening. Rich wasn’t second-guessing the deal—he was testing them. Seeing how badly they wanted it. And Nathan? He had just blinked.

And yet… maybe Taylor’s excitement was worth it. As the helicopter lifted off, Nathan glanced at her. She was pressed against the window, wide-eyed, staring down at the city unfurling like a lit-up maze below. From the side, her face was luminous—majestic in its wonder, untouched by cynicism. She had grown up with nothing—eight siblings crammed into a two-room house—and now here she was, flying above Los Angeles like a queen. He felt her squeeze his hand again, and when he looked at her, she looked up at him, eyes shining. “Wow… this is amazing. It’s like a dream.” He smiled, brushing a loose strand of hair from her cheek. “Yes, baby, it is a dream,” he said, voice low, warm—almost like a sugar daddy entertaining his princess. But deep down he knew the truth: this little lady, so small and sweet, could flip the dynamic in a heartbeat. She could turn the dream around and have him dancing to her tune if she ever wanted to. “Yes,” he added, quieter this time, eyes locked on hers. “It’s a dream… to be with you.”
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Nathan’s hand rested at Taylor’s waist, fingers pressing into the emerald satin of her dress where it cinched her slender form. She sat transfixed; her face pressed to the helicopter’s window, eyes wide as the city unfurled below—a glittering expanse she had never witnessed from such heights. Never before had she soared in a machine like this, blades slicing the night with mechanical grace. Her voice pierced the roar of the engine as she thrust a finger toward the glass. “What’s that building—the one with the dome shining over there?” she cried, her tone a blend of wonder and urgency.

Nathan leaned forward, his voice rising to reach Rich over the din. “What’s that place with the dome glowing in the distance?” Rich turned his head, his gaze fixed on Nathan alone, Taylor a mere shadow in his periphery. “That’s the Griffith Observatory,” he replied, his words clipped and assured. “A fine spot. I’ll swing us closer for a look.” With a deft motion, he nudged the controls, tilting the chopper to the right in a smooth arc. Taylor’s squeal erupted, a high-pitched delight. “Hooo-weee! Nathan, Nathan—look, look!” she exclaimed, her hands clapping against the glass.

Nathan spared the view a glance, unimpressed—such flights were not new to him—but her excitement stirred his blood. She resembled a child lost in a fairy tale, Alice tumbling through a wonderland of light and steel. Her joy eclipsed the panorama beyond, rendering it trivial beside her radiant fervor. Rich’s voice boomed again, cutting through the hum. “There’s the Wilshire Grand Center, dead ahead. Our landing spot.” Taylor twisted toward Nathan, her hazel eyes ablaze. “No, no—tell him I want more! Tell him to take us on a tour!” she demanded, her tone insistent, almost petulant.

Nathan chuckled, a fatherly warmth threading his amusement as he patted her arm. “Baby, do you have any idea what an hour in this thing costs? We can’t ask him to circle the sky all night.” But Taylor’s face hardened, unswayed, her voice rising as she leaned toward the window. “Do as I say, Nathan—ask him!” she commanded, her words a whipcrack of resolve. Nathan sighed, then called out, “Hey, Rich—my wife wonders if you’d mind not landing right away. She’d love a little tour instead. Hope that’s not too bold to ask.”

Rich’s laughter rumbled, deep and indulgent. “Of course, be my guests,” he said, easing the helicopter into a wider sweep. Taylor’s cry rang out anew—“Ho-weee!”—as Rich pointed again, his focus still locked on Nathan. “See that tower with the green crown glowing down there? That’s the U.S. Bank Tower,” he declared. Nathan nodded, peering out. “Ah, yes—see, Taylor, honey? He says it’s the U.S. Bank Tower.” Her small finger jabbed at the glass, tracing the light. “Oh, there—oh, wow, so beautiful!” she gasped, her voice trembling with awe.

Rich turned then, his tone shifting to practicality. “I’ll take you up again later for a proper tour, if you’re not too weary. Tatiana’s waiting below, though, and I’d hate for dinner to cool.” Taylor’s expression betrayed no interest in his reasoning—his words washed over her, unnoticed. She remained Nathan’s companion, a jewel on his arm, and Rich, it seemed, reserved his discourse for men, dismissing her as scenery. The chopper descended, blades slowing as it kissed the helipad atop the Wilshire Grand Center. Rich stepped out first, extending a firm hand to Nathan, who accepted the grip with a nod. Then, with a courteous tilt, Rich offered his palm to Taylor, guiding her to the ground. “Wow, that was fun—thank you, Rich, thank you so much!” she beamed, her smile a burst of light aimed at the towering man.

Rich flashed Taylor a brief, courteous smile, then clapped an arm around Nathan’s shoulder, guiding him forward with an effortless nudge. “Come inside, old boy—let me show you the place,” he murmured, his voice a velvet command that brooked no dissent. Taylor followed, her strappy nude heels tapping the rooftop helipad, her emerald dress billowing in the night breeze—a vision still dazed from the sky’s embrace. A glass portal loomed ahead, where a private elevator stood sentinel, its biometric panel winking under the stars—a mute guardian to the Apex Society Club, sprawled across the top three floors of the Wilshire Grand Center.

No common haunt, this domain rose as a citadel of privilege, open only to those whose fortunes dwarfed mere millions, each soul handpicked by a shadowy tribunal of the world’s uppermost echelon. As they stepped within, black marble floors unfurled beneath their feet, polished to a mirror’s gleam, reflecting the prismatic dance of custom chandeliers overhead. Swarovski crystals dangled in lavish clusters, scattering light like captured stars across the expanse. Walls of glass soared to the ceiling, framing Los Angeles in a breathtaking sweep—its twinkling arteries pulsing far below, a kingdom rendered insignificant by the tower’s height. A wraparound terrace, its floor warmed by unseen heat, beckoned beyond, promising a perch where titans could survey their dominion undisturbed.

Men in tailored tuxedos drifted through the space, their ties knotted with precision, their cufflinks glinting like tiny beacons of power. Women adorned in couture glided beside them, diamonds flashing at their throats, their laughter a soft chime against the murmur of deal-making. These were no ordinary souls—hedge fund barons, tech emperors, global potentates—figures who bent markets and nations with a word, their presence a testament to wealth that needed no proclamation. The air thrummed with authority, each breath laced with the scent of leather and rare cologne, a fragrance of supremacy that hung heavy and unspoken.

Taylor’s mouth fell open, her jaw slack as she absorbed the scene. Her hazel eyes widened, darting from the crystalline glow above to the endless glass revealing the city’s sprawl. She turned in slow circles, her petite frame swaying in the emerald dress, lips parted as if to drink in the grandeur. It felt like stepping into a fantasy—a world too extravagant to be real, where fairy tales found concrete form and little girls’ dreams shimmered beneath chandeliers. Never had she witnessed such excess—wealth so vast it mocked the very notion of limits. Nathan watched her, transfixed by the wonder blooming across her face, yet somewhere deep within, a chill stirred. Her awe was pure, unfiltered, but for him, the spectacle landed differently—thrilling, yes, but also sobering. A business pitch had become a summons, and now they stood here—guests in a realm ruled by giants. He couldn't shake the feeling that something had shifted irreversibly, that they’d crossed into a game far larger than either of them understood. What had once been his success, his capacity to rise, now paled beside this fortress in the clouds. And Taylor, his radiant muse, stood at its center—entranced, exalted. Perhaps already claimed.

Rich led the way, his arm still draped across Nathan’s shoulder, a gesture of camaraderie that carried an unspoken weight. Then he stepped aside, releasing Nathan with a casual nod. Nathan turned, offering his hand to Taylor, whose strappy nude heels clicked uncertainly against the marble. She gripped his fingers, her emerald dress swaying as she steadied herself, her hazel eyes darting about in unabashed wonder. Rich’s voice rolled forth, smooth as aged bourbon. “You’d never guess how many empires began right here, Nathan. This is where men who shape the world cross paths—moguls, visionaries, the kind who don’t wait for opportunity but forge it.”

He gestured toward a corner where shelves climbed from floor to ceiling, each groaning under the weight of leather-bound volumes—a library unrivaled in Los Angeles. Plush couches sprawled before them, their velvet curves an invitation to linger. Taylor’s lips parted, her breath catching. “Good heavens, with couches like those, why wouldn’t a man read all day?” she marveled, her tone a mix of jest and awe. Nathan suppressed a smile—her fourth-tier college, a place of rote lectures and dim ambitions, had never kindled such enthusiasm in her. Books were definitely not her altar.

Rich pressed on, his stride unhurried. “Upstairs lies a gymnasium fit for kings—every machine a marvel. And above that, the observatory.” Taylor’s head tilted, curiosity piqued. “Observatory? For what?” she asked, her voice a chirp against the grandeur. Rich glanced at Nathan, bypassing her once more. “For the stars, of course,” he replied, his tone matter-of-fact. “We’re atop the roof—nothing between us and the heavens. I’ll show you later, perhaps.” He waved a hand toward the next expanse, where a restaurant unfurled—tables aglow with candlelight, the air alive with murmured deals and the clink of crystal. “Here, as you see, it’s not just dining and business. They dance, too,” he chuckled, a low rumble of amusement.

Rich gestured toward the restaurant, a cavern of elegance where candlelight flickered across crystal stemware. “Here we are,” he declared, his tone a blend of pride and nonchalance. Taylor’s mouth fell open, her hazel eyes wide as she watched male waiters glide between tables, their trays balanced with effortless grace. Guests dined in murmured symphony—men in tuxedos, women in glittering gowns—while others swayed on a polished dance floor nearby. Rich pointed to an orchestra tucked in a corner, their strings weaving a melody through the air. “People don’t come here merely to dine or barter over business and politics,” he said, his voice smooth as aged oak. “They come to savor life itself.”

Nathan nodded, his gaze sweeping the scene. “The sound system—truly remarkable, Rich,” he remarked, admiration threading his words. Taylor’s face lit up, her dimple deepening as she clapped her hands. “Oh, I know this song—how I adore dancing!” she exclaimed, her voice a chime of delight. Rich chuckled, then led them to a round table where a woman rose to meet them, her presence a storm that stole the air.

Tatiana rose from her seat, unfolding to her full height—an imposing 5'10", made taller still by black designer stilettos that clicked with authority against the marble floor—as a vision of mature, unapologetic allure, her aura a tempest of sensuality that demanded worship. Auburn hair fell in loose waves to her shoulders, its rich hue catching the candlelight like burnished copper, framing a face of regal beauty—high cheekbones, a knowing smirk, and eyes that gleamed with the wisdom of a woman who had conquered countless battlefields of desire. Her skin, a creamy expanse, glowed with the warmth of experience, a canvas for the weapon she wielded with devastating precision: her breasts, impossibly large, a marvel of nature that dominated her silhouette. They swelled beneath a black satin evening dress, the fabric clinging to her voluptuous curves like a second skin, its plunging neckline a daring abyss that revealed a scandalous expanse of cleavage. The cut was deliberate, covering just enough to shield her nipples while leaving the rest bare—an invitation, a challenge, a taunt to any man who dared meet her gaze. Long sleeves balanced the audacity, but the dress molded to her form, accentuating the hourglass of her waist and the generous flare of her hips, a testament to her unyielding femininity.

Nathan froze, his breath catching as his eyes betrayed him, darting to the shimmering expanse of her bosom before snapping back to her face. A flush crept up his neck, his mind a battlefield—propriety warring with a primal urge. Her breasts loomed as a silent scandal, their satin sheen a beacon that begged to be grasped, worshipped, yet remained untouchable. She knew the power she held, flaunting her assets with a calculated ease, her posture a subtle arch that thrust them forward, daring him to look away. He clenched his jaw, forcing his gaze to her eyes, but the effort left him dizzy, arousal coiling low in his gut, confusion clouding his thoughts. She was a riddle of desire, a woman who brought scandal to his doorstep and left him floundering in its wake.

“So delightful to meet you both,” Tatiana purred, her voice a velvet caress that sent a shiver down Nathan’s spine. She gestured to Taylor, her movements fluid as she took the younger woman’s hand, rubbing it with a tender touch before guiding her to sit at her left. Then she turned to Nathan, her smirk deepening as she motioned him to her right. Rich took his place across from her, a king presiding over his court. “Did you enjoy your helicopter ride, my dear?” Tatiana asked, her gaze settling on Taylor.

Taylor beamed, her pearly teeth gleaming against the honeyed glow of her skin. “Oh, yes—truly marvelous!” she replied, her voice a burst of joy. Rich leaned forward, his steel-cold eyes softening as they flicked between Nathan and Taylor. “This is Tatiana, the true love of my life,” he declared, his tone rich with devotion. “It took me four decades of chasing the wrong women—even wedding one—to realize that for me, Tatiana is perfection itself.”

Tatiana’s laughter rippled, a sultry chime. “And Rich ensures I blush every time he presents me so,” she teased, her eyes glinting with amusement. Rich continued, his voice a warm command. “And now, for our dear guests, whom I met an hour ago at the Shark Tank—here is the radiant Taylor, wed to Nathan, a man in the final stages of negotiating the terms of his latest venture with me, the one he pitched so boldly on the show. Two fine souls I’m eager to share this evening with.”

A stern waiter approached, his black uniform crisp as he laid ornate menus before each of the four with practiced precision. The wine menu, a leather-bound tome, he presented to Rich alone.

Rich donned his glasses, peering at the pages with a discerning eye, then flashed a benevolent smile.

“Perhaps Taylor might choose our wine this evening,” he suggested, passing the menu to her with a gracious nod, his gaze warm and paternal.

Tatiana’s voice flowed in immediately, smooth and silken. “Oh, that’s a wonderful idea, Rich. Taylor should definitely choose for all of us—such a lovely way to begin,” she purred, her tone laced with encouragement that shimmered like a compliment but carried the weight of a decree.

Then, turning toward Nathan, her smile deepened, a quiet spark in her eyes. “Wouldn’t you agree, Nathan?”

He hesitated a beat too long. “Of course,” he replied, his voice low, almost reverent, as if echoing a sentiment already decided.

Tatiana’s attention lingered on him a moment longer, her gaze soft but possessive, like a teacher pleased by a student’s obedience, before drifting back to Taylor.

“Go on, darling,” she coaxed, her fingers resting lightly on Taylor’s wrist, “choose something that speaks to your spirit.”

Taylor accepted the menu, her fingers trembling as she opened it. Her hazel eyes widened, a gasp escaping her lips. “It says here $9,000 for this bottle—and $11,000 for that one! Is this truly the price for a single bottle?” she asked, her voice a blend of innocence and disbelief. Rich’s smile deepened, a flicker of amusement dancing in his steel-cold eyes. He recognized her inexperience in such circles, but found it charming. “No, no, Taylor—pay no mind to the cost, dear. Simply choose whichever wine catches your fancy,” he assured her, his tone a velvet caress.

Nathan, meanwhile, sat stunned, his gaze darting to the menu in Taylor’s hands. A few items leapt out—Kobe beef tartare at $450, a Beluga caviar tasting for $1,200, a truffle-dusted langoustine dish at $600—prices that turned his stomach with their extravagance. Taylor, overcoming her initial shock, traced a finger down the list, her voice hesitant as she read a name with careful deliberation. “Château Petrus 2010—is this a red wine?” she inquired, her brow furrowing.

Rich leaned closer, his glasses glinting as he peered at the menu beside her. “Indeed, Taylor, it is,” he confirmed, his voice a low rumble. Nathan watched, a knot of unease tightening in his chest. Rich’s proximity to Taylor, the way his finger hovered near hers as they studied the page, felt too intimate, too deliberate. Rich straightened, and Taylor’s voice piped up again, slow and curious. “And this one—Screaming Eagle Cabernet Sauvignon 2016?” she asked, her eyes lifting to his.

Rich remained upright this time, his tone measured. “That’s a red as well, but it carries a bolder edge, with notes of blackberry and graphite, compared to the Petrus, which offers a silkier palate—plum and truffle, a touch of earth.” He tilted his head, his gaze appraising. “Do you prefer your reds with a robust bite or a more delicate finish?”

Taylor’s laughter bubbled forth, her dimples blooming, her pearly teeth a gleaming contrast to the flush creeping across her cheeks. “Well, I didn’t even know there were such distinctions in red wine,” she admitted, her voice tinged with embarrassment. “I feel so foolish!” Her blush deepened, a rosy glow that made her appear both spoiled and endearing.

Rich waved a hand, his smile indulgent. “No need for shame, dear. In that case, we’ll have the Screaming Eagle—it’s the pricier of the two, and for good reason. Its depth is unparalleled, a symphony of cassis and oak that lingers like a lover’s whisper,” he declared, handing the menu back to the waiter. Taylor’s eyes widened further. “Oh, oh,” she murmured, her awe palpable.

In moments, the waiter returned, presenting a $11,000 bottle of Screaming Eagle Cabernet Sauvignon 2016. He uncorked it with a deft hand, pouring a small measure for Rich to taste. Taylor watched, her curiosity unbridled. “And if it’s not good—not to your liking—you send it back?” she asked, her tone guileless. Rich chuckled, a deep, resonant sound, while the waiter suppressed a smile. “Indeed, I would return it, but that has never occurred,” Rich replied, swirling the glass with confidence.

“Then why taste it at all?” she pressed, her innocence a subtle challenge.

Rich’s gaze softened, his smile taking on a new warmth as he looked at her, as if seeing her anew. “Because for a princess like you, only the finest will do,” he said, his voice a velvet promise.

Nathan’s stomach twisted, a blade of jealousy slicing through him. He hadn’t expected this—an older man, a billionaire no less, lavishing attention on his wife with such effortless charm. Relax, Nathan, he told himself. This isn’t flirting. It’s just education. Refinement. But the knot in his gut told a different story.

He glanced at Tatiana, hoping for some shared acknowledgment, a flicker of discomfort or restraint. Instead, he found her watching the exchange with quiet delight, a soft smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. She looked positively entertained, as though watching her husband enchant another woman was a pleasant indulgence.

Nathan blinked, disoriented. Somehow, he had become the quiet spectator at his own table—present, but not essential. A shadow beneath Tatiana’s poise. A husband in name, perhaps, but in this world, no longer the star of his own stage.

Tatiana’s voice broke the tension, her tone a sultry murmur. “You have a charming wife, Nathan—so lovely, so radiant,” she said, her eyes glinting as she observed Taylor. Taylor’s blush deepened, her smile shy. “Thank you, Tatiana—I’m simply being myself,” she replied, her voice a soft melody. Nathan forced a nod, his mind still reeling, caught between Tatiana’s disarming presence and Rich’s easy charm—a dance of power and desire that left him teetering on the edge.

30 minutes later

The table bore the remnants of a lavish meal, plates cleared save for the dessert—a decadent Chocolate Lava Cake with Gold Leaf, its molten center now a memory on their palates. Rich dabbed his mouth with a linen napkin, his steel-cold eyes darting between Nathan and Taylor with a host’s practiced warmth.

“Did you both enjoy the evening’s fare?” he inquired, his voice a low rumble.

Nathan parted his lips, the beginnings of a polite response forming in his mind—something gracious, appropriately worded. But before the words could take shape, Taylor leaned in, her voice bubbling forth like champagne.

“Oh, yes—immensely,” she said, her dimples blooming as she beamed at him. “The cake was divine, Rich—thank you.” Her hazel eyes sparkled, her jet-black hair catching the candlelight as she tilted her head, a vision of youthful radiance.

Rich’s gaze softened, a flicker of curiosity dancing in his expression. He didn’t wait for Nathan’s voice to re-enter the conversation.

“Taylor, I couldn’t help but notice your nails,” he began, his tone rich with intrigue. “They’re exquisite—a true work of art. Did you have them done for the occasion?”

Taylor shook her head, her pearly teeth gleaming as her smile widened. “No, I created them myself,” she declared, her voice a melodic chime of pride. “I never let anyone touch my nails—it’s my sanctuary, my therapy. There’s something so calming about losing myself in the process, building each design from nothing.”

Rich leaned forward, his interest palpable. “That’s remarkable,” he murmured, his glasses glinting as he studied the 3D floral designs on her ring and middle fingers, their encapsulated petals shimmering under the restaurant’s glow. “Who taught you such a skill?”

“My aunt,” Taylor replied, her tone softening with memory. “I grew up in a house of eight siblings, scraping by on nothing—poverty was our constant shadow. My aunt showed me the basics when I was a girl, and I took to it like a flame. By 16, I had ten clients, charging $80 a set for building nails. People paid without hesitation—can you imagine? That was a fortune to me back then.”

Rich nodded, his expression one of genuine accord. “A fortune indeed,” he agreed, his voice a warm echo of her sentiment. “You turned necessity into art—a rare gift.” He extended a hand, his movements deliberate. “May I see them closer? Do you permit it?”

Taylor hesitated for a heartbeat, then placed her small hand in his, her fingers delicate against his broad palm. Rich traced the 3D structure of a flower with a gentle touch, his thumb brushing the back of her hand in a slow, caressing motion. “How do you craft these flowers?” he asked, his tone a blend of curiosity and reverence. “What holds them in place?”

Nathan felt the walls of the restaurant close in, a suffocating weight pressing on his chest. Rich’s touch, so careful yet so intimate, was a flirtation cloaked as innocence—and yet it burned. Taylor’s voice remained bright, her enthusiasm undimmed as she answered, oblivious to the storm brewing in her husband. “I sculpt them with builder gel, shaping each petal by hand,” she explained, her words flowing as Rich’s thumb continued its tender caress. “Then I use a special gel glue to secure them before encapsulating the whole design—it gives them that raised, glassy look.”

Her cheeks flushed, a rosy glow that betrayed her enjoyment of his touch. She darted a quick glance at Nathan, her hazel eyes seeking to reassure him, but to him, it was a confirmation—a silent admission of the arousal flickering within her. Nathan’s stomach churned, the fear that she might fall for this billionaire titan gnawing at his core.

Rich’s attention never wavered, his focus a spotlight on Taylor’s craft. As her explanation waned, he still held her hand, his thumb lingering on her skin. Taylor’s voice softened, a note of wonder threading through it. “No one has ever paid such detailed attention to my nails—to the work I pour into them,” she said, her gaze flickering to Rich with gratitude. “It means so much.”

Rich tilted his head, a smile playing at his lips. “Surely your husband does,” he remarked, his tone a gentle prod. Taylor glanced at Nathan, her smile warm but tinged with a subtle distance. “He does, of course,” she replied, her voice a touch hesitant. “But not to the technical depths, you know? Nathan adores the result, but the process—it’s not quite his realm.”

Nathan’s hands fidgeted under the table. He longed to speak, to say something—anything—but he knew better. One of Taylor’s rules, clearly agreed upon and never once challenged, forbade him from interrupting when she was engaged in meaningful conversation. If he had to speak, he was to raise a finger like a good little pupil in a classroom. The thought of doing so here, in front of Rich and Tatiana, made his throat tighten with shame.

So he stayed silent, the air thick around him, his gaze flickering helplessly between their entwined hands—and then, lower.

Just for a breath, his eyes dipped to the generous swell of Tatiana’s breasts, the black satin of her dress hugging them like liquid night. He hadn’t meant to—God, he hadn’t—but they were impossible, impossibly present. A monument of femininity and raw, hypnotic power.

And she saw him.

Her head tilted ever so slightly toward him, her voice slipping under the conversation like a hush only he could hear.

“Nathan, sweetheart… are you feeling alright?” she asked, her tone gentle, motherly, laced with real concern. “Perhaps the food didn’t sit well with you?”

He blinked, startled, his cheeks burning. “I’m fine,” he murmured. “Just… a bit anxious, that’s all.”

Tatiana’s full lips curled into a soft smile, and she laid her hand lightly on his forearm, the weight both comforting and condescending. “There’s no need for anxiety, darling. We’re all just human here. And if anything is ever troubling you, remember—you can talk to Tatiana. Always.”

The way she referred to herself in the third person made his chest constrict further.

“Would you like me to have the rest of your meal boxed up?” she added sweetly. “We can ask the waiters to prepare a little doggie bag… something you can take home. Later, when you’re calmer, you might enjoy it more.”

Nathan nodded stiffly, humiliated, the word doggie echoing in his head like a whisper laced with iron.

Rich rose from his seat, his movements fluid as he rounded the table to Tatiana’s side. He extended a hand, lifting her with an effortless grace. “Care to dance with me, my love?” he asked, his voice a velvet invitation. He glanced at Nathan and Taylor, a courteous smile on his lips. “I hope you don’t mind—this orchestra is too fine to resist, a chance to savor life’s pleasures.” With that, he led Tatiana to the center of the restaurant, joining the other couples swaying to a vibrant salsa rhythm, their bodies moving with an infectious energy.

Nathan and Taylor remained at the table, seated across from each other. She lifted her radiant face to him, her hazel eyes sparkling with anticipation, her jet-black hair cascading over her shoulders. “Well, aren’t you going to ask me for a dance, even a brief one?” she inquired, her tone a playful challenge, her dimples deepening with her smile.

Nathan shifted, a wry chuckle escaping him. “It seems rather foolish, doesn’t it? People dine like civilized beings, then step ten feet away to shake their bodies,” he remarked, his voice tinged with reluctance. Taylor’s expression faltered, a shadow crossing her features. “What’s wrong with that?” she asked, her voice dropping, disappointment lacing her words.

Nathan sensed the shift in Taylor’s mood, a storm brewing behind her hazel eyes, and hastened to mend his words. “Of course not, baby—I was only teasing,” he said, his voice urgent as he rose from his seat. But Taylor had already stood, her emerald dress shimmering with each defiant step, her jaw set in frustration. “No, you weren’t,” she retorted, her tone sharp with resolve. “If you won’t embrace the joys life offers, Nathan, I’ll dance alone—why must you always hold back, darling?” She turned toward the dance floor, her movements a declaration of independence, ready to join the crowd without him.

Nathan’s heart lurched, and he darted around the table with a speed born of desperation, his hand reaching for hers before she could slip away. “No, no, baby—wait, I’m coming with you,” he pleaded, his voice a mix of apology and urgency. Taylor paused, her gaze flickering back to him, then took his hand with a firm grip, leading him into the crowd, her stride resolute, her anger still simmering beneath her radiant exterior.

On the dance floor, Taylor surrendered to the salsa’s rhythm, her body moving with a sensual grace that turned heads. Her hips swayed, her long legs a vision in her strappy heels, and her emerald dress clung to her curves, accentuating every motion. Nathan attempted to match her, his steps awkward and unpracticed, a stark contrast to her effortless allure. Men in their vicinity cast fleeting glances at Taylor’s beauty, their eyes lingering on her radiant form. As always, this stirred a rooster’s pride in Nathan—a swell of vanity for possessing such a trophy wife, her magnetism a crown he wore with both triumph and trepidation.

Taylor’s gaze drifted to the center of the dance floor, her lips curving into a smile. “Your business colleague certainly knows how to dance—look at him,” she remarked, her voice a blend of admiration and teasing as she nodded toward Rich, who moved with Tatiana in perfect harmony, their bodies swaying to the salsa’s rhythm.

Nathan followed her gaze, and for a moment, he had to admit—it was mesmerizing. Rich’s hands were sure, his steps smooth, his body leading Tatiana with a quiet authority that felt almost choreographed. They weren’t just dancing—they were performing, effortlessly elegant, as though they had done this together a thousand times before.

Then Tatiana leaned in, her lips brushing the edge of Rich’s ear. She whispered something, and he grinned wide, the kind of grin men wear when they’re being told something delicious. He whispered back, and Tatiana’s laugh rang out, soft but genuine. Her gaze, fleeting and amused, flicked across the room—directly toward Nathan and Taylor.

Nathan stiffened.

Were they talking about him? About Taylor? About both of them? The idea clawed at his nerves, feeding the quiet paranoia that had simmered beneath his skin all evening. They had their own rhythm, their own secrets. And suddenly, he felt like an intruder in a room where everyone else knew the rules. The laughing, the perfect dancing, the shared glances—it all painted him as something smaller. A spectator. A child among adults, once again.

Nathan’s jaw clenched, a flare of irritation igniting within him. “Yes, he knows how to dance, how to charm, how to fuck whoever he pleases,” he snapped, his words raw with self-pity, the vulgarity a sharp edge to his frustration.

Taylor’s face darkened, her movements slowing as the salsa rhythm pulsed around them. “Nathan, why must you speak to me like that?” she asked, her voice a mix of hurt and reproach, her hazel eyes narrowing with displeasure. “What did I say?” he countered, feigning ignorance, though his voice quivered with emotion. “You started with ‘he knows how to fuck whoever he pleases,’ drowning in that self-pity of yours, baby—I won’t stand for it,” she replied, her words sharp, her gaze piercing through him.

Nathan’s expression crumpled, a flush of shame rising to his cheeks. “I’m sorry—I couldn’t help it,” he murmured, his voice barely audible over the music. Taylor’s gaze softened, but her voice carried a warning, laced with a playful edge. “You’ll earn yourself a night in the guest bathroom when we return home,” she said, her tone firm, a reminder of the punishment she wielded—hours confined in that cold, tiled space, sometimes stripped bare, a jail of her making to bend him to her will. Nathan’s eyes widened, a flicker of dread crossing his face. “But why—what did I say?” he protested, his voice rising in panic. “You implied he’s skilled in bed, Nathan—who cares if he is or isn’t?” she asked, her voice a quiet challenge, her hazel eyes glinting with authority.

Nathan’s throat tightened, self-pity welling in his chest, tears pricking his eyes as he struggled to speak. “Well, let’s be honest—” he began, his voice breaking. Taylor stepped closer, her hands resting on his arms as the music shifted to a slow waltz, the orchestra’s strings weaving a tender melody. “What is it, baby?” she urged, her voice a soothing balm. “Nothing,” he muttered, turning his face away. “Tell me, darling,” she pressed, her tone insistent.

The words spilled from him, raw and trembling, as they swayed to the waltz. “No one can fathom how deeply I love you,” he said, a sob catching in his throat. Taylor’s brow furrowed. “But I know—what do you mean ‘no one’?” she asked, her voice a whisper. “I mean, aside from you,” Nathan clarified, his eyes glistening. “To Rich, you’re just another conquest, but to me, you’re my entire world.”

Taylor’s expression softened, a tender smile curving her lips. “Oh, baby—he wasn’t even flirting with me,” she reassured him, her hands sliding up to his shoulders. Nathan shook his head, his voice a strained whisper. “He was, Taylor—he did, and so does every man you cross paths with. They all want to end up in your bed.” Her gaze held his, steady and knowing. “And do they?” she asked, her tone a quiet challenge.

Nathan faltered, his words trailing off. “I know, I know—they don’t,” he admitted, his voice cracking with emotion. “It’s just that even I—I never get the chance to…” He stopped, unable to finish, his eyes glistening with unshed tears. Taylor completed his thought, her voice a sultry murmur as her hands tightened on his shoulders. “To make love to me, to claim me,” she said, her tone a velvet caress. “But you do, baby—in so many other ways. You’re my devoted servant, aren’t you? You give me what I crave, worshipping me as I desire. You should take pride in that, darling—be grateful I let you kneel at my feet and suck my toes, a privilege no other man has ever tasted, don’t you think?”

Nathan nodded, his tears subsiding as her words sank in. “I suppose you’re right,” he murmured, his voice steadier. “I suppose you’re right.”

Taylor’s smile widened, her dimples a beacon of warmth, but her tone was firm, unwavering. “Of course I’m right, baby. And I know you’re with me on this—I just know it. I know you understand what a privilege it is for a man like you to be near me… to serve me… to be allowed the honor of sucking my toes when I offer them to you.”

She leaned in, her hazel eyes piercing his with quiet power. “You’re with me on this, yes? Nathan? Say it.”

He swallowed, his voice trembling as it emerged. “I’m totally with you. Totally. To the point where I’m shivering.”

Taylor studied him, her gaze searching his face for sincerity. Whatever she saw satisfied her. She exhaled, her voice softening.

“Now hold me close. Hug me, Nathan. And stop fussing.”

She wrapped her arms around him with a fierce grip, her petite frame pressing against his with a strength that belied her size. Nathan melted into her embrace, feeling her claim him all over again. For a moment, the world beyond their shared dance vanished, leaving only the rhythm of her breath and the relentless thrum of belonging.

A tap on Nathan’s shoulder broke the moment, and he turned to find Rich standing behind him, his steel-cold eyes glinting with intent. “Let’s switch partners for a spell—mind if I borrow your wife?” Rich asked, his tone a velvet command. “You can have my precious Tatiana.” Before Nathan could muster a response, Taylor had already detached from him, her small hand grasping Rich’s extended finger as he drew her into his orbit with effortless charm. She moved to him with an ease that stung, her emerald dress shimmering as they joined the slow waltz.

Tatiana stepped into the frame, her presence a sultry storm as she wrapped her arms around Nathan’s waist, her touch both commanding and inviting. “Care to give me a whirl?” she purred, her voice a velvet caress, a wink flickering in her gaze. “I’m not so terrible, I promise.” With that, the couples parted, leaving Nathan struggling to maintain decorum as his eyes followed Taylor. Rich’s hand settled on her lower back, guiding her with a possessive ease that made Nathan’s chest tighten.

Tatiana followed his gaze, her auburn hair catching the light as she looked up at him. At 48, she was a vision of mature allure, her creamy skin glowing, her black satin dress clinging to her voluptuous curves. The plunging neckline framed her impossibly large breasts, an open expanse that barely covered her nipples, her mommy-level mammaries a provocative field that demanded attention. “Don’t fret over Rich,” she said, her tone soothing yet laced with amusement. “He’s harmless—he simply adores dancing with pretty young girls. Men his age, you know—they feel more alive this way.”

Nathan’s jaw tightened, his voice strained. “Yes, but I didn’t even agree,” he protested, his eyes still locked on Taylor.

Tatiana’s laughter rippled, a sultry chime, as she stepped in closer. With her designer heels, she now stood just above him, her creamy décolletage level with his eyes—a vast, hypnotic swell framed by black satin and glinting candlelight. Her gaze met his from a slight downward angle, serene and knowing, the gentle smirk on her lips deepening the sense that she was the one in charge.

“Oh, you understand how it goes,” she murmured, her voice a teasing lullaby. “There’s always the assumption that when he asks so graciously, you wouldn’t dare refuse.” Her hand slid across his lower back, guiding him subtly into position as they began to move. “Consider it—what if you had said no?”

Nathan frowned, his mind racing. “Well, I didn’t consent,” he insisted. Tatiana’s smile deepened, her hands resting on his shoulders. “But hear me, Nathan—focus on my question. What would happen if you denied my Rich?” she pressed, her tone a quiet challenge. Nathan hesitated, his voice uncertain. “I suppose he’d back off—perhaps offer a playful salute,” he ventured.

“Not my Rich,” Tatiana countered, her voice firm, a hint of pride threading through it. “When my Rich sets his sights on something, he claims it.” Nathan’s heart sank, his voice a whisper. “But she’s my wife.” Tatiana’s gaze softened, but her words held no compromise. “Yes, but Rich isn’t doing anything—he only wanted a dance,” she assured him.

Nathan felt a wave of helplessness, a warmth stirring in his loins as he glanced at Taylor. Rich’s hands had slid lower, now resting on the globes of her ass over her dress, his fingers splayed with a casual intimacy as Taylor wrapped her arms around his neck, clinging closer. Tatiana’s voice drew him back. “Imagine if you’d said no, and Rich had pulled her to him—gentle, but a touch more forceful with you. What a shame that would be,” she mused, her tone a velvet warning. “My Rich is a force—there’s no man who can stand in his way.”

Nathan’s eyes widened, a mix of shock and curiosity in his voice. “And you allow this?” he asked. Tatiana’s smile turned wicked, her hands tightening on his shoulders. “I encourage it,” she declared, her voice a sultry purr. Nathan blinked, his tone incredulous. “You encourage it? But why?”

Her gaze locked onto his, a storm of intent in her eyes. “Because then I can have you all to myself, uninterrupted,” she replied, her words a seductive promise. Nathan’s breath caught, and nature betrayed him—his eyes dropped to the vast expanse of her breasts, an open field framed by her dress, the satin barely covering her nipples, her full, enticing mammaries a siren’s call. He snapped his gaze back to her face, only to find her watching him, a knowing smirk on her lips. “Doesn’t it feel exquisite to be in the company of a woman like me, Nathan?” she asked, her voice a velvet lure.

“It… it confuses my senses,” he admitted, his voice strained, arousal battling with decorum. Tatiana’s smile widened, her eyes glinting with triumph. “You’re neither the first nor the last to savor my presence,” she said, her tone a sultry promise. Nathan swallowed, his mind reeling. “So you and Rich—you’re swingers?” he asked, his voice a mix of shock and curiosity.

Tatiana’s gaze flickered to Rich and Taylor, her smirk deepening. “Well, you could call it that,” she replied, her voice a low murmur. Nathan shook his head, his tone firm. “But we’re not—Taylor is my wife, it’s just us, me and her.” Tatiana’s eyes returned to the dancing couple, her expression unreadable. “From the look of it, I wouldn’t say she shares your view,” she remarked, her words a quiet dagger.

Nathan’s gaze trailed after Tatiana, his chest tightening as Taylor’s laughter rang out, her body pressed against Rich’s in a dance that seared his vision with its intimacy. Rich’s hands caressed her ass, a possessive claim that fueled Nathan’s anguish. Tatiana turned to him, a mischievous smile curving her lips, her auburn hair shimmering in the candlelight. “You don’t seem eager to share a dance with me, do you?” she teased, her voice a sultry whisper. “Let’s return to our seats.” And with that, as if to underscore her words, Tatiana detached from their slow dance embrace, her arms slipping from his shoulders as she turned and walked away, her hips swaying with deliberate grace.

In that moment, her embrace had been an anchor for Nathan—a fleeting refuge amidst the storm of jealousy and fear that consumed him as he watched Taylor with Rich. Though he had known Tatiana for a mere hour, her touch during their dance had grounded him, her warmth a primal comfort that steadied his unraveling nerves. Now, with her sudden withdrawal, his body ached for that connection, a deep mammalian instinct craving the physical contact that had momentarily shielded him from his turmoil. He followed her, a man desperate for that fundamental solace, needing her presence to tether him against the rising tide of his distress.

As they reached the table, Tatiana settled into her chair, while Nathan took his seat to her right. She glanced at him, her eyes glinting with a knowing warmth, and patted the space beside her. “Come, Nathan—move your chair closer, sit next to me,” she urged, her voice a velvet invitation. Nathan hesitated for a heartbeat, then complied, dragging his chair until it rested beside hers, their proximity a balm to his fraying nerves. She took his hands in hers, her fingers warm and firm, caressing his with a tenderness that sent a tremor through him, fulfilling that desperate need for touch. “You love her so much,” she murmured, her tone a velvet caress, her eyes piercing his soul. “I can see it.”

“Yes, I do,” Nathan confessed, his voice breaking as tears brimmed in his eyes. “She consumes my every thought—I can’t escape her.” Tatiana’s gaze softened, her fingers tracing soothing patterns on his hands, her touch a lifeline in his distress. “Yet they’re merely dancing, Nathan, reveling in the moment,” she said, her voice a gentle balm. “You must unwind, release your tension, let yourself breathe—do you see what I mean?”

“I long to release, to find some peace, but I can’t,” Nathan admitted, his voice quivering with desperation. “I hunger for her—she denies me.” Tatiana’s brow lifted, her curiosity piqued. “Denies you? In what way?” she asked, her tone a blend of intrigue and concern.

Nathan’s cheeks burned with shame, his voice a hushed confession. “I’m mortified to share this with… with someone I’ve only just met,” he stammered, his eyes darting away. Tatiana leaned closer, her presence a maternal tempest, her plunging neckline a distracting expanse of creamy skin. “But Nathan, we could become such good friends,” she purred, her voice a seductive promise. “I’m here to hear you, to guide you.”

He swallowed hard, his defenses crumbling. “Since our marriage eight months ago, we haven’t had sex,” he revealed, his voice raw with longing. Tatiana’s eyes gleamed with understanding. “And I sense you yearn for it, ache for it,” she said, her tone a sultry reflection of his desire. “Yes, yes—I do,” Nathan admitted, his voice fracturing. “I ache for her, for her body—I want to be a true husband.”

“Quiet now, Nathan, quiet,” Tatiana murmured, her voice a soothing balm as her hands tightened on his, her touch a steadfast anchor amidst his storm. “At least she isn’t finding comfort in another’s arms.” Nathan’s gaze faltered, his voice tinged with doubt. “I believe not,” he said, his tone uncertain. “I uncovered her betrayal once—she admitted it, begged for absolution, even sought penance at church for her sins. We’re Catholic, you see.” Tatiana inclined her head, her expression pensive, a shadow of concern crossing her features. “As are we,” she replied, her voice a low murmur. “Yet something feels amiss. She denies you intimacy and restrains herself as well—something is just not right?”

She glanced at Rich and Taylor, her smirk returning. “Though, watching her now, your wife hardly seems cold.”

Nathan followed her gaze, his stomach twisting as he saw Rich slide both of his huge hands under Taylor’s dress, fondling her with a brazen intimacy that sent a jolt of dread through him. Nathan knew exactly what she wore beneath that shimmering emerald fabric—the whisper-thin black micro G-string, a mere sliver of fabric that left her voluptuous curves utterly exposed, granting Rich full access to the lush, forbidden globes he now claimed with unapologetic confidence, his hands staying there, unyielding, as Taylor’s body pressed to his, her eyes gazing up at him with adoration. “This has crossed a line—I swear this is more than dancing,” Nathan said, his voice a mix of fury and despair. Tatiana’s tone remained light, dismissive. “Oh, come now—my Rich simply delights in the company of young beauties. It’s his hobby,” she said, her voice a playful murmur.

“Yes, his hobby—but he’s threatening my marriage,” Nathan countered, his voice rising.

Tatiana reached for the bottle of Screaming Eagle Cabernet Sauvignon, pouring the red wine into their glasses with a graceful but exaggerated flourish, a few careless drops bleeding onto the white tablecloth. Her smile deepened as she raised her glass.

“A toast, Nathan—to your lovely wife, Taylor… and to the full, delicious fulfillment of her desires.”

Nathan hesitated, his hand trembling slightly as he lifted his glass. The clink between crystal was soft, almost mournful. His expression was grim.

“She’s not just his hobby,” he muttered. “He’s touching my wife so brazenly—right before my eyes—and I’m powerless to stop it.”

“He means no harm,” Tatiana explained, her voice a calm reassurance. “You must understand—Rich has needs…” She paused, her gaze steady on Nathan, a knowing glint in her eyes as she added, “…he is a grown up man.” The words hung in the air, a subtle barb that pierced Nathan’s pride, the unspoken contrast lingering like a shadow—Rich, a man who takes what he needs, unlike Nathan, whose own needs went unmet. Nathan opened his mouth to protest, but she cut him off, her gaze flickering to Taylor on the dance floor. “And from what I observe, she has needs too.” Nathan’s heart plummeted, his voice a strained whisper. “That’s exactly what I fear—that everyone has these needs,” he said, his hands gesturing in a frantic arc as he voiced his dread. “And one way or another, it’s inevitable—his cock will end up inside my Taylor, I can feel it written in the stars.”

Tatiana leaned closer, her hands still clasping his, her gaze locked onto his with an intensity that held him captive. “I’m here, Nathan—pour out your fears,” she urged, her voice a blend of compassion and curiosity. “I fear he’s more of a man than I’ll ever be, and the inevitable will come to pass,” Nathan confessed, his voice fracturing with despair. “I know it—I feel it in my bones. And you insist he won’t act on it.”

“Oh, he might, Nathan, he very well might,” Tatiana replied, her tone a mix of candor and inevitability. “As you so eloquently put it, you must consider the possibility—they’re adults, and adults sometimes do what adults do.” Nathan stared at her, disbelief etched across his face. “But I don’t want that—I can’t bear it,” he pleaded, his voice raw with desperation.

“Shh, Nathan, you’re reacting like a petulant child,” Tatiana chided, her voice firm yet maternal. She extended her hands toward him. “Give me your hand.”

Nathan obeyed, and she took it in both of hers—warm, soft, commanding. She began to brush the top of it with her fingertips in slow, soothing strokes, as if calming a frightened boy.

“Repeating your protests won’t change a thing,” she continued, her tone low and patient. “You must see the world with clear eyes, accept that life doesn’t always bend to your wishes.”

She grabbed for the bottle of Screaming Eagle Cabernet Sauvignon, poured another glass with steady elegance, then lifted it gently to his lips, guiding him to sip like a mother coaxing her son to drink warm milk. “Rich is a grown man, a lion—I used to call him that,” she said with quiet pride. “And Taylor, though young and naive, is a consenting adult too. When adults cross paths, there’s always the chance a man’s cock might find its way inside a woman. That’s the law of nature, Nathan,” she explained, still brushing his hand, her words deliberate—each one a lesson, each stroke a silent lullaby of surrender.

Nathan’s frustration and helplessness churned within him, stirring an unexpected arousal that strained against his trousers, a throbbing erection that mocked his powerlessness, his body betraying him with a cruel reminder of his shame. “You mean he’s going to fuck her?” he asked, his voice a mix of dread and resignation.

Tatiana shook her head, her auburn hair catching the candlelight, her expression patient. She lifted her gaze toward the dance floor, her head tilting slightly as if studying a portrait in motion. “That’s another lesson for you, Nathan—I’m no seer,” she said, her voice a soothing murmur. “I can’t predict the future, and that’s the beauty of this world—we can’t guarantee anything. Look at them now,” she added, her voice softening further. “They may or may not have that spark, the one that ignites into something more. But if it does, it’s for them to discover—not us to decide. Do you understand?”

She mothered him, her tone a gentle guide, and her massive breasts, barely contained by the plunging neckline of her black satin dress, only amplified her maternal aura—an open expanse of creamy flesh that seemed to beckon and comfort all at once. “Some women are drawn to Rich, and others to you,” she added, her voice a reassuring hum. Nathan’s brow furrowed, self-pity clouding his gaze as he glanced at the dance floor, where Taylor whispered something in Rich’s ear, her lips brushing his skin as his hand slid lower on her hip. “Then why do I feel like no one is drawn to me?” he asked, his voice heavy with doubt.

Tatiana’s smile softened, her eyes glinting with warmth as she wiped a stray tear from his cheek, her touch a maternal claim. “Oh, Nathan, you’re so mistaken,” she said, her tone a tender rebuke. “There are women out there who find you captivating—why wouldn’t they? You’re a handsome man.” Nathan blinked, the wine clouding his judgment, emboldening him as he gazed at the vast expanse of her breasts, a forbidden field framed by her dress. “Are you drawn to me, then?” he asked, his voice slurring with drink. “Can I kiss… this expanse of your magnificent breasts?”

Tatiana’s laughter was a sultry chime, her expression a mix of amusement and playful denial. “Oh, Nathan, those are for men who’ve earned their place—perhaps one day you’ll learn what that takes,” she teased, her voice a velvet boundary that left him yearning. Nathan’s face fell, his voice tinged with defeat. “So you see? You’re not drawn to me,” he said, his tone heavy with rejection. “Oh, but I am, you silly boy,” Tatiana countered, her smile widening as she leaned closer, her hands still holding his. “But in a different way, you see. You’re the sweetest soul I’ve met, I’ll confess, but you’re not like Rich or the other men I choose to share my body with—men who earn the privilege of my breasts. Do you understand the difference?”

Just then, Rich and Taylor returned, their hands entwined, a picture of carefree joy. Taylor’s radiant face tilted up to Rich, her laughter a melodic chime as she reacted to a jest he’d shared. “Oh, Rich, you’re too funny—I need to pee,” she giggled, her hazel eyes sparkling with delight. Rich beamed, his steel-cold gaze softened by an unmistakable warmth. “Nathan, I must report that your Taylor has been on her finest behavior—absolutely impeccable, haven’t you, little one?” he said, his tone a blend of pride and teasing. Taylor swatted his chest with a playful fist, her dimples deepening. “Enough with your daddy talk, silly,” she chided, her voice a flirtatious lilt.

Tatiana glanced up as they approached, her tone light but pointed. “Oh, so soon… Time flies when you’re spending it with such an interesting man as Nathan here.” She smiled, her hand still resting lightly atop his. “He’s such a good soul. So thoughtful. I feel I could spend hours just listening to him—he has a truly fascinating way of seeing the world.”

Taylor nodded absently, her hazel eyes still glowing from the dance, her fingers still entwined with Rich’s. “Is that so?” she murmured, not quite looking at them. Then she turned to Tatiana with a bright smile. “Oh, Tatiana—your Rich really knows how to dance. You’re so lucky to have such a wonderful partner. It’s like floating.”

Rich checked his watch, not even glancing her way. “Do they have closing hours for the observatory?”

Tatiana gave him a look, her expression bemused. “You weren’t listening to a word I was saying, were you, Rich?”

He blinked. “I was, I was.”

“Oh really?” she replied, laughing now. “What was I saying then?”

Rich grinned. “Something about… time flying?”

Tatiana burst out laughing, tossing her head back. “Hah! A stellar listener, as always. Now come on—tell us why you two came back.”

Rich’s expression turned earnest as he glanced at Nathan. “We’ve returned because I promised Taylor a glimpse of the observatory, but she insisted on seeking your permission first,” he explained, his voice a velvet command. Nathan’s eyes shifted from Rich to Taylor, her candid smile a beacon of innocence that belied the storm in his chest. To preserve his facade of composure, he forced a grin. “Of course, it’s fine, my sweet Taylor,” he said, his voice strained but steady. Taylor rushed to him, enveloping him in a fierce embrace, her petite frame pressing against his as her scent—jasmine and vanilla—flooded his senses. “You’re the best husband in the world—I couldn’t dream of a better one,” she murmured, her arms squeezing him with a warmth that both soothed and tormented him.

As she pulled away to rejoin Rich, Nathan’s voice broke through, a desperate edge to it, his body tensing as he prepared to rise. “Wait—may I come along? I’ve always wanted to learn more about the stars,” he ventured, his tone hopeful, a plea that hung in the air before Taylor and Rich, their eyes turning to him with differing shades of curiosity. Tatiana’s laughter cut through the air, a sultry chime that carried a sharp edge, her gaze pinning Nathan in place before he could fully stand. “No, you’re not standing up,” she declared, her voice a firm command that brooked no dissent, forcing him back into his seat with the weight of her authority. “But why? Why is she allowed, and I can’t? I want to learn about the stars too,” Nathan pleaded, his voice cracking as he obeyed, sinking back down, his hands gripping the edge of the table. Tatiana’s tone turned unyielding, her words a lash that echoed her earlier dismissals, “Rich is taking her up to the observatory—you will stay right here, and that’s final.” Nathan’s desperation surged, his voice a strained whisper, “I’m not going to disturb, just following them to see where it is—that’s all.” But Tatiana’s response was a velvet blade, slicing through his resolve, “There is no need for you to follow them, sweetheart—this isn’t for you,” the humiliation of her assertion in front of Taylor and Rich, who stood holding hands and poised to depart, a searing brand that marked him as an outsider in their intimate dance. Taylor’s eyes flickered with fleeting concern, a momentary softness that did little to ease Nathan’s shame, while Rich’s steel-cold gaze held a glint of amusement, a smirk playing at his lips as he watched Nathan’s humiliation unfold, their presence amplifying the sting of Tatiana’s rejection. Nathan’s body betrayed him, his cock thickening, hard and relentless, a deliciously searing torment that pulsed with his shame, the public nature of his dismissal a fire that consumed him as he sat, grateful for the table’s cover. Powerless to resist, his pride crumbled under the weight of her authority, and he brushed it off with a forced chuckle, his voice hollow as he conceded, “Well, as Tatiana advises, off you go—go enjoy yourselves,” the words a bitter surrender as he watched Taylor take Rich’s hand, her radiant smile a dagger in his heart, his knowledge that he was, once again, left behind a weight he could not bear.

“Thank you, Nathan, darling,” Taylor chirped, her smile radiant as she turned on her heels, taking Rich’s hand once more. They walked off as a pair, their fingers laced, a sight that seared Nathan’s vision. When they were a few steps away, Rich bent down and lifted Taylor into his arms, cradling her like a child, her laughter echoing as she clung to him. Nathan’s gaze followed them, his chest tightening with a mix of rage and helplessness. “I can’t fathom the audacity of this,” he muttered, turning to Tatiana, his voice trembling with indignation.

Tatiana waved a dismissive hand, her expression serene. “Pay it no mind, Nathan—listen to me, and all will be well,” she said, her tone a soothing balm laced with authority.

Nathan didn’t answer immediately. His gaze drifted to the dark hallway where Rich had carried Taylor off like a prize, and a knot of clarity twisted in his gut. His voice emerged low, bitter. “You know… I keep going over it in my head. At the Shark pitch, no one was interested. Not one of them. And then Rich—the richest man in the room—offers a million and one dollars for majority control?” He turned back to Tatiana, eyes wide with dawning horror. “It wasn’t about the business, was it? He did it for her. For Taylor.”

Tatiana tilted her head, her smile curling with dark amusement. “I wouldn’t rule it out,” she purred. “That’s my Rich. When he sets his sights on a beautiful flower, he doesn’t just admire it—he deflowers it. Slowly, deeply, with his cock… folding her open like silk, until there’s nothing left untouched. And once he begins, Nathan, there’s no force on this earth that can stop him.”

She laughed then, low and indulgent—a sultry ripple that coiled around Nathan’s nerves like silk and smoke.

“Will you stop that?” he snapped, his tone sharp with frustration. “It’s not amusing—I’m suffering here, and you’re telling me my success on the Shark program was a farce.”

Tatiana’s smile vanished, her gaze hardening as she leaned forward, her presence a storm of authority. “Nathan, I advise you to lower your tone in my presence,” she said, her voice a velvet whip, each word a command. “I’m sharing truths with you, so don’t you dare raise your voice to me—ever. Understood?” Nathan shrank under her stare, his defiance crumbling. “Yes, Ma’am,” he murmured, his voice subdued. “But—”

“No buts, Nathan,” she interrupted, her tone unyielding. “You’ll be the most obedient errand boy, won’t you?” Nathan nodded, his eyes downcast. “Yes, Ma’am,” he replied, his submission complete. Tatiana’s expression softened, a flicker of approval in her gaze. “Good,” she said, her voice a purr of satisfaction. “Now, tell me about that Shark program—what was your business idea?”

30 Minutes Later

“I can’t endure this any longer,” Nathan declared, his voice a strained whisper as he rose from his chair. “I’m going to the observatory—I can’t bear it.” He marched toward the elevators, his steps fueled by a desperate resolve. Tatiana’s voice rang out, sharp and commanding. “Nathan, don’t! Nathan, stop—do you hear me? Don’t interrupt them!” But her words fell on deaf ears as Nathan veered away from the elevators, rushing up the stairs to the floor above, his heart pounding as he entered the observatory.

The observatory sprawled before him, a vast circular chamber cloaked in darkness, its domed ceiling a window to the heavens, where stars glittered like scattered diamonds against an endless black canvas. Reclining seats lined the space, their cushioned forms folded back to allow occupants to gaze upward, each station equipped with a remote control that glowed with a faint green light, illuminating buttons to highlight constellations—Cassiopeia, the North Star, Andromeda, and more. Couples lay nestled in the seats, their whispers a soft hum as they marveled at the universe, the vast expanse of time and space casting their earthly concerns into insignificance. In this cosmic theater, the petty dramas of cuckolding and desire seemed trivial, mere specks against the infinite.

Yet Nathan’s world narrowed to a single point as he spotted Rich and Taylor in one of the reclining posts. Rich lay back, his gaze fixed on the stars, while Taylor rested beside him, her left hand pointing at a twinkling light as she murmured questions, her voice a soft melody. But it was her right hand that drew Nathan’s eye, its movements hidden beneath a small towel draped over Rich’s midsection. The fabric formed a pronounced tent, a clear implication of Rich’s formidable endowment, and Taylor’s hand moved beneath it in a rhythmic motion—stroking, teasing, though the towel obscured any definitive proof. Yet Nathan’s mind raced with the inevitable conclusion, the tent shifting in time with her touch, a silent confirmation of his deepest fears. Rich’s arm enveloped Taylor, his embrace a protective shield that cradled her against him, offering her a security Nathan could never provide.

Nathan’s heart thundered as he approached, his voice a strained whisper. “Hello, Taylor,” he said, his tone a mix of dread and hope. Taylor’s head snapped toward him, her hazel eyes wide with surprise. “Oh, Nathan—hi,” she replied, her voice a startled chirp. Nathan reached for her, his hand trembling as he sought to pull her from Rich’s embrace. “We’re going home, Taylor—now,” he said, his voice firm but quaking.

Rich turned his head, his steel-cold gaze meeting Nathan’s with a casual ease. “Ah, Nathan—good to see you,” he said, his tone deceptively warm. As he spoke, he tightened his grip on Taylor, his arm a barrier that kept Nathan at bay. In a swift maneuver, Rich’s other hand seized Nathan’s wrist, his thumb pressing down on Nathan’s with a crushing force. Nathan let out a sharp squeak, a pained “ouch” escaping his lips as he felt his thumb bend to the point of breaking. He recoiled, retreating in an instant, his hand clutching his injured thumb as waves of pain radiated through him.

Taylor, oblivious to the exchange, remained absorbed in Rich’s embrace, her body nestled against his, protected from any harm. She was cherished, treasured, a jewel in Rich’s care, while Nathan stood ten feet away, cradling his fist, his thumb throbbing as he tried to make sense of the agony. Tatiana arrived moments later, her presence a storm of authority as she took in the scene. “Nathan, come here—let me see, let me see,” she commanded, her voice a mix of concern and reprimand. Nathan, still clutching his thumb, shuffled toward her, his face contorted in pain. “Stand straight—straighter,” she ordered, her tone sharp as she grasped his arm. “Come here—you don’t want to disturb their stargazing.”

“I see stars, Ma’am—my thumb, my thumb,” Nathan whimpered, his voice breaking as tears welled in his eyes. Tatiana’s gaze hardened, her maternal authority unyielding. “You see stars because you didn’t heed Mommy’s words, did you?” she scolded, her voice a velvet lash. “I’m so sorry, so sorry,” Nathan cried, his voice a desperate plea, his body trembling with shame and pain. “Sorry, yes, but how does that help now?” she asked, her tone a mix of exasperation and care as she took his hand, examining his thumb with a critical eye. “I can’t see a thing in this darkness—come, follow me,” she said, her voice firm as she gripped his hand and led him away.

Tatiana marched through the corridors of the Apex Society Club, a confident woman, her black satin dress hugging her voluptuous curves, her auburn hair a fiery cascade. In her grasp, Nathan stumbled, a crouching figure who once stood as a man but now resembled a beaten child, trailing after Mommy for solace. His thumb throbbed, his pride shattered, as the vastness of the universe above mirrored the chasm of his own defeat below.


“Show Me Your Boo-Boo”

10:00 p.m., Apex Society Club, Wilshire Grand Center, California

Tatiana marched ahead, her auburn hair a fiery cascade tumbling in loose waves down her back, catching the dim glow of the Apex Society Club’s corridor lights. Her black satin dress clung to her voluptuous curves like a second skin, the fabric shimmering with each confident step, accentuating the sway of her hips and the hourglass of her waist. Nathan stumbled behind, a broken figure clutching his throbbing thumb, his once-millionaire pride reduced to a child’s shuffle. The corridor was sleek—black marble walls, gold-trimmed sconces casting soft pools of light, the air heavy with the scent of wealth and power. “This could have been such a nice evening,” Tatiana’s voice rang out, a velvet lash cutting through the silence, “the dinner was exquisite, the dances divine, but you just had to go to the observatory to spy on your Taylor.” Her words dripped with reproach, each syllable a reminder of his defiance, and Nathan’s heart sank, the pain in his thumb mirrored by the ache in his chest.

They reached a glass-paneled elevator, its doors sliding open with a whisper, and Tatiana stepped inside, turning to face him. In the ambient light, her presence overwhelmed—her plunging neckline revealed a scandalous expanse of cleavage, her massive breasts straining against the satin, a magnetic force Nathan couldn’t escape. His breath hitched, eyes darting to her face, her smirk knowing, her eyes gleaming with authority. “I keep asking myself, why can’t you respect their privacy?” she scolded, her tone sharp as the doors closed. “I told you not to go to the observatory, not to follow them, and you just had to.” Nathan leaned against the elevator wall, his injured hand trembling, and mumbled meekly, “She was stroking his cock.” Tatiana’s gaze hardened, her voice a snap. “She didn’t stroke his cock, but even if she did, what value does that give you now?” Her question hung in the air, a taunt that deepened his shame, his mind replaying Taylor’s hand beneath that towel, Rich’s protective embrace.

The elevator began its descent, the lights dimming as it moved, plunging them into near darkness. Through the transparent walls, the glorious City of Angels unfolded—Los Angeles sprawling in a sea of lights, miles of twinkling cars snaking through the night, skyscrapers piercing the sky, their spires aglow. Beyond the Griffith Observatory, the famed Hollywood sign loomed in the near distance, a beacon against the majestic hills and mountains cradling the Pacific Ocean. The city’s vastness mirrored Nathan’s defeat, a cosmic reminder of his insignificance. Tatiana’s voice broke the silence, her tone softer but no less cutting. “Suppose she was stroking his cock, does that make you feel better, or does it bring anxiety?” Nathan’s voice cracked, barely a whisper, “It gives me anxiety.” She sighed, exasperated. “Exactly what you should have avoided—trying to pull Taylor from my Rich, did you think he’d let you take her?”

Light flooded the elevator as it reached floor 20, illuminating Tatiana’s figure once more, her breasts a taunting expanse that made Nathan’s throat dry, his shame battling a flicker of arousal he dared not acknowledge. “You know Rich is strong,” she continued, stepping out as the doors opened, “he’d beat you for taking his toy—Taylor is his new toy now.” Nathan protested weakly, his voice trembling, “She’s not his toy, she’s my wife.” Tatiana’s laugh was a velvet blade. “That’s what you don’t understand—why would he give her to you?” She led him down another corridor, her hips swaying, to a set of double doors with a gold plaque: Tatiana and Rich Carter. Inside, the apartment was a vision of luxury—plush gray sofas, a wooden coffee table with art books, floor-to-ceiling windows framing the glittering skyline, a dining area with a chandelier casting warm light. Tatiana gestured to a chair. “Yes, Ma’am, now you’re talking—sit down, give me your hand,” she said, pulling a chair beside him, her presence a storm he couldn’t escape.

Tatiana reached for her reading glasses on the glass table, their gold rims glinting under the chandelier’s warm light, and perched them on her nose with a deliberate slowness that made Nathan’s stomach twist. She leaned in close, her auburn hair brushing her shoulders, her black satin dress a second skin over her voluptuous form, those massive breasts—natural, impossibly large—straining against the fabric, a taunting abyss of cleavage mere inches from his face. “This one, right?” she asked, her voice a maternal purr, taking his injured hand in hers. Nathan nodded, his throat dry, “Yes, Ma’am,” but his eyes betrayed him, darting to her chest, the creamy expanse of her skin a forbidden lure. She was doing this on purpose, he knew—seducing him to no end, her body a weapon she wielded with precision, yet she’d made it clear: her body belongs to other men. He swallowed hard, his cheeks flushing, as she pressed gently on his swollen thumb. “Here, does it hurt?” she asked, her tone deceptively soft. “No, not there,” he murmured, and then, “Ouuutch!” as she pressed harder, making him flinch. She jumped back, her breasts swaying with the motion, and laughed, a velvet sound that cut through him. “Okay, then it’s nothing—tomorrow it’ll be blue, and in a week, you won’t even know. Come, follow me.”

She took his hand, her grip firm, and led him through the plush apartment, her high heels clicking on the hardwood floor. Nathan trailed behind, his cock already half-erect, the sheer proximity to such a woman more than he could bear. They entered a sprawling bathroom—marble counters, a clawfoot tub, gold fixtures gleaming under soft lights, the scent of jasmine lingering in the air. Tatiana rose on her tiptoes to reach the medicine cupboard, her shapely calves flexing, her luscious legs a vision in those heels, her huge ass swaying beneath the satin dress. Nathan’s breath hitched, his mind spiraling—he wanted to hug her voluptuous form, grab those ass cheeks, kiss and kiss and kiss some more, but she’d never allow it. His arousal was a prison, restricted by her rules, her presence a torment he couldn’t escape.

“Here, let me,” she said, turning back with a roll of bandages, her breasts swaying again as she knelt before him. She began wrapping his thumb, but her care was exaggerated, wasteful—layer after layer until the bandage grew into a ridiculous ball, nearly the size of his whole hand. “No need for it to be so big, Ma’am,” Nathan protested, his cheeks burning, his loins on fire, the humiliation searing through him. She was marking him, a public declaration for all to see: Here’s a man whose finger got injured, who lost a fight to my husband—look, everyone, look. And she wasn’t done. She took more bandages, crafting a loop to hang his hand in a makeshift sling, ensuring Rich would see, a constant reminder of Nathan’s defeat. “No, Ma’am, no need, no need,” he pleaded, reaching to stop her, but she slapped his hand away, her voice a sharp command. “Don’t you dare, Nathan—don’t you dare.”

Nathan stood there, his bandaged hand hanging like a badge of shame, and his thoughts spiraled inward, a mix of self-loathing and arousal. How do I succumb to this woman? Why does every woman I meet make a clown of me, leaving me so ridiculous? What in my behavior should I improve to be like Rich? Rich would never be in this situation, he knew—Rich, who could devour Tatiana’s breasts anytime, who played with new toys like Taylor. The thought, coupled with Tatiana’s giant breasts swaying before him, sent an uncontrollable erection straining against the silly pajamas she’d soon force him into, his shame and desire a tangled knot he couldn’t unravel.

“Follow me,” Tatiana said, her voice a commanding purr as she strode through the opulent apartment, her black satin dress hugging every curve, her auburn hair swaying like a fiery banner. Nathan trailed behind, his bandaged hand hanging in its ridiculous sling, a throbbing reminder of his defeat. She led him to a grand set of double doors, pushing them open to reveal a master bedroom fit for royalty—plush velvet drapes, a king-sized bed with silk sheets, a chandelier casting a golden glow. “This is the master bedroom for me and my Rich—off-limits, you hear me?” she declared, her tone unyielding. “Yes, Ma’am,” Nathan whispered, his eyes darting to the forbidden space, his heart sinking at the thought of Taylor in Rich’s arms.

Tatiana turned, her heels clicking, and guided him to a small door tucked in the corner, opening it to reveal a stark contrast—a servant’s room, deliberately cramped, with a narrow bed, a single bulb dangling from the ceiling, and a chipped wooden chair. The disparity was intentional, a cruel design to highlight the chasm between the upper-class governess and those who served her. “This is your room,” she announced, her voice matter-of-fact, brooking no argument. Nathan’s stomach twisted, his voice trembling, “No, no, we shall take a taxi.” Tatiana’s gaze hardened, her lips curling into a smirk. “You shall be sleeping here,” she said, disregarding his protests entirely, her authority absolute. “But this bed is too narrow, wouldn’t you agree? Not sure Taylor will be—” he began, but she cut him off mid-sentence, her tone sharp. “Don’t worry about Taylor, boy,” she snapped, “she’s in good hands.” She just called me boy, Nathan thought, his cheeks burning, she’s reducing me constantly, stripping me of everything.

Tatiana turned to a small dresser, pulling out a short pajama set—bright yellow with cartoon ducks, a ridiculous choice that made her lips twitch, though she fought not to laugh. “No, wear these,” she ordered, her eyes gleaming with amusement. She paused, eyeing his sling, and mused, “Oh, with the bandage like this, I’m not sure you can.” Her tone shifted, mockingly sweet, “How’s your little boo-boo?” Before Nathan could answer, she stepped closer, her fingers deftly unbuckling his belt, his trousers dropping to the floor with a soft thud. He gasped, shocked, “What are you doing?” She ignored him, yanking his underpants down, his cock springing free, relentlessly erect, a horizontal rod of shame that wouldn’t subside. “I asked you a question—how’s your little boo-boo?” she repeated, her voice a mix of care and reprimand, but her eyes locked on his erection, a knowing glint in them. She could see it—the reaction of a submissive man, deep in subspace, deliciously humiliated.

A searing slap cracked across Nathan’s cheek, the sting a vicious spark that ignited his senses, leaving him trembling in Tatiana’s shadow. “What does this brazen display mean?” she hissed, her voice a molten whip, dripping with righteous fury and sadistic delight. Nathan faltered, “W-what do you mean?” Her eyes blazed, narrowing as she stepped closer, her voluptuous form a weapon of unbearable seduction—her massive breasts, barely contained by the satin dress, swayed with predatory grace, each curve a deliberate torment designed to unravel him. “I deign to tend your pathetic little boo-boo, welcoming you into my home—a mere business partner—when I owe you nothing, and you dare let your filthy big boo-boo stand at attention?” Another slap, harder, her breasts heaving with the motion, a hypnotic assault that plunged him deeper into a haze of subspace. “Yes, true men—normal men—can’t resist getting hard in my presence, but you are one man who will learn to control your wretched urges, broken and remade into my obedient, sexless errand boy.” A third slap, then a fourth, each a cruel yank on the strings of his psyche, her erotic presence an unfair trap that stoked his relentless arousal only to crush it with her wrath. “Suppress it now—erections are an abomination in my presence, in my sanctum,” she thundered, her voice a tempest of absolute dominion. Nathan’s whimper was barely audible, “I can’t…” his mind a battlefield of torment, ensnared by the exquisite unfairness of her seductive torture and her merciless punishment, his manhood shattered into a quivering, boyish surrender under her ruthless control.

Tatiana stripped off his shirt, leaving him utterly naked, even taking his watch, his vulnerability complete. She stepped closer, her heels making her tower over him, his barefooted form shrinking in her shadow, her nipples inches from his face. Her cold hand closed around his cock, her breath hot against his skin. “I do not allow erections,” she whispered, her grip firm, her dominance absolute, an expert MILF who knew her craft, holding him on the edge of arousal and fear, his body trembling under her control.

Tatiana’s gaze pierced Nathan’s, her eyes a maelstrom of commanding cruelty, as her cold hand released his throbbing cock, leaving a hollow desperation that seared his soul. The evening—her massive breasts taunting him with every sway, Rich claiming Taylor in the observatory’s starlit embrace—had shattered him, his arousal a raging inferno she forbade him to quench. Suddenly, Tatiana’s knee surged upward, a vicious ballet of elegance and malice, the silken skin of her thigh grazing his balls in a fleeting, torturous tease before a blinding agony erupted—sharp, unbearable, a white-hot torment that buckled his knees and sent him crashing to the floor. He crumpled at her stilettoed feet, her polished heels gleaming like cruel scepters, the green veins on her insteps a subtle mark of her mature allure, only deepening her intoxicating dominance. She placed her heel on his cheek, the sharp point pinning him to the cold floor, her stance a triumphant pose—hands on hips, a queen reveling in her conquest, her sadistic glee fueled not just by Nathan’s pathetic collapse but by the knowledge that Rich, her husband, was savoring Taylor’s tender hand stroking his hard cock under the observatory’s celestial dome. While Taylor whispered sweet intimacies to Rich, her fingers skillfully giving him a hand job, Nathan lay broken in this windowless servant’s room, a cramped, dismal cage that mocked the opulence he’d glimpsed moments ago. His primal urge to kiss Tatiana’s royal feet surged, but her ironclad rules crushed it, her dominance an unfair trap that stripped him of pride, clothed him in shame, and banished him to this desolate exile, his humiliation a stark, depressing contrast to Taylor’s ecstatic entitlement in Rich’s billionaire playground.

“Get in bed,” Tatiana commanded, her voice a slow, deliberate decree, her finger jabbing toward the narrow cot with unyielding authority. Nathan hesitated, his voice a pitiful whimper, “But Taylor isn’t back yet, and I thought—” Her icy glare silenced him, her tone a chilling, punctuated snarl, “Get. In. Bed. Now.” The words landed like a whip, each syllable stripping away his resolve, and Nathan obeyed, crawling into the cramped, childish space, his body shriveled by the weight of his humiliation. Tatiana loomed over him, pulling a threadbare blanket over his trembling form, tucking it in with a mocking, maternal precision that twisted her cruelty into a perverse caretaker’s guise. “This is a civilized house,” she purred, her voice a velvet reprimand as she smoothed the blanket with deliberate care, “and there’s no reason for you to stay out of bed. Don’t look at me like that—you are not going to wait for Taylor. Please, respect Taylor and Rich’s privacy; this is the seventh time I’m telling you this.” Nathan’s heart plummeted, the vivid image of Taylor’s hand stroking Rich’s cock under the observatory’s stars searing his mind, while he lay trapped in this dismal servant’s room—a windowless, joyless cell with its chipped chair and sagging cot, a cruel mockery of the apartment’s opulent warmth. Tatiana’s eyes gleamed with sadistic glee, her role as babysitter to this broken man complete, ensuring he remained safely tucked away in his childish pajamas, out of sight, while Rich and Taylor reveled in their ecstatic entitlement. “I do not allow getting out of bed. Ever,” she declared, her voice a final, unassailable edict, sealing Nathan’s submission as he cowered beneath her gaze, his spirit crushed in the suffocating darkness of his defeat.

Tatiana rose, her voluptuous form towering over him, and arranged her auburn hair into an elegant updo, her movements deliberate as she locked eyes with her captive. Nathan stared back, his body a storm of pain and arousal, the cartoon pajamas a final humiliation, his erection a shameful secret beneath the blanket. “Good night,” she said, her voice a mix of triumph and finality, and with a slow, deliberate motion, she flicked off the light, plunging the room into pitch darkness. She turned, her black satin dress swaying as she exited the servant’s room, the door clicking shut with a sound that echoed like a gavel. Nathan lay there, swallowed by the suffocating black, his thumb throbbing, his balls aching, his mind teetering on the edge of a cuckold abyss, the weight of his defeat pressing down like the blanket that confined him in the desolate void.

The door clicked shut behind Tatiana, leaving Nathan alone in the dim servant’s room, the single bulb casting a faint glow over the narrow bed. Darkness pressed in, and with it, the anxiety that had been gnawing at him all night returned like a tidal wave. He lay beneath the thin blanket, the cartoon-duck pajamas a humiliating shroud, his bandaged thumb throbbing in its oversized sling—a public mark of his defeat. The reality crashed over him: he was losing Taylor, truly losing her. His mind spiraled, beating himself up for the mistake that started it all—letting her join him on the Shark Tank program. Big mistake, he thought, his chest tightening. With Taylor, it was a mission impossible—everywhere she went, her radiant beauty drew men’s eyes, and often she went alone, Nathan unable to shield her, to keep her by his side. But this time, she’d been right there with him, and despite his every effort to avoid calamity, she’d slipped between his fingers, into Rich’s arms.

Nathan’s heart ached with regret, a desperate wish to turn back the wheel, to have a fresh start—just to be with her in bed again, to feel her warmth. He longed for her, missed her, needed her so fiercely he couldn’t imagine living in this world without her. Rich can have any woman he wants, he thought, bitterness rising, why does he have to take her? The answer stung, a truth he couldn’t escape: I’m not adequate. He couldn’t satisfy Taylor sexually, he knew that now, and in his mind, he surrendered. Let her go with other men, I don’t care—just don’t leave me. Be with me, hug me, let me serve you, have sex with whoever you want. Who am I to stop you? His thoughts pleaded, But don’t go, don’t leave me alone. The world is so dark, so lonely without you. Tears welled in his eyes as he whispered to the empty room, “How can a man love a woman more than I love you, Taylor? I’m totally in love with you. I’ll compromise—I don’t care if you have sex with others, I surrender, but I can’t bear this feeling of you being away.”

His mind drifted back to the observatory, the image seared into his memory—Taylor nestled in Rich’s arms, her hand stroking beneath that towel, the tent a testament to Rich’s formidable endowment. She must have liked his cock, Nathan thought, his throat tightening, it must be bigger than mine. He’s six-foot-two, wide, of course, his cock, his girth—she enjoyed it. Not a little wee-wee like mine. He pictured her hand moving rhythmically, her hazel eyes gazing at Rich as he tensed, enjoying her impact on a billionaire, climaxing in her hands under the stars. But Rich wouldn’t stop there, Nathan knew—men like him needed more. He imagined Rich pressing Taylor’s head down, his voice a low growl, “Now be a good girl for Daddy and suck my cock, yes, that’s a good obedient girl,” her lips wrapping around him, her submission complete. And with a man like Rich, everything was possible—Nathan’s mind raced to the inevitable, picturing Rich penetrating her right there in the observatory, fucking her under the starlit dome, her erotic allure driving him to climax inside her, claiming her fully. Taylor’s desirability made it all too plausible, her radiance a magnet for a man of Rich’s power.

Nathan’s own cock was already hard from Tatiana’s torment, and he didn’t need to stroke much—just a slow, deliberate motion, lengthening the pleasure of his humiliation, careful not to cum. The thought of Taylor’s escalating acts with Rich—handjob, blowjob, penetration—was a twisted turn-on, a cuckold’s surrender. His breathing grew heavy, his strokes slow and torturous, the pleasure of his shame consuming him. He was about to climax, lost in the abyss of his thoughts, when voices jolted him from the edge. His hand froze, withdrawing instantly, his heart pounding as he listened—Rich’s deep timbre, Taylor’s soft chirp. They were here, right here in the apartment, just beyond the door. Nathan’s world tilted, his shame and longing a storm he couldn’t escape.


Daddy’s Doll

11:00 p.m., Apex Society Club, Wilshire Grand Center, California

Pitch darkness swallowed Nathan’s narrow cot in the servant’s room, a suffocating void within the sprawling opulence of the Apex Society Club apartment. His left hand, swollen and useless in its oversized bandage, hung in a ridiculous sling against his shoulder, the cartoon-duck pajamas clinging to his skin like a mockery of his former self. His right hand moved slowly, stroking his cock with a desperate rhythm, each motion a surrender to the humiliation that consumed him. The shame burned hotter than his arousal, yet he couldn’t stop, the image of Taylor’s hand beneath that towel in the observatory searing his mind. I’m nothing now, he thought, relegated to this bed, this hole, these absurd pajamas—reduced to a shadow while they laugh out there. I transferred ownership of my house to her for a dollar, and this is what I am. The laughter from the living room pierced the silence, a bright, carefree sound that twisted his gut. Rich’s deep chuckle, Taylor’s high-pitched giggle, even Tatiana’s restrained amusement—they were having the time of their lives, while he lay forgotten, a discarded pawn in their glittering world.

What are they laughing about? Nathan’s mind churned, his strokes faltering as the sound grew louder, more infectious, a tantalizing melody that pierced the suffocating darkness of the windowless servant’s room. I’m just a little boy, stuck in this pitch-black hole, while the adults get to stay up late, laughing and having fun—I’m in bed so early, forgotten, he thought, the unfairness a scalding ache in his chest. The laughter from the living room taunted him, a forbidden party he wasn’t invited to, each peal of Taylor’s high-pitched giggle, Rich’s deep chuckle, and Tatiana’s restrained amusement a reminder of his exclusion, a little boy wondering what the grown-ups were doing, his heart racing with a desperate, childish curiosity to see, to know, to be part of their world, even as shame burned hotter than his faltering arousal.

His legs betrayed him, carrying him from the cot as if drawn by an invisible thread, a naughty little boy sneaking out to peek at the adults’ forbidden fun. I want to see what they’re doing—let me sneak out, he thought, his bare feet padding softly on the cold floor, the cartoon-duck pajamas clinging to his skin a humiliating shroud, the oversized bandages on his little thumb a childish badge of his “boo-boo” from that big man in there, making him look even more juvenile, a stark contrast to the elegance he knew awaited him. In the suffocating darkness, he felt for the door, opening it slowly, the hinges silent under his cautious touch, and crouched low, guided by the laughter toward the living room’s distant glow, his heart pounding with the thrill of the forbidden, a little boy in over his head, about to witness a world he could never join.

Rich’s voice carried, smooth and deliberate, cracking a joke that sent Taylor into hysterics, her head thrown back, her laughter so pure Nathan’s chest ached. I’ve never seen her so happy, he thought, the realization cutting deeper. Of course she’s happy—who am I? A servant husband, barely worth her attention. I sold her my house, my life, and now I’m here to serve, trapped because I adore her. The sadness swelled, unfairness choking him, yet his cock twitched, the humiliation a twisted fuel. Rich knew exactly what to say, each word landing like a master’s stroke, while Nathan could only watch, invisible. Tatiana stirred, rising gracefully from her couch as Taylor’s laughter threatened to tip her wineglass. With a gentle touch, Tatiana plucked the glass from Taylor’s hand and set it on the wooden coffee table, her own laughter softer, more controlled. At least she’s in check, Nathan thought, but they’re still ‘they’—a unit against me.

Taylor’s eyes never left Rich, her gaze alight with something Nathan recognized—a need, a longing to merge with the billionaire’s power. She’s in love with him, he thought, the truth a blade in his gut. That look, that hunger—she wants to unite with him. As Rich cracked another joke, Taylor burst into laughter again, snatching her glass from the table with a careless flourish. Wine sloshed over the rim, splashing onto the polished hardwood floor in a crimson arc. Tatiana jumped, her voice sharp but warm, “I’ll take care of that!” She darted toward the kitchen, her heels clicking with purpose—and then her eyes caught Nathan’s, crouched in the shadows like a guilty child.

The jolt of panic hit him like a lightning strike, his heart hammering as Tatiana’s gaze pinned him, a whip that stripped him to nothing, reminding him he was a lesser being, bound to her orders. She saw me—what am I doing out of bed? he thought, his breath shallow, the cartoon-duck pajamas and sling a humiliating weight as her nails dug into his ear. Sneaking out to watch the adults talk was a severe infraction, a defiance she’d never tolerate, his childish rebellion exposed in the faint glow spilling from the hallway. Before he could retreat, Tatiana reached him, her movements swift and predatory, seizing his ear with a firm grip, bending down—knees straight, back rigid—her voluptuous figure looming over him like a towering governess. “What on earth do you think you’re doing?” she hissed, her voice a low growl that Rich and Taylor’s laughter drowned out from the living room. “I was just out of the room, just this minute, because I heard the laughter,” Nathan stammered, his voice trembling with panic, his cock pressing painfully against the soft cotton of his pajamas, the fabric no shield against the torment of her control. This woman’s dominating me without mercy, embarrassing me, growling like she owns me, he thought, his mind reeling. How did it come to this? A few hours ago, she was a stranger, and now she decides I stay in a room, punishes me as she sees fit. Why didn’t I stop this before it spiraled? Her care—bandaging his thumb, talking him through his fears—had disarmed him, but the moment he succumbed, there was no escape, only this relentless descent into her authority.

“No,” he whispered, his voice faltering. Tatiana’s eyes narrowed. “You mean ‘No, Ma’am,’” she corrected, yanking him to his feet with a strength that belied her elegance. Confidently, she marched him back to the servant’s room, her black satin dress swaying with each step, a dark tide pulling him under. The room was a pit of pitch darkness, the narrow cot and chipped chair swallowed by the void, a cruel contrast to the opulent apartment beyond. Tatiana reached for a switch, and harsh light flooded the space, starkly revealing the cramped bed and worn wooden floor, every splinter a testament to Nathan’s fall. She sat on the simple chair, her presence commanding the room, and positioned Nathan standing beside her, head bowed in submission. Her dress had loosened beyond its restaurant decorum, the plunging neckline now a scandalous abyss, her massive breasts spilling forth, nipples half-exposed, a vision of erotic maternal power that made Nathan’s throat dry. She’s so confident, could have anyone, but not me—I’m here to be punished, to learn my place as her servant, he thought, his cheeks burning.

Tatiana’s gaze narrowed, her fingers tightening on Nathan’s ear as she assessed his trembling form, the oversized sling on his left arm a ridiculous badge of his defeat. “You and your little boo-boo—don’t you think you’re exaggerating with this self-pity?” she scoffed, her voice dripping with disdain as she forcefully tugged the sling aside, the fabric slipping off to reveal the massive ball of bandage still wrapped around his thumb, a grotesque symbol of his humiliation. “You’ll put this back tomorrow morning—I don’t allow you to take it away,” she commanded, her tone sharp, a cruel reminder that the bandage was her doing, a public mark to show everyone—especially Rich—the impact of his short, devastating squeeze on Nathan’s thumb in the observatory, a humiliating display of Nathan’s weakness that he’d have to wear again in the morning. She’s right—I don’t even need it, but she wants the world to see my shame, he thought, his cheeks burning, the unfairness of her control a scalding weight as she discarded the sling, leaving his left arm free but throbbing with the reminder of his defeat. “Get naked,” she ordered, her voice a slow, unyielding command. Nathan’s mind flared with protest—I swore I’d resist—but her words stripped his will, and he obeyed, shedding his pajamas with desperate haste, the harsh light starkly exposing his vulnerability. In seconds, he stood bare, hands instinctively covering his genitals to hide the erection that betrayed him, his bandaged thumb a useless, throbbing reminder of his fall. “Hands behind your back,” Tatiana said, her tone brooking no argument, and Nathan complied, his right hand pulling his left despite the ache, the command deepening his humiliation, his cock exposed, a horizontal rod of shame pulsing in the harsh light. She sees it, my weakness under her power, he thought, his heart pounding, as her fingers brushed the hem of her dress, lifting it to reveal the smooth curve of her knees, a deliberate taunt that sent heat coursing through him. “You surely know what comes next,” she said, toying with him, her voice a purr of inevitability.

“I do?” Nathan stammered, his voice barely audible. “Yes, you do,” she replied, emphasizing each word. “You are going to be spanked.” The phrase — “you are going to”—hung like a sentence, a future he couldn’t escape, and his cock twitched, pre-cum dripping onto the now-visible wooden floor, each drop a mark of his surrender. She’s relentless, doesn’t care how this destroys me, he thought, the thrill and terror merging. “Over my knees,” she commanded, and Nathan obeyed, lowering himself across her lap, her smooth knees a velvet trap. She positioned his cock between them, the silken pressure a torment that made him gasp. “You know why you’re here, don’t you?” she asked, her tone possessive, maternal, cruel.

“Yes,” he breathed, fighting to steady himself, the pleasure of her skin threatening to unravel him. I can’t cum, not now, he thought, his breath hitching. Tatiana’s hand rested on his ass, patting it with a proprietary claim. “You’re here because I’m going to spank you real good and real hard,” she declared, her voice a promise of pain and power. His cock drooled drops onto the wooden floor, each one glistening in the harsh light, a testament to his submission as she squeezed him tighter, choking his hardness with deliberate cruelty.

Tatiana’s hand patted Nathan’s ass possessively, each touch a deceptive caress that sent shivers through him. The gentle rhythm was a cruel prelude, a reminder of how ridiculous he’d become, sprawled naked across her lap under the harsh glare of the servant’s room. The stark light revealed every detail—the chipped chair, the worn wooden floor, the cartoon-duck pajamas discarded in a heap—amplifying his humiliation. She’s toying with me, showing me I’m nothing, he thought, his cock trapped between her smooth knees, dripping pre-cum onto the visible planks below. Then, without warning, the tranquility shattered. Tatiana’s hand rose and descended with ferocious force, the first strike landing like a thunderclap, searing his flesh with blinding pain.

The beating was relentless, each blow a calculated assault that tore through Nathan’s defenses. Her arm moved with unyielding precision, the slaps echoing in the cramped room, a brutal cadence that drove the air from his lungs. Nathan’s screams erupted, primal and gut-wrenching, not mere cries but howls born from a place beyond endurance. Each strike clawed at his soul, the pain so profound it seemed to scrape the very walls, resonating with a chilling intensity that threatened to unmoor him from reality. Oh God, it hurts—it’s too much! he thought, his voice breaking into desperate wails, each scream a raw plea that echoed off the villa’s opulent frame, painting a vivid portrait of agony. The air thickened with his suffering, the sounds not just loud but visceral, forcing Tatiana’s dominance into every corner of his being. His body bucked, but her knees held his cock tighter, the silken pressure a torment that mingled pleasure with unbearable pain, his pre-cum pooling beneath him as his screams grew hoarser, more desperate.

Tatiana’s resolve was chilling, her hand a merciless instrument of discipline, unaffected by Nathan’s pleas. The rhythm of her strikes was steady, full-force, devoid of leniency, as if she drew a dark pleasure from his anguish. She’s not stopping—she wants this, he thought, his mind spiraling into subspace, the pain and shame igniting a primal arousal that made his cock throb despite the agony. Each blow was a statement, a claim that left marks not just on his flesh but on his soul, the kind of punishment that lingered long after the sound ceased. His screams clawed at the air, a torrent of suffering that demanded attention, forcing him to confront the raw truth of his submission.

Abruptly, the door burst open, and Taylor barged in, her voice a frantic cry. “No, no, no, please!” Tatiana’s hand froze mid-air, the sudden silence deafening as Nathan’s sobs lingered, his body trembling across her lap. Taylor rushed to him, helping him to his feet, her hands gentle on his warm, exposed ass, now raw and burning. “I told your husband not to exit the room, and he disobeyed,” Tatiana explained, her tone calm but firm, rising from the chair with regal composure. Taylor hugged Nathan tightly, her fingers moving to his shoulders, her emerald satin dress brushing his naked skin. “Yes, I know, I know, but my Nathan isn’t used to that,” she said, her voice thick with worry.

“Oh, so you should have told me,” Tatiana replied, her auburn hair shimmering under the harsh light, her dress still scandalously open, nipples half-exposed. Taylor’s eyes softened, taking the blame. “You’re right, Tatiana, honey, I forgot—I take the blame on me.” Tatiana tilted her head, curious. “Don’t you discipline him?” Taylor’s hands tightened on Nathan’s shoulders, her voice almost pleading. “How could I discipline such a good soul? You just tell me.” She turned to Nathan, her hazel eyes searching his face. “Are you okay, my baby?”

“Yes, Ma’am, I’m okay,” Nathan mumbled, his voice hoarse, his cock still shamefully erect, glistening with pre-cum under their gaze in the harshly lit servant’s room, the stark light a merciless spotlight on his raw, trembling form. Taylor’s concern for Nathan settled with his assurance, her hazel eyes softening briefly before shifting to a firm insistence, her tone now carrying an edge of dissatisfaction as she stepped between him and Tatiana, her body a commanding barrier, her emerald satin dress a shimmering contrast to his naked shame. “Very well, very well,” she said, her voice steady but laced with an unyielding authority that sent a shiver through Nathan, “Now apologize to Tatiana for your wrongdoing—go ahead.” Nathan swallowed, his head bowed, the weight of their scrutiny pressing down on him like a physical force, his voice trembling as he whispered, “Miss Carter, Tatiana, I’m so sorry for daring to go out of the room.” Tatiana’s lips curled into a sharp, predatory smile, her voice cutting like a blade, “And listening in on our conversation.” Nathan echoed, his submission deepening under her unrelenting gaze, “Yes, Ma’am, I’m sorry for listening in on your conversation,” each word a humiliating surrender that made his cock throb, the shame a twisted fuel as Taylor’s command and Tatiana’s demand stripped him bare, their dominance a suffocating, arousing dance he couldn’t escape.

Taylor’s eyes narrowed, her dissatisfaction palpable, her stance unyielding as she crossed her arms. “That’s not enough, Nathan,” she said, her tone cutting, a storm still simmering beneath her words. “And what must you say to Tatiana here?” Nathan felt his cock strain harder, unyielding, a shameful pulse as memories of past interactions with Taylor flooded back—she’d taught him this ritual, this humiliating gratitude for discipline, a lesson he’d hoped to avoid. He hesitated, his throat tight, desperate to escape the added shame, but Taylor’s gaze bore into him, and Tatiana stood proud and tall, her voluptuous form a towering presence, her auburn hair glinting under the harsh light, her authority unyielding. Finally, he broke, his voice barely a whisper, “And I would like to thank you for disciplining me.”

Taylor winked at Tatiana, as if signaling a camaraderie between them—a shared lesson in teaching the boy, knowing his infraction wasn’t so severe yet reveling in the humiliation they could inflict. But Nathan caught that wink and understood what Tatiana couldn’t decipher: Taylor was fooling her, plain and simple. She hadn’t liked what she saw—Nathan being spanked by Tatiana, his pain intolerable to her. She probably felt guilty, not so much for her actions with Rich, but for the situation they’d brought upon him; after all, she was his Mistress. Though she hated to admit it, he belonged to her—body and soul—and she protected him fiercely. In that fleeting moment, a fraction of a second, Nathan understood her intent. She’d done this before; he knew her street-smart nature. Taylor wouldn’t confront Tatiana directly, wouldn’t say, “What do you think you’re doing? How dare you touch my husband?” Instead, she let Tatiana descend from the height of her dominance with the softest landing possible, having Nathan bow naked before her, apologizing and begging. Taylor was masterful at this, and it was yet another reason Nathan loved her so deeply—he couldn’t stop loving her. Whatever came next, he knew Taylor had his back: an 18-year-old girl with minimal formal education, yet a woman who knew her way with men and women alike, her dominance a force he cherished even in his shame.

Taylor’s gaze fell to his bandaged thumb, still in its sling. “And what’s this? You were wounded?” Nathan hesitated, darting a look at Tatiana, who stood tall, her presence a storm. “No, it’s nothing, Taylor,” he said, but she insisted, “No, tell me.” His voice faltered, eyes flickering between them. “It’s… I tried to tap on your shoulder back in the observatory.” Taylor’s brows knit, her head tilting. “And?” Nathan swallowed, glancing at Tatiana, who remained silent, her eyes gleaming. “And he held my hand and squeezed a bit, so I… I almost broke my finger.”

Taylor’s eyes widened, darting to Tatiana in disbelief. “Could you believe that? He tried to pull you from the grasp of Rich,” Tatiana said, her voice smooth but edged with amusement. “Rich was a boxer when he was young—still trains with boys half his age once a month. Such a strong guy. Good thing I was there—it could’ve ended much worse for Nathan.” Taylor turned to Nathan, her tone chiding but soft. “That was quite silly, don’t you think, baby? Trying to fight a real man. Please, honey, don’t do it again.” She kissed his cheek, her lips warm against his flushed skin. “Okay?”

With that, Tatiana strode out, her black satin dress shimmering as she glanced back. “Listen to what Taylor’s telling you,” she uttered, leaving Nathan and Taylor alone in the harshly lit servant’s room. Taylor’s eyes softened, her emerald satin dress catching the stark light as she stepped closer. “Come here,” she said, guiding him to the narrow cot with a gentle touch. She lay beside him, her face inches from his, her cold hand slipping to his raw, exposed ass, still burning from Tatiana’s brutal spanking. “It’s warm,” she murmured, her voice a soothing caress.

“Yes, it is,” Nathan replied, his voice hoarse, the pain mingling with a strange comfort under her touch. “Does it feel nice?” she asked, her hazel eyes glinting with curiosity, her giggle intoxicating, like champagne bubbles in his veins. “Taylor, baby, thank you for being with me,” he said, his heart swelling despite the ache. Her brows knit, playful but insistent. “But I asked you a question.” Nathan swallowed, the truth spilling out. “She beat me hard, but now, for some reason, it feels warm and good.” Taylor laughed, the sound bright and disarming. “Oh, I see—so perhaps I should start spanking you!” She giggled again, and Nathan couldn’t help but laugh too, the tension easing for a fleeting moment. “I’m melting, Taylor,” he said, his voice raw with longing. “I’m practically melting in this narrow bed with you. You have no idea what you mean to me.”

“Same here, baby,” she said, her smile radiant, but Nathan’s heart sank, doubt creeping in. “No, come on, I know you love Rich now,” he said, his voice heavy with self-pity. “I know it. I’m nothing in this scheme of things. I just want to feel your body next to me, nothing more.” Taylor laughed again, her fingers trailing to his cock, fondling it gently. “And what’s this?” she teased as he gasped, “Ohhh…” The sound escaped him, involuntary, primal. “It’s amazing how men stop thinking and just say ‘ohhh’ when I touch their cock,” she said, her voice a playful taunt. Nathan’s throat tightened, bitterness rising. “Except for Rich, of course,” he muttered. “He’s a man, he’s resilient.”

Taylor’s eyes sparkled with mischief. “Yes, Rich is a man, and yet when I stroked his cock in the observatory, he started singing.” Nathan’s breath caught, shock rippling through him. “Oh, so you mean you touched his cock?” he asked, his voice trembling. “Well, yes, of course,” she said, her tone matter-of-fact. “What else do you think we were doing there with my little hand beneath that towel?” Nathan groaned, “Ohhh…” the thought pushing him to the edge of climax, his cock throbbing under her touch. “What now?” she asked, her hand pausing, worry flickering in her eyes. “That… that…” he stammered, struggling to form words. “That you’re telling me to my face, plain and simple, you were playing with his cock.”

She gave him a long look, her hand returning to his cock, stroking slowly. “Yes? And? Is there an issue with that?” she asked, her voice calm, almost defiant. Nathan’s heart raced, his mind a storm of jealousy and arousal. “Well, I mean, you… I mean, we’re a married couple—right?” Taylor’s smile was patient, explanatory. “Yes, baby, but what I achieved there, you wouldn’t be able to achieve in a lifetime,” she said. Nathan listened, anxiety creeping in as she continued. “You see, Rich isn’t as easygoing as he looks. He has his opinions, his ideas. In the beginning, he said he was reluctant to continue with this deal.” Nathan’s stomach twisted, but she pressed on. “But as I was stroking his cock, he promised he’d look into it. He really did, and he’ll come back with an answer before the end of the week.”

Nathan caressed her smooth hair, his fingers trembling. She thinks she’s swaying him, but I know Rich’s games, he thought, his veteran instincts screaming the truth. Rich wasn’t interested in the business—Nathan saw it clearly now, here in his territory. The deal was a ploy, a lure to claim Taylor, and she’d already fallen into his orbit, no million-dollar investment needed. The house he’d given her for a dollar, his pride, his world—it meant nothing against a billionaire’s pull. But he couldn’t bear to shatter her hope, so he only murmured, “You’re amazing, Taylor, truly amazing.”

“Right?” she said, her smile widening. “So stop complaining. I only stroked his cock up and down till he came.” The words hit Nathan like a shockwave, his mind reeling. He came in her hand, he thought, relief and despair colliding—she hadn’t fucked him, but the image of Rich climaxing under her touch burned. He echoed faintly, “Oh, yes, you only stroked his cock until he came in your hand.” Taylor’s eyes narrowed, playful but firm. “Don’t you feel you need to apologize for these false accusations?” she asked, kissing his cheeks, his lips, her breath warm against his skin.

“Of course I apologize, Taylor,” Nathan said, kissing her between words, his voice thick with surrender. “I know it’s not even considered sex, and you were doing it for both of us, for elevating our business.” He said it but felt the humiliation of it gripping his cock relentlessly, a visceral shame that burned through him—she was the one stroking another man’s cock, making him cum in her hand, admitting it unabashedly, and yet, as always, he found himself apologizing to her, seeking her mercy despite her actions. Her kisses softened, forgiving. “And I forgive you, of course, baby,” she said. “It feels so good to have you here with me, even if we’re beyond the enemy lines.” Nathan chuckled, his metaphor sparking a faint smile. “You and your metaphors—enemy lines,” she teased, giggling. “These are people just like us, right, Nathan? Rich wants to make sure the business makes sense, isn’t it beautiful?”

“Yes, my princess, yes, yes,” Nathan said, drinking in her presence, unable to get enough. She thinks she’s manipulating him, but Rich is the arch-manipulator, he thought, biting back the truth. He knew Rich’s type—men who wanted into her pants, not her business—but Taylor was sacred, untouchable in her radiance, and he wouldn’t dim her light. “From what you’re saying, I gather you managed to sway him in our direction,” he said, playing along.

“But of course, Nathan, of course,” she said, rising to sit on the cot’s edge. “Where are you going?” he asked, his voice full of longing as she stood. “I’m going to join them,” she said, smoothing her dress. “Why? I thought you’d stay with me,” he pleaded, the ache in his chest deepening. “No, Nathan, it’s still so early, and I really want to get to know them better, so I can tell you where the wind is blowing, you know what I mean?” she said, her tone firm but kind.

“Yes, okay, but can I join?” he asked, his eyes pleading. Taylor shook her head, her authority gentle but absolute. “No, Nathan, I do not allow that.” He looked up at her, her beauty overwhelming, a goddess in the harsh light. How can I argue with her? What’s the point? he thought, his heart surrendering. “So, have a good night, okay, baby?” she said, leaning down to kiss his forehead. With a flick of her hand, she turned off the light, off the light, sending the room into absolute blackness, the void swallowing him as her footsteps faded, leaving Nathan alone with his burning ass, his throbbing cock, and the echo of her laughter joining the others in the living room.

3 a.m.

Three hours later, Nathan woke with a start, his heart pounding in the void. The darkness was absolute, a suffocating shroud that pressed against his cartoon-duck pajamas, his bandaged thumb still slung awkwardly against his shoulder. How did I fall asleep? he thought, disoriented, Taylor’s precious minutes beside him a fleeting dream. He fumbled for his phone, the screen’s glow a harsh intrusion—3 a.m. Goodness, she’s still not here. Panic surged, a gnawing fear that clawed at his chest. He jumped from the cot, bare feet cold on the wooden floor, and hesitated at the door. Tatiana’s discipline lingered like a specter—her slaps, her knee, her voice commanding him to stay—and yet the curiosity, the dread, was stronger. I have to check, he thought, his breath shallow. Where is she?

He opened the door slowly, the hinges silent, and stepped into the dim hallway, the faint glow from the living room barely piercing the shadows, each cautious movement a rebellion against Tatiana’s iron grip. Hours after her merciless spanking—a brutal, searing punishment that left his ass raw and his spirit shattered—her influence held him like a vise, each step a defiance that made his skin prickle with terror, the dread of her wrath a specter that whispered he wasn’t free, wasn’t allowed out of his room. She’d reduced him to a small boy, disciplined and trembling, willing to do anything to avoid another lash of her sadistic fury, yet the gnawing fear of Taylor’s absence drove him forward, his bare feet treading with painstaking care on the cold wooden floor, heart pounding at the thought of knocking something over, a clatter that would summon Tatiana’s punishing gaze. The living room lay empty, its plush sofas and chandelier silent, the city’s skyline a distant glitter through floor-to-ceiling windows, a world of forbidden pleasures beyond his reach. Where is she? His heart raced, guiding him toward the master bedroom, its double doors looming like a forbidden gate—a sacred realm where adults slept, played, and surrendered to pleasure, a sanctuary he was barred from yet drawn to with a shameful, electric ache. As he neared, a sound stopped him cold—Taylor’s moan, a throaty “aaaaahhhh,” followed by a soft “mmmmm…” that sent a shiver down his spine, the erotic pull of her voice igniting a forbidden heat in his cartoon-duck pajamas, his arousal a pulsing betrayal that clashed with the icy dread of Tatiana’s retribution.

The door was cracked open, a sliver of warm light spilling into the hall, but the narrow gap hid the scene within, leaving Nathan frozen, his breath catching as he strained to hear, unable to see what unfolded in the master bedroom. Tatiana’s voice came clearly through the opening, soft but commanding, a narrator in a scene he dreaded yet couldn’t resist. “That’s it, Taylor, that’s it, good girl, breathe, baby,” she said, her tone maternal, guiding. “You know how important it is for Rich to make love to you, yes?” Taylor’s voice, hazy with passion, answered, “Yes, yes, I’m preparing, I’m preparing myself for Daddy.” Nathan’s stomach twisted, his cock stirring despite the shock, the words alone painting a vivid, tormenting image. Daddy? She’s calling him Daddy? he thought, his mind reeling. Tatiana continued, “You see? Rich is so good at licking down there. It feels great, right, baby?”

“Yes, yes…” Taylor hitched, her voice breaking. “I’m drowning in pleasure, melting, Daddy, Daddy, Rich—” Tatiana cut her off gently, “Ssh, Rich doesn’t allow you to call him by his name, yes? Just call him Daddy, okay?” Taylor’s moan deepened, “Yes, of course, oooooh, it feels so good, Daddy, so good.” Nathan’s knees weakened, his hand gripping the doorframe, the image searing his mind—Taylor writhing under Rich’s tongue, Tatiana coaching her submission. She’s giving herself to him, fully his, he thought, arousal and despair colliding. Tatiana’s voice grew firmer, “Raise your hand if you’re ready, yes? Don’t stress it. Last time it was too thick for you, but you must let go, yes?”

“Yes, Tatiana,” Taylor gasped, her voice hoarse with desire. “You meant ‘Yes, Ma’am,’ yes?” Tatiana corrected, her tone unyielding. “Yes, yes, Ma’am,” Taylor replied, her words dissolving into another moan. Nathan stood rooted, his cock now painfully erect, pressing against his pajamas, pre-cum dampening the fabric. She’s preparing for him—again? Last time? The realization hit like a blow, confirming his worst fears—Taylor wasn’t just flirting or stroking; she was Rich’s, body and soul, in ways Nathan could never reclaim. I sold her my house for a dollar, and now she’s theirs, he thought, tears pricking his eyes as her moans grew louder, a symphony of surrender that drowned out his silent scream.

Then Taylor’s voice shifted, urgent, pleading. “Rich, darling, Rich,” she gasped, raising her hand slowly, “this time, Rich, you hear me—I’m begging you, slowly.” A manly voice, low and commanding, answered with a single word, “Ready?” Taylor’s response trembled with effort, “Yes, Daddy, I’m trying, I’m really traaaaaa—” Her words dissolved into a sharp squeak, the unmistakable sound of a woman pierced for the first time, nailed by a force too vast to contain. Nathan’s breath hitched, his knees buckling as Taylor’s cries erupted, “Aaaaahh, ah, ah, ah, ah,” a staccato rhythm that betrayed her struggle to accommodate Rich’s girth. She can’t take him—he’s too much, a real man, Nathan thought, his arousal surging despite the agony of her surrender, his cock throbbing painfully in his pajamas.

Tatiana’s voice broke through, urgent but calm, “No, no, Rich, don’t pull, don’t pull.” Rich’s tone was steady, almost frustrated, “But it doesn’t go in.” Tatiana pleaded, “Give her one more time, okay? Rich, I know you’re tired. Give the girl—she’s really trying her best to make you happy, aren’t you, Taylor?” Taylor’s voice cracked, desperate, “I am, I am, I want you to fuck me, Daddy, I really do, please, I’m begging you, one last chance.” Another squeak tore from her, a piercing “Aaaaaaaahhhh,” and Tatiana’s encouragement followed, “Breathe, yes, yes, you see? He’s halfway, such a brave girl you are.”

The air thickened with the clasp of two bodies meeting forcefully, a wet, rhythmic slap that signaled Rich’s full entry, the bed creaking beneath their weight as it rocked in unison with their primal rhythm, the headboard thumping softly against the wall with each thrust. “Yes, Rich, all the way in!” Tatiana urged, her voice a commanding whisper, and Taylor’s cries turned to a fervent plea, “I need you, Daddy, Daddy, I’m okay now, please, I’m begging you, please fuck your doll, please!” Her voice was raw, tear-soaked, as if proving herself worthy of the older, experienced man, her submission a desperate offering, her moans rising in a crescendo of “Ooooh!” and “Ahhh!” that mingled with the mattress’s groans and the faint laughter of Tatiana, a sadistic delight in Taylor’s surrender. Nathan stood defeated, his mind screaming, such a thick cock, and she’s doing her best to take him—she needs him, it’s a sexual need I can’t fulfill. The rhythm escalated, a primal symphony of flesh against flesh, the wet slap intensifying with their fervor, Taylor’s voice no longer her own but that of a woman in heat, lost to pure, unfiltered pleasure, her gasps of “Daddy, Daddy!” a pulse of ecstasy, her breaths heavy, ragged, weaving through the relentless clap of their bodies in high gear.

Nathan’s hand moved instinctively, yanking down his pajamas to free his cock, the sling on his left arm swaying as his right hand stroked furiously, the sounds painting a vivid tableau—Taylor writhing, Rich claiming her, Tatiana orchestrating their union. The bed shook harder, its creaks a steady beat beneath Taylor’s rising moans, each “Daddy!” a knife to his pride, her gentle screams of passion—“Ohhh, yes!”—mingling with the faint whisper of Rich’s low grunts, the mattress protesting as their bodies moved in sync, the headboard’s thump growing louder, more insistent. Her moans surged, a storm of fucks, breaths, and sighs, Taylor’s pleasure so fierce it seemed to shake the walls, her voice a siren’s call that pulled Nathan deeper into his cuckold abyss, his cock throbbing, pre-cum slicking his fingers. I’m nothing, a loser who sold her my house for nothing, he thought, his strokes frantic, inadequate against the primal force unfolding beyond the door, the symphony of their lust—the wet slaps, the bed’s creaks, the gasps of release—building to a climax that echoed through the room.

The air thickened with the escalating rhythm of their passion, the wet slaps of flesh against flesh punctuated by the bed’s creaking protests, the headboard’s relentless thumping against the wall. Tatiana’s voice broke through, urgent and pleading, “Rich, Rich, if you continue like this you will cum, please Rich, I’m begging you, you promised me, you promised you will fuck me, just pull out and let me have some!” But Rich, lost in Taylor’s body, seemed beyond hearing, his grip on her tightening as he gave her all he had, her cries drowning out Tatiana’s desperate pleas. Taylor’s voice erupted in a torrent of raw passion, “Aaaaahhh, ooohhhhh, aaaaah, you’re tearing me, Daddy, aaaaahhh!” her shouts a crescendo of surrender that overpowered the room, each moan a visceral pulse of her struggle and ecstasy. Her final screams shattered the air, a crescendo of “Aaaaahhhh!” that spoke of climax, raw and consuming, answered by Rich’s deep grunt, a sound of immense satisfaction that marked his release. Nathan’s own orgasm hit seconds earlier, a pathetic spurt onto the hallway floor, his cock twitching without the friction of her pussy, cumming like a loser before Rich’s triumph. I can’t even last as long as him, he thought, shame flooding him as his knees buckled, his cum a shameful puddle compared to the ecstasy within. Then, silence fell, not a word, the stillness heavier than the moans that preceded it, a void that swallowed Nathan’s last shred of hope.

The air hung heavy after Taylor’s final screams and Rich’s grunt, their climaxes a shattering crescendo, but before the silence could settle, Rich’s labored breathing broke through, the big man panting hard, his passion for Taylor having consumed him entirely. He tried to speak, his voice a strained rasp, “Tat…”—a gasp for air—“Tati…”—his chest heaving as he struggled to form a sentence, the urgency of his need to penetrate Taylor deeper, to make love to her with relentless fervor, having stripped even this alpha of control, his desire an unstoppable force that shattered Tatiana’s plans for her own intimacy. “So sorry…” he managed, the words fragmented, his breathing ragged from the intensity he wouldn’t admit. Finally, arranging his breath, he spoke more clearly, “Tati, later I will fuck you, ok? I just couldn’t stop fucking this doll,” his tone steady but unapologetic, revealing a rare vulnerability in the experienced billionaire, a man whose passion for Taylor had overwhelmed him beyond restraint. Silence fell, a crushing void heavier than the rhythmic slaps of their bodies moments before, and then Taylor’s voice broke through, soft but radiant with satisfaction, “God, that was so good, so good, I haven’t felt satisfied like this ever.” A pause hung in the air, then her tone turned earnest, vulnerable, “How was it for you, Daddy? Did I fulfill you, do you feel good, Daddy?” Rich’s voice rumbled, steady but dismissive, “Yes… yes, of course, now go back to sleep, little girl, and let Daddy sleep. Tomorrow I have to work.” Nathan stood trembling outside the master bedroom, his pajamas bunched around his ankles, his right hand slick with his premature cum, the sling on his left arm swaying as tears streaked his face, the weight of their exchange a void that swallowed his last shred of hope.

The words hit Nathan like a blade, Taylor’s devotion to “Daddy” a stark command that signaled the end of their intimacy. She’s going to sleep—she’ll come back to the cot, and I can’t let her catch me here, he thought, panic surging as he imagined Tatiana opening the door, her wrath ignited by his defiance, or Taylor spotting him, her disappointment a lash worse than any spanking. He scuttled away, hauling up his pajamas as he fled, the damp fabric clinging to his thighs, his bare feet slapping the cold floor in a frantic rush to the servant’s room. His heart pounded, the fear of being caught by either woman outweighing the ache of her betrayal, his only goal was to reach the cot and feign sleep before they emerged. He dove into the pitch-dark room, the void swallowing him as he scrambled onto the narrow cot, pulling the thin blanket over himself, his breath ragged, waiting for footsteps that didn’t come.

Where is she? he asked himself, the darkness amplifying his dread. He stood, shaking, and peeked into the dim hallway, his head barely past the doorframe, terrified of violating Tatiana’s rule again. I can’t go out—she’ll catch me, punish me worse, he thought, memories of her spanking searing his still-warm ass. The living room lay silent, the master bedroom’s light a distant flicker, but no sign of Taylor. Nothing. Defeated, he returned to the cot, collapsing under the weight of exhaustion, his mind a storm of her cries — “Daddy, Daddy!”—and Rich’s grunt, the sounds looping in an endless torment. The house he’d sold her for a dollar felt like a cage now, his millionaire pride reduced to this trembling shell, inadequate against a billionaire’s claim.

4:00 a.m.

The servant’s room door creaked open, a faint sound that jolted Nathan from his restless haze, his heart skipping as Taylor slipped in, her presence a shadow in the pitch darkness, a quiet promise of warmth that cut through his lingering despair. She climbed onto the narrow cot beside him, her movements deliberate, the door clicking shut to seal them in the void, and as she settled in, Nathan felt the whisper of a negligee against his skin, its satin fabric soft and slick, a delicate lace edge grazing him—a garment clearly chosen by Rich and Tatiana to make her body more accessible, an offering for Rich’s desires that now stirred a conflicted ache in Nathan’s chest. Her little hands, small and warm, wrapped around him with a tender certainty, pulling him close as her lips brushed his cheek in a soft, lingering kiss, her body pressing against his through the satin, the lace a teasing caress that sent a shiver through him. For a moment, the world fell away—her embrace was a sanctuary, her warmth enveloping him like a hearth after a storm, making him feel at home, safe, cherished, the torment of her cries for “Daddy” fading under the gentle weight of her touch, her head resting on his shoulder like a cushion. Nathan’s breath caught, confusion swirling as the comfort clashed with his earlier anguish—why didn’t she stay in Rich’s big bed, their shared ecstasy so clear, or is she still trying to hide her actions, keeping her fucking behind my back as always, though could she have longed for me, the lowly insignificant me, her hug a desperate return to something safe? “What, my baby, what?” he asked, his voice thick with disbelief, a tender attempt to be her “daddy” as she clung to him, her silence stretching the moment into a fragile, unspoken question.

“Just hugging you—do you have a problem with that?” she asked, her voice taut, a storm brewing beneath the surface, her words edged with an authority that masked a hidden turmoil she wouldn’t share. Nathan shook his head, the pitch darkness hiding his flush, his heart racing at the shift in her tone. “No, but, wow, it’s 4 a.m.—only now you guys are going to sleep?” he asked, curiosity slipping out despite the unease it stirred. Taylor’s sigh was sharp, a jagged exhale, her fingers tightening on his arm as if anchoring herself against an unseen tempest. “Nathan, you’re asking too many questions,” she snapped, her voice low, strained, a thread of something unspoken—anger, guilt, conflict—woven into each syllable. He flinched, her proximity a balm and a blade, the softness of her negligee intoxicating even as her words cut, the satin smooth against him, the lace a teasing reminder of her night with Rich. “Was just curious, that’s all,” he mumbled, feeling small, but her warmth, her head nestled against him, felt so good he could almost forget the undercurrent of her storm.

“Nathan, don’t start with this self-pity, okay?” she said, her voice firm but strained, the storm within her still simmering beneath the surface, a turmoil she wouldn’t share. “Let’s be friends, a loving couple, for a change.” Nathan’s heart clenched, the word “couple” a hollow echo after what he’d witnessed—her cries of “Daddy,” her body yielding to Rich in ways he could never claim. Friends? After that? he thought, turmoil churning within him, unsure if such a label could hold amidst the wreckage of his pride. He remained silent, the pitch darkness hiding his furrowed brow, his silence a heavy weight between them. Taylor, relentless, shook his shoulder with her other hand, her touch nagging, insistent, the smooth fabric of her negligee whispering against him, the lace a teasing graze that spoke of its scandalous intent. “Answer me,” she urged, her voice a mix of determination and a cute, unyielding edge. Nathan swallowed, the title slipping out as a surrender, “Yes, Mistress, that goes without saying,” his voice low, a testament to her control despite his inner storm. Taylor’s tone steadied, her approval a soft hum, “Good,” she said, her hand still resting on his shoulder, “and please, I’m really asking you nicely, don’t resume your inquiries, or I shall punish you.” Silence fell, heavy in the dark, and she shook him again, insistent. “Please acknowledge.”

“Yes, Mistress, I shall not ask questions,” Nathan said, his voice steady despite the turmoil within. “I understand that if I will, I shall be punished.” Taylor’s approval was a soft hum, “Correct,” her voice grave as she settled against him, her body relaxing into his, the satin of her negligee whispering against his skin, the delicate lace grazing him with a teasing edge that spoke of its purpose—chosen for Rich, not him. Her breath slowed as she drifted toward sleep, her warmth a fleeting comfort in the pitch darkness. Nathan lay beneath her, his frayed nerves quieting under her weight, the darkness a cocoon that held them together, however briefly. She’s here, with me, not him, he thought, but the echo of her cries — “Daddy, I need you”—and the feel of the negligee, its satin and lace a tactile reminder of her submission to Rich, lingered, a cruel whisper that her heart was elsewhere, even as her body warmed his in this fleeting moment.


Nothing But Heartbreak

9:00 a.m., Tatiana & Rich apartment, Wilshire Grand Center, 20th Floor, Los Angeles.

In the pitch darkness of the servant’s room, Nathan lay on the narrow cot, his eyes wide open, staring into the void, his mind a storm of disbelief as he traced the path that had led him here, the abrupt awakening a jolt after a deep, restful sleep he hadn’t expected. Less than sixteen hours had passed since his participation in the Shark TV program, a moment of hope that had spiraled into this impossible situation—his wife, Taylor, freely indulging in intimacy with another man, her initial admission—“I only stroked his cock up and down till he came”—a cruel understatement, as Nathan had later heard her fully surrender to Rich behind the master bedroom doors, her cries of “Daddy, I need you” and “please fuck your doll” echoing her complete submission as she took his thick cock, a real man’s claim he could never match. Taylor had joined him in the cot at 4 a.m., her touch—resting on his shoulder, using him as a cushion, even with a hint of anger and domineering authority—so comforting, so desperately needed, that Nathan had fallen into a profound sleep, her warmth lulling him into oblivion until he woke alone, unaware she’d risen before him and slipped out, leaving him to face the unfairness of it all, the humiliation of her unapologetic intimacy and his forced apologies burning like a brand, a visceral ache that mingled with the lingering pain in his raw ass from Tatiana’s spankings, a childlike sting that tethered him to his diminished state, while he remained intimidated and dominated by that man’s wife, Tatiana, a relentless storm of control in this opulent cage.

Three sharp knocks on the door jolted Nathan from his stupor, the sound slicing through the darkness as the door creaked open, revealing Samantha, a stunningly beautiful 20-year-old maid whose presence seemed plucked from legends, now standing in the doorway of the Wilshire Grand Center’s opulent apartment. Her functional maid’s dress, black with practical front pockets, hugged her slender frame, the crisp white collar framing her delicate neck, adding a touch of innocence to her radiant beauty, her chestnut hair secured tightly under a simple nanny-style cap, a plain tie holding it in place, a few soft strands framing her face, her doe-like hazel eyes downcast in deference as she stood with her chained hands folded at the front, the rusty links too short to allow them behind her back, head bowed in humble submission. “Good morning, Mister Whitmore,” she said softly, her voice barely above a whisper, her humility a stark contrast to the luxury around her. “Good morning?” Nathan replied, his face a question mark, the sight of this legendary beauty in a servant’s role stirring a mix of awe and confusion, her deference a balm to his wounded dignity despite his childlike yellow pajamas and the oversized bandage on his thumb, a humiliating reminder of his defeat.

“The governess would like you to join her in the morning room for breakfast,” Samantha said quietly, not daring to raise her head, her obedient tone a testament to her subservience, her humility almost tangible in the dim light. “You mean now?” Nathan asked, anxiety creeping into his voice, though her deference made him feel a flicker of regained dignity, as if he were a king in her presence. He glanced around the sparse room, then back at her, his voice hesitant. “Do you perhaps know where my clothes are?” Samantha’s response was immediate, her voice soft but firm. “Yes, sir, we sent them to the laundry, and after we iron them, we shall deliver them to you.” “Deliver?” he repeated, marveling at how her humility made him feel momentarily regal, her beauty and obedience a stark contrast to his own shame. “And what could I wear now? I mean, I can’t go in these ridiculous pajamas,” he said, gesturing to the cartoon-duck pattern on his yellow pajamas, the sling and oversized bandage on his thumb lying beside the cot, a “boo-boo” Tatiana had decreed he wear again that morning to signal his defeat for all to see, especially Rich, a humiliating reminder he’d yet to put back on.

“Oh, sir, it’s perfectly fine,” Samantha replied, her humility unwavering, her head still bowed. “The governess in fact insists that you come wearing your pajamas and the sling with the bandage—is there such a thing?” She raised her face just a fraction, her hazel eyes questioning him briefly before dropping again, her deference unshaken. Nathan shook his head, the weight of Tatiana’s control sinking in, but Samantha said nothing more, her role to serve etched into her every gesture. “Also, sir, I brought you a bowl of water, toothbrush, and paste to brush your teeth, sir,” she added, her voice a quiet offering. “You brought me…?” Nathan trailed off, shocked by her servility. “Yes, sir, just a minute, sir,” she said, bowing lightly before stepping out and returning with a small bowl, toothbrush, and paste, her hands trembling slightly as she held them out.

Nathan began brushing his teeth, the act surreal as Samantha held the bowl for him, her head still bowed, her humility a silent submission that made him feel like the King of England, the absurdity of spitting into the bowl she held only deepening his conflicted emotions. As he reached for the towel draped over her shoulder, she nodded slightly to affirm it was expected, her deference unwavering. But then Nathan noticed her hands—chained with a long, rusty chain, the metal links glinting faintly in the dim light, a shocking detail that made his breath catch. “Oh, you mean you’re cuffed, or am I just dreaming?” he asked, his voice a mix of disbelief and concern. Samantha lowered her head further, her voice barely a whisper. “Yes, sir, the governess prefers us to be cuffed and shackled, sir.” Nathan’s mind reeled as he began to grasp the true nature of his hosts, the depths of their control sinking in. “And what if you don’t wear this?” he inquired, his tone cautious. She hesitated, her head dipping lower. “Then I am punished, sir. The governess makes sure to stripe my ass to the point where I no longer want or ask for anything.”

Nathan paused, his gaze lingering on her for a moment, struck by the realization that her beauty was exceptional, a radiance that seemed out of place in this opulent cage. “You are very beautiful,” he said, the words slipping out before he could stop them. Samantha’s cheeks flushed slightly, her head still bowed as she murmured, “Thank you, sir.” “Are you even aware of this?” he asked, curiosity overriding his caution. “Yes, sir, I was paid for this, so I guess I’m not so bad looking,” she replied, her voice soft but steady. Nathan repeated her words slowly, nodding, his eyes fixed on her. “Not so bad looking… you mean you were a model?” he asked, his tone a mix of awe and disbelief. “Yes, sir,” she said simply. “Oh, okay, okay…” he said, as if that explained everything, ready to let it go, but a nagging question pulled him back. “A top model, I guess?” he pressed. “Yes, sir,” she confirmed, her deference unshaken. Nathan scratched his head, trying to recall magazine covers. “Cosmopolitan? Vogue?” he ventured. “Yes, Vogue, sir, exactly,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

“And what brought you here?” Nathan asked, his curiosity now a burning need to understand. Samantha hesitated, her doe-like hazel eyes flickering briefly before dropping again. “It’s a long story, sir, and the governess shall stripe my ass if we’re late for breakfast,” she said, her tone laced with quiet urgency, a reminder of Tatiana’s relentless control.

Nathan sighed, the weight of her words a bitter echo of his own experience, a mix of emotions swirling within him—should he cry or laugh at the absurdity of it all? “Very well,” he said, resignation settling in as he stood, the yellow pajamas and sling making him feel like a child under her gaze. “Show me the way.” Following the young maid, Nathan couldn’t help but notice her body, even through the modest, sexless attire of her black dress, her stunning curves impossible to hide, each step revealing the graceful sway of her hips, a gorgeous beauty that contrasted sharply with her servitude. They passed through rooms adorned with plush rugs, ornate decor, and opulent furnishings, the Wilshire Grand Center’s luxury a constant reminder of his diminished place.

Upon arriving at the morning room, Samantha stepped aside and faced Nathan, her functional maid’s dress a silent testament to her servitude as she gestured the way with a deferential nod, her chained hands a haunting reminder of Tatiana’s control. The spectacle that presented itself to Nathan was a breathtaking display of opulence—the morning room glowed with morning light, its floor-to-ceiling windows framing a panoramic view of Los Angeles, the city’s skyline shimmering in the golden dawn, skyscrapers piercing the hazy horizon like silent sentinels. Ornate gold sconces cast a warm shimmer across the intricately carved wooden ceiling, a massive crystal chandelier hanging over a round table draped in crisp white linen, its surface adorned with polished silver cutlery, bone china plates with gold rims, and a centerpiece of fresh orchids and roses spilling over in vibrant hues, their scent mingling with the aroma of warm croissants and rich espresso. Plush, tufted burgundy chairs surrounded the table, their elegance a cruel contrast to Nathan’s childlike state, the sling over his shoulder holding his arm, the huge bandage over his thumb making him look like a seriously wounded man, a humiliating display Tatiana had insisted upon to mark his defeat.

Nathan moved slowly to his designated place in the morning room, his raw ass still throbbing from Tatiana’s spankings, a childlike sting that made each step a reminder of his submission, his anxiety mounting as he felt the weight of the opulent room pressing down on him. Samantha, her doe-like hazel eyes still downcast, pushed the plush burgundy chair for him to sit, her humble gesture a quiet act of service that made Nathan feel a flicker of dignity despite his wounded appearance. With a subtle nod, she placed an extra cushion on the chair, her deft movement betraying her experience with men whose striped asses couldn’t bear a hard seat, a silent acknowledgment of his pain that deepened his shame. Taylor, seated across from Tatiana, was absorbed in a hushed conversation, her face serious, a far cry from her usual lightweight giggling, her shadowed hazel eyes betraying an unspoken storm. She wore a light blue satin negligee, its delicate fabric shimmering faintly in the morning light, the thin straps slipping over her shoulders, the plunging neckline adorned with intricate black lace framing her curves with scandalous intent, a small black bow nestled between her breasts drawing the eye, while the high-slit hem revealed a glimpse of her thigh—a garment so brazen for breakfast that Nathan’s heart clenched in shock. Good God, my Taylor, the one dominating my soul, reduced like this—have they done this to her? Clearly she didn’t choose to sit like this for breakfast; it must be them, right? They’ve made her their doll, he thought, a mix of shock and unexplained arousal surging through him as he realized Tatiana didn’t just dominate him completely—she dominated Taylor, who dominated him, making Tatiana’s power over him even more absolute, leaving him feeling utterly helpless and small, his striped ass a burning reminder of his submission next to the domineering Tatiana. Tatiana, her commanding presence a stark contrast, leaned forward, mentoring the younger woman with a firm tone. “No, no, no, listen,” she said, “again,” pausing for effect, “all you need to do is once you’re standing in front of the man, just lift your knee.” Taylor’s expression remained harsh, her curiosity tinged with unease. “And?” she asked, her voice low but probing, clearly not in a good mood that morning. “And then, once it hits a man’s balls, it’s very painful—he’ll bow to you and collapse on the floor,” Tatiana replied, her voice carrying the weight of her decades of experience in dominating men.

Taylor’s eyes flickered toward Nathan as he approached, a subtle signal to Tatiana that their guest was near, prompting a swift change in subject. She drummed her fingers nervously on the white linen tablecloth, searching for a topic to fill the silence, and asked, “So you have the same apartment in Chicago you were saying?” her tone probing as she steered the conversation back to Tatiana’s earlier mention. “Exactly,” Tatiana replied, her voice smooth and confident, picking up a golden-brown croissant with her fork. “And also in Boston, London, and… ah, yes, Montreal.” She took a delicate bite, her auburn hair catching the morning light flooding the opulent room. Taylor nodded, her serious demeanor a silent testament to her inner turmoil, and said, “So you can’t say you have one place you call home.” “Exactly,” Tatiana continued, “but I find it much more interesting. Just imagine, living in the same house, but when you emerge from the parking lot—it’s a totally different place.” Taylor nodded again, her mind elsewhere, her hazel eyes shadowed with an unspoken storm Nathan could feel from across the table, mirroring his own cuckolded pain.

William, the butler, approached Taylor with a silver coffee urn, his classic black tuxedo and bow tie a picture of professionalism, his silver hair slicked back, yet Nathan studied him carefully, sensing a familiarity he couldn’t place—a man who didn’t seem born a waiter, more like an executive or rich businessman relegated to this subservient role, his posture betraying a past of power. His hands, connected by a rusty chain that clinked faintly, poured only half a cup of rich espresso into Taylor’s delicate china cup, his movements precise but oddly cautious. “Madam,” he said with a slight bow, his voice formal and deferential, “would you care for more?” Taylor frowned, her hazel eyes distant. “Pour some more—why only half?” she said, her tone sharp but weary. William nodded quickly, pouring a fuller stream, but as he shuffled back to his standing post, the rusty chain linking his shackled legs rattled softly, a detail Nathan hadn’t noticed before, underscoring the depth of his servitude. Samantha, standing with her chained hands folded at the front, cast a deferential yet angry glance at him, her doe-like eyes flashing as she shook her head, clearly displeased with his failure to fill Taylor’s cup. The exchange hinted at William’s subservience to her, a dynamic that suggested consequences Nathan could only imagine—perhaps a harsh punishment later—though he wondered if the opulent morning room’s intensity was playing tricks on his mind.

Taylor kept nodding, her fingers rolling nervously on the white linen tablecloth, doing her best to find something to talk about, anything to fill the heavy silence, but finally succumbing to the question that weighed most on her heart. “And Rich?” she asked very gently, her voice soft but tinged with hope, her serious expression deepening. Tatiana paused, her fork hovering over her plate. “And Rich? What about Rich?” she asked, spreading butter over her brioche with a slow, deliberate motion. “I mean, is he joining us?” Taylor clarified, her longing barely concealed. “Oh,” Tatiana said, her tone casual, “not sure—I think he mentioned something about hopping to Chicago this morning.” “Ahh…” Taylor said, her voice trailing off, “Chicago…” she repeated, her hazel eyes shadowed with an unspoken storm.  Meanwhile, Samantha poured Nathan’s coffee, the maid’s chained hands trembling slightly as she leaned close to his ear, her humble but sexy voice a whisper, “Sir, would you like me to arrange for you a plate of fresh strawberries with cream?”

Nathan nodded silently, his gaze trailing Samantha as she glided to a nearby side table. She deftly filled a small porcelain bowl with fresh strawberries and a dollop of cream, the faint clink of her shackles a subtle reminder of her servitude. Placing the bowl before him, Samantha leaned close, her humble yet alluring whisper brushing his ear, “Enjoy, sir,” before straightening and moving toward William. Nathan’s eyes followed her every step, captivated as she issued a subtle command, her finger pointing toward the kitchen. William responded with a small, deferential bow and departed, his shackled legs rattling softly with each step, while Samantha stepped back to face the trio, her shackled hands folded at her front, her doe-like hazel eyes scanning the table to observe the guests for any need, her stunning beauty a jarring contrast to her humble role. As Nathan watched, his mind churned with wonder—how could an executive like William, a man who seemed destined for power, and a woman as breathtaking as Samantha surrender their freedom to such subservience under Tatiana and Rich? Samantha clearly dominated William, yet both yielded to their masters’ whims, their lives distilled to this sexual servitude—surely sex couldn’t be everything, he mused, people must be mad to trade their freedom for such a life, intoxicating as the allure might be.

Just then, Rich arrived, his presence a commanding force that filled the morning room, a strong man, a bull with no games, straight to the point, dressed in a crisp white shirt without a tie, the top button undone to reveal a glimpse of his broad chest, his silver hair tousled with a casual authority, his piercing gray eyes scanning the room with a focused intensity. Nathan noticed Taylor’s cheeks flush red, a rare expression of vulnerability emerging as she tried to make eye contact with him, her hazel eyes lighting up with a desperate longing, but Rich wasn’t paying attention, his focus elsewhere as he greeted them politely. “How’s breakfast, guys?” he asked, sipping black coffee—no sugar—from a simple glass he’d prepared himself, his gaze settling on Nathan with a weight that made him shrink. “Splendid, actually, I like the smoked salmon with capers,” Nathan replied, his voice strained, the sling over his shoulder and bandage on his thumb a humiliating contrast to Rich’s commanding presence. Rich’s eyes narrowed briefly, landing on Nathan’s arm. “Hey, what’s this sling? Bandage? What happened?” he asked, his tone curious but detached. Nathan darted a look at Tatiana, her auburn hair catching the morning light, and stammered, “No, no, it’s nothing, I fell in the bath.” Tatiana choked on her glass of wine, a sharp laugh escaping her lips, but Rich, unaware he’d pressed Nathan’s thumb too hard in the observatory, didn’t delve further, shrugging it off. “Ok, ok,” he said, nodding absently, “and I trust you guys had a good rest?”

Taylor replied immediately, her voice overly bright, “Oh, yes, I had such a fulfilling night’s sleep,” but Rich’s mind was elsewhere, his focus already shifting. “I better get moving—my pilot hasn’t eaten anything,” he said, turning to leave. Tatiana interjected, her tone playful but firm, “Wait—did you floss this morning?” Rich laughed, brushing off the question with a dismissive wave of his hand, his broad chest shifting under his white shirt as he signaled it wasn’t worth addressing. “No, seriously, have you?” she pressed, leaning forward, her auburn hair catching the morning light. Rich pulled a floss from his pocket, grinning, “I shall do it on my way to the airport, I promise you, baby.” “Very well,” Tatiana said, satisfied, as Rich smiled equally at all of them. “Ok, talk to you later then, guys,” he said, and with that, he was gone.

Nathan couldn’t avoid noticing that Taylor was crying, fighting the tears that threatened to smear her smoky eye mascara, her hazel eyes glistening with unshed emotion as she struggled to maintain her composure, the weight of her storm finally breaking through. “Excuse me,” she said, her voice trembling as she rushed out, William following close behind, pointing her toward the bathroom with a formal bow. It was then that Tatiana turned her attention to Nathan for the first time, her voice smooth but edged with curiosity, “Quite emotional, your wife, wouldn’t you agree?”

“Yea, I don’t know what it is with her,” Nathan said, his voice low as he stared straight ahead, avoiding Tatiana’s gaze, the sight of her absolutely huge breasts a dangerous temptation beneath the expanse of the white blouse she wore, closed by a single button that strained against her voluptuous curves, her white shorts hugging her hips in a tantalizing embrace. His eyes flicked downward, drawn to her bare feet, small and exquisitely tanned, their slightly darker hue a warm contrast to the morning light, adorned with a striking red gloss pedicure that gleamed with perfection, the impossibly high arches a testament to her meticulous care—Nathan couldn’t help but imagine the fortune she must spend on constant treatments, massages, and lotions, her toes delicately curved, their softness and subtle sheen whispering of endless pampering, the epitome of female sexiness that made her luscious legs seem even more irresistible. He knew if he looked too long, she’d notice, her mature, MILF-like dominance a storm he couldn’t withstand, not after the night’s humiliations. “Have you seen her in such a mood before?” Tatiana inquired, her tone smooth but probing, her auburn hair glinting in the morning light streaming through the morning room’s vast windows.

“To tell you the truth, no,” Nathan said, thanking God that Tatiana spoke to him at eye level, not as the governess who’d spanked him for a minor infraction, her voice lacking the commanding edge that had reduced him to a trembling child. His relief was short-lived as she tilted her head, her gaze sharpening. “Nathan, please look at me when you’re talking to me—this isn’t polite, yes?” she said, her tone firm but laced with a subtle challenge. Nathan forced himself to meet her eyes, his mind screaming to dart looks at her amazing breasts, her shorts, her small, arched feet, their bright red polish a beacon of temptation, but he summoned every ounce of willpower, locking his gaze on hers, his yellow pajamas and oversized bandage a humiliating contrast to her provocative allure, the childlike sting in his raw ass a constant reminder of her control.

Tatiana said nothing, her silence a heavy weight that forced Nathan to speak, his voice hesitant as he grasped for words. “Is she sad because of Rich?” he asked, his heart pounding with the question he dreaded most. Tatiana smiled, curling her lips with a knowing edge, her eyes gleaming as she played with his torture, savoring his discomfort without answering immediately, her pause a deliberate torment that made Nathan’s stomach twist. “I mean, they were dancing and then spent a wonderful time in the observatory,” he continued, trying to conceal the fact that he knew Rich had come in Taylor’s hand and later ravished her body to a standstill, her cries of “Daddy, I need you” still echoing in his mind like a cruel refrain. “Of course,” Tatiana finally replied, her voice matter-of-fact, the bluntness of her confirmation striking Nathan like a blow, his breath catching as the truth landed hard, throwing him into a spiral of dread. “And it’s more than just having a wonderful time in the observatory,” she added, looking at him straight in the face.

“What do you mean, much more?” Nathan asked, his voice barely a whisper, dread pooling in his chest as he braced for Tatiana’s answer. She set her coffee cup down, her gaze locking onto his with an intensity that made him shrink, her lips curving into a faint, knowing smile. “Scoot, scoot over here,” she said, flicking her finger with a commanding glint in her eyes. Before Nathan could move, Samantha, ever the obedient servant, stepped forward, her chained hands gently guiding him closer to Tatiana’s plush burgundy chair. Up close, Tatiana’s jasmine-and-spice scent enveloped him, intoxicating and dizzying. With a deft motion, she removed the sling from his shoulder, her fingers brushing his skin as she held his hand in her right, her left hand’s finger tracing slow, deliberate circles on the back of his other hand. The touch sent a jolt through him, a huge boner swelling in his yellow pajama pants, his arousal a shameful pulse under her spell. “I don’t know if you can make the difference, Nathan, so I’m just covering grounds here,” she purred, her voice a velvet command. “Let me ask you this—what’s the difference between love and infatuation?”

Nathan darted a glance toward where Taylor had vanished, the intimacy of crouching so close to Tatiana’s overwhelming presence making his heart race with fear of being caught. “It’s perhaps that when a man—” he began, but she cut him off, her eyes flicking to her golden watch, her tone sharp with impatience. “No, Nathan, forget about men right now, okay? Can you do that for me?” He opened his mouth, hesitating, wanting to protest, but her gaze softened into a knowing smile, silencing him. “I could, but—” he tried again, only for her to nudge closer, her breath hot as she pressed a sudden kiss to his lips, the sensation otherworldly, a shock that left him reeling, his senses drowning in her. She pulled back, her voice firm. “Listen, okay?” Nathan nodded, stunned, her lips’ lingering warmth a fire in his chest. “Again, look at me,” she commanded. “When I see a huge, thick cock—and it doesn’t have to be my husband’s—where does it hit me? Where does a woman feel wet?”

“It hits you down there,” he said, his voice trembling, his eyes locked on her feminine face, fighting not to stare at her huge breasts, their swell a dangerous temptation beneath her blouse. “Nathan, don’t be theoretical,” she chided, her hands resting on the curves of her hips, framed by tight white shorts. “Here’s me, yes? My body—use your hand, Nathan, show Mommy where she feels the infatuation. Don’t be shy.” Nathan’s mind spun, deep in subspace, this woman dominating his every sense. Hesitant, he glanced at her for permission, then moved his hand to the middle bottom of her shorts, just above her pussy, his fingers trembling. “Where?” she asked, her voice a sultry challenge. “Say the word, honey.” Nathan swallowed, his voice a whisper, “You feel it in the… in the pussy,” his hand resting there, the heat of her proximity overwhelming. “Correct,” Tatiana said, her smile approving. “Now love—where do I feel love? When I see a man—and again, it doesn’t have to be my Rich—where do I feel it?”

“In the heart?” Nathan ventured, his voice shaking. “Yes, show me where the heart is,” she urged. “Ma’am, I can’t—I feel I’m going to climax, please,” he pleaded, his arousal a painful edge. “Put your hand on my heart, baby Nathan,” she coaxed, her tone a dangerous purr. He placed his hand on her left breast, the weight of it staggering, but she chuckled softly. “Not exactly—the heart is connected to the nipple. Fondle my left nipple, Nathan.” Lost in her hypnotic pull, Nathan slid his hand toward her blouse, but the tight fabric resisted, her curves a barrier he couldn’t breach. She laughed, a throaty sound that sent shivers through him. “Oh, let me help you,” she said, unbuttoning the single button holding her blouse, her breasts swaying freely, barely covered. “Ma’am, Taylor will see—” he started, but she cut him off, her voice firm. “We’re not doing anything—just put your two fingers on my nipple and mold it.”

Nathan obeyed, his fingers finding her left nipple—the soft, firm peak a revelation under his touch. Warm and yielding, yet electric, each gentle knead sent a pulse of forbidden pleasure through him. His cock throbbed harder beneath his pajamas, the intimacy a dizzying surrender to her dominance. Her skin was silk and fire, and the moment was so erotically charged it blurred the edges of his reality. In his deepening subspace, only her command existed.

She smiled, her voice a whisper. “We feel it in the heart,” she said, her eyes glinting with quiet triumph.

Suddenly, Samantha’s voice broke through—“Ma’am.” A subtle warning. Taylor was returning.

Tatiana's composure snapped back in an instant. She pushed Nathan’s hands away and swiftly rebuttoned her blouse with practiced ease, the wildness of the moment tucked behind a curtain of elegant control.

“So this is where your Taylor—our Taylor—feels it now,” she said sweetly.

“Wait—Ma’am, please, quick—what are you telling me now? That she… that she feels something for him?” Nathan stammered.

Tatiana glanced toward the entrance, anticipating Taylor’s arrival, then looked back at him with a sly smile. Her lips curled in amusement. “Wow… it never fails to amaze me how men can’t think when they’re aroused—tsk, tsk, tsk,” she teased, her voice dripping with sadistic delight.

Nathan was lost, his cock straining hard, confusion swimming in his eyes. “I don’t understand, Ma’am…”

She looked at him, calm and poised, and answered softly, “You did see her tears, didn’t you?”

Just then, Taylor returned to the morning room, her face serious, her hazel eyes shadowed as she caught Tatiana talking privately with Nathan, their voices low in the opulent space flooded with morning light streaming through the vast windows, the city’s skyline a golden shimmer beyond. Tatiana noticed her immediately, her auburn hair catching the dawn’s glow as she leaned back in her plush burgundy chair, her commanding presence a stark contrast to Nathan and Taylor’s diminished states, her gaze sharp and unwavering. “Welcome back, darling,” Tatiana said, her voice smooth and authoritative, a smile playing on her lips that made Nathan’s skin prickle with unease.

“Thank you,” Taylor replied, forcing a sweet smile that Nathan could see was a facade, her serious demeanor betraying the storm within. “This was such a wonderful evening and an amazing breakfast,” she said, her voice bright but hollow, “but I guess it’s time for us to go.” Tatiana looked up at her, her smile constant, her gaze unwavering as she spoke without shifting her eyes, “Samantha, give them their clothes.” Then, turning back to Taylor, she asked, “When is your flight?” Nathan cleared his throat, anxiety gnawing at him under Tatiana’s commanding presence, the opulent space amplifying his sense of inadequacy. “2 p.m., no biggie,” he said, trying to sound casual, though his heart pounded with unease.

“Oh, good, good,” Tatiana said, standing with a fluid grace that made Nathan rise instinctively, her presence a storm he couldn’t resist. “So you’re going to be a good boy for Taylor here, are you, Nathan?” she asked, placing her hand on his back, patting it with a proprietary air that sent a shiver through him, her big breasts a forbidden temptation he dared not glance at as they strained against her blouse. “Oh, he is a good boy,” Taylor said, her eyes glazing with unshed tears as she stepped closer, her voice thick with emotion. “In fact, he’s the best hubby I could imagine—he’s my anchor.” She hugged Nathan tightly in front of Tatiana, clinging to him with a strength that made him feel the depth of her attachment, a fleeting moment of their love story that anchored him despite their shared humiliation.

“Such good kids you are,” Tatiana said, her tone dripping with amusement, her smile widening as she leaned forward, a deliberate tease that made Nathan’s throat dry. “Oh, yes, we are,” Taylor replied, her voice catching, “when you come to the bottom of it, then yes, we are good, and we are kids.” “Absolutely,” Tatiana laughed, her eyes gleaming with sadistic delight, “and I would love to own both of you.” Nathan darted a look at Taylor, his heart pounding at the implication, but her expression was indifferent, her serious demeanor masking her turmoil. “Oh, yes, we too would love to pursue together with you guys the toilet paper deal,” she said, deftly steering the conversation away, her voice feigning enthusiasm. “Oh, yes, yes, we forgot about that,” Tatiana said, nodding as she sipped her espresso, “I guess Rich shall come back to you guys on this one.” “He better will,” Taylor said, bursting into a laugh that Nathan could easily see was forced, her eyes betraying her desperate need to escape this gilded cage, her longing for Rich a silent ache that mirrored his own cuckolded pain.

“So, what’s the plan, Nathan?” Tatiana asked, her gaze shifting to him, her dominance a constant challenge. “Well, back to the hotel room and then to the airport,” he said, his voice strained, the opulence around him a reminder of his defeat. “Yup, okay, good, good,” Tatiana replied, rising fully now, her presence overwhelming. Samantha appeared with their clothes—Nathan’s pressed suit and Taylor’s emerald dress from the night before—folded neatly in her chained hands, her humble bow a silent deference as she handed them over. Tatiana opened her arms, a final provocative display as she pulled Taylor into a hug, her touch lingering with a knowing warmth. “Safe travels, darling,” she said, kissing Taylor’s cheek, then turned to Nathan, enveloping him in a brief but firm embrace, her scent of lotion and power enveloping him, making his knees weak. “Be good, Nathan,” she whispered, her breath hot against his ear, a sadistic promise that left him trembling.

Taylor returned the hug, her serious face a mask as she murmured, “Thank you, Tatiana, for everything,” her discomfort evident in the way she shifted in her light blue satin negligee, the scandalous garment clinging to her curves, a choice not her own. Nathan nodded, his throat tight, managing a weak, “Yeah, thanks,” his voice barely audible as he clutched his clothes, the weight of his inadequacy a heavy burden. Samantha led them to the apartment’s entrance, her functional maid’s dress swaying as she opened the door, her chained hands a haunting echo of submission. “Goodbye,” Taylor said, her smile faltering as she stepped into the hallway, Nathan following close behind. The door clicked shut, the Carters’ world fading behind them, leaving Nathan and Taylor alone in the marble-floored hallway. Nathan stopped abruptly, fumbling in his yellow pajama pockets for his keys, his bandaged thumb awkward under the sling. Taylor turned to him, her face hard, her voice rasping, “Why are you standing there? Come, we’re almost naked here in public, and you’re standing there!”

“Okay, okay, what do you want?” Nathan explained, hurrying after Taylor as they entered the elevator, “I wasn’t sure where my keys were.” She looked at him, her hazel eyes steely, her half-naked form commanding despite her discomfort in the light blue satin negligee. “You will never talk to me like this ‘okay, okay, what do you want’ ever—understand that?” Nathan lowered his gaze before his wife, the most beautiful girl in the world, her fierce demeanor a stark contrast to the scandalous garment. “My mistake,” he murmured, but she continued, unrelenting, “It doesn’t work like this, Nathan, that you talk to me like this and then say ‘oops, sorry.’ For the insolence of this remark, you just earned yourself three hours naked in the guest bathroom.” “Yes, ma’am,” he replied, his voice subdued. “And stop fussing,” she said, her tone sharp, then softened slightly. “Nathan, look up here,” she ordered, stretching her mouth with her hand to demonstrate, a forced grin. “Smile!” she said, her voice firm but edged with a faint smile. Nathan contorted his face, trying to mimic the smile she required, his heart heavy with submission. She nodded faintly, her smile lingering. “Good, we’re making an improvement.”

The flight from LA to Boston had passed in oppressive silence, Taylor maintaining a cold distance, her face harsh and unyielding, a storm brewing in her hazel eyes that Nathan couldn’t fathom. Ever since the morning in the Carters’ apartment, she’d been like this—angry, withdrawn, her usual giggling warmth replaced by a tempest he didn’t dare question, though he longed to understand why. He tolerated it, sitting rigid beside her on the plane, hoping her mood would lift, but the hours in the air were a joyless slog, the tension between them a heavy weight that made the journey anything but pleasant, leaving Nathan to stew in his cuckolded turmoil, the sting of her intimacy with Rich still burning.

19:00, Boston Airport, Parking Lot Exit

In the sleek Range Rover Velar—a lavish 18th-birthday gift Nathan had given Taylor just three months ago, a decision he now deeply regretted—she drove with a reckless fury that matched her serious mood, careening through Boston’s streets with an aggressive abandon that made his stomach lurch. Her face remained hard, her hazel eyes fixed on the road, lips pressed tight as she channeled her storm into the gas pedal, her bare foot slamming down with a relentless fervor, as if brakes were an afterthought. Nathan sat rigid in the passenger seat, clutching the safety belt like a lifeline, his knuckles white, while his other hand gripped one of her black patent leather Louboutin stilettos, its red sole glinting mockingly. Her delicate foot, now bare against the pedal, revealed a high, luscious arch that flexed with each angry press, her ruby-red painted toes curling slightly as she accelerated, the golden glow of her sun-kissed ankle catching the dashboard light—a sight that, under different circumstances, would have sent Nathan into a reverent haze, but now only deepened his anxiety, her chaotic driving a mirror to the tempest within, heading home, or so Nathan believed, praying she’d calm before they reached their destination.

“Nooooo!” Nathan’s voice cracked in a frenzied shout as Taylor barreled through a red light, his heart slamming against his ribcage, a cold sweat prickling his skin as he fought the urge to panic completely. She turned to him, her lips tight, her hazel eyes flashing with irritation rather than mischief, her jet-black hair swept into a severe updo that bared the tense curve of her neck, a single diamond teardrop earring catching the streetlights as she tilted her head sharply. “What?” she snapped, her voice a low growl, devoid of her usual melodic tease, the red satin of her dress—a sharp departure from the morning’s negligee—shimmering against her golden skin, the ruched fabric taut as she leaned back, one hand gripping the wheel with a fierce determination that betrayed her anger.

“That was a red light, Taylor!” Nathan’s voice pitched higher, his body jerking against the seatbelt as he waved her stiletto in desperation. “We’re going to crash—I’m telling you, we’re going to die!” She scoffed, her ruby-red nails tapping the wheel with a restless edge, her diamond bracelet glinting with the motion. “The driving instructors said sometimes you can go through a red when turning left,” she countered, her tone curt and unyielding, as if her anger could rewrite traffic laws. Nathan’s eyes widened in horror. “No, no, Taylor, you got it all wrong—we’re going to crash! Slow down, please, slow down?!” He yanked the belt tighter, his voice a pleading rasp. “You don’t have the experience for this! Look at the mirror, Taylor, look at the mirror—look!”

“Why should I?” Taylor shot back, her face still hard, a fleeting grimace crossing her lips as she glanced at him. Her bare foot pressed harder on the gas, the delicate arch flexing with furious intensity, her toes splaying against the pedal.

“He’s behind me, so he sees I’m turning right,” she added, her voice sharp, her anger spilling into the car’s roar. She turned up the Eminem song with a fierce twist of the dial, her voice joining the rapid-fire lyrics with biting precision, as if channeling her storm: “If I was to ask for Megan Thee—Stallion if she would collab with me, would I really have a shot at a feat? I don’t know, but I’m glad to be back like, abra-abracadabra, I’m ‘bout to reach in my bag, bruh…”

Nathan stared, momentarily stunned, his fear gripping him as Taylor’s aggressive driving tore through Boston’s streets. Her serious mood was a relentless force, making her red satin dress seem to pulse with anger against her golden skin.

She didn’t look at him, her hazel eyes fixed ahead, lips pressed tight, no trace of the joy that once lit her face, only a steely focus as she barreled forward. “Taylor, please—this is too much!” Nathan pleaded, his voice trembling, his grip on her stiletto tightening as he braced against the seatbelt.

“Slow down, I’m begging you!” Nathan continued, his desperation mounting. Taylor scoffed, her ruby-red nails tapping the steering wheel with a restless edge, her bare foot pressing harder on the gas, the shapely curve of her leg tensing as the car surged forward.

“Keep quiet, Nathan,” she snapped, her tone as cold as the storm in her eyes, her driving a chaotic mirror to her fury. Nathan clung to the seatbelt and her shoe, his pleas drowned by the engine’s roar, his fear spiraling with each reckless turn.

“Taylor, please!” Nathan’s voice cracked as the car swerved, narrowly missing a merging truck, his panic spiraling. “Where are we going? This isn’t the way home!” His eyes darted to her other stiletto in his lap, the elegant heel a cruel reminder of her dominance, her bare feet commanding the car with the same unyielding control she held over him.

Her sharp exhale cut through the air, her ruby-red nails drumming the wheel with an angry rhythm, the diamond bracelet on her wrist flashing as she turned another corner with reckless abandon. “Keep giving me your commentary about my driving,” she snapped, her voice low and biting, a commanding edge that brooked no defiance.

“You just earned yourself an additional two hours in the bathroom—that’s five hours now,” Taylor taunted, her tone cold as the storm in her hazel eyes. “Keep commenting, keep those comments coming.”

Nathan shut up completely, his voice silenced by her authority, his heart pounding as he shrank into the passenger seat, clutching her stiletto like a lifeline. The looming five hours of isolation—naked in the bathroom at the behest of a woman, and what a woman she was—consumed his thoughts, a mix of dread and awe swirling within him at the power of Taylor, the most beautiful girl in the world.

Her dominance was an unyielding force that left him trembling, his pleas swallowed by the car’s relentless surge. She amplified the Eminem song with a defiant flick, her lips moving silently to the rapid-fire lyrics, not with joy but with a fierce intensity, as if the music stoked her storm.

After Taylor parked the Range Rover Velar haphazardly in a dimly lit spot cloaked in the October darkness of a Boston evening, she shut off the engine with a sharp flick of her wrist, her ruby-red nails catching the glow of the car’s interior lights as she reached across to Nathan’s lap, her hand brushing the black patent leather Louboutin stiletto he clutched. “Give me that,” she said, her voice a low, controlled edge, devoid of mischief, her hazel eyes hard with lingering anger. She slid the stiletto onto her bare foot, the high arch flexing with tense precision, the red sole a stark accent against her golden skin under the dashboard’s dim light. Nathan’s unease spiked as he recognized the unfamiliar street, his voice tight with confusion. “This is not our home—this is Jonathan’s rented apartment,” he said, his heart pounding as he watched her open the car door with a brusque motion, the streetlights casting a faint sheen on her red satin dress, her serious demeanor a heavy weight that kept him on edge. “Taylor, talk to me, what are you up to? This is Jonathan’s home, right?”

“Mh-hm,” Taylor hummed, stepping out of the Range Rover, her voice low and serious as she glanced back at Nathan, her red satin dress catching the dim streetlights. Nathan rushed around the car to her side, his heart still racing from her reckless drive, his mind reeling from their unexpected stop at Jonathan’s rented apartment. Even in her towering Louboutin stilettos, Taylor was slightly shorter than him, her petite frame a deceptive vessel for the storm that had defined her all day, but suddenly, her harsh expression softened, and she wrapped her arms around him, pulling him into a tight embrace that enveloped him in her jasmine-and-spice scent, a warmth that made him dizzy with love and longing. Her dress clung to her curves, the asymmetrical hem brushing her thighs as she held him like a lifeline, her touch a shocking shift from her earlier fury. Nathan froze, stunned by her whim, his dependence on her moods a heavy weight, his voice catching as he murmured, “Taylor, what’s going on? Why are we at Jonathan’s?” She pressed closer, her breath warm against his chest. “Don’t worry, Nathan, that’s the point—a surprise visit, a routine checkup,” she said, her voice soft but cryptic, leaving him teetering on the edge of hope and confusion at this unexpected turn.

Nathan’s brow furrowed, his arms still wrapped around Taylor as he clung to the fleeting warmth of her embrace, his confusion mounting as he tried to reason. “Taylor, why Jonathan’s? He doesn’t expect us—what if he’s busy?” he asked, his voice tentative, wary of her stern mood. Taylor pulled back slightly, her hazel eyes glinting with unyielding authority under the dim streetlight, her red satin dress a stark frame for her no-nonsense demeanor. “We’re not interrupting,” she said firmly, her voice devoid of playfulness, her lips a tight line as she stepped out of his arms with controlled precision, her confidence unshakable. “It’s a routine checkup, Nathan—that’s the point.” She marched toward the entrance of the building—a towering deluxe apartment complex, its glass facade reflecting Boston’s city lights, a testament to Nathan’s wealth, though he was merely the one paying the rent. Taylor had decided months ago that Nathan’s sons, Jonathan and Austin, couldn’t live with them in the mansion she’d claimed for a dollar, orchestrating their relocation here, ensuring Nathan footed the bill while she held dominion over their new spaces, her strict oversight a constant reminder of her control.

Taylor’s walk to the elevator was a vision of unyielding authority—her shapely, long legs moved with a deliberate stride, each step asserting the commanding curve of her calves, the red soles of her Louboutins clicking sharply against the polished marble floor of the lobby under the chandelier’s muted glow. The sound of her heels echoed with a stern rhythm, the satin hem of her red dress shifting just above her knees, accentuating the controlled sweep of her thighs. Her golden skin caught the warm light, her diamond bracelet glinting with each measured swing of her arms, her severe updo baring the tense line of her neck, a few tendrils of jet-black hair framing her resolute expression. She was strict, formidable, and utterly unapproachable—a dominant force that Nathan couldn’t resist, even as he trailed behind her, his heart sinking with the weight of his dependence, his confusion deepening as he realized he couldn’t stop her from executing her plans at Jonathan’s apartment.

Inside the elevator, Taylor stood before the mirrored wall, her reflection a study in unyielding control as she adjusted her bold red lipstick, the glossy shade a sharp accent to her commanding presence, her delicate hands moving with unwavering precision. She tilted her head, ensuring her severe updo remained flawless, the style baring the tense line of her neck as a single diamond earring glinted against her golden skin. “Look at me, Nathan,” she ordered, her voice a low, authoritative command as she turned to him, her hazel eyes locking onto his with a piercing intensity that demanded obedience. Nathan, his heart heavy with confusion and submission, could only murmur, “You’re… stunning, Taylor,” his voice strained with resignation as he stood behind her like a shadow, powerless to halt her relentless momentum, his mind racing with questions about their surprise visit to Jonathan’s apartment.

When the elevator dinged at the 23rd floor, they stepped out into a sleek hallway, the plush carpet muffling the sharp click of Taylor’s stilettos as she strode purposefully to Jonathan’s door, her movements a study in unyielding authority. She pulled a key from her clutch—a key she’d secured when she’d changed the locks on her own mansion, barring Nathan’s sons from entering uninvited, a calculated act of control that left them at her mercy. Yet she’d ensured she held keys to their new apartments, a humiliating imbalance that underscored her dominion: Nathan funded their lives, but Taylor held the reins, free to invade their spaces while they were locked out of hers. The unfairness of it seared Nathan, a bitter reminder of her unchecked power that both unsettled him and, he knew, would thrill her devotees. She unlocked the door with a deliberate turn of the key, her hand steady and resolute, her stern expression a quiet declaration of her absolute reign, leaving Nathan to follow in her wake, his heart pounding with a mix of dependence and dread, uncertain of her intentions in this surprise visit to Jonathan’s apartment.

As Taylor’s Louboutin stilettos clicked onto the hardwood floor of Jonathan’s apartment, her strict authority filled the space, each deliberate step a testament to her unyielding control, her presence as formidable as it had been all day, a commanding force that left no room for doubt. Nathan trailed behind her, his heart pounding with confusion and dependence, unable to grasp her intentions for this unannounced visit, yet powerless to question the woman who held such dominion over his life. Her red satin dress shimmered faintly under the apartment’s soft lighting, her severe updo accentuating the tense line of her neck, her movements precise and purposeful, a true domme whose every gesture underscored her reign. Each measured step echoed with the sharp authority of her heels, her golden skin catching the light as she advanced, leaving Nathan to follow in her wake, his mind a whirl of dread and submission, tethered to her relentless will.

She marched straight into Jonathan’s bedroom, her presence a sudden storm that shattered the quiet. Jonathan, sprawled on his bed in nothing but underwear, a bowl of popcorn in his lap as the TV droned, jolted upright at her appearance in the doorway, kernels scattering across the sheets. “Oh, Ma’am, Ma’am, hi!” he stammered, his voice thick with shock at her invasion of his privacy—a privacy she clearly deemed irrelevant, treating him like a little boy despite his 22 years and muscular, soldier-honed physique. Taylor didn’t even spare him a glance, her eyes sweeping the room with a critical intensity, her ruby-red nails resting on her hip as she surveyed the chaos. “I am amazed, absolutely amazed at how unclean and untidy a place can be,” she declared, her voice a sharp reprimand, her updo accentuating the majestic tilt of her swan-like neck. Turning to Nathan, she demanded, “How much do we pay for this apartment, honey?”

Nathan, trailing behind her like a shadow, fumbled for an answer, his mind blank—he couldn’t recall the exact figure, though he knew it was a luxury rental he funded at Taylor’s insistence after she’d barred his sons from living with them. “This was supposed to be a luxury apartment, and look at this place—just look,” she continued, her demeanor that of a true domme, confident and poised as she marched toward the bathroom, her stilettos clicking with unyielding authority. Nathan and Jonathan followed, the latter still clutching the edge of his shock. “And I’m not talking about just tidiness,” Taylor went on, her voice cutting through the air as she pushed open the bathroom door, revealing a mess of towels and toiletries. “We have a serious problem here with hygiene. This isn’t an army camp,” she snapped, turning to face Jonathan, her eyes piercing with an aloof, entitled superiority that belied her age.

Jonathan tried to smile, his muscular frame tense under her gaze, but she wasn’t with him—not the Taylor who, a few months ago, had lain beneath him in bed, her body yielding as he’d ravaged her senseless. The stepmom who’d seduced him until he’d lost control and climaxed inside her, a memory that lingered despite her acting as if it never happened, now held him in a vice of submission, her rules binding him as a subdued stepson under her escalating control since that forbidden night.

Now, she stood before him, exuding an up-and-above detachment, her red satin dress shimmering as she crossed her arms, the diamond bracelet on her wrist glinting with her movement. She turned and marched back toward the living room, her stilettos clicking with a deliberate rhythm.

Her shapely legs were a commanding presence as the red satin hem of her dress swished against her thighs, her golden skin catching the apartment’s warm lights. Jonathan trailed after her, his voice faltering as he tried to defend himself.

“Ma’am, if you’d only told me you were coming—” But she stopped abruptly, turning to face him, her expression unyielding.

“Strip,” she commanded, her icy word cutting him off mid-sentence, shocking in its bluntness. Jonathan’s eyes widened, a flicker of recognition passing through him—he knew this was sexual, knew she derived a twisted satisfaction from having men naked before her while she remained fully dressed, a vision of elegance on her way to a luxury dinner.

He hesitated for a brief second, glancing at his father, but Nathan was just as stunned, grappling with the scene unfolding before him. Ever the good father, Nathan tried to intervene, his voice gentle but strained.

“Look, Taylor, this really isn’t appropriate—there are ways to deliver a message, and I don’t think this is the right—” She cut him off with a single, icy command, her eyes locking onto his with unassailable power.

“You too, strip,” she ordered, her voice leaving no room for defiance. In a matter of seconds, both men stood before her, completely naked, their clothes discarded on the floor, their vulnerability laid bare under her commanding gaze.

“And the watch, Jonathan,” she added, her tone as if it were obvious, “I don’t allow that.” Her words carried the weight of experience, as if at her young age she’d already stripped a succession of helpless males, her preference for their total exposure a rule they should have known.

Jonathan removed his watch, placing it on a nearby table, his arousal clashing with a flicker of shame as he joined his father to face the woman in charge—this 18-year-old stepmom who’d taken her role to an extreme. Her authority loomed as a humiliating force, stripping them of power, her dominance a searing reminder of their diminished state.

The unfairness of it all seared Nathan’s chest—Taylor had changed the locks on her mansion, barring his sons from entering uninvited, yet she held the keys to their apartments, able to enter their homes while they were excluded from hers. This cruel imbalance, a testament to her dominion, left Nathan powerless, his role as father and husband eroded by her unyielding control, their naked submission a stark symbol of her reign.

Nathan’s cock throbbed with an unbearable hardness, a searing heat coursing through him as Taylor’s command to strip left him flushed with humiliation. Standing naked beside his own son, Jonathan, was a degradation the Whitmore family had never known before Taylor’s reign began. Since their marriage, Nathan had never seen her bare—she’d mastered the art of denying him true intimacy, always finding creative ways to make him cum on her legs or in her hand, but never as a husband and wife should. She’d even imposed a rule: if she walked naked through the house, his gaze couldn’t rise above her feet, a decree she justified with such flawless logic that he’d accepted it, yet it left him aching with the cruel reality—he was married to the most breathtaking woman, yet barred from seeing her body. He tried to unravel how he’d arrived here, but the pieces wouldn’t fit; her radiant beauty and his desperate love had somehow shattered his desires beneath hers, bending him to her will until he stood here, stripped of all pride, trembling at the thought of her displeasure.

The unfairness of it burned—Taylor’s boundless freedom stood in stark contrast to their confinement, her authority a relentless force while Nathan and Jonathan stood exposed, their autonomy reduced to whatever she permitted. “Clasp your hands behind your backs—now,” came her next command, her voice a velvet whip that stripped away their last shred of dignity. They obeyed instantly, their nakedness fully bared to her gaze, their freedom limited to standing and breathing, unable to reclaim even the smallest dignity of clothing. Nathan clasped his uninjured hand behind his back, the other cradled in the oversized bandage and sling—a grotesque wrap on his thumb, a humiliating mark of his defeat in LA—dangling awkwardly at his side, the white gauze a glaring symbol of his shame.

Taylor turned, walking some twenty feet away toward the bathroom, her stilettos clicking on the hardwood floor as she opened the door, muttering to herself about the mess—“This place is filthy, absolutely unacceptable”—her voice trailing off. In her absence, Nathan and Jonathan stood frozen, Nathan’s single hand clasped behind his back, their rock-hard cocks betraying a shameful arousal. Jonathan’s voice hissed low, barely a whisper, eyes fixed forward in fear of her return. “It’s all your fault, Father, all your fault.”

“My fault?” Nathan replied, his voice strained, glancing nervously toward the bathroom.

“Yes, you married a woman so dominant our lives—everyone’s lives—have changed,” Jonathan hissed, still staring ahead, terrified she’d reappear.

“I can marry whoever I want, thank you very much,” Nathan shot back, his tone defensive but hushed.

Jonathan’s whisper grew sharper, “She’s what, 25? Not much older than me, and look at us—father and son, naked and shivering while she’s free, lording over my apartment.”

Nathan swallowed hard, his voice barely audible, “She’s 18.”

Jonathan’s eyes widened, his breath catching. “Goodness, I can’t believe it—an 18-year-old controlling us like this, and you approve? Look at us!” he said, his voice trembling with shame.

“Shut up, Jonathan, before she hears you,” Nathan warned, his own fear palpable.

“Wow, you’re so afraid of her,” Jonathan retorted.

“I’m afraid? Then why are you standing there, hands behind your back, not daring to move?” Nathan countered, his voice tight.

“And you’re not ashamed to be hard like this in front of your father?” Jonathan’s face flushed, but he snapped back, “And you too—both of us, at the behest of an 18-year-old woman. Can you beat that?”

Jonathan’s eyes flicked to the sling, his brow furrowing in confusion and mockery. “Besides, what is this bandage and sling now? You spent a day in LA and came back wounded? Who’d you fight? I bet it’s got something to do with her,” he hissed, his voice low but sharp, “I’m telling you, this girl’s gonna bring a calamity on us—what’s with that thing?”

Nathan’s face burned, his voice a strained whisper, “Jonathan, shut up.”

But Jonathan pressed, his tone a mix of curiosity and scorn, “Come on, what happened—spill it.”

“I said I don’t want to talk about it,” Nathan hissed back, his shame deepening.

Jonathan shook his head, muttering, “Unbelievable,” before his gaze shifted forward again, both men frozen in fear of Taylor’s return.

Just then, Taylor marched back, her steps a sexy, deliberate proclamation of dominance, her red satin dress catching the apartment’s soft light as she approached the duo, who dared not move an inch, hands still clasped behind their backs, their rock-hard cocks unable to claim even the slightest dignity.

Midway across the room, Taylor paused near the kitchen counter, her attention snagged by a faint ping from her clutch. She pulled out her phone, her ruby-red nails flashing as she swiped open a WhatsApp message, her hazel eyes narrowing with a furious intensity. Her fingers flew across the screen, typing with zest and intention, her youthful energy surfacing in a flurry of 18-year-old girl-talk, a stark contrast to the domineering storm she’d unleashed moments ago. Nathan and Jonathan stood frozen, their vulnerability a stark tableau of submission, their fear of her looming punishment rooting them in place, hands clasped tighter behind their backs, cocks throbbing with a mix of shame and dread. Taylor, engrossed in her exchange, hopped onto the counter with a casual grace, her long, shapely legs swinging carelessly as she crossed one leg over the other. Her right Louboutin stiletto dangled precariously from her tiptoes, the red sole a teasing pendulum as she absently played with it, the shoe slipping back and forth, her high, luscious arches flexing with each subtle motion, the delicate insteps and ruby-red painted toes catching the light in a mesmerizing display of erotic beauty. The stiletto slipped further, then fell with a soft clatter to the wooden floor, leaving her foot bare, her golden skin accentuating the endless curves of her calves and thighs. She continued to arch her feet, raising her leg slightly, tilting her head to glance at her foot with a serious, frantic expression, her hazel eyes stormy as she conversed, the motion a careless yet captivating tease that made Nathan’s breath catch, despite the dread pooling in his chest. The WhatsApp app lagged, and Taylor’s impatience flared; with a sharp exhale, she dialed Destiny, her best friend, her voice slipping into the enthusiastic, mid-conversation tone of an 18-year-old. “So I’m telling you, he didn’t even look my way—don’t you get it, Destiny, I said it,” she snapped, pausing as Destiny replied, her hazel eyes glistening with unshed tears. “I said it, I typed it, but you wouldn’t listen,” she continued, her voice trembling with frustration. After a moment, she softened, wiping a tear from her cheek. “Okay, so now you understand? It’s not like I can play any game—he doesn’t need me,” she said, her voice breaking, tears welling again as she wiped them away. “Yes,” she murmured, “yes, that’s right, and that’s the problem… but you promise? Destiny, no, no—in about an hour, I have some minor thing to settle here, okay? Then later.” Nathan watched, his heart pounding, realizing she was leaving them in this humiliating position for as long as she pleased, their fear of moving a testament to her absolute control. They were her punching bag, he thought, bearing the brunt of her romantic frustrations—her fury over Rich, he was certain, the man whose indifference had sparked this storm. Taylor hung up, a faint flicker of relief softening her features as she hopped off the counter, her bare foot gracefully easing back into the fallen Louboutin with a sensual precision—her toes pointing delicately, the slight pressure of her high-arched foot sliding into the designer stiletto, the heel forcing its way into the back with a subtle wiggle, her foot becoming one with the elegant open-toe pump, the big toe and second toe peeking out to display her pristine ruby-red pedicure, a captivating sight that held Nathan in a trance despite his dread. Her movements exuded feminine seduction, a leisurely, hypnotic stroll that showcased her confident allure, the sway of her hips in the red satin dress a mesmerizing rhythm as she closed the distance to Jonathan, her sensual beauty an inescapable force that commanded their every thought.

She stopped inches from Jonathan, her hazel eyes piercing with unyielding authority, her presence a storm that held them captive, the weight of her dominance an inescapable force in the charged silence of the apartment.

For Jonathan, standing mere inches from her, the closeness amplified his erection to an agonizing degree, a torturous sexual tension pulsing through him. He stood like a disciplined soldier, rigid with attention, his member mirroring the stance, hard and horizontal, a testament to her power over him.

Here she was, her jasmine-and-spice scent enveloping him, her petite frame—so much smaller than his, even in heels—commanding his every nerve. Her authority loomed as a relentless force, her dominance stripping him of power in this charged moment.

She leaned in, her breath hot against his ear as she whispered, “I’m doing this for your own good, darling,” her voice a sultry murmur that Nathan, standing beside them, had to strain to hear. His own arousal echoed his son’s, a shameful heat that underscored his diminished state in Taylor’s unyielding reign.

“I won’t have you living in filth,” Taylor continued, her tone a blend of stern care and iron control, “and as my stepson, I expect you to rise to your potential—tidy, polished, captivating.” Her finger traced a slow, deliberate path down his chest, her ruby-red nails a vivid contrast against his sun-kissed skin, her diamond bracelet glinting with the motion. “I’ve told you before, you’re a captivating young man,” she purred, her voice dripping with a mix of encouragement and command, her updo baring the elegant line of her neck as she spoke. “You have everything it takes to make your father and me proud—your exam prep is impressive—but why, I wonder, can’t you keep this place spotless?” She tilted her head back, her eyes locking onto his with a piercing intensity, demanding a response, her authority an inescapable force that left him frozen, unable to shift even an inch despite the desperate need throbbing through him.

Jonathan tried to speak, the overwhelming sexual tension choking his words, each attempt catching in his throat like a trapped breath. He pushed harder, his voice finally rising above a whisper, trembling with desperation. “I’m so deeply sorry, Ma’am, you can’t imagine—I’m cursing myself for letting you down,” he managed, his words faltering as Taylor’s finger slid from his chest to his navel, her immaculate ruby-red nails now grazing his balls with a deliberate, teasing touch. Nathan stood frozen, unable to fathom what he was witnessing—her brazen freedom to touch his son so intimately, her stepmotherly authority clashing with an undeniable seduction that defied all moral boundaries. The sight was so erotically charged that Nathan’s erection intensified, a shameful heat coursing through him as droplets of pre-cum spilled from his cock onto the floor, the scene’s taboo nature only heightening his arousal.

Taylor knew exactly what she was doing—despite her youth, she wielded a mastery over men that belied her 18 years, her touch a calculated dance of dominance and desire. Jonathan pressed on, his voice strained as he felt her nails teasing him, desperate for her exploration to culminate in her stroking his cock, so he pretended normalcy despite the electric tension. “I know I’ve been a disappointment,” he continued, his breath hitching, “I see now how I scattered my things around, never thinking, forgetting that I’m… I’m yours, Stepmom.” A childish smirk flickered across Taylor’s lips at his words, her hazel eyes glinting with delight. She knew he wouldn’t have admitted to being “owned” if he weren’t drowning in arousal, his submissive tendencies unraveling his thoughts into nonsense under her spell, a vulnerability she exploited with expert precision.

“But you must understand,” Taylor purred, her voice a sultry reprimand, “it’s not enough to simply feel bad and move on—regret alone doesn’t fix the problem.” Her small hand now wrapped around his cock, stroking him with a slow, deliberate rhythm, the sensation so intensely erotic that Jonathan’s breath caught in a sharp gasp, his body trembling under her touch. “Please, forgive me, Mommy,” he pleaded, his voice a whisper of pure subspace, his mind lost to her dominance. Taylor’s expression hardened, her tone firm yet laced with a teasing edge. “No, Jonathan, that won’t do—I’ve learned that boys like you need constant discipline, punished for every misstep, no matter how small.”

Jonathan’s desperation spilled out, his words tumbling over each other as he tried to explain. “But I didn’t know you were coming—I couldn’t have guessed you’d inspect my apartment, I wasn’t expecting this, I didn’t think you’d be here—” Taylor cut him off, her voice a quiet, unyielding command. “Well, now you do,” she said, and with a swift, deliberate motion, she raised her sexy bare knee as high as her red satin Versace dress allowed, the golden skin of her leg gleaming under the apartment’s warm lights. As her knee made contact with his balls, there was a fleeting half-second where he felt the smoothness of her skin against his vulnerable flesh, a deceptively soft touch that sent a shiver of heat through him, pushing his arousal to the brink—then the full force of her punishing kick landed, his body translating the contact into searing pain that shattered him. Jonathan let out a guttural scream, a raw, primal sound of agony that echoed through the apartment, but the pain, raw and overwhelming, pushed him over the edge, his scream turning to a shudder as he came, his release spilling onto the floor in a humiliating tribute to her dominance. Taylor’s lips curved into a faint, controlled smile, her hazel eyes glinting with a concealed thrill—a silent “yay” she wouldn’t admit—her inner excitement bubbling like a little girl’s at the realization that Tatiana’s lesson from that morning worked so efficiently, the big Jonathan now crumpled on the floor in pain because of her, a testament to the mature Domme’s mentorship she’d overheard Nathan witness just hours ago in the morning room. Yet she masked her enthusiasm, maintaining the air of an experienced Domme, though a soft giggle escaped her lips, her amusement evident as she stood above him, a sound Jonathan heard through his haze of pain, interpreting it as her finding his suffering amusing, unaware of the deeper layer of her delight that the method had worked so well. He collapsed, his hands clutching his genitals in a futile attempt to dull the unbearable torment, the sound of her enjoyment a sharp contrast to his agony.

He crumpled at her feet, his body writhing as he gasped for air, his head inches from the delicate curves of her bare arches, the sensual sweep of her feet framed by the open-toe Louboutin stilettos, their iconic red soles a cruel contrast to his suffering. The elegant design exposed her ruby-red painted big toe, the glossy polish glinting under the apartment’s warm lights, a tantalizing focal point that drew Jonathan’s gaze despite his agony, the lowest part of her body a perfect altar for worship and groveling in his degraded state. Taylor loomed above him like a conqueror, a supreme highness, her petite frame radiating unassailable power, her updo and diamond teardrop earrings catching the light as she stood triumphant, utterly undeterred. The puddle of his release on the floor was a stark reminder of his degradation, a humiliating testament to her dominance, while her expensive designer heels—part of a vast collection that filled her closet with every style and color, spring, fall, winter, and summer collections—stood as a symbol of her deserving elegance, funded by Nathan’s wealth yet wielded as a tool of her control. Jonathan, stark naked, felt the sharp contrast of her stilettos dominating him almost as much as Taylor herself, their attractive open-toe style, the sharp stiletto tips, and the classic elegance amplifying her power over his vulnerable form. He couldn’t move his head away, his focus consumed by the throbbing pain and the lingering shame of his climax, his hands clasping his balls as he tried in vain to make it stop, his submission to her will absolute in that moment of torment, the sight of her exquisite feet in those coveted heels a haunting reminder of her unyielding reign.

Nathan watched, his own erection a painful testament to the scene’s twisted eroticism, the unfairness of Taylor’s dominion searing through him—she held all the power, her freedom to command and punish a stark contrast to their vulnerability, her control over their spaces and bodies a cruel imbalance that left them at her mercy while they were barred from hers. Taylor’s presence was a radiant storm, her authority an inescapable force that reshaped their dignity to fit her whims, leaving Jonathan at her feet and Nathan standing beside him, both men bound by her unyielding will.

Taylor stepped ever so casually toward Nathan, her Louboutin stilettos clicking with a deliberate rhythm on the hardwood floor, her red satin Versace dress shimmering as she moved, her updo underscoring the regal curve of her swan-like neck. “Yes? What do you have to say for yourself?” she asked, her voice a teasing challenge, her hands resting on her hips without touching him. The fact that she’d touched Jonathan so freely but kept Nathan at bay gnawed at him, a frustrating reminder of how she always held him just out of reach, denying him the intimacy he craved—to feel her, to be with her—while she wielded her touch as a weapon of control. “Your son, it seems, doesn’t know—or perhaps isn’t aware of—what he needs to do to avoid my punishment,” she said, her tone sharp with expectation. “Wouldn’t you agree?”

Nathan’s mind spun, his nakedness and the surreal scene leaving him utterly disoriented. “I’m so sorry, Ma’am, this is all too much—I can’t… I mean, I can’t think straight, I admit,” he stammered, his voice trembling with confusion and arousal, his erection a painful testament to her power over him. Taylor looked up at him, her face so close that he could feel the warmth of her breath, her petite frame smaller than his—though not as tall as Jonathan’s—yet radiating an authority that dwarfed him. “I think we should stop paying for his rent,” she declared, her voice a quiet command that brooked no argument. “What do you say?” Nathan’s eyes widened in shock, his heart sinking. “But then what will he do? Where will he go?” he asked, his voice cracking with desperation.

A sly smile curled Taylor’s lips, her hazel eyes glinting with mischief. “Well, there’s always the option of begging me, isn’t there?” she replied, her tone dripping with mock innocence. Nathan blinked, still reeling. “You mean… how would he beg?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper. Taylor’s gaze snapped to him, her expression one of stunned amazement. “Well, look at him after all—he’s already on the floor at my feet,” she said, her voice a blend of amusement and command, her ruby-red nails tapping her chin as she tilted her head. “By kissing my insteps, of course—planting little kisses there and pleading,” she purred, then let out a mocking, high-pitched imitation, “‘Please, Mommy, please don’t stop paying my rent, I’m begging you, please, please!’ Things like that.” Jonathan, still on the floor clutching his balls, overheard her words and immediately crawled to her feet, his lips pressing frantic kisses to her bare insteps, the delicate arches framed by her open-toe stilettos. “Mommy, Mommy, I’ll be such a good boy,” he pleaded, his voice thick with subspace, “I’m begging you, please, Mommy, don’t punish me, please, please, please!”

Taylor raised a brow, her smile triumphant as she glanced at Nathan. “He does sound quite genuine, don’t you think?” she asked, her tone laced with amusement. Nathan, completely crushed, unable to protect his own son, could only nod, his voice hollow. “Yes, of course,” he murmured, his spirit broken by her unyielding control. Taylor’s smile widened as Jonathan continued, his desperation spilling out between kisses. “I’ll be your best doggie,” he pleaded, his voice a pitiful whine as he began barking, “Woof, woof, woof,” his lips brushing her insteps with each pathetic sound. Taylor glanced down at her ruby-red nails, inspecting them with a casual air, her voice a sweet, condescending murmur. “Barking there? Yes, such a cute little puppy, but Mommy already has a dog. I prefer that you shall be my cat,” she said, her words dripping with playful malice. A heavy silence followed, Jonathan’s breath hitching as he grappled with the additional degradation, his mind reeling, unable to form words under the weight of her command. Taylor lowered herself with a deliberate grace, her ass raised high, back straight, both hands resting on her knees, bringing her face tantalizingly close to the groveling Jonathan, her hazel eyes glinting with sadistic delight. “How do cats do?” she cooed, her voice a sultry taunt that sent a shiver through him. Jonathan’s face flushed a deep crimson, his body trembling with humiliation, but he had no choice; with a shivering voice, he complied, “Meow, meow,” the sound pitiful and broken. “Yesss, that’s much better,” Taylor giggled, her laughter a humiliating melody that pushed him deeper into subspace, his degradation so profound that he began rubbing his cock against the floor, a desperate act of submission that mirrored his shattered dignity. Rising with a fluid elegance, Taylor shifted her gaze to Nathan, her expression turning cold and calculating. “Come to think of it,” she said, her voice a dangerous purr, “I haven’t punished you yet.”

Nathan’s eyes widened, a mix of fear and confusion flashing across his face. “For what, Taylor? Come on, what did I do?” he protested, his voice rising in panic. “Well, you didn’t inspect his apartment,” she replied, her tone sharp with accusation. “In fact, this might be your first time here.” Nathan opened his mouth to explain, his words tumbling out in a rush. “No, no, I was planning to come, but one thing led to another, and I was—” She cut him off mid-sentence, raising her knee with a swift, deliberate motion and striking his balls with a force that sent a jolt of agony through him. Nathan let out a raw, guttural scream, the pain exploding through his body like a wildfire, his legs buckling as he collapsed to the floor beside Jonathan, his hands clutching his genitals in a desperate attempt to quell the searing torment, his body writhing as he gasped for breath.

Taylor stood triumphantly above them, a vision of unassailable power, her petite frame radiating dominance as she towered over the two groveling men at her feet, her red satin dress shimmering under the apartment’s warm lights, her diamond teardrop earrings catching the glow. Jonathan, still clutching his own balls, couldn’t move, his head inches from her bare arches, while Nathan’s face contorted in agony, his forehead pressed to the floor, his naked body trembling as waves of pain radiated through him, his hands unable to ease the throbbing ache. From their position, Taylor was the conqueror, the supreme highness, her authority absolute, her beauty a weapon that bent them to her will. She raised one Louboutin stiletto with a deliberate grace, the red-bottomed sole hovering inches from their faces, a silent command for worship as the pristine elegance of her expensive shoe demanded their submission—Jonathan and Nathan, in their degraded state, pressed their lips to the iconic sole, kissing it with trembling reverence, the act a humiliating tribute to her dominance and the luxury Nathan’s wealth afforded her. “And why?” she mused aloud, her voice a soft, self-assured murmur as she stood over them, her hazel eyes glinting with victory. “Because I’m stunningly beautiful, because I’m entitled to do whatever I please—including venting my frustrations, my anxieties, on my servants, my husband, and his son, even if it’s not their fault. It’s my right to vent; it’s healthier this way, better for my well-being.” Her words validated her self-centered triumph, a declaration of her rise to power, her mind a turbulent storm fueled by Rich’s indifference and her craving to reconnect with him, this unannounced visit to Jonathan’s apartment a calculated outlet for her anxiety, though she kept that truth veiled from them. “You want me? That’s how you’re going to get me,” she continued, her tone sharp with entitlement. “You can always have the option to leave.” Her seductive beauty and entitlement were a force that reshaped their lives, Nathan’s descent into a downward spiral of submission a stark contrast to her ascent, a remarkable turn that left them at her mercy as she claimed the best life for herself—her mansion, her servant husband, and all the luxuries his wealth could provide.

As she stood there, casually checking her ruby-red nails, her gaze flicked to Nathan, her tone deceptively light. “I’m considering cutting your weekly allowance too, Nathan,” she said, her words a quiet threat that sent a fresh wave of dread through him. Then a smile played on her lips, a private, triumphant curve that neither of the groveling men could see from their position at her feet. She extended one Louboutin stiletto with a deliberate grace, the sharp tip of her heel sliding under Nathan’s chin, lifting his head up to force his gaze to meet hers, the red sole a stark symbol of her dominance as she towered over him. “Well, unless you beg properly,” she added, her voice a teasing challenge, her dominance an inescapable force that left them both at her mercy, their pain and submission a testament to her unyielding control.

Nathan and Jonathan lay prone on the hardwood floor, their naked bodies trembling with a mix of pain and submission, their faces inches from Taylor’s bare insteps, the slender arches framed by her open-toe Louboutin stilettos, the red soles a stark contrast to their vulnerability. Driven by desperation, they began kissing her feet in unison, their lips pressing frantic, reverent kisses to her golden skin, the high curves of her arches a shrine they worshipped in their plea for mercy. “Please, Mommy, don’t punish me—I’m begging you, I’ll do anything,” Jonathan whimpered between kisses, his voice thick with subspace, his muscular frame humbled as he groveled. “I’ll be your perfect boy, I swear, I’ll keep everything spotless, just please, please don’t cut my rent, don’t make me leave—meow, meow, I’ll be your good kitten, I promise!” His words spilled out in a pathetic rush, his lips brushing her instep with each plea, his breath hot against her skin.

Nathan, equally broken, joined in, his own kisses a desperate rhythm against her other foot, his voice a raw, trembling whisper. “Ma’am, I’m so sorry, I’ll never fail you again—please don’t cut my allowance, please don’t punish me, I’ll inspect everything, I’ll be better, I swear,” he pleaded, his lips lingering on her arch, the taste of her skin a bitter reminder of his submission. “I’ll obey every rule, I’ll make your life perfect, just please, Ma’am, have mercy—I’m begging you, I’m nothing without you!” His words were a litany of surrender, his naked body pressed to the floor, his hands still clasped behind his back as he kissed her instep with fervent devotion, his erection a shameful testament to the erotic power she held over him.

Taylor stood above them, a vision of unassailable dominance, her red satin Versace dress gleaming under the apartment’s warm lights, her updo highlighting the regal tilt of her swan-like neck, her diamond teardrop earrings catching the glow as she watched them grovel. The sight of two grown men—father and son—naked and begging at her feet sent a thrill through her, and she bit her lip, a subtle gesture of the intoxicating power coursing through her veins, her hazel eyes glinting with delight at their utter submission. Their pleas, their kisses, their complete surrender to her will filled her with a heady sense of control, her authority a radiant force that bent them to her whims, their desperation a testament to her unyielding reign.

After a long moment, Taylor raised a hand, her fingers flashing as she spoke, her voice a sharp command that cut through their groveling. “Enough,” she declared, her tone final, leaving Nathan and Jonathan panting at her feet, their lips still hovering over her insteps, their bodies trembling with the aftershocks of their submission. She stepped back, her stilettos clicking with authority as she turned her piercing gaze to Nathan, her expression cool and expectant. “Nathan, I believe we want to arrive home at one point today,” she said sarcastically, her voice a quiet reprimand laced with disdain. “Dress up and come join me. I’ll be waiting in my car for five more minutes—and then I’m gone, and you’ll have to walk home.”

With that, she strode confidently to the door, her shapely legs a mesmerizing sight as the red satin hem of her dress brushing against her thighs, her golden skin glowing under the apartment’s lights, her updo and diamond-adorned ears reinforcing her superior air. She opened the door with a casual flick of her wrist, then paused, glancing back at the two men who were now frantically scrambling to their feet, grabbing their clothes in a desperate rush to dress as fast as they could, their hands fumbling with shirts and pants, their nakedness a lingering humiliation. “Be good boys, yes?” she called over her shoulder, her voice a teasing lilt that carried a subtle threat, her smile a private triumph as she stepped out and let the door close behind her, leaving them in her wake.

Nathan, still panting from the ordeal, dressed with frantic haste, his movements clumsy as he pulled on his clothes, the echo of Taylor’s command ringing in his ears. His heart pounded with a mix of fear and longing—he couldn’t bear the thought of her leaving without him, his love for her a tangled lifeline that bound him to her will. He fumbled with his shirt buttons, his fingers trembling as he yanked on his pants, the ticking clock a relentless pressure in his mind. He had mere minutes to meet her deadline in the car, and the thought of failing her, of being left behind, sent a surge of panic through him, his submission to her authority absolute, his life reshaped by the radiant storm of her dominance.

Jonathan, equally shaken, began buttoning his shirt with trembling hands, his mind reeling from the punishment and the humiliating act of begging at her feet, but his focus shifted to a different fear. The dread of Taylor returning to inspect the apartment again gripped him, her earlier reprimands about its untidiness echoing in his ears. He abandoned dressing fully, leaving his shirt half-buttoned as he scrambled to start cleaning, grabbing scattered clothes and tossing them into a hamper, his movements frantic as he tried to erase the chaos that had earned her wrath. His submission to her authority was just as absolute as Nathan’s, his life now reshaped by the terror of her disapproval, the radiant storm of her dominance a force that drove him to obey even in her absence.


I Want to Get Rich

9:00 p.m., Taylor (& Nathan)’s Home

Nathan darted through Taylor’s sprawling Boston mansion—her palace, claimed for a single dollar from his broken pride—his pulse hammering as he gripped a suitcase in one hand, the other pressing a Bluetooth earpiece buzzing with a Mustafa Centre Singapore executive’s sharp frustration. The chaos of the last 24 hours clung to him like a second skin: the Shark Tank spotlight, the decadent blur of the Apex Society Club, Taylor’s humiliating naked discipline of him and Jonathan, and now this suffocating return to her domain. Her endless wardrobes loomed, a maze of satin and leather; he folded her crimson negligee with shaky precision, tucking it beside thigh-high boots and glittering stilettos, each piece a testament to her commanding allure. Her scent—jasmine and raw power—teased his senses, a cruel taunt of her control, while Destiny’s throaty laugh and Taylor’s whispered schemes floated from the living room, their carefree delight a stark contrast to his frenzied servitude.

Nathan opened the door to Taylor’s dedicated shoe room—a sprawling shrine of shelves lined with countless pairs, a testament to her lavish excess—and instantly regretted it. The moment the door creaked, Princess, her small white poodle, burst into a frenzy of shrill barks, her fluffy coat bouncing as she darted after him. The dog yapped relentlessly, her high-pitched cries echoing through the second floor, nipping at his heels as he rushed to the suitcase to fetch a pair of Taylor’s strappy heels. Fuck, not now, he thought, his heart racing—she adored this annoying dog, but to Nathan, Princess was a torment, a constant reminder of his place beneath even her pet in Taylor’s hierarchy. He knew if the barking didn’t stop, Taylor would get pissed, her anger a storm he couldn’t weather, but he had to get the shoes put away. The dog wouldn’t let up, her tiny paws skittering after him as he dashed between rooms, his hands trembling with the heels in tow, until he finally lured Princess back into the shoe room with a feigned toss of a treat, slamming the door shut to muffle her yaps, her muffled barks still piercing through as he leaned against the door, panting.

The oven’s piercing beep snapped him back. Nathan bolted to the kitchen, yanking a bubbling pizza from the heat as its edges charred, the bitter scent burning his nostrils.

“Mr. Lim, I’m so sorry for the toilet paper thickness issue,” he said into the Bluetooth, his voice tight as he sliced the pizza with unsteady hands.

“Mr. Whitmore, our customers are furious—it’s too thin, it rips, clogs pipes! We’re at our limit,” Mr. Lim snapped, his patience fraying.

“Singapore’s AVA standards, per ISO 12625-1, demand 2-ply, 15-20 GSM for safety, and our batch might’ve slipped,” Nathan explained, his gut twisting—he hadn’t even checked the stock but pushed on.

“I promise, three trucks left port at 0800 with our certified 18 GSM stock—cargo number SGX-47219,” he said, his voice strained.

“And within 24 hours, I’ll have Pinnacle Tissue Analytics run a lab test, on us, to confirm compliance,” he added, the weight of Taylor’s lavish demands pressing down on him as he scrambled to hold everything together.

With the pizza sliced, Nathan grabbed a tray, piling it with napkins, forks, and chilled cans of Zero Coke, the icy metal biting into his sweaty palms—a stark contrast to the carefree giggles echoing from the living room. Taylor and Destiny lounged on the sofa, their voices sharpening as he approached, a sensual storm of feminine power brewing.

“Wait, Destiny, hush—he’s coming,” Taylor whispered urgently, her tone dripping with playful control.

“I’ve got you, babe, just relax,” Destiny purred back, her husky voice a soothing balm, her casual dominance a taunt to Nathan’s frantic state.

He set the tray on a sleek mahogany table near the sofa, their lounging forms a vision of effortless seduction—Taylor’s satin robe slipping to reveal a glimpse of her golden curves, Destiny’s leopard-print dress hugging her voluptuous bust, both women reveling in their power while Nathan scurried to serve. He rushed back to the kitchen, grabbing a tray of lavender macarons, their floral scent a fleeting escape from his spiraling chaos.

“Alright, let me jot down that cargo number,” Mr. Lim said through the Bluetooth, his voice clipped.

“It’s SGX-47219,” Nathan replied, just as Taylor’s command sliced through, “Nathan, get over here.”

In the earpiece, Mr. Lim repeated, “Okay, SGX-47…,” but Nathan’s world fractured—torn between his customer’s demands and Taylor’s irresistible pull, he hurried to stand before the girls, his breath shallow.

“Nathan,” Destiny began, her icy blue eyes glinting with intent, “I need to tell you something.”

Nathan pointed to his earpiece, his voice tight with apology, “I’m sorry, just one second.”

Destiny smiled, her tone indulgent, “Go on, finish your little call.”

“I’m so sorry, Mr. Lim,” Nathan stammered, rushing back to the kitchen, the customer’s voice cutting through, “I’ve got it—SGX-47219, right?”

“Yes, yes, that’s it,” Nathan said, his voice cracking under the strain. “Mr. Lim, I can’t apologize enough for this mistake—I’m taking full responsibility. We’ve sent three trucks with the certified stock, and I’ll personally oversee a lab test at Pinnacle Tissue Analytics within 24 hours, on our dime, to meet AVA standards. I’ll call you tomorrow with the results, I swear.”

Mr. Lim sighed, “Fine, thank you,” and the call ended.

Nathan hurried back to the girls, his heart sinking as he realized he still wore the humiliating oversized bandage and sling Tatiana had forced on his thumb—a grotesque, bulbous wrap, a public mark of his defeat to Rich, the white gauze glaring against his flushed skin, a badge of shame he couldn’t escape, amplifying his subservience as the women’s laughter filled the air.

Taylor lounged on the sofa, a vision of radiant allure, her jet-black hair cascading in glossy waves down her back, framing a dark blue satin robe adorned with delicate floral patterns. The robe’s front slit parted provocatively, teasing the edge of her delicate breasts without fully revealing them, her sun-kissed, golden skin glowing beneath. Her petite, curvaceous frame dominated the room, her hazel eyes flickering with a storm of mischief and hidden pain, a girlish glint veiling her iron control. The fabric clung to her, accentuating her flawless legs—long, toned, and shimmering with a subtle glow, each movement a sensual dance of dominance. Her bare feet rested on the plush cushions, toes painted a deep crimson, the high arches and soft, unblemished soles an elegant display of her effortless power.

Beside her, Destiny exuded a quieter, warmer authority, her platinum-blonde hair a shimmering cascade framing icy blue eyes that sparkled with playful mischief. Her voluptuous form strained against a leopard-print satin dress with black lace trim, the bold pattern hugging her massive bust, a taunting swell that seemed to defy gravity, while floral pantyhose clung to her legs, the erotic pattern adding a daring edge to her sensual presence. Gold chains draped around her neck, catching the chandelier’s glow, and her coral-painted toes peeked from strappy heels, a provocative flourish.

Nathan stood before them, one hand hanging limply at his side, the other swathed in the oversized bandage, a degrading emblem of his capitulation.

“Nathan,” Destiny began, her voice smooth and teasing, “I watched the Shark Tank show—you and Taylor were incredible. I told her she’s so damn lucky to have you as her husband. That idea? Pure genius.”

“Thank you, Destiny, Ma’am,” Nathan murmured, his voice a shy whisper, a shiver of unease prickling his spine as he sensed the storm brewing.

Destiny leaned forward, her icy blue eyes glinting with mischief, her tone a sultry purr, “So, Nathan, tell me—how’d you dream up this ‘Wipe Away’ idea? It’s so damn sexy.”

Taylor’s patience frayed, her crimson-painted toes pressing against Destiny’s shoulder, the elegant arch of her foot a commanding nudge as she hissed, “Hurry up, Destiny, get to it.”

“Let me take care of this, Taylor—I’ve got it under control,” Destiny replied, her voice firm yet soothing, a smirk playing on her lips.

Nathan stood before them, one hand dangling awkwardly at his side, the other cradled by the oversized bandage, a grotesque mark of his defeat that made his cheeks burn with shame as the women’s playful dominance filled the air.

Destiny’s gaze dropped to the bandage on his thumb, her voice teasing, “Oh, wow, that’s huge—what happened, baby Nathan, did you lose a finger?”

“Oh, Destiny, cut it out,” Taylor snapped, her impatience flaring, but Destiny ignored her, tugging Nathan closer with a gentle, possessive pull, “Come on, let me take a look.”

“No, Mistress Tatiana said I can’t take this off,” Nathan stammered, his cheeks burning with shame, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Shh,” Destiny cooed, her voice a teasing caress, “Tatiana might rule her house in LA—”

“And here in Boston, too,” Taylor cut in, her tone sharp with amusement.

“But here, Taylor’s the queen,” Destiny added firmly, a smirk tugging at her lips as she slid the sling off Nathan’s shoulder, carefully unwrapping the grotesque bandage to reveal his swollen, blue thumb.

“Damn, your finger’s all blue—what happened, sweetie?” Destiny asked, her tone blending concern with a playful curiosity.

“I… uh, I tried to open a beer bottle with my thumb, and something just… snapped inside,” Nathan mumbled, his voice trembling under their gaze.

“That’s right,” Taylor said, her voice smooth but laced with a giggle, “and then Tatiana told me Rich squeezed his finger a little when Nathan tried to grab me—so it’s a mix of both.”

“Wait, so he tried to grab you, and Tatiana had to tell you what went down?” Destiny asked, her brow furrowing with curiosity and confusion.

“I wouldn’t know—I was too busy wrapped up in Rich’s strong arms, I didn’t even notice him trying,” Taylor replied, her voice dripping with smug satisfaction.

“Nathan?” Destiny turned to him, her tone expectant.

“Yes, Destiny?” Nathan replied, his voice small, shifting uncomfortably under her scrutiny.

“Tell Mommy the truth—what really happened?” she pressed, her eyes glinting with mischief.

Nathan squirmed, his discomfort palpable. “I… I tried to reach for Taylor while Rich was holding her like that in the observatory,” he admitted, his voice barely audible.

Destiny bit her lip, struggling not to laugh, while Taylor buried her face in her hands, her quivering shoulders betraying her stifled laughter. “Oh, you mean you tried to pull her away from Rich while she was jerking him off under that towel?” Destiny asked, her voice trembling with suppressed amusement.

“I didn’t know she was giving him a handjob,” Nathan muttered, his cheeks flaming with humiliation.

“Oh, you didn’t know?” Destiny echoed, her cheeks twitching as she fought a grin. “So what did you think she was doing under there?”

“I thought… maybe she was wiping him down or something,” Nathan shrugged, his voice trailing off.

“Wiping him down—that makes sense,” Destiny said, her tone dripping with sarcasm, and Taylor chimed in, her voice bubbling with laughter, “It’s like stealing a lion’s meal before he’s done eating—do you get what he was trying to do?”

“I get it, oh, I get it,” Destiny said, her voice firm but strained with amusement. “How dare you interrupt Taylor while she’s pleasing Rich?”

Their laughter erupted, a melodic storm filling the room, their shared delight a sharp contrast to Nathan’s burning shame as he stood before them, his bandaged hand a pathetic symbol of his failure. Destiny recovered first, her tone softening as she looked at him with a kind smile, “You don’t need this bandage, honey—just let it breathe. In a month, you won’t even feel the pain, alright?”

“Now, Nathan, about that Shark Tank show,” Destiny purred, her tone teasing as she leaned forward, her floral pantyhose catching the light, “I keep wondering—where do you get these business ideas? Do they pop into your head while you’re dreaming?”

Nathan shook his head, his voice low, “No, this one hit me while I was shaving—I was thinking about wiping away the stubble.”

“And from there, it’s a done deal, huh?” Destiny said with a flirty grin, her eyes glinting with mischief.

“Pretty much… though this whole business idea might already be a lost cause,” Nathan replied, his voice heavy with defeat, his shoulders slumping under the weight of his shame.

Destiny’s gaze sharpened, her voice soft but probing, “What do you mean ‘lost cause’? Are you saying you’re not gonna team up with Rich?”

Taylor’s body went rigid, her hazel eyes narrowing with tension, her breath caught as she awaited his answer, her fingers tightening on the edge of her satin robe.

“I haven’t given up on it, no,” Nathan said carefully, his tone cautious, “but I might have to go on without Rich.”

“Why ditch Rich?” Destiny asked, her voice gentle but pressing, her curiosity laced with a hint of challenge.

“Because he doesn’t seem serious about it,” Nathan answered, his voice steady but quiet, his eyes flickering nervously to Taylor.

“Come here, Nathan, grab a chair,” Destiny offered, her tone warm and inviting, “it’s weird talking with you just standing there, don’t you think?”

“Kneel,” Taylor commanded, her voice a sharp whip, cutting through the air with undeniable authority.

Nathan dropped to his knees between the two women, closer to Destiny, his bandaged hand resting awkwardly at his side, his cheeks burning as their dominance loomed over him.

“There, much better,” Destiny said, her voice dripping with warmth, her smile teasing, “You comfy down there, Nathan?”

“Yes, Ma’am, thank you, Destiny,” he mumbled, his face flushing with embarrassment, the erotic disparity stark as the women lounged in control while he knelt in servitude.

“Now, I just want to understand—don’t get all defensive, okay? I’m here to help,” Destiny said softly, her voice a soothing caress. “Rich picked your product out of all the sharks and threw down a million bucks for 51%—he wanted to own it, Nathan.”

Nathan shook his head slowly, his voice low, “No, Destiny, honey, it’s not that easy—he’s obviously not into the business.”

Destiny tilted her head, “What makes you think that?”

Nathan’s voice wavered as he shot a fearful glance at Taylor, his heart pounding, knowing his words might set her off. “I don’t think he picked us for the product,” he said, forcing the words out despite the dread knotting his stomach.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Destiny asked, her tone encouraging, her eyes glinting with curiosity.

Nathan hesitated, his throat tight, his eyes darting nervously to Taylor’s tense form, terrified of her reaction. “I think… I think he got involved because he wanted Taylor, not the business,” he admitted, his voice trembling, his body bracing for her wrath.

“What?” Taylor roared, her voice a furious snarl, “Are we just making shit up now?”

Nathan flinched, his body tensing as her anger slammed into him like a wave, his stomach twisting with fear, his bandaged hand shaking at his side.

“Taylor, Taylor, let me handle this,” Destiny shushed her quickly, her voice firm but calm.

Taylor fell silent, her face tight with rage, annoyance pouring off her as she leaned back, her slit robe teasing the edge of her breasts, a sensual reminder of her untouchable power.

Destiny reached out, her hand possessively stroking Nathan’s hair, her touch a mix of comfort and control. “Poor Nathan,” she said gently, “I think you’re wrong—Rich didn’t do anything with Taylor.”

The room went still, the air heavy with unspoken truths; Nathan hesitated, his palms sweaty, struggling to speak as his anxiety spiked.

“I… I see it differently—I’ve got my own take,” he managed, his voice barely a whisper, his eyes flicking to Taylor, dreading her next outburst.

“Tell me, Nathan, we’re just talking—don’t hold back,” Destiny urged, her voice a soft command.

“I think he did have her,” Nathan said, his voice quivering with the weight of his words, his heart racing as he braced for Taylor’s fury, his body shrinking in fear.

Taylor exploded, tears of anger streaming down her face, “Oh, yeah? What did he do? What did he do in that observatory—get a handjob like a fucking loser? What did Rich do with me?”

Nathan recoiled, his breath hitching, fear surging through him as her rage filled the room, his bandaged hand trembling, his submission stark against the women’s commanding presence.

“Taylor, honey, relax, just breathe,” Destiny soothed, her voice a calming melody, then turned to Nathan, her tone firm, “She already told you—she played a little trick women have used since forever. She jerked him off, got him to agree to everything—her hand sliding up and down until he came. Big deal. But now you’ve got his promise he’ll call by the end of the week.”

“Okay,” Nathan mumbled, his voice low, defeated, “then we’ll wait till the end of the week.”

Destiny smiled, taking Nathan’s uninjured hand in both of hers, her touch warm and possessive, a stark contrast to his trembling submission. “Why drag it out till the weekend? Let’s call him now—what’s the big deal?”

Nathan managed a weak smile, his voice strained, “Destiny, how old are you—nineteen? I’ve been in business longer than that—believe me, I know how this game works. If we call now, we’re handing him the upper hand. He’ll smell how desperate we are for his cash and screw us over in the final deal.”

He paused, his eyes pleading as he looked at her, the weight of Taylor’s dominance pressing down on him, “We need patience, Destiny—lots of it.”

Taylor erupted, her voice a venomous hiss, “You keep putting off this damn phone call!”

Nathan stammered, his voice shaking with fear, “But we just got back today—”

“Shut your mouth, Nathan—don’t you dare talk back to me!” Taylor roared, her fury a wildfire that made Nathan shrink, his heart slamming in his chest with terror.

Destiny stepped in, her voice soft but steady, “Taylor, hush, it’s alright, it’s alright.”

But Taylor’s rage burned on, her hazel eyes blazing, “You want this business to tank so Rich stays out of our lives—don’t you?”

She slapped his face hard, the sharp crack echoing through the room, a humiliating sting that left Nathan reeling, his hand clutching his burning cheek, his body quaking under her wrath.

“You think you can block me? How dare you!” Taylor spat, her voice seething. “You’re scared—so fucking scared that if we work with Rich, I’ll forget all about you. I’ve told you a million times I don’t want him!”

Destiny added, her tone cool and measured, “Anyway, Rich is married—he’s got a wife.”

Taylor collapsed onto Destiny’s shoulder, her body shaking as she sobbed, her cries raw and piercing, a stark contrast to Nathan’s trembling submission.

Destiny stroked her hair tenderly, her icy blue eyes fixing on the kneeling Nathan with a disapproving shake of her head, “Look at this, Nathan—a chance for you to man up and call Rich.”

Sensing his hesitation, she leaned closer, her voice a sultry command, “Do it now, Nathan—show Taylor you’re ready to bring Rich back. It’s that easy.”

As Taylor’s sobs softened, her head still resting on Destiny’s shoulder, Nathan turned to Destiny, his voice raw with desperation, “Destiny, I swear I want this business to succeed—I really do.”

He pressed a shaky kiss to the hand on her knee, his voice breaking as tears welled up, “Please, listen to me—I’m begging you, Destiny, begging you—it’s a huge mistake to call him tonight, right after we got back.”

“Let him stew a bit,” Nathan continued, his tone pleading, “He said he’d reach out, didn’t he? Let him wonder what we’re up to. If we jump on this now, it could ruin me—financially destroy me.”

Destiny scoffed, her voice dripping with mockery, “Financially destroy you? Don’t you think you’re being a bit dramatic, Nathan?”

Nathan shook his head, his voice trembling under her disdain, “If only I could show you how shaky my position is—I don’t have piles of cash stashed away, safe forever. I’m risking everything I need to survive. This is dangerous.”

His voice cracked, heavy with desperation, “Why can’t you back me up on this?”

Destiny’s fingers wove gently through Taylor’s hair, her friend’s sobs now a faint whimper, as she spoke with calm authority, “Nathan, some things are worth more than money. You’ve got a beautiful, rare wife—she could walk away by morning.”

“She’s hurting, not because of Rich, but because you’re blocking this deal with him over nothing,” Destiny added, her words slicing through Nathan like a blade, the icy truth hitting hard—Taylor could leave him tomorrow, leaving him with nothing.

It was a trap with no way out, the fear of losing her a crushing weight. This was just like when Taylor took the house—her rage a storm, breaking him down until he knelt, begging, signing it over for a dollar, only for her to turn sweet again. In this furious state, her will was a tidal wave he couldn’t fight; he had to give in, had to call Rich to keep the business alive, or risk losing his marriage entirely.

Nathan stared at Taylor, the realization heavy in his chest, and nodded as if seeing Destiny through a haze, the room falling silent under her steady, unspoken gaze.

He surrendered, his voice hollow, “Okay, I’ll call him now. It’s 10 p.m., I just wanna say—”

Taylor lifted her head from Destiny’s shoulder, her tone sharp but triumphant, “It’s 7 p.m. in LA, Nathan—don’t play me for an idiot, I know where he is.”

“You’re right,” Nathan admitted, his spirit shattered.

Taylor sat up, a radiant smile lighting her face, her mood flipping to playful victory, “I’m always right, huh?” she teased, a giggle slipping out, her triumph glowing as he dialed, her dominance a sensual force that left Nathan trembling.

“Put it on speaker, baby,” Destiny ordered, her voice a smooth, commanding purr.

Nathan set the phone on the table, all three pairs of eyes locked on it as it rang Rich’s number—the dial tone dragging on, pausing, stretching again, then pausing once more.

A deep, commanding voice cut through, “Rich Carter, leave a message.”

Nathan looked up at Taylor from his kneeling position, his eyes wide with uncertainty, silently pleading for her guidance.

She pointed at the phone, her crimson-painted nail a firm command, her hazel eyes glinting with expectation.

“Hey, Rich, it’s Nathan,” he started, his voice shaky, “I’m calling about the Wipe Away business… hoping we can make it happen. Call me back whenever you can to talk.”

He ended the call and glanced at Taylor, whose face lit up with a radiant glow, her beauty angelic, as if she’d fallen from the sky.

“This is the Nathan I love, my sweet Nathan, the man I’m so damn proud of,” she cooed, her voice dripping with delight as she pulled him into a tight, possessive embrace.

“Destiny, I’m crazy about this man—hope you find a love like this someday,” Taylor said, her tone warm but triumphant, her dominance a sensual weight pressing down on Nathan.

Destiny smiled softly, her icy blue eyes glinting, “I’d kill for a bond like yours… it’s unstoppable.”

“And Nathan will bring Rich to us, no doubt about it, and Rich will come and…” Taylor trailed off, but Nathan felt the unspoken truth stab him like a knife: Rich will come, wrap Taylor in his arms, and take her from me.

“I knew you were on my side all along,” she whispered, her voice a silky caress, her victory a palpable force as she held him, her power over him undeniable.

Nathan saw the truth for what it was—this had nothing to do with Wipe Away’s success; it was all about Taylor’s burning desire for Rich. Once again, she’d molded him into a puppet, a man who’d never have made such an early call to Rich on his own, but her control over him, with the stakes looming like a guillotine, had forced his hand.

Her embrace was that of a victor, a conqueror who, having won, could now be sweet—a tender facade, like the way she’d cuddle her little dog after a scolding. Yet Nathan couldn’t resist the pull of her satin robe, hanging so loose, teasing the delicate panties beneath, her golden skin a glowing temptation.

He seized the moment, his hands sliding to her ass, feeling the heat of her sun-kissed curves, the shape of her body a trap that consumed his every thought. He was addicted to her, her beauty a magnetic force—her jet-black hair spilling in glossy waves, her hazel eyes glinting with mischief and hidden pain, her long legs shimmering, her crimson-painted toes a perfect, sensual display.

He knew she was probably winking at Destiny, a sly, conspiratorial look he couldn’t see but felt in his bones, her dominance a silent taunt as he knelt before her.

For a long hour, Nathan stayed on his knees, Taylor seated on the sofa, holding him close, her embrace a gilded cage that felt like a sanctuary, her radiant power a storm he couldn’t escape, his submission deepening with every heartbeat as the women’s laughter lingered in the air.

Taylor nudged Nathan playfully, her laughter a tinkling melody, but he kept his eyes shut, hands groping for her, craving the warmth of her sun-kissed curves.

“No, Nathan,” she giggled, her voice light and taunting, as he kept trying to collapse into her embrace, a desperate puppy chasing her affection.

“I said no,” she laughed louder, tossing a glance at Destiny, her slit robe teasing the curve of her breasts, “Can you believe how needy he is?”

Destiny’s laugh was rich, her icy blue eyes gleaming with amusement, “He’s completely obsessed with you, Taylor—what more can I say?”

“Hold on, hold on,” Taylor said, placing her hands on his shoulders, keeping him at arm’s length with a teasing smirk, “don’t you remember your little punishment?”

Destiny arched a brow, her floral pantyhose shimmering as she leaned in, “Oh, you punish him?”

“Only when he’s been naughty,” Taylor replied, her grin wicked, “Right, my little pet?”

Nathan nodded, eyes still closed, drowning in his addiction to her intoxicating allure, his cheeks flushing under her dominance.

“What kind of punishment?” Destiny asked, her voice dripping with curiosity.

“For example, this time he had to strip naked and stay in the guest bathroom for five hours,” Taylor said, her laughter bubbling up like champagne, “Isn’t that right, pet?”

Nathan’s face burned, the humiliation scorching as Destiny learned his shameful secret, his powerlessness laid bare while the women reveled in their control.

“But I’ll let you off this time, okay?” Taylor teased, her voice a playful taunt, then laughed, “Are you even listening to me?”

She shook him by the shoulders, her grip firm, her dominance a sensual weight. “Yes, Taylor, yes, yes, yes,” Nathan stammered, his voice a desperate whimper.

“Now, off to bed with you—it’s 10 p.m., way past your bedtime,” Taylor ordered, her tone a mix of sweetness and command, her power over him absolute as she lounged, untouchable, while he quivered in submission. “Go upstairs, put on those adorable cartoon-duck pajamas Tatiana gave you in LA, brush your teeth, and come back down to say goodnight like a good boy,” she added, her voice a teasing lilt, her dominance a sensual weight that made Nathan’s cheeks burn with shame.

Nathan rushed up the stairs, the women’s giggles echoing behind him, a cruel reminder of his place. In the bedroom, he pulled out the yellow pajamas adorned with cartoon ducks—a demeaning gift from Tatiana, packed at Taylor’s insistence, a symbol of his degradation that Tatiana had demanded he keep, just like the bandage. As he slipped into the childish outfit, the fabric soft but humiliating against his skin, his mind spiraled—God, the way she breaks me down, over and over, and I can’t fight it; I’m addicted to this shame, this degradation, being treated like a boy, never her equal. Deep inside, the delicious sting of knowing she wouldn’t fuck him, that her lust blazed for Rich, was a torment that set him on fire. His cock throbbed, rock-hard, the raw eroticism of his cuckolded state a feeling he couldn’t touch but consumed him entirely, the pajamas amplifying his shame as he brushed his teeth, his erection straining against the thin fabric.

He returned downstairs, the yellow cartoon-duck pajamas clinging to his frame, his hard-on embarrassingly visible, a stark contrast to Taylor’s satin robe and Destiny’s leopard-print dress. The women sipped their chilled Zero Cokes, the pizza now cold and untouched on the tray, their relaxed postures a taunting display of their power as Nathan stood before them, a humiliated child in their eyes.

Destiny let out a teasing laugh, her eyes glinting, “Well, damn, look at that hard-on! Probably better than Rich’s.”

“Nothing beats my hubby’s tiny little Winnie Pinny, right?” Taylor replied, her tone light and mocking as she giggled.

Their laughter erupted, a sharp, cutting sound that sliced through Nathan’s pride, leaving him raw and exposed as they reveled in his humiliation.

“Now, kiss my cheek and say goodnight like a good boy,” Taylor instructed, her voice dripping with control.

Nathan leaned in, pressing his lips to her cheek, knowing he couldn’t fight it—they likely wanted him gone to cackle over his defeat and scheme to win Rich back, their unfulfilled goal hanging heavy in the air.

“And now a kiss for Aunt Destiny,” Taylor added, her tone a playful taunt.

Nathan felt the humiliation swallow him whole, stripping him from a sharp businessman to a sniveling child sent to bed, forced to kiss “Aunt Destiny.”

Destiny pointed to her cheek with a delicate finger, guiding him, “Right here, sweetie.”

He pressed his lips to her skin, the touch stirring—a different woman, a different pull, adding to his shame-fueled arousal.

“Off you go,” Taylor chirped, her voice bright, “hurry up, to our bedroom, straight to bed—no sneaking peeks!”

Her laughter rang out, a cruel melody, as he rushed up the stairs, their shared giggles echoing behind him, a stinging reminder of his submission.

Up in the bedroom, Nathan lay in bed, his pajamas clinging to his tense frame, the dim light casting long shadows across the walls. Away from Taylor’s overwhelming presence, his thoughts sharpened, cutting through the haze like jagged ice.

Rich probably didn’t give a damn about the business—that much was clear. But Taylor? Nathan’s gut twisted at the thought—Rich might still want her. Sure, he could’ve gotten bored after their time together, a habit Nathan knew too well: a man in his fifties, chasing young women, tasting them, then tossing them aside like faded roses.

But what if Rich enjoyed her too much? What if he came back, playing her like a predator with a naive girl, making her ache for him, hunger for him? That phone call was a dead giveaway to Rich of Taylor’s desperation—a signal Nathan would never have sent on his own. It screamed that Taylor was hooked, her desire for him exposed.

Now it all depended on Rich’s mood—if he wanted Taylor, he’d take her; if not, he’d vanish into the wind.

“And where does that leave me?” Nathan muttered aloud, his voice bouncing off the quiet walls. “What am I in all this? Just a husband she barely cares about…”

He paused, a plan forming, cold and clear. “It’s easy—I’ll act like I’m chasing Rich, doing what Taylor wants, but when I get him alone, I’ll tell him I’m done with the deal. I’ll keep her happy while making sure Rich fucks off.”

The more he thought about it, the more determined he grew, whispering to himself, “Yeah, that’s it. I’ll protect myself, keep Taylor all to myself, and be the only man she needs—the only one.”

30 Minutes later

Thirty minutes later, Taylor opened the bedroom door, her silhouette swallowed by the darkness as she stepped inside, the air shifting with her presence. She slid under the blankets, her warmth a sudden, intoxicating contrast to the cool sheets, her bare skin brushing against Nathan’s side.

“How’re you here so early?” Nathan asked, his voice edged with surprise, his heart quickening.

“I couldn’t wait to be with you, my sweet,” she whispered, her tone a velvet caress, dripping with allure.

“With me? With pathetic me—you really mean that, Taylor?” he asked, doubt lacing his words, but as he pulled her close, his hands found her bare skin, sending a jolt through him.

“Fuck, Taylor, you’re naked—completely naked,” he breathed, his voice thick with awe and disbelief.

“Mmm-hmm,” she purred, her voice low and sultry, “that’s how I get when I’m dying to have someone.”

“You mean me?” he asked, a flicker of hope igniting in his chest.

“Yeah, I’m gonna eat you alive, Nathan Whitmore,” she teased, her lips crashing into his with a deep, hungry French kiss, her tongue tangling with his in a desperate rhythm.

“God, it feels so fucking good,” he groaned, his breath catching as her hand gripped his cock, her touch a spark that set his body ablaze.

“You gotta believe me, Nathan—I’m loyal to you,” she murmured, her voice a fierce promise against his lips.

“There was that one slip-up with Nick, but I begged for your forgiveness, and you gave it,” she added, climbing atop him, her sun-kissed skin pressing against his, her golden warmth a stark contrast to his tense frame.

“Hold me tight,” she urged, her voice a soft command, her dominance a sensual weight, “and even if you think I fucked Rich—think again.”

Their bodies fused in a heated dance, lips colliding in desperate kisses, her hot breath teasing his neck as she nibbled his ear, their limbs tangling without penetration. They rolled across the bed, her curves slamming against him, a rhythmic push and pull of raw need—his hands tracing the curve of her back, her thighs brushing his, their gasps blending in the dark as they gave in to the electric friction of skin on skin, a fleeting illusion of closeness in the shadows.

Taylor giggled, flipping onto her tummy, her voluptuous ass cheeks rising like two sun-kissed hills in the dim light, a tempting sight that made Nathan’s breath hitch.

“Rub against my ass, right there between my cheeks—I wanna hear it, baby,” she teased, her voice a sultry purr, dripping with command.

Nathan obeyed, pressing his body to hers, his stiff cock sliding along the warm, silky crevice of her ass, their skin pressed tight without penetration.

He thrust in a steady rhythm, the friction igniting sparks as his skin slapped against hers, a raw, primal beat filling the dark—her moans rising, breathy and needy, “Yes, Nathan, just like that!”

Her curves jiggled with each thrust, her golden skin glistening with a faint sheen of sweat, their bodies locked in a heated dance of pure lust.

Suddenly, Nathan felt a surge, his cum rushing through him like a tidal wave, the climax hitting hard as he let out a guttural cry, spilling over her luscious ass, his hot release dripping down her curves in a glistening arc of surrender.

Taylor giggled, rolling onto her side to face him, “Come here, my brave little hero,” she teased, her voice dripping with mockery, pointing out how he’d failed to fuck her properly again—a humiliating pattern that had defined their ten months of marriage.

They lay side by side, hugging tight, facing each other in the dark, her warmth a cruel illusion he couldn’t pull away from, her scent a drug that kept him tethered.

“I love how you twist me around your finger,” Nathan confessed, his voice shaky, laying his soul bare.

Her hazel eyes widened, feigning innocence as she gazed at him, “You really feel that way?”

“It gets me so fucking hard—how you make me do anything you want,” he admitted, his voice quivering with raw need.

“No way, really?” she asked, her tone soft but teasing, fishing for more of his surrender.

“Yeah, you took my house—don’t you realize that?” he said, his voice a mix of awe and submission.

“I paid for it fair and square—a whole dollar,” she teased, her giggle light and sweet, a melody that made his heart ache.

“Goddamn, you’re adorable when you giggle like that,” he groaned, flipping her over to spoon her from behind, his cum-slick cock slipping between her plump ass cheeks, his voice thick with desire, “Don’t you see how you mess with me?”

He kissed her cheek, his lips lingering, “I know what you’re planning with Rich.”

“Nope, you don’t,” she shot back, her voice smooth and sly, heavy with playful deceit.

“I’m okay with it—I swear, it gets me hot how you play me,” he admitted, his breath warm against her skin.

“But I’m such an innocent little thing,” she said, so coy it was clearly a lie, and he chuckled low, kissing her cheek again.

“Taylor, you’re the best thing I’ve ever had—please don’t leave me, please,” he begged, his cock stiffening at the thought of her kicking him out.

“That depends on how good you behave,” she teased, her voice a playful warning with a sharp edge.

“I’ll behave, I’ll behave—I’ll be your perfect cuckold,” he vowed, desperation soaking his words.

“What’s that?” she asked, tilting her head. “What’s a ‘cock-old’?”

“Cuckold,” he corrected, his voice low and rough, “it’s when you fuck another guy right in front of me, without asking—you just do it, no shame.”

“You’re saying you’d get off on that?” she asked, her tone curious, a glint in her eye.

“I do, I do, I do,” he burst out, unable to hold back, “I hate that I do, but fuck, it drives me crazy.”

“So, if—let’s say—I had Rich’s massive cock inside me, right in front of you, you’d like that?” she asked, her voice sly.

“I don’t want that,” he said, his voice breaking, fear creeping in.

“See, I told you,” she replied, a smirk in her tone.

“I’m terrified, I’m shaking—he might steal you from me, I don’t want that, I don’t want that,” he whispered, his lips brushing her neck, feeling her warmth, sensing her pulse.

The silence stretched, thick and suffocating, until Taylor broke it, her voice a cold, teasing whisper, “You’ll just have to live with it, baby.”

“With what?” Nathan asked, his voice trembling, dread seeping into his bones.

“With how much I want Rich—I’ll fuck him the first chance I get,” she said, her tone dreamy, already lost in the fantasy of him.

“But…” Nathan choked out, his chest tightening, “I just told you I don’t want that.”

“I do, though,” she whispered, her voice thick with longing, a cruel edge to her desire.

“No, please, it’s just a fantasy, right, Taylor? Tell me it’s only to get us hot,” he begged, clinging to a shred of hope.

“It’s not just a fantasy—I need to feel his big cock stretching me,” she purred, pausing before adding with a wicked smirk, “again.”

“So you’re admitting he’s already fucked you?” Nathan’s cock throbbed, still hard despite just cumming, a relentless ache as she wiggled her ass back against him, fully aware of the torment she caused.

“That’s none of your business, Nathan—whether I fucked Rich or not,” she said, her voice sharp and dismissive, cutting him down.

“But I’m your husband,” he pleaded, his cock pulsing with sharp, humiliating waves, teetering on the edge of release again.

“You’re my husband on paper,” she replied, her tone cold as ice, “but you’re here to serve me, to help me find the man I actually want.”

“What do you mean ‘the right man’—you’ll just dump me once you find him?” Nathan asked, his voice quivering with fear.

Taylor detached from him, rolling onto her back, her legs spreading open as she lay there, gazing at the ceiling, her fingers trailing down to touch herself, her golden skin glowing in the dim light. She sighed softly, her breath quickening with arousal, her dominance a sensual force as she pleasured herself, ignoring his distress.

Nathan, lying on his side, watched her, his heart pounding with worry, “You won’t dump me, right? Taylor, Taylor,” he pleaded, his voice trembling as he saw her eyes flutter closed, lost in her own sensation.

“Ask me more,” she murmured, her voice thick with arousal, a sultry command as her fingers moved faster, her body arching slightly.

“Taylor, it’s… it’s just one question—you won’t dump me, right?” Nathan pressed, his voice tight with anxiety, his eyes fixed on her, the sight of her masturbating both tormenting and arousing him.

“Your tongue is required—get to work,” Taylor commanded, her voice a sharp, aroused whisper, her dominance absolute as she spread her legs wider, her fingers pausing to invite him in.

Nathan obeyed instantly, sliding down to position himself between her thighs, his face hovering over her glistening pussy, the scent of her arousal intoxicating. He began to lick, his tongue tracing her folds, tasting her sweetness as he worshipped her, his submission deepening with every stroke.

“I want to hear you asking—again and again,” she moaned, her voice a sultry demand, her hips rocking slightly against his mouth.

Nathan’s tongue worked diligently, lapping at her clit, his voice muffled between licks, “You won’t dump me, right? Taylor… you won’t dump me, right?” he pleaded, his words interspersed with the wet sounds of his devotion, his face buried in her heat.

Taylor’s moans grew louder, her body tensing as waves of pleasure built, her fingers gripping the sheets. “Yes, Nathan, keep going—don’t stop,” she gasped, her voice a breathy crescendo as her orgasm crashed over her, her release a flood of ecstasy, her juices coating Nathan’s face, dripping down his chin as she shuddered, her full satisfaction evident in her trembling thighs and the arch of her back.

She lay there, stabilizing her breathing, her chest rising and falling as she came down from the high, a satisfied smirk playing on her lips. Nathan pulled back slightly, his face slick with her liquids, a mix of shame and arousal burning in his chest.

“I won’t dump you, I’ll kick you to the curb,” Taylor said nonchalantly, her tone teasing, slicing through him as she basked in the afterglow of her pleasure.

“Stop it!” Nathan shuddered, pulling away, his breath heavy as he rolled onto his back, hands clutching his chest, his heart racing.

She turned, giggling, resting her head on his shoulder, her hand sliding down to grip his cock, “Oh, baby, look at you losing it,” she laughed, her voice light and taunting.

“You get off on fucking with me, don’t you, Taylor?” Nathan asked, his voice raw with frustration.

“I get off on playing with this tiny cock,” she replied, her tone dripping with mockery, a smirk in her voice.

“It’s not tiny—it’s six inches,” Nathan protested, his cheeks burning with shame.

“It’s nowhere near six inches, Nathan—trust me, I’ve seen plenty to know,” she laughed, her voice a teasing melody.

“So you’ve seen a lot—what the hell does that mean?” he asked, his voice tight, stress coiling in his gut.

“I love watching you squirm—it’s my favorite game, and it gets me a little wet,” Taylor admitted, her voice sultry, her dominance a sensual weight pressing him down. “And as you noted, it gets me quite wet,” she added, her tone dripping with arousal, “now go wash your face with soap and come back.”

Nathan scrambled out of bed, his face still slick with her juices, the humiliation burning as he rushed to the bathroom. He scrubbed his face with soap, the scent of her lingering even as he rinsed, his hands trembling with a mix of shame and arousal. On his way back, he tugged off his cartoon-duck pajama pants, leaving them on the floor, his erection straining freely as he hurried to the bedroom, the women’s earlier laughter echoing in his mind as he returned to Taylor’s side.

Nathan climbed over her, spreading her legs, his hard cock poised to enter, his lips brushing hers, “You’re everything, Taylor—I just wanna be your slave,” he whispered, his voice thick with need.

“You already are, my desperate little pet,” she replied, her tone dripping with amusement as she gazed up at him in the dark, her hazel eyes glinting.

“I am, but I need to slide my cock in—I can’t hold back,” he said, aiming the tip at her pussy, the heat of her so close, so tempting.

“No, Nathan, I don’t want that—respect my limits,” she said, her voice firm, a command that cut through his haze.

He pushed forward, the tip of his cock just nudging inside, the sensation overwhelming, her pussy a forbidden heaven, “I need to—”

“I said no, Nathan, or I’ll lock you in the guest bathroom,” she warned, her voice turning cold and serious.

“But why, Taylor, why?” he pleaded, pulling back, his voice cracking with desperation.

“Because I love keeping you hungry while I fuck whoever I choose,” she said, her tone unapologetic, her dominance a sensual blade.

“That’s not what we promised—we swore to be husband and wife, Taylor, please, just a little,” Nathan begged, his voice breaking.

“I don’t want that, Nathan—I don’t fuck just anyone,” she said, her voice steady, unwavering.

“But I’m not just anyone—I’m your husband,” he protested, his heart sinking under her rejection.

“You’re my husband, sure, but you’ll learn to be my obedient, sexless little errand boy—Tatiana said that’s the goal,” she explained, her voice calm, her power absolute.

“So you’re listening to her now?” Nathan asked, bitterness seeping into his tone.

“Of course, she’s guiding me, helping me get ready for the right man to fuck me,” she said, her words matter-of-fact, cutting deep.

“But why can’t that be me, Taylor, please,” he pleaded, his voice a desperate whisper.

“Because that’s what I want,” she replied, her tone final, leaving no room for argument.

“I’m done talking—we need to sleep,” she said softly, her voice a deceptive lullaby, “Good night, my love.”

“Good night,” Nathan murmured, lying on his side, his eyes lingering on Taylor’s naked form—so small, so delicate, a precious silhouette in the dim light, her curves a cruel reminder of what he could never fully claim.

She wants the right man, he thought, the bitter truth sinking into his chest like a stone. And that’s Rich—she already gave herself to him, let him take her in a way she’ll never let me, and now he’s all she thinks about. It’s not just the sex—I know that. It’s his money, so much more than mine, a life of endless luxury she could have if she throws me away like trash. She’d be a queen with him, and I’d be left with nothing—no home, no Taylor, just the wreckage of my pride.

No, I won’t let Rich take her. Again - I’ll play along, pretend I’m chasing him for the business, make her think I’m all in, however, in private, I'll tell him I'm withdrawing.—kill the deal and get him out of her life. It’s so fucking hot, the way she plays me, the way she wants him—it sets me on fire, makes me ache. But I can’t lose her. I can’t let this fantasy ruin me.

He rolled onto his back, staring at the ceiling, his mind a storm of fear and determination. This was a mistake—one time I didn’t protect her, didn’t keep other men away, just like with Nick. I could’ve stopped that, I should’ve been sharper, more on guard. If I can block everyone else, make sure there’s no one for her to run to, she’ll have to let me in—she’ll be mine again. That’s the plan—yes, I’ll do it. I’ll fight for her, even if I have to play dirty. I have to.

Nathan couldn’t sleep, his mind a churning storm, so he grabbed his phone and opened his long-dormant Facebook account. He was floored—completely shocked—by the flood of messages cheering his Shark Tank appearance.

“You two looked so hot up there,” one comment gushed.

“Wipe Away—I’m already listing people to wipe away!” another laughed, followed by hundreds of posts—pictures of toilet paper, GIFs of clapping crowds, comments piling up.

A few were more direct, “I didn’t even hear what you were selling—I couldn’t stop staring at Taylor. What a sexy wife you’ve got.”

Nathan smiled faintly, a flicker of warmth in his chest. Social media’s insane, he thought, one day you’re nobody, the next you’re a star.

Then he saw the red notification—private messages waiting. Curious, he tapped it, only to be hit with a wave of unread notes, each from a different sender. His heart sank as he opened the first one from a profile named “Jake Simons,” a young male with an active account, his feed full of party photos and gym selfies. The message struck like a blow, “Your wife’s fucking everyone—just thought you should know.”

A shock tore through his heart, his fingers trembling as he opened the next, from “Mike Larson,” another young guy, his profile brimming with posts about college events and sports. “Taylor’s screwing around behind your back,” it read, the words a punch to Nathan’s gut.

Another followed, from “Andre Brooks,” a third active account, this one filled with car pics and frat house updates. “Your wife’s into inter-racial stuff—she’s the best lay in college,” the message taunted, each word deepening Nathan’s dread.

And another, from “Chris Evans,” a profile with surfing photos and beach trip stories, “Keep an eye on your wife—I won’t say more.”

Each message stabbed deeper, his hands shaking as he scrolled, realizing these were real people—different young men, all saying the same thing. How many more were out there, who knew but hadn’t found the time or reason to message him? The thought gnawed at him, a relentless torment. He glanced at Taylor, asleep beside him, her naked form so peaceful, a cruel lie.

She’s fucking everyone she wants, except me, he realized, the truth a bitter flood he couldn’t stop. I can’t control this—it’s a goddamn tsunami. I can’t believe it, I can’t fucking believe it.

His chest tightened, betrayal crushing him, leaving him on the edge of despair as the darkness swallowed his hope—could he ever win her back, or was he doomed to drown in her storm of betrayal?


Enforced Cuckoldry

A Week Later 9:00 p.m., Nathan’s Home Office

Nathan was seated in his home office, a fortress of order and dominance, sifting through Excel sheets full of inventory numbers. His eyes were red and tired from the long hours, the strain of endless data etching lines of exhaustion into his face.

The polished mahogany desk before him held two screens—his laptop displaying the relentless columns of figures, and a second monitor for notes. A brass desk lamp cast a warm glow over a neat stack of papers, a leather-bound planner, and a thermos of black coffee. Towering bookshelves lined the walls, filled with law books, financial reports, and literature meant to impress as much as to inform. A floor-to-ceiling window revealed the faint cityscape beyond, a stark contrast to the closed, claustrophobic reality of his home.

His mobile phone buzzed sharply, the screen blazing with Rich Carter’s name, a cold jolt of panic seizing Nathan’s chest, his heart pounding as hope crumbled. For a week, he’d clung to the fragile wish that Rich had ignored his voicemail, left at Taylor’s insistence, a message Nathan secretly vowed to sabotage to keep the billionaire’s shadow far from his marriage. He’d prayed Rich would forget—forget Wipe Away, forget Taylor’s radiant beauty, her hazel eyes and sun-kissed curves that had surely burned into Rich’s mind at the Apex Society Club. But the glowing name was a verdict: Rich hadn’t forgotten, his call after seven days of silence a sign of pursuit, not of business, but of Taylor herself, her allure a magnet Nathan feared would unravel his world. His hand trembled over the phone, dread coiling tight—answer he must, but God, how he wished it would stop.

He answered, his voice tight. “Hey Nathan, I apologize for returning your call so late,” Rich said smoothly. “I only saw your message now—what’s going on?”

“Hi Rich, not much, actually—” Nathan replied, but Rich interrupted him mid-sentence.

“I listened to your voicemail about pursuing the Wipe Away business,” Rich said. “It’s quite intriguing, but I’ll be honest, with the new tariffs, I’ve been wondering—”

Nathan cut him off, his tone firm despite the tremor in his chest. “I’ve been thinking the same, Rich. In hindsight, it doesn’t seem as promising anymore.”

There was silence on the other side of the line, heavy and tense, stretching for a moment that felt like an eternity.

“So, what exactly are you saying?” Rich asked, his voice sharp and direct, slicing through the heavy silence. Nathan’s heart raced, his mind catching Rich’s game. The week-long delay in calling back wasn’t an accident—it was a deliberate move, a power play to keep Nathan and Taylor waiting. Rich wanted Taylor to crave his attention even more, her longing growing with every silent day.

“What I’m saying is I’ve decided against moving forward with this business,” Nathan said, his voice steady but heavy with fear. He saw Rich’s question for what it was: a test to check if his disinterest in Wipe Away was real or just a bargaining trick. Nathan knew Rich didn’t care about the deal—his true focus was Taylor, her stunning beauty pulling him back to claim her again.

“I see, understood,” Rich replied, his tone calm and controlled, like a man who never lost. After a short pause, he added, “No worries, no hard feelings. It’s just business—we chase some deals, we drop others. No big deal.”

Nathan exhaled softly, the tension in his shoulders easing slightly. “I guess that’s true,” he said, his words clipped, masking the turmoil beneath.

There was a pause, the silence stretching between them, until Rich’s voice broke through again. “By the way, how’s that car you got for your wife? I keep forgetting her name,” he said casually.

“Her name’s Taylor,” Nathan supplied, his jaw tightening at the mention of her.

“Oh, right—I meant the Range Rover Velar,” Rich clarified, his tone light but curious, as if he’d been referring to the car all along.

“It’s been reliable so far,” Nathan replied, forcing a neutral tone. “Are you considering one for Tatiana?”

Rich sounded a bit taken aback. “Not quite—I was actually thinking of getting one for a new girl I met recently,” he said. “I’m just a bit concerned about the maintenance costs, potential issues, that sort of thing—you understand, right?”

“I understand,” Nathan said, his voice flat, a knot tightening in his chest. He saw through Rich’s act—the casual question about the Range Rover Velar, the claim of forgetting Taylor’s name, was no mistake. Taylor’s stunning beauty, her desperate cries of “Daddy, I need you” at the Apex Society Club, were unforgettable. Rich’s pretend forgetfulness was a cold tactic, a way to hide his real goal: to check if Taylor was broken, if her craving for him had grown after a week of silence. By focusing on the car and mentioning a “new girl,” Rich was flexing his power, showing he didn’t need Taylor, though Nathan knew she was his true target. This call wasn’t about business—it was about testing Taylor’s heart, a sly move to keep control without asking about her directly, confirming Nathan’s fear that Rich wanted her again.

Nathan’s mind churned. Little did Rich know that Nathan was resolute in his decision against pursuing the deal—that such a deal risked his marriage by involving Rich, and Nathan wanted nothing more than to keep Rich far from his Taylor. That was all Nathan cared about.

“Anything else on your mind?” Rich prompted, pulling Nathan back to the conversation.

“No, I didn’t have anything more to add,” Nathan replied, his tone dismissive. “I’m not sure, really—it’s a new car, I got it about eight months ago.”

“I see, I see,” Rich said, his voice warming with a predator’s charm. “It’s been a pleasure catching up, Nathan. I truly enjoyed it, and I’m confident our paths will cross again somehow.” Without waiting for a response, Rich ended the call, the line going dead with a chilling finality. Nathan stared at his phone, a cold fear gripping his chest as the truth sank in. His firm refusal to pursue Wipe Away, a genuine stand to keep Rich away, had backfired. By showing he wasn’t playing games, he’d cleared the way for Rich to drop his business act and chase Taylor directly. Nathan knew Rich’s call was never about the deal—it was a test to see if Taylor’s longing for him had grown, her stunning beauty a prize he wouldn’t abandon. Now, with no business to hide behind, Nathan dreaded Rich would call again, this time for Taylor alone, using her desperate craving to claim her and unravel his marriage. Powerless against the man he’d sworn to block, Nathan’s world felt smaller, the blank screen a warning of the storm coming for his wife.

2 p.m. the Next Day, Crimson Ember Lounge, Back Bay, Boston

Nathan stood beside Taylor in the sleek elevator, its mirrored walls reflecting their ascent to the top of the Boston skyscraper. His voice trembled with nerves as he spoke. “What if she asks about the bandage and the sling?” he asked, his fingers fidgeting with the cuff of his shirt.

Taylor barely registered his words, her focus on her reflection as she adjusted her attire. Her jet-black hair cascaded down her back in glossy waves, framing hazel eyes that flickered with a storm beneath their girlish glint—a blend of mischief and unspoken pain. She wore a burgundy polka-dot dress with ruffled sleeves and a flouncy hem, its plunging neckline accentuating her youthful curves, the fabric clinging to her petite, curvaceous frame. Her sun-kissed, golden skin glowed with flawless warmth, its creamy texture glistening from regular massages, radiating the scent of sweet perfume soap and light, feminine pheromones. Her slender hands, tipped with perfectly manicured nails painted a soft rose, moved with precision, the glossy finish catching the elevator’s light. Her legs crossed delicately, one foot dangling in a strappy sandal, its slow, tantalizing movements revealing a smooth, silky texture, with barely visible green veins hinting at her youth and vitality. The symmetry of her toes, adorned with a translucent French pedicure, and the defined musculature of her arches spoke to her physical fitness, her presence a dance of innocence and iron control.

“What sling?” Taylor asked absently, not understanding at first, but then realization dawned. She turned to him, her tone sharp with mockery. “Oh, so that’s what’s important now, honey? Is that all you can think about?”

“No, I was just thinking—” Nathan began, his voice faltering, but Taylor cut him off mid-sentence.

She continued arranging her hair, running her hands through it over and over, ensuring she looked the best version of herself. “What’s your motto, Nathan?” she demanded, her hazel eyes narrowing.

“Don’t think—obey,” he said meekly, his deference stark next to her commanding presence, always so submissive and helpless in her shadow.

“Exactly,” she said, her voice firm. “And don’t let such thoughts distract you from our goal today.”

“And what is our goal today?” Taylor asked, her voice sharp with expectation.

“To ensure we secure that business with Rich, so he’ll stop ignoring you and take you,” Nathan replied, his tone heavy with resignation.

Taylor turned to him, her face serious, her hazel eyes boring into his with unrelenting intensity. “With his thick cock,” she said, her words a deliberate challenge.

Nathan swallowed hard, the weight of her expectation pressing down on him. “With his thick cock,” he echoed, his voice a strained whisper.

“Yes, exactly,” Taylor said, her tone sharp with urgency. “And don’t you forget that, because I’m at my wit’s end here.”

Nathan’s throat tightened, his heart sinking like a stone as her words echoed in the sleek elevator. He’d said what she wanted—parroted her crude goal of luring Rich to fuck her with his “thick cock”—but inside, his soul churned with devastation. His hidden plan was to keep Rich away at all costs, to shield his marriage from the billionaire’s shadow, yet here he was, led into a meeting with Tatiana, another step toward dragging Rich back into Taylor’s life. Nathan didn’t want this; it was like being marched into a lion’s den, his every instinct screaming to flee. The thought of Rich claiming Taylor again, her radiant beauty lost to a man he couldn’t rival, crushed him. He stood beside her, obedient but broken, dreading the meeting that would push his worst fears closer to reality.

The elevator doors slid open with a soft chime, and Taylor stepped out, striding straight into The Crimson Ember Lounge. The space enveloped them in a sultry glow, its high-society elegance wrapped in cozy intimacy. Amber lights resembling glowing embers cascaded from a dramatic ceiling installation, casting flickering shadows across the room. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed Boston’s sunlit skyline, the crisp daylight illuminating the city’s towering buildings in sharp relief against the warmth within. Rich crimson drapes lined the walls, complementing the polished dark wood floors and circular mahogany tables, each adorned with a golden lamp emitting a soft, inviting light. Elegant, lightweight chairs—upholstered in plush taupe and crimson velvet—surrounded the tables, their slender frames fostering intimacy among the elite patrons, who whispered in hushed tones, dressed in tailored suits and designer gowns. A grand, curved bar anchored the center, its marble surface gleaming, stocked with crystal glassware and artisanal coffee blends, the air rich with the scent of espresso and caramelized pastries.

Taylor and Nathan paused just inside the entrance, their eyes wide with awe at the lounge’s opulent warmth. Nathan’s gaze darted across the room, his heart racing as he searched for Tatiana, knowing her commanding presence would soon dominate their encounter. Taylor’s hazel eyes scanned the space with equal intensity, her breath catching at the sheer luxury, her focus sharpening as she sought the woman who held the key to her desires.

Taylor was the first to spot Tatiana seated at one of the round tables, her presence commanding even from a distance. She marched toward her with purpose, Nathan trailing behind, his steps hesitant as they approached.

Tatiana rose gracefully, her movements fluid as she kissed Taylor’s cheek, then the other, her voice warm with admiration. “You look stunning, Taylor, absolutely breathtaking,” she said. Her eyes sparkled with recognition as she added, “That dress—it’s Amira’s design, isn’t it? Don’t tell me I’m mistaken.”

Taylor confirmed with a wide smile, her dimples visible as her face lit up. “Oh, yes, I adore her work,” she said, her voice bubbling with delight.

Nathan stood excluded from the women’s embrace, a silent observer, his breath catching in his throat at the sight of Tatiana’s commanding presence. She was a vision of unapologetic sensuality, her auburn hair falling in glossy waves, accentuating a visage of commanding elegance—sculpted cheekbones, a sly, taunting smile, and sharp eyes that sparkled with cruel amusement. She wore a deep crimson satin dress, its plunging neckline highlighting her voluptuous curves, her massive breasts straining against the fabric, their outline so pronounced that Nathan could guess where her nipples pressed beneath, an audacious display that seemed deliberately provocative, making it impossible not to stare.

Tatiana was ravishingly sexy, a storm of desire and dominance radiating from her, her sadistic allure a force that left Nathan powerless. His gaze lingered despite his best efforts to resist, drawn to her magnetic pull, the weight of her presence a searing reminder of his diminished state in her orbit, a cuckolded man unable to escape the gravitational force of her commanding beauty.

“Greetings, Nathan, my dear,” Tatiana said, extending her hand high enough for him to understand the expectation. Nathan leaned in, kissing the back of her hand with a humble deference, his lips brushing her soft skin as she smiled down at him.

Nathan then turned to Taylor, helping her get seated by pushing her chair in with a gentleman’s care. He was about to sit opposite Tatiana, right next to Taylor, when Tatiana’s voice stopped him. “Come here, sit beside me,” she ordered, patting the chair to her left with a commanding air.

And so Nathan obeyed, taking the seat to Tatiana’s left, while Taylor sat to her right. Tatiana now held court at the center, a mature woman flanked by the two younger ones—one barely 19 and one 45 years old but reduced to the status of a sexless errand boy, each separately controlled from both sides, her dominance a palpable force in the intimate space.

Once Nathan was seated, Tatiana turned her attention back to Taylor, speaking to her about Nathan as if he weren’t there, leaving him to ogle her in silent awe. His eyes traced the shimmering satin of her dress, the way it clung to her curves, down to her sexy knees where her pantyhose ended in a delicate floral pattern, as if she had just stepped out of a bedroom. She was a woman radiating sex with every fiber of her being, her presence an intoxicating force that Nathan couldn’t resist.

“Have you had the chance to apply the techniques I taught you?” Tatiana asked, her tone a mix of curiosity and mentorship.

“Oh, yes,” Taylor replied, her voice brimming with pride. “I kicked Nathan’s son in the balls.”

“Did you really?” Tatiana asked, her eyes lighting up with intrigue.

“Absolutely,” Taylor said, a smirk playing on her lips. “It worked like a charm—it feels incredible to watch a man crumble and collapse in pain right at my feet, exactly where my shoes are.”

“Oh, marvelous, absolutely marvelous,” Tatiana replied, her voice rich with approval. “And what about Nathan? Has he experienced your knee striking his balls?”

“Oh, yes,” Taylor said, her tone brimming with satisfaction. “It was utterly exhilarating.”

“And all this after I performed the routine checkup, just as you recommended,” Taylor added, her laughter bright, her dimple a beautiful accent to her radiant smile. “Invading their privacy at just the right moment—catching Jonathan off-guard, relaxed in his bed.”

“Oh, that’s wonderful, truly wonderful,” Tatiana said, her eyes gleaming with delight.

The waiter arrived, bowing slightly, his demeanor revealing that he knew Tatiana well and recognized her as a woman who commanded—and received—unwavering respect. He placed three menus on the table, but Tatiana swiftly picked them up and handed them back to him. “We’ll have two hazelnut cappuccinos with a dusting of cocoa, paired with slices of lavender-honey cake for the ladies,” she said, her voice smooth and authoritative.

The waiter nodded, then turned to Nathan. “And for you, sir?” he asked politely.

“For him, a glass of milk and a kids’ hot chocolate fudge cake,” Tatiana interjected before Nathan could respond, her tone dismissive yet decisive.

Nathan sat in stunned silence, shocked by the way she treated him, reducing him to a child in front of Taylor and the waiter. It was painfully clear that Tatiana held all the power—whatever Taylor wanted to achieve, whether pursuing the business with Rich or otherwise, was in Tatiana’s hands. If Taylor needed her help, both of them had to abide by her rules. The feeling of being trapped, with no escape from her clutches, overwhelmed him. Tatiana, so utterly sexual, a woman who exuded desire with every gesture, practiced sex freely yet deprived him entirely. The thought stirred an unwanted erection, a shameful reaction he couldn’t suppress, his body betraying him as he sat under her gaze.

“You know, Taylor, you really should start caning Nathan,” Tatiana said, her voice warm with a hint of suggestion, a kind smile playing on her lips.

Taylor smiled sweetly, her tone light and playful. “Oh, I’m not too keen on violence,” she said with a giggle, her dimples deepening. “Why use a cane when I can control him with my words?”

Tatiana’s eyes sparkled with gentle encouragement. “Oh, but you will cane him, won’t you, dear?” she asked, her voice soft and supportive. “You’ll cane him because I asked you to, and I know you will be happy to comply.”

Taylor giggled again, her smile unwavering, a playful glint in her hazel eyes. “Oh, of course, I mean, I suppose so,” she said, her tone bubbly as she tilted her head with a teasing charm.

Tatiana leaned in slightly, her expression tender and nurturing. “Not ‘suppose so,’ my beautiful child,” she said kindly. “When Tatiana asks, you’ll be delighted to comply, isn’t that right, my little girl?”

Taylor let out a bright, melodic laugh, her smile radiant, though the underlying message was clear—she was cornered, yet she joined the camaraderie, the two women sharing a moment of playful discipline over Nathan. “Yes, absolutely, Tatiana,” she said, her voice warm with affection, her giggle lingering as she nodded in agreement.

The waiter returned with their drinks, placing the hazelnut cappuccinos and lavender-honey cake before the ladies, and the milk and the kids’ hot chocolate fudge cake before Nathan, behaving as though he hadn’t overheard their conversation.

Nathan watched the exchange unfold, his gaze flickering between the two women, noting the subtle undercurrents beneath their interaction. Tatiana was the epitome of kindness and warmth, her voice a soothing melody, but beneath that veneer, she was imposing her will on Taylor with an effortless grace. And why could she do that? How could she so deftly dominate Taylor? Because she could—because she knew exactly why Taylor had come here, sensing her desperate need. With that leverage, Tatiana could dictate whatever she wanted, her control a quiet storm that left no room for resistance.

He observed this dynamic like a spectator watching a drama on television, his mind half-absent as he reached for the little spoon on his plate, cutting himself a bite of the kids’ hot chocolate fudge cake. The warm, gooey dessert melted on his tongue, a fleeting comfort in the tense atmosphere, and he took a second piece almost without thinking, not noticing that the ladies hadn’t yet started eating their lavender-honey cake.

Tatiana’s hand rested on Taylor’s, her thumb caressing it gently, sending waves of warmth as she smiled at her. But at the left corner of her eye, she caught Nathan sneaking another piece of his cake, daring to eat before the ladies had begun. The atmosphere shifted in an instant—her face transformed, the warmth vanishing as a frenzied anger took hold. Her eyes blazed with a cold fire, a slight twitch in her eyebrow betraying the surge of emotion, her expression radiating uncontained fury.

Without warning, Tatiana’s right hand flew through the air, snatching the plate of hot chocolate fudge cake and smashing it straight into Nathan’s face with a forceful, shocking blow. The gooey chocolate splattered across his cheeks, dripping down his chin in sticky rivulets, the abruptness of the hit so jarring that it could have knocked him out if it had been any stronger. All the other tables in the lounge fell silent, the elite patrons turning to stare, their whispers replaced by stunned gasps as they watched the chocolate drip from Nathan’s face, the scene unfolding like a scandalous spectacle.

Just as quickly, Tatiana’s demeanor shifted back to warmth, her face softening into a kind, radiant smile as if she hadn’t just smeared chocolate across Nathan’s face. She turned to Taylor, her voice a velvet purr. “Darling, you must try the lavender-honey cake,” she said, gesturing to the delicate, floral-layered dessert on the table. “Some adore its subtle sweetness, others can’t handle it.” She took a refined bite herself, her eyes gleaming with approval, then watched as Taylor scooped a generous forkful, her lips closing around the cake with a muffled “mmm,” her mouth too full to speak. Tatiana laughed, her cappuccino poised elegantly, pinky raised. “Slowly, slowly, my girl,” she teased, “I know it’s divine, but you don’t want to choke.” She turned to Nathan, her gaze sharpening, chocolate still streaking his flushed face. “And your chocolate was supposed to be so good, Nathan, if only you’d waited for us ladies to start eating, isn’t that right?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Nathan mumbled, his voice thick with shame, the sticky sweetness clinging to his skin, a humiliating brand.

Tatiana’s eyes flicked to his untouched glass of milk, her smile curling with mockery. “And I see you haven’t drunk your milk, Nathan. You need to drink plenty if you want to grow up strong like my Rich.” Taylor burst into laughter, cake crumbs spilling from her mouth, her hazel eyes brimming with tears of mirth. Tatiana, still reserved, offered a napkin with a gentle smile. “Here, darling, take this,” she said, then fixed Nathan with a pointed look. “I wonder why your wife laughs every time we compare your strength to my Rich’s.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Nathan said, tears prickling his own eyes, his hands trembling as he reached for the milk, the childish drink a stark contrast to the women’s sophisticated cappuccinos.

“Boys like you aren’t allowed coffee in my domain,” Tatiana explained, her tone dripping with condescension. “Only milk.” She turned back to Taylor, her voice softening to a soothing caress. “So, tell me, darling,” she said, “have you managed to convince our dear Nathan here of the importance of you pursuing your desires with whoever you wish, whenever you feel like it, my sweet?”

The smack that hit his nose made Nathan shed involuntary tears, the sting of the hot chocolate fudge cake searing his skin as he fumbled for napkins, frantically wiping his eyes. Through the blurry haze, he glimpsed the patrons around him, their stares a mix of shock and amusement, their hushed whispers amplifying his shame. He was dirty and deeply humiliated, sitting there with chocolate dripping down his face, a pathetic spectacle in the midst of the lounge’s elegance.

An urge surged within him, a voice screaming to stand up and leave, to escape the two women and their cruel games. He glanced at Taylor, searching for a sign, but she briefly darted a kind, pitiful look his way before turning back to Tatiana, her conversation unbroken. “Oh, yes,” Taylor said, her voice light and melodic, “I believe we’ve reached an understanding that if I were to be intimate with Rich, Nathan would fully accept it. Isn’t that right, honey?”

Nathan’s mind churned, the moment a crossroads—he could defy them, stand up, and walk away, reclaim some shred of dignity. But he stayed rooted, unable to object, not daring to move. Why? Because he was addicted to Taylor, her radiant beauty and commanding presence a chain he couldn’t break. He wouldn’t dare disappoint her, not now, not ever. His voice came out small, defeated. “Yes, dear, it’s your absolute right to be with others,” he said, the words tasting like ash.

Taylor corrected him with a playful giggle, her tone teasing yet firm. “With Rich,” she said, her hazel eyes glinting as she forced him to say it.

“With Rich,” Nathan echoed meekly, darting a glance at Tatiana, who watched with a delighted smile, savoring every moment of his submission.

“And you’ve got a big piece of chocolate above your eye, baby,” Taylor said, her voice softening with a hint of amusement.

“Where?” Nathan asked, his hands fumbling with the napkin, still trying to clean the sticky mess from his face.

“Over your right eye,” she said, and as he wiped it away, she encouraged him with a bright, “Yes, very good,” her tone warm and approving, as if praising a child.

Tatiana intervened, her voice kind yet carrying the weight of her authority. “Well, that’s wonderful progress, Taylor,” she said, her smile warm. “But unfortunately, Rich isn’t quite as relevant at this moment.”

“But why wait?” Taylor said, her voice tinged with urgency, her smile faltering. “That’s actually the reason we came here today—we have such a promising business opportunity, and of course, it would be wonderful if Rich showed some signs of interest.”

Tatiana listened intently, her expression soft and nurturing, almost motherly, as she leaned closer to Taylor. “Yes, my dear Taylor, I understand,” she said gently, “but I can’t speak for Rich. I have this feeling, though, that perhaps he’s moved on.”

Taylor’s face fell in an instant, her radiant smile vanishing as a single, heavy tear traced its way down her pretty cheek, glistening in the amber light. “But why?” she asked, her voice breaking with emotion. “What did I do wrong?”

“The truth is, I don’t know, my sweet child,” Tatiana replied, her tone tender and comforting. “I can’t read Rich’s mind, you know—we’re two separate people. I’m only guessing, that’s all.”

“May I be completely honest with you?” Taylor asked, her voice trembling as she wiped the tear from her cheek.

“Of course, darling,” Tatiana said, her smile encouraging, her eyes warm with empathy.

“I could feel it too,” Taylor confessed, her voice barely above a whisper. “The moment he… finished inside me, he lost interest.”

“Oh, you sensed that, did you?” Tatiana asked softly, her tone filled with understanding.

“Yes,” Taylor said, her voice cracking as more tears welled in her eyes. “He wanted to sleep alone—he wouldn’t let me stay in your bed. He… he made love to me…” She broke down, her sobs interrupting her words. “He made love to me so perfectly,” she managed, her voice a mix of longing and heartbreak, “and then he lost interest.”

Tatiana nodded, listening intently, her expression one of quiet compassion. “The truth is, I don’t know, darling,” she said, her voice soothing. “Rich isn’t a man of many words—I can’t always decipher his thoughts either.”

“But why wouldn’t he let me stay in bed with him?” Taylor asked, her voice small, her tears falling freely now.

Tatiana smiled, a gentle warmth in her eyes, and then let out a soft laugh. “Have you ever considered that it might be my bed?” she asked, her laughter light and playful, easing the tension for a moment.

Taylor shrugged, a faint smile tugging at her lips despite her tears, the little girl in her surfacing next to Tatiana’s maternal presence.

“Besides,” Tatiana continued, her tone still kind, “I did offer you a place to sleep in a crib, and you refused—do you remember?”

Taylor’s face turned crimson, her embarrassment deepening as she glanced at Nathan, mortified by the revelation. “Instead, you slipped away and went back to sleep with our chocolate boy here,” Tatiana added, her voice teasing as she and Taylor both turned to Nathan, their laughter bubbling up, light and shared, at his expense.

Nathan felt a wave of embarrassment and humiliation wash over him, his face still sticky with the remnants of the hot chocolate fudge cake, the patrons’ earlier stares still burning in his memory. But it was also in that moment that he understood why Taylor had appeared in his cot at 4 a.m. that morning after Rich had been with her—she had nowhere else to sleep, rejected by the man she craved.

“But because of the crib?” Taylor cried, her voice breaking with disbelief. “Just because I didn’t want to sleep in the crib? Come on, Tatiana, he can’t be like this!” Her face was streaked with tears, the flood of emotion drawing the eyes of other patrons, who glanced at the trio—a breathtaking, dominant woman with huge breasts, flanked by two younger figures: a man and a teenage girl, the latter crying uncontrollably. It was obvious to all who the boss was.

“I swear, if he’d just give me one more chance—just one more—I’d sleep wherever he wants,” Taylor pleaded, her voice raw with desperation. “A crib? That’s not a problem at all. I just want to be the best girl for him—don’t you understand that?” Her hands trembled as she wiped her tears, her hazel eyes searching for hope.

Nathan watched his wife, his heart sinking, but he didn’t dare shake his head. At 45, he saw the truth with a clarity Taylor couldn’t grasp in her emotional state. The Carters were toying with his mistress’s soul, making her crave Rich to the point where she’d do anything for them. In her vulnerable position, with her limited experience, she was easy prey for the couple. The realization filled Nathan with dread, a cold fear gripping him as he silently vowed to tread carefully and eliminate any chance of Rich returning to their lives.

Tatiana’s demeanor remained motherly, her voice a soothing balm. “As I’ve said, I can’t predict what Rich will do,” she said gently. “He’s not one for second chances, but I can try to gauge where his mind is at.”

“You can?” Taylor asked, her pleading eyes wide with hope, glistening with unshed tears.

“There’s no guarantee, my child,” Tatiana explained, her tone warm but firm. “Rich is a strong, resolute man, not easily swayed.”

“I know, and that’s why I long to feel him again,” Taylor said, her voice quivering with need. “I crave him—I need him. I’d do anything to please him.”

Tatiana smiled, her gaze shifting to Nathan, a knowing glint in her eyes. “Your wife is quite emotional, isn’t she?” she said, her tone kind but pointed.

“Yes, Mistress Tatiana,” Nathan replied, his voice low and submissive. His analytical mind worked overtime, plotting ways to keep Rich at bay and reclaim Taylor for himself, but a deeper part of him surrendered to Tatiana’s presence. She was so dominant, so erotic, that he hid a constant erection from her, knowing she’d forbidden such reactions—a rule that only heightened his arousal. He glanced at Taylor, then at himself, and came to a stark realization: it wasn’t just Taylor falling for this couple—they both were, each for their own reasons.

“You have such a supportive husband, Taylor,” Tatiana said, her voice warm with approval.

Taylor grabbed a napkin, trying to stem the flood of tears, her smile returning despite her emotion. “He is—he’s the best subby hubby ever,” she said, her voice softening with affection. “He’s so supportive of my efforts to please Rich, to win him over.” She looked at Tatiana, her eyes pleading once more. “I’m begging you, please help me—help us with this.”

“But you know, darling, that Rich is my husband, yes?” Tatiana asked, her tone light and teasing.

“Oh, yes, I know, I know,” Taylor said quickly, nodding.

“And so you can’t expect Rich to choose you over me,” Tatiana continued, laughing softly, her voice a gentle melody.

“No, of course not, of course not,” Taylor said, her words tumbling out. “I just want… I mean, I just want to be with him, that’s all.”

“Yeees,” Tatiana said, lengthening the vowel in a maternal, soothing tone, her control absolute. She sipped her coffee, holding the cup elegantly, her demeanor nonchalant. “I’ll see what I can do for you, my dear,” she said, her lips curling into a warm smile. “But you’ll need to submit to me.”

“Submit?” Taylor asked, her brow furrowing slightly. “What do you mean by that?”

“Submit to me means you’ll do whatever I ask, without question,” Tatiana clarified, her voice kind but firm.

“But I’m already doing that, aren’t I?” Taylor said eagerly, her smile brightening. “I’m being such a good girl for you.”

“Yes, darling, I can see your efforts, and you’re truly making wonderful progress,” Tatiana said, her tone encouraging. “But there’s more to it.”

“And what does that mean?” Taylor asked, her curiosity piqued, her smile unwavering.

“Well, there are certain services I require from time to time,” Tatiana said, her voice soft and suggestive, “services of a more… personal nature, if you understand my meaning.”

Taylor nodded quickly, her eagerness palpable. “Yes, yes, of course, I understand—I’m ready to submit,” she said, darting a glance at Nathan, who sat silently, afraid to speak.

“Indeed, I suppose you are,” Tatiana said, her voice warm and approving. “We’ll monitor your behavior and see how you progress.”

“Yes, you’ll see, you’ll see,” Taylor said, her tone fervent. “Just help me, please—if you can—with this little problem of mine.”

“Of course, darling, of course,” Tatiana said, her smile nurturing. She paused, then added gently, “Now, do you know how to kiss my hand, Taylor, honey?”

Taylor blushed, her cheeks flushing a soft pink. “To kiss…?” she asked, her voice trailing off.

“Yes, to kiss my hand—here, in public,” Tatiana said, her tone encouraging. Her eyes flicked briefly to Nathan, catching him staring at the expansive cleavage revealed by her low-cut blouse, a fleeting smirk curling her lips before she ignored his lapse. “You’ll lift my hand with both of yours, then humbly place a kiss on the back, and afterward, rest your forehead there as a sign of surrender to my authority.” She turned sharply to Nathan, her gaze piercing. “Are you watching, Nathan? Yes? Learning how to kiss my hand? Because soon you’ll be practicing that, yes?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Nathan mumbled, his face burning with shame, the weight of her command and his exposed weakness pressing him deeper into submission.

Taylor darted quick glances around the lounge. The other patrons weren’t looking directly, but she knew they were watching, their attention drawn to the table ever since Tatiana had painted Nathan’s face with chocolate. She hesitated for a moment, then leaned forward, lifting Tatiana’s hand with both of hers. She pressed a humble kiss to the back of Tatiana’s hand, her lips soft against the skin, and then rested her forehead there, her surrender a quiet spectacle.

“Yes, that’s it,” Tatiana said, her laughter warm and approving. “That’s a good girl who knows her place.”

Tatiana lifted her hand gracefully, signaling for the waiter, who arrived promptly, his hands clasped deferentially behind his back. “James, the bill, please,” she said, her voice calm but commanding.

“Now, both of you kneel,” Tatiana instructed, her tone gentle yet firm, a smile playing on her lips.

Taylor looked at Nathan, and Nathan met her gaze, a silent message passing between them—look at us, look at what this woman is doing to us—as they sank to their knees right there on the polished dark wood floor of the lounge. The elite patrons around them stole glances, their whispers a quiet hum against the jazz in the background, the scene a stark display of Tatiana’s control.

“And both of you kiss my hands, just as I taught you,” Tatiana said, her voice warm but unyielding, extending both hands to them.

Nathan found himself next to her legs, her pantyhose with the bedroom flowery pattern covering them up to her mid-thigh, the intricate design a sensual contrast to her crimson satin dress. He took her left hand in his, his fingers trembling slightly as he lifted it, pressing a submissive kiss to the back of her hand, his lips lingering for a moment before resting his forehead there, his eyes gazing up at her from below the table’s edge, a picture of surrender.

Taylor mirrored him on Tatiana’s right, her slender hands gently lifting Tatiana’s right hand, her rose-painted nails catching the amber light. She leaned in, her lips brushing the back of Tatiana’s hand in a humble kiss, her jet-black hair falling forward as she pressed her forehead against it, her submission a mirror to Nathan’s, her hazel eyes flickering with a mix of surrender and lingering hope.

The waiter returned, holding the bill, his demeanor cautious. “Ma’am, here’s the bill,” he said softly, then added with deference, “And if I may, kneeling might be a bit challenging here.”

“Noted,” Tatiana replied, her tone clipped but not unkind. “We’re leaving anyway. Please do call your manager to apologize for that comment—he knows me well, and he knows I could have this place closed tomorrow.”

The waiter bowed deeply, his face pale, and hurried away, disappearing into the lounge’s shadows.

Nathan and Taylor remained on their knees, their hands still holding Tatiana’s, their submission a public surrender to her unyielding dominance. And all the while, Rich, the source of their turmoil, remained oblivious, likely unaware of the storm he had unleashed in their lives, his absence a cruel irony as they knelt before the woman who held their fates in her elegant hands.

A Day Later 7:00 p.m., The Whitmore’s Kitchen

Nathan stood in the Whitmore’s kitchen, an apron tied around his waist, its cheerful red stripes a stark contrast to the tension etched into his face. He was in the midst of preparing a lasagna, the counter before him a canvas of culinary chaos—bowls of ricotta and mozzarella, a pot of simmering marinara sauce, and a stack of lasagna noodles waiting to be layered. His hands moved with practiced precision, spreading a layer of sauce across the noodles in a baking dish, the rich aroma of garlic and basil filling the air. Beside the lasagna, he worked on a vegetable salad, chopping a vibrant red bell pepper with a steady rhythm, the knife slicing through with a crisp sound as he added the pieces to a bowl of mixed greens, cherry tomatoes, and cucumber slices, the colors bright against the white countertop.

The sudden patter of tiny paws broke his focus as Princess, Taylor’s spoiled dog, trotted into the kitchen, her high-pitched barks echoing off the cabinets. Nathan’s heart raced—he knew he had to act fast before Taylor grew angry. He fetched the metal bowl from the counter, placing it on the ground at its designated spot near the kitchen island, but realized with a jolt that he’d forgotten to fill it. The Bonzo dog food was running low, and in his haste, he’d neglected to grab the scissors to open the new bag. So many issues to tackle, and he’d let them slip.

Princess didn’t care for his oversight, her barks escalating into a frenzied cacophony, her tiny body trembling with impatience. From the living room, where Taylor lounged on the couch watching a series, her voice cut through the noise, sharp with irritation. “Nathan, why can’t you just feed Princess already? Why do you insist on torturing her like this? Please, don’t be so cruel,” she called, her tone a mix of frustration and command.

Nathan hurried to the pantry, grabbing the Bonzo bag and a pair of scissors, his hands trembling as he snipped it open, the dry kibble spilling slightly as he poured it into the metal bowl. Princess lunged forward, her barking silenced as she began to eat, her tail wagging furiously. Nathan exhaled, wiping the sweat from his brow, but the doorbell chimed, its sound a jarring interruption.

It was an unwritten rule in the Whitmore household that Taylor wasn’t expected to rise from the couch to answer the door—that was Nathan’s job.

She lounged on the sofa in a blush-pink satin pajama set that teased the senses, the silky camisole clinging to her youthful curves like a lover’s caress, its thin straps slipping slightly, barely containing her full breasts, the fabric whispering against her sun-kissed skin with every breath. Her bare feet, adorned with a translucent French pedicure, rested languidly on the sofa’s edge, the delicate arches and symmetrical toes glistening with a soft sheen, their erotic perfection a silent taunt as she flexed them absently, her entitled ease radiating dominance in the living room she ruled.

The matching satin shorts ended in a ruffled hem, hugging her hips and revealing the tantalizing expanse of her thighs, while a flowing robe with black trim draped loosely over her shoulders, its open fit hinting at the forbidden beneath, her erotic allure a commanding force as she waited for Nathan to serve her. A pair of plush, rose-gold mule slippers, their sleek design studded with delicate crystals, lay discarded on the floor beside the sofa, kicked off carelessly as she reclined, too regal to answer the ringing doorbell, her house husband tasked with fetching them—or anything else—should she deign to ask.

He wiped his hands on a nearby towel, the lingering scent of marinara clinging to his fingers, and rushed to the front door, his apron still tied around him as he opened it.

What greeted him was a shocking surprise—the towering figure of Rich Carter stood there, 6 feet 2, with a broad frame that filled the doorway, exuding a quiet intensity that demanded obedience. His silver hair framed a face carved by conquest, cold steel eyes meeting Nathan’s, a jaw like a verdict that brooked no argument. He wore tailored black pants and a crisp white shirt, no tie, the open collar revealing a glimpse of his commanding presence, his billionaire status a subtle weapon in every unhurried gesture.

“Hey, buddy,” Rich said, his voice deep and smooth, carrying an effortless authority.

“Oh, hi, Rich,” Nathan replied, his shock evident, his voice tinged with unease. “What brings you to our modest little home?”

“We’re actually in Boston for the next month or so—not sure if you were aware,” Rich said as he stepped inside, his towering presence filling the entryway, his deep voice carrying a casual authority that made Nathan’s stomach churn.

“Oh, yes,” Nathan said, trailing after Rich, his voice still tinged with shock. “You have the same apartment here too,” he confirmed, trying to steady himself as he followed the billionaire into the house.

“Yes,” Rich replied simply, standing with his hands on his hips, his steel eyes scanning the ceilings and furniture, assessing the space with a quiet intensity.

From her spot on the couch in the living room, Taylor jumped up, her bare feet padding quickly across the floor as she rushed toward Rich. “Rich, oh my goodness, what… what brings you here?” she asked, her voice breathless with excitement, her cheeks flushing a soft pink as she lifted her gaze to the tall man, her eyes shimmering with a mix of awe and longing.

“I came by car,” Rich said, his tone teasing as he smiled down at her, a rare kindness in his steel eyes that Taylor could feel, warming her instantly. He scratched his head, his demeanor relaxed despite his commanding frame. “I came to talk with Nathan, actually,” he added. “I’ve had some further thoughts about the business. Mind if we sit down?”

“Of course, of course, Rich,” Nathan said, his voice tight with a mix of apprehension and forced politeness.

In his heart, he knew Rich had sensed his disinterest during their phone call two days ago—a call where Nathan, under Taylor’s pressure, had initially begged to pursue the Wipe Away business, only to retract when Rich finally responded. Both men were seasoned players in this game of business, each feigning indifference to gauge the other’s true intentions, knowing that showing too much enthusiasm could drive up the stakes—or the price.

Nathan had made it clear he wasn’t interested—not at all—and Rich must have realized it wasn’t a bluff, that Nathan genuinely wanted nothing to do with the deal. But Nathan also knew Rich’s motives ran deeper than the business.

The billionaire’s presence here wasn’t just about Wipe Away—it was about Taylor, the stunning young woman Rich desired to dominate completely, to mold into a submissive slave girl who would bend to his every whim. Rich had played his disinterest perfectly, letting Taylor simmer in her longing after their phone call, but Nathan’s rejection had forced his hand.

Now, Rich stood in their home, likely hoping to salvage the business deal while seizing the chance to claim Taylor for himself, his calculated detachment a mask for his true hunger. Nathan gestured to the cozy round dining table next to the kitchen, its warm wood gleaming under the soft light.

“Please, have a seat,” Nathan said, his tone steady despite the storm in his mind. “Can I get you something to drink?”

“Just tap water,” Rich said, rising from the table and heading into the kitchen himself.

“I’ll get it, I’ll get it—” Taylor jumped up, her voice eager, but Rich hushed her gently.

“No need,” he said, his tone firm but kind, clearly not accustomed to being served for such small tasks. He opened the tap, poured himself a glass of water, drank it down, then poured another and brought it back to the round table where Nathan and Taylor were now seated.

“Rich, what can I prepare for you to eat?” Taylor asked, her voice brimming with enthusiasm as she leaned forward, desperate to capture his attention.

He glanced at her sideways, his steel eyes softening for a moment. “I see you’re in the midst of preparing lasagna,” he noted, his voice calm.

“Oh, would you like some lasagna?” Taylor asked, her tone eager and accommodating. “Just say the word, Rich—it’s no trouble at all.”

“No, no, I’m not particularly hungry right now,” Rich said, rolling up his sleeves with a casual air, playing with the empty water glass in his hands. He leaned back in his chair, a faint smile tugging at his lips.

“Lasagna reminds me of where it all began,” Rich said, his steel eyes softening as he leaned back in his chair at the Whitmore’s round dining table, the empty water glass still in his hands.

“I grew up in poverty, one of five siblings in a cramped little house on the edge of town,” he continued, his voice steady but tinged with nostalgia. “My mother—she was the heart of our family—ran a small stall in the local market, selling her homemade lasagna.”

“I was the second oldest, and every morning, I’d help her prepare the dough at home, mixing the flour and eggs with my hands, kneading it on our cracked wooden counter until it was smooth and elastic,” Rich said, his tone softening with memory. “My fingers ached from the effort as I layered the sauce and cheese, the kitchen filled with the warmth of garlic and tomatoes, while my younger brothers watched, too small to help.”

Nathan leaned forward, his voice tinged with curiosity and empathy. “Just you prepared all that? Your siblings didn’t help at all?”

Rich smiled faintly, his tone steady. “My older brother helped too—we’d work together on the dough and carry the trays—but my mother was busy getting the younger ones ready for school, so they couldn’t pitch in.”

Taylor’s hazel eyes shimmered with admiration, her voice soft and breathless as she gazed at him, completely enamored. “Wow, Rich, I could never have imagined you started so poor, facing such hardship,” she said, her cheeks flushing with awe. “I have to say, I admire you all the more for it.”

Rich paused, a faint smile tugging at his lips, his voice steady but tinged with nostalgia.

“My father… he was a dark shadow in those early years,” he said, his tone heavy with memory. “He beat me until I was eight—once so badly I ended up in the hospital, my arm broken, my face bruised.”

“My mother insisted he leave after that,” Rich continued, his voice softening with reverence. “She fought for me, for all of us, and he never came back—not for years. She was left alone with five kids, no alimony, nothing.”

“I was the second oldest, just a boy, but I saw her strength every day as she worked to keep us fed,” he added, his steel eyes distant but warm.

Taylor’s hazel eyes welled with tears, her voice trembling as she gazed at Rich, her admiration deepening with every word. Her cheeks flushed, a mix of emotion and longing in her gaze, her heart stirred by his hardship and resilience. Their shared past of poverty and large families forged a bond that lit her face with awe, drawing her closer to the billionaire.

“Such a father,” she said softly, her tone heavy with empathy. “I grew up in poverty too, with eight siblings, but at least my father was a kind man.” Her breathless voice and shimmering eyes revealed her captivation, each word weaving her tighter into Rich’s world, their common struggles a bridge between them.

Nathan sat frozen, his chest tightening as he watched Taylor’s fascination unfold. Her shimmering eyes and tender words were a dagger to his heart, pulling her further from him toward a man who rose from poverty like her. He fought to keep his face calm, but inside, he was crumbling, his fear of losing Taylor to Rich’s allure a gnawing ache, his marriage slipping through his fingers as their bond grew stronger.

Rich’s gaze drifted to the lasagna on the counter, his tone growing heavier. “Years later, when I was 14, my father showed up at the market stall one day, looking broken and poor.”

“My mother, with her endless heart, felt pity for him and let him stay for a while,” he said, his voice steady. “I forgave him too—I even took my weekly allowance, saved up over five weeks, and bought him a pair of sneakers from a cheap vendor in the market because his were torn to shreds.”

Nathan’s expression darkened, his voice firm as he interjected. “I could never forgive someone like that—ever.” His words hung in the air, a stark contrast to Rich’s compassion, his apron a humiliating weight as he sat at the round dining table, feeling like a third wheel.

Taylor playfully swatted Nathan’s hand, her tone teasing but pointed. “That’s because you don’t have the kind of heart Rich has—that’s the difference,” she said, her hazel eyes sparkling with admiration for Rich. She reached out, her slender fingers brushing Rich’s hand, her voice soft and eager. “Please do continue, Rich.” Her gaze lingered on the billionaire, a radiant awe that dismissed Nathan’s comment as an interruption, her touch a spark that ignited the air with arousal.

Nathan’s chest tightened, a sharp pang of exclusion slicing through him as Taylor’s words and touch exalted Rich, shooting him down once more. Her praise for Rich’s “kind heart,” her shimmering eyes gazing up at him while she barely glanced at Nathan, marked another victory for the billionaire, his storytelling weaving a spell that captivated her. In his apron, Nathan felt marginalized, a pathetic house husband left out of their intimate connection, just as he had been yesterday in the café lounge with Tatiana. Rich’s presence—his history, his charisma, and yes, his rumored “big, thick cock”—seemed to thrill Taylor in ways Nathan never could, her admiration a dagger that deepened his cuckolded shame, his marriage slipping further from his grasp.

Rich continued, his tone resolute. “But one evening, I caught him stealing the little money we’d made that day from the stall. I told my mother, and she ordered him to leave.”

“He tried to hit her, but I stepped in—I was a big guy already at 14—and I beat the hell out of him,” Rich said, a hint of steel in his voice. “We never saw him again.”

Taylor’s eyes widened, a gasp escaping her lips as she leaned closer, her voice filled with awe. “Oh my, Rich, you were that big at that age?”

Rich chuckled softly, his steel eyes glinting with a hint of pride. “Big enough, if I recall,” he replied, his tone warm with memory.

Rich leaned forward, his voice softening with reverence. “That was when my mother taught me the secret to her lasagna recipe.”

“I looked at the ingredients you’re using there,” he said, nodding toward the kitchen counter, “and I’d say you’ve got about 70% of it right. The rest? Family secret—I can’t share that.” He chuckled, a rare warmth in his tone.

“That recipe became my foundation,” Rich continued. “At 15, I opened a small shop called Mama Carter’s Lasagna Haven, using her recipe to sell fresh lasagna to the neighborhood.”

“It took off, and by the time I was 16, I’d opened a second location,” he said, his tone steady. “By the end of that year, I already had several branches across the city.”

Taylor’s eyes lit up, her voice brimming with excitement as she leaned closer, her cheeks flushed with admiration. “Oh, wow, we have one at Boston Shoreline College—I’ve had your lasagna there!” she said, her tone filled with awe.

Rich smiled, his steel eyes glinting with pride. “Ah, yes, I believe we do have a branch there,” he said warmly. “We’ve grown to over 1,200 locations now, so I don’t always remember them all.” He chuckled again, his casual confidence filling the room, a billionaire’s ease that made Taylor’s eyes shimmer with awe.

Taylor gasped, her voice trembling with wonder. “Wow, 1200 branches—Rich, you’re so rich! I can’t grasp how wealthy you are, it’s… vast,” she said, her hazel eyes shimmering with admiration.

Rich ignored her comment, his humility evident as he avoided bragging, but Nathan smiled faintly, a hint of condescension in his expression as he glanced at Taylor, the little girl who didn’t quite understand business. “Those are franchises, darling,” he said gently. “He’s not really owning all 1200 businesses.”

Taylor’s cheeks flushed with embarrassment, her gaze dropping for a moment, the heat of her mistake warming her face. Rich noticed, his steel eyes softening as he leaned in slightly. “In fact, she’s kind of right,” he said, his tone kind but firm. “I do own the real estate for each franchise. If you think about it, I’m more in the business of real estate than selling lasagna.”

Nathan stifled a breath, shame creeping into his chest as he realized his misstep, his earlier confidence crumbling under Rich’s correction. Taylor’s little hand reached out, resting on Rich’s hairy arm, her touch seeking his approval as she looked up at him, her voice eager. “I’m not sure I’m following, but I was right, wasn’t I, Rich?” she asked, her eyes pleading for his affirmation.

Rich laughed, a warm, genuine sound that filled the space. “Yes, Taylor, you were right—you were right,” he said, his tone approving, a rare kindness in his steel gaze.

Taylor turned to Nathan, sticking her tongue out playfully, a triumphant “boo” escaping her lips as she reveled in being right, her confidence soaring as she felt Rich’s approval wash over her.

Nathan’s shame deepened, a cold jolt of fear gripping him as he realized the danger—Taylor might dump him for Rich, especially now that the billionaire had backed her up so effortlessly, putting Nathan in his place with humiliating precision.

Rich continued, his voice steady as he moved on. “Indeed, this was also the point where I started venturing into real estate,” he said, absently caressing Princess’s fluffy white fur as the small poodle hopped onto his lap, her fancy ribbon bobbing. “You see, lasagna wasn’t enough for me, so I began looking for other opportunities.” Taylor’s gaze fixed on Rich’s thick fingers stroking the dog, a familiar need flickering in her hazel eyes, a longing Nathan knew all too well—she craved those fingers to touch her, to claim her in ways he never could.

“It was then that I noticed people were paying rent for spaces, so I saved every penny, bought my first condo with the profits, and flipped it for a profit,” Rich went on, his tone unwavering as he petted Princess. “That was the start.” Nathan watched, his chest tightening, the sight of Taylor’s desire for Rich a searing reminder of his inadequacy, her hunger for the billionaire’s touch a bitter pill in their shared space.

“Excuse me for interrupting,” Taylor interjected, her voice bright with a teasing edge, “I just have to comment here that I find it so adorable how Princess enjoys your touch.” Rich smiled, a warm glint in his steel eyes, and gently placed Princess on the floor. “I seem to get along with dogs,” he explained, his tone casual but proud, his ease with the poodle a stark contrast to Nathan’s unease.

Princess padded past Nathan’s chair, her tiny paws clicking on the floor, and let out a single, sharp yap before moving toward the kitchen. Nathan, absorbed in Rich’s story and Taylor’s longing, jumped frantically, throwing his chair backward and standing on his feet as he coughed, his heart racing from the sudden disruption of the annoying dog he could never escape.

Rich and Taylor laughed, their shared amusement a piercing jab at Nathan’s expense. “It’s just a dog, Nathan—what does a dog have left to do but bark?” Rich said, his tone light but pointed, while Taylor nodded, her voice supportive. “Yea, it’s so true, Nathan—it’s just a dog.” Rich’s eyes gleamed with the memory of his ascent as he continued, “With that money, I invested in a small oil venture—nothing big, just a local operation, but I had a knack for spotting potential.”

“By 18, I’d expanded into construction, building affordable housing units in underserved areas, learning the ropes of the industry as I went,” he continued, his voice steady.

“I poured every dollar I made back into the business, and by my early 20s, I’d started acquiring struggling hotels, turning them around with ruthless efficiency,” Rich said, his tone reflecting quiet determination.

“I built a portfolio—hotels, commercial real estate, tech startups—each success fueling the next,” he explained. “Oil became a major focus in my 30s; I partnered with a drilling company in Texas, and that catapulted me into the big leagues.”

“Construction projects followed—skyscrapers, luxury resorts—and by 40, I was a billionaire, a self-made man who’d started with nothing but my mother’s lasagna recipe and a bicycle,” Rich concluded, his steel eyes shining with pride.

Nathan and Taylor listened, captivated, their eyes wide with awe at the fairytale unfolding before them. Taylor’s voice trembled slightly as she spoke, her tone soft with emotion. “Is your mother still alive, Rich?”

“Of course she is,” Rich said, his voice filled with pride. “She’s 80 now, a strong woman—always has been. That’s why she doesn’t get along so well with Tati, you know, two queens under one roof.” He chuckled warmly.

“But she lives like the queen she deserves to be in our apartment in Montreal, surrounded by luxury, waited on hand and foot,” Rich continued, his tone reverent. “What a woman—my mother fought for me, and I fought for her. Everything I am, I owe to her.”

A moment of silence followed, broken by Taylor’s soft, trembling voice, her hazel eyes glistening with tears as she gazed at Rich, utterly captivated. “My God, Rich, I’m melting here—absolutely melting,” she said, her cheeks flushed with heat.

“Wow, I can feel the warmth in my cheeks—what a story,” Taylor added, her dreamy smile lingering as she turned to Nathan, her tone gentle but commanding. “Nathan, honey, go fetch me and Rich a glass of tap water.”

Nathan nodded, his earlier fears replaced by a quiet respect for Rich, and rose to comply, heading to the kitchen. Taylor stood up, moving to stand beside Rich, her hand caressing his broad shoulder, her touch lingering as she leaned in close.

“Rich, let me spoil you—let me prepare a steak for you, okay, honey?” she said, her voice a sultry plea. “I swear I’m good at it. What do you prefer, rare or medium rare? Let me take care of you.”

Just then, Nathan returned, his face flushed with frustration. “There seems to be a problem with the tap—I can’t get the water to open; it’s as if it’s locked,” he said, his voice tinged with embarrassment.

Rich looked at him, immediately connecting the dots, and stood up with a calm authority. Nathan and Taylor trailed after him as he walked to the kitchen.

“I think I closed the tap too tightly for you—sorry about that, Nathan,” Rich said, his tone kind but firm, effortlessly opening the tap with a single twist.

He poured a glass of water for Taylor, handing it to her with a provider’s ease, his alpha presence stark against Nathan’s failure, the moment a quiet humiliation for the man who couldn’t manage what Rich did so easily. To deepen the contrast, Rich poured a glass for Nathan as well, then drank three cups himself, his dominance a silent storm that left Nathan humbled and Taylor in awe.

Rich leaned on the kitchen counter with his back to the tap, hands gripping the marble rim, looking at the lasagna Nathan had prepared so far—a baking dish layered with noodles, a thin spread of marinara sauce glistening with hints of garlic and basil, and a bowl of ricotta and mozzarella waiting to be added, the aroma of the simmering sauce filling the air.

He smiled at Nathan and Taylor, who stood watching him, their eyes eager as if awaiting his direction. “So, what should we do with this next?” Rich asked, tilting his head toward the partially assembled lasagna in the baking dish.

Taylor’s voice was soft but fervent, her hazel eyes shimmering with admiration as she gazed at him. “Anything you’d like to do with it, Rich,” she said, her tone a clear invitation.

Rich smiled, his steel eyes glinting with a playful challenge, deliberately looking at Nathan instead of her. “Shall we do it my way, then?” he asked, his smile widening, a hint of mischief in his gaze.

“Go right ahead,” Nathan said, his voice steady but tinged with curiosity, eager to see what Rich had in mind.

Rich’s grin deepened, his tone teasing yet confident. “Are you sure about that, Nathan? Fair warning—you might end up eating your fingers; it’s going to be absolutely incredible.”

“Of course,” Nathan laughed, a mix of amusement and anticipation in his voice. “Go ahead, make our day.”

“Alright then,” Rich said, his voice warm with nostalgia. “I’ll need you to fetch some red wine vinegar and a pinch of ground allspice—they’re my mother’s little secrets to make the sauce truly sing.”

Nathan blinked, surprised by the choices. “Red wine vinegar? In lasagna?” he asked, his tone hesitant as he tried to process the unusual addition.

Rich laughed, his deep voice filling the kitchen. “Are we doing this my way, Nathan?” he asked, his smile unwavering, his authority gentle but firm.

“Yes, but vinegar seems a bit…” Nathan started, his voice trailing off as he second-guessed himself.

Taylor intervened immediately, her voice sharp with command as she glared at Nathan. “Be quiet, Nathan, and let Rich decide,” she snapped, her tone fierce. “How dare you question lasagna when this incredible, humble man is asking to do it his way? Go fetch the vinegar and allspice, and hurry up.”

Nathan scuttled off to fetch the ingredients, his face flushed with embarrassment at Taylor’s reprimand. When he returned, he saw Rich still leaning against the counter, but now Taylor had draped the largest apron she could find over his broad frame, her movements deliberately slow, her little hand brushing “accidentally” over his face as she adjusted it, her touch lingering with intent.

It was obvious to Nathan that all Taylor wanted was to have Rich above her again, his cock buried deep inside her, and she’d remove any obstacle—Nathan included—to achieve that. Her flirtation was a calculated dance, her desire palpable in every gesture.

“Here’s the vinegar and allspice,” Nathan announced, his voice subdued as he handed over the ingredients, trying to mask his humiliation.

Rich straightened up, adjusting the noticeable bulge in his pants, his horse-sized cock evident as his body reacted to Taylor’s touch. He grabbed the red wine vinegar and ground allspice, inspecting them with a critical eye. “This is perfect,” he said, adjusting himself again, the magic of Taylor’s presence undeniable.

It didn’t matter if a man was rich or poor, old or young, big or small—Taylor’s allure always provoked an embarrassing boner, a power she wielded effortlessly, her beauty a storm that left men like Rich visibly stirred.

Rich rolled up his sleeves further, his movements confident as he began working on the lasagna, his hands deftly mixing the red wine vinegar and ground allspice into the simmering marinara sauce, the aroma of garlic and basil intensifying with each stir.

“Could you grab me a wooden spoon, Taylor?” Rich asked, his tone casual but warm, his steel eyes focused on the sauce as he adjusted the heat on the stove.

Taylor darted to the drawer, her movements quick and eager, fetching the spoon and handing it to him with a bright smile. “Here you go, Rich,” she said, her voice soft with admiration, her hazel eyes shimmering as she hovered close, ready to assist.

Rich nodded, taking the spoon and stirring the sauce, his broad shoulders flexing slightly under the oversized apron. “And a bit of water, please—just a splash to balance the acidity,” he said, his tone steady as he worked.

“Of course, Rich,” Taylor replied, her voice eager as she hurried to the sink, filling a small glass with water and bringing it to him, her fingers brushing his as she handed it over, her touch lingering with intent. She stood close, her presence a silent plea to please him, her desire to be owned by him palpable in every gesture.

Nathan stood off to the side, feeling like a schmuck, his apron still tied around his waist as he watched Taylor in the kitchen—a rare sight. It was his lasagna, his domain, but now, because of Rich, she was a willing cook’s assistant, her enthusiasm a stark contrast to her usual disdain for domestic tasks.

“So, Rich, do you have kids?” Taylor asked, her voice curious as she leaned against the counter, watching him work, her cheeks still flushed from his earlier approval.

Rich chuckled, his deep laugh filling the kitchen as he layered the sauce over the noodles. “Kids? They’re all grown now,” he said, his tone warm with memory. “The youngest is about your age, more or less.” He continued working, his hands steady as he spread the ricotta mixture, the lasagna taking shape under his careful touch.

Nathan had an idea, seeing them distracted in conversation. He leaned over to the counter, fetching a jar of tomato sauce, opening it with a quick twist, and stepped toward where Rich was working, ready to pour it over the lasagna. “This is something I always add—it’s so goo—” he began, his voice hopeful.

“No, no, no!” Rich said sharply, his tone defensive as he instinctively moved to protect his work, his arm shooting out to block Nathan. The motion was unintentional but powerful, and Rich’s strength sent Nathan stumbling back 10 feet, his back slamming against the cupboard with a thud, sliding down until his ass hit the ground.

Taylor screamed, her voice sharp with alarm. “Nathan!”

“Oops, are you okay there?” Rich asked, his tone genuinely concerned as he turned to Nathan, stepping forward to check on him.

Nathan stood up immediately, still shocked by the sheer force of Rich, his body trembling slightly. “Sorry, buddy, I was afraid you were going to spill it in there,” Rich said, his voice apologetic but firm, his steel eyes softening with sincerity.

Taylor, however, wasn’t happy—not happy at all. “How dare you—how dare you interrupt Rich again?” she snapped, her voice fierce with anger as she glared at Nathan. “He’s such a kind, helpful man, and he so graciously asked to do it his way. How could you?”

Rich raised a hand, his tone gentle but firm. “Taylor, Taylor, there’s no need to be upset with Nathan—he didn’t know,” he said, his voice a calming presence, though it did little to ease Nathan’s humiliation.

Nathan stood in the kitchen, tears welling in his eyes, feeling like an outsider, a failure, not a man at all. His apron clung to him, a humiliating emblem of his diminished role. Taylor’s fierce preference for Rich seared his pride, her radiant awe for the billionaire a stark reminder of Nathan’s fading hold on their marriage, unable to pull her from Rich’s magnetic orbit.

Taylor raised her hand, pointing toward the guest bathroom, her voice cold and commanding. “Go in there,” she ordered. “Strip naked, keep the light on so you don’t fall and hurt yourself, and don’t you dare come out until I allow it. Understand?”

Rich turned from the lasagna, a smirk flickering across his face, barely hidden. His steel eyes glinted with quiet triumph as Taylor enforced Nathan’s punishment, a victory he’d nudged without a word, his presence a silent storm over Nathan’s crumbling world.

Nathan wanted to protest, to stand up and reclaim his dignity, to prove he was a man—but his will crumbled under Taylor’s dominance. He rushed toward the bathroom, shedding his clothes just outside, a searing shame flooding him as her public command burned in front of their guest, exposing how she dominated and humiliated him.

The thought of Rich knowing he’d be naked in there, his submission laid bare, was a dagger to his pride, multiplied tenfold by the smirk Nathan glimpsed on the billionaire’s face. His cock stiffened painfully, threatening to tear through his trousers, the intense humiliation a storm he couldn’t escape. Rich’s voice, playful and teasing, cut through the air. “And what if I need to use the bathroom?” he asked, a chuckle in his tone, deepening Nathan’s mortification as he closed the door.

“Oh, Rich, you’re not a guest—you’re a VIP,” Taylor replied, her voice light and flirtatious. “You’ll use my bathroom on the second floor.” She giggled, her laughter joining his, a shared moment of levity that pierced Nathan’s heart as he stepped into the bathroom, closing the door behind him.

Nathan stood naked in the tiny guest bathroom, the harsh light glaring down, stripping him bare before the mirror. Without his watch or phone, time was a mystery, trapping him in a silent cage where every second stretched into eternity. The sink and toilet met his basic needs, a cruel reminder that Taylor could leave him here as long as she deemed fit, his punishment perfectly contained in this sterile, humiliating space.

Through the door, he heard their voices—Taylor’s flirtatious laughter, Rich’s deep chuckles—talking, joking, their movements a lively dance just beyond his reach. The sounds were torture, so close yet worlds away, each giggle and murmur a stab of exclusion that underscored his banishment. The kitchen and living room buzzed with the adults’ enjoyment, while he stood imprisoned, a forgotten shadow in Taylor’s radiant world.

“Look at you, Nathan, just look at you,” he whispered to his reflection, tears streaming down his face, his voice broken as if shaming a stranger. “You’re at the very bottom of your life so far. Your wife is out there with a man who’s everything you’ll never be, and you’re here, naked in this bathroom.” The mirror on the door loomed over him in the tiny guest bathroom, judging his diminished state.

Desperate to escape the mirror’s accusing gaze, Nathan turned his head to the left, but his breath caught as he faced a large photo on the wall—a blown-up image of Taylor and Princess by the pool, lounging on cushioned patio chaise lounges. Taylor, radiant in a bikini, her soles visible, smiled beside her adorable yet oh-so-annoying poodle, Princess, the small white fluffball’s coat pristine, a fancy ribbon perched atop her head, the photo meant for Taylor’s social media and home decor.

In his boredom, Nathan shuffled to the corner, squeezing beside the toilet brush, the tight space barely accommodating him as he sought refuge from the relentless gazes. The photo’s eyes—Taylor’s radiant smile, Princess’s curious stare—seemed to follow him, an eerie effect that tracked his every move, their unyielding scrutiny a silent judgment in the confined space, the sprawling Boston mansion’s vastness a cruel contrast to this cramped cage.

He lifted his eyes slowly to the image, hoping for relief, only to find both Taylor and Princess still looking directly at him, their mocking gazes piercing through his shame, a bitter reminder of his place beneath them in Taylor’s hierarchy. Taylor’s carefree beauty and Princess’s pampered charm burned his pride, leaving him a naked, defeated pawn, a husband in name only, his cuckolded torment a searing reality in the unforgiving light, his promises to block Rich and save his marriage shattered.

Jealousy and envy consumed him, his smallness and inferiority a crushing weight as he pictured Taylor flirting, touching, connecting with Rich, her laughter a sign of her growing bond with the billionaire. Yet the sounds he dreaded fueled his frustration, his cock hardening painfully, the humiliating contrast between their joy and his isolation igniting an unbearable arousal. Rich had won again, and Nathan, listening to their shared moments, felt his shame and desire intertwine, a storm of cuckolded defeat that left him trembling, unable to escape the mirror’s relentless gaze.

30 Minutes Later

Nathan could hear the faint clinking of a teaspoon against a wine glass from afar, a delicate summons echoing through the house. Taylor’s voice followed, lilting and mocking, a playful edge cutting through the silence. “Nathan,” she sang, her tone teasing, drawing him from his naked isolation in the guest bathroom.

“Oh, Nathan,” she sang again, her voice carrying a singsong melody, bright with joy. “Come out of your little hiding place, Nathan. Come eat some lasagna, Nathan.” Her happiness rang clear, a radiant glow from the half-hour spent basking in Rich’s company, her playful condescension treating Nathan like a child hiding from the adults, her words a humiliating reminder of his exclusion from their intimate connection.

Nathan stepped out of the guest bathroom, his face flushed with shame, and quickly dressed, pulling on his clothes and shoes with trembling hands. He made his way back to the round dining table, where the lasagna was now ready, its golden surface baked to perfection, the aroma of garlic and cheese wafting through the air.

Rich and Taylor were finishing their portions, a half-empty bottle of red wine on the table between them, their faces lit with the glow of engrossed conversation, laughter lingering in their eyes. Nathan’s heart sank as he approached, the weight of his earlier humiliation still heavy.

When Nathan arrived, Taylor turned to him, her voice brimming with enthusiasm, her hazel eyes sparkling with excitement. “Oh, Rich here has some brilliant new ideas for the business,” she said, her tone eager as she glanced at Rich.

“Oh, he does?” Nathan said, forcing a smile as he looked at Rich, his tone lightly patronizing as if humoring Taylor’s attempt to talk business.

“Yes, but he wouldn’t share them until you were here,” Taylor said, her voice tinged with playful impatience, her gaze flicking between the two men.

“And until I’m done eating,” Nathan added, sitting down and starting on his lasagna, the flavors bursting on his tongue as he took a bite, trying to focus on the food rather than the lingering sting of his punishment.

“No, no, listen—this one’s quite simple,” Rich said, his voice calm but firm, a glint of authority in his steel eyes as he leaned forward, setting his wine glass down.

“We both know Wipe Away is just a gimmick,” Rich continued, his tone matter-of-fact. “You never really wanted to sell this in the market—too many problems.”

“I tend to agree,” Nathan said, nodding slowly, his voice steady as he met Rich’s gaze, the lasagna momentarily forgotten as he braced for what came next.

Nathan sat opposite Rich at the round dining table, with Taylor seated between them but much closer to Rich, her chair angled toward him, leaving Nathan with a sinking feeling of two against one, his earlier humiliation still raw.

Rich continued, his voice calm but authoritative. “Now, I’ve been thinking about this condominium I purchased a year and a half ago in Mattapan,” he said, naming a rundown Boston neighborhood known for its history of economic challenges and lower property values compared to the city’s median.

He opened his mobile, his large fingers fumbling slightly as he searched, then slid the phone across the table to Nathan. “Take a look at this one,” he said, pointing to the screen. “See?”

The property was a dilapidated three-story condo building, its faded brick exterior crumbling at the edges, windows boarded up on the lower level, and a sagging roof that hinted at years of neglect, set in a street lined with overgrown lots and aging infrastructure, a stark contrast to the Whitmore’s polished home.

“It just needs the initial investment, and then you can rent it out,” Rich explained, his tone steady. “I invested $1.3 million in it—I’d like you to put in the same amount for renovations, make it suitable for human dwelling, if you catch my meaning.”

Nathan studied the images, his brow furrowing, while Taylor held her breath beside him, her hazel eyes wide with anticipation, waiting to see how he’d respond.

“You’re asking me to invest in a venture I don’t fully understand,” Nathan said, his voice firm but cautious. “I’m sorry, I have to decline upfront—I don’t want to waste your time.” He slid the phone back toward Rich.

Taylor’s little hand shot out, pressing down forcefully on Nathan’s, stopping the phone mid-slide, her voice sharp with fury. “What’s that supposed to mean now?” she demanded, her gaze piercing, her cheeks flushing with anger as she glared at him.

Nathan blinked, shocked by her intensity. “What?” he asked, his voice faltering under her scrutiny. “Taylor, I don’t have that kind of money,” he said, his voice strained. “I don’t have liquid funds to start with—maybe $50,000 in the bank, that’s all I’ve got. The rest, I just don’t have.”

Taylor kept her hand on Nathan’s, not letting him move, her gaze shifting to Rich, her tone softening with desperation. “We only have $50,000, Rich—please, can you come up with something?” she pleaded, her hazel eyes wide with hope, her voice trembling as she leaned closer to the billionaire, seeking his approval over Nathan’s refusal.

Nathan’s chest tightened, a wave of shame washing over him as Taylor’s plea sidelined him, her allegiance to Rich a stinging rebuke. In his mind, he traced the depletion of his funds—once $300,000 or $400,000 in liquid savings, now a mere $50,000—evaporated by Taylor’s extravagant tastes over the past eight months. The Range Rover Velar, diamond bracelets, her dedicated shoe room filled with Amira designs, designer clothing, college tuition, and the luxury apartments he leased for Jonathan and Austin, paid a year in advance, had drained him. Compounding it were the losses from the botched Singapore deal, reshipping costs, and customer complaints he’d funded. He hadn’t realized how much had slipped away, his house no longer his own, leaving him exposed and powerless before Rich’s wealth and Taylor’s demands.

Rich leaned back, his steel eyes thoughtful. “We’ll need to be innovative,” he said. “Do you have any assets—like buildings, offices?”

“I’ve got toilet paper—interested?” Nathan said, his voice rising in frustration, a bitter edge to his tone.

Taylor lifted her hand from his, moving it swiftly to slap Nathan’s cheek with a forceful crack, her voice cold and commanding. “You will not raise your voice in this house, Nathan—not as long as we live here,” she said, her eyes blazing.

Rich broke the tension, his voice calm but pointed. “Oh… which reminds me, you could sell this house,” he suggested, his gaze shifting between them.

Nathan retreated, slumping back in his chair, his voice defeated. “That’s it—I’m done. You two do whatever you want,” he said, his shoulders sagging under the weight of his surrender.

Rich looked at him, then at Taylor, saying nothing, his silence a heavy presence as he waited for their next move.

Taylor stood up, moving to Nathan’s side, and sat on his lap, cradling his face tenderly, her voice softening to a soothing whisper. “Nathan, honey, baby, sometimes a man has to be bold,” she said, her fingers stroking his cheek where she’d slapped him.

“And no matter what your decision is, I’m telling you, I’ll never leave you—you’ll always be with me,” Taylor added, her tone a masterful blend of tenderness and manipulation, her hazel eyes locking onto Nathan’s with a piercing intensity. Her fingers stroked his cheek, soothing the sting of her earlier slap, her touch a calculated caress that tamed him like a trained puppy. She knew precisely when to strike and when to coddle, her persuasive power bending his will effortlessly, ensuring his obedience as she molded him to her desires, her radiant control a chain he couldn’t break.

“Wait,” Nathan said, tears welling in his eyes, his voice trembling as he looked at her, then at Rich. “How much do you think this house is worth?”

“I’d estimate about $1.25 million,” Rich said, his tone steady and confident. “With your $50,000 in liquid funds, that should make us equal business partners.”

Taylor kept stroking Nathan’s face, her voice a gentle murmur. “So, what do you say, baby?” she asked, her touch a stark contrast to her earlier assault.

Nathan was no longer in a coherent state, the combination of Taylor’s strokes and tenderness after such a harsh rebuke leaving him speechless, his gaze steady but broken as he looked at Rich, the weight of the decision pressing down on him.

“Okay,” Nathan said, his voice barely above a whisper, the weight of his decision settling heavily on his shoulders as he leaned back in his chair.

“Yay!” Taylor exclaimed, her voice brimming with joy as she showered Nathan with quick, celebratory kisses, her lips brushing his cheeks before she hopped off his lap and returned to her seat, her hazel eyes sparkling with excitement.

“I’ve written something here,” Rich said, pulling a wrinkled paper from his pocket, his tone calm but purposeful. “Don’t worry—it’s not a contract, just a letter of intent.” He slid the paper across the table to Nathan.

“While you read, I’ll just need the down payment—like $50,000—so we can start working,” Rich added, his steel eyes steady as he watched Nathan, his voice carrying a quiet authority.

Nathan looked up from the paper, his brow furrowing slightly. “Do you mean you want me to write you a check for $50,000 right now?” he asked, his voice tinged with hesitation.

“Yes,” Rich replied simply, his tone unwavering, a faint smile on his lips as he leaned back in his chair.

Nathan pulled out his checkbook, casting one final glance at Taylor, her eager gaze urging him on. With a shaky hand, he wrote the check, the scratch of the pen on paper a stark sound in the quiet room.

As Nathan wrote, Rich continued, his voice casual but pointed. “And this house—don’t rush it, but when do you plan on evacuating?” he asked, his eyes flicking between Nathan and Taylor.

Nathan looked up from the check, his face paling. “Excuse me?” he asked, his voice a mix of confusion and alarm.

“When do you plan on moving out of this house?” Rich clarified, his tone steady, as if the question were the most natural thing in the world.

“But… where are we going to live?” Nathan stammered, his voice rising with panic. “I’m sorry, I didn’t think you’d expect us to—”

“Oh, don’t worry about that,” Taylor interrupted, her voice bright and dismissive as she waved a hand. “I’m the actual owner of the house—we’ll move out next Tuesday, since I already have a meeting with my hairdresser on Monday.”

Nathan leaned back in his chair, his chest tightening as if he might have a heart attack right there, his mind reeling from the sudden upheaval. When he lifted his gaze, he saw Rich trying not to laugh for the first time, a glint of amusement in his steel eyes.

Nathan now realized how Rich was using Taylor’s passion against him, manipulating the situation with calculated precision, and there was nothing he could do to stop it. The rush of endorphins left him feeling drugged, his mind foggy as he turned to Taylor, his voice trembling. “And where are we going to sleep on Tuesday?”

“We’ll move to Jonathan’s, I suppose, won’t we?” Taylor said, her tone light, as if the decision were trivial, her fingers brushing Nathan’s arm with a false tenderness.

Nathan nodded, his body numb, his mind overwhelmed as he whispered, “Okay,” the word barely audible, his spirit broken by the weight of it all.

Rich leaned forward, his voice warm but firm, a rare kindness in his tone. “Hey, cheer up, man—you’ve just made a bold move,” he said. “A year from now, you’ll look back and thank me.”

Nathan’s throat burned, his shame a heavy anchor as he sat, diminished before Rich’s triumph and Taylor’s control. The reality of selling his home, of being outmaneuvered, left him hollow, an easy target for their calculated moves, his role reduced to a pawn in their game.

Taylor raised her wine glass, her hazel eyes sparkling with delight, her voice bright and commanding. “To our new partnership!” she declared, her gaze flicking to Rich with a radiant smile, then to Nathan with a teasing glint. She clinked her glass against Rich’s, their shared toast a silent pact that excluded Nathan, her joy a piercing reminder of his irrelevance.

She turned to Nathan, her tone sharp but playful, a mistress issuing orders. “Now, Nathan, put on your apron and clean the kitchen,” she said, her voice dripping with authority. “Rich cooked, and I assisted—it’s only fair you tidy up. And don’t upset Princess, or you’ll be in trouble.” Her command, ensuring Rich and she could steal alone time, left Nathan to scurry off, his humiliation a throbbing pulse as he donned the apron, the clatter of dishes awaiting him while their laughter echoed behind.

30 Minutes Later

Nathan sprawled on the comfortable couch, not really sitting but half-lying, his body slumped as he held an empty glass of whiskey, the bitter taste lingering on his tongue, his mind foggy from the alcohol.

In front of him, Rich guided Taylor through dance steps, a cha-cha song playing softly in the background, its rhythm filling the living room. “Again—left, right, left, right, and then turn,” Rich instructed, his voice steady. “No, no, Taylor, the other way around.”

They stopped, and Rich hurried over to Nathan, filling his glass for the seventh time, the amber liquid sloshing slightly as he poured. “Your Taylor’s quite a good student,” he said, his tone warm, a glint of amusement in his steel eyes.

“I know,” Nathan replied, his voice dazed, lost in a haze where he could no longer distinguish between good and bad, the alcohol numbing his earlier fears and humiliations.

“And again—left, right, left, right, and turn, Taylor…” Rich continued, resuming the lesson, his voice guiding her with patience.

“Wrong again?” Taylor asked, looking up at Rich, her hazel eyes wide with trust—whatever he said was gospel to her; if he declared it daytime, so it would be, her admiration for him absolute. Her infatuated gaze, shimmering with sweet surrender, followed his every move, a romantic devotion that pierced Nathan’s heart, while Rich maintained a subtle distance, his steel eyes glinting with calculated restraint, ensuring her complete submission without fully reciprocating, a master orchestrating her longing.

It was obvious she was hot for him, her cheeks flushed with desire, while Rich played hard to get, his calculated detachment only fueling her longing as they danced, her movements eager to please him.

“Enough with the cha-cha, okay, Rich? My head’s spinning,” Taylor said, her voice light but pleading. “Could we switch to a nice, slow dance instead?” She leaned in, whispering something in his ear, her breath warm against his skin.

Rich laughed, a deep, genuine sound. “Alright, alright,” he said, moving to change the music, the lively cha-cha replaced by a soft, romantic tune.

The song began, its melody filling the room: “Heaven, I’m in heaven, and my heart beats so that I can hardly speak…” Taylor’s radiant smile lit up her face as she clung to Rich, her body pressed close to his, her gaze adoring as she looked up at him.

“When we’re out together dancing cheek to cheek,” she sang softly, her voice a whisper of joy, and Rich laughed with her, their shared amusement a private moment that stung Nathan’s already fragile heart.

Taylor glanced at Nathan, then whispered something to Rich, her eyes flickering with intent. Rich nodded, his expression calm but knowing.

He held Taylor around her waist, guiding her as they walked toward the dazed Nathan. “Hey, buddy, Taylor wants to show me the bedroom,” Rich said, his tone casual but firm. “Mind if I take her up there for a while?”

The words jolted Nathan, his senses snapping back to life, alarm coursing through him. “What do you mean? Right now?” he asked, his voice rising with panic.

“It’s now or never,” Rich said, his steel eyes steady, a faint smile on his lips. “Are you okay with that?”

Taylor stood there, her smile never fading, her voice a playful nudge laced with commanding expectation. “Come on, baby, Nathan—answer Rich when he’s talking to you,” she said, her tone teasing but sharp, her hazel eyes gleaming with excitement as she clung to Rich. Their shared smiles—Rich’s faint, Taylor’s radiant—wielded a cruel power, their anticipation of sexual bliss a taunting force that mocked Nathan’s liquored haze on the couch.

Nathan’s heart clenched, a torrent of torture, envy, and jealousy crashing over him as he faced the humiliating demand for his permission. Taylor, barely nineteen, surrendered wholly to Rich, a billionaire whose empire wealth dwarfed Nathan’s dwindling assets, her infatuation a wildfire Rich fueled with calculated restraint, ensuring her devotion without fully yielding. The act of being asked, a deliberate sting, burned his pride, knowing they’d claim the bedroom regardless, his submissive desires clawing at his resolve as Tatiana’s design loomed, shaping him into a sexless errand boy.

“I suppose so,” Nathan said, his voice hollow, the words tasting like defeat as he slumped further into the couch.

“Thank you, buddy,” Rich said, his tone warm but final, scanning Nathan’s surroundings—a half-empty bottle of whiskey and a plate of leftover lasagna on the table. “Besides, you’ve got everything you need here—half a lasagna, and you’ve only drunk half the whiskey bottle, so you’re all set.”

Nathan’s chest burned, his liquored haze pierced by the sting of Rich’s words, a cruel twist of the knife he felt deep in his gut. The sarcastic lilt, the cynical “you’re all set,” hit like a parental jab, as if Rich were a father leaving a child with dinner and a drink while he took Taylor—his radiant wife—to their bedroom for pleasures Nathan could only imagine. The deliberate humiliation, mocking his exclusion after draining his funds for the condo deal, seared his pride, leaving him a defeated errand boy in his own home, the cuckolded weight of Rich’s victory a throbbing ache as he slumped on the couch.

Nathan tried to stand, but the room spun, the alcohol making the world tilt upside down, forcing him to sit back down. Rich was already leading Taylor up the stairs, her laughter trailing behind them.

With the last of his strength, Nathan stood, stumbling after them. “Wait, but she’s just going to show you the bedroom,” he called out, his voice desperate as he reached the door to his own bedroom.

Nathan caught sight of Taylor inside, arranging her hair, her blush-pink satin pajama set clinging to her curves, the silky camisole whispering against her skin with thin straps, paired with ruffled shorts that revealed her toned legs, and a flowing robe with black trim that teased the forbidden beneath, her beauty a storm of allure as she prepared for Rich.

But Nathan couldn’t get in—Rich stood at the door, blocking his path. “I asked if she’s just going to show you the bedroom,” Nathan repeated, his voice trembling with urgency.

“It’s all good, buddy—we’re just going to rest a bit,” Rich said, his tone reassuring but firm, gently pushing Nathan away from the door, leaving him outside as he closed it.

Nathan summoned every ounce of strength, gripping the doorknob with both hands, his muscles straining to their wit’s end as he rotated it with all his might. His face flushed red, veins bulging, threatening to burst, his body trembling with the fight of his life to breach the door to his own bedroom. But the handle wouldn’t budge, twisting ever so easily from the other side, Rich’s effortless power mocking Nathan’s desperate effort, until the lock clicked with a final, merciless snap.

Goodness, he locked me out—Rich had locked him out of his own bedroom, Nathan thought, standing in shock, his hands falling limp, his breath ragged. Rich’s superior strength, so casually wielded, had crushed him, a strong man’s victory that left Nathan utterly helpless. Inside, Taylor was caressed with comfort, spoiled in her blush-pink satin, oblivious to her husband’s futile battle behind the door, her radiant allure reserved for Rich’s triumph. Nathan’s defeat burned, a cuckolded humiliation that seared his soul, his powerlessness a stark contrast to the protected woman he could no longer reach.

He heard Taylor giggling from inside, her laughter a cruel melody, likely mocking how they’d fooled him, how he’d been pushed out of his own bedroom because they wanted to play, to do what adults do.

Nathan considered knocking on the door, asserting himself, but the thought of Taylor’s wrath stopped him cold. No matter how he tried, he was losing on all fronts—his bank account depleted, his home soon to be evacuated, and now Rich was in his bedroom with Taylor, likely for more than just rest.

Nathan knew what Taylor wanted, her desire for Rich a wildfire he couldn’t extinguish, and there was nothing he could do to stop it, his powerlessness a bitter pill as he stood frozen outside the locked door.

Nathan rushed to the kitchen, his heart pounding as he grabbed a glass, then hurried back upstairs, his steps unsteady. He pressed the glass base against the bedroom door, his ear inside it, straining to hear what was happening on the other side, the voices coming through with shocking clarity, as if they were right next to the door.

“But, Taylor, honey, I’m tired,” Rich said, his voice calm but firm. “Tomorrow I have to fly to New York—you just wanted to show me the bedroom.”

Taylor’s voice came next, desperate and pleading. “Rich, I know that’s not true—I know it,” she said, her tone raw with need. “I’m begging you—look at me, I’m on my knees in front of you. Please, Rich, please forgive me for not being a good girl. I promise, if you just give me one more chance—just one more chance.”

There was a heavy silence, broken only by Taylor’s soft, trembling voice. “Please, Rich,” she whispered, her desperation palpable.

“And you promise that if Tatiana tells you to sleep in a crib, you’ll do it?” Rich asked, his tone commanding, a test of Taylor’s submission that echoed Tatiana’s earlier offer, his words a searing assertion of their coupled authority over her. The mention of Tatiana, woven into his demand, carried a weight that tightened the air, a transfer of power that marked Taylor’s surrender to both.

Nathan pressed the glass harder against the bedroom door, his heart pounding, a wave of cuckolded humiliation crashing over him as he heard Rich invoke Tatiana’s name. The implication of Taylor submitting to their joint dominance, her willingness to sleep in a crib at Tatiana’s command, was a cruel twist that deepened his powerlessness. Rich’s voice, firm and authoritative, underscored the untouchable strength of their partnership, leaving Nathan frozen outside his own bedroom, his wife’s wildfire desire for Rich—and now Tatiana’s influence—a bitter, arousing storm he couldn’t escape.

“Of course, Rich, of course—anything,” Taylor said, her voice fervent. “Anything this slave girl can do to make you happy. I promise, Rich, I’ll be your obedient pet.”

Nathan’s breath caught in his throat, his body frozen in shock as he listened to his dominant wife—so fierce and commanding with him—reduced to a cringingly submissive state before Rich, her voice dripping with need, her identity stripped away in her desperation to please the billionaire, a man Nathan had fought so hard to keep at bay.

“Here, let me unbuckle this,” Taylor said, her voice eager, the sound of her movements suggesting she was reaching for Rich’s belt.

Nathan knew Rich was standing right at the door, as if threatening to leave, a deliberate tactic to keep Taylor on edge. He could see how Rich had brainwashed her, breaking her down until she’d lost all sense of herself, her only desire to have him, to claim any part of him—this man who was stronger, more resilient, a true alpha in every way.

“Did I give you permission to touch my cock?” Rich asked, his voice stern, a commanding edge that brooked no defiance.

“No, Daddy,” Taylor cried, her voice breaking with anguish. “I keep making mistakes, Daddy—I’m such a disappointment to you, I know I am.”

Nathan felt a surge of arousal, his own erection straining painfully as he listened, unable to believe how his wife—the woman who dominated him completely—was now so needy, so willing to do anything for Rich, her submission a stark contrast to her usual control.

“What do you think of my cock?” Rich asked, his tone confident, a challenge in his voice.

“It’s… it’s huge—I can’t even begin to describe it,” Taylor said, her voice trembling with awe, a hint of frenzy in her tone.

“Compared to his?” Rich asked, his voice low, a smirk audible in his words.

“Who?” Taylor asked, then realized, giggling with a frenzied edge. “Oh, him,” she said, her laughter tinged with mockery. “Don’t start with your jokes, Rich—please, I’m so desperate for you.”

“Kiss it,” Rich commanded, his voice firm, leaving no room for hesitation.

“The way you’re standing with your hands on your hips like this,” Taylor said, her voice soft, almost reverent.

“Don’t start describing things to me—just kiss it,” Rich said, his tone unyielding. “See how it’s standing because of you?” he asked, his confidence a quiet storm.

“Yes, Rich, yes, yes,” Taylor replied, her voice a fervent whisper, her submission complete.

“Do you know how to suck a cock?” Rich asked, his voice a low growl, testing her further.

“Yes, Rich, yes, yes—I’m very experienced,” Taylor said, her voice quivering on the edge of a sob, her fervent desperation clear as she proclaimed her skill with a raw, eager pride, each word a testament to her love for pleasing men in ways Nathan had never known. Her submission to Rich, so complete and frenzied, echoed through the locked door, a cruel melody of her devotion to the billionaire.

Nathan’s breath hitched, a searing surge of betrayed shame engulfing him as Taylor’s words pierced his heart. His dominant wife, who commanded him with iron control, had never once offered him this pleasure, her lips never gracing his “little wee wee,” yet here she was, boasting of her experience, her passion for sucking cocks a privilege reserved for others—never him. The realization that she reveled in this act, her voice trembling with need for Rich, left Nathan trembling outside his own bedroom, his arousal and shame a tangled storm, his exclusion a bitter testament to his diminished place in her world.

“Then I allow it,” Rich said, his tone final, granting her permission as if bestowing a gift.

There was a brief silence, and then Nathan heard Rich’s grunts of pleasure, his voice raw and unguarded. “Oh, you’re such a good cock sucker—oh, God,” he groaned, a sound Nathan had never heard from the usually composed billionaire, reduced now to a man lost in ecstasy.

Taylor knew how to make men hard—she was a master at it—and Nathan could hear her pulling Rich’s pants down, stroking his cock slowly, her slurping sounds echoing through the door, a vivid image forming in Nathan’s mind of her on her knees, serving her new Master.

Nathan’s own arousal was unbearable, his erection so hard he feared he might come right there, the winner-takes-all reality crashing over him as he listened to Rich—a real man—teaching his wife a lesson while he stood outside, a loser with a small cock, stroking to the sounds of their pleasure.

“Am I pleasing you, Daddy? Is this to your full satisfaction, Daddy?” Taylor’s voice came through, muffled but clear, her words a desperate plea for approval as she worked on the internal side of the door, her submissive tone a stark contrast to her usual dominance over Nathan.

“Yes, yes, you’re doing all right, little one,” Rich replied, his voice fatherly, warm but guiding, “but perhaps if you could swallow a bit more—this is only one third.” Taylor’s voice broke into a tearful sob. “I tried, Daddy, I tried, believe me—I can’t, my mouth is just too small!” Rich’s tone softened, comforting yet firm. “Enough crying, let me wipe your tears. You don’t have to cry over everything you can’t do—if you can’t, then you simply can’t.”

Her frustration flared, her voice trembling. “But where’s your cock when I need it? Why do you move it like this?” Nathan understood Rich was toying with her, teasingly shifting his cock to evade her small mouth. “Beg for it,” Rich commanded, his voice a low growl. “I am begging—what can I say? I’m just begging here, I’m not crying, I’m just begging,” Taylor pleaded, her desperation raw. “Ok, here you go—suck it,” Rich said, his tone final, followed by a heavy silence.

Nathan’s heart pounded, a searing cuckolded humiliation flooding him as he listened through the glass pressed against the locked door. Taylor’s tearful submission, her small mouth struggling to please Rich, and his fatherly control—teasing, commanding, then granting permission—burned Nathan’s pride to ashes. The image of his dominant wife, reduced to a begging “little one” for a billionaire who toyed with her desire, stood in cruel contrast to her fierce control over him, her surrender to Rich a bitter exclusion that twisted his soul.

The experience was so erotically intense, so deliciously humiliating, that Nathan felt he might cum right there, his erection throbbing painfully in shameful sync with their intimate exchange. He yanked his hand from his cock, breathing deeply, praying to God not to climax, the overwhelming arousal a terrible yet tantalizing storm. By a miracle, only precum dripped freely from his cock, sparing him the final disgrace, but the raw intensity of his wife’s submission and his own powerlessness left him trembling, caught in a humiliating ecstasy he couldn’t escape.

Nathan could imagine her on her knees, her submission a stark contrast to the dominant woman he knew, now serving Rich in his own bedroom—a man who’d already depleted Nathan’s bank account and taken his home, now claiming his wife as the ultimate prize.

The winner takes it all, Nathan thought bitterly, the loser standing small, with a small wee-wee, stroking to the sounds of a man—a real man—teaching my wife a lesson.

Nathan forced the glass harder against the bedroom door, his ear straining to catch every sound, his heart pounding as he heard Rich’s confident voice, a lion’s growl cutting through the silence. “And what do you want to do next, little girl?” Rich asked, his tone dripping with dominance.

Taylor’s voice came next, a desperate plea that echoed through the door. “If it’s okay—I mean, if it’s okay with Daddy—I’m begging you… please fuck me,” she said, her words raw with need.

A sudden shout from Taylor pierced the silence. “Whoooweee!” she exclaimed, her voice signaling that Rich had lifted her, the sound sharp and clear through the door.

From afar, Nathan heard her shout again, her voice tinged with playful alarm. “No, don’t tear them—I love these panties!” she cried, but Rich seemed relentless, a predator ready to devour her, his intent clear even through the barrier of the door.

The silence that followed was punctuated by Rich’s deep, animalistic grunts, a lion’s roar of urgency and need, each sound a testament to his primal dominance. In between, Taylor’s yelps and cries broke through, her voice loud and desperate. “Rich, you’re so big!” she shouted, followed by a fervent, “Wooohaaaa!” her exclamations echoing with a mix of pleasure and surrender, the only sounds Nathan could hear through the thick door.

Nathan stood there, his hand wrapped around his cock, stroking himself to the sounds of his wife’s submission, his arousal a twisted mix of shame and desire. He came quickly, spilling onto the floor like an inexperienced teenager, his inadequacy a stark reality as he couldn’t even hold it, his small release a pathetic contrast to the lion’s roar he knew was coming.

Finally, after Nathan’s release, he heard Rich’s powerful roar, a deep, shuddering sound as he came, the force of his climax reverberating through the door, followed by a heavy silence that settled like a weight on Nathan’s chest.

Nathan’s legs gave out, and he slid down along the door, his back scraping against the wood as he sank to the floor, sitting defeated, his empty glass clattering beside him, the weight of his failure pressing down on him like a physical force.

He sat there, his breath ragged, his mind a storm of conflicting emotions as he began to process what he’d just witnessed. The sounds of Rich and Taylor—the lion’s grunts, her desperate cries—etched themselves into his soul, a vivid reminder of his own inadequacy. He had never heard such ferocity, such unbridled passion that shattered the boundaries of his experience, leaving him both awestruck and broken.

His eyes darted to himself, the reality of his “little wee-wee”—as Taylor had once cruelly called it—a humiliating truth in the face of Rich’s masculine prowess. Nathan was an outsider to this realm of raw, primal desire, a child peeping into a forbidden world of adult passions where he had no place, no purpose beyond serving as a pawn in Taylor’s game of dominance and surrender.

Tatiana was right, Nathan thought bitterly, her words echoing in his shattered mind—she had foreseen he’d become the most obedient errand boy. The searing weight of his cuckolded defeat, etched by the sounds of Rich’s roars and Taylor’s cries, confirmed his fate, a mere puppet in the intricate web of Taylor’s control.

His purpose was reduced to serving their desires, a submissive shadow in a world where he could never belong, the bitter truth of his exclusion a constant ache that highlighted his weakened position under Taylor's iron grip.

He sat there, the bitter truth sinking in—he would never be the man to satisfy Taylor’s seething desires, never the one to draw such cries of ecstasy from her lips. He was a mere accessory to her whims, a puppet dancing to her tune, a vessel for her humiliation that fed her insatiable need for control and pleasure.

The stark contrast between Rich’s commanding presence and Nathan’s feeble existence was a bitter pill to swallow, a merciless reality that crushed the dreams he’d once nurtured of being Taylor’s true partner. He was relegated to the shadows, a silent spectator to the carnal dance unfolding behind the door, a dance he’d never partake in, a dance that would haunt his every waking moment.

Nathan’s body trembled with the aftermath of his release, but his heart sank into an abyss of despair, the emotional turmoil as unyielding as the raw passion he’d just overheard. He realized, with a shattering clarity, that he was a cuckold—a role he’d never wanted but could no longer deny, a truth that Taylor had paved for him through her relentless dominance, forcing him to confront this side of himself.

In that moment, Nathan surrendered completely, his identity as Taylor’s subservient, diminished, sexless errand boy cemented, while she reveled in her freedom to have all the sex she wanted with whoever she desired—Rich, the lion, the ultimate prize. Nathan knew he had to get used to this new reality, to accept his place at the bottom of her world, a loser standing small while the winner took it all, his bank account depleted, his home lost, and now his wife claimed by another man.

Nathan sat there, his tears falling freely, the weight of his surrender a heavy burden he’d carry into the unknown future, a future where Taylor’s dominance and Rich’s influence would continue to reshape his life in ways he could not yet fathom.

To be continued.


Femdom Infidelity

How Low Can Her Husband Go?

The Downward Spiral Series—Book 3

By: Elara Stone


Deprived

4:00 p.m., Taylor (& Nathan)’s Demolished Mansion

Nathan Whitmore stood at the edge of the world, watching his life disappear into dust.

Where his mansion once existed—a symbol he had carved out of ambition and years of calculated risk—there was now only violence masquerading as work. Bulldozers snarled and lunged with cold purpose, their hydraulic jaws ripping through brick and timber like predators tearing flesh. Every crashing wall sent a tremor through the earth and through him. Memories—birthday candles, holiday dinners, heated business calls that turned into victory celebrations—were being pulverized into a choking brown storm.

He tried to move, but his body had hardened to stone. His fingers were numb. His blood felt cold in his veins. Some primitive part of him understood the truth before his mind could bear it: everything familiar is gone.

His house was not just a structure. It was the last living proof that a man named Nathan Whitmore had ever mattered, that he had built something solid enough to hand down to his sons, something that carried his name and his honour. And now it was being murdered in front of him, in broad daylight, while he stood powerless to stop it.

His pool—his sanctuary, his morning ritual for over a decade—was a jagged pit filled with broken tile and dust. A backhoe scooped what remained of the marble edge, tossing it aside with mechanical indifference. The outdoor kitchen where he toasted both sons’ graduations. The cedar wine cellar where he stored the good vintages waiting for his future grandchildren. The master bedroom where he once believed Taylor whispered love more than power. Gone. All gone.

Even the safe was visible now—its pale steel corner jutting from a mountain of rubble like a cruel joke. Cash. Contracts. His father’s cufflinks. The last tangible links to the man he used to be. Soon to be landfill.

Beneath the panic, a colder thought slid in like a blade: This didn’t happen to me. She did this to me.

He swallowed hard. Anger tried to rise—at Rich, at Tatiana, at Taylor—but it never made it to the surface. The shock was too numbing, too total. He could barely breathe. His thoughts dissolved into static. What will I wear tomorrow?
Where do I sleep?
How do I show up to work like this?

He was a millionaire whose pockets suddenly felt empty.

He stumbled toward a foreman—orange vest, bleached hard hat, clipboard gripped like a shield. Nathan’s voice cracked against the roar of machinery.

“Stop! Please—stop! My things are still inside! Everything I own is in there!”

The man turned, brows pulling together as though puzzled by Nathan’s existence. His stare wasn’t cruel—just blank. As if Nathan were a ghost yelling at the living.

“I can’t—there’s cash, computers, my—my life—” Nathan grabbed his arm, desperation shaking his voice.

The foreman didn’t touch Nathan’s hand. He simply reached inside his vest, unfolded a single sheet of heavy cream paper, and tilted it just enough for Nathan to glimpse the elegant signature at the bottom:

Tatiana Carter

Beneath it, in smaller, colder letters: Proceed as planned.

As another wall caved in with a shattering groan, a fresh blast of dust engulfed them. Nathan staggered back, coughing, tears streaming from raw eyes. When he finally blinked the world into focus again…

His home no longer existed.

Only raw earth and broken beams.
Only noise and dust.
Only absence.

The ground still shook from demolition, but a new vibration crept into the scene—smooth, low, almost luxurious. A long shadow slid over his shoes. Nathan turned, wiping grit from his face.

A black limousine.

Sleek. Silent. Out of place among steel and rubble. It idled on the ruin of his driveway like a cat stretching in the sun. The windows were so deeply tinted they reflected his ruined expression back at him—small, hollow-eyed, dust-covered.

Then the rear window lowered with a soft, expensive sigh, smooth as silk in the dust-choked air.

And it was Tatiana Carter.

No—before he even registered her face, his eyes betrayed him.
The first thing he saw was the impossible expanse of her breasts.

They were right there—fleshy, shining, barely contained in a black latex halter veined with streaks of white like cracked marble. The plunge was criminal, obscene—so low it looked surgically precise, designed to expose and taunt. A faint sheen glistened along the soft inner slopes of her cleavage, sweat or lotion or both, catching the sun like oil on water. He saw too much. Way too much. He saw enough that the mind filled in what the latex barely didn’t show.

He blinked. Looked away. Looked back. And still—there they were.
They dominated the window.

The latex clung to her with erotic aggression, defying good taste, defying gravity, defying mercy. For a moment—a horrible, humiliating moment—he found himself asking: Can she really be showing that much? Are those... are her nipples visible?
It was vulgar.
It was calculated.
It was cruel.

And then her face. That smile. The red mouth curving in a half-smirk that saw everything. Auburn hair spilling over one shoulder. Diamonds at her ears catching the dust-filtered light. A flute of champagne resting lazily in her hand.

“Hello, Nathan,” she said, as if this were a cocktail hour and not the demolition of his life.

He couldn’t speak at first. His throat was raw with dust. But also—shame. A flash of arousal had cracked through the wall of his grief, and it made him want to vomit.
“Hello?” he croaked. It came out thin and broken.

Tatiana tilted her head, smiling wider. “Are we no longer friends, sweetheart?”

He couldn’t answer. The words caught. He looked down, not at her chest—never again at her chest—and then up, trying to find a spot on her forehead, or maybe the skyline behind her. Anything that wouldn’t drag him back into those swollen, shimmering, weaponized breasts.

She had seen him look.
And she knew.
And now he was caught. Again.

The machines behind him were still tearing through his past like wolves, but it felt like the real violence was inside the limo.

“Of course we’re friends,” he said hoarsely. “But can’t you see what they’re doing?”

“I can’t hear you, darling,” she called out lightly. “Come inside. We’ll talk.”

He hesitated. The limo felt like a trap lined with perfume and latex. A black sarcophagus upholstered in butter-soft leather. His instincts screamed no.

But when he looked at her again—those eyes, that expression of effortless superiority—he was already moving.
Of course he was.
He always did what she wanted.

He circled the long hood and stepped into the car. The door shut behind him with a soft, final click.

Inside, the scent hit him like memory and sin. Leather, orchids, faint champagne, and something musky he could never name but always associated with her. The demolition sounds were muted now, like war behind glass.

He didn’t look at her. He couldn’t. Not after that first betrayal of his gaze. He fixed his eyes on the seat in front of him, on the chilled metal trim, on his own dusty hands.

Tatiana watched him, eyes glittering.

“Why so tense, sweetheart?”

“They didn’t wait,” Nathan burst out. “You said Tuesday. I thought Tuesday onward. I didn’t pack. Everything—cash, computers, clothes, my whole damn life—is under those heaps now. I begged the site manager to stop. He looked at me like I was air.”

Tatiana said nothing at first. Just a stillness in her eyes—something tightening. Something listening.

Then she turned her head slightly and tapped the intercom. “Bring me Roberto,” she said, her voice even.

The driver was already moving. Through the dust-blurred glass, Nathan watched him approach the foreman—the same one who had dismissed him—and lean in with a murmur. Roberto turned, startled. He removed his hard hat as if by instinct, then quickened his pace toward the limousine.

The rear window lowered halfway.

“Ma’am,” he said, stopping just outside, voice rough with dust and nerves.

Tatiana didn’t even glance at him. “Shut the engines down. All of them. Now.”

Roberto hesitated for half a second—then ran.

Within moments the demolition began to die, one monstrous scream at a time. The excavators fell silent. The bulldozers rumbled into stillness. And then, nothing.

A silence so thick Nathan could hear the wind sigh through skeletal beams. Far off, metal creaked. Dust settled in slow, lazy spirals.

Tatiana turned her head with languid grace. “That’s better,” she murmured, voice low and smooth as poured cream. “Now we can have a civilised conversation without shouting over the savagery.”

She let the silence hang just long enough for discomfort to bloom, then added softly, “Wouldn’t you agree?”

“Yes, of course, Ma’am,” Roberto answered at once, eyes lowered, the weathered foreman who had ignored Nathan only minutes earlier now meek as a scolded schoolboy. The entire crew stood frozen in the dust, gazing at the limousine in open awe, waiting for her next word as though it were law.

Tatiana regarded Roberto (really regarded him), and the temperature inside the car seemed to plummet several degrees.

“There were items inside that house,” she said, each syllable measured and velvet-wrapped. “Cash. Computers. Clothing. Sentimental things. And this gentleman (my guest) was standing on your site, begging you to stop because his entire life was still buried beneath your machines.”

Roberto’s face flushed crimson. He dropped his gaze to the gravel. “Ma’am… I—I thought the property had been cleared—”

It was then, in the reflection of the smoked-glass partition, that Nathan caught it: the faintest, most private smirk curling at the corner of Tatiana’s crimson mouth. She was scolding the foreman with perfect maternal calm, yet that tiny curve of her lips betrayed everything. She had orchestrated the entire disaster. She was delighted.

“Did you look?” she asked, voice still soft, almost kind.

“I—no, Ma’am, but we were told—”

“You assumed,” she cut in, the words silk over sharpened steel. “Like a machine. Like a dull, mindless claw that crushes whatever it is aimed at.”

Another flicker of that secret, involuntary smile (gone in an instant, yet it seared itself into Nathan’s mind). He felt the pleasure radiating from her, warm and unmistakably sexual. She was aroused (deeply, quietly aroused) by the knowledge that she had left him stripped bare, homeless, utterly vulnerable. The same woman who once bent him over her knee for old-fashioned, tear-soaked spankings had now, with one elegant fingertip, erased every material trace of his life. He hated her for it. He hated himself more for the instant, helpless rush of blood to his cock. She was pure sadist, and his body was answering her with shameless gratitude. It made no sense, and it made perfect, terrifying sense.

Tatiana’s eyes never left Roberto, but Nathan knew (beyond any doubt) that she felt his reaction, tasted it, savoured it like fine wine.

What came next shocked Nathan so deeply that, for one dizzy second, he almost convinced himself he had imagined the whole thing.

“What are you, Roberto?” Tatiana asked, voice soft as a lullaby. “A robot? Or a man?”

Roberto shifted, mortified. “I—I’m sorry, Ma’am. I didn’t mean—”

“No,” she interrupted, gentle and merciless. “You didn’t think. That’s the problem.”

She let the silence stretch until it hurt.

“You’ve been working under our umbrella for how long?”

“Three years, Ma’am.”

“Three years,” she echoed, and this time the sadistic little laugh was unmistakable, a low, private ripple of delight that danced across her lips before she smoothed it away. It was unmistakable: she was drunk on her own power. “And in all that time you never once thought to understand who we really are? You buried a man’s entire life in dust and didn’t even pause.”

Roberto’s face went scarlet. “I can fix it, I swear, just—”

Tatiana lifted one manicured finger. The gesture was tiny, almost tender. It stopped him colder than any shout ever could.

“No. You won’t,” Tatiana said, the words falling like polished stone. “You are fired. As of this moment.”

Roberto’s mouth opened, closed, opened again. Shock drained the colour from his weathered face.

“Ma’am, please—”

The plea died the instant he met her eyes. That look, cool, faintly amused, unmistakably triumphant, was all it took. Roberto dropped to his knees in the gravel right beside the open window, hands clasped in desperate supplication. It was his livelihood, his crew’s livelihood, everything. His men stood frozen behind him, witnessing their boss grovel in the dust, yet he no longer cared.

Tatiana regarded him with serene indifference, but Nathan saw it clearly now: the faint flush rising along her throat, the subtle quickening of her breath, the way her tongue touched the corner of her lower lip for the briefest second. She was aroused. Deeply, unmistakably aroused by the sight of a grown man on his knees begging while she destroyed him with a whisper.

This woman, the same woman who had just held Nathan like a frightened child, had a vein of pure, exquisite cruelty running straight through her heart.

“I don’t want to hear another word,” she said, almost kindly. “I don’t want to see your face again. You and your entire crew, off this property.”

Her hand lifted, one elegant flick of dismissal, delicate and final as the closing of a fan.

Roberto stayed on his knees, mouth working soundlessly. No one spoke as the window rose with a whisper, sealing them back into the perfumed cocoon of the limousine.

Tatiana tapped the glass partition once with a lacquered nail. A single beat of silence. Then the limousine eased forward, tyres crunching softly over broken stone. In the tinted rear window the mountain of Nathan’s past shrank with every foot, until it was nothing more than a brown dust against the sky.

Inside, only the low purr of the engine, the whisper of air vents, and the delicate click as Tatiana set her empty flute back into its crystal holder.

Nathan stared at her, stunned. She was radiant, cruel, untouchable. He felt the truth settle in his bones: she had allowed this. She had watched his life crushed to powder and felt it as pleasure (deep, sexual pleasure). The knowledge should have broken him. Instead blood surged south so violently he had to shift in the seat to hide the sudden, shameful ridge in his trousers. Wow… what a woman, he thought, half-horrified, half-worshipping.

Tatiana turned to him fully, expression softening into something almost maternal.

“I’m sorry,” she said, voice low and genuine. “That should never have happened.”

Nathan couldn’t answer. His pulse still hammered, lungs working too fast, eyes stinging from dust and something else.

She reached for his hand, closed warm fingers around his trembling ones.

“Look,” she continued, velvet-soft, “I am terribly, terribly sorry. If I had known Roberto’s crew would be this… enthusiastic, I would have made damn sure every last sock was removed first. This is on me, Nathan. Truly.”

The sincerity in her tone (calm, steady, almost motherly) cracked the frozen place inside his chest. He swallowed hard, clinging to the lifeline she offered, telling himself she meant it. She had to mean it.

“I just… I thought I’d have time,” he said, his voice raspy. “I was going to crash at Jonathan and Austin’s place, but I don’t even have a toothbrush. Forty-three thousand in cash, my laptops, my suits… everything is under that mountain of rubble.”

Without a word, Tatiana reached toward a narrow panel between their seats and slid it open. Inside sat perfect, pristine bricks of hundred-dollar bills, bound in glossy bands like luxury candy bars.

She peeled one off and pressed it gently into his hand.

“Here,” she said. “Ten thousand. A gift. Groceries. Hotels. Underwear. Dignity.”

Nathan looked down at the stack, stunned. It barely registered in her expression—it was nothing to her. A favor, a flick of generosity. But to him, it was a rope thrown down into a pit.

“Thank you, ma’am,” he whispered, cheeks burning.

“Don’t thank me, sweetheart,” she said gently, cupping his chin. “Not for this. Not today.”

Her hand held him there, steadying his gaze—not allowing him to flinch away, not even when the full swell of her breasts moved into view again, straining the latex like they were trying to escape it altogether. Each breath she took made the glossy black plunge lower, threatening exposure. Half of each areola was already visible, gleaming faintly in the shadows.

Nathan’s eyes darted to the window, the floor, the sky—anywhere but her.

“I know how this feels,” she said, brushing a thumb across his cheek. “Rich has dragged me through it more than once. One week we’re counting pennies, and the next he’s mortgaging castles in Guatemala or buying condemned towers in Kazakhstan because he ‘sees something.’ I thought he’d gone insane. And then—every time—it turns. He wins. Big.”

Her fingers drifted into his hair, combing gently, grounding him.

“You’re in good hands, Nathan. Rich knows what he’s doing. You and Taylor are in the boat with him now. He’s turning that old skyscraper into pure gold. You’ll see numbers you’ve never even imagined. This is just the hard part. The uncomfortable part. But you’re not alone.”

She pulled him gently toward her and cradled his head against her shoulder. Her perfume—jasmine and heat—wrapped around him like a blanket. Her latex-draped breasts pressed into his chest with no attempt to disguise or soften the contact. One hand ran slow circles down his spine, the other stroked the back of his neck, firm and steady.

“You’re not alone,” she whispered again.

The words melted something deep inside. And with that melting came heat. Nathan’s body stirred as if someone had lit a fuse. Blood surged south, breath caught, and in seconds the ridge in his trousers had become undeniable.

He clenched his jaw, mortified. His trousers—business wool, not denim—offered no protection. He shifted, but it only made the erection more pronounced. His face burned with shame.

Tatiana, of course, noticed. She said nothing. Her hand just kept stroking his arm, as if acknowledging the state of his body with the same maternal neutrality she’d offer to a fever. Her smile was small, knowing, devastating.

Nathan stared out the window, pleading with his own body.
I’m married to Taylor. Don’t look. Don’t move. Don’t breathe.

And yet, in the edges of his vision, the latex dipped lower. Were her nipples really not visible? Was it even possible?

He would not look.

He would not.

Tatiana tilted his chin one last time, eyes locking with his. Her gaze was warm, green, endless, and calm. “We’ve arrived, sweetheart.”

He blinked. The car had stopped.

Outside, the familiar red brick of Jonathan and Austin’s apartment building waited like a forgotten lifeboat.

She smiled and nodded toward it. “Go see if your boys have a couch for their newly homeless father. If not…” Her eyes twinkled. “You have my number. Call me. Day or night.”

He nodded, mute. The driver opened the door. Cold air swept in, smelling like autumn and traffic and anything but jasmine.

Nathan stepped out, the stack of bills hot in his pocket, his erection throbbing with no hope of resolution, his heart hammering with some new, confused hope.

Behind him, the tinted window glided up with a whisper. The limousine pulled away without a sound.

And Nathan stood there, motionless, while the dust of his former life slowly settled behind him, and the warmth of her touch refused to leave his skin.

Nathan pushed open the door of the apartment and stopped dead.

The place looked as if a small hurricane had passed through it. Furniture was shoved to one side, rugs were rolled up, half the hardwood floor glistened with soapy water. Jonathan and Austin—bare-chested, barefoot, wearing nothing but tight black boxer-briefs—were working at frantic speed: Jonathan on his knees scrubbing the baseboards with a sponge, Austin dragging a heavy bookshelf across the room, both of them sweating and breathing hard. The air smelled of lemon cleaner and male panic.

Jonathan glanced up first. “Dad… she’s here.”

Austin didn’t even pause, just muttered through clenched teeth, “She showed up an hour ago. Said the mansion is gone, so now we all live here. You and her get the master bedroom. Jonathan and I share the second. Spring-cleaning has to be finished tonight or we’re ‘in trouble.’”

Nathan’s stomach sank like a stone. “Where is she?”

“Long bath,” Jonathan answered, wringing the sponge so hard water splashed across his chest. “She’s been in there forty minutes. Singing.”

Austin snorted bitterly. “Singing while we move our entire lives into one room.”

Nathan stepped inside, closing the door softly behind him. The living-room couch—the expensive leather one he had paid for—was already claimed: Princess lay sprawled in the very centre like a triumphant dictator, ribbon in her topknot, glaring at the humans who had dared disturb her nap.

Jonathan lowered his voice. “New rule: when Princess is on that couch, none of us are allowed to sit on it. Ever.”

Nathan opened his mouth, closed it again. The apartment suddenly felt half its real size.

Jonathan, still barefoot like Austin, had kicked his sneakers off by the door the second Taylor’s heels clicked in earlier; now he stood frozen in damp socks, terrified she might notice even that small rebellion.

The sight before him was surreal. His two sons, barely older than Taylor herself, were half-naked and obedient, racing against a deadline neither of them dared miss. Not because they feared punishment—at least, not the kind he would have understood at their age—but because this girl, this lithe eighteen-year-old goddess fresh from a bubble bath, had managed to rearrange their universe with the casual flick of a perfectly manicured hand.

He remembered how it began: her insistence that the boys move out the day after the wedding. Eighteen years old, not yet out of college, and yet she had stood in the middle of the mansion’s foyer and declared she would not share a house with two twenty-something men. She wanted to walk naked. She needed space. She had rules. And he—they all—had listened.

That same authority radiated through the apartment now. The boys didn’t question it. They didn’t smirk or roll their eyes or pretend to resist. They followed instructions. They obeyed.

And now, here he was—forty-six, exhausted, broke, homeless except for this borrowed couch and the mercy of his sons. But more than that: he was a man on the brink, trying to remember if he was still the one in charge, or just another body orbiting the impossible gravity of Taylor Whitmore.

At that moment the bathroom door opened.

Taylor emerged in a halo of steam, her skin dewy and golden, wrapped in a white bathrobe so plush it looked stolen from a five-star hotel. It stopped at mid-thigh, revealing long, glistening legs still traced with droplets, each step leaving faint, perfect footprints on the hardwood. Her damp hair was twisted into a loose towel-turban, and the scent of jasmine body wash trailed behind her like a second skin. She was eighteen. She was beautiful. And she was the queen of this domain.

Both sons stiffened instinctively. Austin’s mouth parted slightly as if to speak, then closed again. Jonathan’s gaze dropped, hands frozen mid-polish on the brass door handle.

Taylor moved as if she were alone. She didn’t spare Jonathan a glance. She crossed the wet tiles barefoot, robe slipping just enough to tease, and went straight to Austin.

She cupped his face in both hands, kissed his cheek slowly—lingering, deliberate—then ruffled his hair with the proud, possessive smile of a mother showing off her favourite.

“My clever boy,” she purred, voice carrying through the whole apartment. “Top of his compiler-design class—did you know that, Nathan? And I’m taking interior-design as an elective at Boston Shoreline College… so now we match, don’t we, baby?”

She let her fingers trail slowly down his arm, eyes shining with genuine pride.

“And that adorable rooftop garden of his… the colours, the perfect composition, the way he arranges every single flower… it’s pure art. He really is a gifted gardener,” she declared to Nathan and Jonathan, as though unveiling a prodigy to an admiring audience.

Then she turned back to Austin, cupped his flushed face, and murmured against his cheek, “You’re just too perfect, baby.”

She sealed the words with another soft, lingering peck.

Austin flushed scarlet, breath catching, eyes flicking to Jonathan before dropping to the floor.

Jonathan didn’t move. Didn’t blink. The sting of her deliberate exclusion was familiar now—ritualized, refined. Once, she had chosen him. Once, she had taken him like a secret she couldn’t wait to unwrap. Since then? Cold air. A flicked glance. A shrug. Nothing.

Nathan stood there as if behind glass, watching the tableau with a mixture of longing and dread. He knew what came next.

Taylor turned, at last, to him. Her robe had slipped just enough to hint at one full, soft curve of breast. Her expression didn’t change.

“You should shower, baby,” she said lightly, already looking past him. “You smell like dust and defeat.”

The words floated out sweet as candy and landed like a slap.

Smells like Defeat, he thought, or in other words – get out of my sight loser. Of course I am a loser. She considered me a loser ever since Munich, ever since I had swallowed her betrayal and apologised for causing her to cheat on me. From that day forward she lost all respect for me.

He also knew (God, he knew) the instant that bathroom door closed behind him, obedient and dismissed, the stage would be clear for her next act. One minute he wasn’t looking and she was already teasing, seducing, taking whatever she wanted. It was always like this.

“But I don’t have any clothes,” he tried, voice small.

She lifted one finger (lazy, imperial) and pointed to the corner. A single battered suitcase stood there. His. Next to it, gleaming like a trophy, her own Louis Vuitton weekend bag.

“I took care of everything,” she said, smile sharpening. “Stop complaining and go wash. We have so much to organise.”

She was smiling. A sweet smile. A ruthless smile.

Nathan bent to retrieve the suitcase, and the sharp yip of Princess startled him. The tiny white Pomeranian was perched dead center on the couch—eyes narrowed, legs splayed like a conqueror claiming a throne. She barked again, high-pitched and imperious.

Before Nathan could speak, Taylor’s voice cracked like a whip: “Jonathan.”

He snapped to attention.

“Are those socks on my clean floor?”

Jonathan stammered. “The floor was slippery, I just—”

“No shoes in the house,” she said flatly. “And if you disobey me next time then I will have you clean the house totally naked.”

Nathan winced. Jonathan’s jaw flexed. He nodded slowly and began untying his laces.

Nathan opened the bathroom door, stepped in, and closed it behind him. The lock clicked—a cheap, plastic sound.

He leaned against the door, eyes closed. Her scent was everywhere. Jasmine and steam. The space was thick with it. For a moment, he did nothing but breathe.

From beyond the door, her voice floated through like a song wrapped in silk:

“All right, boys. It’s six. By eight, everything must be perfect. Jonathan, you’ll come and get me when it’s ready for inspection. Understood?”

Two voices, low and resigned, answered in unison.

“Yes, ma’am.”

Nathan turned the shower to full blast and stepped under the punishing spray. It hit him like a wall—heat and noise and force—chasing the chill of the evening, the demolition dust, the quiet of the limousine, and the unbearable silence of Taylor’s voice. For a long moment, he just stood there, head bowed, letting the water strike his skull like a gavel.

But the heat did nothing to quiet the ache.

It was her—Tatiana—burned behind his eyelids like a fever dream. The latex clinging to her like molten glass, the slow reveal with every breath, every shift. Not once. Three times he’d looked—he had to—and each time more was visible. First the tight pressure of those orbs under the gloss. Then the areola were half exposed, darker than skin, heavier than thought. And finally, when she leaned in, when she held him close: her nipples, completely exposed and shameless, soft as sin. Not a flash. A gift. A threat.

She knew.

Of course she knew.

The way her arm had wrapped around him like a velvet rope, her fingers at his nape, her voice in his ear like silk dragged across a blade. She’d seen the rise in his trousers. She’d felt it against her ribs. And she just kept speaking in that warm, low voice, stroking his arm, his back, his shame. As if his erection was just a polite reaction. As if she had orchestrated it all.

His hand moved before his mind caught up.

He closed around his cock, half-hard and climbing, slick under the steam. The image bloomed behind his eyes—her breast, full and heavy, not behind latex now but fully exposed, big, obscenely big and ripe in his palm, real and warm and giving. His mouth ached for it, not just with hunger but with need, the kind of ancient mammalian craving that whispered: this is where safety lives. This is what heals you. She would press his face to her chest, cradle him with that terrible mercy, and for a moment he would vanish into the scent of jasmine and power and just suck hungrily as a starved infant.

He gasped, his cock was hard as granite and he kept stroking, vigorously.

Then Taylor appeared.

Her robe. Her voice. Her indifference. The little kiss to Austin’s cheek. The absence of one for him.

And still, he wanted her. Not just wanted—ached. The ache had weight and shape and direction. It pointed toward Taylor, as it always had. Toward her mouth, her warmth, her approval. Even now, even after all of it. His cock throbbed in his hand thinking about her.

He stopped.

Chest heaving. Palm still tight.

He turned the water cold.

Ice stabbed across his back, raising goosebumps, biting the inside of his thighs. He clenched his teeth and stayed there, shaking, breath hitching, staring at the pale tiles as if they could rewrite this part of his body.

No he wouldn’t climax like this, he has to stop masturbating so helplessly.

Not tonight. Not now. Not for that.

Because maybe—just maybe—Taylor would see what today had cost him. Maybe she’d remember. Maybe she’d slide beside him, pull him close, speak gently, whisper now into his skin. Just once. Not because she wanted it. Not because it turned her on. But because she was his wife. Because she had brought him here. Because she owed him the smallest corner of her mercy.

Tonight she would let him, finally, oh finally, fuck her. He would grip her hips and bury himself deep, and thrust and thrust and thrust and fuck her to a standstill.

She will remember I am hers.

He dried off quickly, slipped into the soft cotton pajama pants Taylor had left folded on the counter (no underwear, of course), and stepped out with the towel draped loosely over his shoulders. The apartment was quiet except for the frantic rustle of cleaning. Barefoot and still faintly damp, he padded through the living room. Jonathan and Austin were still at it—shirtless, sweating, moving in the desperate choreography of men who know rent itself hangs on a eighteen-year-old girl’s mood.

Taylor was not there.
He pushed open the bedroom door and stopped breathing.

She stood before the full-length mirror, back to him, adjusting the delicate straps of something that looked like liquid sin poured over flesh. The 1993 Versace oro-ton metal-mesh mini dress—vintage, impossibly rare—hung from her like molten gold spun into fabric, the kind of dress that once made supermodels look naked on the runway. The mesh shimmered with every breath she took, clinging to the curve of her hips, the lift of her breasts, the impossibly high arc of her rear like it had been sculpted for her and her alone. It caught the lamplight in ripples of soft gold, glittering so finely it became translucent at the edges—more suggestion than garment.

And in that merciless light there was not the faintest shadow of underwear, no line, no fabric, nothing—just endless golden skin and the dizzying certainty that absolutely nothing stood between the dress and her body.

Her hair was still damp from the bath, cascading down her back in dark, lazy waves. The hem of the dress stopped just shy of indecent, framing the undercurve of her ass and baring endless stretches of golden thigh, broken only by the gleam of thin, crystal-encrusted stiletto straps winding around her ankles like jewelry. She was barefoot royalty pretending to play dress-up.

Then she turned—slowly, like unveiling art—and the front was somehow worse. A deep plunging halter dropped down her sternum, framing her breasts like treasure on display, the shimmering links barely veiling her nipples. With the smallest tilt or intake of breath, the whole thing looked ready to collapse. It was a dress designed to provoke surrender.

She met his eyes in the mirror—softly, lazily—and smiled. A small, knowing smile. Merciless.

“Feeling better, baby?” she asked, her voice smooth and lazy, silk unspooling in the dark.

And then—without waiting for his answer—she moved past him. The hem shifted like a whisper as her hips rolled forward. He caught the flash of under-butt as she walked, the gold dancing in sharp sparks against her skin. The scent of her perfume—something expensive and impossible—wrapped around him like a noose.

Nathan stood rooted, towel tenting again, heat flooding his face and groin in equal measure, heart thudding out a silent plea he had whispered so many nights in secret:

Please, just tonight. Let me be close to you.

He followed her into the living room like a man walking into bright sunlight after months underground.

Taylor had already claimed the only velvet armchair—the throne, really, in a kingdom no longer his. One bare leg crossed high over the other, the mesh dress riding up with every idle shift, exposing more of her toned, shimmering thigh than any lover should be allowed to see in public. The crease where her leg met hip peeked out in bold, indifferent flashes—effortless, unintentional cruelty.

Princess was curled in her lap like a beloved ornament, head tucked under Taylor’s chin while her ruby-painted nails scratched slowly behind one fluffy ear. The dog moaned in pleasure. The same long, sensual strokes Nathan had been aching for all day were reserved for six pounds of pampered fur.

Both sons were still working—Jonathan on his knees, wiping the coffee table with meticulous effort, Austin bent over a box, skin gleaming with fresh sweat, lifting with the kind of athletic tension that begged for attention. But both boys kept glancing up. Their gazes weren’t even covert anymore. They were hypnotized.

Nathan stood there, frozen. There was nowhere to sit that didn’t feel like surrender, so he remained upright, hands loose at his sides, exposed.

Taylor finally lifted her gaze. Slow. Languid. Amused.

“Do you like the dress?” she asked, her voice featherlight.

He cleared his throat. “It’s… unbelievable. You’re… unbelievable.”

Across the room, Austin muttered, “So beautiful, ma’am,” then blinked, startled by his own voice, face flushing crimson as the words left his mouth.

Taylor didn’t even turn toward him. Her smile only widened—dimples flashing like fangs. The compliment had landed exactly where she wanted it.

Princess yawned and shifted in her lap. Another long stroke followed.

Taylor’s fingers lingered, scratching behind one tiny ear the same way she used to scratch Nathan’s scalp when he was allowed to lay his head in her lap—months ago, in another life.

Jealousy throbbed in Nathan’s gut—sharp, shameful, and instantly, traitorously echoed by a hotter, harder throb between his legs.

He lasted five more seconds before his knees folded. He dropped to the floor in front of her chair, hands resting on his thighs, head bowed. He tried to keep his voice low, so neither son could hear the rawness in it.

“Taylor… please. Can we talk? In the bedroom?” He swallowed. “I need to talk to you. Alone.”

She tilted her head like she’d just noticed him. Princess licked her wrist.

“Wine first,” she said absently. “The Sancerre in the fridge. You know which one.”

He stood slowly, as if rising underwater. Went to the kitchen. The bottle was there. Chilled. Of course.

He poured a single glass—crystal, stemmed, hers—and returned, kneeling again, offering it to her with both hands.

Taylor took it without a glance, sipped once, and let out a soft, dramatic sigh.

“Perfect.”

Then silence.

She turned to him again, eyes gleaming over the rim of the glass. “Now… what was it you wanted?”

He glanced toward the boys. “In private,” he whispered. “Please.”

Taylor’s lashes dipped. She knew. Of course she knew. She let the silence stretch, like pulling elastic until it might snap.

Then, with a slow exhale, she stood in one liquid movement. Princess leapt down with a quiet growl.

Taylor strolled back toward the bedroom, hips gliding, wine glass in hand, the golden mesh catching every soft beam of light like she was wrapped in sunlight. Every step made the dress shift dangerously—revealing almost everything and promising even less.

Nathan followed two paces behind, towel clinging to his hips, pulse in his throat, shame and need mixing until they were indistinguishable. Behind him, both sons watched her walk away. And neither of them even tried to hide it.

Inside the bedroom, she closed the door with a soft click. The sound had finality to it, like a seal over a confessional. She set the wine on the nightstand and perched delicately on the very edge of the bed, legs crossing with unconscious poise, the dress riding even higher, exposing more thigh than should be legal. The gold mesh caught the lamplight again, clinging like sin.

She patted the space beside her.
“Sit.”

Nathan obeyed instantly, sitting carefully, so careful not to let his thigh touch hers — not because she told him not to, but because the boundary was unspoken, carved into his muscle memory. He didn’t want to break the spell.

Taylor tilted her head, playful now, eyes soft. “So. Where should you start?”

He opened his mouth, closed it, tried again. “Taylor, I—”

She bumped her shoulder into his, light and girlish. “Yes? I’m listening.”

Her face was close enough to kiss. Lips glossy. Dimples flashing. The scent of jasmine curled into his lungs. Her eyes were wide and warm — so warm it hurt. He could have leaned in. He didn’t. Because he knew — some part of him always knew — the invisible wall would still be there. Stronger than steel.

She sipped her wine, watching him over the rim, her legs bouncing slowly, rhythmically, like a metronome of sexual tension. “Tell me everything, baby,” she said softly. “I’m all ears.”

His voice cracked the moment he began.

“You know exactly how it felt… I came home and the house, our house, was already half gone. The safe, the computers, forty-three thousand in cash, my father’s cufflinks… everything crushed like garbage. I begged the foreman, Taylor, I begged, and he looked through me like I didn’t exist.”

The words poured out of him in a rush, like a pressure valve had finally been cracked. His voice trembled. His shoulders shook. For a long moment, Taylor didn’t move — she just listened, sipping her wine like a goddess absorbing a prayer.

Then, without a word, she set the glass aside, slid toward him, and wrapped her arms around his neck.

The gold mesh was cool against his chest. Her body was warm. Small. Unyielding.

“Shhh, baby, I’m here,” she whispered, threading her fingers through his hair, stroking his scalp in slow, maternal circles — not petting, not sexual — soothing. Like taming a trembling dog.

“I’m with you in this.”

Nathan clung to her, eyes shut, jaw clenched, breath catching in his throat. Her touch, her voice — it disarmed him. Disassembled him.

“This is the opportunity of a lifetime,” she murmured. “We reached Rich. Do you know how rare that is? I trust him. I believe in him. I’m forty percent into this, Nathan. You’re ten. So technically…” — she laughed softly against his ear — “I’m hurting four times more than you.”

He wanted to laugh too. He didn’t. He nodded, helplessly, into her shoulder.

“I want this to explode,” she continued, voice laced with conviction. “Not just for me. For us. Because I believe in you. You’re brilliant. You’re the only one who ever saw me clearly. You’re the reason I’m even in this game.”

She pulled back just enough to cup his face in her palms. Her eyes searched his.

“I could’ve stayed with Rich tonight.” A pause. “He offered.”

The world cracked a little inside his chest.

“But I didn’t,” she continued, stroking his cheekbone with her thumb. “I came back to you. To the boys. You’re my husband. You’re my family.”

She leaned in, whisper-soft. “Look at me.”

He looked. Her face — her impossible face — hovered just inches from his. Her breath tasted like wine and promises.

“I love you, Nathan. I love you so much. Stop fussing. It’s going to be okay.”

She tapped his forehead gently, like he was a boy. “Even if this one deal flops — which it won’t — if I dropped you on the moon with a hundred bucks and a shoelace, you’d come back a millionaire. That’s who you are.”

Then she let herself fall backward onto the bed, arms spread, hair fanned like dark silk. The gold mesh dress shifted with gravity, settling against her body like skin.

Nathan followed without thinking, collapsing beside her. Their bodies didn’t quite touch, but it felt like they did.

They lay face to face. Her fingertips traced soft, random paths across his back, his shoulder, his neck — the kind of touch that says I own you more than any collar.

He started crying quietly. Not sobbing — just slow tears sliding across the bridge of his nose. His forehead pressed gently to hers.

“I needed this so much…”

“Don’t cry,” she whispered, kissing the tears at the corner of his eye. Her lips were soft. “You have two beautiful sons. You have me. Because I choose you. Nobody else.”

He nodded again, lips trembling, throat tight.

While she spoke, her hand slipped under the waistband of his pajama pants, fingers curling confidently around his cock. He gasped, hips jerking involuntarily. In seconds he was achingly hard, every nerve focused on the slow, possessive stroke of her small hand.

She watched his face with a half-smile that was almost tender, almost mocking.

“You see?” she whispered, thumb circling the head, spreading the bead of moisture. “I’m right here.”

He couldn’t speak, could only stare at her dimples, her dimples, her wet black hair, the gold dress glittering on the floor like shed skin.

She gave him that crooked little smile that always destroyed him.

“Hey… let me show you something I learned just lately.”

Before he could breathe she was between his thighs, pajama pants gone, small hand wrapped around his cock with lazy ownership. One slow stroke and he was steel in her palm. She studied him the way an artist studies a canvas she intends to ruin beautifully.

“Look,” she whispered, and lowered her open mouth over the head.

Warm, wet air enveloped him (no lips, no tongue, just her breath stroking the sensitive skin like a promise that would never be kept). His entire body locked. One millimetre. Just one. Please, God, let her close her mouth.

Why won’t you? It’s so simple. Every wife on earth does this for her husband. One little suck and I’d come so hard I’d forget my own name. Why is that too much? Why is even this tiny mercy forbidden?

She held him there, suspended in the furnace of her breath, then pulled away with a soft, cruel laugh. Did it again. And again. Each time the same exquisite distance, the same unbearable absence.

His hips jerked helplessly, chasing contact that never arrived. Pre-cum welled, slid down the shaft in a shining thread. He watched it happen through vision blurred with unshed tears and pure animal frustration.

She’s proud of this. Proud she can make me shake without giving me anything at all.

Another breath, hotter, closer, almost… almost… He made a broken sound, half-sob, half-prayer.

Taylor finally rose, crawled up his body, and lay face-to-face, still stroking lazily, eyes glittering.

“Wasn’t that nice?” she purred, thumb circling the slick crown. “Feeling my warm breath on your cock?”

He could only nod, jaw clenched, every muscle trembling. “She knows she is frustrating me. She knows. She is asking this naively as if she were doing something that would pleasure me, but in fact she knows she is frustrating me.”

She rolled onto her back and started laughing. Not cruelly — not even mockingly — just… lightly. Like something inside her had been tickled by his pain.

Nathan hovered above her, still flushed with tears, still warm with the illusion of closeness. His body was trembling, but not from cold.

“Taylor,” he whispered, throat dry.

She stretched luxuriously, one arm over her head, the gold mesh shimmering like wet sunlight across her breasts.

“What?” she said, voice feather-soft.

“Would it…” he mumbled, eyes locked on her lips, “I mean… would it be possible…”

He swallowed. His mouth worked but the words didn’t come. “That… that…”

Taylor didn’t move. Just looked at him.

“Spit it out,” she said gently, like encouraging a shy student.

“That you will allow me to fu—fu—fu—fuck you?”
The last word cracked from his throat like a breaking branch.

“Of course not,” she said.

Silence. For a heartbeat, the air thinned.

“But… why?” he choked. “Why not, Taylor? Just on this day — the worst day of my life — can’t you just…”

His voice faltered. She was already shifting, tension growing under her skin like storm pressure.

“No, Nathan,” she said, sitting up sharply. “I’m not a robot. You can’t just wind me up when you decide it’s convenient. I’m not a damn slot machine. I’m not ‘on demand.’ You can’t make me want sex when I’m not in the mood.”

“But you’re never in the mood for sex,” he said, more softly than he meant to — not angry, just heartbroken.

Taylor’s eyes flashed. Her shoulders stiffened. The softness was gone, peeled away like a mask.

Just then: a knock on the door.

“Yes?” she snapped, not bothering to modulate her tone.

“Ma’am?” Jonathan’s voice, muffled. “You asked to report when we were done. It’s eight p.m., and everything is clean. Would you like to inspect?”

Taylor closed her eyes for a second, pinched the bridge of her nose.

“Not now, Jonathan,” she said, barely containing her irritation. “Maybe later. I want both you and Austin to shower, and then you’re free to do whatever you want.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

She turned her head toward Nathan. Her eyes were cold again.
“Anything else?” she asked. No warmth. Just administrative tone.

He hesitated. Shame already creeping over his skin like cold water.

“I was just thinking… maybe it’s okay if I… just like last time… if I rub and cum in your hand. I don’t even need to touch you. Just your hand…”

The sound of the bathroom door opening and closing across the hall sliced the air like a blade.

Taylor looked at the door, then at him, her voice dead.

“No.”

“But why?” he begged, voice breaking. “It’s just like before. You didn’t mind it then.”

She was already rising.

“Because,” she said sharply, “you annoyed me earlier.”

Nathan froze. That was it. That was the reason. Because he’d annoyed her.

Taylor stood up, fixed the hem of the shimmering dress — as if his pleading had soiled it somehow — and walked toward the door.

She paused in the doorway.

“You stay here,” she said without turning. And then she left.

The door clicked behind her, not softly this time, but with quiet finality. Nathan remained on the bed, erection still throbbing with unshed hope, heart lurching, soul collapsing inward like a car spinning its wheels in a trench of mud — going nowhere but deeper.

Immediately after that he could hear the bathroom door open and closed.

“Goodness, that means she entered the bathroom while one of my boys was showering”

Nathan lay frozen on the bed, cock still painfully hard, heart hammering with the sick, crystal-clear certainty that Taylor had just slipped into the shower with one of his sons.

Nathan couldn’t stay on the bed. The silence after the bathroom door closed a second time was worse than any noise.

He crept into the corridor, barefoot, heart hammering against his ribs. The boys’ bedroom door was ajar; Jonathan sat on the edge of his bed in nothing but boxer-briefs, elbows on knees, staring at the floor with the same sick, helpless expression Nathan felt on his own face.

So it was Austin inside with her.

Nathan edged closer to the bathroom door. At first only muffled voices (Taylor’s sharp, scolding tone). “…ridiculous… you think I wouldn’t notice… next time you hide it better…” Austin’s low, shaken apologies.

Then silence.

Then the soft clatter of the shower curtain, the hiss of water, and the unmistakable rhythm began.

Thump. Thump. Thump.

The cheap cabinet against the wall rocked with every thrust. Taylor’s breath came in quick, greedy gasps, rising into that familiar, throaty moan she made when someone new was inside her. Austin (quiet, studious Austin) let out a stunned, broken groan that turned into a desperate, rhythmic grunt.

“Harder,” she ordered, voice husky, laughing under the words. “Come on, baby, give it to me properly.”

The pace doubled. Water slapped tile, bodies slapped together, the cabinet rattled like it might tear off the wall. Nathan could picture it perfectly: Taylor’s back pressed to the cool shower wall, legs wrapped high around Austin’s hips, golden skin slick, small hands clawing at his shoulders while his twenty-year-old son drove into her with frantic, first-time urgency.

Each impact sent a dull shock through the thin wall into Nathan’s palm.

He should have been furious. He should have kicked the door down. Instead his cock throbbed so violently it hurt, pre-cum already soaking the front of his pajama pants.

Footsteps behind him (Jonathan, drawn by the same helpless curiosity). Nathan darted into the kitchen, heart in his throat, pretending to make a sandwich he would never eat. Jonathan appeared in the doorway a second later, face flushed crimson, eyes glassy, the front of his briefs tented exactly like his father’s.

They didn’t speak. They didn’t have to. Both of them knew what was happening ten feet away, and both of them were hard because of it.

Back at the bathroom door the sounds climbed: Taylor’s sharp, delighted cries, Austin’s raw, overwhelmed groans, the wet slap of skin on skin growing faster, wilder, until her voice cracked on a long, triumphant moan and Austin gave a strangled shout that sounded like surrender.

Silence. Running water. Soft laughter (hers).

The bathroom door opened. Bare feet on tile, then on hardwood.

Taylor strolled into the bedroom completely naked, skin still damp and flushed, hair dripping down her back. She didn’t even glance toward the kitchen where father and son stood frozen like guilty teenagers. She simply climbed into the bed, rolled onto her back, stretched luxuriously, and closed her eyes with a satisfied little sigh.

Nathan slipped under the covers a minute later, cock still aching, mind spinning. Taylor lay on her back, arms loosely at her sides, eyes fixed on the ceiling as though it held the secrets of the universe. He propped his head on one hand and simply looked at her: the faint flush still on her throat, the damp hair fanned across the pillow, the small, satisfied curve at the corner of her mouth.

Silence stretched, thick and humming.

Finally he found his voice. “Did you… just have sex with him?”

Her answer came flat, almost bored. “That is definitely none of your business.”

“I—I was only asking. I mean… curious.”

She didn’t reply. She kept staring upward, the tiny smile growing.

Nathan leaned closer, studying her face. “You’re smiling.”

She turned her head at last, hazel eyes bright, amused. “Yes. I am smiling.”

“May I ask why?”

“Nope.”

He swallowed. “Look… I know you can sleep with whoever you want. I really don’t have a problem with it. I was just—”

Taylor rolled away from him, presenting the smooth golden line of her back. “Hug me,” she ordered softly. “Spoon me. I want to sleep, not listen to an interrogation.”

His body obeyed before his mind caught up. He slid in behind her, chest to her back, arm draping over her waist, cock nestling (still painfully hard) against the cleft of her ass. She gave a small, contented sigh and settled deeper into the pillow.

Within minutes her breathing slowed, became shallow and even. She was asleep.

Nathan lay wide awake, spooning the woman who had (ten minutes earlier) taken his younger son’s virginity in the shower, who had told him she “wasn’t in the mood,” who had left him trembling on the edge and then walked naked down the hall to find someone she suddenly was in the mood for.

His arm tightened around her involuntarily.

Why is it always like this? She says no to me, then fucks whoever she feels like five minutes later. Because I’m not enough. Because I’m inadequate. Because even when she’s in my bed, I’m still on the outside.

Her breathing stayed soft, peaceful, utterly untroubled.

He pressed his forehead between her shoulder blades, inhaled the faint scent of sex that wasn’t his, and held her closer, because that was all she had allowed him tonight.

And somewhere in the dark, the same sick certainty settled over him again: he would stay exactly like this (hard, frustrated, spooning her warm, sated body) until morning, or until she decided she wanted something else.

Whichever came first.


Best Girlfriend

9:00 p.m., Jonathan’s rented apartment

The apartment smelled of butter and mushrooms and quiet male panic. Jonathan had cooked the way he did everything when he felt the walls closing in: with military precision. A single tall omelette, folded into a perfect golden half-moon, now sliced into three equal wedges. A bowl of cottage cheese dotted with chives. Rye toast cut into precise triangles, still warm from the oven. Simple, honest food that tried to pretend this was still a normal family having a normal dinner.

They were dressed tonight. T-shirts, sweatpants, bare feet. No one had been ordered to strip. No gold Versace mesh dress had swept through the door at eight sharp. Taylor simply wasn’t home, and the clock on the wall had already crawled past eleven.

Nathan’s phone lay face-up beside his plate (volume on, screen mercilessly dark). He had glanced at it ninety-four times in the last hour. He knew because he had counted.

Jonathan broke the silence first.

“You remember Munich, Dad?”

Nathan’s fork stopped halfway to his mouth.

“You were in Germany,” Jonathan continued, voice low, controlled, the same tone he once used when he had to tell a eighteen-year-old private his best friend wasn’t coming home. “Working eighteen-hour days, closing whatever deal was going to ‘secure our future.’ And while you were gone, Taylor turned the mansion into a casino. Poker nights. Beer bottles on the marble. Destiny dealing cards like she owned the place. And Nick,” Jonathan’s lip curled with pure disgust, “Nick coming and going like he had his own key.”

Austin’s eyes flicked up, then down again to his untouched cottage cheese.

“You knew,” Jonathan said. “You watched the cameras from your hotel room. You saw her take him by the hand, saw them disappear down the hall, heard the bathroom door close for twenty-seven minutes. You sat there in Munich jerking off while your wife—” He stopped, jaw working. “And you did nothing. One phone call, Dad. One single ‘Tell your friends to pack up and go home right now or we are done’ and we would still have the house. We would still have the accounts. We would still have a say in our own lives.”

Nathan set his fork down with deliberate care. The small clink sounded enormous in the stillness.

Jonathan wasn’t finished. “Then you came back from Los Angeles. She didn’t even take you home first. She drove straight here. Walked into my apartment like she was the landlord—which, let’s be honest, she basically is now—and suddenly you and I are standing naked in my own living room, hands behind our backs, cocks hard, while she inspects the baseboards for dust. I told you right there, Dad. I looked at you, both of us humiliated, both of us terrified she’d hear, and I said, ‘Look at us. Look what she’s turned us into.’ And you hissed ‘shut up’ through your teeth because God forbid she caught you complaining.”

Austin finally spoke, voice soft, almost apologetic. “She’s not even here tonight and we’re still waiting for permission to breathe.”

Jonathan gave a short, humourless laugh. “Permission she can revoke any second she feels like it. Rent? Hers to cut. Tuition? Hers to cut. Internet bill, phone bill, groceries—hers. Underwear while we scrub the floors? Optional. And if she decides she wants to fuck whoever she feels like—” His gaze sliced to Austin, sharp and accusing. Austin’s eyes dropped instantly to the omelette like it had personally betrayed him.

Nathan’s right hand twitched toward the phone, then froze. He forced it back to his lap.

Jonathan noticed. Of course he did.

“You’re waiting for her to call,” he said, quieter now. “You’ve been staring at that screen like it’s a bomb that might go off. She told you not to phone her when she’s out, right? Said it annoys her. Said it makes her feel ‘controlled.’ So you’re sitting here dying inside and you still won’t call because you’re terrified she’ll get angry again.”

Nathan’s throat worked. He reached for his orange juice, drank half the glass in one pull, set it down too hard. The table rattled.

Austin tried, gentle, careful. “Daddy… do you even know where she is?”

Nathan’s eyes flicked to the phone. Still dark. Still silent.

Jonathan leaned forward. “Because we do. Or we can guess. Destiny’s apartment. Some bar downtown. Or maybe she finally got Rich Carter’s attention and she’s in the back of his Maybach right now with her legs over his shoulders. And you’re sitting here eating cottage cheese wondering if you should risk texting ‘are you okay?’”

Nathan’s hand clenched around the edge of the table.

Jonathan kept going, relentless. “You had the red flags, Dad. Munich. Los Angeles. The night she made us stand naked in this exact room. Every single time you could have drawn a line and you chose not to. And now the house is rubble, the money is hers, and we’re three grown men waiting for a eighteen-year-old girl to decide if we’re allowed to eat tomorrow.”

Silence stretched, thick and suffocating.

Nathan’s gaze drifted back to the phone. Still nothing. No missed call. No text. No little green bubble that said on my way, baby.

He could picture her perfectly: hazel eyes sparkling under club lights, jet-black hair swinging as she laughed at something Destiny whispered, some man’s hand on the small of her back, her bare foot in six-inch heels dangling a Louboutin like a threat and a promise.

He wanted to call. God, he wanted to call. But she had said, quietly, sweetly, lethally, that if he ever checked up on her again she would be “very, very disappointed.” And disappointment from Taylor was worse than anger.

So he sat. And waited. And hurt.

Jonathan watched the whole silent battle play out on his father’s face.

“You’re not even listening to us anymore,” he said, almost wonderingly. “You’re sitting here taking everything we throw at you and the only thing you care about is why your wife isn’t home yet.”

Nathan’s fist slammed down on the table so hard the plates jumped, the orange juice sloshed, and the silverware rattled like bones.

“ENOUGH!”

Nathan’s fist crashed down on the table so violently that the plates leapt, orange juice slopped over the rim of his glass, and the silverware clattered like startled birds. His face was scarlet, veins standing out at his temples, eyes wild with something the boys had never seen aimed at them before. Pure, boiling rage.

Jonathan’s mouth snapped shut mid-word. Austin actually flinched, his fork clattering to his plate. For one stunned heartbeat the apartment was nothing but the echo of that single word and the ragged sound of Nathan’s breathing.

They had touched a live wire. They saw it instantly. This was not the quiet, patient, endlessly accommodating father they had spent the last year dismantling piece by piece. This was the man who had once built an empire from nothing, who had stared down boardrooms and competitors and never blinked. The man who only ever lost his temper when Taylor was not in the room.

Nathan’s chest heaved. His hands shook. He looked at them, really looked, and whatever he saw in their faces (guilt, shock, fear) made something inside him collapse. He shoved his chair back so hard it screeched across the hardwood.

He didn’t say another word. Didn’t explain. Didn’t apologise. He simply turned and stalked to the master bedroom, slammed the door behind him, and left the two boys staring at the empty doorway like they’d just survived a bomb blast.

Inside the bedroom Nathan threw himself face-down on the bare mattress, still clutching the phone in one fist. The screen was dark. He stared at it through the blur of unshed tears, chest heaving, every muscle locked tight.

She was angry at him. She had to be. Last night he had begged (actually begged) to be inside her. Just once. Just to feel close again. And she had looked at him like he was something small and pathetic and said, “I’m not in the mood,” in that cool, final way that cut deeper than any slap. Then she had walked to the bathroom, taken Austin against the tiles while Nathan stood outside the door like a eunuch, come back flushed and glowing, crawled totally naked into his bed still smelling of sex, and ordered him to spoon her like a good little husband.

He had spooned her.

And now, 24 hours later, she still hadn’t come home and still hadn’t called, and maybe (just maybe) he had finally broken the one thing that kept him breathing.

He pressed the phone to his forehead, eyes squeezed shut, willing it to light up. Willing her to call and tell him he was forgiven. That he was still hers.

The screen blinked.

Taylor.

His entire body jerked as if electrocuted. He fumbled, nearly dropped the phone, swiped with shaking fingers.

“Hi,” he croaked.

A pause. Then her voice, low, a little husky, unmistakably needy.

“I want you to come over here.”

Nathan’s breath left him in a broken rush. Tears spilled instantly, hot against the pillow.

“Now?” he whispered.

“Yes. Now.”

It was 11:37 p.m.

He sat up, dizzy, clutching the phone like a lifeline. “Something happened? Are you okay?”

“No,” she said, and the word cracked something open inside him. “I just want you.”

He made a sound (half sob, half laugh) pressing the heel of his hand hard between his legs because he had to feel the pressure, had to know this was real and not another dream that would leave him aching and alone.

“You want me?” he asked, voice cracking like a boy’s. “You really want me?”

A soft, impatient exhale. “Nathan. Come.”

“Where are you?”

A beat.

“I’m at Rich’s penthouse.”

The world tilted. His heart slammed against his ribs so violently he thought he might be sick.

“I’m… allowed?”

“Yes,” she said, and the call ended.

Click.

For one stunned second he simply sat there, phone still pressed to his ear, listening to the silence.

Then frenzy.

He exploded off the bed, tore open the nylon duffel that held what was left of his wardrobe, yanked out the best shirt he still owned (charcoal, Italian, the one she used to love on him), fumbled with trembling fingers through belt loops, shoved feet into loafers, rushed to the bathroom. Splashed cold water on his face, dragged a comb through his hair, stared at his reflection with wild eyes. Red-rimmed, desperate, forty-five years old and crying because his eighteen-year-old wife had said I want you.

He looked like a man who had just been thrown a rope from a sinking ship.

He grabbed his keys and bolted.

In the kitchen the boys were silently cleaning up (because Taylor was viciously particular about the kitchen being spotless before anyone went to bed), sleeves rolled high, moving like automatons. Plates clinked softly, the sponge scraped, water ran. They looked up when he burst through, hair still damp, shirt half-tucked, eyes shining with something feverish.

Jonathan opened his mouth, closed it again.

Nathan didn’t even slow down.

“I have to go,” he muttered, already at the door.

Jonathan managed a stunned, “It’s okay, Dad. Go. We know.”

Nathan didn’t answer. Didn’t look back. The door shut behind him with a soft, final click.

In the car he floored it through empty streets, windows down, city lights streaking across wet eyes. Every complaint his sons had hurled at him, every accusation, every truth, evaporated the instant she had said those four words.

I just want you.

He didn’t care that it was Rich Carter’s penthouse. He didn’t care that it was almost midnight. He didn’t care that tomorrow the boys would still be angry and the accounts would still be frozen and the mansion would still be rubble.

Taylor wanted him.

That was air. That was blood. That was everything.

He pulled up to the private elevator, straightened his shirt one last time in the mirrored wall, smoothed his hair, wiped the last trace of tears from the corners of his eyes.

He looked at his reflection, took one trembling breath, and pressed the button.

The doors slid open.

He stepped inside and pressed the penthouse floor.

As the elevator rose, he closed his eyes and whispered the only prayer he had left.

Please let her still want me when I get there.

The elevator doors sighed open.

Tatiana was waiting.

White long-sleeve top so sheer it was basically a dare, nipples dark and proud against the fabric, midnight-blue leggings painted on every impossible curve. Auburn hair loose and messy, barefoot, red toes, that slow, wicked smile.

Nathan’s eyes betrayed him instantly, dropping straight to the heavy sway of her breasts before snapping up to her face. Blood slammed south so hard his knees nearly buckled.

Tatiana’s smile deepened. She knew.

“Look at you, sweetheart,” she purred, voice honey and razor blades. “Did we interrupt your bar mitzvah, or did you dress up just for us?”

Nathan opened his mouth. Nothing came out.

She stepped closer, breasts brushing the air between them. “We’re very casual here. As you can see.” A deliberate glance down at herself, then back up. “Don’t I look comfortable?”

His face was on fire. “Yes, ma’am. You look… absolutely wonderful.”

“Wonderful how?” She tilted her head, green eyes glittering.

He clutched the hem of his charcoal shirt like a lifeline. “Your face is radiant, you look so—”

“But you said I dressed nicely,” she cut in, stepping even closer. “Didn’t you?”

Nathan swallowed. “I… your shirt is perhaps a little transparent, so it’s… very nice—”

Tatiana threw her head back and laughed, rich and delighted, then cupped his burning cheek and kissed the corner of his mouth, soft and maternal and devastating.

“Come,” she whispered. “Taylor’s waiting.”

She turned and walked ahead, hips rolling, ass a hypnotic pendulum in those leggings. Nathan followed, half-hard and dizzy, through corridors of marble and money until the living room opened up like a private kingdom.

Rich Carter owned the corner of the massive sectional like it had been built for him alone.

Slate-grey plush robe open almost to the navel, thick belt barely knotted, silver chest hair on full display, one powerful arm stretched along the back of the sofa. The NBA game blared low on the eighty-five-inch screen. A bowl of roasted pecans sat on the ottoman, a cold beer sweating in his fist.

And on his lap, straddling him shamelessly, was Maddison.

Golden-blonde hair in wild waves, black-metallic micro-dress slipped off both shoulders, sheer enough that her nipples were dark coins beneath. One arm draped over the back of Rich’s neck, fingers constantly massaging the thick muscle there. The other hand alternated: feeding him a pecan from her fingertips, tipping the beer bottle to his lips when he wanted a drink, then sliding down to lazily stroke the dense silver hair on his chest, nails scraping through it like she was petting a lion who already belonged to her.

Rich didn’t look away from the screen.

“Reeves again,” he rumbled. “Kid’s unguardable. Clips let him walk? Dumbest move since they hired Lue.”

His eyes flicked up, finally noticing Nathan.

“Well, well. Mr. Bar Mitzvah.” He lifted one hand without shifting Maddison an inch. “How’s it goin’, buddy?”

Nathan crossed the room on autopilot and took the offered hand.

Rich’s grip was casual steel. Nathan’s knuckles crunched. Pain flared up his arm, but he didn’t dare pull away.

“Pretty well,” he managed, voice thin. “You?”

“Lakers up by one.” Rich released him, turned back to the game like the conversation was over.

Then Taylor was there.

She unfolded from the far end of the sectional like white fire, micro-romper clinging to every lethal curve, jet-black hair cascading to the small of her back, hazel eyes huge and glassy and fixed only on him.

She grabbed his hand, tugged him down beside her, and the instant his ass hit the cushion she was in his lap, knees on either side of his hips, arms looping around his neck.

“I missed you,” she whispered into his ear, breath trembling, lips brushing the shell. “I missed you so much.”

Then she was kissing him, deep, desperate, grateful, mouth soft and hungry, tasting of white wine and tears. Her fingers threaded through his hair, nails scraping his scalp, body pressing so tight he could feel her heartbeat hammering against his chest.

Nathan’s brain went blank. His hands found her waist on pure instinct, pulling her closer, drowning in the scent of her, the warmth, the impossible reality that Taylor, his Taylor, was clinging to him like he was the only solid thing in the world.

On screen, Luka buried another three.

Rich grunted approval. “There it is. Boy’s a cheat code.”

Taylor laughed softly against Nathan’s mouth, then turned her head just enough to call out, “He was fouled twice already, ref’s blind tonight.”

Rich gave a short, approving “Ok, ok” without looking away from the screen.

Maddison giggled, fed Rich another pecan from her fingertips, then tipped the beer bottle to his lips. Her other hand never stopped its slow, possessive massage at the nape of his neck.

Tatiana appeared as if summoned, gliding in with a silver tray: tiny espresso cups, warm miniature chocolate cakes dusted with gold leaf. She bent to set it on the low table, breasts swaying heavily under that criminal white top, nipples dark and obvious.

“There you go,” she said sweetly, straightening with a smile that cut straight to Nathan’s balls. “So tell me, Taylor… how does it feel?”

Taylor’s arms tightened around Nathan’s neck. She didn’t answer. Just buried her face in his shoulder and held on like he was the only thing keeping her from falling apart.

Nathan sat there (Taylor curled in his lap, kissing his jaw, feeding him sips of cold Chardonnay from her own glass, whispering “I missed you” like a prayer), and for one dizzy, golden moment he felt like the luckiest man alive.

Tatiana pulled a low, velvet-upholstered stool directly in front of them (close enough that her bare knees almost brushed Nathan’s), and settled with the lazy grace of a woman who owned every room she ever entered. The little circle was now sealed off from the rest of the penthouse: Rich and Maddison thirty feet away, lost in the glow of the game and each other, the blonde’s fingers still kneading the thick muscle at his nape, feeding him pecans, tipping beer to his lips like a pampered emperor.

Tatiana’s green eyes fixed on Taylor, soft and maternal and merciless.

“How’s my girl doing tonight?” she asked, voice honeyed, intimate, the same tone she once used when Taylor was still learning how to make a grown man cry with a single raised eyebrow.

Taylor’s answer came out strangled, a small choke in her throat.

“Quite… quite good. As good as it can be.”

Her lashes were wet. One tear trembled, clung, then slipped free.

Nathan felt it land warm on his neck. His arms tightened around her instinctively, thumb rising to brush the next tear from her cheek. She let him. She even leaned into the touch, small and trembling, like a child who had finally been allowed to be held.

Tatiana tilted her head. “Why are you crying, baby?”

Taylor laughed (a brittle, watery sound) and the motion squeezed more tears loose.

“Never mind me. I’m fine. Just… happy to see Nathan.”

Tatiana’s smile didn’t waver, but something dangerous flickered behind it.

“Don’t you dare lie to Mommy, little girl. You know better.”

Taylor tried another laugh. It broke halfway. The tears fell faster.

Nathan’s heart cracked open. He looked helplessly at Tatiana (his oldest confidante, his secret confessor, the only woman who had ever cradled his head against those impossible breasts while his life burned down around him). Tatiana met his eyes for a fraction of a second and gave the tiniest shake of her head: Stay quiet, sweetheart. This isn’t about you.

Taylor’s voice dropped to a whisper, raw and childish.

“I see Rich has a new girl. Good for him. I’m… happy for him.”

Then the dam broke. She buried her face in Nathan’s neck and sobbed (soft, hiccupping, heartbroken sounds that should never come from a girl who ruled three grown men with a lazy flick of her wrist).

Tatiana reached out, stroked Taylor’s hair like she was soothing a favourite pet.

“Rich is very particular about what he wants,” she murmured. “You know that, darling. Sometimes there are little things… choices… that make him lose interest.”

Taylor pulled back just enough to stare at her, eyes swollen, mascara smudged.

“What did I do?” A broken whisper. “I was such a good girl. I did everything he wanted.”

Tatiana’s perfectly shaped brow lifted.

“Everything?” A gentle, devastating smile. “Refusing the crib was a big one, sweetheart. He found that… disappointing.”

Taylor opened her mouth, closed it, fresh tears spilling.

“I wanted to,” she whimpered. “I just… I have a husband. I have to go home sometimes. I have to pretend—”

Tatiana’s fingers kept stroking, soothing, relentless.

“And pretending is exactly what he doesn’t want. If you want to be his good girl, you sleep cuffed in the crib. You wear what he chooses. You give up the last little piece of pride. That’s the price.”

Taylor’s whole body shook. She clung harder to Nathan, fingers digging into his shoulders like he was the only real thing left.

“I’m married,” she whispered, voice cracking. “I can’t just… disappear.”

Tatiana leaned in, voice soft as velvet, sharp as glass.

“Then you keep your wonderful husband,” she said, glancing at Nathan with fond amusement. “Cherish him. Feed him pistachios like the sweet little monkey he is. Love him. Because Rich doesn’t share, darling. And he doesn’t wait.”

Taylor went very still.

Nathan felt her heartbeat hammering against his chest, felt the tremor in her thighs where they straddled his. He smelled the salt of her tears, the wine on her breath, the faint jasmine of her hair.

And for the first time all night, the truth crashed over him like cold water.

She wasn’t clinging to him because she had chosen him.

She was clinging to him because the man she really wanted had just replaced her with a blonde who didn’t mind sleeping in a crib.

Taylor pressed her wet face into his neck again, body shaking with silent sobs.

Nathan held her (helpless, hard, heartbroken), and stared over her shoulder at the television where Rich laughed at something Maddison whispered, fed her a pecan from his own fingers, and never once looked their way.

Tatiana rose gracefully, tray empty, smile serene.

“Enjoy the rest of the game, children,” she said, and glided away.

The section ended there.

No more words.

Just the low roar of the crowd on the screen, the soft clink of Maddison’s laughter, and Taylor crying quietly in Nathan’s lap while the man she would have burned the world for watched basketball with someone else.

2 a.m. Jonathan’s rented apartment

The bedroom was almost completely dark, only the thin silver of city light slipping between the blinds and painting faint stripes across the bed.

Taylor lay in the exact centre, claiming the mattress like a throne. She wore that glistering rose-pink satin pajama set: a whisper-thin camisole with delicate black piping that skimmed the swell of her breasts and ended just beneath them, tiny matching shorts that barely covered the curve where thigh met ass, and a robe of the same liquid silk, open, useless, sliding off one golden shoulder. The fabric caught every shard of light and turned it into liquid rose-gold. She looked like a candy somebody had decided to unwrap very, very slowly.

Nathan was propped on his left elbow beside her, head resting in his hand, gazing down at the impossible creature who owned him. His right hand lay gently on the warm satin over her stomach, thumb tracing idle, worshipful circles.

Taylor stared at the ceiling, voice soft, almost shy (a tone he rarely heard).

“You saw me today… vulnerable. Crying like a little girl.” She swallowed. “Does it make you love me less? Do I seem… less attractive now?”

Nathan’s heart cracked wide open. He leaned down and brushed his lips against the corner of her mouth, reverent, trembling.

“God, no. I only love you more. When you were shaking in my lap, those naked shoulders quivering, tears falling on my neck… I’ve never felt closer to you. I wanted to wrap the whole world around you and keep you safe.”

Taylor turned her head on the pillow, hazel eyes searching his face, dimples flickering uncertainly.

“Are you sure it doesn’t kill my dominance over you?”

He smiled, helpless, adoring, cock already aching against the sheet.

“Dominance?” He laughed softly, wonderingly. “Baby, I don’t care if you’re the cruelest queen on earth or a broken little girl sobbing in my arms. I’m so in love with you it’s pathetic. You could be anything (dominant, submissive, goddess, wreck) and I’d still be on my knees. You’re the most attractive creature I’ve ever seen in my life. I’m completely, stupidly in awe of you.”

His cock was rock-hard now, straining, obvious. Taylor glanced down, saw the tent in his boxers, and her smile turned slow and wicked.

“I know,” she whispered, voice sliding back into that lazy, regal cruelty he lived for. “That’s why I keep you… my perfect little secret girlfriend.”

The word girlfriend hit him like a sweet slap.

He blinked, stunned, arousal and humiliation colliding in his chest.

“Girlfriend?” he repeated, voice cracking just a little. “I’m… I’m your husband. Your man.”

Taylor laughed (soft, fond, devastating).

“No, baby. You’re my girlfriend.”

He swallowed hard. “In… in what way?”

She rolled onto her side, facing him fully, silk sliding against silk, one bare leg hooking casually over his.

“For example, today… when Tatiana and I had our little girls’ talk (just the three of us girls, you, me, and Tatiana), I didn’t have to watch my words at all. I could talk freely about boys, about Rich, about everything. I didn’t have to pretend or censor myself just because you were sitting right there. I could say anything, describe anything, and I never once worried about hurting your fragile male ego. Because you’re not a threat, sweetheart. You’re my safe little girlfriend I can gossip with about real men.”

Nathan’s breath hitched. His cock pulsed so violently he had to bite back a groan.

“Really?” he asked, feeling every drop of blood in his body rush straight to his cock.

“Yeah,” she said, lazy and certain. “I mean, it’s not new to you—the rule we set together.”

“What rule?” he whispered.

She looked at him like it was the most obvious thing in the world.

“That if I decide to be intimate with Rich, you’re going to support it.”

She tilted her head, smile sharpening, eyes locked on his stunned, painfully aroused face.

“Isn’t that right?”

He could barely breathe.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he managed, voice shredded.

Taylor reached down, palmed the rigid length of his cock through his boxers, and gave one lazy, possessive squeeze that sent him straight to heaven.

Taylor kept staring at the ceiling, voice dreamy, almost conversational, as if she were gossiping with a girlfriend over iced coffee instead of dismantling her husband in the dark.

“You know I can talk to you exactly like I talk to Destiny. If I want to describe Rich’s cock (how big it is, how it feels), I don’t have to stop and apologise, don’t have to add ‘oh but yours is big too, baby, don’t worry.’ I can just say the truth.”

She turned her head, hazel eyes locking on his, checking he was listening.

“You understand what I mean?”

Nathan’s cock gave a helpless, painful throb. He managed a strangled nod.

Taylor’s gaze drifted back to the ceiling, satisfied.

“Because the story’s already over, sweetheart. You’re not the competition. You’re not even in the same league as Rich. When it’s soft it’s already thick, heavy… maybe six inches just hanging there. But when I take it in my little hand—” she made a slow squeezing motion in the air, “—it grows. And grows. Veins everywhere, head so fat I can’t wrap my lips around it no matter how wide I open. I have such a tiny mouth, Nathan… and still, when I just kiss the tip, it swells even more. Like it’s alive only for me.”

She reached over without looking and pinched his forearm lightly, playfully, to emphasise her point.

“And yet, even though my mouth is so small… when I kiss it, it gets thicker, longer… I swear it doubles. I feel like I control a monster.”

Her hand drifted down, pointed lazily between her own thighs.

“Lick my pussy.”

The command was so casual it stole his breath.

Nathan blinked, stunned. “Now? You want me to—”

“Yes, why not?” She lifted one brow, amused. “I’m describing things that turn me on. They turn you on too, because you’re a girl. When you hear about a real cock, you get this inevitable little hard-on. So come here.”

He lowered himself at once, trembling, and discovered the satin shorts had no panties beneath (just slick, swollen, perfect pink, already glistening). He buried his face with a broken moan.

Taylor kept talking above him, voice hitching with every slow lick.

“It’s such a massive thing… I swear it doubles in my hand. Do the math, baby. If it starts at six soft… how big do you think it gets hard?”

Nathan’s muffled voice, desperate to please: “I—I don’t know… twelve?”

She laughed, delighted. “I don’t want calculations. I just want you to say it. Say he has a big cock.”

Humiliation burned through him, delicious and scalding. His hips ground against the mattress.

“Well… I mean… he has a twelve-inch cock when it’s hard, so—”

“No.” Her fingers tightened in his hair. “No numbers. Just admit it. Say Rich has a big cock.”

His cock jerked so hard it hurt.

“Rich has a big cock,” he choked out, face soaked, grinding helplessly.

“But I have a big cock too, right?” he added in a pathetic whisper. “Better for your little pussy, more comfortable—”

Taylor ignored him completely, as if he’d spoken in another language.

She rolled her hips, riding his tongue.

“I love to jerk him off… just like in the observatory, remember that first time? Feeling all that power throb while he watches the game. And when he finally comes—” her breath caught, thighs tightening around his ears, “—the amount… God, Nathan, it’s like he’s never emptied before. Because he’s a real man.”

Nathan licked harder, tears mixing with her wetness, utterly lost.

She threaded her fingers tighter into his hair.

“Now do you know what happens when you rub it a lot?” she asked, playful, dangerous.

Nathan tried to surface, voice muffled against her slick heat.

“I—I’m not sure what you mean—”

She tugged his hair hard enough to sting.

“For goodness’ sake, Nathan. If you know, just say it.”

He could feel her annoyance crackling above him like static. Fear and arousal twisted in his gut.

“I believe… he… climaxes,” he whispered, face burning.

Taylor’s hips stilled.

“That’s it?” Her voice went flat. “Climaxes?”

She waited.

“You know the amount of semen he has?” she pressed, cruel curiosity sharpening every word.

“I know… I know he has a lot of semen,” he choked out, hips grinding helplessly against the mattress.

“Why?” One word, soft and lethal.

Nathan felt the humiliation flood him, hot and total. She was forcing him to say it aloud, forcing him to name his own inferiority while his tongue was buried in her.

He opened his mouth, searching for the words—

The slap came fast, her open palm cracking across his cheek as hard as she could reach from her position. It wasn’t brutal, but the sting bloomed instantly, shocking and perfect.

“You’re disappointing me,” she said, cold, quiet, devastating.

She rolled away from him in one fluid motion and dropped onto her stomach, face turned toward the pillow, body language shutting him out like a slammed door.

His chance to please her was evaporating.

“No—no, I’ll tell you, I swear I’ll tell you why he has so much semen—” Nathan blurted, voice cracking with panic.

Taylor didn’t even glance back.

“No. You will not tell me.” Her tone was pure ice. “You always make me say things twice. You never do it the first time I ask.”

Nathan’s heart hammered. “I’m telling you—he has lots of semen because he’s a real man. He’s a real man.”

She laughed (short, sharp, delighted at his capitulation) and lifted her hips just enough, reaching back with one lazy hand to hook her thumbs into the waistband of the satin shorts.

In one smooth tug she peeled them down, baring the perfect, golden curve of her ass completely (no panties, nothing left to the imagination). The shorts bunched just beneath the swell, framing her like a gift unwrapped for him alone. The sight stole his breath: flawless, round, impossibly smooth, the tiny pink star of her asshole suddenly right there, inches from his face.

She wiggled once, impatient.

“You know how to lick my anus, right?” she asked, casual as ordering coffee. “We’ve done it before?”

Nathan swallowed, face burning against the mattress.

“I… we did. I mean, before the marriage. Ever since we got married… I haven’t been inside you at all. And… this… not so much either.”

Taylor turned her head, cheek on the pillow, eyes glittering with cruel amusement.

“Not so much?” She repeated his words like they were the punchline of the century. “You mean never. For anything. Yeah. That’s correct. You will never fuck me. And you will never lick my ass again unless I decide to throw you a bone.”

She settled her hips higher, presenting herself fully.

“I’m letting you lick my ass now, and you better do it very, very fast, because I’m thinking about Rich and I want to cum while I’m thinking about Rich.”

Nathan’s voice cracked, small and desperate.

“But… what about me?”

Taylor’s laugh was low, wicked.

“You’re just an ass-licker, baby. That’s what you are. Ass-licker.”

He lowered his face at once, tongue tracing the warm, bare skin, circling, worshipping the tight, perfect ring she had just bared for him (and only him, tonight). The taste of her, the scent, the sheer humiliation of it—he was shaking.

She sighed, pleased, and kept talking, voice husky now.

“But sometimes I prefer when he really fucks me. You know what I mean? Not just handjobs or blowjobs. I like it when he puts me on my back—I’m so small compared to him—”

Nathan, face buried, mumbled against her skin, “You’re small even compared to me…”

Her whole body tensed.

“Why do you have to stuff yourself in the middle of my fantasy when I’m telling you I want to think about Rich and come thinking about Rich?”

Nathan froze.

“I—I’m sorry, I’ll be quiet—”

“No,” she snapped, “you will not be quiet. After I’m done with you, you’ll spend one full hour in the bathroom. Naked. As punishment. You hear me?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he whispered, voice trembling against her bare skin. “But of course.”

“Good. Now keep licking my ass.”

Nathan obeyed instantly, tongue tracing the warm, bare skin of her cheeks, then circling the tight, forbidden ring she had bared for him. The taste of her there (intimate, humiliating, absolute) flooded his mouth. His nose was buried between her perfect globes, every breath filled with her scent. His cock ground helplessly against the mattress, leaking, aching, while his tongue worshipped her rosebud with frantic, reverent strokes. The degradation of it burned through him: married nine months and this was the closest he had come to her body in all that time.

Taylor’s breathing turned ragged above him. Her hips lifted slightly, pressing back against his face, using him.

“God, Nathan… when he first pushes in…” Her voice trembled with memory. “I’m so tiny down there… and his cock is just monstrous. The head alone feels impossible. I have to breathe, have to force myself to open, because it’s so thick it burns at first. I’m dripping, I’m begging, and still it’s like trying to take something too big for my body.”

Nathan’s tongue kept moving, lapping at her asshole in desperate circles, the humiliation of servicing her most private place while she fantasised about another man searing his mind.

“But once he’s past that first ring… once my pussy finally gives and swallows him… everything changes. I get so wet it’s obscene. The stretch turns into this perfect, aching fullness. It doesn’t even matter how long he is. It’s the width. He’s so thick, so wide, it spreads me open like I’m being rebuilt around him. Every thrust drags against every wall, every nerve. I feel owned. I feel ruined. I feel perfect.”

Her hips rolled harder against his face, grinding her asshole on his tongue.

“Yes… Rich… oh fuck, Rich—”

She flipped suddenly onto her back, thighs splaying wide, one hand fisting his hair and yanking his face straight to her soaked pussy.

“Lick.”

She crushed him against her, hips bucking, using his mouth like a toy.

“Yes, Rich—fuck me—harder—harder—”

Nathan’s world narrowed to the taste of her, the pressure of her thighs clamping his skull, the sound of his wife screaming another man’s name while he serviced her like a forgotten appliance.

Rich. Rich. Rich.

Where was he in this picture? He was her husband. He paid for everything. He loved her more than breath. And yet here he was, tongue buried in her pussy, cock grinding the mattress raw, while she moaned for the man who didn’t even have to try.

The thought flashed, hot and shameful: Stand up. Say something. Take your dignity back.

But he didn’t. He never would. He licked harder, tears mixing with her wetness, because even this (being erased, being nothing) was the closest he would ever get to her again.

She came like the world was ending.

Her whole body seized, back arching off the bed, thighs clamping so violently his nose throbbed with real pain. A raw, animal scream tore from her throat (Rich’s name, over and over, until it broke into shattered sobs). Hot liquid flooded his mouth, his chin, his cheeks; she came in violent, pulsing waves, hips jerking, pussy clenching against his tongue again and again and again, each spasm harder than the last, until the scream fractured into helpless, blissful sobs.

She held him there through every shudder, grinding, riding the last shocks against his trapped face, until finally her legs fell open and her grip loosened.

Silence.

Nathan stayed exactly where she had left him: nose buried in her, tongue still inside, motionless, waiting (subservient, used, invisible). A perfect service object.

Taylor exhaled one long, satisfied sigh, stroked his hair once, almost tenderly, then let her hand fall away.

She rested.

He waited.

A hesitant knock sounded at the bedroom door (three soft taps, uncertain).

Taylor didn’t move.

Nathan lifted his head just enough to croak, “Yes?”

Austin’s voice, muffled and worried. “Everything okay in there?”

Taylor’s answer came instantly, cool and absolute.

“Yes, everything is fine. Get back to bed at once.”

The hallway went silent. Footsteps retreated.

Taylor’s eyes fluttered half-open, glowing with lazy satisfaction. She looked at Nathan (face still glistening, lips swollen) and burst into soft, delighted laughter.

“Now that was so good,” she sighed, biting her lower lip, eyes sparkling.

Nathan rose slowly from between her thighs, every muscle trembling, and crawled up the bed to meet her face. She was still giggling, radiant, cruel, perfect.

“Go wash your face, sweetheart,” she murmured, amused.

He stumbled to the bathroom on shaky legs, rinsed the taste of her from his mouth, splashed cold water on burning cheeks, stared at his own wrecked reflection for one stunned second, then hurried back.

She was propped on one elbow now, sheet barely covering her breasts, still laughing softly at the sight of him.

He slid in beside her, wrapped his arms around her, tried to kiss her mouth.

Taylor turned her head at the last second, offering only her cheek.

Deprived.

He swallowed, voice small and pleading.

“So… now, Taylor… would it be possible… that I… that I could climax too?”

Silence.

She didn’t even acknowledge the question. Her eyes were half-lidded, dreamy, a slow smile curving her lips as little aftershocks rippled through her.

“I can still feel the spasms,” she whispered, almost to herself, voice hushed with wonder. “Deep inside… my pussy keeps twitching… like it remembers him.”

Nathan’s cock throbbed painfully against her thigh.

“You still feel the spasms, Ma’am?” he echoed obediently, because that was what was expected of him, because that was all he was good for tonight.

“Yes,” she breathed, eyes fluttering closed, biting her lip in serene, selfish bliss. “Little waves… over and over…”

She drifted (content, satisfied, utterly replete), while Nathan lay beside her, elbow propped, head resting on his hand, watching the woman he worshipped more than God fall asleep with another man’s name still on her tongue.

He stayed awake a long time, tracing the rise and fall of her breathing with his eyes, feeling the ache in his untouched cock and the deeper ache in his chest.

And he loved her more than ever.

3 a.m. Jonathan's rented apartment

The room was perfectly still. Only the low hum of the city through the half-open window and the soft, even rhythm of Taylor’s breathing.

Nathan hadn’t moved in twenty minutes. He lay on his side, elbow propped, head resting in his hand, eyes tracing every line of her sleeping face like a man memorising scripture. The rose-pink satin had slipped off one shoulder entirely; her hair spilled across the pillow in a dark, glossy river; her lips were slightly parted, lashes casting faint shadows on golden cheeks. She looked impossibly young, impossibly serene, impossibly beautiful.

He asked himself (for the thousandth time) how it was possible to never grow tired of looking at her. What was it about the curve of a woman’s cheek, the bow of her mouth, the delicate fan of lashes that turned a man into a pilgrim who only wanted to stare and stare and stare until the end of time?

His own climax (still denied, still aching) felt distant, unimportant. Secondary.

What mattered (what made this night sacred) was that she was here. In his bed. In his arms. Content. Calm. Satisfied.

She could have gone to Rich. She could have driven across the city, slipped into that crib, let the cuffs click shut, become his little girl for the night. But she had chosen to come home. To him.

Gratitude swelled in Nathan’s chest until it hurt. He tilted his head back, eyes lifting to the darkened ceiling, and whispered (soundless at first, then aloud, reverent):

“Thank you, God. Thank you.”

Taylor’s lashes fluttered.

She opened her eyes (hazel, sleepy, luminous) and looked straight at him.

“Who are you talking to?” she murmured, voice husky with sleep.

Nathan’s heart stumbled.

“I… I was talking to God Almighty,” Nathan whispered, cheeks burning like a schoolboy caught praying.

Taylor didn’t acknowledge it. She just stared at the ceiling, voice suddenly small and cracked.

“You know… all of a sudden I’m overwhelmed with sadness.”

Nathan’s arms were around her in an instant, pulling her close, then easing back just enough to search her face.

“What sadness, baby? How can my princess be sad?”

She didn’t look at him.

“It’s Rich… well, Tatiana said it’s probably solvable, right? You were there. She said maybe he’s pulling away because I’m still holding on to my dignity. That he wants me in the crib at night, cuffed, naked… completely surrendered. And I didn’t give him that. So now he has Maddison instead. She’ll do anything.”

Nathan’s throat tightened. He tried to keep his voice gentle.

“Yes… well… there is a limit to how much you can sacrifice, right?”

Taylor’s gaze stayed fixed on the ceiling.

“If I wasn’t married,” she said, voice barely above a whisper, “I would have tried it. I would have gone all the way. I would have lived as his slave girl.”

The words hung in the air like smoke.

Nathan couldn’t breathe.

Taylor’s eyes welled up.

“Just think about it,” she continued, tears slipping free. “He’s playing with my soul. He brought that girl tonight (she’s not even as pretty as me, I know she’s not) and he touched her, let her touch him, right in front of me. So possessively. And I couldn’t do anything.”

She started crying (soft, broken sobs that tore Nathan apart).

He pulled her closer, kissed her temple.

“Don’t cry, baby. He knows you’re the most beautiful princess in the world.”

Taylor shook her head against his chest.

“The fact that he knows doesn’t help me. He’s doing this on purpose. He wants to break my heart. He’s breaking me into pieces. It’s been like this from the first minute (Shark Tank, the observatory). I’ve been chasing him ever since. I had to give him handjobs just to get him to look at me. I had to suck that thick cock, beg him to fuck me, beg him to use me… and even when he finally did, it hurt so much because he’s too big for my little pussy. You were right, Nathan. It doesn’t fit. But I wanted it anyway. I wanted to please him.”

Her voice cracked completely.

“He’s unattainable. He’s out of reach. And I’m dying for him.”

Silence settled between them (thick, heavy, aching, absolute).

Nathan knew exactly what she was doing. He could feel it in his bones: she was steering him, slow and deliberate, toward the one sentence she wanted to hear. She was painting the picture (the crib, the cuffs, the total surrender) and waiting for him to hand her the brush.

He kept his mouth shut. He would not say it. He was her husband, not her pimp.

Taylor’s tears slid sideways across her temples, disappearing into her hair.

“And it makes me sad…” she whispered to the ceiling.

She turned to him suddenly, eyes shimmering, voice soft and devastating.

“You’re my best friend, Nathan. My best girlfriend. More than a friend, even. Because real men (they always want something). They want to shove their cock inside me the second I open up. But with Destiny… and with you… I can just talk. I can be sad, I can cry, I can be a complete mess over another man, and you don’t try to fix it or fuck it away. You just listen.”

Nathan’s heart twisted (humiliation and honour braided so tight he couldn’t tell them apart).

“You’re the only one who’s ever seen me like this,” she continued, voice cracking. “Crying over a man. Miserable. And you still hold me.”

He swallowed, throat raw.

In his head the thoughts raced, frantic, rationalising, bargaining:

She’ll go to him. It will just be sex. Rich collects pretty girls like trophies (he bragged about his album, hundreds of them). Taylor will never be the last. When he’s done, when he discards her like the others, she’ll come back to me. Because I’m the one she cries to. I’m the one she trusts. Being her “best girlfriend” is still being her everything.

Before he could stop himself, the words spilled out (quiet, trembling, inevitable).

“I mean… if it would make you feel better… I don’t mind you sleeping in his crib. It doesn’t matter that much, right? You’re still my best friend. I’m still yours… right?”

The corner of her mouth lifted (just a flicker, a tiny, knowing smirk).

She didn’t answer. She didn’t jump to kiss him. She simply watched him, letting the silence stretch, letting him feel the hook sink deeper.

Nathan’s pulse hammered. He had walked straight into it and he knew it.

He tried again, voice cracking, desperate to fill the void.

“I—I mean, you don’t need my blessing. You can do whatever you want. Always could.”

Taylor finally turned to him fully, eyes luminous, voice soft as silk and sharp as glass.

“I know I can do whatever I want,” she murmured. “But you’re my husband. My little confidant. My sweet, sucking girlfriend who listens when I’m broken. You let me come screaming another man’s name and you still hold me after. That’s why, before I do something like this (something big), I need to know you want it too.”

She reached up, brushed a tear from his cheek with her thumb, and smiled (small, fond, merciless).

“So tell me again, baby… do you want it?”

He saw it the instant the trap closed.

One heartbeat he was the husband offering generous permission; the next, he was the man begging to be allowed to give it. She had flipped the board so smoothly he hadn’t even felt the table turn.

His heart slammed against his ribs.

“Taylor—”

“Yes?” Soft, neutral, waiting.

“This is… this is a big decision.” His voice cracked. “Do you… do you allow me to sleep on it? Just one night to think?”

She looked at him (those huge hazel eyes, still wet from earlier tears) and the answer came out flat, final, devastating in its politeness.

“Okay.”

Just that. One word. Cold as a slammed door.

He reached out instinctively, fingers trembling toward her cheek, needing to touch her hair, needing any scrap of warmth to prove they were still connected.

She moved his hand away before it made contact (gently, but unmistakably).

“Oh, we’re okay,” she said, voice like glass. “I said yes. But you’ve turned all cold and serious, and it’s… inconvenient. Surely you want me to mean it when I say something this big, right? You don’t want me just jumping to please you.”

Every syllable was perfect, reasonable, caring, and it flayed him alive.

He stammered, desperate, hating the whine in his own voice.

“I—I just want to be sure… that we’re still friends, still—”

“I said I don’t want to talk about it anymore.”

Her eyes filled again (genuine tears this time, or the best performance of her life; he couldn’t tell).

“I’m very tired, Nathan. Let me sleep. Tomorrow I’ll be able to think.”

She turned away, presenting the smooth satin of her back, the delicate line of her spine disappearing under rose-pink silk.

“Good night.”

The silence that followed was worse than any shouting.

Nathan lay on his back, staring at the dark ceiling, heart racing, mouth dry. He had asked for one night to think, and in return she had frozen him out completely. No touch. No reassurance. No warmth.

He had disappointed her.

The next day 10 a.m. - The Velvet Orchid – private spa, invitation only

Nathan stood at the reception desk feeling like a trespasser in a palace of flesh and money.

Everything was black marble shot through with gold, low amber light, the hush of wealth so thick it pressed against his eardrums. Behind the desk, a tiny Chinese-American receptionist in dove-grey silk scanned her tablet with perfect composure.

“Nathan Whitmore,” he said, voice cracking on the second syllable.

She didn’t blink. “Nathan Whitmore… ah. Tatiana Carter.” A warm, conspiratorial smile. “She expecting you. Please.”

A second woman appeared (petite, delicate, maybe five feet in her spa slippers, hair in a sleek black bun). She spoke maybe ten words of English total, but her smile was sunshine.

She took his hand (small, soft, firm) and tugged.

“Sawa,” she said brightly, already leading him down the corridor.

Nathan stumbled after her. “Sorry, sawa?”

She nodded enthusiastically, pushed open a door. “Sawa, sawa!”

Inside: a marble shower the size of a bedroom. He understood. Shower. Of course.

He stripped in seconds (shirt, trousers, boxers, socks). When he stepped out dripping, his clothes were gone. Vanished. Not folded, not waiting. Gone. The petite woman simply smiled, handed him a thick white robe and paper slippers like it happened every day, and gestured: follow.

He did (bare beneath the robe, heart hammering, cock already half-hard from the memory of Tatiana in that limousine two days ago: the latex, the impossible cleavage, the way her breasts had pressed against him when she held him, nipples visible, real, unforgivable). The images hadn’t left him since. They lived behind his eyelids now, permanent residents.

Corridors of teak and frosted glass. Through open doors he glimpsed the impossible: a Russian model getting diamond dust rolled across her cheekbones, a Saudi princess having her feet worshipped by two attendants, a famous actress face-down while four hands worked gold oil into her back.

Finally, a heavy sandalwood door.

The woman opened it, gave a tiny bow, and nudged him inside.

The room was womb-dark, lit only by flickering candles and the red glow of a salt wall. Cedar, ylang-ylang, warm skin.

In the centre: the massage table.

Tatiana lay face-down, completely naked except for a small white towel folded low across the swell of her ass (barely covering the cleft, riding up with every breath). A tall, sculpted African masseur (muscles gleaming with oil, hands huge and sure) worked her back in long, deep, possessive strokes. Every press drew a low, contented moan from her throat.

Nathan stood frozen just inside the door, robe suddenly feeling paper-thin, clutching the belt like it might save him.

Tatiana lifted her head, auburn hair tumbling loose, and smiled (warm, maternal, devastating).

“Nathan, sweetheart.” She extended one lazy hand without rising, fingers open.

He crossed the room like a man walking to the gallows, took her hand. She gave his a gentle squeeze (more greeting than handshake), then let it go.

“You wanted to talk to me, baby?”

The masseur never paused. His oiled hands slid down the perfect curve of her spine, thumbs pressing into the dimples just above the towel.

Tatiana turned her cheek on the cradle, eyes finding Nathan’s.

“Stand here,” she murmured, patting the spot beside the table, level with her shoulder. “So I can see my favourite boy.”

Nathan moved, legs trembling. The new position put him inches from her bare arm, her face, the slow glide of those powerful hands across her flawless skin. His cock (still tortured from Taylor’s games and now from the living memory of Tatiana’s breasts pressed against him in that limousine two days ago) stirred helplessly under the thin robe.

Tatiana’s smile softened, maternal and merciless.

“So… how was your first real day after the demolition, darling? Did you manage to settle in with the children? Is Jonathan’s little apartment big enough for all of you? Do you feel… comfortable?”

Her voice was pure velvet concern (while the masseur’s hands kneaded deeper, making her sigh with pleasure).

Nathan felt very uncomfortable because it wasn’t the private conversation he had imagined. The thing with Taylor was burning inside him like acid, and here she was asking about yesterday’s problems as if the world hadn’t tilted on its axis since.

He glanced nervously at the tall African masseur (muscles gleaming, hands gliding over Tatiana’s oiled skin) and lowered his voice.

“Well… Taylor insisted on spring cleaning. She’s very strict about cleanliness, you know that from before. The boys worked for hours, moving furniture, scrubbing… the apartment smells completely different now. And… no shoes inside, of course.”

Tatiana listened, cheek resting on her folded arms, eyes half-lidded with pleasure as Mambo’s strong hands kneaded deeper.

She raised one lazy hand (a tiny, regal gesture).

“This is not what you’re concerned about, is it, sweetheart?”

Nathan swallowed, shifting his weight from foot to foot. “No, ma’am.”

“So what is it, baby?” Tatiana asked, voice soft and coaxing. “What’s on your mind?”

Nathan’s gaze flicked desperately to Mambo (then back to Tatiana), his eyes wide, almost pleading, motioning with tiny jerks of his head toward the masseur: I can’t talk with him here.

Tatiana’s lips curved (slow, indulgent, maternal).

“Oh, don’t worry about Mambo here,” she murmured, reaching back to pat the masseur’s hand without looking. “Mambo doesn’t understand a word of English when I don’t want him to. Isn’t that right, darling?”

Mambo answered in perfect, amused English, deep voice rumbling with humour.

“Oh, absolutely, Miss Carter. Even if I did, I wouldn’t understand a word you’re saying.”

Tatiana and Mambo burst into warm, shared laughter (an old, private joke).

Nathan stood there like a schmuck, cheeks burning, not knowing where to look.

Tatiana’s eyes softened on him again.

“Okay, okay… Mambo, that will be all for now.”

Mambo gave a small bow, wiped his hands, and left the room without another word (unhurried, unbothered, vanishing as silently as a shadow).

Tatiana pushed herself up in one fluid motion. The tiny towel slipped away completely (forgotten, discarded). She sat on the edge of the table, legs crossed, breasts jutting forward proudly, shoulders rolling back in a luxurious stretch that made everything sway. Naked, golden, utterly unashamed.

The sight slammed into Nathan like a fist.

Oh God, no. Not more. Not again. He jerked his gaze away, cheeks burning, heart hammering. She’s doing this on purpose. She knows exactly what this does to a man (to any man, mammal, human being with blood in his veins) and she’s taunting me with that luscious, overripe body because she can. Because she enjoys watching me squirm.

She rose and walked the few steps to where her robe hung. The movement gave Nathan a merciless view of her ripe, heavy ass swaying with every step (big, tanned, perfect, built for rough, endless sex). It was the kind of ass that broke men without even trying. And she knew it. She had told him already on the first night, calm and clear, that he would never be the kind of man she allowed near it (he was just a humiliated, deprived, sexless errand boy in her eyes).

She slipped into the thick, fluffy white robe, cinched the belt with lazy expertise, and turned to him with a wide, maternal smile.

“You know, you arrived just when Mambo was about to fuck me,” she said lightly, her gaze flicking deliberately between his stunned face and the small, obvious tent now pressing against the front of his spa robe. “But never mind that, sweetheart. Come. We’ll find a nicer place to talk.”

She turned on her heel and led him out (bare feet silent on the warm wood, robe brushing her calves).

Nathan followed her down the dimly lit corridor, every step pure torture.

Under the loose, fluffy spa robe there was nothing (no boxers, no barrier, just his cock hanging free, burning hot, rigid as steel). The thick terry cloth brushed against the sensitive head with every movement, the uneven weave grazing the swollen crown like a teasing tongue. The friction was maddening: soft, rough, relentless. Heat pooled low in his gut, suffocating, inescapable. Pre-cum had already started to bead, smearing against the fabric, making the robe cling in damp patches.

He walked stiff-legged, trying not to thrust into the accidental strokes, trying not to groan. Yet another man (one more in an endless line) trailing after Tatiana Carter with a helpless, aching hard-on tenting the front of a borrowed robe. A hard-on no amount of willpower could prevent.

She knew. Of course she knew. She always knew.

And she never slowed her pace.

They entered a small, candlelit tea room (plush velvet sofas, low rosewood table, the faint scent of chamomile and honey drifting in the warm air).

Tatiana walked ahead, robe swaying, and just before she sat she glanced back over her shoulder (catching Nathan’s helpless stare glued to the lush curve of her body beneath the thin fabric). Her smile curved, slow and knowing.

“I trust you have nothing personal against chamomile tea?” she asked, voice honeyed, amused.

Before he could stammer an answer she patted the cushion right beside her.

“Sit, baby.”

He sat. Their thighs pressed together (robe against robe, her skin still radiating the heat of Mambo’s hands). The contact sent another helpless throb through his cock; the thick terry cloth grazed the bare, swollen head again, cruel and perfect.

Tatiana lifted two elegant fingers to the waiter.

“Two chamomile teas, please. The good one.”

Then she turned fully toward him (one arm draped along the back of the sofa, body angled close, robe parting just enough to reveal the smooth inner curve of one heavy breast). She smiled (soft, maternal, devastating) and said:

“I’m all ears, sweetheart. What’s really on your mind?”

Nathan echoed the question under his breath, buying time, then let out a shaky laugh that wasn’t a laugh at all.

“Taylor,” he said simply. “Always Taylor.”

Tatiana’s eyes warmed. “I noticed.”

“She’s… she’s toying with my soul,” he whispered, the words scraping out raw. “And it feels incredible and it’s killing me at the same time. I swear I’m losing my mind.”

Tatiana leaned in just a fraction (close enough for him to feel the heat radiating off her skin), but kept her hands to herself, giving him the rare, precious gift of pure listening.

“Tell me what happened, baby.”

He swallowed hard.

“It’s Rich. She’s… destroyed over him. The sadness coming off her last night… I’ve never seen her like that. And I’m terrified it’s not just physical anymore. It’s emotional. It’s everything.”

Tatiana gave a small, sympathetic hum. “Those two things usually travel together, darling.”

“She wants him so badly,” Nathan continued, voice cracking, “but something’s blocking her. You said yesterday (when we were at your place) that it might be the crib… that she refused to give up that last bit of dignity and sleep cuffed in it like he wants.”

Tatiana tilted her head, gentle but precise.

“I said it was a possibility,” Tatiana corrected softly, voice like velvet over steel. “I’m not inside Rich’s head.”

Nathan’s face was tight, eyes over-bright.

“She latched onto that,” he said, voice rough. “She started saying that if she became his little slave girl (sleeping where he wants, wearing what he wants), maybe then he’d finally choose her. She’s… she’s heartbroken, Tatiana. Seeing Maddison on his lap tonight tore her apart. I can’t stand watching her like this. I can’t live when she’s sad.”

Tatiana reached out, cupped his cheek with warm fingers.

“You’re such a good husband,” she murmured, thumb stroking his skin. “So kind to your wife.”

Nathan gave a bitter little laugh. “But here’s the thing… I’m starting to feel like she’s manipulating me.”

Tatiana’s brow lifted, amused but gentle.

“Well, who doesn’t, darling?” When he looked confused, she continued, maternal and matter-of-fact. “We’re social animals, Nathan. We say things, we do things, to get what we need. That’s not manipulation; that’s just being alive.”

He absorbed that, shoulders sagging. “Yes, ma’am… I suppose. It’s just—”

“Just that?” she prompted, voice soft.

“It’s just that sometimes I feel like a fool. Like she doesn’t really love me. I’m not in her league. Never was. She’s with me for the money, and now the money’s slipping away and—”

Tatiana’s fingers tightened slightly on his cheek.

“But you don’t have much left now, do you?”

He lowered his gaze. “I still have the business.”

“And yet she’s still here,” Tatiana pointed out, calm, relentless.

Nathan’s voice dropped to almost nothing. “That’s what terrifies me. That once the house is truly gone, once there’s nothing left to pay for… she’ll finally leave. I keep asking myself what she even sees in me anymore.”

Tatiana took his hand in both of hers, warm, reassuring, devastating.

“I’m no oracle, baby. I can’t see inside her head. But one thing I do know: you can’t cage another person. You can’t stop Taylor from being Taylor. She has needs (real, deep ones), and no matter how many locks you put on the door, she’ll find a way to feed them. Today it’s the crib. Tomorrow it will be something else.”

She sighed, leaned back, robe shifting to reveal more of that lethal curve.

“You came here tonight to ask if it’s all right for her to sleep in that crib,” she said gently. “And I’m telling you (for the sake of whatever you two still have), don’t block her. It’s unavoidable. Today it’s Rich. Tomorrow it could be another man.” A pause. “It could even be one of your sons. I’m sorry to say it so bluntly.”

Nathan’s breath caught. He stared at the floor, unable to meet her eyes.

Tatiana lifted his chin with two fingers, forcing him to look at her.

“She took your sons, didn’t she?” Tatiana asked (soft as a lullaby, sharp as a blade).

Nathan’s voice was barely air. “I… I don’t know. I don’t have proof. I don’t know.”

Tatiana cupped his cheek, thumb brushing away the wetness there.

“No matter what it is, Nathan,” she murmured, “the truth is you’re together. You love her. And right now she’s choosing to come home to you every night. That has to count for something.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he whispered, eyes pleading. “You’re so wise… but do you think… do you think she’ll stay?”

“I’m no oracle, baby.” Her fingers stroked his skin, warm, maternal, merciless. “I just follow my instincts. And my instinct says the kindest thing (for both of you) is to let her chase what she needs until she’s done chasing.”

Nathan’s tears spilled freely now.

“Just talking to you…” His voice cracked completely. “It’s such a release… you have no idea…”

Tatiana pulled him in, possessive and gentle, until his cheek rested inches from the heavy curve of her breasts beneath the robe.

“Shhh. Be a good, obedient boy for Mommy, yes?”

He clung to her, trembling. “You mean… for you?”

A low, melodic hum that sent molten heat straight to his trapped cock.

“Of course, darling. You’ll be the perfect husband for Taylor… but more importantly, you’ll be my sweet, faithful little puppy.”

“I want to,” he breathed, face pressed to the warmth of her. “I need to.”

“Good boy.”

Her hand drifted down, settled over the rigid length straining beneath his robe. She didn’t stroke (just held him there, palm cupping, fingers shaping the outline through thick terry cloth, claiming without granting). The pressure was exquisite torture.

“Now keep that for Taylor,” she said, voice velvet and steel.

He whimpered against her skin. “Mistress Tatiana… you’re mesmerising me…”

She gave one last, deliberate squeeze (enough to make him throb helplessly), then released him.

“Off you go,” she said, sadistic little smile blooming. “Go home. Tell your wife you want her to sleep in our crib. Be a very good boy and run along.”

Nathan rose on shaky legs, robe tented obscenely, subspace singing in his blood. He bent, kissed the back of her hand with desperate reverence, and stumbled toward the door (hard, aching, utterly owned).


$26,000

9:30 p.m., Jonathan’s rented apartment

The apartment smelled of garlic, rosemary, and something faintly sweet; Jonathan had seared chicken breasts in butter and white wine, then finished them with a quick pan sauce and a scattering of fresh thyme from Austin’s rooftop pots. There was a bowl of creamy polenta swirled with parmesan, another of roasted broccoli still bright green, and a small pitcher of the reduced sauce on the side. Simple, comforting food again, but different from last night’s omelette. Jonathan always cooked like a man trying to keep the world from tilting any further off its axis.

They were dressed again tonight: soft T-shirts, old sweatpants, bare feet on cool hardwood. No orders to strip. No gold mesh dress sweeping in at eight sharp. Taylor still wasn’t home, and the clock on the microwave now read 9:17 in cold blue digits.

Nathan’s phone lay face-up beside his plate exactly where it had been for the last hour. Screen dark. Volume on. No vibration. He hadn’t looked at it in almost four minutes, which was a new record.

The three of them ate in near silence until Jonathan set his fork down with deliberate care.

“Daddy,” he started, voice low and careful, the same tone he once used when he had to ask a superior for permission to speak freely. He glanced at Austin, who gave the tiniest nod of encouragement. “If it’s okay… Austin and I, we’d like to say something.”

Nathan lifted his eyes. They were bloodshot, ringed in bruise-coloured shadows, the eyes of a man who had slept maybe ninety minutes the night before. He nodded once, slow, like the motion hurt.

Jonathan swallowed. “Yesterday… what we said at this table… that wasn’t fair. We were angry, we were scared, and we unloaded all of it on you when you were already…” He searched for a word that wasn’t cruel. “When you were already carrying everything. We didn’t mean to hurt you like that. I’m sorry. We both are.”

Austin’s voice came softer, almost shy. “It was the worst possible moment to pile on. The house (our house) had just been turned into rubble the day before. You’d spent the whole night God-knows-where, and you came back looking like death. And we still decided that was the perfect time to kick you while you were down. That wasn’t right.”

Nathan stared at his plate for a long moment, then gave a small, tired shrug. “It’s okay,” he said, voice raspy, barely above a whisper. “I accept the apology.”

Another silence, gentler this time.

Jonathan drew a slow breath. “We see how much you love her, Dad. Like… really see it. The way you look at that phone. The way you flinch every time the elevator dings in the hall. It’s…” He glanced at Austin again, hunting for the right words. “It’s not weak. It’s huge. And we get it now.”

Austin leaned forward a little. “We’re infatuated with her too. Both of us. It’s not the same as what you feel; it’s not love like that; but we’re in it. Deep. And she…” He gave a tiny, helpless laugh. “She’s the best thing that ever happened to this family. Even when she’s tearing it apart, she’s still… the centre of everything.”

Jonathan nodded. “So when we see you sitting here, waiting, barely eating, jumping every time a car door slams downstairs… we get it. We’re not on the outside judging you anymore. We’re in the same boat. Just… different seats.”

Nathan’s hand moved toward the phone, stopped halfway, retreated to his lap. He smeared a little more butter on a corner of chicken that didn’t need it, eyes fixed on the plate.

Jonathan’s voice dropped even lower. “Even right now, while I’m talking, you’re wondering why she hasn’t texted. You’re counting the minutes, aren’t you?”

Nathan’s mouth twisted into something that might have been a smile if it had any life in it. He didn’t answer, but the answer was written in every line of his body.

Then the words came, quiet and cracked open, like he was confessing to a priest instead of his own sons.

“Yes. I love Taylor. I love her very much… for exactly what she is.” His voice shook. “I know she’s not… nice to me. Maybe not to either of you. But there’s something about her that drags me down to my knees and I can’t resist it. I’m addicted. Completely.”

Jonathan exhaled, slow and shaky. “Daddy… you have no idea. I feel the same thing. Exactly the same.” He rubbed the back of his neck, cheeks already burning red. “There’s this… power in her. She doesn’t even have to try. She just walks into a room and something inside me drops. I’ve never felt anything like it.”

Nathan nodded, small, exhausted, grateful. “Yes. I know exactly what you mean. Some girls… maybe one in a million… they have this combination. Extreme beauty and this… personality that just,” he laughed once, a broken sound, “that just kills you.”

His eyes filled. The tears came sudden and unstoppable, sliding down his cheeks and dripping onto the tablecloth. Austin was already moving, pressing a napkin into his father’s hand.

“Daddy…” Austin’s voice was gentle, almost reverent. “I’ve been reading about this. A lot. Middle-aged men who fall this hard… it’s rare. But the forums, the studies, whatever you want to call them; they all say the same thing.” He hesitated, then smiled, small and earnest. “You’re lucky. You’re actually lucky.”

Nathan let out a wet, incredulous laugh, wiping his face. “Do I look lucky to you?”

“You do,” Austin insisted. “Because most men just… drift. They marry someone safe, someone vanilla, and they stay out of inertia. That’s not love. That’s just not being brave enough to leave. But what you have with Taylor? That’s real. It’s insane and it hurts like hell, but it’s alive. You’re living a second adolescence, a second great romance. Most people never get even one.”

Nathan stared at his youngest son, stunned.

Jonathan’s hand settled on Nathan’s wrist, warm and steady. “It’s more than that,” he said quietly, face still flushed crimson. “At least for me. She’s… unearthing things I spent my whole life hiding.” He swallowed hard. “I’m submissive, Dad. Deep down. I always have been. I just buried it under uniforms and push-ups and pretending I was the toughest guy in the room. Taylor saw it in five seconds. And now I can’t put it back in the box.”

He risked a glance at Austin, then back to Nathan. “She turns me on in ways I didn’t know were possible. And I respect her; God, I respect her so much it scares me. That’s why I blush like a kid every time she looks at me. That’s why I drop to my knees the second she raises an eyebrow.”

Nathan bit his lip, eyes shining again, but this time the tears didn’t fall. He just nodded, slow and deep, like a man hearing his own secret spoken aloud for the first time.

“I know exactly what you mean, Jonathan,” he whispered. “I know exactly what you mean.”

The phone lit up with her face (that perfect, heart-shaped face framed by jet-black hair), and the world narrowed to a single point of light in the dark apartment.

Nathan’s chair scraped back so violently it almost tipped. He was already moving, phone clutched to his ear, the bedroom door banging shut behind him before either son could draw breath. He threw himself onto the bed fully clothed, on his back in the pitch black, heart hammering so hard he could feel it in his teeth.

“Taylor,” he breathed, the name half prayer, half sob.

“Hi, baby,” she answered, soft, a little sleepy, a little amused. “How are you?”

“Now that you’re calling?” His voice cracked wide open. “Much better. Much, much better.”

He was crying instantly, silently. Tears welled, spilled, ran sideways across his temples and into his ears because he was lying flat. He didn’t bother wiping them away.

“How are you, sweetheart?” he managed. “Really, how are you?”

A long pause. Then, small and sheepish: “I feel… idiotic.”

He swallowed hard. “Why? What happened?”

A tiny, embarrassed laugh. “Well… as you can probably guess, I’m in the crib.”

His heart lurched. “In the crib,” he repeated, reverent.

“Yeah… hands cuffed, the whole thing.” A soft rustle of satin, the faint metallic clink of steel. “Tatiana put me in this ridiculous baby-pink ruffled set, shorts so tiny they’re basically a suggestion, little bows everywhere, and told me to climb in. So here I am. Feeling like a total idiot.”

Nathan’s breath caught. “But… this is what you wanted, right?”

“Not exactly,” she said, the sweetness thinning just enough to remind him of the blade underneath. “I wouldn’t call it my idea.”

He tripped over himself to fix it. “Of course it was mine. I begged you. I’m sorry, baby—”

“Shh. It’s fine.” A small, tired exhale. “Anyway… Rich isn’t even here.”

Nathan blinked into the dark. “He’s… not?”

“Los Angeles. Flew out this morning.”

He couldn’t stop the question. “Then why are you in the crib if he’s—”

“I don’t know, Nathan, and you’re asking too many questions.” The whip-crack in her voice shut him up instantly.

A second later she continued, calmer, almost amused. “He’s got this girl waiting for him out there. Samantha.”

“Samantha…” The name tugged at his memory. “She was modeling for Vogue…”

“Was,” Taylor drew the word out like a purr. “Past tense. Now she’s just Rich’s little cuffed doll in the LA apartment. Spends her days on her knees waiting for him to come home.”

Nathan swallowed. “And her husband…?”

“A true cuckold,” Taylor laughed, bright and careless.

“Oh… you mean you know him?” Nathan asked.

“Tatiana told me. Everyone knows him. Founder of BLUSH Cosmetics.”

“Was,” she added before he could speak.

Nathan’s stomach dropped. “He… doesn’t own it anymore?”

“Nope. Rich does.”

A small pause. Then Nathan dared, voice barely above a whisper: “You’re thinking what I’m thinking, aren’t you?”

Taylor giggled, light and dismissive. “I’m not thinking. What’s there to think about?”

He hesitated, then pushed on. “Well… that one day you and I end up as the Boston version of Samantha and her subby-hubby, keeping the apartment spotless for the Carters.”

Taylor snorted. “In his dreams.”

“I’m quite rebellious, if you happen to know me,” she said, playful but with steel underneath. “The only reason I’m still in this stupid crib is because Tatiana chained my wrists to the bars before she left.”

“Jesus,” Nathan breathed, the word slipping out before he could stop it.

The image slammed into him like a fist: Tatiana, calm and maternal, leaning over the crib, clicking the cuffs shut around Taylor’s delicate wrists while Taylor pouted and obeyed. His cock stiffened instantly, traitorously hard. With a frantic little shove he yanked his sweatpants and briefs down to his knees, freeing himself completely, and wrapped his bare fist around his shaft. He started stroking (slow, guilty pulls) while Taylor’s voice still poured into his ear. Anything involving Tatiana was unbearably erotic to him, and he couldn’t stop.

He didn’t dare speak. Didn’t dare let even a breath betray that he was jerking himself raw to the thought of Tatiana owning her.

Finally he managed to force the words out, voice thick and shaking: “And… how do you feel about it?”

He prayed it sounded normal.

“It’s okay,” Taylor said, the shrug audible in her voice. “I don’t mind. I don’t really care. I guess it’s just entertainment for her, knowing I’m her little captive, her little girl, while she, the grown-up, gets to do whatever she wants.”

Nathan was so ashamed of himself. Here he was finally talking to Taylor, the love of his life, and just the mention of cruel, sadistic, domineering Tatiana (those heavy breasts swaying as she calmly cuffed Taylor away like a doll) set fire to every secret fantasy he had. His fist was already moving, frantic, desperate, and for one terrifying second he thought it was too late.

He froze, ripped his hand away from his cock, and prayed (actually prayed) that he wouldn’t come right there on his stomach. Any further touch, even the brush of fabric, would have finished him. His breath came in shallow, panicked bursts until the wave receded and he knew he’d escaped.

He swore to himself he wouldn’t touch again. Not while Taylor was on the line. He had to be careful, so careful. Tatiana had carved herself deep into his psyche, deeper than he ever wanted to admit. While his sons sat at the table praising his great love for Taylor, here he was, hard and leaking, secretly throbbing for another woman’s dominance.

His face flushed, hot and choking, as the shameful desire surged up his throat. He wanted it too. God help him, he wanted to be reduced by Tatiana just as thoroughly.

He coughed, throat dry. “Do you… do you think she’d ever let me visit? Just to see you? To spend a little time there in the penthouse?”

A soft, amused huff. “Darling, living here is no picnic. Tatiana is strict. Way stricter than me.”

His hand went straight to his cock again. He just couldn’t help it; he was helpless against the wave of arousal that was sweeping him.

“And besides,” Taylor went on, “to get you inside I’d have to beg.”

“Beg?” he echoed, voice cracking.

“Uh-huh. That’s the protocol. Servants don’t ask. Asking is for normal people. Servants beg.” A tiny laugh. “I’d have to strip completely naked, no watch, no phone, lie flat on the marble, and suck her toes while I plead for mercy.”

“Goodness,” Nathan whispered, yanking his hand away from his cock as if it burned.

“Goodness indeed,” Taylor repeated, mock-prim. “I guess I’m not that submissive. I still have my pride.”

“Yes, Taylor,” he said instantly, reverent. “You’re not.”

She giggled, bright and careless, the sound he lived for. “You know, it’s so good talking to you. You really are the sunshine of my day.”

“You too, sweetie,” he breathed, clinging to the phone like a lifeline.

“That’s why I love you so much,” she murmured, almost to herself. “That’s why I called. Because I knew you’d listen. You’re such a perfect cuckold subby-hubby.”

“Yes, Taylor,” he whispered, addicted to every syllable.

“So… when are you coming home?” he asked, tentative.

“I don’t know. It doesn’t depend on me anymore. I’m cuffed here, and if I ask for anything Tatiana gets angry…”

“It’s okay, whatever you decide,” he rushed. “Just—if you’re not happy, tell me. I want you to have the best life can give you.”

“I know,” she said softly. “But it all depends on Rich now. Whether he even notices I’m in his crib. He’s got other apartments, other women, his mother in Montreal, his daughter in Munich… nobody knows his schedule. He works, too.”

A short silence.

“We’ll see,” she said. Then, suddenly hushed: “Wait—Tatiana’s coming. Gotta go.”

Click.

The line went dead.

Nathan lay on his back in the dark, sweatpants shoved down to his knees, cock rigid against his stomach, slick at the tip, pulsing with every heartbeat.

He tried to breathe. He tried to feel guilty. He failed at both.

The conversation replayed in broken flashes: Taylor’s bored little shrug, the clink of cuffs, the way she had said Tatiana chained my wrists to the bars like it was nothing. And underneath it all, the image that had nearly finished him: Tatiana, calm and maternal, leaning over the crib, those heavy breasts swaying beneath the open robe, clicking the steel shut around Taylor’s wrists while Taylor pouted and obeyed.

His hand moved on its own, slow, guilty circles around the head.

But the thought that truly haunted him (the one that had followed him all day, through meetings, through meals he barely tasted, through every ordinary moment) was Mambo.

He had tried to erase it. Driving to the office, eating lunch, talking on conference calls—he kept seeing it: the thick, unmistakable ridge under Mambo’s white towel, the way it had pressed forward like a heavy rod, impossible to ignore. He had glanced for only a second, praying no one noticed, but when he dared raise his eyes Mambo had been looking right at him, a faint, knowing smile on his lips. The masseur knew exactly what Nathan had been staring at.

Nathan had told himself a hundred times: I’m not thinking about cocks. It’s just… Taylor said I’m her girlfriend now. She talks about Rich’s cock all the time, describes it in detail. That’s why it’s stuck in my head. That’s all.

But the lie crumbled the moment he inhaled the faint leather-and-foot warmth from Taylor’s discarded flat.

Because it wasn’t Rich’s cock he kept seeing.

It was Mambo’s.

He pictured the towel dropping. Mambo’s cock sprang free (thick, dark, impossibly heavy, the head already glistening, veins standing proud along the shaft, the whole thing so large it looked almost obscene in the candlelight). Nathan’s breath caught in his throat.

Then Mambo reached down, picked up the tiny white towel that had barely covered Tatiana’s ass, and draped it over his own erection like a careless afterthought (as if hanging a washcloth to dry). The scrap of fabric was laughably small against that monstrous length, barely covering half, the head still peeking out, defiant.

Tatiana flipped onto her back with fluid grace, legs parting wide, eyes half-lidded with that same calm, maternal smile. She didn’t look at Nathan. She didn’t need to.

Mambo climbed onto the table, positioned himself between her thighs, the towel sliding off and falling to the floor.

Nathan knew he wasn’t allowed to watch this. This was for adults. This was for real men with real cocks. He was just the little boy with the cute wee-wee who had interrupted. In his mind Tatiana’s voice floated in, soft and kind: “Run along now, sweetheart. Mommy will be with you in a little while.”

The fantasy cut him out completely. He was already outside the door, waiting in the tea room like a good puppy, while inside Tatiana took every thick inch with those low, contented moans he had heard through the wall.

His hand tightened on his own cock, stroking faster, ashamed and harder than ever.

Because even in his dreams he knew the truth: he wasn’t allowed to see it. He wasn’t built for it. He was the child who got sent away so the grown-ups could play.

The fantasy shifted (relief, almost). Tatiana finished with Mambo, skin glowing, satisfied in a way Nathan could never manage. She slipped into her robe, walked out to the tea room where he waited, and sat beside him on the velvet sofa. That devastating maternal smile. Her elegant hand sliding beneath his towel. Warm fingers wrapping around his aching cock (no fabric, no mercy). She stroked once, slow and possessive, thumb smearing the pre-cum over the head. “Good boy,” she whispered, maternal and cruel. “So hard for Mommy. You’ve been such a patient little puppy.”

In the fantasy she pumped him deliberately, the way a woman strokes a pet she owns completely. Her heavy breasts pressed against his chest, nipples hard through the open robe. Every downward pull dragged a helpless whimper from his throat.

He was close. So close it scared him.

She never let him inside her (never that). Just her hand, steady and merciless, working him while she watched his face with that calm, amused smile.

“Come for Mommy,” she whispered in the fantasy, voice velvet and steel.

And he did.

Nathan’s hips jerked off the mattress. He bit down on his forearm to muffle the broken sound that tore out of him as he came harder than he could remember (thick, endless pulses spilling over his fist, his stomach, the sheets). The orgasm rolled through him in brutal waves, each one dragged out by the image of Tatiana’s elegant fingers wrapped around him, milking every drop while she praised him in that soft, devastating voice.

He had been deprived for so long, always postponing, always edging, always stopping himself in frantic hope that Taylor would finally say yes, that she would spread her legs for him again and let him inside her.

And the woman who owned the hand in his fantasy would never, ever touch him in real life.

Five minutes later the fire was gone.

The last pulse had left his cock soft and wet against his stomach, the slick cooling fast. The frantic heat that had ruled him (Tatiana’s imagined hand, her calm voice, the cuffs, the crib) simply vanished, swept away like smoke through an open window. His erection wilted, shrank, disappeared. No trace of arousal remained, only a sudden, bone-deep chill.

Nathan pulled his briefs and sweatpants up with trembling fingers, dragged the duvet over himself, then another blanket on top because it still wasn’t enough. He curled into a tight ball, teeth almost chattering, and felt the truth rise up clean and merciless now that lust no longer clouded it.

Taylor.

Not the sex. Not the games. Not the cage or the cuffs or the billionaire who might or might not ever look at her again.

Just Taylor.

He missed her the way a drowning man misses air. He missed her bare feet padding across the apartment floor, the weight of her head on his chest when she finally crawled into bed at four in the morning, the way she sometimes whispered “love you, baby” in her sleep and meant it for half a second before she rolled away. He missed cooking for her, missed kneeling to paint her toenails, missed the casual brush of her fingers through his hair when she walked past his chair.

He would scrub floors on all fours for the rest of his life if it meant she came home and let him hold her. He would hand her to Rich on a silver platter, carry the crib himself, pay every bill until the last cent was gone, if it made her eyes light up again.

He wanted her happy (truly, desperately happy), even if her happiness lived three hundred miles away in a penthouse crib with another man’s name on the lock.

But God, he wanted her home.

The longing was physical: a hollow ache behind his ribs, a weight on his sternum, a cold that blankets couldn’t touch. He pressed his face into the pillow that still smelled faintly of her shampoo and let the tears come again (quiet, adult tears this time, not the frantic ones of minutes ago).

He loved her. Not the version that denied him, not the version that laughed while his sons cleaned in their underwear, not even the version that came screaming Rich’s name on his tongue.

He loved Taylor. The impossible, untouchable, eighteen-year-old storm who had taken everything and somehow, in the ruins, become the only thing he needed to breathe.

And right now she was cuffed to a crib in another man’s bedroom, waiting for a man who might never come.

Nathan curled tighter under the blankets, shivering, and whispered into the dark the only prayer he had left.

“Please come home, baby. Please just come home.”

4 Days Later, 10 a.m. Jonathan’s Rented Apartment

Four days.

Ninety-six hours without a single sign of life. No text, no emoji, no “still breathing,” no “good-night, baby.” The phone had become a flat, dead stone in his hand. Every time it lit up with a work e-mail or a calendar reminder he felt the same nauseating lurch, followed by the same hollow crash when it wasn’t her name on the screen.

He hadn’t slept more than forty minutes at a stretch. He would drift off, then jerk awake gasping because in the dream she was already gone forever. The apartment felt too big and too small at the same time. Jonathan and Austin moved around him like ghosts, speaking in soft voices, leaving plates of food he barely touched. He lost six pounds in four days; his cheeks looked sharp, his eyes sunken, the skin under them the colour of old bruises.

Food tasted like nothing. Water tasted like nothing. The only thing that still had flavour was the panic at the back of his throat.

He kept seeing flashes of her everywhere: Taylor padding barefoot to the fridge in one of his old T-shirts. Taylor curled against his chest at 4 a.m., warm and smelling of someone else, still letting him be the big spoon. Taylor’s fingers idly tracing circles on his forearm while she scrolled her phone and ignored him. All of it gone. All of it possibly gone forever.

He understood, with perfect, brutal clarity, what he had done. By telling her “stay in the crib as long as you need,” he had handed her the exit ticket. Tatiana’s calm, velvet words echoed on an endless loop: you can’t cage another person… let her chase what she needs. He had let her go. And now she was gone.

He kept picturing the rest of his life without her. Waking up in that rented bedroom for the next forty years. The silence where her laugh used to be. The cold side of the bed that would never be warm again. He pictured holidays, birthdays, ordinary Tuesdays, all of them empty because the centre of gravity had walked out the door and never looked back.

He wasn’t angry. He wasn’t even jealous anymore. He was just bleeding.

And then, at 10:03 a.m. on the fourth day, in the middle of a conference room full of investors and patent lawyers, his phone buzzed once on the table.

Taylor.

One line: I want you over here. Now.

The room went still. Eight faces turned toward him as he stood up so fast his chair rolled back and crashed into the wall. He didn’t apologise. He didn’t explain. He simply left (phone clutched in his fist, tie flapping, jacket forgotten on the chair).

He ran.

Down twenty-three floors, through the lobby, into the parking garage. He drove like a maniac (running red lights, horn blaring, heart trying to punch through his ribs). Traffic was a snarl of brake lights and horns, but he didn’t feel it. He was nothing but forward motion, a missile aimed at the only coordinates that still mattered.

The elevator in the Carter building took a thousand years. He stood alone in the mirrored box, chest heaving, staring at the wreck of a man staring back: unshaven, wild-eyed, shirt damp with cold sweat. Over and over, like a heartbeat, the same four words hammered inside his skull:

Please don’t be done with me. Please don’t be done with me. Please don’t be done with me.

The car slowed. The soft chime. The doors slid open with a whisper.

And there she was.

Taylor was waiting.

She stood alone in the vast marble foyer, barefoot, perfectly still.

Jet-black hair drawn into a severe, low knot at the nape of her neck (not a single strand out of place). A plain black maid’s dress, high-necked, long-sleeved, the white collar and cuffs crisp as paper. A narrow white apron tied tight around her waist. Her hands rested in front of her, joined by a short length of dull, age-darkened chain (eight inches of play, no more). The links caught the morning light like old iron.

But her face (God, her face) was pure sunshine.

Hazel eyes shining, lips parted in a smile so bright it hurt to look at.

“Nathan,” she breathed, and the chain gave a soft metallic clink as she took one eager step toward him.

He dropped his keys. They rang out on the marble like a gunshot.

Two strides and he had her (arms crushing her to his chest, lifting her clear off the floor). She rose on tiptoe, wrists trapped between them, face buried in his neck, breathing him in like he was oxygen. He felt the cool chain against his shirt, the frantic beat of her heart against his ribs.

“I missed you,” he rasped, voice breaking. “I missed you so much, baby, I missed you—”

“I missed you too,” she whispered into his skin, lips brushing his throat. “So much.”

He set her down only to cup her face, thumbs stroking her cheeks, terrified she would vanish. She leaned into his palms and kissed him (slow, open, hungry). The chain chimed softly between their bodies.

When they pulled apart she was still smiling, radiant, eighteen, impossible.

She turned (the chain forcing her to move carefully) and started walking deeper into the penthouse. From time to time she glanced back over her shoulder, eyes bright, making sure he was following. Sunlight poured through floor-to-ceiling windows, turning the endless rooms into rivers of gold. Every surface gleamed; the air smelled faintly of lemon polish and orchids.

He trailed behind her, dazed, drinking in the sight of her in that severe dress (the way the crisp black fabric shifted over her hips when she walked, the soft rattle of the chain marking each careful step across the endless sunlit marble).

They had already crossed half the penthouse (past the living room, the gallery hallway, the glass-walled winter garden) when he finally found his voice.

“Where… where are the Carters?” he asked, the words coming out rough, almost afraid of the answer.

Taylor stopped, turned fully to him, sunlight pouring over her shoulders. Her smile was slow, radiant, a little wicked.

“Out,” she said simply, stepping close again. “Rich is crazy busy (some board thing across town). Tatiana’s at a charity lunch or whatever.” She tilted her head, hazel eyes sparkling. “It’s just us, baby. The whole huge penthouse… completely alone.”

She stopped in the middle of the huge living room, turned fully to him, and the smile faltered just a little.

“Where’s my Princess?” she asked first, voice soft but edged with real concern. “How is my baby doing? Is she eating okay? Did she miss Mommy?”

Nathan swallowed, the question landing like a quiet slap. “She’s… fine. She’s been sleeping on the couch. We’re not allowed to move her.”

Taylor’s eyes warmed instantly. “Good boy for remembering the rules.” Then, only then, did she really look at him.

“Your face is sunken,” she said, worry flickering across her features. “You don’t want to eat something?”

He swallowed again. “I… haven’t eaten in four days.”

Her eyes widened, genuine concern flooding them. “Oh my poor boy,” she whispered, voice soft and maternal. “Come.”

She headed toward the enormous open kitchen, chain clinking softly, glancing back once more to be sure he was still there.

He followed, heart so full it hurt.

“I’m so happy you’re here,” she said, voice light and warm, and the penthouse suddenly felt like the safest place on earth.

She moved around the huge kitchen like she belonged there, chain clinking softly with every step, opening the Sub-Zero, pulling out containers, sliding things into the microwave. Avocado, sourdough, smoked salmon, little dishes of berries, a bowl of soft-boiled eggs still warm. She set them on the small breakfast table one by one.

From the moment she set the plates down she simply slid onto his lap, chain clinking softly, thighs warm across his, one arm looped around his neck for balance while the other kept feeding him (avocado toast torn into pieces, smoked salmon folded onto the bread, berries placed straight onto his tongue).

Nathan ate like a starving man, mouth full, eyes locked on her face, hands resting on her waist because touching her was the only thing keeping him upright.

He swallowed hard, finally able to speak. “You’re… still sleeping in the crib?” he asked, voice hoarse from disuse and emotion.

She nodded, bright, unbothered. “Every night.”

He glanced at the severe black dress, the crisp apron. “And… this is what you wear to bed?”

Taylor laughed, soft and fond. “God, no. When it’s bedtime they put me in this tiny baby-doll thing which they call ‘fuck-me uniform.’”

His stomach flipped, but he kept his voice gentle. “Who is ‘they’?”

“Rich and Tatiana,” she said, popping a berry into his mouth. “But Rich is crazy busy, so most of my day-to-day interaction is with Tatiana.”

Nathan chewed slowly, trying to keep the tremor out of his words. “And how’s Tatiana… Do you guys get along okay?”

Taylor shrugged, the movement shifting her weight deliciously on his lap. She leaned in until her lips almost brushed his ear, her breath warm, voice dropping to that low, melodic whisper that always turned his knees to water.

“She’s intense,” she murmured, the words curling against his skin. “Super strict. Has all these little rules she loves to enforce.” A tiny, private laugh vibrated against his neck. “Everything has to be spotless. Every morning she makes me do a little light cleaning… just enough to remind me exactly where my place is.”

She let the sentence linger there, soft and intimate, her lips grazing the shell of his ear with every hushed syllable, the chain resting cool across his forearm while her body stayed warm and pliant against his chest.

He swallowed again. “Cleaning?”

“Mm-hmm.” She traced idle circles on his wrist with one chained hand. “Nothing heavy. Just… dusting, mostly. She loves watching me walk around with one of those long ostrich-feather dusters.” She mimed the motion, hips swaying slightly, chain chiming. “Says it keeps me in the right headspace.”

Nathan’s pulse thudded in his ears. He knew she did the actual cleaning in the severe black maid dress she was wearing right now, but his mind (traitorous, desperate) instantly replaced it with the truth she had just confessed: the tiny silk baby-doll she wore for bed.

He saw it perfectly: Tatiana standing in the centre of the living room, elegant, fully clothed, arms folded, that calm, possessive smile on her face, while Taylor (stripped to almost nothing, chain chiming between her wrists) trailed the long ostrich-feather duster over every surface, hips swaying, breasts spilling from lace, every movement offered up for Tatiana’s quiet approval.

The real uniform was modest. The fantasy version was pure sin. And the fantasy was winning.

Finally he managed, voice barely steady, “So… is she bisexual or something?”

Taylor laughed, soft and airy, right against his ear. “God, no. She’s all about men. But servants?” She let the word drip like honey. “Servants are different. She loves them humble and obedient. Men especially. Though when a pretty girl like me is around… well, she’s not going to waste the view.”

She brushed her lips along his jaw, almost absent-mindedly. “She’s gentler with me than with the boys, though. Barely spanks me at all… anymore.”

Nathan’s breath stuttered. “Spanks you?”

“Mm-hmm.” A tiny, wicked smile curled against his skin. “Always finds some little flaw. A smudge on the mirror, a cushion out of place… anything. Then it’s straight over her knee.”

He swallowed hard. “And… you keep your clothes on?”

“Only for the first few,” she whispered, amused. “After that everything comes off. She says skin remembers lessons better.”

His cock surged against her thigh; there was no hiding it now.

“Do you…” His voice cracked. “Do you like it?”

Taylor pulled back just enough for him to see the faint flush on her cheeks, the honest little spark in her eyes. “I do,” she admitted, soft and wondering. “It stings, but then it turns into this deep, warm glow… and I feel so small, so perfectly in my place. It’s strange how good it feels to just… surrender.”

Nathan’s heart was pounding so hard he could barely hear himself ask, “And do you think you actually deserve it?”

She bit her lip, nodded slowly. “Yeah. I really do. At the beginning I fought her on everything. Now I try so hard to be good… and when I still earn it anyway?” A shy, secret smile. “It feels right. Like I’m exactly where I’m supposed to be.”

Nathan sat frozen, breathing ragged, cock aching against the weight of her, staring at the girl he loved more than life itself as she casually confessed that another woman regularly stripped her bare, put her over her knee, and spanked her until she felt warm and small and perfect.

All he could do was pull her closer and try not to lose himself completely.

When the last bite was gone, he set the fork down with a clink and looked at her, voice small.

“Taylor… these four days… did you miss me at all? Did you ever think about me, about sending even one message?”

She went very still on his lap, then leaned in until her lips brushed the shell of his ear, her voice a low, velvet confession.

“The truth?” she whispered. “I let go. Completely. I told myself I’d follow every urge, every instinct, every single drive inside me… and baby, none of them pointed to you.”

The words sliced straight through his chest, sharp and clean. His heart stuttered, breath catching on a silent sob.

But she cupped his face in her chained hands, thumbs stroking his wet cheeks, and kissed the corner of his mouth (soft, almost tender).

“That doesn’t mean I don’t love you,” she murmured against his lips. “I love you insanely. I love sitting right here on your lap, feeling you hard and helpless under me. You’re my perfect little pet, my sweet errand boy, my sexless best girlfriend… and I missed this.”

She slipped her index finger between his lips. “Suck,” she ordered, voice suddenly cool, amused. “Suck my finger, baby. Right now. Or you can get up and go home.”

His mouth opened on pure reflex. She pushed in to the second knuckle, slow and deliberate, watching his eyes glaze.

“Good,” she cooed, twisting the finger gently. “See how easy it is? Boys like you… the second you’re near me you turn into this. Look at you—sucking my finger like it’s the only thing keeping you alive.”

She laughed (low, delighted, cruel), right in his face. “Keep going, sucker. Don’t you dare stop.”

Humiliation burned through him, hot and perfect. His cock throbbed painfully against her thigh, trapped in his pants, leaking already.

“This is what happens to boys like you,” she whispered, eyes glittering. “You’ll do anything (anything) to stay close to me. Even suck my finger like a desperate little baby.”

He whimpered around her, tongue working obediently, cheeks hollow.

She slid her free hand down, cupped the rigid bulge in his trousers, squeezed once (hard). “My sexless errand boy,” she purred. “That’s all you are. Say it.”

He tried, garbled around her finger, drool shining at the corner of his mouth.

She pulled the finger out just long enough for him to gasp, “I’m— I’m your sexless errand boy—”

Back in it went. “Again.”

He repeated it, muffled and broken, while she stroked him through the fabric (slow, possessive, never enough).

She leaned in, replaced her finger with her tongue, and kissed him deep and filthy (owning his mouth the way she owned everything else). Her hand kept its lazy rhythm on his cock, thumb circling the wet spot blooming through his pants.

When she finally pulled away, a string of saliva still connecting their lips, she smiled like an angel.

“Stay right there, pet,” she said, sliding off his lap with liquid grace. “Mommy’s going to make coffee.”

She walked away, chain chiming, hips swaying under the modest maid dress, every inch the untouchable goddess who had just reduced him to a drooling, denied mess with nothing more than a finger and a few words.

Nathan sat trembling, cock aching, lips swollen, tasting her on his tongue, and knew (without a shred of doubt) that he would crawl through fire if she asked it.

When she returned with the two cups, she didn’t reclaim his lap. She simply pulled the chair right up against his, sat, and let her knee rest against his thigh (close enough to feel her heat, not close enough to give him what he needed).

Nathan’s hands shook a little. He had to know.

“Taylor… how are things with Rich?” he asked, voice low, careful.

She smiled, small and dreamy, stirring her coffee. “Good. Really good. He finally noticed me the way I wanted.”

His heart did a sick little flip. “So… you’re spending a lot of time together?”

She gave a tiny, almost shy shrug. “When he’s actually here, yes. But he’s in and out (meetings, calls, flying off somewhere). Most of the time I’m just… waiting.”

Nathan swallowed, throat dry. “And when he is with you… does he…?”

She knew exactly what he meant. Her smile faded into something quieter, almost puzzled. “That’s the weird part. He hasn’t been very… physical lately.”

The words landed like a blade between his ribs. Nathan’s breath caught. “You mean… even after you gave him everything, the crib, the waiting, all of it… he’s still holding back? Still playing with your soul?”

Taylor set her cup down, leaned in just enough that her chained hand brushed his wrist. Her voice dropped to that intimate, velvet whisper that always unravelled him.

“That’s what I thought at first,” she murmured. “That he was keeping me aching on purpose. But no… it’s not games this time. Something else is eating at him.”

“No,” she said quietly, “I don’t think he’s toying with me. He’s just… distracted. Something’s off. He’s tense, short-tempered. Not his usual self.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well… it’s a business thing,” she said, voice suddenly quieter.

Nathan let out a thin, nervous laugh that cracked halfway through. “Which business?”

She met his eyes, steady, almost gentle. “I really shouldn’t be talking to you about it.”

“No—no, tell me,” he blurted, panic clawing up his throat. “What business?”

She held his gaze a second longer, then sighed.

“Ours. The Mattapan project. Rich is fifty percent. I’m forty.” A tiny, deliberate pause. “You’re ten.”

His heart started hammering so hard he could hear it in his ears.

“What do you mean?” he whispered.

“Shhh, stop panicking,” she said, reaching over to rest a calming hand on his wrist. “It’s not as bad as it looks right now. Just listen.”

In his head the numbers were already collapsing—the mansion money, his life’s work, everything he had poured into that deal evaporating like smoke. Of course she was calm; she hadn’t spent thirty years earning it. For her it was just another game.

He was furious before she even opened her mouth again.

“Could you please just get to it?” he asked, voice shaking. “Tell me what the problem is.”

“Look at you,” she said, her voice still soft but edged with a faint, unmistakable irritation. “Everything else you take like a saint, but the moment it’s about money you fall apart like a little kid.”

“Taylor, please, honey… just tell me what’s going on.”

She drew a slow breath.

“Okay. Three days ago the Boston Landmarks Commission voted to designate the entire block a local historic district. It had been in the works for eighteen months. No one told us.”

Nathan’s hand flew to his forehead. “Oh my God…”

“Stop it,” she snapped, voice suddenly sharp. “Stop acting like a scared little girl and listen.”

“Okay, okay, I’m listening,” he whispered, whole body trembling now, visibly shaking.

She started again, clinical, as if reciting facts for a school report. “The building is a rare surviving 1890s triple-decker with original mahogany millwork and a façade that—”

“Okay, okay, no details!” he burst out, hands flying up. “I don’t need the brochure! Just—just let me say it once, tell me if I’m right.” He dragged in a ragged breath, stared at his shaking hands in his lap. “We were going to turn it into a beautiful boutique hotel. Now it’s a protected historic site we can’t touch. All our plans are dead. We own a piece of Boston history instead of a business. That’s it, right?”

He looked up, desperate for her to contradict him.

Her silence and the tiny, apologetic tilt of her head told him everything.

Then she tried, softly: “Rich says it’s only politics.”

Nathan barked a broken laugh.

“Politics.”

“Yes,” she pressed on, leaning forward. “Any exterior change needs full Commission review (eighteen to thirty-six months minimum), but Rich knows two voting members personally. He’s already talking to them. He’s almost certain he can get the designation modified or get the variances we need. It’s not over, baby. It’s just… delayed.”

This innocent girl was torturing him, absolutely torturing him, he thought, the words hammering inside his skull.

“Are you done?” he asked, voice raw.

“Pretty much,” she said quietly.

“Then ask Rich the only thing that matters.” His tone turned hard, almost a command. “How much is our asset worth right now?”

Taylor didn’t flinch. “I already did.”

She looked straight at him, eyes wide and deliberately sad.

“We put in Rich’s $1.3 million and my $1.3 million… $2.6 million on paper, right?”

He nodded once, stiff, the numbers mocking him as she parroted them back like a schoolgirl reciting homework.

“Right,” he echoed, bitter. “$1.3 million plus $1.3 million equals $2.6 million.”

She gave the tiniest, apologetic shrug.

“I asked him what it’s worth today.”

Nathan’s heart stopped.

“Ten percent,” she said, voice soft as silk. “$260,000.”

She let it land, watched his face collapse, putting on the saddest smile she could muster.

“What?” He shot to his feet, slamming both palms on the table so hard the cups rattled. “Do you even understand what that means?!”

“Shhh… honey, baby, please—”

“NO!” he roared, face crimson. “My share is ten percent—$26,000! Tell your Rich I want my money NOW! Cut the losses—cut them TODAY!”

He was shaking so violently the chair toppled behind him.

Taylor darted to the fridge, yanked out a bottle of cold water, and pressed it into his hands. “Can you please calm down for one second and listen to me?” she asked, voice low but firm. “Can you listen to a wise girl for once?”

A bitter, mocking half-smile twisted his mouth—he couldn’t help it; the idea of her giving financial advice almost made him laugh through the panic. He gulped the water, hands trembling, then forced a tight smile. “Yes, honey,” he said through clenched teeth. “I’m all ears.”

She folded her arms, eyes narrowing. “I hate when you get aggressive like this before you even hear the whole story.”

“But now I’m listening,” he repeated, voice thin and dangerous. “I’m all ears.”

“I’m invested four times what you are—forty percent—and I’m all in. I’m telling you it’s going to be fine.”

“Because?” he snapped.

“Because Rich personally knows two of the committee members. He’s been working them night and day.”

Nathan gave a bitter laugh. “Great. So while he’s saving the world, he still has zero sex drive, his cortisol is through the roof, and he’s terrified. Fantastic leadership.”

Taylor’s eyes flashed. “He’s not panicking like a little girl. He’s fixing it. He’s trying to save the investment.”

Nathan opened his mouth, ready to explode again, then caught himself. He saw the warning in her face—he’d gone too far. His voice dropped to a raw whisper.

“Listen… just listen to me carefully, Taylor.” He swallowed hard, the fight draining out of him. “I want my $26,000. That’s all. Really. You can have fifty percent—enjoy it. Life taught me something: when my bank account is down to $8,000, I’m done playing games.”

He thought he caught the ghost of a smirk on her lips (gone so fast he couldn’t be sure).

Taylor stood, walked calmly to one of the kitchen drawers, and pulled out a single sheet of paper and a pen already waiting beside it.

“As you wish,” she said, placing the amendment in front of him.

He stared at it, then at her. “What does it say?”

“Nothing complicated,” she answered, voice perfectly neutral. “You’re out. I move to fifty percent.”

Seeing the escape hatch (the chance to cut his losses and walk away with something) calmed the panic for half a second… until a colder fear rushed in.

“Taylor… honey,” he whispered, voice cracking, “I didn’t mean to explode like that. Please don’t pull away from me, okay?”

“I’m not pulling away, Nathan. We’re fine.”

“You’re suddenly so cold.”

“I’m not cold.”

He pushed back from the table, dropped to his knees in front of her, and pressed his lips to her knees through the black fabric. “I’m sorry,” he whispered against her skin. “I beg you—forgive me. I’m in pure survival mode. I’m terrified of what I’ll put on the table tomorrow.”

“Understood,” she said, crisp and curt.

“Taylor, please…”

She looked down at him, expression unreadable.

“Just sign the fucking contract, Nathan. Then everything will be fine.”

He dragged himself back into the chair, hands still shaking, and read every line under the heavy tick of the living-room clock. When he finally scrawled his name, he looked up.

Taylor was examining her perfect nails, calm, almost bored. Good sign.

“Done?” she asked without raising her eyes.

“Yes…”

She stood, took the page, folded it once, and slipped it back into the drawer.

“And… the $26,000?” he asked, voice small. “When do I—”

“Wow,” she cut in, already pulling out her phone, “it’s amazing that this is all you care about now. That this is what’s left of us.”

“Why are you saying that?” he started, but she lifted one finger (shh) and dialed.

“Daddy, hi… yes, he signed. He wants his money right now.” A pause, a soft laugh. “Okay, hold on.”

She was already walking, chain chiming, motioning for him to follow.

Nathan trailed after her through the vast penthouse until they reached the master bedroom. There it was: the crib. Not a baby crib—an adult cage, its polished wooden bars rising high enough that anyone inside would have to risk serious injury to climb out. Beautiful, elegant, and utterly inescapable.

Taylor went straight to a built-in cabinet beside the bed.

“The middle one?” she repeated into the phone. “Got it… wait, nothing in there… oh, below.”

She opened a lower panel. Stacks of cash (neat bricks of hundreds, each banded $10,000) spilled out in a soft avalanche. Dozens of them tumbled to the carpet; there simply wasn’t room for them all.

She pointed with her bare foot, motioning at the scattered piles.

“Pick two,” she said curtly.

Nathan dropped to his knees beneath her. From above came her sweetest, girlish voice on the phone: “Yes, Daddy… of course… but can I take one? For my nails? I told you I need them done properly and I’m too lazy to do it myself.” A playful giggle. “Right, Daddy.”

She ended the call, looked down at Nathan already rising with two stacks in his hands.

“Thank you, Daddy,” she chirped, cheerful as a child.

Then, to Nathan: “Pick one more. For me.”

He sank back to his knees to obey. The moment his fingers closed around the third brick, her bare foot pressed between his shoulder blades (gentle at first, then firm, then insistent), pushing his chest down until his forehead touched the cool marble.

Holding the three neat bricks of $10,000 in his trembling hands, Nathan found his face pressed to the cold, expensive floor, the faint scent of lemon polish and her skin flooding his nose.

A single, dizzy thought flashed through his mind: Thirty thousand? That’s… twenty for me, ten for her nails… but I’m supposed to get twenty-six… where’s the other six…?

“You didn’t thank me for solving your little problem,” she said, voice suddenly edged with ice, slicing the thought clean in half. “That was very rude, Nathan.”

“Thank you,” he whispered, voice thick, cock already stiffening against the marble beneath him.

“Is this how I taught you to thank me?” she asked, playful, the giggle floating down from above like champagne bubbles.

Her bare foot slid forward, settling right in front of his lips.

“Thank me properly,” she said, soft but absolute.

They were perfect (of course they were). Small, narrow, impossibly high-arched, the skin porcelain-pale on top, flushed the softest rose underneath. Every toe in perfect descending order, the second just a breath longer than the big toe, nails shaped into gentle squares and painted that crisp, glossy French white that always made his mouth water. A faint trace of her rose-vanilla lotion lingered, mixed with the clean warmth of her skin after walking barefoot all morning.

He lowered his mouth reverently, lips brushing the delicate curve of her arch, breathing her in like a drug.

“Thank you, Taylor,” he murmured against the silk of her foot, kissing the high, trembling instep over and over. “Thank you… thank you for solving it… thank you for taking care of me…”

She giggled above him, light and cruel and perfect, wiggling her toes so the glossy tips grazed his cheek.

His cock throbbed, painfully hard now, trapped against the marble. Deep down he knew (knew with perfect, humiliating clarity) that this had all been a trap: the tears, the sad eyes, the “historic disaster,” the neat little contract, the cash spilling like confetti. She had played him from the second she dialed “Daddy,” maybe from the second she let four days of silence gut him. She had dangled just enough fear to watch him scramble, to watch him beg to give away the last scrap of leverage he had left. Twenty thousand dollars handed over in seconds, while she casually pocketed another ten just for her nails.

And God, he loved it.

He was addicted (helplessly, hopelessly addicted) to the way she toyed with him, the way she stripped him bare with nothing more than a smile and the soft pressure of her foot on his neck. The worst part (the part that made his cock throb even harder against the cold floor even as his chest caved in) was how effortlessly she had done it. With a phone call, a sad smile, and the arch of one perfect foot.

She was richer now. He was poorer. And the difference between them had never felt so deliciously, achingly right.

He kissed her arch again, slower, reverent, tasting the faint salt of her skin.

“Thank you,” he whispered, voice cracking with something that felt disturbingly like gratitude.

Thank you for taking everything. Thank you for making me your perfect, willing sucker.

When he finished, she lifted his chin with the ball of her foot, forcing his gaze up the length of her body. She was laughing openly now, bright, delighted, merciless, eyes glittering with victory.

She knew. She knew she had just stripped him of everything with a few tears, a phone call, and a contract. She knew she had turned his $1.3 million into her fifty percent while he crawled away with twenty thousand dollars and a hard-on.

And she loved it.

The sight of her joy (pure, unfiltered, feminine triumph) hit him harder than any slap. His cock pulsed, thick and aching, trapped against his thigh. Twenty thousand dollars in his hands, ten thousand in hers for a manicure, and the rest (millions) now belonged to the girl giggling down at him.

It was then—before his brain could censor his heart—that the words slipped out.

“You… you fooled me,” he whispered, kneeling upright, offering the third $10,000 stack like sacred tribute.

Taylor plucked it from his fingers with casual grace. “Fooled you how?” she asked, voice dripping innocent confusion. “I don’t understand.” A soft giggle floated down from above.

“You know how,” he breathed, arousal flooding every syllable.

Her delicate foot settled on his face—cool, unmistakably feminine, unmistakably hers. The foot of the sexiest girl in college, the most beautiful woman in Boston. The pressure pinned him, but the cool silk of her skin, the lively flex of her arch, was pure intoxication.

“Maybe I know,” she teased, giggling again. “But I want to hear it from you. Tell me exactly how I fooled you.”

“It’s… it’s more than this, Mistress Taylor,” he managed, voice trembling with overwhelming, delicious defeat. “So much more. You defeated me—totally, utterly.”

He couldn’t understand why surrender tasted this sweet.

“More than this?” She echoed his words playfully. “Then explain it to me. All of it.”

“It didn’t start today,” he confessed, unconsciously grinding his trapped cock against the marble. “It started the day you tricked me into marrying you. And from that very first night… you never let me inside you. Not even once.”

“Wiggle that ass,” she commanded instinctively—no books, no training, just perfect predatory intuition. She felt him trying to still his desperate friction against the floor and pressed her foot harder, denying him even that small control.

“Take your clothes off.”

“But—Taylor, please,” he begged, voice cracking. “I’m too aroused. I’ll… I’ll fail.”

“I said take them off.” Her sole stayed firm on his face, giving no quarter.

With shaking hands he obeyed—tugging down trousers, sliding off underwear, shrugging away his shirt until he knelt completely naked, trembling, harder than he’d ever been in his life.

Suddenly the pressure lifted from his face. A moment later, her cool foot settled possessively on his bare ass.

“I don’t allow you to stop wiggling like the desperate little girl you are,” she said softly.

Nathan plunged deeper into subspace, the world narrowing to the sound of her voice and the delicate weight of her foot on his skin.

“Go on,” she prompted, impatient and amused. “Tell me how I tricked you. I don’t have all day.”

“Yes, Mistress Taylor,” he whimpered. “And then… with just a little pressure, you made me sell you the house—my mansion, years of blood and investment—for one single dollar.”

He opened his eyes to find her other foot hovering inches from his face.

“Well, you agreed to the deal,” she said lightly, then added with a smile in her voice, “Kiss.”

Nathan obeyed instantly, lips brushing the cool, silken instep while his hips kept wiggling against the marble like a serpent in heat. The humiliation flooded him, thick and sweet, drowning every last shred of pride. He told himself he didn’t care anymore—the pressure in his cock was unbearable, the edge of release so close he could taste it, yet utterly forbidden.

“God, you’re so sexy,” he heard himself groan against her skin.

“Why?” she asked, giggling with feigned innocence from high above.

“Because you defeated me,” he confessed, voice breaking. “I admit it—completely. Even now, with the house being demolished when I still owned ten percent… you stripped that away too.” Tears pricked his eyes. “This twenty thousand… it’s the last money I have in the world.”

“It’s an investment,” she teased. “Do you want your ten percent back?”

“No,” he whispered, horrified at the thought. “I know if I took it, something terrible would happen. I want to keep the money safe…”

“So you got it, silly.”

“But don’t you see?” His voice cracked with desperation. “If the investment succeeds, you’ll be filthy rich—millions richer—while I’m left with nothing. Twenty thousand dollars. I’ll be counting pennies, deciding between cottage cheese or beans for dinner, while you…”

“While I what?”

“While you just took ten thousand dollars for a manicure,” he finished, the words tasting like surrender.

“Are you complaining?” she asked, tone sharpening just enough to sting.

“No,” he said quickly. “It’s just… you’re richer than me now. You have real backing, you’re spoiled, entitled, you have everything—because you’re beautiful, sexy, untouchable. You get to enjoy life while I’m here, terrified to stop wiggling my ass on the floor like a pathetic girl.”

Taylor laughed, bright and delighted. “I want you to admit you signed away your last money for me.”

“I signed away my last money for you,” he repeated, cheeks burning scarlet with fresh, blazing shame—an entirely new layer of humiliation that made his cock twitch helplessly.

“I want you to admit I outsmarted you,” she giggled, flexing her foot against his lips.

“You outsmarted me,” he moaned. “Oh… oh God…” A warm bead of precum leaked from his tip, slicking the marble beneath him. “Mercy, please… you’re… you’re arousing me too much…”

“Admit that I’m richer than you,” she commanded, voice velvet over steel. “Admit that if the investment goes well, I’ll be vastly, filthily rich—while you’ve thrown away your last chance at money. Admit it.”

“I admit it,” he gasped. “I admit my total defeat. When we met I was the rich one—a millionaire. You were just an eighteen-year-old beautiful girl. Now… now you’re still the most beautiful woman alive, and you’ve drained me dry. You’re the one who’s filthy rich.”

“So true,” she laughed, bright and merciless. “And now admit that it turns you on.”

“Ohhhh—” The confession tore out of him like a sob. His entire body seized, hips jerking helplessly against the cold marble. “I think… I had an accid—”

“You better not,” she warned, sharp and dangerous.

“Now tell me you’re my sucker.”

“But you know I am,” he whimpered. “You know I’m completely, utterly your sucker—”

“I want to hear it.”

“I—” The word caught in his throat. “I am your su—”

The climax hit him like a freight train.

His vision whited out. Every muscle locked, then spasmed violently. A guttural, broken cry ripped from his chest as his cock pulsed again and again, thick ropes of release splattering the marble beneath him in hot, shameful bursts. The pleasure was savage—deeper and more devastating than any he’d ever known—crashing through him in endless, punishing waves until his arms gave out and he collapsed face-down, trembling, gasping, utterly spent. His mind floated in blank, exhausted bliss, every ounce of strength drained onto the cold floor along with his dignity.

From somewhere far above, her voice cut through the haze.

“Say it.”

“I am your sucker,” he rasped, voice raw and shaking. “I am. I’m your willing sucker.”

“And look what you’ve done,” she scolded, fingers twisting into his hair and yanking his head up.

She forced him to stare at the glistening puddle beneath him. “Just look.”

“I’m… I’m sorry,” he breathed, small and reverent, cheeks burning hotter than ever.

“After me,” she ordered, turning on her heel.

He scrambled after her on his knees, clutching the two remaining bricks of cash to his chest like a penitent offering. His spent cock throbbed with every humiliating shuffle across the marble while she glided ahead—free, radiant, rich, and laughing softly at the broken man trailing behind.

She stopped at a drawer, pulled out a thick black leather collar and matching leash. With a wicked, sparkling smile she buckled the collar around his neck—snug, heavy, unmistakably possessive—then clipped the leash to the front ring with a sharp, satisfying click.

“I don’t allow you to take this off,” she said, leaning in close, laughter dancing in her eyes as she met his gaze. “Not ever. Not even in the shower.”

Degradation couldn’t sink any lower, he thought, pulse roaring in his ears.

She kicked the two stacks of cash out of his hands. They skittered across the marble in opposite directions.

“Stop clutching them like your life depends on it,” she said, still laughing. “You’ll get them later.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he whispered, the title slipping out before he could stop it.

She arched a perfect brow. “Yes, that’s right. I always told you to call me Taylor… but after that little tantrum? Guess who’s the Ma’am now.”

Humiliation burned through him, hot and perfect. He was rock hard (achingly, shamefully hard) even as the last of his money lay scattered on the floor like trash. The thought that she had financially outplayed him (whether the story was true or not) only made the throb worse. Twenty thousand in his pocket, ten thousand for her nails, and the rest now hers. He was glad to be out of it, glad to be free of the stress, glad to be the fool who’d just handed a goddess everything she wanted.

She gave the leash a gentle tug.

“After me.”

She walked ahead of him, hips swaying under the severe black dress, holding the leash with lazy confidence (two fingers looped through the leather, as if it weighed nothing).

Nathan crawled.

At her calves he stayed, head level with the backs of her perfect knees, eyes fixed on the elegant lines of her legs (long, smooth, the muscles shifting under flawless skin with every unhurried step). The ultimate legs (the kind men dream about and never deserve).

Each time she moved, the hem of the dress brushed the tops of her thighs, revealing and hiding, revealing and hiding. He could smell her (warm skin, faint rose lotion, the intoxicating trace of her arousal from earlier). His cock dragged heavy and aching beneath him, swinging with every shuffle forward, leaking against his belly because crawling behind those legs, collared, owned, was the most erotic thing he had ever done.

She never looked back. She didn’t need to. The leash and the soft, rhythmic tug on his collar told her exactly where her puppy was.

At the front door she stopped.

“Wait here.”

She closed the glass door with a soft, decisive click, sealing him outside the penthouse like an abandoned pet.

Nathan remained on his knees, naked, collared, leash trailing uselessly across the cold marble. Through the transparent panel he watched her—unhurried, radiant—stroll back into the bedroom. She bent with lazy grace, scooped up the two scattered stacks of cash with delicate fingers, then gathered his discarded clothes in the same indifferent motion.

She returned to the door and opened it only a few inches—just wide enough for the bricks and the bundle of fabric to tumble through. They landed beside his knee with two dull, careless thuds.

“Go,” she said.

One word. Flat. Final.

The door closed again.

No laugh. No teasing “just kidding.” No final glance.

Nathan stayed frozen on his knees, leash dangling, thick leather collar snug around his throat, staring at the sealed glass as if it might open by sheer will.

Twenty thousand dollars lay on the floor beside him. Not twenty-six.

The missing six thousand suddenly screamed in his mind like a siren.

She hadn’t forgotten.

She had simply decided—even that small mercy was too generous for him.

The realization seared through him, hotter than the leather biting his neck, and he hated himself for the fresh, helpless throb of arousal that surged straight to his cock.

He waited.

Counted to ten. To thirty. To a hundred.

The door remained shut.

No buzz from his phone. No sound from inside the penthouse.

Only the low hum of the building and the sudden, crushing certainty that this might be the very last time he ever knelt outside this door.

With numb fingers he dressed—clothes wrinkled and smelling faintly of her. He tucked the two lonely bricks of cash into his pockets, the weight of twenty thousand dollars feeling suddenly obscene and pathetic.

The corridor felt a mile long.

The doors opened. He stepped in. They closed.

As the elevator began its descent, his mind spun in frantic circles, louder with every floor.

This is it. Something broke. She threw the money at my feet and walked away. The way she said “go”… like I was nothing. Like we were done.

But the collar. The collar was still tight around his throat. She buckled it herself, laughed in my face, told me never to take it off (not even in the shower). If I really meant nothing, why mark me like this? Why care what I wear when she’s not even looking?

She cares. She has to care. This is just another game. Hot, cold, hot, cold… she always comes back.

But what if this time the cold stays?

The elevator kept dropping.

Twenty thousand dollars in his hands. A leather collar locked around his neck. And no idea where he stood.

Wife? Pet? Ex-husband?

He stared at his reflection in the mirrored walls (collared, red-eyed, clutching two pathetic bricks of cash) and felt the question claw at his chest:

Is this the end… or just the longest, cruelest “cold” she’s ever played?

He had no answer.

The elevator hit the lobby with a soft chime and opened onto an empty, silent hall.

He stepped out, still wearing her collar, still carrying her money, still completely hers… and completely lost.


Three Minutes Late

After 4 days, 9:00 p.m., Jonathan’s rented apartment

Nathan had sworn to himself that if the phone stayed dark after four full days, he would make the call. Not to Taylor (never again to Taylor unless she commanded it), but to the one woman who still answered when broken men rang. The waiting had done its work: the ache for Taylor had not lessened, yet something else had risen alongside it, hot and shameful. Night after night he had pictured Tatiana (calm, voluptuous, forty-eight years of serene cruelty) bending his radiant young wife over her knee, lifting the hem of that severe little maid dress, bringing her heavy hand down again and again on Taylor’s perfect skin while Taylor whimpered and thanked her. The image would not leave him. Maternal authority, bare breasts spilling from sheer silk, the soft, inevitable slap of correction; it all twisted together until he was leaking and shaking in the dark.

So at 9:01 p.m. he locked the bedroom door, stretched out on top of the bed fully clothed, pushed his trousers and underwear down just far enough, and dialed Tatiana’s private number with one trembling thumb while the other hand closed around his aching cock.

“Hey, Nathan, how is it going?” Her voice poured through the speaker, warm, amused, utterly relaxed.

“Hi, Mistress Tatiana,” he managed, the title slipping out before he could stop it.

“How are you, sweetheart?”

“I’m… okay. How are you?” His fist moved slowly, shamefully, under the cover of the duvet.

“Pretty good,” she laughed, the sound of a woman whose evening was perfect. “We’re watching this amazing movie.”

He thought: I’m here trying to survive the end of my marriage, and I have to pretend I care about a movie.

“Oh, what movie?” he asked, polite as a butler.

“It’s called The Age of Disclosure,” she said, delighted. “Do you realise the U.S. government was actually communicating with aliens that landed on Earth?”

In the background he heard the low murmur of the television, the crack of pistachio shells, the easy domestic rhythm of a marriage that only ever got stronger.

“Just a second,” Tatiana said, laughter bubbling. “Rich… Rich, thank you so much for paying attention to me.” A playful pout in her voice. “You took the pistachios earlier and I’m starving.” A pause, then brighter: “Throw, throw them to me!”

He could picture it perfectly: the vast living room, the long sectional sofa, Tatiana curled at one end in something sheer and barely there, Rich sprawled at the other, powerful and indifferent, flicking pistachios across the gap while some documentary about little green men flickered on the eighty-inch screen. Their life was richer, sexier, more amused than ever (an open marriage that collected beautiful pets instead of breaking apart over them).

“Oh, interesting,” Nathan heard himself say, stroking faster now, the humiliation sweet and searing. “I’ve wanted to watch that. Do they actually show the aliens?”

“No, silly,” she said, rolling the word like a caress. “What did you expect, an interview with an alien?”

He forced a shaky laugh. “Haha… you’re so funny, Mistress Tatiana.”

“So tell me, darling,” Tatiana said, voice dipping into that maternal honey that always made his knees weak, “how is it between you and Taylor, honey?”

The question landed like a slap from a velvet glove. Taylor was sitting ten feet away from her; of course she knew there had been no calls, no texts, nothing. For one dizzy second Nathan thought the whole penthouse must be humming with gossip about the pathetic husband wearing a collar in a rented apartment. Then he realised: they barely thought of him at all.

“There’s… nothing going on,” he said, trying to keep his voice level while his fist moved shamefully beneath the duvet. “I visited the penthouse that one morning—”

“Yes, that I know,” Tatiana answered lightly, as if it were a dentist appointment.

“—and since then, nothing. No sign of life. I’m… I’m at my wit’s end.”

A soft, sympathetic hum. “Well, did you call her? If I were you, I’d call. Just to test the water, right?”

“She doesn’t allow it,” he whispered. “It annoys her.”

“Annoys her?” Tatiana repeated, exaggerated distress that somehow still felt genuine. “Taylor, come over here.”

Rustling, the pad of bare feet on marble. His heart stopped.

“Here she is, the most beautiful of them all,” Tatiana cooed. “Taylor, honey, why haven’t you called Nathan? The poor thing has been so worried.”

A muffled answer he couldn’t catch, then Tatiana’s gentle command: “Talk to him now, sweetheart. He’s on the phone.”

And suddenly there she was—his wife, his goddess, his radiant eighteen-year-old centre of everything, voice bright and melodic as if the money on the floor and the slammed door had happened to somebody else.

“Hey, Nathan, sweetie. I was literally about to call you. How are you, my baby?”

The words punched the air from his lungs. Tears flooded his eyes so fast the room blurred. “Taylor—” His voice cracked like a teenager’s. “Wow… I miss you. I miss you so much.”

“Oh, I miss you too, Nathan,” she said, warm and effortless, the way she used to say it when she still curled into his bed. “When are you coming to visit me?”

He almost sobbed aloud. “You… you mean you want me to visit?”

No answer from her. Instead, muffled: “Mommy, Nathan wants to come visit me. Do you allow?”

Tatiana’s voice in the background, low and amused: “Let me talk to him. Now go back to Daddy.”

A soft click, and Tatiana was back, crisp as winter air.

“Yes, Nathan?”

“She… she asked if I want to visit, but I wasn’t given the chance to—”

“No, Nathan,” she cut in, calm, absolute. “It’s nine o’clock and we’re winding down here. I do not allow it.”

“Ah… okay,” he whispered, the refusal settling over him like a blanket he was grateful to be given.

“In fact, Nathan,” Tatiana continued, voice suddenly crisp, final, “I do not allow those visits.”

“Yes, Mistress Tatiana.”

“You want to come here? Then it’s for serving us twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. This is not a hotel. You do not come and go.”

The sentence detonated inside him. His cock surged so violently it slapped against his stomach before he even registered why. Serve them. Twenty-four seven. Under her calm, voluptuous command. Polishing the marble while her bare feet rested on his back. Kneeling at the edge of the sofa while she and Rich watched television, ready for whatever small use they found for him. Reduced to a silent, collared appliance in the same rooms where his wife now slept cuffed in a crib.

He opened his mouth (some plea, some question), but Tatiana was already speaking.

“Sorry, Nathan. You will have to think about that.”

Click.

The line went dead.

“Think about it?” The words burst out of him, loud in the empty bedroom. “Think about what?”

Pre-cum slicked his fingers; his heart hammered so hard he felt it in his teeth. She had just offered (no, commanded) the thing he had never dared imagine: permanent, total surrender inside their fortress. Not as Taylor’s husband. As their thing.

His hands shook so badly he nearly dropped the phone. Before the sane part of his mind could wake up and tell him to wait, to think, to beg politely, he was already pressing redial.

One ring.

Tatiana answered instantly, as though she had been holding the phone, waiting.

She didn’t greet him. She didn’t let him speak.

“I want you here at ten o’clock,” she said, seven calm, flat words that sliced straight through the silence, and then the call was dead again.

No explanation. No invitation. Just the command, delivered before he had even drawn breath, and the line cut as neatly as a guillotine.

She had known exactly why he was calling. She had known exactly what he was going to say. And she had answered the question he hadn’t managed to ask.

He stared at the screen: 9:30 p.m.

Thirty minutes.

Panic flooded him like ice water and fire at once.

He scrambled off the bed, trousers still tangled at his thighs, nearly tripping as he yanked them up. Zipper half-closed, shirt twisted, collar gleaming darkly in the mirror (he caught a glimpse of the thick black leather and felt a fresh pulse of terror and lust). Keys—where were the keys? Wallet, phone, shoes—he was hopping, cursing, heart jack-hammering so violently he could barely hear his own breath. The leash was still tucked in his waistband; he left it there, afraid to waste the second it would take to remove it.

He bolted through the apartment, past the darkened living room where Jonathan’s door was closed. No time to explain, no time for anything. If he was late—if he disappointed her—if the elevator took too long—he would lose the only door that had ever opened for him again.

The drive was a white-knuckled blur. Red lights bled into green, tires squealed, horns blared somewhere behind him. Every second was borrowed. Every heartbeat screamed the same thing: Don’t fuck this up. Don’t be late. Don’t make her change her mind.

He hit the underground garage at 9:57, slammed the car into a space crooked, sprinted for the private elevator, jabbed the penthouse button with a shaking thumb that left a wet streak of pre-cum on the panel.

The doors slid shut.

He stared at his reflection in the polished brass (shirt misbuttoned, hair wild, collar peeking above the fabric like a confession) and felt the final, dizzying lurch of surrender.

10:03 The Carter’s Penthouse 

The door slid open and the world narrowed to a single, merciless point.

Tatiana filled the frame like a verdict made flesh.

The black dress clung to her the way sin clings to skin: thin straps, golden flowers blooming across fabric that looked sprayed on, stretched to breaking point by breasts so colossal they seemed obscene in their perfection. The neckline plunged so low it was almost violent, a shadowed canyon thrust directly into his face, so close he could see the faint sheen of lotion on the inner curves, could smell warm skin and the rich, expensive body oil that some favoured man from her private rotation had spent long, worshipful minutes massaging into her curves earlier that evening. One more heartbeat, one deeper breath from her, and the dress would lose its last battle with gravity. Nipples remained hidden only by cruel design, a deliberate taunt.

She wore black patent stilettos (six inches at least), wicked and gleaming, thin straps crossing elegant feet, toes painted the exact crisp French white of her fingernails. The heels forced her calves into sculpted, lethal curves and lifted that legendary ass into an arc that looked engineered to ruin men. She towered over him now, every inch of height another reminder that he did not belong in the same universe.

And she knew. Of course she knew.

She stood there radiating the kind of fuckable, maternal opulence that made men wreck marriages and bankrupt themselves for thirty seconds of her attention, while her face stayed arctic, regal, disappointed.

“10:03,” she said, voice low, precise, final.

His knees almost buckled. Three minutes. He was three minutes late and the most sexually overwhelming woman he had ever seen was looking at him like he had spit on civilisation itself.

“You let me wait here three minutes.”

The words weren’t loud. They didn’t need to be. They landed like a whip he was grateful to feel.

His eyes flicked up (just once) past the manicured threat of her French-tipped nails, past the obscene promise of that cleavage, to the cool, severe beauty of her face. The warmth he had clung to for months, the soft “sweetheart”, the gentle hair-stroking, the phone calls where she let him cry; gone. Vanished. In its place was the pure, untouchable authority of a woman who had real men oiling those breasts, real men allowed to bury their faces in that valley, real men who never had to beg for a single second of her time.

And him? He was the sexless, collared creature who had dared make her wait.

“Punctuality,” she said, each syllable a cold coin dropped onto his tongue, “is the ABC of society, Nathan.”

His gaze dropped instantly, helplessly, to the floor. He could not hold her eyes; they were too high above him, too forbidden. The same body that dripped sex for the chosen was now a closed cathedral he would never be allowed to enter. He was the caste that scrubbed the steps, never the one invited inside to kneel at the altar.

He belonged beneath her notice. Beneath her feet. Beneath the lowest rung of men who were still men.

And the worst of it (the part that made his stomach lurch and his cock throb with sick, grateful shame) was that she offered him no mercy, no wink, no reminder of the kindness she had once shown. Only consequence. Only the vast, unbridgeable distance between the goddess who took pleasure whenever and with whomever she wished, and the broken toy who had just failed the simplest test she had ever set him.

Three minutes late. Three minutes too late to deserve even the illusion that he still belonged in the same species as the men who got to touch her.

“Follow me,” she said, the words clipped, final, not an invitation but an order.

She turned without waiting, and the view from behind was its own punishment.

The dress barely existed at the back: a single narrow band of black fabric crossing the middle of her spine, leaving acres of smooth, deeply tanned skin gleaming under the light. Below that band the golden flowers resumed, stretched drum-tight over an ass so round, so heavy, so perfectly sculpted it looked engineered for ruin. With every measured step the cheeks shifted and flexed, slow and deliberate, the fabric riding just high enough to reveal the very lowest curve where thigh met glute.

And those legs (God, those legs). Long, oiled, glistening like they had been lovingly polished that very afternoon. The same expensive sheen that coated her breasts now shimmered over every ripe, feminine inch of thigh and calf. Young women would kill, would sell their souls, for thighs that erotic: thick yet firm, soft yet powerful, the kind that promised to crush a man’s face and make him thank her for it. The impossibly high patent stilettos turned her calves into perfect, lethal arcs, the thin straps biting delicately into oiled skin, French-white toes flexing with each precise click against the concrete. From this angle the sides of her breasts were still visible in full, obscene crescents swelling past her ribcage, swaying with the rhythm of her walk, gravity itself bending to her will.

She never looked back. She didn’t need to.

Her body moved ahead of him like a verdict written in living, oiled flesh (one he was required to follow barefoot, naked, and already aching for a woman who would never, ever let him touch what he was being forced to worship with every helpless step).

A sharp right turn, one manicured hand pushing open a heavy service door, and the fairy-tale penthouse vanished.

They descended a narrow concrete stairwell into a hidden world: the servants’ labyrinth. Fluorescent tubes buzzed overhead, casting sickly light on scuffed floors and walls scarred by years of carts and crates. Empty boxes towered in leaning stacks, stainless-steel food trolleys stood abandoned like battlefield wreckage, industrial refrigerators hummed behind dented doors. The air smelled of bleach, old grease, and something metallic that clung to the back of the throat. No marble, no gold fixtures, no soft lighting; just raw, functional ugliness the guests upstairs would never suspect existed.

Tatiana moved through it with the unhurried authority of an owner who knows every cage door answers only to her.

They passed a row of heavy cages (six of them, floor to ceiling, rusted bars set into raw concrete). Inside each one stood a man. Stripped to underwear or less, some kneeling, some gripping the bars, all silent. Collars glinted at every throat. Eyes tracked Tatiana with the helpless, worshipful hunger of animals who had long ago stopped pretending they were anything else. A couple dared to lift their gazes to her swaying hips, her impossible side-boob, then dropped them instantly when her head turned a fraction (conditioned, terrified, magnetised).

She didn’t slow.

“Bedtime is nine p.m.,” she said without looking at him, voice carrying easily in the cold corridor. “At nine the cages lock automatically. If you fail to reach yours in time…” A faint, amused exhale. “You have unsettled business with me.”

Nathan’s stomach dropped through the floor.

The men stared out at him (some with pity, some with dull recognition) as Tatiana led him deeper, heels clicking like a metronome counting down the rest of his life.

The corridor ended in a small, windowless room that felt dug out of the building’s bones. Bare bulb, cracked concrete, the sour smell of fear and disinfectant. Tatiana’s glamour looked almost obscene here: the golden flowers, the plunging cleavage, the swaying ass belonged to another planet, yet she wore it all like armour.

In the far corner stood an old man (seventy if he was a day), naked, grey hair plastered to his skull with sweat. His wrists were bound high above his head to a ceiling hook, ankles shackled wide to iron rings in the floor. His back and buttocks were a map of old and fresh cane stripes, some still weeping. He had been there for hours; Nathan could tell by the tremor in the old man’s thighs, by the way his head hung forward in exhausted surrender. Upstairs, Tatiana had been curled on silk cushions eating pistachios thrown by a billionaire. Down here, she had left a human being to cook slowly in his own misery.

She turned to Nathan, expressionless.

“Take that shirt off,” she said.

He hurried to comply, fingers fumbling at the buttons, yanking it off his shoulders and letting it drop to the floor. But it didn’t end there.

“Pants down.”

No hesitation, no please. Just the calm expectation of a woman who had never been disobeyed in this room.

She didn’t wait to watch. She simply walked to the metal rack, selected a thin, whippy cane (dark rattan, worn smooth by use), and tested its weight with a soft practice swish that made the air hiss.

When she turned back, she noticed he had lowered his trousers only to his ankles, shoes and socks still on.

“Off, off,” she said curtly. “Pants off completely, and also the shoes and the socks.”

Right in front of her eyes he was in a hurry now. A few weeks ago they had been seated in that luxurious restaurant, Taylor radiant beside him, treated as Tatiana’s honoured guests; now it was brutally clear he belonged to a totally different level (hopping, stumbling, red-faced, frantically kicking off shoes, peeling socks, shoving trousers away, terrified of her wrath).

At last Nathan stood in nothing but his underwear and the thick black leather collar, shaking, cock straining traitorously against the cotton.

Tatiana’s eyes flicked to the bulge and away again. Nothing new to her; men were always hard in her presence, though in his case it was strictly forbidden. She decided to overlook it… for now.

She stepped in close (so close he could feel the heat radiating off her skin, smell the faint trace of champagne and expensive lotion). Her beautiful, radiant face hovered inches from his while manicured fingers moved to his throat. With a soft click she unfastened the thick black leather collar, then unhooked the leash, letting both fall to the concrete with a dull thud.

“Taylor…” he began, voice cracking.

She ignored him completely.

“You will not need those,” she whispered, her breath brushing his cheek, her presence so overwhelming he could barely breathe.

She stepped back one pace, surveyed him like a sculptor inspecting flawed marble, and spoke again, calm and final.

“And those too. Underpants down.”

“Mistress Tatiana, there’s a misunder—”

The cane sliced through the air and cracked across the thin cotton covering his ass like lightning. Fire erupted, a perfect, searing line that made him gasp and double forward.

He ripped the underwear down and kicked it away in one frantic motion, terrified of what another second’s delay might earn him.

Now he stood completely naked, hands at his sides, trembling, looking up at her.

She stepped in close (so close the heat radiating from those impossible breasts pressed against his bare chest, the cloud of her perfume drowning him: money, sex, sun-warmed skin, absolute freedom).

Her voice dropped to a velvet whisper against his ear.

“If you speak one more word in your own defence, Nathan, you will discover exactly how grave a mistake that is.”

In that moment the last illusion shattered. Gone was any trace of the friendly, almost affectionate woman who had once sat across restaurant tables from him and Taylor. Gone were the days of being her husband’s business partner, of being treated as an equal. That had ended long ago. Now it was simply this: Tatiana (aristocratic, rich, entitled, spoiled) and Nathan (naked, sexless errand boy, desperate to stay on his best behaviour).

She stepped even closer, the heat of her body pinning his like a wall.

Nathan stood barefoot on the cold concrete, hands rigid at his sides, cock jutting helplessly upward, every inch of him exposed and shaking. In her six-inch patent stilettos she towered over him, predator-close, her perfume and the faint scent of oiled breasts flooding his senses. The cane now rested horizontally in front of his eyes, held loosely in both manicured hands, thick glossy rattan catching the light like a promise of agony.

“Look at it,” she murmured, voice low, intimate, almost tender. “Do you know what this is?”

He swallowed. “A cane, Mistress Tatiana.”

“That’s right.” She tilted it slightly so the length crossed his vision like a bar he would never be allowed to pass. “And it is no toy. When it strikes, it hurts. It hurts a great deal.”

Her eyes glittered, amused, maternal, merciless.

“I love to use it,” she continued, almost whispering, the words curling into his ear like smoke. “I use it a lot. For every tiny infraction (imagined or real). I find boys like you respond beautifully to it. They try so, so hard to be perfect. They scurry, they obey, they hold their breath hoping I won’t notice the smallest flaw… and I always do.”

She leaned in a fraction closer; the upper swells of those lotioned, sun-kissed breasts brushed the air just beneath the cane, a reminder of everything he would never touch.

“And when I find it,” she said, voice velvet and steel, “I cane without mercy. Without pause. Without the slightest interest in excuses.”

Nathan’s breath hitched. His thighs shook. The door behind him was locked; he had heard the bolt shoot home. There was no escape, no negotiation, no amount of money or former status that meant anything down here.

She watched the realisation bloom on his face and a small, delighted smirk curved her red lips.

“For tonight,” she said pleasantly, “three strokes. One for each minute you dared to keep me waiting. One minute between each, so you can feel them properly. That seems fair for a beginner, don’t you think?”

His voice cracked, small and desperate. “Mistress Tatiana, I’m begging you… please, just this once. I promise, I swear, I didn’t know… I’ll be so good, I’ll never—”

Her smirk deepened into something radiant, almost affectionate.

She laid the cane gently under his chin, lifting until his wet eyes had nowhere to hide.

“You will take them because it pleases me,” she said, voice soft, almost loving. “You will take them because making you suffer is pleasant for me. That is all the reason you need.”

A pause. A tiny, cruel smile.

“Bend over the table.”

The words were quiet, yet they struck harder than any cane. Nathan’s body obeyed before his mind caught up (trembling, folding forward, palms slapping cold metal). He wanted to scream that this wasn’t necessary, that he was already obedient, already broken, already hers; why this? Why now?

A cool, manicured hand settled on his bare ass, patting once, twice, possessively, like a buyer inspecting livestock.

“Hmm. What a clean little canvas,” she murmured, fingers tracing the unmarked skin. “Never been properly caned before, have you?”

She bent slightly, peering around to watch his face while her hand still cupped his cheek. Her eyes widened in mock surprise, delighted.

“Look at that quiver,” she cooed. “Your muscles can’t even hold still. They already know what’s coming.”

Nathan’s begging spilled out in a ragged whisper.

“Please, Mistress Tatiana… please, I’m begging you, just one more chance… I’ll be perfect, I swear, I’ll watch the clock, I’ll never be late again, please have mercy, just a little mercy—”

“Shh.” Her palm left his skin. The cane tapped his thighs apart. “Hands flat on the table. Good. Now arch your back… raise that ass for me.”

He tried. God, he tried.

“Not nearly enough.” The cane slid under his belly, pressing upward. “Higher. On your tiptoes. I want it presented.”

He rose, shaking, burning with shame.

“Still not good.” A sharper tap. “Back lower, chest down… yes, exactly like that. Like a desperate little Playboy slut posing for the camera. That’s what you are right now.”

The position was obscene: spine dipped, ass thrust high and trembling, toes barely touching concrete, cock dangling hard and useless between his spread thighs. He had never felt so exposed, so utterly reduced.

Behind him Tatiana admired her work, voice dripping satisfaction.

“Perfect. Hold it exactly like that.”

She stopped touching him. Silence fell, thick and deliberate.

Nathan remained bent, ass high, back arched like a desperate centrefold, toes cramping, thighs shaking. He felt her gaze on his exposed rosebud, the cool air kissing places no one had ever looked at so openly. She was studying him, savouring the view, letting the seconds stretch until his nerves screamed louder than any cane ever could.

Click… click… click. Her heels circled slowly, unhurried. She wasn’t even looking at his face anymore; she was admiring her own handiwork, the trembling offering he had become.

Then, without warning:

SWOOOOOSH-CRACK!

The first stroke landed like lightning made of fire. A blinding white line exploded across both cheeks.

“AAAGHHH!!” The scream tore out of him high and broken, nothing like a man’s voice at all. He lurched forward, palms scrabbling on the table, body trying to escape its own skin. “NO! I can’t— I CAN’T—”

“Back into position.” Cold, amused. The cane tapped his thigh sharply. “Now.”

Hands shaking, tears already streaming, he forced himself back into the obscene arch, ass higher than before because that was what she wanted.

SWOOOOOSH-CRACK!!

The second stroke crossed the first in a perfect, burning X.

“EEEEIIIiiiiii!!!” A shrill, girlish wail he didn’t recognise as his own. His vision went white, then blurred with tears. Snot ran freely. “I can’t stand it! I can’t— please—”

She laughed (low, delighted, utterly aroused).

“Of course you can, sweetheart. You can take so much more than this.”

She adjusted him again, clinical and possessive, pushing his back lower, forcing the ass even higher with the tip of the cane until his calves burned and his toes barely touched concrete.

SWOOOOOSH-CRAAAAACK!!!

“AAAAAHHHHHHHH!!! OH GOD IT HURTS! IT HURTS! PLEASE, MERCY! MERCYYYY!!!”

The third stroke was the cruellest (lower, right across the tender undercurve). His scream ricocheted off the walls like a wounded animal. Legs buckled; he nearly collapsed.

“Stay bent over that table,” she ordered, voice suddenly soft, almost maternal.

Through the haze of tears he saw her pull a silk napkin from somewhere, watched her step close. She crouched slightly, bringing her face level with his tear-soaked one, the way a mother comforts a child who has just scraped his knee.

“There, there, sweetheart,” she cooed, voice soft and syrupy again. “Shh… it wasn’t that bad, was it? Just a little correction.”

With the silk napkin she dabbed gently under his eyes, wiped the snot from his upper lip, even pinched his nose lightly and told him to blow (exactly like a nursery maid with a toddler). Tears still leaked, but she cleaned him until his face was almost presentable again.

“Good boy. Stand up now.”

He unfolded himself on shaky legs, every movement making the fresh welts scream.

“Turn to me.”

He turned.

Through the blur of tears he realised the dress had changed.

The neckline, already scandalous, now hung noticeably lower (one of the thin straps had slipped off her shoulder, or been slipped, and the fabric had been deliberately tugged down just enough). The upper swells of her breasts were fully bare now, and the dark circles of her areolas (rich, velvety brown against the golden skin) were half-exposed, wide and perfect, the very edge of each thick nipple still teasingly hidden by the last millimetre of cloth. It was the maximum exposure possible without actually revealing them: a cruel, calculated promise that made the hidden part even more obscene than if she had bared everything.

He understood instantly: she had done it on purpose. While he was bent and sobbing, she had adjusted herself for this exact moment, for the pleasure of watching his defeated, welted body react.

And react it did. Despite the burning stripes, despite the humiliation, his cock jerked violently upward, rigid and shining, a thick bead of pre-cum already trembling at the tip. The maternal cooing, the gentle wiping of his tears and nose, the way she had called him “sweetheart” while destroying him; everything fused together into a wave of arousal so intense his knees nearly buckled again.

She was the most fuckable woman he had ever seen, half her areolas offered like forbidden fruit, and she had just caned him raw for her own amusement. The contradiction was devastating. He stood there naked, marked, owned, cock dripping helplessly for a woman who would never, ever let him touch what she had just put on display.

Tatiana noticed. A tiny, satisfied smirk. Then she turned and walked away.

He followed, barefoot, naked, three livid, dripping welts blazing across his skin for every caged man to see.

Her legs were a vision: long, tanned, sculpted calves flexing with each click of those vicious patent stilettos, the thin straps cutting delicate lines across perfect feet, French-white toes gleaming. That legendary ass rolled above them, golden flowers stretched tight, the dress riding just high enough to reveal the very bottom curve of each cheek with every step. She moved like a queen through her private zoo, knowing every eye was chained to her whether the men wore bars or not.

At the end of the row she stopped in front of an empty cage.

“Inside.”

He crawled in, knees on cold steel, cock bobbing, dignity long gone.

Click. The door locked with electronic finality.

“On top of the dented cabinet you will find tomorrow’s instructions,” she said, not even looking at him anymore. “You will serve as my personal assistant until I decide otherwise.”

Two cages down, a man straightened anxiously.

“Jeffrey.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” came the instant, nervous reply.

“You are no longer my personal assistant. You will remain caged until I find you another position.”

A soft, broken whimper from Jeffrey.

Tatiana didn’t wait to hear it. She simply turned, breasts swaying heavy and half-exposed, hips rolling, heels clicking once, twice, and glided away (a goddess returning to the world of silk and pleasure upstairs, leaving her animals locked in their cages, staring after her and breathing in the lingering cloud of her perfume).


Deep Submission

10:45 p.m., The Carter’s Residence – Servants Floor

The cage was colder than skin was ever meant to know.

Nathan went to the bars first. Of course he did. They were thick with age, pitted by rust that crumbled against his palms like dried blood. He pushed. He pulled. He rattled them with a fury that begged for at least a sound in return—but the metal stood mute, indifferent. Not even a creak. Just the silence of something ancient, something that had outlived countless failed escapes.

He dropped back onto the narrow mattress—if it could be called that—where the springs rose like bones through skin. Every time he shifted, the welts on his buttocks flared, kissed cruelly by metal. Overhead, a single bulb buzzed with cold light. It was the kind of white that made everything look dead.

That was when he saw it. On top of the dented cabinet, a cream-leather booklet lay waiting, as if it had always known he would come. The gold lettering was pristine, crisp as commandments. It looked old, well-handled—creased, smudged, worn thin at the spine. A thing passed from one desperate soul to the next.

The first paragraph was all soft lies and sweet poison. "We are delighted to welcome you into service. Your comfort and growth are important to us."

He turned the page before the sentence could take root in him.

The tone changed instantly, shedding its silk for steel. "Effective immediately you are designated: Personal Assistant (Day-Job Privileged). Direct Supervisor: Lady Tatiana Carter. Reporting begins: 05:00 tomorrow." And beneath that, a warning in red, shrill with urgency: "Note: Lights off at midnight. Make sure you read and memorize this booklet by that time."

He looked at the clock. 22:41. Seventy-nine minutes left in the light.

He read.

What followed was a downpour of commands—cold, precise, without apology. There was the compulsory shower, the exact uniform, the times, the movements, the posture, the silence. "Orange juice must be served no later than 06:15. Juice must be freshly squeezed. Pulp is an infraction." He blinked and read it again, stunned by the microscopic tyranny of it.

Then another: "You will serve breakfast in silence. You will stand to the left of the Lady's chair, eyes lowered. Do not initiate speech. Do not react."

Every sentence was a brick in the wall closing around him.

The cane-strikes earlier were still burning faintly, but they were almost a comfort compared to the rising panic in his chest. His mind tried to outrun the rules, but they came too fast. "Erections are prohibited. Self-relief is prohibited." He winced. Read on.

"You are not permitted to look at Lady Tatiana above the feet. Should your gaze reach her knees, you are already in violation."

He found his designation. There it was, tucked among the rest: "Servant Type: Day-Job Privileged. You are to be released from ankle and wrist restraints at 09:00 on weekdays. You must return no later than 17:30, dressed in civilian attire with regulation servant uniform worn underneath."

Nine to five-thirty. A sliver of outside. He clung to those hours like driftwood, whispered them aloud as if speaking made them more real. He imagined elevators. Screens. A badge with his name on it. A name.

The final section chilled him. It was labeled simply "Appendix: Corrections." It was brief, but brutal. "Failure to comply with grooming standards will result in Level II correction. Late reporting: Level III. Eye contact above the ankle: Level I if immediate, Level IV if sustained."

He read faster now. Lips moving. The clock ticked on, steady and final.

At midnight, the light vanished.

Darkness poured into the room like water into lungs.

The booklet slid from his numb fingers and landed with a soft, final slap on the cold floor. He curled on his side, the thin mattress springs biting into his welted skin, and let the black close over him.

For a long moment there was nothing but the throb across his ass and the distant, mechanical hum of the building breathing above him.

Then the memories began.

They came unbidden, vivid, merciless.

Taylor’s dimpled smile the day she handed him the contract for twenty-six thousand dollars, her bare foot resting lightly on his neck while he signed. The way Tatiana’s robe had slipped that morning in the spa, revealing the heavy curve of one breast inches from his face. The whistle of the cane through air, the crack against flesh, the tears he hadn’t meant to shed. He thought about how he had become Taylor’s sucker, Tatiana’s sexless errand boy; he even thought about that old man tied standing nude for hours, helpless and forgotten in the shadows of the basement.

Each image arrived with its own pulse of heat, pooling low in his belly, making his cock real hard.

He shifted, thighs pressing together, trying to ease the ache.

The rules rose like ghosts in the dark.

Erections are prohibited. Self-relief is prohibited. Failure is monitored.

It was the memory of Tatiana’s hand—cool, confident, sliding along his cock through the thick, fluffy white towel in the spa, appraising its shape with that calm, proprietary curiosity—that nearly undid him. The recollection hit like a surge, and he felt himself teetering on the very edge of climax right there in the dark. He jerked his hand away from his rod as if it had been electrified, breath catching in a ragged gasp.

Gosh, he had been so close. A bead of pre-cum leaked from the tip, warm and treacherous against his thigh. A helpless, whimpering sound escaped his throat. He wanted to climax so much it felt like a physical ache in his chest.

And then the rationalising began.

How would they know?

The question circled, seductive, insistent.

It’s pitch black. No one can see. Just once. Just to take the edge off. Just to sleep.

His fingers closed around his cock, stroking once, twice—slow, careful, the pleasure sharp enough to cut.

Then he froze.

A glint in the ceiling.

Half-domes. Black glass. Three of them, spaced evenly above the cages, invisible until the faint emergency light caught their curve.

Cameras.

Of course there were cameras.

Tatiana would know. Tatiana always knew.

He yanked his hand away as if burned, curling it into a fist against his chest. His cock throbbed harder, denied, traitorous. The ache deepened into something exquisite and unbearable—blue-balled torment in a cage, under watchful eyes he could not see but could feel like fingers on his skin.

He lay very still, breathing through his mouth, counting heartbeats, letting the frustration build and build until it felt like the only real thing left in the world.

Above him, somewhere in marble and silk, Tatiana slept (warm, languid, her auburn hair fanned across silk pillows, the faint scent of orchids clinging to her skin, her magnificent body curled in perfect, untroubled peace).

While he burned in rust and concrete (naked on a thin mattress that offered no mercy to his welts, the cold bars pressing close, the air thick with the metallic tang of captivity and the sharper sting of his own denied desire).

And the cameras watched, silent and patient, recording every denied twitch, every swallowed moan, every second of the long, dark night he spent learning what total surrender really meant.

No release. No privacy. No mercy.

Only the rules, the ache, the total helplessness and the knowledge that tomorrow—at 5:00 a.m. sharp—the cage would open for sixty seconds, and he would step out to serve the woman who had put him here.

He closed his eyes in the dark and waited for dawn, cock hard, heart racing, utterly, perfectly owned.

5:00 a.m., The Carter’s Residence – Servants Floor

The alarm didn’t ring. It screamed.

It wailed like a building in flames, like a system in collapse—shrill, mechanical, unyielding. On. Off. On. Off. As if the world was ending and no one had told the servants it wasn’t.

The cages slid open in a single, synchronized clang. Sixty seconds. That was the rule. One minute to leave the cell or be locked in for the day. One minute before Tatiana’s wrath became a certainty.

Nathan's eyes flew open into perfect blackness.

The lights didn’t come on. They never did. The darkness was part of the ritual. It forced the body to remember what the mind hadn’t yet caught up to. Around him he heard the sound of panic: metal creaking, breath hitching, feet slapping against concrete. No one spoke. No one had the air to spare.

He hadn’t laid out his uniform.

A blind reach. The cold handle of the metal cupboard scraped his palm. He grabbed what he could—fabric, belt, shoes, perhaps. There was no time to check. He would know what he held when it was time to wear it. Right now, he had to run.

He moved, bare feet skimming the floor, dodging boxes, half-unpacked crates, the occasional broom handle jutting out like a trap. He followed the sound of other bodies—six or seven of them, rushing the same direction he did, breathless and barefoot, minds wiped clean by obedience and urgency.

The showers.

He reached them just before the lock clicked shut. Inside the tiled room, warm air mixed with steamless breath. Men undressed in silence. No one laughed. No one looked at each other. There was only the sound of chains clinking to the floor and the splash of water as it hit naked skin.

The water was freezing. A jolt to the spine. Nathan stepped beneath the flow and tried not to cry out. His muscles tensed instinctively—but the cold wasn’t the worst of it.

It was the sting.

Tatiana’s cane had left its mark across his backside just hours ago—three quick lashes, vicious and clean, her arm precise as a blade. Now, as the icy water struck those raw stripes, they came alive again. Not dull echoes. Not fading memory. Fire. Fresh.

He gritted his teeth. Scrubbed fast. Found a shard of soap and ran it over his chest, his thighs, his groin, his back, where the skin trembled under his own hand.

Someone elbowed past him. No one said sorry.

At 5:05, the doors began to close again. They bolted out as one, dripping and naked into the corridor, carrying their belongings like stolen goods. No one wore clothes in the shower. That was the rule. No one dared disobey.

In the hallway, they dressed at a sprint. Pants yanked up over wet thighs, buttons fumbled, sleeves twisted, collars skewed. Nathan’s fingers trembled as he looped something around his neck—part of a uniform, he hoped. He remembered what the booklet said: Be on the residents' floor by 5:15 or remain behind. And if you remain behind, you will be found.

He had no doubt about that.

At 5:13, he stood at the threshold of the residents’ floor, the booklet clutched in his damp hands, his chest heaving.

Beside the entryway, set into the floor, was a shallow steel basin filled with restraints—heavy, rust-streaked cuffs for wrists and ankles, waiting like ceremonial offerings. That was the rule: all servants on the residents’ floor were to be shackled at all times.

He knelt and fastened them. First the wrists—cold iron, chain just long enough for work, but short enough to enforce humility. Then the ankles—tighter, crueler. The chain between them was so short he could only walk in a slow, awkward shuffle.

The rust bit into his wet skin, leaving faint orange stains.

At exactly 5:15, the shackles clicked shut—locking automatically.

He was now bound. Marked. Claimed.

And then the doors opened.

It was like stepping into another world.

The marble underfoot shone with a quiet, expensive glow. The hallway was lined with thick Persian rugs in wine and gold, patterns woven so tightly they looked like tapestries one could walk upon. Chandeliers of cut crystal hung from gilded ceiling medallions, each one catching the warm light like captured stars. The air smelled of lemon polish, orchids, and warmth.

He stood frozen for a moment, taking it in. Only minutes ago, his knees were on concrete. Now, the floor beneath him looked like it had never known dirt.

The contrast was staggering. The beauty above was built on the sweat below. And yet now—now—he was on the same floor. Not beneath her. Not under her. But in her domain. On her level. He stood, damp and sore, breathing the same air.

He thought of Tatiana.

He knew she was sleeping. The booklet had said so explicitly: Do not disturb the Mistress during her morning rest. No sound above conversational whisper. Servants must remain in soft-soled footwear until 07:00.

She was here. In this same space. Sleeping somewhere behind one of these high double doors, while the men she ruled crawled on their knees to ready her day.

He opened the booklet. His orders were precise.

He made his way to the Maple Room Gallery—a corridor room lined with antique mirrors and sunlit from the east. At 5:17, he was already there. On his knees. Bucket beside him. Sponge in hand. One stripe of soap. Circular motion. Rinse with warm water. Polish dry with cloth.
The chain between his wrists dragged slightly along the floor as he scrubbed, occasionally catching on the bucket’s handle or tugging awkwardly against his elbows. His knees bore down into the marble, the cuffs around his ankles biting tighter each time he shifted position. He had to twist oddly to accommodate the limited reach the shackles allowed.

He followed it to the letter. There was no improvisation. Not here. Not in the Carter home.

The marble was cold under his knees. His trousers soaked through, and his palms grew red with scrubbing. The sponge slipped at times, and he caught it before it could hit the floor. His body ached, not just from the lashes but from the ritual itself. The rhythm. The pressure. The desire to do it right.

And still, through it all, his mind wandered to her. She slept while he labored in silence. Her world ran on the panic of others. Her comfort was drawn from the sweat and silence of men labouring on this very marble.

By 5:45, he had begun preparing breakfast.

The kitchen was a ballet of motion. Warm milk poured into glass pitchers. Eggs poached, smoked salmon trimmed, grapefruit sliced and arranged into fanned circles. Espresso brewed thick and dark. He polished the tray, checked each spoon, folded napkins in the shape of swans.

He moved between the cafeteria and the morning room in near silence, his feet whispering across priceless rugs. He filled bowls with fresh strawberries. He spooned chilled cream. He warmed croissants and tested temperatures with the back of his hand.
Every trip became a delicate dance of restraint—his shackled walk robbing him of momentum, demanding balance, demanding grace beneath pressure. The chain between his ankles allowed only the shortest of steps, forcing him into a slow, swaying gait—a ridiculous, humiliating shuffle that made him feel less like a man and more like a duck, waddling helplessly across rugs worth more than his old car. The metal links kissed his skin with every step, a burning reminder of where he belonged.

He never looked up. He didn’t have to.

Tatiana was still sleeping.

But the house was already hers.

At exactly 6:40, the locks released.

No voice. No warning. Just the soft, unmistakable click of automation, triggered by schedule, not mercy.

Nathan stood from the edge of the corridor where he’d been kneeling, stripped out of his damp uniform, and changed swiftly. His day attire waited for him folded on a narrow bench, pressed into neat, institutional perfection.

White dress shirt, crisp and severe. Black tuxedo jacket, fitted close to the ribs. Sharp black trousers, polished black shoes. Each element designed to suppress the man beneath. He dressed quickly, methodically. There was no mirror, only the quiet pressure of correctness.

By 6:50, he was fully clothed.

At 6:51, the shackles returned—first the wrists, then the ankles. The sound of them locking back into place was small, precise, final.

He lowered his eyes and waited.
Then, at 6:55, he entered the master bedroom.

Stillness greeted him. The kind of stillness only wealth can buy—thick, padded, quiet, as if the room itself had learned to respect the sleep of its owners. Golden light spilled through heavy curtains, pooling across silk bedding and the dense weave of the carpet.

Just inside the door was the crib.

Empty.

He paused, disappointment brushing his chest like a hand.

His eyes rose. And there they were.

Tatiana lay nearest the door, curled on her side, facing outward. One arm was tucked beneath her cheek, auburn hair fanned across the pillow in loose, heavy waves. She wore only a feather-light, short white satin robe scattered with faint charcoal-and-coral cranes and drifting clouds. The wide sleeves had slipped down her arms, the loosely tied belt had loosened further in sleep, and the fabric had parted just enough to reveal the deep, shadowed curve of her breasts (nothing more, but the promise of everything). One small shift, one slow breath, and the robe would fall open completely. She slept as though she already knew it wouldn’t matter.

On the far side of the bed lay Rich. Flat on his back. Bare-chested. A man made of calm breath and thick muscle, his right arm stretched wide across the bed’s middle.

And curled close beside him was Taylor.

Eighteen. Beautiful. Still naked under the sheet, her bare shoulder and hip visible in the quiet tangle of fabric. She slept curled against Rich’s body, her cheek resting near his ribs, one leg tucked beneath her, the other faintly exposed.

It was clear what had happened.
Of course it had happened. This was the Carter home.

Rich had taken her from the crib—his crib, his girl—and pulled her into his bed, beside his wife, and claimed her. And now they all slept together in the soft, spent silence of aftermath. There were no secrets here. No need for them.

Nathan’s gaze dropped. He bowed. Slowly. Deeply. Head down, knees pressing into the carpet.

This was his place now.

He had shared jokes with these people once. Shared champagne. A gallery. Even laughter. That world had not just ended—it had inverted. The same eyes that once regarded him as a peer would now pass over him, if they looked at all.

He lowered himself to the floor beside Tatiana’s side of the bed. The booklet had been clear: He must be in position before the Governess’s first movement. Assistance is not to be delayed.

Her slippers were waiting near the bed.

Black satin, open-toed, trimmed with soft black marabou feathers. The heel was narrow, seductive, glinting faintly in the filtered light. They weren’t cute. They weren’t modest. They were designed to be slipped on by another hand. His hand.

He settled into the correct position—flat, forearms to the floor, head lowered, gaze fixed no higher than her ankles.

At exactly 7:00, the alarm chimed.

A delicate, melodic sound, like music from a distant room. Not urgent. Not even loud. Just enough.

She moved.

There was the whisper of silk sliding against sheets, the subtle shift of her weight. Then her legs eased from under the blanket. A moment later, her feet descended into view.

He saw only that—her feet.

The nails were painted a perfect, glossy white. The toes long and clean, evenly spaced. The skin pale, soft, the arches high. Even in rest, her feet carried an aristocratic confidence. They were not casual things. They were sculpted, scented, pampered. They were authority made flesh.

He reached for the first slipper, holding it gently between both hands.

His chain rattled faintly as he lifted it. She made no sound.
He didn’t know if she was watching him. He couldn’t know. He wasn’t permitted to look.

He guided the slipper forward, felt the slightest brush of her skin as she slid her foot in.

Then the second.

Her feet now rested on the thick white sheepskin rug, enclosed in black satin and feathers.

Nathan held his breath as the mule slid home.

The fit was impossible—perfect in a way that felt almost supernatural. The satin cupped her arch as though it had been molded to the exact curve of her foot, the heel seated without the slightest gap, the open toe framing her white French pedicure like a jeweler’s setting for flawless pearls. No ordinary shoe could cling like this; it had to be custom, measured with lasers and crafted by artisans who knew every millimetre of Tatiana Carter’s body. A glass slipper in reverse: not a prince searching for the one foot it would fit, but a goddess whose foot demanded the world be shaped to fit her alone.

She gave the slightest twist, testing the balance, and the mule responded as though it had always belonged there—displaying her foot in all its pampered, regal beauty, a perfect pedestal for the woman who owned him completely.

One heel pressed down into the softness beneath.

Nathan remained on his knees, eyes fixed on the vision inches from his face, knowing he had just been allowed to dress a goddess—and that the privilege would cost him everything.

And then, with that same wordless grace, she rose.

And walked away.

He rose the instant she did, the short chain of his collar tugging once at his throat like a reminder. Tatiana walked ahead of him, unhurried, the feather-light white satin robe drifting around her thighs with every slow step. The fabric was so fine it seemed to float rather than fall, printed with delicate charcoal cranes and soft coral clouds that moved across her body like smoke. The hem barely brushed mid-thigh; the wide sleeves had slipped down her arms again, baring the creamy inside of her elbows; the loosely tied belt swayed and whispered against her hips. From behind, the robe parted just enough to reveal the small of her back, the satin clinging, then releasing, clinging again, so that every stride revealed and concealed the lush curve where thigh met buttock in a rhythm that made his mouth go dry.

He kept his gaze fixed on the floor, exactly as the manual demanded. Even so, the floor betrayed him. Her black satin mules with their marabou trim lifted and fell, the narrow heel clicking softly, and each time her foot rose he glimpsed the tender hollow behind her knee: ripe, velvety, impossibly feminine. A place made for kisses he would never be allowed to give. The white French pedicure gleamed against the dark carpet like porcelain against velvet. Everything about her was deliberate, expensive, erotic in the way only absolute power can be erotic.

She did not speak. She did not need to. She simply expected the world to arrange itself around her waking body, and it did.

In the bathroom the air was already warm and scented with orchid and something darker, something that lived under her skin. Tatiana moved first to the low, marble-clad alcove where the toilet waited (sleek, modern, throne-like in its understated luxury). She gathered the hem of her robe and sat, the pale café-au-lait satin parting and pooling around her hips like spilled cream.

Nathan dropped instantly to his knees on the heated floor, eyes locked on the only thing he was permitted: her feet, resting in the open-toed black satin mules, the white French pedicure gleaming against the dark fabric, toes flexing once, lazily, as she settled.

He heard everything.

The soft sigh of her breath. The delicate rustle of silk. Then the intimate, unmistakable sound: a golden stream splashing against porcelain, steady and unhurried, the private rhythm of a goddess relieving herself in the quiet morning. The scent rose faintly—warm, feminine, human beneath the perfume—and Nathan’s face burned with the knowledge that he was beneath her, inches away, listening to the most ordinary and most sacred of her daily acts.

Designer toilet paper unrolled with a whisper. A soft, deliberate wipe. The flush came like a distant waterfall.

Only then did she rise, robe falling back into place, and step to the vanity.

She paused, lifted one elegant hand, and he was there before the gesture finished—placing the toothbrush into her palm without ever letting his eyes rise above the level of her ankles.

He remained on his knees, heart hammering, the echo of her stream still ringing in his ears, the scent lingering like a brand. She had shared the most private moment of her morning with him, and he—with his gaze chained to her perfect feet—had been allowed to witness it in perfect, awed silence.

She brushed slowly, languidly. Then the soft rustle of satin: the belt sighing free, slithering down the length of her body to pool at her feet. A heartbeat later the robe itself followed, sliding from her shoulders with the hush of expensive fabric abandoning skin. It drifted to the marble in a white shimmer and lay there like a discarded cloud.

Nathan did not look up. He did not dare. Yet he knew (the way a good servant always knows) that Madam was completely nude now, and that Madam had decided to shower this morning.

He dropped to his knees, gathered the fallen robe and belt with reverent, trembling hands, and carried them to the silk-lined hamper. Then, exactly as protocol required, he selected the next robe (pale café-au-lait satin, same drifting cranes, cut even shorter) and laid it across the warmed rail. Beside it he placed the whisper of a white lace bra, cups deep enough to cradle her magnificent breasts, and the tiniest G-string, nothing more than a suggestion of lace and a shade lighter than her skin.

He retreated to the corner as the rainfall shower began its low, luxurious song. Water cascaded somewhere just beyond his downcast vision, tracing paths he was forbidden to follow. The glass door stood wide open; modesty was his burden, not hers. Steam curled around his ankles, thick with orchid and the intimate heat of her body. He stood rigid in his charcoal linen shorts and collar, eyes locked on the marble at the very edge of her feet, pulse roaring, every muscle clenched against the erection that threatened to betray him.

He could hear the soft sounds of water sliding over her skin, the occasional sigh of pleasure when the heat found a new place to settle. He could feel the weight of her indifference pressing down on him like a hand at the back of his neck.

And still he did not look up. He simply stood there, burning, choking on steam and reverence, while the woman he now served with every beat of his heart showered naked three metres away, utterly certain that her servant would rather die than disobey.

She stepped out of the shower and simply stood there, legs apart, water streaming.

Nathan’s eyes stayed obediently on the floor, yet even that narrow band of vision betrayed him. A single drop rolled down the inside of her calf, hesitated at the hollow behind her knee, then fell. Another followed the same path, then another. He could hear the soft, wet sound of her fingers combing through long auburn hair, the faint shake that sent a small rain of droplets scattering across the marble like thrown diamonds.

“Dry me.”

The words were quiet, almost lazy, yet they struck him like a whip. His knees hit the floor before the echo died.

He rose only far enough to reach for the towel (thick, warmed, waiting on the rail) and stepped behind her.

She stood with legs slightly apart, water still streaming in silver threads down the broad, lush curve of her ass. He pressed the hot towel directly to that glorious weight first, cupping both cheeks at once, letting the terry cloth drink the water while his palms felt the impossible plush heat beneath. The towel moulded to her; every slow, deliberate stroke followed the outward flare of her hips, then inward, tracing the deep cleft where droplets still clung like tiny pearls. Each pass of the towel made her skin warmer, softer, more alive under his hands, until the fabric was soaked and her flesh glowed fever-hot through it.

He was shaking so violently now, the towel trembling against her, but he did not stop. He could not. The plush, heavy curves filled his palms completely, shifting with every breath she took, and the knowledge that he was allowed (no, commanded) to touch Tatiana Carter’s naked ass with nothing but a thin layer of warmed cotton between them was almost more than his mind could hold.

A single manicured finger (deep oxblood nail) appeared in his peripheral vision and tapped once, imperious, against the fullest part of her right cheek.

“Kiss.”

The command floated down from somewhere high above him, amused and absolute.

He thought his heart would tear loose from his ribs.

He leaned in, lips trembling, and pressed a single, closed-mouth kiss to the warm, wet curve of her ass.

The instant skin met skin it was like touching living silk soaked in heat. A soft, perfect give, then the slow push back of ripe flesh against his mouth. Nothing in the world had ever felt this good: this simple, forbidden contact, lips to goddess, no tongue, no breath, just the pure, electric miracle of being allowed to rest his mouth on Tatiana’s naked ass for one heartbeat, two, three.

He stayed there, closed lips sealed to her skin, afraid to move, afraid to breathe, letting the impossible softness burn itself into memory forever.

“Properly.”

The single word cracked like silk over steel.

He did not open his mouth. He simply pressed harder, closed lips sealed to her skin with all the devotion he possessed, the way a pilgrim presses his mouth to sacred stone.

The second kiss was longer, firmer, the full weight of his lips flattening against the warm, wet curve of her ass. The softness yielded, then pushed back, and the simple pressure of that contact sent a white-hot wire of pleasure straight through his body.

Another kiss, deeper still, lips sinking into her flesh as though trying to leave an imprint that would never fade. Each one was the same act, only more: more pressure, more reverence, more impossible intimacy. The magic lived in the closed-mouth purity of it (no tongue, no breath, just the slow, deliberate seal of worship against the most perfect ass he had ever imagined).

A tiny, helpless sound vibrated in his throat. She answered with the faintest shift of her hips, pressing back against his mouth for one cruel, glorious heartbeat, letting him feel exactly how much of her he was being allowed to adore.

And still he kept his lips sealed, kissing, kissing, kissing, lost in the single, shattering truth that touching Tatiana’s naked ass with nothing but the soft pressure of his closed mouth was the most erotic thing he would ever be permitted to do.

The same nail traced lower, to the tender crease where thigh meets body, that secret, shadowed fold he had never been forbidden to imagine.

He kissed there too, nose brushing the underside of her ass, breathing her in until his lungs burned. Another kiss, and another, slow, open-mouthed, adoring, while water dripped from her hair onto his shoulders like warm summer rain.

“And dry my legs.”

He obeyed instantly, sliding the towel down the long, strong lines of her calves, her thighs, but his mouth followed the cloth, unable to stop itself now, pressing soft, grateful kisses to every inch of skin revealed. Each time his lips touched her he felt himself sink deeper, disappear more completely into the simple, shattering fact: he was on his knees, kissing the naked body of the woman who owned him, and she was allowing it.

His cock throbbed, rigid and aching against the linen of his shorts, but he was behind her, mercifully hidden. She could not see how completely she had undone him.

Or perhaps she could, and simply did not care.

Either way, he kept kissing, kept drying, kept surrendering, until her skin glowed warm and dry beneath his trembling hands and the only sound in the steamy room was his own ragged breathing and the soft, satisfied sigh of a woman who had decided, on a whim, to let her servant worship her ass with his mouth at seven-fifteen in the morning.

“Enough,” she said, soft as silk, lethal as a blade.

She turned.

The full, shameless weight of her nakedness hit him like a wave. He kept his eyes pinned to the floor, but the air itself seemed to throb with her.

“Dry my breasts.”

He rose on shaking legs, towel in both hands, and stepped forward.

They were enormous, heavy, obscene in the most magnificent way, full, pendulous globes that defied gravity yet surrendered to it all at once, swaying with every breath she took. Water still clung to them in bright rivulets, racing down the steep slopes and dripping from the wide, dusky-rose areolas that spread like dinner plates across each breast. Those areolas were dark, almost purple at the edges, textured, shamelessly prominent, the colour of ripe figs left too long in the sun. In their centres her nipples stood thick and proud, swollen from the heat of the shower, the size of the last joint of his thumb, begging for a mouth he was not allowed to give.

He pressed the warm towel to them with the careful, sexless devotion of a eunuch. The towel disappeared between the deep valley, soaked instantly; he had to use both hands just to lift and cradle the sheer mass of one breast while he dried underneath. They were too heavy to hold properly; they spilled over his wrists, hot and slick, and every time the towel grazed a nipple it stiffened further, as though mocking his restraint.

He was breathing through his mouth now, shallow, desperate, the scent of her skin flooding him until his head swam.

“Kiss my nipples.”

He froze. The words hung in the perfumed steam like a verdict.

He thought he had misheard. Then her hand settled at the back of his neck, guiding without force, and he understood he had heard perfectly.

He leaned in, lips closed, trembling, and placed the first chaste, burning kiss on the left nipple. It was velvet over steel, hot and alive; the moment his mouth touched it a bolt of pure electricity shot from his lips to the base of his spine. He kissed the right the same way (slow, sealed, worshipful), feeling the nipple throb against his lips like a second heartbeat. He could have died happy dying there.

“Enough.”

The hand left his neck. He sank instantly to his knees, forehead to the marble.

A slim, damp foot settled between his shoulder blades, pressing him flat. She shifted her weight, using his back as a living stool while she finished toweling her calves and thighs. The pressure was casual, proprietary; he was furniture now. Water dripped from her body onto his shirt, soaking through to his skin, marking him.

When she was satisfied she stepped off, picked up the pale café-au-lait robe, and let it slide over her shoulders. The satin settled against her still-flushed skin like a lover’s hands. She walked to the illuminated mirror, sat, and began the slow ritual of lotions, serums, the blood-red lipstick she painted on with the patience of a priestess.

He remained on his knees in the centre of the bathroom, collar damp, shirt clinging, cock aching against the linen of his shorts, waiting for the next command that might or might not ever come.

When at last she rose, flawless and regal, she slipped her feet into the waiting marabou mules he held ready. Then, without a glance, she walked past him toward the morning room.

He crawled after her on all fours for the first three steps (until the length of the hallway allowed him to rise), then followed two respectful paces behind, eyes on the swaying hem of her robe, the faint outline of that magnificent ass moving beneath satin, carrying the memory of his own lips still warm on her skin.

Breakfast was waiting. So was the rest of his life.

The morning room was exactly as the Los Angeles one had been, only brighter: the same floor-to-ceiling windows, the same long view over a different city, the same crystal chandelier scattering soft prisms across white linen and orchids. The table was already perfect because Nathan had made it perfect an hour earlier: silver warmed, plates heated, croissants still breathing steam inside their linen cocoon, blood-orange juice standing in a crystal glass at exactly ten degrees, the Baccarat tumbler with the single, deliberate chip on the rim placed precisely where Tatiana’s right hand would fall.

He walked two respectful paces behind her, eyes on the marble until the threshold, then, only then, allowed himself to raise them. The booklet had been explicit:

During direct table service you are permitted gaze up to the level of Madam’s collarbones. You will watch for the smallest signal. You will not speak unless spoken to. You will not wait to be asked.

Tatiana reached her chair (high-backed, burgundy velvet, two extra cushions already in place because he had noticed the faint stiffness in her walk after last night’s long session with the cane downstairs). He was there before her body touched the seat. One hand beneath the chair back, the other guiding the cushions, he eased it forward the exact four centimetres that let her sit without effort. The robe (pale café-au-lait satin scattered with cranes) parted slightly as she settled, revealing the heavy inside curve of one breast and then closing again like a secret. He did not look. He had learned not to look unless the look was required.

He unfolded the heavy linen napkin with a soft snap, let it drift open, and laid it across her lap without grazing her thighs. The motion had to be perfect; he had practised it forty times in the dark basement this morning.

Coffee first. He lifted the silver pot with both hands (left under the base, right never touching the handle) and poured a slow, dark ribbon into the gold-rimmed cup. Exactly three-quarters full. No more. She disliked the taste of the last cold mouthful. A single sugar cube (she never took two) placed with silver tongs, never fingers. He set the cup back on its saucer at the precise angle that lined the handle with the knife.

She lifted the cup. Took one sip. Closed her eyes for half a second in approval.

He allowed himself the smallest exhale.

Then the mistake.

He reached for the small silver dish of almond croissants (her favourite) and, in the terror of trying to be flawless, his thumb brushed the rim of her plate. A sound so tiny only a dog or a terrified servant would hear: the faintest click of nail against porcelain.

Tatiana’s eyes flicked up.

Not angry. Worse. Disappointed.

One perfectly shaped auburn brow lifted a millimetre. That was all. But the temperature in the room dropped ten degrees. Nathan felt it on his skin like ice water. His stomach folded in on itself. The memory of last night’s cane flashed across his welted ass so vividly he almost swayed.

He froze, croissant tongs still in his hand, pulse hammering in his ears.

She let the silence stretch just long enough for him to feel the mistake settle in his stomach like a blade. Then, with the languid, lethal grace she used to ruin lives, Tatiana extended two manicured fingers and tapped once on the flawless linen beside her plate.

Another croissant. Flaky, never the soft one.

His hands moved before his mind caught up. He lifted the silver dish, chose the perfect specimen, broke it so the rose-scented steam curled upward in a single, obedient ribbon, and placed the halves on her plate with the cut sides turned toward her, exactly parallel to the knife. Not a single golden flake dared fall out of line.

She granted him the faintest dip of her chin (whether mercy or indifference he would never know) and lifted her fork.

He stepped back the single permitted pace behind and to the left of her chair, napkin draped over his forearm, gaze now allowed to rise as far as the delicate hollow at the base of her throat, scanning for the next wordless command.

The door opened.

Taylor burst in, radiant and barely covered, still wearing the tiny pink baby-doll nightie Tatiana had forced her into the night before. The satin cups clung to her breasts still flushed from Rich’s hands, the ruffled hem fluttering high on her thighs, one thin strap hanging off her shoulder where Rich had impatiently tugged it down before stripping the whole thing off her hours ago. The fabric was wrinkled, twisted, smelling of sex and champagne, her hair a wild cloud, her bare feet silent on the marble. She looked exactly like a spoiled doll someone had played with very hard and then left half-undressed.

The moment she saw Nathan her face lit up like sunrise.

“Oh my God, there he is!”

She ran straight to him, threw her arms around his neck, and jumped. Legs locked around his waist, body pressed flush against his, the full warm weight of her slamming into his chest. His cuffed wrists jerked uselessly; instinct alone made him catch her, palms sliding under the silk to cup the small, firm globes of her ass and hold her aloft so she would not fall.

For one dizzy heartbeat the universe narrowed to the heat of her against him, the frantic rain of her lips on his mouth, his cheeks, his jaw, the delighted, breathless laugh that vibrated through both their bodies.

She kissed him as if the bulldozers, the slammed door, the twenty thousand dollars thrown at his feet had never happened.

He could not speak (permission had not been granted), so he simply held her, feeling her heartbeat hammer against his ribs while the ghost of another man’s scent clung to her skin.

At last she slid down his body, slow and deliberate, letting every inch of silk drag against him until her bare feet touched the floor. She stepped back, eyes shining, dimples flashing, and looked him up and down with open, possessive delight.

“Oh my goodness, look at you,” she breathed, reaching out to flick the collar at his throat. “You are literally the most adorable servant I have ever seen. So handsome in uniform.”

She spun toward Tatiana, hands clasped under her chin like a child showing off a new toy.

“Mommy, isn’t he the cutest thing? Tell me he isn’t absolutely precious like this.”

Then, remembering herself, the smile faltered for half a second. She skipped the remaining steps to Tatiana, wrapped her arms around the older woman’s neck from behind, and pressed a soft, lingering kiss to her cheek.

“And of course, good morning, Mommy,” she murmured, voice honey-sweet and suddenly, perfectly obedient.

Taylor’s eyes lingered on him for one last heartbeat, drinking in the sight of her husband in collar and cuffs, then she let herself drop into the high-backed chair as though it had been waiting for her since birth. Legs folded beneath her, silk shorts riding high, she looked exactly like a princess who had never once heard the word no.

“I want coffee,” she announced to the room at large, bright and careless. “The sweet one, with that warm milk foam on top, and extra sugar. And strawberries, the little ones, and that soft cheese with the honey drizzled on it, and maybe one of those chocolate croissants if they’re still hot.”

No please. No gesture. Just the calm expectation that the universe would rearrange itself.

Nathan moved at once. Napkin still draped over his forearm, he lifted the silver pot, poured the steamed milk in a slow, perfect spiral, dusted the foam with raw sugar that melted into gold, and set the cup in front of her without a sound. Strawberries followed, arranged like rubies on a chilled plate; the goat cheese appeared already glistening with chestnut honey. Every item arrived before she had finished naming the next. She did not thank him. She did not even look at him again. It was simply the natural order.

Tatiana watched with faint, maternal amusement, the way one watches a beloved but untamed kitten.

Taylor took a long, satisfied sip, sighed like a pleased kitten, and announced to the entire room in her bright, careless voice:

“More coffee, Nathan.”

No gesture, no lowered eyes, no subtlety. Just the simple, sunny expectation that the world would obey.

Tatiana, by contrast, never needed to speak such things aloud. If Tatiana desired coffee, the cup was simply full again before the thought had fully formed in her mind: a servant would have read the fractional lift of her little finger, the slight as the flick of a butterfly wing, and the silver pot would already be moving. That was the language of the house: silent, invisible, perfect.

Taylor had never been required to learn it. She was the favourite, the adored, the one who still slept curled against Rich’s chest while the rest of the household slept in cages. Rules were for other people. So when she called out “More coffee, Nathan” in that clear, happy voice, Tatiana only smiled the small, indulgent smile a mother gives a beloved child who has just used the wrong fork.

She let it pass. With Taylor, Tatiana always let it pass.

Nathan, however, felt the difference like a slap. He was a galaxy below the lower caste, trained to read the air itself for commands; Taylor was the sun, and the air simply rearranged itself around her wishes.

He had not eaten. The booklet had been clear: servants ate the scraps, and only after the ladies were finished. His stomach cramped at the smell of warm butter and chocolate, but he stood motionless, napkin ready, eyes lowered.

“So tell me, little girl,” Tatiana said, voice velvet and concerned, “how is your finger?”

At the exact same moment her little finger lifted again, barely a tremor.

Nathan understood at once: more juice. He stepped forward with the crystal pitcher.

Taylor’s face clouded. “Oh, it hurts, it really hurts,” she said, flexing the bandaged thumb dramatically, completely ignoring the man (her husband) now leaning between them to pour.

For one fatal second Nathan’s body blocked the space between the two women.

Tatiana waited until the pitcher was back on the table. Then, with the same calm precision she used to butter a croissant, she brought the side of her fork down across the back of his hand.

The silver struck bone with a sharp, bright crack.

Pain exploded up his arm, white-hot. He almost cried out. His knees buckled; he bit the inside of his cheek until he tasted blood, forcing the scream back down his throat.

He had interrupted. He had placed his body between Madam and her cherished girl.

He retreated the single pace, hand throbbing, vision swimming, and resumed his post with cuffed wrists pressed to his sides.

Tatiana continued as though nothing had happened, resuming her conversation with the same velvet calm, fork gliding toward her plate.

Taylor, however, could not hide her reaction quite so perfectly.

Her hazel eyes flicked to Nathan (still frozen in place, hand throbbing, face burning), and the corner of her mouth curled in a tiny, wicked smirk. She bit her lower lip to trap the laugh that threatened to spill out, dimples deepening as she quickly looked down at her strawberries. She speared one with deliberate slowness, brought it to her lips, and took a lingering bite, the red juice staining them brighter.

Only then did she glance up at Tatiana through her lashes, the smirk softening into something almost approving—a silent, shared acknowledgment between the two women who now ruled Nathan’s world. The message was clear: Yes, Mommy. He deserved that.

She chewed, swallowed, and gave the tiniest nod, as if to say the correction had been perfectly just.

Then, with the same breath, she turned her radiant smile back to Tatiana, voice light and sweet, picking up the conversation exactly where it had left off—leaving Nathan to stand in throbbing silence, the fork’s sting still singing across his skin, knowing both women had seen, both had enjoyed, and neither would ever mention it again.

“You still haven’t told me how it happened,” Tatiana said, setting her fork down with the softest, most deliberate click. “Was it during skiing?”

Taylor’s face lit instantly. “Yes! Well… kind of.” She leaned in, elbows on the table like a schoolgirl with the juiciest gossip. “Daddy surprised me and flew us to Aspen. He said there were these perfect beginner slopes, super easy, nothing scary at all.”

Tatiana’s fork stopped in mid-air.

“Beginner slopes,” she echoed, the words dropping like crystal into silence.

Taylor’s cheeks flashed rose. “I mean… yes? I’ve never really—”

Tatiana did not let her finish. Her voice stayed velvet, almost tender. “Rich told me you were advanced. He said the two of you would be skiing black diamonds together. That is why he left me behind.”

Taylor’s eyes widened; the penny dropped with an almost audible clink.

“Oh! No, no, I am advanced,” Taylor hurried, sitting straighter, words tumbling over one another. “I just… I’ve never actually done the black runs. But I could have. Totally. I just didn’t feel like it this time.”

Tatiana let the silence bloom, slow and terrible.

Nathan stood frozen, pulse roaring in his ears, watching the girl who had razed his life wriggle on the hook of her own careless tongue.

Tatiana’s gaze never wavered. “So let me be perfectly clear, little girl. My husband told me you were an experienced skier, capable of the most demanding terrain, and that is why he chose to take you to Aspen for four days instead of his wife. Yet now you tell me you have never—”

“Never taken the black trails!” Taylor blurted, cutting in with desperate brightness. “Exactly!”

A nervous laugh escaped her. “Don’t worry, you misunderstood. I’ve been skiing since I was little. Aspen isn’t new to me, I swear.”

Nathan felt his chest cave in. Eight siblings, hand-me-down clothes, a childhood spent in a cramped apartment that smelled of boiled cabbage; there had never been money for lift tickets, let alone Aspen. Every word was a fresh lie, and she delivered them with the same sunny smile that had once convinced him to sign away his house for a dollar.

Tatiana’s smile was small, maternal, and lethal.

“Look at me.”

Taylor’s eyes snapped up.

“Never, ever lie to Mommy.”

“Yes, Mommy,” Taylor whispered, cheeks scarlet.

Tatiana held her gaze one heartbeat longer, then inclined her head with regal permission.

“Go on.”

Taylor exhaled, the bright mask sliding back into place.

“So everything was going great, honestly, and I got a little cocky. I was waving at Daddy like I owned the mountain, forgot how to hold the pole properly, and it slid under the ski. Snap. My thumb got yanked so hard I saw stars.”

She lifted the heavily bandaged finger with a sheepish, dimpled grin. “Ta-da.”

Tatiana took a slow, deliberate sip of coffee, eyes never leaving Taylor’s face.

“An advanced skier,” she murmured, almost to herself, “who forgot to buckle her boots.”

Taylor’s dimples flashed again, guilty and irresistible. “Yes,” she said, the smile plastered on even while her cheeks burned.

Nathan felt the floor tilt beneath him.

Four days in Aspen. While he had waited for a text that never came, believing the deal was collapsing, she had been sipping hot chocolate in a private chalet, wobbling down bunny slopes on rented skis, giggling in Rich Carter’s arms.

And Tatiana’s quiet, deadly smile told him she now understood exactly why her husband had invented an excuse to leave her behind.

The croissant on Tatiana’s plate had gone cold, its layers stiff and forgotten.

“Wait,” Tatiana said, the playful edge gone from her voice, replaced by something cool and precise. “Before you continue this charming story… did my husband fuck you during those four days in Aspen?”

Taylor’s lashes fluttered; the question landed like a pebble in still water. She raised her uninjured hand in a quick, childish Scout salute, dimples flickering.

“Three days, actually,” she corrected, almost proudly. “We came home early because of the thumb.” Then, realising what had actually been asked, her cheeks flamed. She dropped her gaze, voice suddenly small. “And… we fucked only once. The first night. Before the accident, I swear. After that it hurt too much.”

The confession hung in the quiet morning air, soft, shameless, and utterly devastating.

Tatiana’s gaze flicked to the bandaged thumb, then back to Taylor’s face.

“Poor baby,” she whispered, brushing the edge of the gauze with one cool fingertip. “You can feel the pulse throbbing through it, can’t you? Like a little heartbeat of fire.”

Taylor’s eyes filled instantly. “All the time. The doctor said it’s a bad sprain—might need surgery later, but not urgent. It just… hurts so much. I feel dizzy. Sick. I threw up twice this morning, just from the pain.”

Tatiana went very still.

“Dizzy,” she repeated, as if tasting the word. “And vomiting.”

Taylor nodded miserably.

Silence pooled in the room, thick enough to drown in.

Tatiana’s gaze lifted (just for a fraction of a second) and met Nathan’s. In that blink he saw something he had never seen on her face before: genuine worry. The lines around her eyes deepened; for the first time since he had known her, she looked almost old.

She turned back to Taylor, voice softer than Nathan had ever heard her.

“Little doll,” Tatiana said, so gently it felt dangerous, “is it at all possible you’re pregnant? I’m only asking.”

Taylor froze, fork halfway to her mouth. “What? What does that have to do with my thumb?”

“It has nothing to do with your thumb,” Tatiana answered, voice still soft, eyes suddenly sharp. “It would be an entirely separate problem.”

Taylor blinked, genuinely confused. “Why would I be pregnant?”

Tatiana let out a short, bitter laugh (the kind that escapes when something is too absurd to be tragic and too tragic to be funny).

Silence fell again, heavier this time.

Then Tatiana asked, very quietly, “If you were… who would the father be?”

Taylor’s lips parted. Tears welled instantly. “How would I even know?”

“Exactly,” Tatiana murmured. “How would you know.”

Taylor wiped at her eyes with the back of her good hand. “I mean… I was with Austin maybe a week ago? I think.”

“Austin,” Tatiana repeated, perfectly neutral.

Taylor gave a watery little giggle through the tears. “Steve Austin,” she said, as if it were the funniest thing in the world. “You know… the Six Million Dollar Man. Bionic body and everything.”

Nathan felt the knife twist deeper. She had just told Tatiana, openly, that she had fucked his younger son. And now she was covering it with a stupid seventies TV joke, giggling like a schoolgirl while his world cracked open again.

Tatiana did not smile. “Taylor. You do not want to end up over my knee right now.”

Taylor’s mouth shaped a silent word, her little finger flicking almost imperceptibly toward Nathan.

Tatiana understood at once.

Nathan understood at once.

The room tilted. His younger son. His own flesh and blood. Inside the girl who had taken everything from him. He felt his knees threaten to fold.

“Anyone else?” Tatiana asked, voice still calm, almost clinical.

Taylor gave a little wiggle in her chair, as if the question were playful. “Well… there was Rich, obviously. You already know that.”

Tatiana’s brow lifted a fraction. “Go on, darling.”

Taylor sniffed, counting on her fingers like a child listing birthday presents. “Nick… but he’s not new. We’ve been fucking regularly for months, so he doesn’t really count.”

“Go on,” Tatiana said, voice soft as falling ash.

“And… Roberto from the demolition crew,” Taylor added, the name slipping out like an afterthought. “But that was only once.”

Tatiana’s lips curved (just enough to cut).

“Only once,” she repeated, tasting the words. “With that Roberto.”

She remembered him perfectly: the same sun-browned foreman who had stood in the cloud of dust that used to be Nathan’s life, hard hat clutched to his chest, eyes wide with animal fear while she ended his livelihood with a single, velvet sentence. The same man who had dropped to his knees in the gravel when she told him he was finished.

A faint, private smile touched the corner of Tatiana’s mouth. She leaned back; the pale café-au-lait satin slid another slow inch off her shoulder, baring the heavy upper swell of one breast.

Taylor’s chin lifted, tears still clinging to her lashes, cheeks blazing.

“Why are you interrogating me like this?” she demanded, voice cracking. “Because you think I’m some careless little slut who’d be stupid enough to get pregnant? Is that it?”

Tatiana rose from her chair in one fluid, terrifying motion.

“How dare you raise your voice to me.”

Taylor’s bravado collapsed like a popped balloon. “I—I’m sorry—”

“Oh, you will be,” Tatiana said, the words soft as silk and twice as binding. “Over my knee. Right now.”

Taylor’s breath hitched. Tears spilled freely.

Nathan stood rooted to the spot, heart hammering so violently he was certain they could hear it, watching the girl who had ruined him marched toward the same calm, merciless woman who had caned him raw only hours earlier.

And for the first time that morning something colder than fear slid through Nathan’s veins: the sick, helpless certainty that whatever life might now be growing inside the girl he still loved would never, ever belong to him.

Taylor’s face drained of colour. She looked at Nathan (standing rigid, eyes wide with terror of Tatiana’s next displeasure) and understood, in one shattering heartbeat, what was about to happen to her.

The queen he had worshipped was about to be turned bare-bottomed over another woman’s knee while he watched.

“Please, Tatiana,” she whispered, voice cracking, “it was my mistake, I’m so sorry, please—”

“Over my knee,” Tatiana said, calm and final, “or I will fetch the cane.”

Tears spilled instantly. Taylor’s legs gave a small, involuntary tremble as she lowered herself across Tatiana’s lap.

Tatiana’s robe had ridden high when she sat back; the pale café-au-lait satin ended scandalously high on her thighs, barely covering the lush curve where leg met hip. Those thighs were strong, deeply tanned, oiled until they gleamed like warm marble, the flesh full and womanly, knees round and soft yet powerful enough to pin a grown girl in place without effort. They looked made for this: for holding trembling, naughty bottoms steady while justice was delivered.

Tatiana’s manicured fingers hooked into the waistband of Taylor’s tiny silk shorts and panties in one smooth motion and drew them down to her ankles. The fabric whispered over skin and pooled at her feet.

Taylor’s ass was breathtaking (small, high, impossibly smooth, the colour of fresh cream), now quivering in the cool morning air, utterly vulnerable, the delicate cleft and the soft underswell exposed to the entire room. Her thighs pressed together in futile modesty, toes curling against the marble. She looked impossibly young, impossibly breakable.

Tatiana rested one cool palm on the small of Taylor’s back, the other stroking once, possessively, over the trembling cheeks.

“Good,” she murmured. “And for daring to be rude to Mommy, you will count ten. If I decide you need more, you will receive more.”

The first spank landed with a sharp, ringing crack.

Taylor gasped, back arching.

“One,” she whimpered.

The second was harder, the pale flesh blooming pink instantly.

“Two—”

By four her voice was breaking, by six the cheeks were scarlet, by eight she was openly sobbing, legs kicking helplessly, tears dripping onto the marble. Each smack echoed like a gunshot; the flesh jiggled and bounced, the colour deepening to a furious, glowing red, every new handprint overlapping until the whole surface shone.

“Nine, thank you, Mommy—” she choked.

The tenth and final blow landed hardest of all. A broken wail tore from her throat.

Tatiana let her lie there a moment longer, sobbing, utterly undone, then gently lifted her upright.

“Now go stand in the corner, darling. Hands on your head. And don’t you dare rub.”

Taylor stumbled to her feet, face crimson with shame, tears streaming. The silk shorts and panties tangled at her ankles forced her into an awkward, waddling shuffle, red bottom on blatant display, thighs trembling. She reached the corner and pressed her nose to the wall, fingers laced behind her head, shoulders shaking with silent sobs.

Nathan stood rooted, heart thundering, unable to look away from the blazing evidence of Tatiana’s authority: the girl who had ruined him now reduced to a sniffling, bare-bottomed child in the corner, while the woman who owned them both smoothed her robe and reached for her coffee as though nothing at all had happened.

Two slaves, different castes, same owner.

And the morning was still young.

Just then the door opened and Rich stepped in.

White shirt, sleeves half-rolled, collar open, the fabric pulling tight across his chest with every breath. In one hand he carried a small black coffee in a plain glass (he had never allowed a servant to make it for him). He moved like the world had been built to his exact measurements.

“Morning, baby,” he said to Tatiana, bending to brush a kiss across her cheek.

Then he straightened and looked at Nathan.

Two men, one room, an ocean of difference between them. Rich’s grey eyes travelled slowly over the charcoal linen shorts, the thin black collar, the cuffed wrists, the silver tray trembling in Nathan’s hands. No smirk. No cruelty. Just the quiet, absolute certainty of a man who had already won everything worth winning.

“Hey, buddy,” Rich said, easy and warm. “How’s it going?”

The word slipped out before Nathan could stop it. “Fine, Sir.”

Rich gave a small nod (acknowledgement, not forgiveness) and let his gaze drift to the corner where Taylor stood, nose pressed to the wall, scarlet bottom blazing, tears still sliding silently down her cheeks.

“Problems again?” he asked Tatiana, amused.

Tatiana lifted one elegant shoulder. “Nothing I can’t handle.”

Rich didn’t walk over, didn’t speak to Taylor. She was a beautiful toy that had misbehaved; toys waited. He simply checked the Rolex sliding back onto his wrist, finished his coffee in one swallow, and winked at Tatiana.

“Gotta fly.”

The door closed behind him with the soft finality of a vault.

Tatiana glanced at the Patek Philippe on her wrist (white gold, diamonds glittering like frost) and then looked at Nathan.

“Time for you to go to the office,” Tatiana said, voice smooth as warm honey. “On your way home tonight you will stop at the pharmacy and buy two pregnancy test kits. The most accurate ones. For the little girl.”

She tilted her head toward Taylor’s trembling, bare-bottomed figure in the corner.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Nathan whispered. “Anything you say, Ma’am.”

He bowed (slow, low, forehead almost brushing the marble) and backed out of the room, napkin still draped over his forearm like a white flag of surrender.

The door closed behind him with the softest click, and only then, in the sudden hush of the corridor, did the two feelings crash together inside him so violently he had to steady himself against the wall.

Terror first. Terror that Taylor (his radiant, impossible Taylor) might be pregnant with another man’s child. Terror that the girl he still loved with every ruined piece of his heart might soon carry a living, breathing proof that he had lost her forever.

And beneath that terror, deeper and far more powerful, was something he had never felt so completely before.

Looking back through the closed door at Tatiana, he understood that he had just met the absolute ceiling of female power. She was the sovereign, the mother, the goddess whose lightest breath rewrote the laws of his universe. Beside her, even Taylor (the girl who had once ruled him with a smile and a tear) looked suddenly small, suddenly young, suddenly… correctable.

He accepted (joyfully, reverently, irreversibly) that his body, his pride, his very desire no longer belonged to him. They belonged to Tatiana now, offered up in perfect, sexless surrender. He accepted that the greatest privilege left to him was to serve her, anticipate her, suffer for her, and feel her hand (whether in punishment or in rare, devastating tenderness) as the only touch he would ever truly need again.

Taylor was still the love of his life, the bright, cruel star he would orbit until he burned out. But Tatiana… Tatiana was gravity itself.

He loved them both. One with helpless, aching devotion. The other with total, worshipful submission.

And in that moment, walking toward the elevator with the faint welts singing on his skin and two pregnancy tests already on his to-do list, he understood that the rest of his life would be spent trying (and failing) to be worthy of either.

He smiled (small, secret, utterly enslaved) and pressed the button.

The doors closed on the only life he had left.


Between Two Goddesses

5:35 p.m., The Carter’s Residence

He was going to be late.

Nathan knew it before the pharmacy receipt had even finished printing. Traffic, parking, the endless hunt for the right brand of pregnancy test—it had all conspired against him. But deep down, it wasn’t circumstance. It was him. His lifelong habit of cutting too close. Always stacking just one more errand, one more risk. Always dancing on the edge of lateness.

For most people, a few minutes wouldn’t matter.

For him, it could mean everything.
Because for Tatiana Carter, 5:30 meant 5:30.

And the three aching welts still rising across his backside were proof she kept score.

He arrived at the penthouse at the end of the working day, around 5:35.

No way to fix it now.

At the entryway to the penthouse’s resident floor, the basin of restraints waited—heavy, rust-kissed, ceremonial like holy relics. The rules were carved in memory: all servants above the basement level were to be shackled at all times.

Nathan knelt.

Wrist cuffs first. Then the ankles.
Each lock clicked shut, automatic, final.
He shuffled forward, chains clinking softly over the marble. The bag crinkled in his hands, betraying his fear.

He entered the living room.

Tatiana and Taylor were on the white sectional—queen and crowned pet. Taylor wore a skin-tight navy one-piece that was too short to be legal, her long legs folded beneath her, one hand resting idly on Princess. The soft ribbed fabric hugged every curve, the plunging neckline daring the world to look.

But it was Tatiana who owned the air.

She wore a rich scarlet satin wrap dress that shimmered like poured blood. Her breasts, massive and regal, swelled against the delicate fabric, threatening to escape with every shift of her perfect posture. She was barefoot this evening, red polish glinting on her toes, one leg draped over the other with lazy, effortless elegance. She looked like she belonged on a throne carved from men's ribs.

Nathan couldn’t look.
Nathan couldn’t not look.

Then, Taylor moved.

She spotted him, sprang up like a child on Christmas morning, and snatched the pharmacy bag from his hands. No “hello”. No eye contact. Just a blur of motion and bare legs as she ran toward the bathroom. The chain between Nathan’s ankles rattled as he instinctively stepped back—as if dodging a royal procession.

That was when Tatiana stood.

No words. Just the slow, fluid rise of a mature woman who knew exactly how much power her body carried. The silk shifted across her hips like a warning. Her breasts swelled magnificently beneath the crimson satin, her bare feet whispering across marble as she moved — unhurried, unmerciful.

Her scent hit him as she approached: jasmine, sandalwood, and something darker, musky, almost maternal. It curled into his throat like smoke. His mouth went dry.

In one hand, she now held the sleek black remote — a slender device like a TV control, elegant in its simplicity. As she walked toward him, she pressed a single button with her thumb.

Click.
The shackles around his wrists hissed.
Click.
The cuffs at his ankles released.

He didn’t move. Didn’t dare.

She stopped inches away — so close he could feel her body heat, the soft waft of perfume rising from her cleavage. The sound of her breath was soft, steady, terrifying.

Nathan lowered his eyes.

She leaned in, her face beside his, her lips near his ear.

Her voice was quiet. So quiet. No cruelty. No anger. Just the firm, inevitable truth of the powerful speaking to the powerless.

“You will now go to the center of the living room,”
“and strip completely.”

And with that, she turned.

The hem of her gown brushed his calf as she passed — a final, deliberate flick of silk that left his skin tingling. She didn’t look back. She was already moving, gliding down the hallway after the girl who had just vanished with the test kits.

He stood alone in the vast white room, the marble ice-cold under his bare feet, the echo of Tatiana’s footsteps already fading down the corridor.

For two, maybe three heartbeats, he allowed himself the sin he was never permitted: he stared after her. The scarlet satin clung to the slow, hypnotic roll of her hips, the fabric sliding over the full, heavy curve of her ass like liquid. One more step and the gown shifted, offering a fleeting glimpse of the shadowed cleft between those perfect cheeks before the silk fell back into place. He tore his eyes away, cheeks burning, terrified someone might have seen. But no one had. The rule was absolute: a servant’s gaze must never rise above Tatiana’s ankles. Anything higher (knees, thighs, the impossible swell of her breasts) was already theft. To look at the place where her thighs met was blasphemy punishable by screams.

He was still staring at the empty hallway, cock throbbing, when the freed shackles clinked at his feet. He hadn’t even noticed his hands moving. The cuffs lay there like shed skin. She had released them with a single press of a button and walked away, certain (absolutely, arrogantly certain) that he would obey anyway. And the worst part, the part that made his stomach knot with shame, was that she was right.

He toed the chains aside and walked to the exact centre of the living room, stopping on the unforgiving marble itself (no soft rug to cushion him, just the cold, naked floor that rooted him there like a statue carved from humiliation).

The linen shirt came first. He pulled it over his head in one motion, the fabric rasping across welts that still felt raw and alive. Then the shorts. They slid down his thighs and pooled at his ankles. He stepped out of them, naked now, completely naked, the air kissing every inch of exposed skin, raising gooseflesh along his arms, his back, the aching stripes on his ass.

He remained standing.

Cold marble bit into the soles of his feet. His cock jutted upward, rigid, shameless, a humiliating flagpole of need. He tried to will it down. He tried to think of anything else: traffic, taxes, the demolition of his mansion, anything. But the image behind his eyes was merciless: Tatiana rising from the sofa, breasts shifting like slow oceans under crimson satin, the casual, untouchable, maternal, lethal.

It was obscene. She radiated sex the way the sun radiates heat: effortless, constant, indifferent to who burned. And yet the rule was that he, Nathan Whitmore, was not allowed to feel it. He belonged to a different species now. Upstairs were the humans who fucked: Rich, Tatiana, Taylor when she was permitted. Downstairs were the sexless errand boys who carried pregnancy tests, who scrubbed floors, who were caned for being three minutes late. Two castes that could no more mix than a lioness would mount a gelding.

She knew exactly what her body did to men. She dressed for it, moved for it, breathed for it. And then she punished the reaction with serene, maternal disappointment, as if a dog had dared to hump her leg.

The contradiction was the torture.

His eyes darted around the room, frantic, and ridiculous, searching for anything to kill the erection before she returned. There: a heavy crystal ashtray on the coffee table, thick, cold, perfect. He took the three shameful steps, snatched it, and pressed the freezing base hard against his cock and balls.

Pain flared. The erection didn’t even flinch. If anything it swelled harder, as though the humiliation itself were gasoline.

He whimpered, a small, broken sound that echoed off the marble, and set the ashtray back down with shaking hands.

There was no escape. Her scent still clung to the air: jasmine and warm skin and power. The image of her breasts, heavy, creamy, barely contained by that blood-red satin, was burned onto the inside of his eyelids. He could still feel the deliberate brush of her gown against his calf, the casual flick of silk that said I know you want this and you will never, ever have it.

He stood alone on the cold marble floor, hands clasped behind his back, spine straight the way the booklet demanded, cock aching, welts throbbing, heart trying to hammer its way out of his chest.

Minutes stretched like taffy.

Every second was a fresh reminder: She did not need to watch him undress. She did not need to stand over him. She knew he would strip naked on command because she had already taken everything else: his money, his wife, his pride, his future. All that remained was this last, perfect certainty: He would stand here, exposed and erect and terrified, until she decided to come back and correct him for the crime of wanting her.

And the deepest, most shameful truth of all pulsed between his legs with every heartbeat:

He had never been more aroused in his life.

He stood there, naked on the merciless marble, time stretching into something cruel and elastic.

Minutes bled away. Five. Ten. Fifteen.

She did not come. Of course she did not come. Tatiana Carter could keep a man waiting an hour, a day, a lifetime if it amused her.

She was somewhere deeper in the penthouse with Taylor. He could hear the low murmur of their voices drifting down the hallway: Taylor’s quick, breathy, almost childlike cadence and Tatiana’s calm, velvet answers. She was probably cradling the girl against those enormous scarlet-wrapped breasts, stroking the long jet hair, studying the little white stick together.

Nathan was not entitled to know the result. He was still Taylor’s husband, legally, undeniably, but in every way that mattered he had been reduced to the errand boy who carried the pharmacy bag and then waited naked on cold marble. Whatever those two lines said or did not say, the news belonged to the women now. He would be told only what they decided he deserved to hear, when they decided he deserved to hear it, if they ever did.

So he stood. A Roman slave awaiting auction. No dignity, no covering, no right to sit, to lean, to hide the rigid evidence of what Tatiana’s body had done to him. The cold floor burned the soles of his feet. His cock ached upward, untouched, unforgiven.

Then he heard it: the soft, deliberate click-click-click of bare feet on marble.

He did not dare raise his eyes. He saw only feet first: perfect, high-arched, the skin luminous against scarlet polish that exactly matched her dress. Ten flawless toes, smooth heels, the delicate play of tendons as she walked. Every step was a slow, erotic promise she would never keep for him.

He heard them before he saw them: soft footsteps, two sets, perfectly synchronised.

Then they appeared in his lowered field of vision.

Four bare feet moved into view across the marble.

Tatiana’s first: high-arched, flawless, scarlet polish gleaming like wet blood, each slow, deliberate step a display of ownership over the floor itself.

Half a pace behind and to the side came Taylor’s smaller, sun-kissed feet, toes painted a playful rose, the colour of her silk slip. They stayed close, almost touching Tatiana’s, as though even Taylor’s feet knew they belonged beside the queen’s.

The women walked pressed together; he could tell from the way their ankles brushed, the way Taylor’s foot sometimes curled shyly against Tatiana’s calf for balance. Tatiana’s arm must have been wrapped around the girl’s waist or shoulders; Taylor leaned into her so completely that their legs moved as one living thing.

Queen and cherished pet, gliding across the marble in perfect, untouchable harmony.

Taylor peeled away from Tatiana’s side and drifted to the sofa as though gravity itself had softened for her alone.

She folded herself onto the white cushions in one fluid motion, legs tucking beneath her, the navy ribbed onesie clinging to every lethal curve. The fabric was stretched so tight across her hips and thighs that it looked painted on, yet the waist (God, that waist) was impossibly narrow, a breathless, corset-tight span that made the flare of her hips and the weight of her breasts seem almost obscene. A single deep breath would have snapped a lesser girl in half; on Taylor it only looked like a promise.

She settled back, one arm draped along the top of the sofa, the other hand idly playing with a strand of jet black hair. Her hazel eyes rested somewhere in Nathan’s general direction (only six feet away), but not quite on him; more through him, or past him, as though he were furniture that happened to be in the way of whatever fascinating thought currently occupied her mind. Her lips were slightly parted, glossy, the tip of her tongue touching the upper one now and then in absent, dreamy licks.

His agony was background noise; his existence barely registered. She was simply waiting for the show to continue, the same way a bored princess might watch a servant being whipped (mildly interesting, ultimately unimportant, already half-forgotten).

Tatiana did not sit. She stopped two paces from Nathan, the formidable rattan cane (long, thick, pale, vicious) resting casually against her thigh.

Only then did he notice it.

She let the silence stretch until it snapped.

“Ten strokes,” Tatiana said, her voice serene, almost tender, as though she were announcing the time.

“Five for the five minutes you were late (you arrived at five thirty-five instead of five thirty, did you not?). And five more because you have the audacity to stand in my civilized home with that thing pointing at me like an animal.”

A soft, disdainful exhale drifted down from above him.

“Ape,” she murmured, the single word falling onto his skin like a drop of ice water.

No anger. No raised tone. Just facts.

She tapped the cane once against the seat of the low, armless leather chair that stood only three or four feet directly in front of Taylor.

“Bend over the back of that chair. Grip the front edge of the seat with both hands. Legs wide.”

Nathan’s knees almost gave out, but he didn’t need to move far. He simply folded forward from where he already stood.

The cool leather back pressed hard into his belly; the chair’s edge bit into his hips. He stretched his arms forward and clamped shaking fingers around the far side of the seat, knuckles white, elbows locked. The position wrenched his shoulders down and thrust his welted ass high, perfectly framed for the woman on the sofa no less than four feet away. His thighs parted wide until the muscles trembled, cock and balls dangling heavy and exposed in the open space between his spread legs, still swollen, still pointing shamelessly upward like an offering.

Tatiana moved behind him. The satin of her dress whispered against itself as she took position. He felt the faint stir of air as she measured distance, the cane tapping once, twice, against his already-welted skin.

Taylor leaned forward on the sofa, elbows on knees, chin in hands, smiling like a girl watching her favourite show.

The first stroke landed with a sound like a gunshot.

CRACK!

White fire exploded across both cheeks. Nathan’s entire body jerked. “AAAAAGH!”

Before the scream finished echoing, the second arrived.

CRACK!

“AAAAHHH—GOD—PLEASE—”

Third. Fourth. Fifth. She did not pause, did not count aloud, did not offer mercy. The cane sang through the air in perfect, brutal rhythm (left cheek, right cheek, left, right), carving fresh tramlines over yesterday’s swollen ridges.

Six. Seven. Eight.

His legs shook violently. Tears and snot streamed down his face. He clawed at the chair, nails squealing, but he did not move his hands, did not stand, did not beg for it to stop. He knew begging only earned extras.

Nine.

CRACK!

A high, broken animal howl tore out of him.

Ten.

CRACK!

The final stroke landed low, right across the tender undercurve where ass met thigh, and his knees buckled. Only terror kept him upright.

Silence crashed back in, broken only by his ragged, sobbing breaths.

The final stroke cracked home and the world went white-hot and silent.

Nathan stayed bent over the chair, fingers clamped to the seat’s edge, legs trembling, every breath a ragged sob.

Behind him came the soft pad of Tatiana’s bare feet circling slowly. The satin whispered. Her breathing was calm, almost lazy, the cane now resting easy across one shoulder like a riding crop after a pleasant ride round the estate.

He did not dare lift his head high enough to see her. He could not. But he risked the tiniest tilt (just enough to glimpse the sofa six feet away).

Taylor was no longer drifting in her own thoughts. She sat forward now, spine straight, thighs pressed tight together in the navy ribbed onesie. Her narrow waist looked even more impossibly small with the way her back arched like that. Her hazel eyes were wide, glassy, fixed on him with raw fascination. She bit down on her full lower lip, released it, licked the same spot slowly, then bit again (hungry, almost trembling with second-hand pleasure).

Then Tatiana’s hand settled on Nathan’s burning ass.

Warm. Soft. Possessive.

Her palm cupped the blazing, welted flesh with the same maternal tenderness she might use to pat a child’s head after a necessary correction. Fingers spread, she pressed lightly; the pain flared white-hot and he jerked, a broken whimper spilling out.

Tatiana’s thumb traced one fresh ridge of the cane’s kiss, slow, deliberate, as though admiring her own perfect handwriting.

“There,” she murmured, voice low and warm, the word sinking straight into his spine. “Now we are even.”

Her hand lingered another heartbeat (claiming, soothing, owning), then lifted away.

Nathan stayed bent over the chair, shaking, tears dripping onto the leather, cock still traitorously hard, while the two women watched him in perfect, untouchable silence.

Tatiana turned away, hips swaying, cane tapping softly against her thigh, and lowered herself beside Taylor on the sofa with the lazy grace of a woman who owned every inch of the world.

Nathan instantly dropped his gaze to the floor.

From his bent, trembling position he could now see only their lower legs and feet: four perfect, bare feminine limbs stretched out in front of him like a private gallery of conquest.

Tatiana had slipped into low scarlet mules while he was still recovering from the tenth stroke (open-toed, outrageously expensive, the patent leather gleaming, her scarlet pedicure displayed like jewels). One mule dangled from her toes, swinging gently as she crossed her legs. Taylor’s rose-painted toes curled playfully against Tatiana’s smooth calf.

Tatiana’s free hand idly stroked Taylor’s narrow waist while the cane rested across both their laps like a shared toy. Casually, almost absent-mindedly, she extended the cane through the open slats of the chair’s back, letting the tip whisper up the inside of Nathan’s thigh, brush the sensitive skin of his balls, then trace a slow, lazy circle around the head of his still-rigid cock (inches from her, yet completely unreachable) as if she were examining livestock she already owned.

“Now that was quite arousing, wasn’t it, my little girl?” Tatiana murmured, voice soft, intimate, meant only for Taylor.

Taylor gave a breathy giggle, pressing closer. “Oh yes…very arousing, Mommy.”

“You should try it at home sometime,” Tatiana continued, conversational, as if Nathan were not three feet away, bent and burning. “There’s nothing like the sound of a grown man breaking.”

The dangling mule slipped lower, revealing the elegant arch of Tatiana’s foot, the smooth glide of her long, tanned calf, the soft inner thigh that disappeared beneath scarlet satin (forbidden territory he would never be permitted to see, much less touch).

Taylor nudged Tatiana’s arm, voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, “But about what we talked about—”

“Yes, little girl, in a moment,” Tatiana answered sweetly, then her tone shifted (warm honey turning to steel).

“Nathan.”

He flinched, still bent over the chair, tears dripping onto leather.

“Yes, Mistress?” The words came out small, cracked, barely human.

Both women laughed (light, musical, utterly carefree).

“Go put those shackles and chains back on. Bring your bucket and start cleaning this floor. Now.”

The command cracked like a whip without ever needing to rise above a normal speaking voice.

Nathan scrambled to obey, scuttling away on trembling legs, the sound of their soft laughter following him down the hallway like the sweetest, cruelest perfume in the world.

The chains announced him long before he appeared: a low, metallic clinking that grew louder with every shuffling step.

Nathan dragged the two plastic buckets behind him (one filled with steaming, lemon-scented soapy water, the other empty for the dirty), the short ankle chain forcing his knees to scrape the marble. His shoulders burned, his ass was a furnace of fresh welts, tears and snot still running freely down his face from the caning. Every movement reopened the fire across his skin.

He stopped a respectful twenty feet away (far enough that he would not be able to tap on the ladies’ conversation). Tatiana’s low, soothing murmur and Taylor’s tighter, almost tearful voice told him they were deep in something serious. He dared not come closer.

So he lowered himself to all fours and began the work they liked to watch.

He plunged the sponge into the clean water, suds foaming thick and white, the sharp citrus scent rising like perfume. He pressed the sponge to the already-spotless marble and scrubbed in slow, deliberate circles, the wet slap of sponge against stone the only sound besides the women’s voices and the constant jingle of his chains. Dirty water ran in pale grey rivers toward the second bucket; he wrung the sponge with both shackled hands, water cascading in noisy streams. Again. Again. Again.

His back arched painfully, ass high, welts throbbing with every twist of his torso. Fresh tears dripped from his chin onto the floor he was cleaning, mixing with the soap.

Tatiana’s voice suddenly cut through the quiet, gentle but firm.

“Nathan.”

He froze, sponge dripping in his hands.

“Crawl here, sweetheart.”

He shuffled forward on hands and knees until he was two feet from the sofa, head bowed, chains clinking.

Tatiana leaned forward (he could smell her perfume, feel the warmth radiating from her bare thighs). A soft tissue appeared in her manicured hand. She cupped his chin with maternal care and wiped the tears and snot from his face, dabbing gently under his nose, brushing the wet streaks from his cheeks.

“There, there,” she cooed, exactly the way a mother comforts a scraped-knee toddler. “All better.”

Taylor watched, biting her lip, eyes still glassy from whatever weight she carried.

Tatiana set the tissue aside and reached for the small white jar on the side table (thick, greasy, medicinal ointment that smelled faintly of camphor and shame). She scooped a generous dollop onto two fingers.

“Stay still.”

Cool, slick cream touched the first blazing welt. Nathan gasped, a broken whimper escaping as her fingers spread the white ointment in slow, deliberate strokes across every raised ridge (claiming, soothing, marking). She painted him like a child being tended after a spanking: thorough, unhurried, utterly possessive. The humiliation burned hotter than the cane itself.

His cock (hidden beneath him, mercifully out of their direct line of sight) throbbed violently, rigid and leaking against his belly with every gentle circle of her fingers.

When the last stripe glistened white under the ointment, Tatiana gave his ass a final, almost affectionate pat.

“Off you go,” she said pleasantly. “Continue cleaning. And stay back (ladies’ conversation).”

Nathan crawled backwards, chains rattling, tears already starting again, the scent of lemon soap and camphor clinging to his skin.

He lowered the sponge into the warm suds and began scrubbing in slow, aching circles, water pooling around his knees and wrists.

From the corner of his eye (never daring to raise his head fully) he watched them on the sofa.

Taylor was curled tight into Tatiana’s side, knees drawn up, one small hand resting on Tatiana’s thigh as though it belonged there. Her voice was low, trembling, sometimes cracking (whatever she was confessing clearly hurt). But Tatiana… Tatiana listened the way she had always listened to him.

Head tilted, auburn hair spilling over one shoulder, one manicured hand stroking Taylor’s black mane in slow, soothing passes, the other cradling the girl’s waist. Every time Taylor’s voice wavered, Tatiana murmured something soft, wise, perfectly attuned. She leaned in, asked gentle questions, offered insight that made Taylor’s shoulders loosen and her breathing slow.

Nathan’s sponge stilled for a heartbeat.

That was the magic he had fallen into first (long before the cane, before the cage, before the basement). Tatiana didn’t just dominate; she understood. She slipped inside your mind like warm oil, found the exact ache, named it, soothed it, and then (only then) decided what you truly needed. She had been his confidante, his psychologist, his Western Wall. Any crisis, any shame, any fear (he had spilled it all at her feet and she had listened, truly listened, until he felt seen and safe and small).

And now she was giving Taylor the exact same gift.

The same low, velvet voice that had once unravelled him was now unravelling the eighteen-year-old goddess who had taken everything from him. The same gentle fingers that had wiped his tears minutes ago now stroked Taylor’s hair with the same maternal precision. The same woman who had just painted his welted ass with ointment and called him “sweetheart” was now cradling his wife (his wife) against those enormous scarlet-wrapped breasts, offering the same empathy, the same wisdom, the same devastating care.

He stared at the puddle forming beneath his shackled hands, sponge dripping forgotten.

Tatiana Carter was not cruel because she hated men. She was cruel because she understood them perfectly (and loved them enough to give them exactly what their souls begged for, whether they admitted it or not).

And right now, on that sofa, she was proving she could do it to anyone (queen or errand boy, eighteen-year-old goddess or forty-five-year-old ruin).

Nathan dipped the sponge again, throat thick, and went back to scrubbing the already-spotless floor while the two most important females in his universe talked softly above him, twenty feet away in every way that mattered.

It was then that the ladies rose together, their voices never breaking the intimate thread of conversation.

Nathan kept his eyes obediently low. All he saw were legs and feet gliding past: Tatiana’s long, sculpted calves sliding into those scarlet patent mules, the delicate click of each low heel on marble like a metronome of power; Taylor’s sun-kissed thighs disappearing beneath the hem of her tiny navy onesie as she padded barefoot beside her mentor.

They moved to the open kitchen, Tatiana leading, hips rolling with that effortless, devastating sway. From his place on the floor Nathan watched the lower half of the scene: Tatiana opening the huge Sub-Zero, the scarlet satin of her robe brushing perfect thighs as she bent slightly; the soft clink of glass bottles, the rustle of fresh greens, the quiet pop of a cork. She assembled a light dinner with the same calm precision she applied to everything (thin slices of prosciutto, burrata dripping cream, ripe figs split open like secrets, chilled rosé poured into crystal stems).

Taylor perched on a stool at the small round breakfast table, legs swinging, chin in her hands, listening raptly while Tatiana spoke in that low, maternal cadence that made the whole world feel safe and small.

Nathan scrubbed in silence, chains clinking, tears and ointment still streaking his skin.

Then Tatiana’s voice lifted, clear and pleasant.

“Nathan. Here.”

He crawled.

The marble was cool against his palms and knees as he shuffled into the kitchen and stopped beside Tatiana’s chair. Up close he could smell the warm milk she had just heated, the faint sweetness mixing with her jasmine perfume.

Tatiana never paused her conversation with Taylor.

“…and at this stage,” she said, swirling the bottle under hot water, testing the temperature on her wrist the way a mother does, “they’re completely aroused, floating in subspace. Rational thought is gone. That’s when you infantilize them properly. They can’t resist anymore; it’s pure biology.”

She gave the bottle a few practiced shakes, the milk sloshing gently, then screwed on the silicone nipple with a soft click.

Taylor leaned forward, hazel eyes wide, utterly fascinated.

Tatiana turned slightly in her chair, the scarlet satin parting just enough to reveal the impossible swell of her heavy breasts. Without looking down she reached for Nathan’s chin, tilted his head up, and slid the warm nipple between his lips.

“Suck,” she ordered mildly, as if reminding a toddler.

The first pull of sweet, warm milk flooded his mouth.

He knelt upright on aching knees, chains pooled beneath him, hands useless at his sides, mouth latched to the bottle pressed firmly against Tatiana’s silk-covered breast. His cock (still painfully hard for over an hour, untouched, leaking) jerked helplessly against his belly.

Tatiana resumed stroking Taylor’s hair with her free hand, bottle steady in the other.

“You see, darling,” she continued conversationally, “it’s emotional bondage now. The mind is soft, pliant. They’re no longer capable of serious discussion. Treat them exactly like the infants they’ve become. It’s kinder (and infinitely more fun).”

Taylor nodded slowly, lips parted, drinking in every word from the woman whose massive, satin-draped breasts now served as Nathan’s entire universe.

The bottle gurgled. Nathan sucked greedily, eyes glassy, tears still drying on his cheeks, the taste of warm milk and utter, irreversible surrender coating his tongue while the two goddesses above him planned the rest of his life without ever once asking his opinion.

The bottle was still in Nathan’s mouth, warm milk flowing in slow, hypnotic pulls, when the front door opened with the quiet finality of money.

Rich Carter stepped in (silver hair perfect, white shirt rolled to the elbows, the effortless gravity of a man who never had to ask twice). He crossed the room without a glance at the naked, shackled creature kneeling beside the table.

He leaned down and kissed Tatiana on the lips, a brief but possessive claim, even while she continued speaking softly to Taylor. Then he reached for Taylor’s hand, fingers closing around her narrow wrist, tugging gently (the silent command that had always made girls rise and follow).

Taylor didn’t move.

She stayed curled against Tatiana, hazel eyes lifting to him with a sweet, almost apologetic smile, but her body stayed exactly where it was.

“I’m talking to your wife,” she said, voice light, playful, but edged with something new. “Later, okay?”

Rich’s hand stayed outstretched for another heartbeat. His brows lifted a fraction (the tiniest flicker of surprise from a man who couldn’t remember the last time a girl had said no).

Nathan, head tilted back to keep the nipple in his mouth, saw everything from his low, infantilised angle: Rich’s momentary stillness, the faint tightening around Tatiana’s eyes, the way her fingers tightened almost imperceptibly on the bottle she still held to Nathan’s lips.

Rich let his hand drop. Without a word he turned and walked toward the master bedroom, the door closing with a soft, expensive click.

Tatiana’s voice stayed velvet, but Nathan felt the new tension beneath it.

“That was uninvited, little girl,” she said quietly.

Taylor blinked, genuinely confused. “But… we were in the middle of talking. I can’t just—”

“If Rich invites you,” Tatiana cut in, gentle but firm, “you go. Immediately. That is the rule.”

Taylor gave a small, stubborn shake of her head, lips curving in that radiant, dangerous smile. “We were having such a nice conversation. I didn’t want to be rude to you.”

Tatiana exhaled through her nose, the sound of a woman measuring exactly how far the ice had cracked beneath her feet.

“Darling,” she said, voice still soft, still maternal, but now threaded with steel, “go make it up to him. Now. Before you come crying to me that his attention has drifted elsewhere. Do you understand?”

Taylor hesitated one more second, then unfolded herself from the sofa with reluctant grace.

Tatiana removed the nipple from Nathan’s mouth with a wet pop, set the half-empty bottle on the table, and stood.

“Crawl after me,” she ordered without looking down.

Nathan dropped to hands and knees, chains clinking, milk still sweet on his tongue.

He risked one glance back.

Taylor stood in the centre of the living room, small and suddenly uncertain, barefoot in her tiny navy onesie, looking between the closed bedroom door and the hallway Tatiana had just taken.

Then, with a soft sigh, she padded toward the master bedroom (where Rich waited).

Nathan crawled after Tatiana, the taste of warm milk and absolute defeat coating his throat, the vast penthouse swallowing him whole.

Nathan crawled, chains dragging, knees scraping marble, the taste of warm milk still thick on his tongue.

But his mind was racing, trying to stitch together what he had just witnessed.

Taylor had not jumped at Rich’s tug. She had smiled, sweetly, stubbornly, and stayed curled against Tatiana. That single moment rewrote everything.

The girl who once lived to be chosen, who had begged for the crib, who had melted at the mere sight of Rich Carter, had just told him “later” in front of his wife. And Rich (Rich, who never waited for anyone) had walked away.

Nathan’s thoughts tumbled over one another as he crawled behind Tatiana’s perfect calves and scarlet mules.

Taylor was no longer the desperate pet. She had crossed some invisible line. Aspen had not been just another conquest; it had been four days alone with a man who had never before excluded Tatiana. And now Rich’s hand had reached, and Taylor had not followed instantly. That was not submission. That was power.

And Tatiana… Tatiana’s voice had stayed velvet, but Nathan had felt the tremor beneath it. The open marriage had always been on Rich’s terms: he collected, Tatiana refined, everyone else obeyed. But emotions were never part of the contract. If Rich needed Taylor now (needed her the way lesser men needed air), then the throne had tilted.

Tatiana’s mules clicked faster, the sway of her hips a fraction sharper, as though she felt the same earthquake.

Nathan crawled after her, heart hammering, the realisation crystallising in the few seconds between one clink of chain and the next:

Taylor was no longer the lowest creature in the hierarchy. She was becoming the crack in the empire.

And Tatiana, for the first time in Nathan’s memory, was afraid.

The click of Tatiana’s mules stopped.

They had entered the same hidden wing of the penthouse, but everything had changed since that first night.

No narrow cot. No cartoon-duck pajamas.

Only the adult crib stood in the centre of the small, dimly lit room: pale wood, high bars, a thick mattress covered in soft white sheets. The side was already lowered, waiting.

Tatiana turned to him, scarlet satin shimmering under the low light.

“I’ve decided to keep you here instead of the seventh floor,” she said, voice low and maternal, the same tone she used when she explained the world to Taylor. “The conditions down there are too harsh for a sensitive little boy like you. You’ll stay close to Mommy from now on.”

Nathan’s throat worked soundlessly.

She stepped closer, reached down, and guided him (gentle, inexorable) until he was on his knees inside the crib, the bars rising around him like a gilded cage. The mattress was soft beneath his shins. The height was calculated cruelty: when he knelt upright, his face was level with Tatiana’s magnificent breasts.

She lifted a large, fluffy adult diaper, a bottle of talc, a container of wipes (everything laid out like a changing table for a very grown-up baby).

“Babies don’t walk around the penthouse at night,” she murmured, shaking talc into her palm with a soft puff of scent. “If you need to pee, you do it here. Mommy will change you when she feels like it. Understood?”

Nathan nodded, trembling, cock already straining against nothing.

She powdered him slowly, deliberately, her warm, talc-dusted fingers brushing his shaft, his balls, the sensitive skin behind (never lingering, never granting relief). Then the diaper, thick, crinkling, taped snugly around his waist, sealing his aching erection inside a padded prison.

Only when the last tape was fastened did she straighten.

And loosened the belt of her robe.

The scarlet satin sighed open, parting just enough for her breasts (those legendary, heavy, perfect breasts) to spill forward, barely contained by the loosened fabric. No bra. The inner curves gleamed, full and creamy, the weight of them swaying as she breathed.

She looked down at him (kneeling, diapered, locked behind bars, face inches from paradise).

“Do you like Mommy’s big breasts, baby?”

Nathan’s mouth went dry. He managed only a frantic, helpless nod.

Tatiana’s smile unfurled slowly, rich with triumph, eyes glittering with the knowledge that she already owned him.

“Then touch them,” she whispered, the words velvet and lethal. “Show Mommy exactly how grateful her little boy is.”

His hands rose above the bars like a supplicant before a goddess.

The instant his palms slipped beneath the parted satin and closed around her, a broken sound escaped him. They overflowed his grasp: massive, proud, impossibly firm, skin fever-hot and satin-smooth, the weight spilling luxuriously over his trembling fingers. He massaged them with reverent hesitation, torn between terror and worship, desire shaking him so violently he could barely breathe.

“Do…” he choked, voice ragged, “do you… allow me to—”

Tatiana’s low laugh was pure, maternal delight at his ruin.

“Allow what, sweetheart?”

“Allow me… to feel your nipples?” The plea came out small, desperate, drenched in sexual misery.

Tatiana’s eyes softened with mock tenderness.

“Of course I do, baby,” she cooed, as though granting a child permission to hold a favourite toy.

His thumbs brushed her nipples (thick, stiff, perfect). A lightning bolt of pure lust shot straight to his diapered cock; he jerked in the crib, a helpless whimper vibrating against her skin.

Tatiana’s breath hitched, eyes glittering with dark, possessive hunger.

“Now tell me what I want to hear,” she commanded, voice low and husky, breasts rising faster beneath his worshipping hands. “Tell Mommy the truth.”

She leaned closer, nipples dragging across his palms.

“Tell me I am better than Taylor. Compare my breasts to hers.”

Nathan’s voice cracked, raw, worshipful, utterly shattered.

“How could Taylor’s breasts ever compare to yours?” he rasped, fingers sinking deeper into the overflowing warmth. “She’s… she’s only a girl. You are everything. These were made for worship… for feeding… for owning men. Hers could never—”

Tatiana’s fingers threaded into his hair and pulled him hard against her, burying his face in crimson satin and the scented weight of her flesh.

“Good boy,” she breathed, the words thrumming through her chest into his soul.

“You’re making Mommy so happy… so very, very content.”

“And say it,” she pressed, voice dropping to a dangerous, velvet whisper. “Tell me I took you from her. Tell me you belong to me now, sexually, emotionally, completely, to Mommy Tatiana.”

Nathan’s words spilled out in a broken rush, lips brushing her skin.

“You took me from Taylor… I’m only aroused by you… I’m your little boy, desperate to suck your breasts, desperate to serve you, to bow to you… in total, utter submission to—”

She cut him off, impatient, triumphant.

“And while that girl failed to take Rich from me,” she hissed, the words dripping venom, “parading around Aspen with him for three days like she owned him… making my husband stand there in the kitchen like a fool, waiting for her to deign to finish talking to me…”

Nathan felt the tremor in her thighs, the sudden heat of jealousy radiating from her body. She was envious. Possessive. And he, kneeling diapered in a crib, was the living proof of her victory.

“You’ll both learn,” she breathed, voice thick with dark promise. “Both of you will kneel. Our perfect, humbled sex slaves… waiting obediently in this Boston penthouse while identical apartments all over the world hold helpless couples just like you (locked, sexless, collared), waiting for their masters, the Carters, to return and decide whose turn it is to serve.”

Her fingers moved to the loose belt of her robe.

One slow, deliberate tug.

The scarlet satin parted with a whisper, sliding from her shoulders like a curtain falling at the end of a private performance.

Her breasts spilled forward (those impossible, heavy, mature breasts), free at last. Round, vulgarly full, impossibly high for their weight, skin luminous and traced with faint blue veins that spoke only of ripeness, never age. Dark rose areolas spread wide, textured like velvet, crowned by thick nipples already stiff and glistening with the first pearlescent beads of milk.

Nathan’s breath stopped dead in his throat.

She didn’t need to cup them. No bra had ever been required to hold them. They simply stood (proud, shameless, in his face), a living testament to everything Taylor would never be.

“Sometimes,” Tatiana murmured, voice low and maternal, eyes wide with cruel, mocking innocence, “Mommy likes grown men to suck her nipples. Did you know that, baby?”

He couldn’t speak. He could only stare, hypnotised, mouth already watering.

Tatiana leaned closer, the bars pressing into his chest, her nipples now inches from his lips.

“Mommy doesn’t need medicine or pumps,” she murmured, fingers threading gently through his hair while the heavy, perfect weight of her left breast hovered a breath from his lips.

She didn’t touch it, didn’t support it. It simply stood there on its own (massive, proud, impossibly firm), the thick, ripe nipple already stiff and brushing his closed lips in a slow, deliberate tease.

Back and forth. Back and forth. Each feather-light graze of that swollen tip across his mouth sent a jolt of maddening, helpless arousal straight to his diapered cock, leaving him trembling, mouth sealed shut by terror and desire in equal measure.

“Mommy simply makes sure her breasts are thoroughly worshipped by men… real men… mainly in the evenings, after all her slaves are safely locked away naked behind bars.”

She brushed the slick, swollen nipple across his parted lips, painting them with a warm bead of milk that tasted faintly sweet and unmistakably hers.

“It’s only fair,” she whispered, voice velvet and absolute, “that her newest little boy helps keep them full too.”

The first taste (warm, faintly sweet, unmistakably hers) shattered the last of his resistance.

Nathan lunged forward, hands gripping the undersides of her breasts, fingers sinking into soft, overflowing flesh. He latched onto the right nipple with a desperate, greedy moan and sucked.

Milk flooded his mouth in a thick, steady stream.

Tatiana exhaled a low, approving hum, cradling his head, rocking slightly so the heavy globe filled his mouth again and again.

“Good baby… that’s it… drink Mommy dry…”

He slurped noisily, shamelessly, cheeks hollowing with every pull, milk spilling from the corners of his mouth, running down his chin. His diapered cock throbbed uselessly, trapped and aching.

Tatiana’s free hand slid down the front of her loosened robe, fingers disappearing between her thighs. She began to stroke herself in slow circles, eyes half-lidded, breath deepening.

“These,” she whispered, voice husky, “are Mommy’s special erogenous zones. When a good boy drinks like this… when he worships properly… Mommy feels it everywhere.”

Her hips rolled. Her breathing fractured.

Nathan sucked harder, frantic, swallowing her milk in greedy gulps, the wet sounds echoing in the quiet room.

Tatiana’s thighs trembled.

A low, guttural moan tore from her throat (long, luxurious, victorious). She came standing over him, fingers buried inside herself, milk still dripping from the nipple he hadn’t yet released.

When the last shudder left her body she gently detached his mouth with two fingers under his chin.

“Enough,” she said softly, almost tenderly.

She retied her robe, breasts disappearing behind scarlet satin as if they had never been exposed.

Nathan knelt there, lips wet with her milk, face flushed, diaper soaked with pre-cum, eyes glassy and desperate.

Tatiana looked down at him, serene again.

“Mommy doesn’t allow her babies to climax,” she reminded him, voice warm and final. “That’s for grown-ups.”

She raised the crib side (wooden bars sliding up with a soft, inevitable click until they locked at the top).

The overhead light flicked off.

The door closed.

In the sudden darkness Nathan lay alone, tasting her milk on his tongue, cock aching against the thick, humiliating padding, listening to the soft, unhurried click of her mules receding down the hall.

She was utterly free, a queen, a goddess, moving through her palace as she pleased, barefoot or in scarlet heels, robe half-open or closed, deciding on a whim whether to be worshipped, obeyed, or simply left to her own pleasure.

He was caged for her.

Locked behind high wooden bars that rose like a prison tailored for a child, diapered, powdered, milk-drunk, unable to stand, unable to touch himself, unable to follow.

She walked the length of the penthouse whenever she wished.

He remained exactly where she had placed him, a possession stored safely until Mommy decided she wanted to play again.

The disparity was absolute, exquisite, final. Freedom for her. Total, loving captivity for him. And the taste of her milk still coating his tongue told him which side of the bars he would occupy for the rest of his life.

2:00 a.m. The Carters’ residence, Nathan’s crib

The wooden bars slid down with the softest creak.

Nathan stirred from uneasy sleep, blinking into the dimness, and there she was.

Taylor slipped into the crib like a dream made flesh, still wearing the same navy ribbed onesie from earlier—tight, scandalously short, clinging to every lethal curve. That impossible, corset-narrow waist he had worshipped for years now hovered inches from his face.

She curled against him without a word, cool bare thighs sliding over his, her small hand finding the front of his diaper and giving a teasing squeeze.

Nathan woke fully, instantly hard again, heart exploding.

“Taylor—” he breathed, voice cracked from milk and tears.

She silenced him not with a kiss but with a hug—sudden, fierce, almost desperate. Her slender arms locked around him like she was afraid he’d vanish, pulling him into the warm cradle of her body. That tiny waist pressed against his side, her ribs rising and falling fast against his chest, her face buried in the hollow of his neck. She held him so tightly he could feel the frantic beat of her heart through the thin fabric, her breath hot and uneven against his skin. No explanation, no playful tease—just the raw, wordless grip of a girl clinging to something she feared losing.

Nathan lay frozen beneath her, arms slowly coming up to return the embrace, feeling the fragile strength in her small frame, the way her legs tangled with his as if anchoring herself to him.

“What is it, Taylor?” he asked very gently, sensing the storm inside her.

She didn’t answer at first, only held him tighter.

“What happened is that I think what I thought happened… actually happened,” she whispered at last, the words muffled against his shoulder, unclear, heavy with something unspoken.

“I don’t understand, Taylor.”

“It’s okay,” she said, voice thick, as though tears were gathered in her throat.

“What is it, Taylor? My love… sweetie…”

“Don’t,” she cut in, sharp but trembling. “Don’t say ‘my love.’ Don’t use words so lightly.”

“But that’s how I f—”

She pulled back just enough to look at him, eyes glistening in the dim light. “Don’t say you love me when you love her.”

“Ohhh, Taylor…”

“No, don’t ‘oh’ me. I’m not stupid, Nathan. I may have barely scraped into that beach college, but sometimes I’m smarter than you when it comes to life.”

“Oh yes, you are smarter,” he agreed softly, earnestly. “I’ve always felt that.”

“I’m not stupid,” she repeated, voice cracking. “I know you love her. I know I stand no chance.”

“Taylor, look at me,” Nathan said softly, his voice thick with wonder and worry.

“No,” she murmured, clinging to him even tighter, face buried in his neck as if she could hide there forever. Then she rolled onto her back, blinking rapidly, tears spilling silently down her temples into her hair.

Nathan froze. Taylor was crying. Real tears, not the calculated ones she sometimes used to get her way.

“I look ugly, I know,” she whispered, voice small, almost childlike.

“No, Taylor,” he breathed, turning to face her, one hand gently brushing a tear from her cheek. “You look even more beautiful when you cry. Like something precious that’s hurting.”

She gave a watery huff of laughter. “So predictable. I say I’m ugly, you say I’m not. I’m not some shallow eighteen-year-old bimbo, Nathan. Don’t feed me lines.”

“Yes, Taylor,” he said, chastened, aching.

She stared at the ceiling, another tear slipping free. “You just drank her milk,” she said quietly. “You smell like her.”

“I did…” Nathan admitted, voice barely above a whisper.

“But—”

“Don’t ‘but’ me,” she cut in, sharp but trembling. “You cheated on me.”

“I—”

“When I did it, it wasn’t cheating,” she said, turning her head to look at him, eyes fierce even through the tears. “And you know it.”

Nathan fell silent.

She searched his face in the dark. “But you… you fell in love with her.” A statement, not a question. “That’s the difference.”

He couldn’t deny it. Tatiana had overwhelmed him in ways he couldn’t explain.

Taylor looked back at the ceiling. “I understand,” she said, voice softer now, almost resigned. “She’s your age. She gets you in ways I never will. She’s… amazing. I’m nothing next to her.”

“Taylor, no—” Nathan shifted closer, desperate. “You’re everything. You’re the most incredible, adorable thing in my world. Even now, lying here like this, hurting—you’re perfect.”

“Am I?” she asked, turning to him again, eyes wide, vulnerable.

“Oh God, yes,” he whispered, cock stirring helplessly at the sight of her tears, her honesty. “I’m terrified of you. There’s this wall between us, and I don’t know how to cross it. All I want is to kiss you, really kiss you, but I’m afraid you’ll push me away.”

A long pause.

Then, in the smallest, cutest voice: “A little peck on the cheek wouldn’t hurt.”

Nathan leaned in, lips brushing the soft, damp skin of her cheek—barely a touch, yet it sent fire through him. This girl, this woman, could melt stone with nothing more than her nearness.

“But you cheated too,” he finally dared to say.

Taylor went very still.

Then she sat up slowly, swinging her legs over the edge of the mattress as if to leave.

“If that’s how you see it,” she said quietly, voice suddenly cool again, “then good night, Nathan.”

“Nooo, Taylor,” he pleaded, catching her small hand before she could pull away. “You didn’t cheat. You didn’t. I swear I just want to understand how you see it — whatever you say, however you define it.”

Taylor paused, then lay back beside him with a soft sigh.

“Cheating is with the heart,” she said, staring at the ceiling. “Having sex is… different.”

She turned her head, eyes finding his in the dark.

“I never cheated on you. You’ve always been in my heart — and you always will be. Even long after you marry Tatiana and play with her breasts until you’re tired of them.”

“Ohhh, goodness, Taylor—”

“No, it’s okay,” she said, voice gentle now, almost resigned. “You had sex with her. She’s your age. She understands you better. I’ll figure out how to continue with my life. It’s okay, Nathan.”

“We didn’t have sex,” he said quickly.

Taylor looked at him for a long moment… then burst into soft, delighted laughter.

“You’re so cute,” she giggled, eyes sparkling. “So innocent. That’s why I love you so much.”

She leaned in, brushing her lips against his ear.

“I mean, the woman offers you her breasts and you still don’t know how to get your way with her? Isn’t that right?”

Nathan flushed, heart pounding. “Well… I didn’t… you mean she wanted—?”

“Of course, silly,” Taylor whispered, nipping his earlobe. “Even with me here in bed, just the two of us, you don’t know your way.”

She pulled back, eyes dancing with mischief.

“So you mean—” Nathan swallowed, “you actually want sex? With… lowly me?”

Taylor laughed again, light and teasing, the sound wrapping around him like silk.

“Maybe,” she said, drawing the word out, playful and dangerous.

“Oh, Taylor—” He wrapped his arms around her narrow waist, pulling her close.

“What do you think you’re doing?” she asked, one brow arched, lips curving.

“I thought—”

“Oh, you’re so funny, Nathan,” she giggled, pressing a finger to his lips. “So perfectly funny.”

He looked at her — crying or laughing, it didn’t matter. Every expression, every breath, reminded him why his heart had always belonged to her. Tatiana’s milk, Tatiana’s power — gone, evaporated. Taylor was here, real, warm, mercurial, and suddenly the only goddess in the room.

She seemed to sense it. At her young age she read men better than anyone.

“I want to know,” she said softly, “how you really feel about Tatiana.”

Nathan hesitated, then whispered, “Deep submission… just like you feel toward Rich.”

“Oh, Rich?” she echoed, a thoughtful little hum in her voice. “Rich…”

She pondered for a moment, head tilted, eyes distant.

“He has a real cock — massive, yes — and when he fucks me it feels incredible. But Rich? He’s just a man, after all. I think I have him wrapped around my little finger. You call that deep submission?”

Nathan opened his mouth, closed it again.

“When you put it like that… but I…”

“You,” she said softly, finishing the thought for him.

“Well, I—”

“Let me help you, Nathan. You’re not buying it. You really think I’m his little submissive doll.”

“You’re… not?” he asked, voice small.

Taylor shrugged, contemplative. “Sometimes, I guess.”

She was quiet for a long beat, staring up through the bars.

“But with you, Nathan,” she said at last, turning back to him, “it’s not a ‘sometimes’ thing.”

She kissed him gently, lips lingering.

“I love you constantly.”

Her fingers traced the tapes of his diaper, playful yet possessive.

“You never used those words before,” he murmured, dazed.

Taylor smiled in the dark, eyes glittering with something tender and dangerous.

“I’m using them now.”

His hands moved of their own accord, sliding around that tiny waist he had once believed was his to hold forever. She felt so light, so feminine, so perfectly cold against his fevered skin.

“You didn’t change into pajamas,” he whispered, reverent.

“Nope.” She nipped his lower lip. “He wanted me to. I refused.”

Nathan’s heart stuttered. “You… refused Rich?”

A soft, triumphant laugh. “I refused. Yes.”

The words sank into him like warm brandy.

“So you’re not afraid anymore?” he asked, wonder and terror mingling.

“I’m not afraid of anybody,” she said, voice light, almost dreamy. “Told you. I’m addicted to his cock, yes — I love it when he rams that huge thing into me. But that doesn’t mean I jump when he snaps his fingers.”

She turned her head, eyes finding his in the dark.

“And no, I’m not afraid he’ll throw me away for Maddison or anyone else,” Taylor said, voice light but edged with certainty. “I have him wrapped around my little finger now.”

Nathan laughed — soft, awed, a little devastated. “Just like me.”

Taylor’s smile was slow, wicked, fond.

“No, baby. Not like you.” She reached up, cupped his cheek with surprising tenderness. “You’re something special. You’re my little sucker.”

They both laughed quietly, the sound intimate and ancient, the same laugh they had once shared in a different life, in a different bed.

“That’s why I’m always turned on by you,” Nathan whispered, voice rough with wonder. “I’ve told you so many times… you’re amazing, and you still don’t even see it. You turn me on just by existing.”

Taylor rolled toward him, pressing her forehead to his.

Nathan propped himself on one elbow, gazing down at her in the faint glow that slipped through the bars.

“Taylor,” he breathed, the words thick with helpless worship, “you are everything.”

He wrapped both arms around that impossible waist, pulling her flush against him, kissing her with the hunger of a year denied. His palms slid lower, slipping under the hem of the navy onesie, feeling her naked skin — the smooth, bare curve of her ass, the satin warmth of her hips, the breathtaking dip of that tiny waist that had haunted his dreams since the day he first saw her.

“My God,” he rasped against her mouth, “you’re not wearing any panties.”

Taylor’s laugh was soft, wicked. “Rich ripped them off before he fucked me.” She paused, watching his reaction, then added gently, “Is there a problem?”

The words hit him like a slap — sharp, familiar, yet somehow softer tonight.

She noticed the flicker in his eyes and smiled, brushing her thumb across his lip.

“This is sex, Nathan. Just sex. It’s not what we have right now — you and me.”

His hands flew higher, pushing the ribbed fabric up to her ribs, baring her young, perfect breasts — small, high, pale-rose nipples already peaked. He cupped one reverently, thumb circling the stiff bud, while he kissed her lips with desperate hunger.

“Taylor… please… we have to make love.”

She tilted her head, amused, utterly in command.

“Now you’re improving,” she murmured approvingly. “‘Make love’… not sex. Love.”

She leaned in, voice a playful teacher’s whisper.

“Yes, love.”

Nathan felt his cock surge inside the diaper, almost shooting at the simple praise.

“I… I have to fuck you. Please.” He was shivering with passion.

“You want to make love to me,” she corrected softly, a teasing lilt in her voice.

“Yes, yes — to make love to you, my beautiful princess, my wife, the girl I love more than anything.”

“Make love to me with your diaper on?” she asked, voice innocent, eyes wicked.

“Oh, that’s not a problem, not a problem at all,” he panted, already fumbling frantically at the tapes.

Her hand settled gently but firmly over his, stopping him.

“No, Nathan,” she murmured, looking up at him with those huge, luminous eyes. “I don’t think it’s a good idea. Tatiana doesn’t allow it.”

“Tatiana…” he echoed, the name distant, almost meaningless in the haze of need.

“It’s okay,” he tried, voice shaking. “Trust me, I know what I’m doing—”

“But Tatiana doesn’t allow,” she repeated, softer now, almost serious, watching him intently.

For a heartbeat he froze, searching her face — was she mocking him again, winding him tighter until he couldn’t breathe?

“Oh fuck Tatiana,” he gasped, the words bursting out of him like a prayer. “Fuck Tatiana. All I want is my Taylor — my Taylor—”

He tore the diaper away, trembling, half-expecting her to stop him.

She didn’t.

And then he saw it: the slow, triumphant smile spreading across her perfect lips. A smile of pure victory. The smile of a girl who had just watched her husband choose her over the woman who had nearly stolen his soul.

He saw it — saw how completely he had fallen again, how effortlessly she had reeled him back in — and the realisation only magnified his arousal until he was shaking.

“Taylor, please…” he begged, voice ragged. “Please let me make love to you…”

His arms wrapped tight around her newly exposed lower body, face inches from hers, breath ragged.

“Please, Taylor. I’m begging you.”

She rubbed her nose gently against his, eyes dancing, lips curved in that gentle, devastating smile.

And laughed, soft and sweet, right into his face.

“No.”

“But why?” he whispered, voice breaking.

“Because I’m hurt, Nathan. Deeply hurt.” She turned away slightly, but didn’t pull out of his arms. “You cheated on me — with your heart. You gave her your full submission.”

“God,” he thought, a wave of regret crashing over him. What a mistake it had been to surrender so completely to Tatiana when the real, breathtaking miracle was right here in his arms.

“Yeah, I’m hurt,” she repeated quietly. “It’s going to take me a while.”

She shifted, pressing her amazing ass back against his throbbing cock.

“Spoon me, Nathan,” she murmured. “Embrace me. Be kind to me. I’m hurt.”

“But you’re doing it with others,” he whispered, his raging erection rubbing helplessly against her smooth skin. “And never with me.” The words slipped out, raw and cuckolded, bypassing every filter.

“So?” Taylor laughed, her shoulders quivering with the sound. “Do you have a problem with that?”

“No, of course not,” he pleaded, the words tumbling out like a prayer.

She laughed again — light, delighted, merciless — the sound of a goddess amused by her mortal’s devotion.

“Taylor, Taylor, I’m in love with you,” he whispered desperately, rubbing against her. “Believe me. Believe me.”

She didn’t answer, just nestled closer, letting him hold her while his need burned unanswered.

“So at least tell me how it was,” he begged at last, voice cracking. “You gave Tatiana that whole list… and that was only the last month.”

He could feel her little shoulders quivering with laughter — she was delighted with his helplessness, and it was obvious she knew he was hers again. But it was just as obvious she was toying with him.

“I left a few out,” she purred, savouring his desperation. “She doesn’t need to know everything.”

Nathan’s breath hitched, another invisible slap. “Who… who else?”

“None of your business,” she whispered, the words dripping with wicked satisfaction.

“Oh God, you’re turning me on,” he groaned, arms tightening around her narrow waist, pulling her closer.

“I’ll be such a good boy,” he promised feverishly. “You’ll see — just let me—”

“You’re already a good boy,” she cut in, laughing softly right into his face. “Aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” slipped out before he could stop it.

The title hung between them like incense.

She turned to face him, lying side by side now. Taylor’s eyes flared with pure, delighted power. She felt it settle over her like a crown: she didn’t have to try, didn’t have to change, didn’t have to beg. She simply existed — eighteen, radiant, untouchable — and men fell.

Her fingers brushed his cheek, almost tender.

“But you were sleeping with my sons,” he whispered, the last shred of a husband’s pride surfacing. “I know you were.”

“I was?” she asked, eyes drifting to the ceiling, innocent as a child while his hand still mapped every lethal curve.

“Yes,” he rasped, pressing harder, “and it turns me on.”

Taylor’s lips curved. “You know… it’s possible you’ll be a grandfather soon.”

The words detonated inside his skull.

A grandfather. His sons. His wife.

“No,” he choked, the sound small and broken.

“So you are pregnant,” he whispered, voice cracking. “Right?”

“None of your business,” she sang, laughter dancing in her throat.

“Taylor… please. Mercy. I’m your husband.” The words spilled out in pure desperation, his cuckold soul taking over as sexual need overwhelmed every other thought. He looked at her and knew — she was toying with his very essence, pressing every button she had discovered years ago, playing him like an instrument she had mastered.

She could read his mind; she always could.

“Yes. You are my cucko.”

“Cuckold,” he corrected automatically, the word tasting like rust.

“Yes,” she repeated, savouring it. “Cuckold.”

He resumed rubbing his aching cock against her silken thigh, frantic, shameless.

“And you’re my sexless earning boy,” she murmured, voice honeyed steel.

“Errand,” he corrected again, dazed.

“No,” she laughed softly, “earning boy. You’d better keep earning, or I’ll toss you aside like yesterday’s toy.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he breathed, spinning, drowning. “I work for you. I starve so you can have more. Everything I make is yours—”

His hips jerked faster, desperate, the friction exquisite torture.

“Please,” he begged, voice ragged, “just let me come between your thighs. That’s all I ask.”

For the first time that night, a glint of something almost tender flickered in her eyes — soft, fleeting, gone before it could be named.

“Yes,” she said, indifferent as summer rain. “You may.”

Nathan’s breath stopped.

His eyes locked on hers, solemn, reverent, as though she had just granted him absolution. Carefully, trembling, he eased his aching cock between the silken vise of her closed thighs — warm, smooth, impossibly young. The first slow thrust drew a broken moan from his chest.

“I want you to kiss my lips,” she said suddenly. “And I want you to say it.”

“Say what?” He was breathing hard now, pleading, unrestrained.

“Say how much you love me.” Her voice was quiet but firm. “I want to know you love me… and that you don’t love that bitch.”

He moved faster, hips jerking in helpless, worshipful rhythm, every slide of skin against skin a prayer.

“I love you, Taylor Whitmore,” he gasped, raw and honest. “Only you.”

She let him slide deeper between her thighs, a triumphant little smile curving her lips.

“Oh God,” he thought, “she cares. She needs to hear it.”

“Taylor… Taylor… Taylor…”

The orgasm hit him like the end of the world.

His entire body seized, back arching off the mattress, a hoarse, animal cry tearing from his throat as he spilled in thick, violent pulses between her thighs — hot, endless, shattering. The crib rattled with the force of it. Stars burst behind his eyes. For one blinding, eternal moment there was nothing but Taylor — her scent, her warmth, the impossible privilege of being allowed this close.

Then the wave receded.

He collapsed beside her, chest heaving, tears leaking anew — this time from pure, humiliating gratitude. Defeated. Ruined. Utterly content.

She held him tight, cradling him close. “Ssshhh,” she murmured, a soft laugh in her voice. “Sometimes you behave like an animal.”

It was obvious she felt so good about herself — radiant, triumphant, in complete control.

Nathan lay curled against her in the crib, diaper discarded, chains forgotten, breathing the same air as the most beautiful woman he had ever known.

“I am so lucky to have you,” he whispered. “I am the luckiest man on earth.”

“You will be surprised,” she said quietly, still embracing him, pressing a gentle kiss to his temple, “but listen to what I’m saying — and listen well.”

She pulled back just enough to meet his eyes.

“I will give up the others. They mean nothing to me.” Her voice was steady, almost solemn. “But I will never, ever give up on you, Nathan Whitmore.”

With that, she stood.

One last lingering kiss on his cheek — light as a promise — then the wooden bars rose with a quiet, final click.

She was gone. Back, most likely, to Rich.

The warmth vanished with her. Cold rushed in, sharp and merciless. The afterglow curdled into aching emptiness.

Now that the fog of orgasm had cleared, Nathan could finally think.

And what he saw terrified him.

Taylor was no longer the obedient pet who lived to be chosen. She had looked Rich Carter in the eye and told him later. She had smiled at Nathan and said she had the man wrapped around her little finger. She was rising.

Tatiana had felt it too. The things she had hissed while he knelt worshipping her milk-heavy breasts (the venom about Aspen, the muttered threats, the dark promise that both of them would kneel) had not been idle cruelty. They had been fear.

If Tatiana decided the girl was a threat, she would cut Taylor out like a cancer. And the moment Taylor disappeared, Tatiana would have no reason to keep her rival’s broken husband around. The crib, the nightly bottle, the exquisite torment of Mommy’s breasts—gone. He would be discarded the same day.

But if Taylor actually won—if Rich ever chose her over Tatiana—the earthquake would be even worse. Rich would whisk her away to one of those identical apartments across the world, and Nathan would never see her again. Tatiana, humiliated, would toss him out without a second thought.

Either way, one goddess would vanish. Then the other.

He would lose everything that made his ruin bearable.

Nathan lifted his eyes to the dark ceiling, lips still wet with another woman’s milk, and finally spoke aloud to the God he wasn’t sure was listening.

“Why is it always like this?” he whispered, voice hoarse and small in the locked crib. “Why can’t life ever just be… boring? Why are there always problems, always new knives twisting deeper? Why can’t I just have her (only her) without all of this?”

Silence answered, thick and absolute.

Some questions, he understood, would remain unanswered until the future itself decided to speak.

To Be Continued
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Overwhelmingly in Love

The next morning, Sunday, 9:00 a.m., The Carter’s Residence

The penthouse was silent except for the wet slap of Nathan’s sponge against cold marble and the frantic thud of his own heart.

He was on all fours in the master bathroom, white cotton T-shirt clinging to his back with sweat, childish powder-blue shorts riding high enough to expose the lower curve of his ass every time he leaned forward. The bucket beside him sloshed grey water across the floor he had already scrubbed twice. His knees ached, his wrists burned, and still the marble gleamed like a mirror that only reflected his humiliation back at him.

From somewhere far off (past the endless hallway, past the kitchen island the size of a small country) came Tatiana’s voice, low and velvet and edged with ice.

“Terrible. Absolutely terrible. Who taught you how to clean, Nathan? A blind raccoon?”

Each word floated closer, unhurried, inevitable.

Nathan’s hand froze mid-scrub. Taylor’s words from the night before echoed in his head—“it’s possible you’ll be a grandfather soon”—delivered with that lazy, feline smile that could mean everything or nothing at all. She had always been a master of half-truths, playful cruelties wrapped in kisses, and he knew her too well to take anything at face value. Pregnant? By one of his own sons? The idea was monstrous, unthinkable, yet the way she had said it (teasing, almost laughing at his shock) made him doubt it was anything more than another game to twist the knife. Until he saw the proof with his own eyes—those two unmistakable lines—he would not, could not believe her. The thought had been gnawing at him since dawn, a sick, desperate itch. The small chrome trash can sat innocently beside the vanity. One second, he told himself. Just one second.

He plunged his hand into the bin, fingers scrabbling through crumpled tissues and cotton pads, heart hammering so loud he almost didn’t hear the soft pad of bare feet crossing the threshold.

“And what exactly do you think you’re doing?”

The voice was right behind him now, calm, amused, lethal.

Nathan jerked upright on his knees, soaked sponge dripping in his fist, and looked up (way, way up) into Tatiana Carter.

She filled the doorway like a verdict in black satin. Liquid midnight silk that clung to her like a lover’s tongue, the lace scallops at the neckline trembling with every slow breath as they strained to contain the impossible, heavy swell of her breasts. The hem stopped cruelly high, baring the lush, tanned sweep of her mature thighs—powerful yet soft, the kind of flesh that made a man ache to bury his face between them and never come up for air. Auburn hair twisted into that low, merciless knot that exposed the regal line of her neck; a single rope of pearls vanished into the shadowed cleft of her cleavage.

Nathan’s heart slammed against his ribs, terror flooding him—he was caught, hand literally in the trash, about to be punished in ways he couldn’t even imagine. And yet, in the same heartbeat, his cock jerked hard against the soaked front of his childish shorts, swelling painfully, traitorously rigid. It made no sense: fear should have killed any arousal dead, but with Tatiana it never did. Her sexuality was a force so overwhelming, so absolute, that it overrode everything—panic, shame, survival instinct. Only she could make him this hard while his stomach knotted with dread. Only she could turn terror itself into throbbing, helpless need.

Her skin glowed against the black silk, and her bare feet—God, those feet—were arched and flawless, toes painted a fresh, vicious crimson that looked wet enough to taste. He wanted to drop to them, press his lips to every perfect toe, beg for mercy he knew she wouldn’t give… while his erection strained toward her like a compass needle to true north.

She hadn’t even touched him yet, and already he was leaking, shaking, utterly undone by the mere sight of the woman who owned him more completely than his wife ever had.

Tatiana stepped forward, pearls swaying, breasts shifting like slow oceans beneath satin. She bent at the waist (back straight, legs together, the posture of a woman who never needed to try) until her face was inches from his. The movement brought her breasts dangerously close; the lace neckline gaped, offering a heart-stopping glimpse of dark areolas and the glistening bead of milk trembling at one nipple.

Her manicured fingers (those same crimson nails) closed around his ear like a velvet clamp.

“Young man,” she murmured, voice low and maternal and terrifying, “with me, you do not lie. Do you understand?”

Nathan trembled so violently the sponge slipped from his fingers and hit the floor with a wet slap.

“I—I was looking for the test results,” he stammered, the confession torn out of him by the heat of her body and the pain blooming in his ear.

She twisted slightly (just enough to make his eyes water) and the satin brushed his cheek.

“Did I allow you to rummage through things that don’t concern babies?”

Her breath was warm against his lips, jasmine and power; her breasts hovered inches away, rising and falling with slow, deliberate menace.

“There is a reason you don’t know, Nathan. Some things are for adults only.”

She let the words hang, velvet and cruel, then leaned a fraction closer so the satin brushed his cheek like a taunt.

“And you, sweetheart, are very, very far from an adult right now.”

The sentence landed like a palm across his soul.

Nathan’s stomach twisted with the exquisite, familiar shame of it: his wife (nineteen, radiant, sexually omnivorous) was considered adult enough to know whether she carried another man’s child, adult enough to be fucked whenever Rich desired, adult enough to make choices that rewrote Nathan’s entire life.

And he (forty-six, once a millionaire, once a husband) was not.

He was the sexless errand boy on his knees in childish shorts, the infant who waited for permission to climax, the creature whose own marriage’s deepest secrets were withheld because “babies don’t need to know.”

The humiliation burned hotter than any spanking, flooding him with that sick, throbbing gratitude only Tatiana could provoke.

His cock strained helplessly against the soaked fabric, leaking at the sheer unfairness of it: she was the adult, entitled to everything (Rich’s bed, Taylor’s secrets, Nathan’s tears), while he remained forever small, denied, owned.

And God help him, he had never been more aroused in his life.

She straightened slowly, keeping his ear pinched between thumb and forefinger, forcing his face upward so he had no choice but to stare at the swollen, silk-sheathed perfection swaying above him.

“Crawl,” she said simply, releasing his ear and turning away.

The black satin clung to the full, rolling curve of her ass as she walked, thighs brushing with every barefoot step (lush, powerful, tanned pillars that ended in those glossy crimson toes). The pearls swung between her breasts like a metronome counting down his remaining dignity.

Nathan dropped the sponge and followed on hands and knees, soaked T-shirt clinging, childish shorts soaked at the crotch, chasing the slow, confident rhythm of the most beautiful, most merciless woman he had ever failed to please.

Tatiana led him on all fours down a hallway he had never been allowed to enter barefoot before (each crawl a fresh reminder that even the soles of his feet belonged to her now). Past the climate-controlled wine room, past Rich’s private cigar lounge, until she turned a corner and pushed open a heavy, sound-proofed door into the penthouse’s private library.

The word private hit Nathan like a caress and a slap at once. This was no shared space, no accidental stage; it was hers, sealed, secluded, designed for moments no one else would ever witness. One-on-one. Just Mommy and her trembling boy.

Floor-to-ceiling mahogany shelves rose three storeys high, accessible only by a rolling brass ladder; a massive fireplace dominated one wall, cold now, and the air smelled of leather bindings and the faint, lingering trace of Rich’s cigars (a scent that somehow made Nathan feel even smaller). In the centre stood a single, severe antique chair (armless, high-backed, dark walnut with a thin crimson cushion) placed there years ago for exactly these quiet, private, intimate corrections. Heavy velvet drapes were half-drawn, letting in only slivers of morning light that striped the Persian rug like bars across a cage.

She closed the door behind them with a soft, final click. The sound sealed the world outside. Here, in this hushed sanctuary, Tatiana could do whatever she wanted to him (correct him, break him, remake him) and no one would ever know. The intimacy of it, the absolute privacy, made his stomach knot with fear and his cock throb with helpless gratitude. This was special treatment, tailored just for him, and she knew exactly what she was doing.

“Up,” she said.

Nathan scrambled to his feet, legs trembling, childish shorts soaked with bathroom water and something far more shameful. Tatiana lowered herself into the chair with regal slowness, back perfectly straight, thighs pressed together beneath the black satin slip. From where he stood, the view was devastating: the slip had ridden high enough to expose the full, tanned expanse of her thighs, heavy and soft and powerful; her breasts, barely contained, rose like twin moons above the lace neckline, milk still darkening the silk in slow, deliberate blooms. The pearls rested in the valley between them, rising and falling with her calm breath.

“Do you know why you’re going to be punished, young man?” Her voice was quiet, almost kind (the same tone she used when she tucked him into the crib at night).

Nathan nodded, fingers twisting the hem of his ridiculous white T-shirt like a nervous child. “Y-yes, Mistress.”

“Tell me.”

“Because… because I went through the trash. Because I lied.” His voice cracked, small and ashamed. “Because some things are for adults… and I’m… I’m not one here.”

The words came out automatically, the way she had trained them to. Ever since Tatiana had entered his life (those calm, knowing eyes, that velvet voice that slipped inside his mind like warm oil) Nathan had stopped thinking clearly. She had reshaped him, piece by careful piece, until he truly believed it: he had no right to adult secrets, no claim to adult knowledge, no place in adult decisions. His wife’s body, her possible pregnancy, the future of his own marriage—these were grown-up matters, and he was only her naughty little boy who scrubbed floors and waited for permission to cum. The humiliation of admitting it out loud sent a hot, helpless throb through his cock, proof that she had won completely: even his shame now belonged to her.

Tatiana’s crimson lips curved in the faintest, satisfied smile. She had done this to him (turned a forty-six-year-old man into a trembling infant who accepted, without question, that he was too small for the truth). And Nathan, lost in the dizzying safety of her control, felt only gratitude.

“And yet you still thought you had the right to know whether your wife is carrying another man’s child.” Tatiana’s crimson lips curved, not quite a smile. “Taylor is your wife in name only, Nathan. In this house she belongs to us. Her body, her secrets, her future (none of it is yours to question).”

He swallowed hard. “I just… you all know and I don’t, and everyone treats me like a joke, and I thought—”

“You thought.” She let the words hang, soft and lethal. “Your job is not to think. Your job is to obey everything Mommy tells you. Is that clear?”

Nathan’s cock jerked against the front of his shorts, traitorously rigid. “Yes, Mommy.”

“Take your shorts down.”

His hands flew to the elastic waistband; the childish powder-blue fabric dropped to his ankles in one frantic motion. He stepped out of them, erection jutting upward, flushed and aching. Tatiana’s gaze flicked down, unimpressed, then back to his face.

“Underpants too.”

He hooked his thumbs in the waistband of the thin cotton briefs and shoved them down. The moment the fabric cleared his cock it sprang free, hard as iron, a bead of pre-cum already glistening at the tip. He stood naked from the waist down, shaking, burning with shame and unbearable need.

Tatiana leaned forward slightly, breasts swaying, and lifted his cock with one manicured finger beneath the shaft, inspecting it the way one might examine a slightly disappointing piece of fruit.

“Wet,” she murmured, noting the damp patch on his discarded briefs. “Very wet.” She raised her eyes to his. “Did you dare climax without my permission?”

Nathan’s throat worked soundlessly.

“I asked you a question.”

“I did, Mistress Tatiana,” he whispered. “Right after you left the crib. I couldn’t… I tried to hold it, I swear, but—”

“But what?”

“Taylor came to me. In the night. She… she let me cum between her thighs. For the first time in months. Just her thighs. That’s all. I didn’t fuck her, I swear.”

Tatiana’s eyebrow arched, slow and dangerous.

“Taylor,” she called, voice carrying effortlessly through the vast, silent penthouse (sweet, calm, impossible to ignore).

From the far end of the apartment came the sleepy, sing-song reply: “Yes, Mommy?”

Tatiana’s crimson lips curved. She never raised her voice.

“I want you to come here,” she said, soft as velvet, sharp as a blade. “Right now.”

Taylor appeared in the library doorway barefoot, hair tousled from Rich’s pillow, still wearing the same navy ribbed onesie she had worn all night. The stretchy fabric clung to every lethal curve like it had been painted on (plunging neckline, scandalously high-cut legs, the ribbed cotton riding up just enough to reveal the faint red marks where Rich had gripped her hips hours earlier). She hadn’t even bothered to change; in this house Sunday mornings were for sleeping in, for being lazily fucked again if Rich felt like it, not for chores or rules. Privileged. Cherished. Untouchable.

Until now.

Thin steel cuffs glinted on her wrists (standard issue for her in the penthouse, the mark of a pet who is adored but never, ever free). She stopped just inside the threshold, shoulders hunched, hazel eyes fixed on the Persian rug. She knew.

“Look at me,” Tatiana said quietly.

Taylor lifted her gaze (beautiful, stormy, suddenly very young) and bit her lower lip.

“Did you visit Nathan’s crib last night?” Tatiana asked. “Did you make him climax?”

Taylor gave the tiniest shrug, cuffs clinking.

“Don’t you shrug at me, little girl.”

A whisper: “Yes, Mommy… but I didn’t mean to let him finish, I just—”

“What you meant is irrelevant.” Tatiana rose in one fluid motion, breasts swaying beneath black satin, milk-dark circles now unmistakable. She seized Taylor’s cuffed wrists and pulled her forward. “You do not tease a baby to the edge and then act surprised when he spills. You know the rule. No climaxes without my permission (for either of you).”

Taylor opened her mouth, closed it, shrank smaller.

Tatiana turned on her heel, dragging Taylor by the cuffed wrists. “Nathan, with me.”

Nathan fell in step behind them at once, barefoot, fully exposed, the short chains between his wrists and ankles clinking softly with every hurried step. The three of them moved down the corridor in a silent, shameful procession: Tatiana gliding in black satin like a verdict in motion, Taylor stumbling slightly in the too-tight navy onesie and steel cuffs, and Nathan trailing a pace behind, erection bobbing helplessly with every stride, the metallic chime of his restraints announcing his ruin to the empty penthouse, unable to hide anything from either woman.

Down another corridor (past the morning room, past the gallery with the Rothko) until Tatiana flung open a delicate lavender door none of them had ever been allowed to enter.

It was a tiny, intensely feminine bedroom clearly designed for a cherished but disciplined doll: blush-pink silk walls, a narrow white iron bed draped in layers of pale rose duvet and a dozen satin pillows, sheer lace curtains filtering the morning light into a permanent sunset glow. Above the bed hung a polished brass birdcage large enough for a grown girl, its little swing swaying gently. A single antique vanity stood in the corner, its mirror framed in mother-of-pearl; on the stool lay a forgotten silk sleep-mask and a pair of velvet ankle cuffs. The air smelled of talc and Tatiana’s own perfume (sweet, maternal, inescapable).

Tatiana pushed Taylor inside.

Tatiana’s grip on Taylor’s cuffed wrists tightened as she swept her gaze around the tiny, blush-pink bedroom.

“From this moment forward, this is your room,” she said, voice low and final. “You will sleep here every night until I decide otherwise. The master bedroom is off-limits to you. You do not set foot in it again without my explicit permission.”

Taylor’s lips parted in protest, but Tatiana’s crimson nail pressed against them, silencing her instantly.

“If I find you outside this room after lights-out (one single time), you will spend the rest of your nights in a cage. A real cage. Not this pretty brass decoration.” She flicked the hanging birdcage with one finger; it chimed softly, mockingly. “Somewhere cold, somewhere downstairs, where disobedient pets learn what the word ‘no’ really means. Do you understand me, little girl?”

Taylor swallowed, eyes wide, and gave the smallest, most chastened nod.

“Good.” Tatiana released her wrists and stepped back. “You stay here until I send for you. I haven’t decided yet how I will punish you properly, but I will.”

With that, she pulled the door shut. The lock clicked like a verdict.

Then she turned to Nathan (still naked from the waist down, chains clinking, cock rigid and aching) and gave him the faintest, coolest smile.

“Back to the library, baby,” she murmured. “We still have a conversation to finish over Mommy’s knee.”

Tatiana closed the library door with a soft, deliberate click that sounded like the final lock on Nathan’s fate.

Tatiana returned to the antique chair and sat with perfect, regal posture (back straight, shoulders relaxed, the black satin slip still modestly covering her thighs for the moment). She looked up at Nathan standing beside her, trembling, shirt clinging to his chest, cock jutting rigid and flushed in the cool air.

“Hands at your sides,” she said softly.

He obeyed instantly, the movement making his erection bob helplessly.

Only then (slowly, deliberately, as though it were the most natural thing in the world) did Tatiana reach for the lace hem of her slip. With two fingers she drew the satin upward, inch by torturous inch, until the fabric bunched high on her hips and the full, flawless expanse of her tanned, lotioned thighs was bared to the morning light. The skin was impossibly smooth, warm, gleaming faintly with oil (thighs that belonged on a statue of some ancient fertility goddess, not on the woman about to blister his ass). She let the hem rest there, framing everything, and patted one devastatingly soft, maternal thigh.

“Over,” she said, voice velvet and absolute.

Nathan’s knees buckled before his mind caught up. He draped himself across her lap in a single, trembling motion (belly to her thighs, toes barely brushing the Persian rug, cock instantly trapped between the warm, lotioned vise of her legs). The contact was electric; her skin was impossibly soft, scented faintly of jasmine and warm skin, and the pressure of those powerful thighs closed around his shaft like a living, breathing cage. He was already leaking.

Tatiana rested her cool palm on the small of his back, pinning him effortlessly, and let her other hand settle on his bare, quivering bottom. The touch was light, almost loving (until it wasn’t).

“You went through the trash looking for things that do not concern you,” she began, voice low, conversational. “You lied to my face. And then (after I specifically forbade climax) you let Taylor milk you like a desperate teenager between her thighs. Did you think I wouldn’t find out?”

Each accusation landed with a soft caress of her hand across his skin, tracing the curve of his ass, making him clench in anticipation.

“I’m sorry, Mommy—” he started, voice cracking.

“Silence.”

The first spank cracked down without warning (open palm, full force, the sound sharp as a gunshot in the quiet library). Nathan’s whole body jerked; his cock slid helplessly between her thighs, dragging against that slick, oiled skin.

She did not pause.

SMACK. SMACK. SMACK. SMACK.

The blows came fast, hard, perfectly placed (left cheek, right cheek, the tender undercurve). His ass turned hot instantly, the pain blooming white-hot. He bit down on his own fist to keep from crying out, knowing she hated noise, knowing she would start over if he made a sound.

By the twentieth his hips were rocking involuntarily, cock grinding between her thighs with every brutal impact. The scent of her skin (jasmine, warm satin, power) filled the room. His ass was no longer pale; it glowed a deep, angry pink, the skin tightening with heat.

“Hands on the floor,” she ordered between spanks. “I want to feel every tremor.”

He obeyed, palms flat, fingers splayed, tears already streaming. She shifted her thighs deliberately, squeezing his trapped cock once, twice (a cruel, deliberate stroke that made him sob into his bitten knuckles).

Another ten. Twenty. Thirty. His ass was now a fiery rose, the color deepening with every strike. She never slowed, never softened, only varied the rhythm so he could never brace.

When he finally broke (a choked, animal cry escaped despite his clenched teeth), she stopped instantly.

“Start again,” she said calmly. “From one.”

And she did.

This time she reached to the wall behind her, where a small collection of implements hung discreetly (a polished wooden kitchen spoon, a flat leather paddle, a hairbrush with a broad oval back). She selected the flat paddle (smooth, heavy, the size of a ping-pong paddle but thicker, designed for deep, bruising impact). She rested it against his burning cheeks for a heartbeat, letting him feel the cool weight.

“Count them,” she said softly. “Aloud. And thank me after each one.”

The first stroke landed with a heavy THWACK across his left cheek. The pain was deeper, sharper, blooming inward like fire spreading through muscle.

“AHHH! One… thank you, Mommy!”

THWACK. Right cheek.

“AAAAHH! Two… thank you, Mommy!”

She alternated with merciless precision, each blow perfectly aimed, the paddle covering both cheeks in turn, then the tender undercurve. His ass darkened rapidly—pink to angry red to crimson, the skin swelling, tiny white welts rising where the edge caught him hardest.

“THREE—AAAAAHHH!—thank you, Mommy!”

“FOUR—GOD, PLEASE—thank you, Mommy!”

By ten he was screaming openly, high and broken, tears streaming, body jerking with every impact. His cock (still trapped, still grinding helplessly between her oiled thighs) leaked steadily, the humiliation and pain twisting into a sick, ecstatic spiral.

“FIFTEEN—AAAAAAHHHH!—thank you, Mommy!”

She paused at twenty, resting the paddle flat across his glowing, swollen cheeks, letting him feel the burn sink in. His ass was a blazing crimson now, tight and blistering in places, the skin hot enough to sear his own thighs when he shifted.

“Such a good boy,” she murmured, tracing a cool fingertip over the worst of the welts. “Mommy’s proud of how well you take your punishment.”

She resumed—slower now, heavier, each stroke a deliberate detonation that made him howl and buck. The paddle sang through the air, the wet crack of wood on skin echoing off the mahogany shelves.

“TWENTY-FIVE—PLEASE, MOMMY, I CAN’T—thank you, Mommy!”

“TWENTY-SIX—AAAAAHHHH!—thank you, Mommy!”

By thirty his screams had turned raw, animal, his body limp across her lap, hips still rocking in helpless rhythm against her thighs. His ass was a deep, angry scarlet, swollen, blistering in spots, the skin so tight and hot it felt like it might split. Tears and snot dripped onto the Persian rug; his bitten knuckles bled.

She stopped at thirty-five, resting the paddle across his lower back like a claim.

“There,” she said softly, voice thick with satisfaction. “Now we are even.”

She set the paddle aside, let her cool palms rest on his burning cheeks (soothing, possessive, claiming), and felt the last helpless twitches of his cock between her thighs.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “Mommy’s very proud.”

Nathan lay there, ruined and radiant, ass throbbing like fire, cock still leaking against the slick heat of her thighs, every nerve singing with the aftershocks of surrender. He had never loved anyone more in his life.

At some point the pain blurred into something else—something vast and white-hot and devotional. His hips moved on their own, slow at first, then desperate, fucking the soft, merciless channel of her oiled thighs with broken little thrusts. Each slide dragged his swollen shaft along that impossibly smooth, warm skin, the friction exquisite torture. He could feel her breasts pressing against his back through the satin, heavy and full, nipples stiff and grazing him with every shallow breath she took. The scent of her—jasmine, warm skin, quiet power—filled his lungs until he was drowning in it.

Tatiana leaned down, her auburn hair brushing his shoulder like silk, lips so close to his ear he felt the heat of every word.

“Mommy knows exactly what her baby needs,” she whispered, voice thick with possession.

Her hand slid lower. One manicured finger—crimson nail gleaming—circled his untouched entrance with slow, deliberate pressure, teasing the tight ring until he whimpered. Slick with the oil she kept on the side table, she pressed inside.

The intrusion was slow, relentless, perfect. One knuckle, then two, stretching him open with that calm, maternal certainty. Nathan’s breath stopped. His entire body shook as she filled him, curling just right to stroke that secret spot inside. His cock jerked helplessly between her thighs, trapped and leaking, every tiny movement of her finger milking him toward the edge.

“Move,” she commanded softly, voice velvet and absolute. “Fuck yourself on Mommy’s finger. Show me how grateful you are.”

He obeyed instantly, helpless and broken. He rocked back onto her finger, then forward into the slick vise of her thighs, fucking himself in both directions at once. Tears streamed down his face; his moans were high, humiliating, unstoppable—raw little cries of “Mommy, please” and “thank you, Mommy” that spilled out without thought. His ass burned with every clench around her invading digit, the welts throbbing in time with his heartbeat, yet the pain only sharpened the pleasure until he was nothing but sensation: her finger claiming his insides, her thighs owning his cock, her breasts heavy against his back, her breath hot in his ear.

“Please,” he finally sobbed, voice shredded, hips jerking frantically. “Please, Mommy, let me—”

“Come for me, baby,” she whispered, curling her finger exactly right, pressing deep. “Come while your wife is locked away and you’re nothing but Mommy’s little boy.”

The orgasm tore through him like a seizure—violent, endless, spilling hot and thick between her oiled thighs in thick, shuddering pulses. His vision whited out; his body convulsed; the only sounds were his broken, high-pitched cries and the wet, rhythmic slap of his hips against her skin. He emptied himself completely, wave after wave, until he was limp and trembling, still impaled on her finger, still grinding weakly against her thighs as the last spasms faded.

Tatiana withdrew slowly, deliberately, letting him feel every inch of her finger slide free from his clenching heat. The sudden emptiness made him whimper, a hollow ache that echoed the throbbing fire of his ass. She wiped her slick digit on his burning cheek with casual ownership, then rested both cool palms flat across his welted, swollen flesh—soothing, possessive, claiming. The contrast of her gentle touch against the blistering skin sent shivers through him, his body trembling as the pain sang louder, sharper, in the absence of her invasion.

“Good boy,” she murmured, voice thick with satisfaction, a low purr that vibrated through her thighs and straight into his spent cock. “Mommy’s very proud.”

She lingered there a moment, palms pressing just enough to make the welts pulse under her hands, feeling the helpless twitches of his body as he lay draped across her like a broken doll. Proud—not just of the crimson masterpiece she had painted on his ass, but of the mess spilling hot and thick between her oiled thighs, the climax she had milked from him with nothing but her palm and one curled finger buried deep. Proud that she had taken a grown man, a husband, and reduced him to this: sobbing, shaking, coming undone from her intimate, violating touch while his wife remained locked away like a disobedient pet. Proud that Taylor’s young, perfect body—her midnight teasing, her once-absolute reign over Nathan’s desire—meant nothing anymore. She, Tatiana, was the one who decided when he came, how he came, if he came at all. She was the one he begged, the one he loved more, the one whose mere presence overwrote every other claim on his body and soul. The power of it, the total sexual and emotional conquest, made her own thighs clench faintly around his softening cock, savouring the sticky evidence of her victory.

Nathan lay there, ruined and radiant, ass throbbing like fire, cock still leaking against the slick prison of her skin, every nerve alight with the devastating mix of pain, humiliation, and ecstasy. He had never loved anyone more in his life.

Tatiana eased Nathan off her lap with the same gentle, possessive care she might use for a child who had just been thoroughly disciplined. He stood shakily, shirt damp, ass blazing, cock still half-hard and glistening with his own spend. She rose, the black satin slip falling back into place, and walked to the small side table. From a crystal box she took a single tissue and, without hurry, wiped the slick evidence of his climax from the inside of her thigh (slow, deliberate strokes that made him ache all over again). She let the soiled tissue fall into a discreet brass bin, then crossed to the long white sofa beneath the window and sat, arranging herself with regal ease.

“Come,” she said, patting the cushion right beside her.

Nathan padded over, wincing with every step, and lowered himself gingerly. Even the soft cushion felt like fire on his punished skin. Tatiana noticed immediately. She reached behind the sofa, pulled out a thick cashmere throw, and tucked a small velvet pillow beneath him.

“Try this,” she murmured. “I know your little bottom is on fire.”

He settled (half on the pillow, half against her warm, solid body) and immediately felt her arm slide around his shoulders, pulling him in. She was so much taller, so much stronger; he felt tiny, enveloped, safe. The throw came next, draped over both of them, cocooning him against her side. Her breast pressed softly against his upper arm through the satin; her perfume and the faint heat of her skin surrounded him.

Tatiana rested her chin lightly on the top of his head.

“I can feel it in my bones, baby,” she said, voice low and soothing. “You need to talk to Mommy. You’re not leaving this room until you do. Everything. I’m listening.”

Nathan tried to sit still, but the pain and the overwhelming closeness made him tremble again. She felt it at once.

“Still shivering?” She pulled the throw tighter, tucking it around him like a mother with a frightened child. “Come here properly.”

Before he could answer she shifted, guiding him sideways onto her lap (his sore bottom carefully suspended between her thighs so nothing touched it). He ended up cradled against her chest, legs draped over hers, cheek against the warm satin covering her breast. Her arms closed around him; one hand stroked his hair, the other rested possessively on his bare thigh beneath the blanket.

“I’m listening, my sweet boy,” she whispered. “You can tell Mommy anything.”

The dam broke.

He started crying (quiet, helpless sobs that shook his whole frame). Between them, words tumbled out.

“I’m… I’m in love with you,” he choked. “Completely. It’s bigger than anything I ever felt for Taylor. When you touch me, when you correct me… it’s like you reach straight into my soul and hold the exact thing I’ve always needed. I feel it in my bones. I’m shaking just sitting here because being close to you like this… it’s everything.”

Tatiana said nothing, only stroked his hair, letting him spill.

“Taylor is… she’s beautiful, she’s intoxicating. One smile from her and I still melt, even now. But it’s different. With her I’m obsessed—always chasing, always terrified it won’t be enough, always waiting for the next silence that ages me ten years, the next crumb of warmth that might never cum. I never know where I stand. I never feel safe.”

He pressed his face harder against the satin over her breast, voice breaking.

“With you… I’m home. You give me certainty. Tranquility. I can surrender completely and just… wait. You decide everything, and I trust you to know what I need—when to correct me, when to comfort me, when to let me feel small and safe and owned. I want to serve you for the rest of my life. I want to be yours in every way that matters.”

He felt her smile against his temple (slow, warm, utterly triumphant). Not cruel, not mocking, but the quiet, radiant smile of a woman who has just heard absolute victory spoken aloud in a broken, loving voice. The smile of a queen who has taken a husband’s heart while his wife remains locked two corridors away, who knows the war for Nathan’s soul is already won, and that any battles still to come will only tighten her grip.

Tatiana let the silence settle, savouring it, then brushed her lips against his hair in a soft, possessive kiss.

“Mommy knows, baby,” she whispered. “And Mommy is keeping you.”

“Nathan, listen to me carefully. What we have is not a love affair. It will never be a romance in the way you might dream. For that to exist, desire has to flow both ways (sexual desire). And you have to understand, with all the kindness in the world, that I am attracted to a very specific kind of man. Men like Rich. Tall, dominant, decisive. Men I want between my legs.”

She traced idle circles on the back of his hand with one crimson nail.

“That doesn’t mean you’re unattractive to someone else. But for me, sweetheart… your cock is simply not enough. And that’s okay. We don’t pretend otherwise. I adore having you as my pet, my baby, my sweet, obedient boy. I love holding you like this, correcting you, listening to you bare your soul. But sexually? No. That place belongs to real men.”

The humiliation should have crushed him. Instead it settled over him like the blanket (warm, final, strangely peaceful).

“Yes,” he whispered. “That’s what I want. To be your pet. Forever.”

She pressed a finger to his lips.

“I’m not finished.”

Her voice stayed gentle, almost tender.

“I actually want you and Taylor to have a good relationship. She’s a wonderful girl (wild, spoiled, brilliant). She just needs to learn her place in this house. Rich and I are still deciding whether she truly belongs here long-term. Right now she’s testing boundaries, and if she crosses too many… well. You know the rule we’ve always had.”

Nathan went very still.

“If Taylor goes,” Tatiana said calmly, “you go. We are not in the business of keeping broken husbands without their wives. You are both here because she satisfies Rich sexually. That is her purpose. If she stops being a good, submissive girl who knows her place… the arrangement ends for both of you.”

Cold fear flooded him. He burrowed closer, clutching the blanket.

“I need you to understand the truth,” she continued, stroking his hair. “I will always be honest with you, and I expect the same. That’s why we can sit like this.”

Their faces were inches apart now. He could feel the warmth of her breath, smell her lipstick. His own lips parted, drawn helplessly toward hers.

She let him get within a heartbeat… then turned her head at the last second. His mouth landed on her cheek instead. She laughed softly (fond, indulgent, devastating).

“Up you get, baby,” she said, giving his sore bottom a gentle pat through the blanket. “Back to work. Mommy has a house to run.”

And with that, the moment folded itself away (intimate, brutal, perfect) and the library door opened onto the rest of their strange, unbreakable little world.


$13,000,000

During the month that past since the discipline session, Nathan no longer measured time in days. He measured it in the click of Tatiana’s heels on marble, in the exact number of seconds it took her to notice a fingerprint on a mirror, in the soft rustle of silk when she crossed her legs and decided whether his work had been acceptable or whether the cane would speak again.

The first week he had still tried to keep track of hours. By the second week he had stopped. Now, a full month after the morning she had cradled his sobbing confession on the white leather sofa, he understood that his life had been distilled into one single, perfect purpose: to move through her world three steps behind her, forehead lowered, shackled, silent, hard, and endlessly useful.

He woke at 5:00 a.m. to the soft chime that marked the beginning of another day—always at the exact moment she had chosen for him. The crib unlocked with a quiet click, the bars sliding down on silent rails. Diapered and lightly shackled through the night, wrists and ankles linked by the familiar short chains that forced small, graceful steps, he crawled out onto the cool marble of the vast penthouse floor. After a brief, permitted wash-up and a change into the plain cleaner’s attire she had selected, he began the early hours on his hands and knees—scrubbing floors, polishing surfaces, erasing every trace of imperfection before the penthouse fully stirred.

He knelt beside her bed in the half-dark, eyes on the carpet, until her foot descended and the warm arch brushed his waiting fingers. He slid the marabou mules onto her feet with the reverence other men reserved for prayer. Then he crawled behind her to the dressing room, robe in his teeth like an obedient retriever, heart hammering because her scent, sleep-warm skin and that faint trace of Chanel, was already curling through his blood.

She never acknowledged him until she chose to. Sometimes she let ten silent minutes pass while he knelt holding the silver tray with her espresso. Sometimes she took the tiny cup without a glance and he remained there, arms trembling, until she finished. Only when the porcelain clicked back onto the saucer was he allowed to breathe again.

He ran her bath, tested the temperature with his elbow, adjusted by fractions of a degree until her nod released him. He washed her, sea-sponge gliding over the heavy weight of her breasts, down the slope of her back, along thighs that could crush his soul without effort. She read the Financial Times or answered messages while he worked, water lapping at skin he was forbidden to desire yet ached for every second. When he reached the soft inside of her thigh she sometimes parted her legs a fraction wider, casual as opening a book, and he felt himself throb helplessly against the cage of his own denial.

Drying her was its own ritual: warmed towels, kneeling, never lifting his gaze above her knees. Then the lotion, thick, expensive, scented with amber and something darker, rubbed in slow circles up calves, behind knees, along the endless satin of her thighs. He knew every inch of her legs better than he had ever known his wife’s face. The French pedicure, always perfect, always burning red, was burned into his memory; he repainted it twice a week, tongue between his teeth in concentration, terrified of a single smudge.

Dressing her was prayer in motion. Stockings rolled up legs that had ruined him. Bras clasped around breasts he was no longer permitted to touch except with soap and trembling devotion. Gowns zipped, heels buckled, jewelry laid against her collarbones while he knelt and she turned slowly, inspecting herself in the mirror and, by reflection, him.

Outside the penthouse—on those days when Tatiana decided, often on a whim and without warning, that he would accompany her rather than attend to the remnants of his company—he found the humiliation refined into something almost elegant.

She would summon him mid-morning with a single text or a casual word, forcing him to cancel meetings, postpone calls, and abandon whatever fragile illusion of professional responsibility he still clung to. His assistant had long since stopped asking questions. On those unpredictable days, his calendar cleared for her pleasure alone, and he became her silent, aching shadow in the world beyond the private elevator.

He carried her bags three respectful paces behind her in Bergdorf, arms aching under the weight of boxes she would never thank him for. He knelt in dressing rooms holding discarded dresses like a human valet. At charity luncheons he stood against the wall all afternoon holding her clutch, eyes down, erection straining against linen trousers because she had worn the backless emerald dress that made grown men stutter.

He drove the Maybach with both hands at ten and two, eyes forward, while she sat in the center of the back seat like visiting royalty. When she shopped he paid. When she grew bored he carried. When she pointed, he fetched. When she said “Wait in the car,” he waited in the car, windows up, sun baking the leather seats, sweat pooling under the collar of the one plain white shirt she allowed him in public.

Back home the chains went back on the instant the private elevator doors closed. He stripped to the approved shorts, knelt in the foyer, and waited in silence for her return.

Occasionally—and always unexpectedly—she would conduct one of her thorough, exacting inspections. She walked slow circles around him, one manicured finger tracing the welts from yesterday’s caning, checking nails, knees, the shine on the marble behind him. One speck of dust, one scuff, one hesitation, and the cane sang. Ten, twenty, thirty strokes, however many it took until his voice cracked on “Thank you, Mrs. Carter” and his forehead touched the floor in perfect, broken gratitude.

There was always more to clean. Baseboards with a toothbrush. Chandelier crystals with vodka and cotton buds. Fourteen bathrooms scrubbed by hand because the maids were never quite good enough for her standards and he, of course, existed to meet standards no one else could. He polished silver until it passed her white-glove test, ironed silk blouses on his knees in the laundry room, hand-washed her lingerie with the devotion of a monk illuminating manuscripts.

The only exception to Nathan’s total confinement was a strictly enforced window: every weekday from 8:00 a.m. to 5:30 p.m., he was permitted to leave the penthouse to “manage” what remained of his company—remote calls, occasional office visits, signing documents. Tatiana framed it as a privilege, not a right; one infraction and it would be revoked forever. Nathan guarded those hours like oxygen. They were his last claim to manhood, the empire he had built with his own ten fingers—the toilet-paper business that had made him a millionaire and still provided his only steady income, the final proof he wasn’t completely broken. It was his current livelihood, the money that fed his sons today—paying for Jonathan and Austin’s modest apartment, their groceries, their daily expenses—more precious to him than anything except his undimmed love for Taylor and the strange, shameful peace he had found in Tatiana’s dominion. Only as a quiet byproduct, when time allowed, did he steal brief portions of those hours to visit his sons in person, checking on them directly—small, desperate acts of fatherhood squeezed into the margins of his real priority: keeping the company alive.

At the office, he was still technically CEO of what little remained of his company, but the illusion only. His phone buzzed constantly with her texts: Pharmacy. Vitamin D pearls. Now. Bring me a branch of white peonies before the florist closes. I’m bored. Come home. He left meetings mid-sentence, drove across the city, returned with whatever she wanted, returned to work with the scent of her perfume still on his fingers and his assistant pretending not to notice the faint chain marks under his cuffs.

Evenings were for her feet. Forty-five minutes of massage every single night while she watched television or read, his thumbs working into her arches, his cock aching against the seam of his shorts because she sometimes let her robe fall open just enough for him to glimpse the body he served but would never again possess. He lotioned her calves, her thighs, stopped exactly where she indicated with one lazy tap of a crimson nail. When she was satisfied she simply lifted her foot from his lap and he crawled away to whatever task came next.

Some nights, if she was especially pleased with his service, she allowed him to kiss the tops of her feet before dismissing him to the crib. Most nights she simply lifted her foot from his lap and let him crawl away—but even on those nights, her attention was never truly withheld.

Tatiana, for all her strictness and unrelenting discipline, was also an attentive, empathetic listener. Whenever a worry or confession stirred in him—however small, however shameful—he knew he could approach her. He would kneel at her feet, or sometimes curl beside her chair, and speak. She would listen with calm, undivided focus, her manicured hand perhaps resting on his head or stroking his back, absorbing every word. No issue was too trivial, no thought too broken; she welcomed them all, offering quiet insight or simple reassurance in return. In those moments, her maternal care revealed its deepest layer—not just correction and ownership, but genuine understanding. It was one of the rare rewards that cost her nothing yet bound him to her even more completely.

He slept diapered, shackled, exhausted, dreaming of the sound of her voice saying “good boy” in a tone that made the entire world narrow to the space between her ankles and his lips.

Taylor had become a distant constellation, beautiful, untouchable, irrelevant. He no longer measured his ruin against his wife’s laughter echoing from the master bedroom. He measured it against the exact angle Tatiana required when he knelt, head bowed, offered her evening espresso on a silver tray and waited, breathless, for the smallest nod that meant he had been adequate.

He was hard almost all the time now, a low, constant thrum of denied need that belonged entirely to the woman who owned his days, his nights, his thoughts, his breath, his soul. He had not been inside a woman in longer than he could count. He no longer wanted to be. He wanted only to kneel lower, serve faster, suffer more perfectly, because every blistering stroke of her cane, every casual dismissal, every absent stroke of her fingers through his hair when he curled at her feet like a dog, proved that he had finally, completely, irrevocably become hers.

And in the deepest part of his ruined, shackled, aching heart, Nathan Whitmore knew he had never been happier in his life.

This was the bottom he had once feared. It turned out to be the only place he had ever truly belonged.

For Taylor, the month had unfolded like a slow, deliberate lesson in the exquisite art of restraint.

The morning after her imprisonment in the pink bedroom, she had emerged on her best behavior—silent, flawless, radiant in her obedience. She understood the rules with the instinctive clarity of a girl who had always ruled others: Tatiana’s word was gravity itself. Any infraction, however small—a hesitation, a flicker of entitlement in her eyes, a sigh that lingered too long—and she was sent straight to her room, the lavender door locking with a soft, final click. More often, though, correction came directly over Tatiana’s lap.

Taylor learned the ritual intimately. Bare-bottomed, camisole lifted to the small of her back, she would drape herself across those strong, maternal thighs and wait. Tatiana never hurried. The first spank always landed with calm precision, a warm-up that built into a steady, relentless rhythm until Taylor’s breath hitched, her legs kicked helplessly, and tears spilled onto the carpet. When it ended she was stood in the corner, glowing cheeks on display, hands clasped behind her head, until Tatiana decided the lesson had settled deep enough. “Good girl,” came the eventual whisper, and Taylor’s shoulders would sag with relief and something dangerously close to gratitude.

In the rare moments Nathan was permitted to witness these scenes—summoned perhaps to observe as part of his own correction—he watched in quiet confusion. Taylor had told him, in one of her midnight visits to his crib, that she was not truly submissive to Tatiana; it was all performance, a means to an end, because what she really wanted was Rich. She had insisted her heart still belonged to Nathan, that her surrender to Rich was only sexual, never emotional. Yet here she was: accepting punishment with perfect, trembling obedience, tears genuine, posture flawless in the corner, the soft “thank you, Mommy” barely audible but unmistakable.

He could not reconcile the two versions of her. Was this the real Taylor finally emerging—someone who, through the relentless pressure of Tatiana’s discipline, had discovered a deeper layer of submissiveness she had never admitted to herself? Or was it simply another masterful act, the same radiant talent for deception that had stripped him of everything he owned? She looked so convincingly broken, so earnestly contrite, that doubt gnawed at him. If she could play this role so flawlessly, then perhaps everything she had whispered to him in the dark had been a lie too—the claims that she still loved him, that Rich was only desire, that she would never truly leave him behind. The uncertainty chilled him more than any cane ever could: with Taylor, it was impossible to know what lay beneath the performance, impossible to trust that any feeling she showed was ever entirely real.

Her days were filled with light, decorative chores—tasks chosen not for necessity but for the quiet reinforcement of place. She folded Tatiana’s silk scarves into perfect, color-coordinated rows, arranged fresh orchids for the dinner table with the meticulous eye of an artist, polished the heavy gold and diamond pieces in Tatiana’s jewelry drawer until they caught the light like captured stars. She performed every duty in silent, flawless obedience, her movements graceful, her gaze lowered, the once-untouchable goddess now a diligent, breathtaking pupil.

As the days slipped by, Tatiana’s trust grew in measured degrees. Chores were quietly reduced. Free time appeared—lazy afternoons curled on a chaise in the morning room, flipping through fashion magazines while the household staff moved around her like quiet shadows. Soon Taylor found herself seated beside Tatiana on the wide sofa, both women extending their legs while trembling male servants knelt to offer chilled champagne or fresh strawberries. It was a subtle elevation, a return to something closer to privilege, and Taylor drank it in with the radiant ease of a girl born to be worshipped.

Life, if one set aside the single, aching absence, had become almost unbearably pleasant. Shopping excursions with Tatiana—private appointments at Hermès and Chanel, dressing rooms transformed into small kingdoms where staff fluttered and complimented. Lunches at exclusive rooftop restaurants where heads turned and whispers followed. Evenings spent in the spa lounge, side by side on heated tables while masseurs worked in respectful silence. Taylor felt the old power stir again as the servants hurried to anticipate her smallest wish; she was no longer merely serving—she was once again the breathtaking young creature at the center of the orbit, basking in luxury that felt like her birthright.

Only one thing remained cruelly, deliberately out of reach.

She was not allowed in the master bedroom. She was not allowed to throw herself at Rich—to curl into his lap, to whisper “Daddy” against his throat, to feel the thick, overwhelming possession she craved with every cell in her body. Tatiana did not trust her that far. Not yet.

Taylor knew why, of course. Tatiana understood desire better than anyone; she saw the way Taylor’s eyes lingered when Rich passed through a room, the way her breath caught at the low rumble of his voice. She knew exactly what that thick cock did to a girl—what it had already done to Taylor—and she withheld it with the serene cruelty of a mother denying a favorite treat until the lesson was fully learned. Rich remained a distant, untouchable god: a brush of his hand on her shoulder as he passed, a brief “Hey, baby” that sent heat pooling between her thighs, then nothing. Nights were spent alone in the pink bedroom, silk sheets cool against skin that burned for him.

Whenever the ache became unbearable, Taylor asked—softly, carefully, never demanding. She would kneel beside Tatiana’s chair, voice small and breathy: “Mommy… please. If it’s possible… I just… I need Daddy. I’ll be so good. I can’t take it anymore.” Each time Tatiana’s answer was the same calm, final “No. Not yet.” A gentle stroke through Taylor’s hair, a kiss pressed to her forehead, and the subject closed.

But the pressure was building, and Taylor was not the only source.

Rich, for all his laconic stillness, had begun to show faint signs of restlessness. A lingering glance when Taylor entered a room. A quiet “Where’s my girl?” murmured to Tatiana over breakfast. An extra glass of bourbon in the evening, his steel eyes flicking toward the hallway that led to the pink bedroom. He never pushed—Rich Carter did not push—but his subtle dissatisfaction hung in the air like incoming weather.

Tatiana felt it from both sides now: Taylor’s pleading nudges growing bolder, more frequent; Rich’s unspoken expectation pressing from the other direction. The perfect balance she had enforced for thirty days was beginning to strain.

Taylor, radiant and obedient, continued to wait—beautifully, perfectly, desperately—knowing the door she craved could open at any moment.

The dressing room was a sanctuary of quiet opulence: pale ivory walls warmed by hidden lighting, a long mirrored vanity framed in brushed gold, and a chaise longue upholstered in dove-gray velvet. In the center, two low, wide ottomans faced each other across a shallow porcelain basin filled with steaming rose-scented water. The air carried the faint sweetness of orchid and the richer note of Tatiana’s signature amber perfume. A crystal chandelier above scattered soft prisms across the marble floor, where Nathan knelt, silent and small, between the two women he served.

Tatiana reclined like a queen on her ottoman, auburn waves spilling over the backrest, her black silk robe parted just enough to reveal the generous swell of her breasts and the long, flawless line of her legs. Taylor sat opposite, radiant in a pale-pink satin camisole and matching shorts, jet-black hair loose and gleaming, hazel eyes bright with the easy confidence that had slowly returned over the past weeks. Both women had their feet submerged in the warm water, crimson pedicures catching the light like drops of fresh blood.

Nathan’s small wicker basket of tools rested beside his knee: warmed towels folded into perfect squares, a bottle of Tatiana’s favorite amber-scented lotion, emery boards, cotton pads, and a tiny dish of rose oil.

He knelt between them in stark, deliberate contrast. His “uniform” for the morning chores was a single layer of coarse, scratchy jute fabric: a faded, threadbare T-shirt, slightly torn at one shoulder and under the arm from repeated kneeling and scrubbing, and tiny shorts so short they barely covered the curve of his ass. No underwear beneath—another of Tatiana’s rules—so every movement reminded him of his exposure, the rough weave chafing against his skin with every shift of his knees on the marble. As much as he longed for something more dignified, even just a proper pair of trousers or a soft cotton shirt, the attire was strictly enforced by Tatiana, non-negotiable, and there was nothing he could do about it. She had chosen it deliberately to keep him humbled, uncomfortable, and unmistakably lower-caste, and both women above him took quiet satisfaction in the sight—Taylor occasionally stifling a soft giggle behind her hand when she caught the way the fabric rode up or pulled tight, Tatiana allowing herself a faint, knowing smile whenever his shorts shifted just enough to expose more than intended.

The cheap, peasant-like material was the opposite of the silken luxury draped over the women above him, marking him unmistakably as the lowest working caste in the room. Yet he wore it without protest, the humiliating outfit as much a part of his service as the lotion bottle and warmed towels in his basket.

His hands—steady now after endless practice—lifted Tatiana’s right foot first, cradling the warm arch as though it were fragile glass. He pressed a soft towel against her skin, blotting gently, reverently, then moved to the left. Water dripped from her heel onto the marble; he caught every drop before it could spread.

Taylor watched him work with the lazy curiosity of someone admiring a well-trained pet. She tilted her head slightly, eyes following the slow, deliberate circles of Nathan’s thumbs along Tatiana’s arch, the way his fingers cradled the heel just so, then slid up to press gently into the ball of the foot.

“You know what I love?” Taylor said softly, almost dreamily, her voice carrying a small, excited lilt. “When he cups the whole foot like this—strong palm underneath, fingers wrapping around from the sides, squeezing firmly from both directions. It needs real strength to do it right, to envelop the foot completely and press in deep enough that you feel it all the way up the calf. It’s absolutely heavenly—like the tension just melts away.”

Tatiana let out a low, appreciative hum, her eyelids fluttering half-closed for a moment. “Mmm. Yes. That exact hold… the way his hand closes around the arch and squeezes, slow and powerful. It’s divine. Nothing else reaches quite so deep.”

Taylor’s smile widened, bright and conspiratorial. “Exactly! Nathan, honey—” she leaned forward a fraction, voice sweet but commanding “—show Tatiana how you cup and squeeze right now. Firm, enveloping, the way I like it.”

Nathan’s response was immediate, soft and obedient. “Yes, Mistress.” He adjusted his grip, sliding his broad palm fully beneath Tatiana’s foot, fingers curling around the sides to close like a strong, warm vice—squeezing with controlled power, deep and steady, letting the pressure radiate through the entire sole and up the arch.

Tatiana’s head tipped back against the chaise, a soft, genuine sigh escaping her lips. “Oh… yes. Yes, that’s it. Harder now, baby… oh, I like it very much.”

For a few long seconds the only sounds were the quiet lap of water in the basin, the faint slick of lotion under Nathan’s fingers, and the shared, contented breathing of the two women above him.

Then Taylor straightened slightly, the dreamy look fading into her usual light curiosity. “You know, at La Perla yesterday,” she began, voice melodic once more, “they have that whole department for plus-size women.”

Tatiana’s lips curved in faint amusement. “Oh, I know, darling. I know.”

Nathan shifted seamlessly to Taylor’s feet, lifting her smaller, sun-kissed arch with the same hushed devotion. The contrast struck him every time—Tatiana’s mature, commanding fullness against Taylor’s delicate, heartbreaking perfection—yet both were infinitely above him. He dried between her toes with careful pats, never daring to linger.

“So I was thinking,” Taylor continued, leaning forward a little, “you could have bought something for yourself too.”

Tatiana gave a low, velvet laugh. “I could?”

“Yes!” Taylor’s tone was playful, almost earnest. “All our shopping yesterday was about me. You didn’t buy a single thing for yourself.”

Nathan’s pulse quickened at the subtle shift in Tatiana’s posture—the slightest lift of one elegant brow. He kept his eyes lowered, beginning the slow, circular application of lotion to Tatiana’s calves, thumbs pressing exactly where she liked, neither too light nor too firm.

“And?” Tatiana asked, voice rich with gentle condescension, as though indulging a child who had just discovered the sky was blue. “What, exactly, is wrong with that?”

Taylor hesitated, then smiled, undaunted. “Well… to tell the truth, Mistress, I didn’t feel entirely comfortable. It was all about me. And La Perla does have that plus-size department—”

“Honey,” Tatiana interrupted, laughter softening the words but not the authority behind them, “even if I wanted to shop there, I’m afraid they simply don’t carry my size.”

Nathan moved back to Taylor’s feet now, smoothing lotion along her slim ankles, feeling the fine bones beneath satin skin. His mind drifted, as it often did, to how perfectly shaped her feet were—like everything else about her—yet how utterly irrelevant that perfection had become to him. Tatiana’s arches were the ones burned into his dreams.

“What size are your bras?” Taylor asked, wide-eyed. “Triple G?”

Tatiana exhaled a soft, theatrical sigh. “My bras are tailor-made, sweetheart. No store carries anything large enough.”

“Oh my God,” Taylor breathed, genuinely awed. “They must cost a fortune.”

Nathan’s hands paused for the briefest fraction of a second—only long enough for Tatiana’s crimson-tipped toes to flex once in silent warning—before he resumed, now massaging the ball of her foot with slow, worshipful pressure.

“Yes,” Tatiana admitted, “but I negotiate the price down.”

Taylor tilted her head. “But… you’re so rich. Does it really matter?”

Tatiana’s smile sharpened, maternal and merciless. “You see, darling, that is exactly the kind of thinking that is wrong.” She extended her other foot; Nathan released Taylor instantly and returned to his true sovereign. “I used to buy quite a lot from Valentino. Beautiful pieces, exquisite work. But once he realized we were high-value clients, he began to… adjust his pricing.”

“Oh, he did?” Taylor’s eyes widened further.

“Yes. A good bra might cost a normal woman a hundred dollars. Mine, being custom, might fairly cost a thousand. But Valentino would quote me ten thousand. For one bra. And for years, I paid it.”

Taylor blinked, the picture of innocent confusion. “I mean… you can afford it, though. What’s ten thousand dollars?”

The question hung in the scented air like a careless spark.

Nathan’s thumbs stilled for the briefest moment against the warm arch of Tatiana’s foot, then resumed their slow, worshipful circles. Ten thousand dollars. For one bra. The number struck him low in the gut, a dull, familiar ache that had nothing to do with the constant throb of his denial.

He remembered when ten thousand dollars had been a significant line item—a new prototype run, a marketing push, a private hot-air-balloon ride over Napa Valley he’d once surprised Taylor with in the early days, complete with champagne breakfast at sunrise, back when she still pretended to be impressed. Back when he had been the man who paid, the man who provided, the one tailors and jewelers smiled at with genuine deference because Nathan Whitmore was worth millions.

Now, yesterday alone, Tatiana had guided Taylor through boutiques where the bags piled up like conquered territory—thirty, forty, fifty thousand dollars dropped without a second glance, all for Taylor’s radiant pleasure. Clothes, lingerie, shoes, jewelry that would never fit into the mansion they no longer owned. Money spent on his wife that dwarfed anything he had ever managed, and not a cent of it his.

Taylor’s voice floated above him, light and unburdened: “What’s ten thousand dollars?”—as though the sum were pocket change, as though she had already absorbed the Carter scale of the world. She hadn’t earned it, hadn’t built it, yet here she was, bathed in it, accepted into its effortless flow while he knelt on marble, reduced to the quiet task of pressing lotion into the soles of the women who owned everything he had once believed was his.

The disparity settled over him like a weight he no longer resisted. He was not in their league; he had never truly been. Rich and Tatiana moved in a stratosphere where ten thousand dollars was an irritation to be negotiated away, not a triumph to be celebrated. Taylor, barely nineteen, now breathed that same rarefied air—her wishes granted on a scale he could never match, her beauty funded by a fortune that made his old millions look quaint.

And he—former builder of empires, former husband who had once believed love and money could hold a goddess—existed only here, at their feet. Drying, lotioning, massaging. Invisible. Useful. Irrelevant in any other capacity.

The knowledge did not anger him anymore. It simply was. A quiet, final truth that made his touch even more reverent as he cradled Tatiana’s heel, then shifted to Taylor’s smaller, perfect arch—two women whose world he could serve but never again enter.

He pressed his thumbs deeper, exactly as Tatiana preferred, and waited for the conversation to drift on above him, the way clouds drift over a man already buried.

“Precisely the problem,” Tatiana said patiently. “If you pay ten times the fair price for everything—bras, gowns, shoes, jewelry—then even a billionaire becomes merely a multimillionaire remarkably quickly.”

Taylor frowned, adorable confusion creasing her brow. “I… don’t quite understand.”

Tatiana leaned forward slightly, robe slipping to reveal more of the heavy, perfect curve of her breast. Nathan’s breath caught; he kept his gaze fixed on her heel. “Imagine you have a thousand dollars to spend on socks,” she explained. “Ordinary socks cost ten dollars each. You can buy a hundred pairs. Now imagine you’re rich—you have ten thousand dollars—but every sock suddenly costs a hundred dollars simply because the shopkeeper knows you can pay it. You still only buy a hundred pairs. Exactly the same as the person who isn’t rich. Do you see?”

Taylor reached out impulsively, laying her delicate hand over Tatiana’s. “Mommy, please don’t start with math,” she said, laughing softly. “I’m really not good with numbers.”

Tatiana’s answering laugh was warm, indulgent, triumphant. She patted Taylor’s hand once, then settled back, extending both feet toward Nathan again in silent command.

He took them gratefully—one in each hand—pressing thumbs into her arches with the devotion of a man who had finally found his purpose at the very bottom of the world.

And in the quiet, scented air of the dressing room, the hierarchy hummed—perfect, unbreakable, and, for the three of them, exactly as it should be.

“All I am saying,” Tatiana explained, her voice patient yet edged with gentle exasperation as she saw Taylor’s clueless expression, “is that you need to save on expenses—even if you are rich.”

“Oh, that I justify,” Taylor said with a breezy little shrug, as though the matter were the most natural thing in the world.

“Yes. So I told Valentino—after all those years of paying his inflated prices—no more. I moved to La Perla’s in-house atelier instead. They’re so much more reasonable, and the man who runs it is genuinely good. He wouldn’t dream of overcharging simply because I’m rich.”

“Oh, absolutely,” Taylor agreed, nodding with the earnest enthusiasm of a favorite pupil.

“That’s why, even though I am very rich, I still moved Austin and Jonathan to a one-bedroom apartment in Dorchester. It’s much cheaper.”

Nathan’s hands faltered for a heartbeat against the warm curve of Tatiana’s arch, lotion cool and slick under his thumbs. Dorchester. Crime-ridden streets, sirens at night, the kind of place he had once driven past with the doors locked and the windows up. His boys—Jonathan, broad-shouldered and proud; Austin, quiet and gentle—living there now? Packed into one room?

He hadn’t known.

Since Taylor had sweetly persuaded him to transfer their last joint account into her name alone, he had been blind to the statements. He deposited what little remained of his income each month, and the rest vanished into her control. He and the boys lived on whatever allowance she remembered to send—sometimes generous, more often a trickle that forced choices between groceries and pride.

Taylor’s voice floated on, light and careless. “Whose Austin and Jonathan?” Tatiana asked, one perfectly shaped brow arching in mild curiosity.

“They’re my sons,” Taylor answered, then caught Tatiana’s amused glance and laughed, soft and musical. “My stepsons, I mean.”

Nathan choked on a silent breath, the sound lost beneath the quiet lap of water in the basin. Sons. As if she had birthed them, raised them, earned the right to decide their roof. The quick correction to “stepsons” came too late to soften the blow—her casual claim lingered like a fresh welt. His fingers trembled as he shifted to Taylor’s smaller foot, pressing lotion into her skin with the same mechanical devotion, though the warmth now felt like a brand.

“How much did it save you?” Tatiana asked, tone conversational, as though discussing the weather.

Taylor lifted one shoulder in an elegant shrug. “I don’t know,” she admitted, smiling. “I told you, Mommy—I’m not good with numbers.”

Tatiana’s laugh was low, indulgent. “Well, darling, if you can truly afford it, then why not let them live in comfort? Dorchester isn’t exactly… the safest neighborhood, you know.”

“Yes, but it was important to me that they not be spoiled,” Taylor replied, voice earnest now, eyes wide with conviction. “You know what I mean?”

Tatiana’s lips twitched; she pressed them together in a valiant effort not to smile too openly, then nodded with maternal gravity.

Nathan’s mind reeled as he worked in silence, thumbs tracing slow circles along Tatiana’s instep. Here was Taylor—nineteen, radiant, draped in satin bought yesterday for sums that would have kept his sons in luxury for years—casually consigning them to a crumbling walk-up in one of Boston’s roughest corners. Restricting their allowance until they weighed cottage cheese against yellow cheese for dinner. All while she basked in Carter wealth: ten-thousand-dollar manicures, endless shopping sprees, every whim granted without question.

And she did it, he understood with a cold, sinking clarity, not for economy. Not truly for “character.” She did it because it amused her. Because the thought of his strong, grown sons humbled, scraping by, choosing between small dignities while she floated in unimaginable luxury—it aroused her. The cruelty was deliberate, exquisite, sexual in its precision.

“It was important to me that they develop character,” Taylor said, turning her hazel gaze to Tatiana for approval. “Character—that’s the right word, isn’t it, Mommy?”

“Yes, my child,” Tatiana murmured, the corner of her mouth curling into a knowing smirk. “Character… yes.”

Nathan released Taylor’s foot and returned to Tatiana’s without prompting, cradling both her heels now in reverent hands. He pressed deeper, exactly as she liked, forehead damp with the effort of stillness. The women’s laughter drifted above him like incense—rich, untouchable, merciless.

And he remained exactly where he belonged: on his knees, at their feet, oiling the skin of the goddess who had taken everything and the girl who now wielded it with radiant, careless joy.

“I mean, I grew up in the slums,” Taylor continued, her voice soft and practiced, laced with the quiet gravity she reserved for moments when she wanted sympathy or admiration. “We were eight siblings… now seven. One died because we didn’t have money for medicine.”

Tatiana tilted her head slightly, acknowledging the weight of the memory without fully embracing the narrative that followed. “That must have been very hard,” she murmured, voice neutral, the indulgent warmth cooling to something more careful, more measured.

“And I built myself with these ten fingers,” Taylor said, lifting her delicate hands in a graceful little flourish, nails gleaming from yesterday’s ten-thousand-dollar treatment.

Nathan’s mind flickered silently. Built herself. The phrase landed like an absurd crown on everything he knew. She had never built a business, never balanced a ledger, never worked a day beyond a few acrylic-nail sets for pocket money and a handful of modeling gigs that dried up fast. What she had done—what she had always done—was far more powerful, and far simpler. She had been born with beauty so breathtaking it acted like gravity: men orbited, crashed, burned, and handed her whatever she wanted. Nathan had sold her his mansion for a dollar. Rich had flipped decaying warehouses into gold. All because a eighteen-year-old girl smiled, parted her lips, opened her legs once or twice, and let the world believe it was saving her.

That was the empire. Not labor. Not ingenuity. Beauty, entitlement, and the ruthless talent to make men believe her happiness was their purpose.

“I started from the bottom,” Taylor went on, hazel eyes wide and earnest. “From ground zero. Is that how you say it? Ground zero?”

“Yes, darling,” Tatiana confirmed, the corner of her mouth twitching almost imperceptibly. “Ground zero.”

“And through hardship I built myself to what I am today.”

Tatiana’s composure held, but Nathan felt the faint tension ripple through the arch beneath his hands, the subtle flex of crimson-tipped toes. She was trying—heroically—not to laugh.

“And so,” Tatiana asked, voice velvet-smooth yet edged with something sharper, “how is it, exactly, that you are so rich today, if I may ask?”

“The Mattapan project,” Taylor answered brightly, as if announcing a lottery win. “Haven’t you heard?”

Tatiana tilted her head. “What do you mean?”

Nathan’s stomach twisted. The Mattapan project—the one Rich had originated, then drawn Taylor (and Nathan) into with an uneven split: Rich fifty percent, Taylor forty, Nathan a desperate ten. The one that had gone sour when the historic designation threatened to wipe out ninety percent of the value. The one where Taylor had come to him in feigned worry, painted the picture of total loss, watched him panic and beg to cut his losses—only to produce the ready amendment that transferred his remaining ten percent to her, leaving him with nothing but thirty thousand dollars tossed at his feet (twenty for him, ten for her nails) while she smiled and thanked “Daddy” on the phone.

“Ah, yes,” Tatiana said slowly. “Of course. Though I did hear there were… issues. Rich mentioned it couldn’t be turned into a hotel. Something about a historic designation, am I right?”

“Couldn’t,” Taylor corrected with a triumphant little smile. “Past tense.”

Tatiana’s brow lifted again. “Oh? You mean the committee finally decided it was possible? I thought it was protected.”

“Yeah, well… past tense,” Taylor repeated, savoring the phrase. “It’s no longer protected. I persuaded two committee members to vote against the historic designation.”

“Oh, you did,” Tatiana echoed. The laugh that had been hovering at the edges of her voice was gone now, replaced by a quiet, watchful stillness.

“Yes,” Taylor said, radiant with pride. “I persuaded them.”

Persuaded.

The word landed between them like a stone dropped into deep water.

Nathan’s hands never stopped moving—gliding lotion along Tatiana’s calf with the same reverent precision—but inside, something cold and final settled. Yet another two men who had slept with his wife. Two more who had tasted what had once been his alone, and who had, in return, handed her the keys to another fortune.

He shifted silently to Taylor’s foot again, cradling her heel as though it were made of spun glass. The girl who had “built herself with ten fingers” now rewrote history with every breath, claiming victories that belonged to the men who had fallen at her feet—or between her thighs.

Above him, the air in the dressing room had grown very quiet.

Tatiana regarded Taylor for a long moment, something unreadable flickering behind those knowing eyes. Then she extended her other leg, placing both feet firmly in Nathan’s waiting hands.

He accepted them without hesitation, pressing his thumbs deep into her arches, exactly where the tension lived.

“So now an investment of two million six hundred thousand is worth twenty-six million,” Taylor said, the numbers rolling off her tongue with breezy triumph. “That’s times ten, right?”

“Yes,” Tatiana confirmed, her voice still velvet but thinner now, stretched tight. “That’s times ten.”

The confirmation hung in the rose-scented air like a verdict.

“So at least on paper, I’m worth thirteen million now,” Taylor added, radiant, as though announcing she’d chosen a particularly flattering shade of lipstick.

Nathan’s hands slowed against Tatiana’s soles, the lotion suddenly cool between his palms. Thirteen million. His wife—barely nineteen, the girl who had once cooed over a five-figure necklace as though it were the moon—was casually claiming thirteen million dollars. Paper wealth built on the carcass of his last asset, flipped and multiplied in Rich Carter’s machinery. And she said it here, feet in his trembling hands, while his sons scraped by in Dorchester on her whim.

“Well… good for you,” Tatiana said, the words measured, almost careful. “Good for you.” A pause, deliberate. “So, I mean… with this kind of money, you could certainly afford to let your stepsons live somewhere a little more comfortable. But of course, it’s entirely up to you, my child. Really up to you.”

The gentle rebuke landed softly, yet the room felt colder for it. Tatiana’s crimson toes flexed once in Nathan’s grasp—a silent command to continue. He obeyed instantly, thumbs pressing deeper into her arches, though his mind reeled.

Taylor only smiled, undaunted. “So I think I shall go to Monaco.”

Tatiana’s foot twitched beneath Nathan’s fingers. “You are not going anywhere,” she said, the words escaping sharper than intended. She caught herself, smoothed the edge away. “Wait… why Monaco?”

“I heard it’s beautiful there,” Taylor answered, dreamy now, hazel eyes distant. “They have the casino… they have rich men.”

The temperature in the dressing room plummeted.

“Rich men?” Tatiana repeated, voice dangerously quiet.

“Yes, rich men,” Taylor said, tilting her head with innocent curiosity. “What’s wrong with rich men?”

Nathan felt the shift as viscerally as a physical blow. Tatiana’s body had gone very still; even the subtle rise and fall of her breathing seemed suspended. He kept his gaze fixed on her heels, oiling, massaging, a silent supplicant at the altar of a storm about to break.

“I don’t understand this,” Tatiana began, each word precise, investigative. “You have me. You have Rich.”

“Yes,” Taylor said quickly, sweetly, “and I thank you both so, so deeply for everything you’ve done for me.”

“Wait, wait, wait.” Tatiana’s hand lifted from the armrest, palm out, commanding silence. “It’s not as if you are going anywhere, young lady.”

The maternal steel was fully unsheathed now.

Taylor’s smile never wavered. “Yes, but… I feel it’s time for me—and also for Nathan, my husband—to move on.” She glanced down at Nathan for the briefest moment, affectionate, almost tender, as though noticing a favorite pet. “You’ve been the sweetest hosts, seriously. I’ve had the best time of my life.” A soft, genuine laugh. “But every adventure must have an end.”

Nathan’s heart stopped, then hammered against his ribs.

Move on. With thirteen million on paper. With him in tow—like luggage, like Princess’s carrier, like something useful she hadn’t yet decided to discard.

His hands never faltered. He cradled Tatiana’s feet with the same reverent care, shifting to Taylor’s again when the subtle pressure of Tatiana’s ankle guided him. Lotion, circles, devotion. Outwardly perfect.

Inside, everything tilted.

Tatiana stared at Taylor, auburn waves framing a face that had lost every trace of indulgent amusement. The queen, for the first time in Nathan’s memory, looked wrong-footed.

The basin water had gone cool. The orchids seemed to hold their breath.

And Nathan, on his knees between them, kept massaging the feet of the two women whose world had just cracked—very quietly—down the middle.

Tatiana leaned back against the velvet chaise, her posture regal and unhurried, as though the room itself bent to her will. Slowly, deliberately, she lifted both feet from Nathan’s hands and placed them squarely on his upturned face—soles pressing against his cheeks, arches curving over his nose, crimson-tipped toes splayed across his forehead in the most casual, crushing humiliation. The warm, lotioned skin muffled his breath; the faint scent of amber and rose enveloped him completely. She pressed down just enough to pin his head against the marble floor, a living footstool now, disregarded as furniture.

“You want to move on, darling?” she asked, voice low and velvet-razor sharp. “Is that it?”

Taylor said nothing. Her hazel eyes, so recently bright with triumph, now fixed on the basin’s cooling water.

“You want to show me that you don’t need my Rich?” Tatiana continued, flexing her feet idly, grinding Nathan’s face beneath them without a flicker of acknowledgment. “You want to force my hand—let you have him fully, or else you’ll flutter off to richer pastures? Is that it, little girl?”

Still, Taylor offered no reply.

“Oh, I would love to throw you out this very minute,” Tatiana purred, the words dripping with aristocratic disdain, “if you truly believe you can play these games with those vastly superior to you.”

She paused, letting the silence stretch, then asked with cool confidence, “Well? What would be your answer?”

Taylor’s gaze dropped lower.

“Then why don’t you take your lovely husband—your belongings—and get the fuck out of my apartment,” Tatiana said, the curse landing like a silken lash. “In fact, I want you to do it now.”

Nathan tensed beneath her feet, every muscle locking in sudden, helpless panic. The weight of her soles shifted as she rubbed them across his face—carelessly, possessively—smearing lotion over his nose, his lips, his closed eyes. A casual, total disregard for the man beneath her, as though he were merely a warm rug to wipe her feet upon.

“Go on,” she repeated, voice almost bored. “Both of you—out.”

“Tatiana,” Taylor tried, voice smaller now, pleading at the edges, “you misunderstood me—”

“Oh, I understood you perfectly,” Tatiana interrupted, laughter returning, rich and triumphant.

She lifted one foot from Nathan’s face just long enough to point with a lazy index finger—back and forth, a slow pendulum—at the marble directly in front of her chaise.

“On your knees, little girl.”

Taylor hesitated only a heartbeat, then sank gracefully to the floor, satin camisole brushing her thighs as she knelt.

“And you too, Nathan,” Tatiana added calmly, as though reminding him to fetch her espresso. “Kneel next to your wife.”

Nathan obeyed instantly, sliding out from under her remaining foot and lowering himself beside Taylor. The marble was cold against his knees; the faint scent of lotion and feminine skin clung to his face like a brand.

Tatiana surveyed them for a long, savoring moment—husband and wife kneeling in mirrored submission before her, heads bowed, breathing shallow—then laughed, soft, throaty, victorious, revealing the full, unassailable supremacy that had never truly been in question.

“Now that’s better,” Tatiana said, her voice a low, satisfied purr.

She leaned back further into the velvet chaise, reclining with languid grace, and crossed one long, flawless leg over the other. The black silk of her robe parted slightly, revealing the smooth curve of her thigh and the perfect line of her calf as it settled atop its twin. The movement was effortless, aristocratic—every inch the entitled empress in complete command of her private kingdom.

Taylor knelt in perfect posture, hands resting lightly on her thighs, but a faint tremor betrayed her. Nathan, beside her, felt his own body quiver involuntarily, the cold marble biting into his knees, the lingering warmth of Tatiana’s lotion still smeared across his face like a mark of ownership.

A slow, triumphant smile curved Tatiana’s lips as she let the silence stretch, thick and deliberate, until it pressed down on them as heavily as any physical weight.

“So,” she murmured at last, voice warm with cruel amusement, “you were trying to force me to let you see Rich whenever you please, or else you’d run off to Monaco for richer men… isn’t that right?”

“Yes,” Taylor whispered, barely audible, her radiant confidence reduced to a fragile thread.

“And what was the response of the supreme me?”

“That we should both leave your residence now,” Taylor answered quietly, eyes fixed on the marble.

“So?” Tatiana prompted, letting the word linger like smoke. “What will it be—leaving now, or begging to stay?”

“Begging to stay,” Taylor said at once, the admission tumbling out as her clever gambit collapsed.

“Well, beg then,” Tatiana said, voice silky and expectant. “Go on—show me how you beg Mommy Tatiana.”

At her calm gesture, both Nathan and Taylor stripped without hesitation. Silk and satin whispered to the floor, leaving them naked and trembling on their knees before her. Tatiana reached for the slim, elegant cigarette holder on the side table—an affectation straight from a black-and-white film—fitted a long, thin cigarette, and lit it with a gold lighter. The flame briefly illuminated her regal features as she inhaled, then exhaled a slow, fragrant plume toward the chandelier.

Nathan and Taylor leaned forward in perfect unison, lips brushing the warm, lotioned skin of her feet—soft, worshipful kisses pressed to her arches, her crimson-tipped toes, the delicate tops of her insteps.

“I can’t quite hear you,” Tatiana said, voice lazy, amused.

“Mistress Tatiana,” Taylor cried, tears glistening now, “I am begging you—please let us stay in your residence. Please.”

The pleas spilled faster, more desperate, each one laced with genuine fear. Tatiana savored every syllable, lifting the crystal glass of red wine that waited beside her, sipping nonchalantly as the cigarette burned between her manicured fingers. Smoke and Bordeaux, power and poise.

At last she lowered the glass and commanded, “Come here.”

Both crawled forward on their knees until they were close between her parted thighs. She remained seated, robe draped open just enough to reveal the heavy, perfect curves of her breasts and the shadowed promise between her legs—an empress granting audience to supplicants.

“If I hear one more whisper of rebellion, one more little game like this,” she said softly, eyes flicking between them, “I will make certain that both of you end your time with the Carters on the spot. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress Tatiana,” they answered together, voices small and synchronized.

“Good.” She turned her gaze to Taylor. “Now go to your room. You are not allowed to wear any clothes today.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Taylor whispered.

Tatiana leaned forward and delivered a single, possessive pat to Taylor’s bare bottom. “Go.”

Taylor rose and hurried from the dressing room, naked, cheeks flushed, the door clicking softly behind her.

Tatiana stood in one fluid motion, robe falling back into place like midnight silk. She looked down at Nathan—still kneeling, still stripped of everything but devotion—and smiled faintly.

“Full of ideas, your little wife, Nathan,” she said. “Wouldn’t you agree?”

“Yes, Mistress Tatiana.”

“Good.” She turned and began to stroll toward the living room, hips swaying with unhurried elegance, cigarette trailing a thin ribbon of smoke.

Nathan remained on his knees for a moment longer, gazing up at Tatiana in silent gratitude as she rose. Then, at her subtle nod—the unspoken command he had learned to read in the slightest shift of her posture—he lowered himself fully to all fours and followed three respectful paces behind.

The marble was cool beneath his palms and knees. His head remained bowed, eyes fixed on the slow, hypnotic rhythm of her bare feet—crimson soles flashing with each step, calves flexing beneath the hem of her robe. The faint scent of amber lotion, cigarette smoke, and her skin drifted back to him, pulling him forward like an invisible leash.

She never glanced behind her. She did not need to. The soft pad of his hands and knees on the floor, the quiet rhythm of his breathing, told her everything: that he was exactly where he belonged—crawling in the wake of the woman who owned his ruin, his love, his every remaining purpose.

5 Minutes Later

Tatiana had settled into the deep, cream-colored sofa, robe loosened and parted just enough to bare the heavy, perfect swell of her breasts. Nathan lay naked across her lap, head cradled in the crook of her arm, body stretched along the cushions like an exhausted child finally allowed to rest. His lips closed around her dark nipple, drawing gently, rhythmically, the warm, faintly sweet milk flowing in slow, soothing pulls. His erection stood rigid and untouched against his belly—aching, leaking, utterly ignored—while his eyes remained half-closed in dazed surrender.

Tatiana supported him exactly as a mother holds a nursing infant: one arm curved beneath his shoulders, her open hand splayed wide across his bare back, fingers spread in gentle, possessive support. The other hand stroked his hair in slow, repetitive motions, nails grazing his scalp with tender precision.

“There, there, my sweet baby,” she murmured, voice low and velvet-soft, the maternal cadence wrapping around him like cashmere. “Shhh… Mommy’s here. You’re safe now. Nothing to be afraid of anymore.”

Nathan made a small, involuntary sound against her breast—half sigh, half whimper—and drew harder, as though her milk could wash away the lingering shock of Taylor’s rebellion.

“That silly girl misbehaved, didn’t she?” Tatiana continued, baby talk laced with calm authority. “But you didn’t, did you, darling? My good, good boy. You stayed right where you belong. No need to be anxious, sweetheart. Mommy has you. Mommy always has you.”

Her fingers traced lazy circles between his shoulder blades, pressing just enough to remind him of her strength, her ownership. He melted further into her lap, body trembling faintly, cock twitching with every soothing word.

The front door opened with the quiet click of wealth—private elevator, private entry. Rich stepped in, silver hair catching the low light, suit jacket already draped over one arm. He didn’t spare Nathan so much as a glance; the naked, nursing man on his wife’s lap no longer registered as male, let alone competition.

He crossed the room, leaned down, and pressed a brief, affectionate kiss to Tatiana’s lips. “Evening, love.”

“Evening, darling,” she answered warmly, not pausing the slow stroke of her hand through Nathan’s hair.

Rich settled into his armchair—the wide, leather “throne” positioned perfectly for the television, the one from which he surveyed his kingdom each night. He stretched out long legs, loosened his tie, and glanced at the scene on the sofa with lazy amusement.

“Maintaining the milk level?” he asked, voice deep and playfully dry.

“Oh yes,” Tatiana laughed, soft and throaty. “I discovered this little sucker lately. He helps a lot.”

She turned her gaze down to Nathan—helpless, milk-drunk, still latched onto her heavy breast—and her expression softened into pure, fond indulgence, the way one looks at a cherished infant. Her free hand stroked his hair in slow, soothing passes while she cooed down at him in that gentle, sing-song voice reserved only for these private moments.

“See, sweetheart?” she murmured, voice warm and educational, as if explaining the simplest truth in the world. “This is how nature built us, baby. The little one suckles eagerly at Mommy’s tits… and because he does, Mommy makes more milk. It’s a perfect circle, isn’t it?” She paused, letting him feel the gentle swell of her breast against his cheek. “Do you know what we call this, my precious boy?”

Nathan, eyes half-lidded, shook his head the tiniest fraction—still nursing, still helpless, lips sealed around her large, dark nipple as warm milk continued to flow.

She smiled, tapping the tip of his nose playfully with one crimson-tipped finger. “We call it symbiosis, little one. Mommy feeds you… and you help Mommy make even more for you. Isn’t that clever? You’re such a good helper for Mommy.”

Her laugh was soft, delighted, utterly maternal as she pressed his head a little closer to her chest. “Keep going, baby. Drink deep. Mommy loves how you help her.”

Nathan whimpered faintly around her nipple, body trembling with the overwhelming mix of shame, arousal, and surrender, while the two true adults continued their conversation above him as though nothing extraordinary were happening at all.

Rich’s chuckle joined hers, low and indulgent, as he reached for the remote.

“His wife started with her games,” Tatiana said, shifting slightly so Nathan could settle more comfortably against her breast.

“Oh, Taylor, you mean?”

“Mmm-hmm. Yes. Who else—the rebellious girl.”

Rich flicked on the financial news, volume low. “Told you she’s rich now?”

Tatiana’s fingers paused in Nathan’s hair for the briefest moment, then resumed their soothing rhythm. “She did. Thirteen million on paper, apparently.”

“Hmm. I suppose so,” Rich said, eyes on the screen. “At least on paper.”

Tatiana’s tone sharpened, maternal protectiveness giving way to cool curiosity. “Do you mean you two actually have a contract where she truly owns fifty percent of the Mattapan project?”

Rich shrugged, the gesture loose and unconcerned, as though discussing the weather. “Hers was forty percent in the original agreement. Then there was that little amendment—the one where Nathan gifted her his remaining ten. So… yes. Fifty.”

Nathan’s suckling faltered for a heartbeat, warm milk pooling on his tongue. Fifty percent. The Mattapan project—his last real asset—now entirely Taylor’s, tricked away from him in that moment of induced panic she had so expertly triggered.

He remembered the anxiety she had stoked, the historic designation scare that made him beg to cut his losses, the amendment he signed in blind terror—only to realize later how thoroughly she had played him. The humiliation had burned then, sharp and shameful, yet it had also aroused him in ways he could never admit aloud: the dizzying thrill of being so completely outmaneuvered by his radiant young wife.

Tatiana’s hand paused in his hair. “Cast in stone, is it?” she asked quietly. “Signed, notarized, unbreakable?”

“Yes,” Rich said, swirling the bourbon in his glass. “She has that shark of a lawyer now. He made absolutely certain the contract is airtight—kosher, as they say.”

“I see,” Tatiana murmured. Her fingers resumed their slow, soothing strokes through Nathan’s hair, but her voice carried a new, thoughtful edge.

She shifted slightly beneath him, robe slipping further open, and glanced down at the naked, nursing man in her lap—erect, trembling, utterly hers. “Nathan, sweetheart,” she cooed, maternal and commanding at once, “keep stroking your cock for Mommy while you suck on my big tits. Slow, steady strokes. That’s it, baby. Good boy.”

Nathan’s hand moved obediently to his rigid shaft, fingers wrapping around it in the rhythm she had taught him—long, teasing pulls that brought him to the edge but never over. A soft, humiliated whimper escaped around her nipple as he resumed nursing.

Rich watched the motion with idle curiosity, then turned back to Tatiana. “Why is this suddenly so interesting?”

Tatiana exhaled a bitter laugh. “Because the rude little girl started threatening me. Told me she’s going to Monaco—to find herself a rich man.”

The words landed heavily in the quiet room.

Rich didn’t respond immediately. From the corner of his lowered eyes, Nathan saw him studying Tatiana, brow creased, weighing his reply with unusual care.

“Well,” Rich said at last, voice carefully neutral, “technically, she could do that now. She has the means.” A pause. “But why would she?”

Tatiana’s fingers tightened fractionally in Nathan’s hair. “I believe we’re wasting far too much energy wondering what that girl might do, darling,” she said, attempting lightness, though the strain beneath it was unmistakable.

Rich leaned back in his throne, eyes on the muted financial ticker crawling across the screen. “Remember what I told you about trying to cage a bird?”

“Of course I do,” Tatiana replied, a touch sharp. “I use the example every day—it’s impossible to force people, to truly cage them into obedience.” She drew a slow breath, steadying herself. “But Taylor is one bird who will learn to obey. She will do as she’s told.”

The words came out firm, almost venomous—as though by speaking them with enough conviction she could bend reality to match her will.

Rich gave a soft, noncommittal hum.

“Yes, darling, of course,” he said after a moment, tone indulgent but distant. “So… when do you plan on letting her sleep in my crib again?”

Tatiana’s jaw tightened almost imperceptibly. “It depends entirely on her behavior,” she said. “Every time I think I can trust her—take her shopping, show her the good life, give her everything—every fucking time,” the curse hissed through her teeth, anger flaring bright, “every single fucking time, she starts with her nonsense.”

“Yes, darling,” Rich said gently, his voice carrying that rare note of quiet caution, “if I may say so, I recommend you lower your expectations a little.”

“Meaning?” Tatiana asked, her tone deceptively light, though her fingers tightened almost imperceptibly in Nathan’s hair.

“Well, you know… Taylor is one bird who won’t obey so quickly. It’s simply her personality.”

“Then we shall get rid of her,” Tatiana replied curtly, the words slicing through the room like a chilled blade.

“No, we shall not.” Rich’s response came too fast, too sharp. He caught himself immediately, leaning back in his throne, forcing a slow breath. But the jolt had been unmistakable—Nathan felt it in the sudden stillness of the air, Tatiana felt it in the flicker across her husband’s steel eyes. Rich had a stake here, something deeper than amusement or convenience. He had developed feelings for the girl; it was obvious to everyone in the room, even the naked, nursing man in Tatiana’s lap.

“Wow,” Tatiana said softly, bitterness curling at the edges of her smile. “The minute we touch this subject, Rich, you jump like that.”

“No, it’s fine, it’s fine,” Rich said quickly, raising one hand in placating surrender. “Really. It was just…” He gave a small, forced chuckle. “Just a knee-jerk reaction.”

The lie hung there, thin and unconvincing. Rich reached for the remote, desperate for neutral ground, and flicked the channel to CNN. The low drone of a news anchor filled the silence.

“Death penalty,” he mumbled, eyes fixed on the screen.

“To whom?” Tatiana asked, her hand sliding down Nathan’s belly to wrap possessively around his aching cock. She began to stroke him—slow, relentless, expert pulls that kept him teetering on the brink without mercy—while he continued nursing at her breast, milk warm and endless.

“To whoever murders his parents,” Rich said, shaking his head. “It’s horrible, what’s happening to America these days. Just horrible.”

“Totally agree,” Tatiana echoed, voice perfectly conversational.

But neither of them cared in the slightest about America, or the death penalty, or the crumbling state of the nation. Their attention—tense, unspoken, carefully leashed—was fixed on the beautiful, mercurial nineteen-year-old girl currently confined naked to a pink bedroom down the hall.

She had become the quiet fault line running straight through the heart of the Carter marriage: a constant, simmering subject of dispute that both of them, with all their wealth and power and practiced poise, were trying—very carefully—not to let erupt into an actual fight.

Nathan, hard and throbbing in Tatiana’s merciless grip, milk-drunk and trembling against her breast, nursed on in silence.

Above him, the two true adults pretended to watch the news, while the real story played out in the careful spaces between their words.

Chapter 2 ended there—in the hush of a penthouse living room, with a nursing, denied man cradled in the lap of a queen, a billionaire pretending interest in cable news, and the distant click of a locked lavender door holding the spark that might one day burn everything down.


The Lion Roars

The next evening, 8:20 p.m., The Carter’s Residence

Life under the reign of the Carters in their penthouse was unrelenting—a ceaseless rhythm of infantilized servitude, impossible standards, and the constant, aching edge of denial.

Yet ever since the routine had fully settled, ever since the Whitmores had been absorbed into this private kingdom, there was one point of light both Nathan and Taylor had come to anticipate with quiet desperation: the evening “little intermission,” beginning promptly at eight and stretching unpredictably until ten or later, whenever Tatiana decreed the day’s work finished.

She called it a “little intermission,” a pocket of time that could last ten minutes or stretch toward two hours, entirely at her whim.

Some evenings she dismissed him at 8:07 with a lazy wave and he crawled away to finish whatever task still waited. Other evenings she let the minutes drift, wineglass in hand, and the four of them (or whoever was present that night—Rich sometimes away on business, Tatiana occasionally out) simply existed in the low amber light of the salon like a strange, quiet family.

There was no fixed schedule, no promised duration. Nathan had learned never to expect it, only to be grateful when her mood happened to soften at all.

When the intermission ended, the chains went back on, the crib bars rose, and the next day began again at 4:45 a.m. Until then, for however long or short she chose, he was allowed to sit on the couch like a man, breathe the same air as his wife, and pretend (just for a moment) that the world still contained something gentler than Tatiana’s cane and her perfect, merciless love.

The ankle and wrist cuffs were unlocked around seven forty-five, allowing just enough time for a quick, cold shower (standing only) and to change into soft grey lounge pants and a plain white T-shirt—the only clothes that ever touched his skin without her permission. At 8:00 sharp he walked (walked, not crawled) into the main salon, heart already racing, and lowered himself onto the low couch opposite Tatiana’s favourite chair. Rich was sometimes there, sometimes not; when he was, he occupied the long sofa like a bored lion, one arm stretched along the back, eyes on the screen, rarely speaking. Taylor appeared only when Tatiana decided she had been “good enough” that day.

Tatiana herself sat regal in cream cashmere or black silk, legs crossed, wineglass in hand, and she would pat the cushion beside her once. That single gesture was absolution. Nathan moved to her immediately, not quite daring to sit fully upright like a free man. Instead he half-reclined, elbow on the wide arm of the sofa, head resting against the heel of his hand, cheek almost (but never quite) touching her thigh. She allowed the closeness. Sometimes her fingers drifted into his hair, stroking absently while the news droned or an old movie flickered across the screen. Those strokes were the only gentle touch he received in twenty-four hours, and they undid him more completely than any cane ever could.

This was when he talked.

Everything he could not say on his knees he poured out in the half-dark of the salon: how the company was bleeding money he no longer cared about, how his sons’ texts went unanswered because he was ashamed to admit where he slept at night, how sometimes in the middle of a board meeting he felt her phantom grip on the back of his neck and had to excuse himself to breathe.

Tatiana listened the way she always had, ever since that very first night at the Apex Society Club in Los Angeles.

She had been listening ever since: through the tears in the yellow-duck pajamas, through the helicopter ride home, through every stage of his surrender. She never interrupted, never judged, simply let the words spill while her nails traced slow circles at his temple.

Ten minutes or an hour and a half, it didn’t matter; time still bent around her attention. When he finally ran dry she would murmur, “Good boy,” and the world (shattered, rebuilt, and perfectly balanced on the edge of her wineglass) righted itself again.

---

It was one of those evenings when Nathan was permitted to simply exist beside the Carters, the rigid chains of the day finally unlocked, the relentless rhythm of service paused for whatever fleeting mercy Tatiana chose to grant.

Rich Carter commanded the far corner of the enormous sectional the way a lion claims the warmest rock on the savanna. Slate-grey cashmere lounge pants rode low on his hips, the thick robe hanging open to the waist, silver chest hair catching the low flicker of firelight. One heavy arm stretched along the back of the sofa, a beer bottle dangling loosely from two fingers. The game played on the massive screen, volume low, but his attention was only half there—lazy, absolute, the gaze of a man who owned everything in the room and had long since stopped needing to prove it.

At his feet knelt Jade Chen.

Twenty-one, Chinese-American, the kind of beauty that made strangers on the sidewalk forget how to breathe. Long, straight ink-black hair spilled past her waist like liquid silk; cheekbones sharp enough to cut glass; skin like porcelain lit from within. She wore a backless midnight-blue satin mini-dress that looked painted on—fabric so thin it caught every breath, every subtle shift of her body, the hem barely grazing the lush curve where thigh met ass, the plunging neckline framing the soft inner swells of perfect breasts in constant, deliberate display. One delicate strap had already slipped from her shoulder; no one had bothered to fix it.

She was painting his toenails.

A tiny crystal bowl of glossy obsidian polish rested on the ottoman. Jade dipped the brush with the solemn concentration of a master calligrapher, leaned forward, and drew a flawless stripe across Rich’s big toe. Each time she bent, the satin gaped further; each time she settled back on her heels to admire her work, the dress rode higher. Her dark, almond-shaped eyes never left his face, even though his gaze remained fixed on the screen.

“Clippers are winning by seven,” she murmured, voice soft, melodic, adoring. “You still think LeBron closes it?”

Rich gave a low grunt. “He’ll try.”

Jade smiled as though he had just recited a love sonnet, capped the polish with delicate precision, then leaned in again and blew gently across his wet toes. The motion lifted the heavy curtain of her hair, exposing the flawless, vulnerable line of her neck. She crawled forward a single inch, settled between his bare feet, and rested her cheek against his knee like a cat claiming its chosen spot.

Rich’s free hand dropped without looking, thick fingers threading lazily through that river of black silk, stroking once, twice—then simply staying there. Possessive. Absent. Absolute.

Across the coffee table, Tatiana reclined in her cream velvet throne, legs elegantly crossed, wineglass tilted at a thoughtful angle, surveying the room with that calm, maternal satisfaction that made the very air feel thicker, heavier, perfectly balanced on the edge of her quiet approval.

Nathan sat on the wide sectional itself—close to Tatiana, tucked into the secluded corner nearest her armchair. The vast cream leather sofa stretched like divided territory: Rich commanding the far end, Tatiana claiming the center with regal poise, and Nathan relegated to the edge, half-reclined, elbow on the armrest, cheek hovering inches from the soft cashmere over her thigh. His hands rested awkwardly in his lap, uncertain in this rare pocket of stillness. The amber light softened the room’s edges, but not the quiet ache of waiting—for her next word, for the intermission’s end, for whatever small mercy the evening might grant.

Then Taylor appeared in the archway.

After twenty-four hours locked away—punishment for her bold, failed gambit—she emerged like a porcelain fantasy brought to life: a powder-pink satin babydoll fluttering around her upper thighs, delicate lace cups barely containing the swell of her breasts, matching micro-shorts clinging to every lethal curve like a second skin. Her long jet-black hair fell loose and gleaming down her back, bare feet silent on the cool marble. The instant she stepped into the room, her hazel gaze locked on Nathan and held, unwavering, as though the rest of the world had blurred into irrelevance.

Tatiana lifted one lazy finger, a slow, regal curl of invitation.

Taylor crossed the room without once looking down, eyes fixed on Nathan until the very last second. Then she sank gracefully to her knees before Tatiana’s chair, bowed low, and pressed trembling lips to the back of Tatiana’s offered hand. A soft, breathy “Thank you, Mommy” escaped her, barely audible, before she rested her forehead against those manicured fingers in perfect, lingering submission—silky black hair spilling over Tatiana’s hand like dark ink over cream porcelain.

Only then did she rise—just high enough—and glide the final steps to Nathan.

He hadn’t finished drawing breath before she was on him.

She slid into his lap facing him, knees sinking into the cushion on either side of his thighs, arms looping around his neck, body folding into his as though trying to disappear inside his skin. His hands found her waist automatically—warm satin over warmer skin—thumbs brushing the narrow strip of bare midriff the babydoll left exposed. She smelled of coconut lotion and the faint, sharp salt of unshed tears.

Her lips grazed the shell of his ear.

“I saw you looking,” she whispered, voice tiny, trembling, already edged with accusation.

Nathan blinked, genuinely startled. “Looking where?”

“You know exactly where.” A sharp little tilt of her chin toward the far corner, where Jade still knelt between Rich’s spread feet, bent forward in graceful devotion, painting the last of his toenails with slow, worshipful strokes.

Nathan let out a low, sheepish laugh—the helpless sound of a man caught. “Come on, Tay…”

“Is she pretty?” The question slipped out small, almost curious, but her nails dug lightly into the nape of his neck.

He laughed again, softer, trying to gentle it away. “Oh, come on.”

“I asked you a question, Nathan.” Eighteen-year-old steel beneath the sugar, sudden and unmistakable.

“I wasn’t—” He stopped, because denial was pointless. “I was watching the game. Rich said something about the Clippers. That’s all.”

Taylor pulled back just far enough to search his face, hazel eyes glassy with something fragile and dangerous. “Right. Because when I walked in, you were so busy watching basketball that you didn’t even notice me.”

A single tear gathered on her lower lashes, trembled, and fell—tracing a slow, glittering path down her cheek.

Nathan’s heart cracked open, a rush of warmth flooding him so suddenly it stole his breath. After everything—the denial, the distance, the way she had turned her radiance toward Rich and left him starving—this tiny spark of possessiveness, this jealousy over him, felt like sunlight after endless night. She cared. She still cared enough to hurt at the thought of his eyes wandering. And with her body pressed so close, warm satin and warmer skin grinding softly against him as she shifted, the inevitable happened: his cock stirred, hardening helplessly beneath the thin fabric of his lounge pants, throbbing with the ache of months denied.

Panic flickered through the bliss—Tatiana did not tolerate erections from lower-caste males, not even the involuntary ones of morning. Discovery would mean punishment. But the fear only sharpened the sweetness; he couldn’t stop it, didn’t want to.

“Baby,” he murmured, voice rough with sudden tenderness and something deeper—gratitude, almost disbelief—thumbs stroking the satin at her waist as his hands tightened involuntarily, pulling her closer despite the risk. “What is it? Why are you like this tonight?”

She swallowed hard, glanced once toward Tatiana (who appeared absorbed in her phone), then back at him.

Taylor shifted in his lap, settling deeper, her breath warm against his neck as she cast a quick, furtive glance toward Tatiana—ensuring the low murmur of the television and the quiet focus across the room masked their words. Then she leaned in closer, voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper meant only for him, as though they were two girlfriends huddled over forbidden secrets.

“The problem is that bitch,” she hissed, eyes already glistening with fresh tears. “I don’t understand it, Nathan. It’s been a whole month now, and she still won’t let me sleep with her husband.”

Nathan stroked her back soothingly, fingers tracing the satin. “Yes… true. But you have to admit, yesterday you scared the hell out of her.”

Taylor gave a tiny, defiant shrug, tears trembling on her lashes. “Well, I tried to shake her out of it. What’s the point of keeping me here if she’s going to act like this? I’m not really submitting to her. You don’t seriously think that kissing her hand means I’m submissive or something, do you?” She let out a soft, wet scoff. “I’m not. I’m here for Rich. Only for Rich.”

The words landed between them without cruelty, almost casual, as if she were confessing which dress she preferred. Nathan felt the familiar twist in his chest—the quiet, dull ache of knowing his place—but it no longer carried the sharp sting it once had. The arousal that used to flare at her indifference, at being reduced to confidant while she chased another man, had faded into something quieter, deeper: acceptance. He wanted her to win. He wanted her close to Rich if that was what kept her radiant, kept her in the penthouse, kept her turning to him in these stolen moments with secrets and tears and the warmth of her body in his lap. Being her loyal “girlfriend,” her safe harbor, was the closest he came to having her now—and perhaps, in some distant corner of his heart, the slow path back to something more husband-like one day. But mostly it was surrender: her happiness, her victory, mattered more than his pride.

He said nothing, simply continued the slow circles on her back, holding her tighter, playing the devoted confidant she needed tonight.

Taylor searched his face for jealousy and, finding none, pressed on in the same hushed rush. “I don’t know what it is with her. She’s just… scared. She’s terrified Rich will fall for me.” A small, triumphant smile flickered through the tears. “Which he already is, by the way.”

Nathan’s lips curved in a helpless, fond smile. “Yes, you’ve mentioned that.”

“That’s right.” Her voice grew dreamy, possessive. “He took me to Aspen—made up all those ridiculous stories—just because he couldn’t stand being away from my body. Do you understand what it does to him? When he’s inside me, he forgets everything. He’s like… wild. Impossible to stop. He clings to me, clutches me, rams into me like the world is ending. It’s not the usual thing for him, Nathan. Not even close. He’s addicted to me.”

She whispered it all against his ear, body soft and warm in his arms, tears slipping silently down her cheeks to dampen his shirt.

Nathan glanced briefly toward the far end of the sofa—Rich’s hand still buried idly in Jade’s hair, Tatiana sipping her wine with serene detachment—then back to Taylor. “So… what do you really suggest we do?”

Taylor pulled back just enough to meet his eyes, her expression suddenly clear, decisive, almost businesslike beneath the tears. “Frankly? I’m giving it one last shot. But if he stays like this, and she stays like this, and there’s no sex… then fine. I don’t need them.” She brushed a thumb across his cheek, voice softening into something almost tender. “I’ll take you with me, because you’re so cute… and you’re such a good girlfriend.”

Nathan let out a low, helpless laugh, eyes shining with adoration.

Taylor tilted her head, mock-indignant. “Why are you laughing?”

“Because you’re so cute,” he murmured, pulling her closer, voice thick with surrender. “And because you’re an amazing woman. I’m telling you—I’m just… addicted to you. I don’t know why, I don’t care why. I just am.”

“And because you are such a good boy, I have to tell you that I faked that whole story,” Taylor said.

“Which story?”

“About being wounded during skiing,” she said.

Nathan shook his head, smiling helplessly. “You are so amazingly cute. I was really worried about it,” he whispered, darting anxious glances toward the doorway where Tatiana might appear at any moment.

“Yeah, we had a good time there,” she said, eyes sparkling with mischief.

“It’s difficult in the beginning on the bunny slopes, but once you get the hang of it, it’s wonderful,” Nathan said, hugging her tighter, still playing along.

“Oh, we weren’t skiing at all,” Taylor giggled, the sound light and wicked.

She nestled closer against the wall, legs still loosely wrapped around his waist, and lowered her voice to a conspiratorial murmur.

“We barely left the suite. Most of the time we just… stayed inside. There was this huge stone fireplace, always crackling, warm and cozy. We’d lie on the thick rug in front of it, wrapped in blankets, hugging for hours. He’d hold me so tight, stroking my hair, whispering things like ‘You’re mine now’ and ‘I’ve never felt this before’ and even…” She paused, biting her lip in mock embarrassment. “…‘I love you.’”

Nathan’s breath hitched.

“Of course,” she added quickly, rolling her eyes with a playful shrug, “I didn’t mean it when I said it back. It was just… the moment, you know?”

Her fingers traced lazy circles on his shoulder as she continued, voice dropping even lower, husky with memory.

“And the rest of the time… God, Nathan, we were fucking. Constantly. In every way he wanted. He taught me positions I didn’t even know existed—me on top riding him slow while he watched the firelight on my skin, him bending me over the back of the sofa, taking me from behind so deep I couldn’t breathe, or lifting me against the window with the snow falling outside… hard and relentless until I was screaming his name. He couldn’t get enough. Neither could I.”

Her words painted the scenes so vividly—her body claimed, possessed, lost in pleasure while he had been left behind, helpless in that rented apartment with his sons, worrying endlessly, checking his silent phone, aching for any sign from her she never allowed. The contrast hit him like a wave: her radiant abandon with Rich, the rough, insatiable passion she described in that husky whisper, while he had suffered in silence, craving even a word. It twisted something deep inside him—humiliation, longing, worship—and his cock throbbed harder against her, the arousal sharpening to an almost painful edge. He was lost in it, in her, the story of her pleasure with another man only making him want her more desperately than ever.

But then anxiety crashed over him—the sharp terror of Tatiana’s rules, the certainty of punishment if she noticed—and it sharpened his need to ask the question that had haunted him for weeks, turning the throbbing ache into something almost frantic.

“So, but… can I ask you now… I mean, about the pregnancy…” he ventured, voice small and trembling, tears already gathering in his eyes.

“What about it?” Taylor asked, still giggling lightly.

“I just wanted to ask if it’s possible to know if you are pregnant,” he said politely, anxiously, the words catching in his throat.

“None of your business,” she shrugged, then burst into laughter right in his face—bright, careless, devastating.

“Ah… ok,” he said meekly, shoulders sagging.

She looked at him for a long moment, the laughter fading into something softer—pity, perhaps, or affection. “Awww, don’t be sad,” she cooed, cupping his cheek. “I’m not pregnant. I invented the whole thing just to divert Tatiana’s attention—keep her from asking more and more about my so-called ‘ski vacation.’”

Nathan exhaled in shuddering relief, tears spilling over. “Ohhh God, Taylor… Taylor…”

She laughed again, warm and genuine this time, pulling him into another kiss.

Then Tatiana clapped once—crisp, final, the sound slicing through the hushed room like a whipcrack no one had seen coming.

“Okay, okay. Enough. Both of you, stand up.”

Nathan and Taylor separated instantly, bodies obeying before their minds could protest. They rose from the couch in perfect unison, hands falling to their sides, eyes dropping to the floor. One clap—one single, unannounced clap—and every illusion of intimacy vanished.

Tatiana remained seated, serene as ever, legs crossed, the delicate teaspoon circling lazily in her espresso cup. She hadn’t even glanced at them yet.

Rich never looked away from the screen. He lifted one brow in the faintest flicker of curiosity, gave Tatiana the smallest shrug—whatever you want, babe—then let his hand drift back into Jade’s hair, stroking idly while the girl knelt wide-eyed at his feet.

Tatiana smiled, slow and maternal and utterly merciless.

“Strip.”

The word fell into the room like a stone dropped into still water—sudden, unprovoked, impossible to ignore.

Nathan froze for half a heartbeat, confusion flashing across his face. Strip? Now? Why—? The questions died unspoken; training overrode everything. His fingers were already at his waistband, yanking the soft lounge pants down his legs, kicking them aside. Shirt dragged over his head in one frantic motion, folded once from sheer habit, then abandoned because there was no time. Taylor’s reaction was a fraction slower—her hazel eyes widened in startled protest, lips parting on a silent what?—before instinct took over. Babydoll straps slid from her shoulders, satin whispering to the floor; micro-shorts peeled away in a single, desperate tug. No jewelry, no phone, no scrap of fabric left.

Thirty seconds—perhaps less—and both stood completely naked in the center of the living room, shoulders brushing, heads bowed, skin prickling under the abrupt exposure. The air felt colder, sharper, the amber light suddenly merciless.

Jade’s dark eyes traveled over them openly, lips parted in delighted, unabashed fascination. Rich kept watching basketball, as though nothing at all had changed. The television murmured stats and crowd noise, indifferent to the two naked Whitmores trembling in the middle of the room.

Tatiana sipped her espresso, set the cup down with a delicate clink, and finally looked.

She let the silence stretch, gaze drifting lazily from Nathan’s flushed face down his chest, lingering on the helpless swell of his arousal, then across to Taylor’s trembling thighs and the gooseflesh blooming across her perfect skin. A slow, satisfied smile curved her lips.

“Nathan, darling. Bring the mattress.”

He moved before the sentence ended, bare feet slapping across marble, muscles straining as he dragged the thick, heavy wrestling mat from the corner closet and dropped it at Tatiana’s feet with a dull, heavy thud.

Tatiana leaned back in her velvet throne, the picture of composed elegance—cream cashmere sweater draping her voluptuous curves, tailored trousers falling perfectly over crossed legs, wineglass now replaced by the delicate espresso cup balanced on her knee. She regarded the two naked figures standing before her with the mild, detached curiosity one might give a pair of prize livestock at auction.

Then, as if announcing the weather, she spoke.

“I’ve decided,” she said, voice velvet-soft, almost conversational, “that it’s time for you two to breed.”

The words hung in the air, casual, absolute.

Nathan’s breath caught; Taylor’s shoulders gave the tiniest flinch. Neither moved. Neither dared speak.

Tatiana’s auburn hair caught the firelight as she tilted her head, eyes wide and innocently maternal, as though she were merely suggesting they share a pleasant dessert.

“Right now,” she continued, smile deepening, “you’re going to breed for me. Here. On the mat.”

She let the silence bloom, savoring it, before adding with gentle, devastating clarity:

“You see, when adults make love, they do it privately—behind closed doors, in the intimacy they’ve earned. But you two…” Her gaze drifted lazily over their naked bodies—Nathan’s helpless arousal, Taylor’s goose-prickled skin, both of them standing rigidly with arms pinned to their sides, cheeks burning with shame. “…you no longer have that privilege. You are mine to direct. Mine to display. And tonight, I feel like watching the breeding process.”

She glanced toward Rich, who still hadn’t looked away from the screen, then to Jade, whose dark eyes sparkled with open fascination from her place at his feet.

“Rich, Jade, and I will enjoy the show,” Tatiana finished, voice warm with amusement, as though she were hosting a private exhibition of some rare and mildly entertaining ritual.

She took a slow sip of espresso, set the cup down with a soft clink, and settled back further into her chair—fully dressed, utterly relaxed, the undisputed sovereign surveying her domain.

“Begin whenever you’re ready, darlings,” she murmured, eyes gleaming with quiet triumph. “And do try to make it convincing.”

Taylor’s lips parted on a soft, instinctive protest. “But I—”

Tatiana’s finger lifted—slow, deliberate—pointing directly at her own bare, perfectly pedicured foot. Crimson nails gleamed in the firelight like a silent verdict.

The threat was instant, absolute.

Taylor’s knees buckled as though the finger had struck her. She dropped to the marble, crawled the short distance on all fours, and pressed her mouth to Tatiana’s toes in frantic, wet kisses—lips trembling, tears already spilling.

“I’m sorry, Mommy, I’m sorry,” she gasped between desperate presses of her mouth. “It was reflex, please, I’ll be good, I’ll perform, I swear, please don’t send me to the cages—”

The words tumbled out in a broken rush, tears smearing across Taylor’s skin, voice cracking into helpless, childish sobs. Tatiana let it continue, eyes half-lidded with quiet pleasure, savoring every second of the groveling until Taylor’s breath came in ragged little hiccups.

Rich finally glanced over, one corner of his mouth lifting in dry amusement. Jade’s hand had crept higher on his thigh, her dark eyes wide and glittering with open fascination as she watched the spectacle unfold.

Tatiana raised one elegant finger. “Up.”

Taylor scrambled to her feet, body shaking, tears still shining on her flushed cheeks.

Tatiana’s smile was almost tender, maternal steel wrapped in velvet. “Breeding time, darling. Entertain us.”

Nathan and Taylor stepped onto the thick mat together, the cool padding a stark contrast to the heat radiating from their bare skin.

They came into each other’s arms like castaways clutching the last fragment of shore—Taylor’s naked body molding desperately to his, arms winding tight around his neck, his hands sliding down the satin curve of her back to cup her ass and pull her flush against him. She rose on tiptoe, lips brushing his, hazel eyes wide and wet and suddenly, impossibly soft.

For one suspended heartbeat, the room vanished.

It was only Taylor—warm, trembling, alive in his arms after endless months of starvation. He looked down at her; she looked up at him, and Nathan felt his heart stutter, because he was finally, finally going to be inside the woman he still loved more than breath itself.

The world narrowed to the single point where her body met his.

Every inch of her skin burned against him—impossibly soft, impossibly precious. His hands trembled as they traced paths he had almost forgotten: the delicate dip of her waist, the lush flare of her hips, the flawless curve of her ass. He lowered her to the mat with something perilously close to worship, following her down until his chest pressed to her breasts, until her thighs parted willingly and cradled his hips, until the slick heat of her brushed the aching length of his cock.

He thought he might black out from the sheer relief of it.

He kissed her slowly, deeply, reverently—tasting the salt of her tears mingled with the sweetness that had always been uniquely Taylor. She kissed him back with the same starving desperation, small, broken sounds vibrating in her throat, nails scoring his shoulders as if to anchor herself to the moment.

He pulled back just enough to meet her eyes, voice raw. “Is it okay?” he whispered. “Can I… please?”

She nodded frantically, legs tightening around his waist. “Yes, Nathan, yes—”

He shifted his hips, dragging the rigid length of himself along the smooth plane of her lower belly, sliding over the delicate ridge of her pubic bone, letting her slick arousal coat him as he ground slowly, helplessly against her. He didn’t enter her—couldn’t yet trust himself to last—but the external friction alone was exquisite torture: the heat of her skin, the weeks of denial, the unbearable sweetness of finally holding her again.

One stroke… two… three…

It was too much.

The orgasm crashed through him without warning, violent and humiliating. He rose to his knees with a strangled groan, pulsing helplessly as thick ropes of cum spilled across her belly—streaking over flawless skin, pooling just above that perfect little bone, dripping down the crease where thigh met hip in useless, wasted surrender.

He stared down in stunned horror at the glistening evidence of his failure painted across her body.

Laughter erupted around them.

Tatiana threw her head back and laughed (rich, delighted, merciless). Rich let out a low, rumbling chuckle without ever looking away from the game. Jade’s bright, bell-like giggle followed, her dark eyes wide with delighted shock.

Taylor simply closed her eyes and gave the tiniest shake of her head, lips curving in sad, resigned amusement.

Tatiana leaned forward, wineglass dangling, and pointed one lazy crimson nail at Nathan’s spent, dripping cock.

“Completely useless,” she declared, voice honeyed with contempt. “That isn’t a cock, darling. That’s a baby dick playing dress-up.”

She turned to Taylor with an exaggerated, theatrical gasp, hand fluttering to her cheek in mock sorrow.

“Oh my God, my poor baby… your sex partner is already out of the game!” She widened her eyes in fake distress. “Now what do we do? What do we do?”

Taylor stood naked, shoulders hunched, cheeks flaming, staring at the floor.

Tatiana let the silence hang, then crossed her legs with deliberate, feline elegance (silk robe sliding just enough to flash a length of perfect thigh), and leaned forward.

“So tell me, princess… who are we going to fuck now, hmm?”

Taylor’s lips parted, but nothing came out. She gave the tiniest, helpless shrug, eyes flicking (just for a heartbeat) toward Rich.

Tatiana caught it instantly. Her smile sharpened to something dangerous.

“Don’t you dare,” she purred, voice dropping to velvet-wrapped steel. “Don’t you even imagine my Rich touching that greedy little pussy tonight.”

Taylor’s face crumpled. Tears welled and spilled in the same second.

Tatiana threw her head back and laughed (bright, cruel, delighted).

“Oh, sweetheart, look at you.” She wiped an imaginary tear from her own eye, still chuckling. “Nathan, baby—”

She flicked two fingers without even glancing at him.

“Go fetch Bruno from his cage down at the basement. Right now. Tell him Mommy’s waiting, and I do not like to be kept waiting.”

Rich let out a low, incredulous laugh. “Bruno? Oh, God.”

He shook his head, already rising from the sectional, the movement casual and absolute. Jade unfolded from her kneeling spot like a flower opening, taking the hand he offered without hesitation. Rich didn’t spare Taylor so much as a glance.

“I’m sorry, darling,” he said to Tatiana, voice warm with amusement, “I can’t watch this. I just can’t.”

He tugged Jade close, one big arm sliding around her tiny waist, fingers splaying possessively over the bare small of her back. Jade’s midnight-blue dress rode higher as she pressed against him, already breathless, eyes shining with anticipation.

Taylor watched them go—naked, trembling, tears sliding silently down her cheeks—until the master bedroom door closed with a soft, final click that echoed like a verdict through the sudden quiet of the living room.

The sound hit her harder than any slap. One month of perfect behavior, one month of locked doors and revoked privileges, all because she had once, just once, told Rich “later” and now the man she craved more than air was carrying another girl off to fuck her senseless while Taylor stood dripping with Nathan’s useless cum, waiting.

Nathan returned dragging Bruno by the wrist like a man leading a prize bull to the ring.

Bruno filled the doorway: thirty-five, three-eighty easy, shaved scalp gleaming with nervous sweat, T-shirt already dark under the arms, belly hanging heavy over the waistband of his shorts. When his eyes landed on Taylor—naked, trembling, impossibly small and perfect—his mouth actually fell open. He looked at Tatiana like a starving man who had just been told the chef the meal was real.

Tatiana gave him the warm, maternal smile she usually reserved for broken toys she intended to fix.

“Strip, sweetheart.”

Bruno tore his clothes off in frantic, clumsy handfuls—shirt over his head, belly spilling free with a soft slap, shorts kicked away, boxers yanked down. His cock thick, flushed, already dripping, springing up against the underside of his gut. He stood there panting, terrified and grateful at the same time.

Tatiana’s voice floated, velvet and absolute. “Taylor, baby. Lie down for Bruno. Legs open. Show him how pretty you can be when you behave.”

Taylor stood frozen in the center of the mat, eyes wide, locked on Bruno—not on Tatiana at all. She was shaking, visibly trembling from head to foot, but her gaze never wavered from the massive, sweating figure looming in front of her.

Tatiana tilted her head, the faintest edge creeping into her tone.

“Taylor. I said lie down. Open your legs for Bruno.”

Still nothing. Taylor didn’t move. Her breathing came in shallow, rapid bursts, but her feet stayed planted, body rigid with terror and something harder beneath it.

Tatiana’s composure flickered—just a fraction. She exhaled slowly, then turned to Bruno.

“Go ahead, sweetheart. Take her. Put her on the mat and do your thing.”

Bruno hesitated, glancing from Tatiana to Taylor. His thick fingers flexed, uncertain, but he took one lumbering step forward.

Taylor’s voice cracked the silence—sharp, decisive, shaking but fierce.

“Fuck off.”

Bruno froze.

“I’m telling you right now,” Taylor continued, voice rising, “one more step and I’m calling the police. Don’t you dare touch me. Don’t you dare make the mistake of your life.”

She doubled her look toward Tatiana—eyes blazing through tears, body still trembling but chin lifted.

“And you too. Don’t you dare.”

Tatiana lifted one perfect brow, lips parting slightly as though mildly amused. She reached for her cigarette case on the side table, extracted one with slow elegance, lit it with a soft click of the lighter. She took a long, silent drag, smoke curling upward, watching Taylor with cool, aloof entitlement—as though the girl’s defiance were a minor performance she could still end at any moment.

But she didn’t move. She didn’t speak.

Bruno stood rooted, eyes darting between the two women, afraid to advance.

Tatiana exhaled a thin stream of smoke, then turned her gaze to Nathan.

“Very well,” she said calmly, as though nothing of consequence had occurred. “Take Bruno back to his cage.”

Bruno shuffled obediently as Nathan took his wrist. The big man’s head hung low, sudden shame flickering across his flushed face.

They descended in silence to the hidden basement level, the cool air a sharp contrast to the heat they had left behind. At the row of discreet, barred enclosures, Bruno paused before stepping inside. He turned to Nathan, voice thick and low.

“I… I wouldn’t have dared touch her without her consent,” he muttered, eyes downcast. “You have to know that. I adore Taylor. As much as I adore Tatiana. She’s such a fine woman… I want you to understand—I wouldn’t do such a thing. Not like that. Not ever.”

The words lodged in Nathan’s throat like broken glass. Tears burned behind his eyes, but he swallowed them down.

“It’s okay,” he managed, voice hoarse and hollow. “I understand. Don’t worry about it, Bruno.”

He guided the larger man into the cage, closed the door with a soft, final click of the lock, and turned away without another word.

Nathan returned to the living room, bare feet silent on the cool marble, the echo of the cage lock still ringing faintly in his ears. The scene that greeted him stopped him cold.

Taylor was already dressed again—powder-pink babydoll pulled back on, micro-shorts tugged up—but she looked nothing like the radiant creature who had emerged from her room an hour earlier. She sat alone on the wide sectional, knees drawn tightly to her chest, arms wrapped around them as though trying to fold herself into the smallest possible space. A fragile flower closing its petals against a storm. Her jet-black hair fell forward, curtaining her face, but he could see the faint tremor in her shoulders, the way she rocked almost imperceptibly, shielding herself from a world that had just proven how cruel it could be.

Tatiana was gone—likely retreated to some private corner of the penthouse, as though retreating from the sting of her own overreach and the quiet failure it had become.

Nathan couldn’t bear it.

He crossed the room in three quiet strides and lowered himself beside her, careful, tentative. His arm slid around her shoulders with the gentleness of someone handling cracked porcelain. He didn’t pull her close—not yet—only rested his hand there, thumb stroking slow, soothing circles along her upper arm. She didn’t lean into him. She didn’t respond at all. She was somewhere deep inside herself, curled around the hurt.

Nathan’s voice came out rough, barely above a whisper. “Taylor… I feel like this is my fault. If I could have… if I could have held on, sustained it… it would have been me with you. Making love to you. I don’t want to say—” He swallowed hard. “I’m so sorry I’m such a loser.”

For a long moment she didn’t move. Then, from within that protective shell, her voice drifted out—small, distant, but steady.

“You did nothing wrong, darling. You’re okay. It’s not because of you, okay? You understand?”

He clung a little tighter, caressing her arm as if touch alone could mend what had been broken. “I just… whatever you say, I needed to tell you how sorry I am.”

Taylor lifted her head at last. Her hazel eyes were red-rimmed, lashes still wet, but she managed a faint, watery smile that pierced him straight through the heart.

“I don’t want to repeat myself, cutie,” she said softly, reaching up to brush a thumb across his cheek. “This is an issue between me and that bitch over there—who, by the way, just went off to join her husband in their little sex play with Jade. It has nothing to do with you. Don’t worry about it.” Her fingers lingered on his skin, tender despite everything. “We are strong together. No matter what.”

Then her gaze drifted away again, voice dropping to a murmur that seemed more for herself than for him.

“But… like I said… I think we fell in with the wrong couple.” She hugged her knees tighter. “Rich could have avoided all of this. He could have said he didn’t want it. Instead he just… couldn’t watch and walked away. This is so wrong. Tatiana is really a bitch.”

Nathan’s throat tightened. He nodded slowly. “Yes. What she did to you tonight… asking that of you… it was too much.”

Taylor turned to him again, eyes searching his face with sudden, quiet intensity.

“And you still love her, right?” A faint, bitter smile touched her lips. “You’re still in love with this… dominant female. All of it—this caricature of dominance—still suits you perfectly well.” She gave a tiny shrug, voice soft but edged with resignation. “You do whatever you want, Nathan. I can’t block you. If you feel you need to be with such a sadist… go ahead. It’s just… this isn’t my style. I only ever wanted Rich.” Her fingers tightened briefly around his. “But if the price is this high… then okay. No big deal.” She leaned her head against his shoulder at last, the smallest surrender. “As long as I have you on my side.”

The words struck Nathan like a quiet thunderclap. His chest tightened until he could barely breathe; his throat closed, raw and aching. Tears welled instantly, hot and unstoppable, spilling over before he could stop them. After everything—the endless denial, the cuckolding that carved him hollow—this. This simple affirmation that they were still bound, still strong together, that she needed him on her side. It undid him completely. He loved her so fiercely it hurt, a love that had survived every cruelty, every time she turned her light toward another man and left him in darkness. And now, in her vulnerability, she was choosing him too—not as lover, not as equal, but as the one constant she could lean on.

He pressed his face into her hair to hide the tears, arms tightening around her as silent sobs shook him. No words came—none were needed. He just held her, grateful beyond measure for the fragile gift of being the one she turned to when the world grew too heavy.

Taylor felt the tremor in his shoulders, the dampness against her scalp. She didn’t pull away. She simply let him hold her, her own breathing steadying against his chest.

A soft click echoed from the main hallway—the master bedroom door opening.

Nathan turned his head, and his breath caught. Rich emerged alone, Jade nowhere in sight. He looked uncharacteristically disheveled: robe hanging open, silver hair slightly tousled, a faint flush still on his cheeks from whatever had transpired behind that door. But his steel-grey eyes carried something new—worry, sharp and unmistakable.

He crossed the room in measured strides and lowered himself onto the sectional on Taylor’s other side, sandwiching her gently between himself and Nathan. For the first time in a month, he spoke directly to her, voice low and careful.

“Taylor… what happened?”

She didn’t look at him. Her gaze flicked briefly to Nathan instead, as though seeking silent permission or strength, then dropped back to her knees.

Rich leaned forward slightly, trying again. “Why are you like this? Why are you so sad?”

Taylor’s reply came out barely audible, flat and distant. “Don’t worry about me. It’s okay. Move on. It will be okay. No worries.”

Rich’s brow furrowed. “No, it will not be okay.” Sudden emotion roughened his usually laconic tone—vulnerability cracking through the armor. He stood abruptly, disappeared down the hall for a moment, and returned with a thick cashmere blanket. Without asking, he draped it around her shoulders, tucking it carefully.

“You’re shaking,” he murmured, sitting again and pulling the edges closer around her.

Taylor sat between them now—Nathan on her left, steady and protective; Rich on her right, unusually attentive. The billionaire who rarely explained himself looked almost helpless.

“Tell me what happened,” Rich said quietly.

Taylor finally turned her head toward him, eyes glistening. “Didn’t Tatiana tell you?”

Rich shook his head. “No. She didn’t.”

A bitter little laugh escaped her. “Then go ask her. She’s your loved one, right? Your wife.”

“Taylor, please,” Rich said, voice softening further. “Stop with this nonsense.”

Tears welled again, spilling silently. “Whatever happened… I don’t know the details, but I’m sorry. We can fix it. I saw that she… that Bruno…” He hesitated, choosing words with uncharacteristic care. “I understand you probably didn’t want that.”

Taylor’s voice sharpened, fragile but edged. “Yeah, you wouldn’t understand, right? Because let’s put it this way—you’re not sensitive enough to me. You never were. So it’s okay. I’m not blaming you. I’m not going to change you. You are what you are.”

Rich’s jaw tightened. “But I’m not like this. You know I’m not.”

She shrugged beneath the blanket, looking away. “Perhaps we shouldn’t talk about it. You’re right—I’m too hurt, and you don’t know how to help.”

Rich reached out as if to touch her, then thought better of it. “Tell me what happened to all the good things we had between us.”

His gaze flicked briefly to Nathan—almost seeking alliance—then back to her.

Taylor caught the glance. Her voice turned cool, commanding.

“Nathan,” she said without looking at him, “get on your knees in front of us. In front of me. You see I’m talking to Rich.”

Nathan slid off the sofa instantly, kneeling on the marble before her, eyes lowered in perfect obedience.

Only then did Taylor fully face Rich, chin lifting with quiet, tear-streaked defiance.

“Rich, I’m not the smartest girl in class. I agree. I’m terrible at math.” Her voice was soft but steady. “But when I see a good person, I can identify a good person. And Nathan is a good person.” She gestured faintly toward the man kneeling at her feet. “You are not.”

Rich’s expression flickered—surprise, then something deeper.

“Why, Taylor? Why?”

“Because your beautiful wife Tatiana invited Bruno to rape me tonight,” she said, the word landing flat and devastating in the quiet room. “And you didn’t do anything about it.”

Rich paled. “I didn’t—”

“I’m not asking you to understand,” she cut in gently. “I’m just telling you.”

Before he could respond, Rich moved—sudden, decisive. He dropped from the sofa to his knees in front of her, sliding between her now-parted thighs. His large hands settled on her hips, sliding lower to cup her ass through the blanket and satin, pulling her gently forward as he bowed his head.

“Sweetie… Taylor,” he murmured, voice rough with rare contrition. “I take responsibility. I do. Trust me—I’m not that mean. You know my feelings for you.”

She didn’t answer. Her face disappeared behind her hands, shoulders shaking with silent tears—or so it seemed.

But from his vantage point on the floor beside them, Nathan could see it clearly: the faint, satisfied curve of her lips hidden behind her fingers. A secret, triumphant smirk.

She was playing him—masterfully, effortlessly—winding the billionaire around her little finger while pretending the game was lost. And Rich, the man who owned continents and answered to no one, knelt between her thighs, embracing her, begging forgiveness.

Nathan watched in silent awe. He had always known it, but seeing it unfold in real time—watching even this untouchable titan reduced to pleading—confirmed it once and for all.

Taylor was beautiful. She was charming. She was the most amazing woman on earth.

And even the mightiest of men, when they finally met her, ended up exactly here: on their knees.

Nathan’s silent marveling at Taylor’s mastery lasted only a heartbeat longer.

A sharp click cut through the quiet—the master bedroom door opening again.

All three heads swiveled toward the sound. Tatiana emerged, moving with her usual unhurried grace, auburn hair perfectly in place, cream cashmere sweater and silk trousers immaculate, as though the evening’s chaos had never touched her. Her face was a flawless mask: no smile, no frown, no readable flicker of anger or triumph. Only calm, cool observation.

Fear rippled through the room like a sudden chill. Nathan’s stomach tightened; Rich’s shoulders stiffened almost imperceptibly. It was the feeling of a stern principal stepping into a classroom where every child knows they’ve been caught.

Taylor recovered first. She turned her gaze away from Tatiana, looked straight ahead, chin lifting a fraction—quiet defiance wrapped in fragile composure.

Tatiana’s eyes swept over the tableau: Rich and Nathan on their knees before the blanketed girl on the sofa. She absorbed it without reaction.

“Good evening,” she said pleasantly, voice smooth as ever.

Then she extended one manicured hand toward Rich.

“Could you join me for a second, darling?”

The request was soft, almost casual, but the undercurrent was unmistakable. Rich rose immediately—caught, cornered, yet still the billionaire who answered to no one but her. He glanced down at Taylor.

“We’ll talk later,” he murmured, the promise sounding suddenly uncertain.

Tatiana’s fingers closed around his, and she led him away without another word. The master bedroom door shut behind them with a quiet, decisive click.

Nathan stared at the closed door, stunned. The room felt suddenly colder, smaller.

Taylor’s voice broke the silence—low, calm, almost amused.

“Go figure out what she wants from him.”

Nathan turned to her, confused. “What… what do you mean?”

“I mean,” she said, eyes steady on his, “go listen. Find out what they’re saying. What they’re arguing about. Then come back and tell me.”

There was no hesitation in him. He bent forward, pressed reverent lips to the tops of her bare feet in silent gratitude and obedience, then rose.

He moved soundlessly down the hallway, heart pounding. At the master bedroom door he paused, ear almost touching the wood, then carefully—millimeter by millimeter—eased it open just enough to hear.

Voices filtered through the narrow gap: Tatiana’s velvet cadence, Rich’s deeper, quieter rumble. The conversation had already begun.

Nathan pressed his ear to the narrow gap in the door, heart hammering, breath shallow. The voices inside were low but intense—no shouting yet, but the air felt charged even from the hallway.

Tatiana’s velvet tone carried first, calm but edged with steel.

“So again—let’s try to do this without fighting, without throwing tantrums. I think this should be a very pleasant process for both of us. It’s important to me that we agree. I really am trying my best not to fight with you, Rich. I love you. But no—this cannot continue.”

A pause. Nathan could almost see her crossing her legs, tilting her head in that regal way.

“This girl has you wrapped around her little finger. She’s mocking me. She’s cheating on me—with you—and you don’t even understand it.”

Rich’s voice rose slightly, defensive, gravel-rough.

“She didn’t toy with me. Nobody toys with me. But you have to understand what you’ve done this evening, Tatiana. If that girl goes to the police, that’s soliciting rape. You wanted to force Bruno to rape her. She didn’t want Bruno, and you tried to make it happen—in public, in the main living room. This is terrible. This is terrible.”

Tatiana’s reply was cool, almost amused.

“I thought it was important to establish the hierarchy in this house.”

Rich didn’t let her finish.

“I’ve been waiting a month now, and seriously—it’s time we finish these games. Preventing me from talking to her, preventing her from talking to me… it doesn’t work this way.”

Tatiana’s voice sharpened.

“That’s why I’m saying we have an infiltration: a very beautiful, very cute girl who manages to destroy our marriage. Look at you. Look at what you’ve done. You took her to Aspen because you wanted her all to yourself.”

Rich’s tone turned dry, deflecting.

“You know that’s not true. She’s a great skier. I thought the black trails weren’t something you’d enjoy. It was out of consideration for you.”

Tatiana laughed softly—short, dismissive.

“Never mind that. I’m just saying I don’t want to argue, but you’re not balanced anymore. You don’t see her only as a sex object. You’re starting to develop feelings for her.”

A beat of silence.

Then Rich—quiet, steady, unmistakable.

“Yes. I have feelings for her. That’s why I was on my knees in front of her. The girl was hurt—shattered, Tatiana. What you were trying to do was very wrong. It wasn’t discipline. It wasn’t even cruelty with a purpose. You tried to force a rape in the middle of our living room, in front of an audience, on a woman who never consented to Bruno. You tried to break her, and even though she stopped it, you left her trembling and traumatized instead of protecting her, instead of showing even the smallest shred of care for the woman you’ve kept under your thumb for months.”

Tatiana’s voice turned icy.

“Well, I don’t care about any of that. I’m telling you—this girl is going home tonight.”

Rich’s response came swift and hard—the first time Nathan had ever heard him raise his voice.

“She’s staying here. I’m living with her too. If she leaves, I leave with her. The girl is staying, and she’s going to be with me.”

Nathan’s breath stopped.

Tatiana’s reply was a hiss, inches from Rich’s face.

“Says who?”

Rich didn’t flinch.

“Says me.” His voice dropped to a low, dangerous growl that seemed to vibrate through the floorboards. Then it erupted—sudden, thunderous, the full force of a man who had never needed to raise his voice before because the world had always bent to his quiet command.

“I’M TELLING YOU—SHE’S STAYING HERE. SHE’S STAYING WITH ME. I’VE HAD ENOUGH OF YOUR FUCKING GAMES. GET USED TO IT!”

The words roared out of him like a lion finally roused, raw and primal, shaking the air. Nathan, pressed against the door, felt the sound in his chest—pictures on the walls seemed to tremble, crystal glasses in the bar rattled faintly. This wasn’t negotiation. This was declaration. Absolute. Final.

Tatiana took one small step back—almost imperceptible—but Nathan heard the soft catch in her breath.

For a long moment, silence reigned.

Then her voice came—cool, measured, but unmistakably softer, the velvet stripped away to reveal the steel beneath, now carefully sheathed.

“Okay. No problem.”

A pause. She drew herself up again, composure sliding back into place like armor.

“Just so you know… our marriage is based on openness. On the fact that we love each other, and the other partners… they’re just for sex.” Her tone was quiet, almost conversational, but the warning threaded through it was unmistakable. “And just so you know—I see that you’re violating that. I know you have feelings.”

Rich exhaled, the storm spent, voice dropping back to its usual gravel depth.

“It doesn’t matter right now. Can we settle on this: Taylor is staying here, and she will be with me. Let me handle it. If there’s a need to discipline her, I’ll discipline her. I’m asking you—let’s not fight. Let’s not blow our empire over this. The girl is a poor, hurt girl, and I feel terrible about what you’ve done to her. Let me be with her. Let me help her.”

A long silence.

Then Tatiana, voice flat and final:

“Okay. Fine.”

Nathan felt the shift in the air—the conversation was over. He pulled back instantly, closing the door with infinite care, and slipped away down the hall before either of them could emerge.

The living room was empty.

He hurried to the pink bedroom, heart racing, the overheard words burning in his chest like a hard-won, secret victory.

For Nathan, Rich’s roar and Tatiana’s surrender meant everything stayed the same—precious, fragile stability preserved. Taylor would remain in the penthouse, close to the man she craved, radiant and victorious instead of explosive and ready to burn it all down. No eviction, no forced departure, no shattering of the strange, painful peace he had come to need. He could keep serving Tatiana, keep orbiting the woman he loved in his ruined way, and—most important—keep Taylor near, safe, happy. Her joy was his joy, even when it came from Rich’s bed; in his deep, submissive cuckold heart he had long ago accepted that Rich fucking his wife was not just inevitable but part of what made Taylor shine brightest. That was her goal, her preference—and if her goal was met, he was happy. Her continued presence with Rich was the status quo he craved, the quiet continuation of a life where he accepted his place as cuckold, confidant, and devoted shadow. Change terrified him more than any cane. This was survival. This was relief.

Taylor was waiting—perched on the edge of the bed, blanket discarded, eyes already bright with anticipation.

The instant she saw his face, she launched herself at him. Legs wrapped tight around his waist, arms flinging around his neck, body pressing flush against his as she kissed him fiercely, hungrily—joy and triumph pouring from her lips. Every trace of the broken girl from minutes ago had vanished, replaced by the radiant, unstoppable creature he had fallen for years ago.

Nathan caught her effortlessly, hands sliding under her thighs to hold her up, pulling her closer as he kissed her back with the same desperate fervor. He walked them backward until her spine met the wall, pinning her there gently, mouths never parting. She tasted like coconut and salt and pure, intoxicating life.

When they finally broke for air, she searched his face, breathless, eyes sparkling.

“Well?” she whispered, legs still locked around him.

Nathan’s voice came out rough with emotion, hands stroking up her back as if to reassure himself she was real.

“Tatiana wanted you gone,” he said, awe threading through every word. “She and Rich fought—really fought, Taylor. I’ve never heard him like that. But he won. He told her if you leave, he leaves with you. You’re staying.” His fingers tightened on her hips, possessive, proud. “And he wants to be with you. Openly. He fought for you.”

Taylor’s smile bloomed—slow, radiant, victorious. She leaned in, forehead resting against his, breath mingling.

“Very good,” she murmured, lips brushing his. “Very, very good.”

He kissed her again, softer this time, deeper—pouring everything into it: relief, adoration, the bone-deep love that had never faded, not even through ruin and cages and another woman’s cane. His hands roamed her back, her waist, memorizing the feel of her again after so long.

When they parted, he didn’t set her down. He held her there against the wall, gazing up at her like she was the only light in his world.

“I saw it, you know,” he whispered, voice thick. “How you played him. That little smirk behind your hands… God, Taylor, you had him on his knees, begging. The most powerful man I’ve ever met, and you—” He shook his head, laughing softly in pure wonder. “You’re incredible. You always have been.”

Taylor tilted her head, eyes wide and innocently puzzled, even as her lips curved in that secret, knowing way.

“I’m not playing anyone,” she said softly, fingers threading through his hair. “It’s just… who I am. I don’t know why it happens.” A tiny, breathless laugh escaped her. “Men just… find themselves there. Kneeling. Wanting to fix things for me. Wanting to make me happy.” She shrugged, the movement small and graceful in his arms. “I think it’s because I was born beautiful, to tell you the truth. That’s all. It’s not a game. It’s just… me.”

Nathan’s heart swelled until it hurt. He pressed his forehead to hers again, voice low and fervent.

“You’re so much more than beautiful. You’re everything. You always have been.” He kissed her once more—slow, reverent—then finally let her slide down his body until her feet touched the floor, though his arms stayed wrapped around her, unwilling to let go. “And whatever happens next… as long as you’re here, as long as I’m with you… I’m yours. Completely.”

Taylor cupped his face, hazel eyes soft and warm, and kissed him again—gentle, lingering, full of the connection that had never truly died between them.

7:45 a.m. The Morning Room

The morning room glowed with winter light pouring through floor-to-ceiling windows, the city skyline a distant silver haze beyond the glass. White orchids spilled from crystal vases along the long table; the chandelier scattered soft prisms across crisp linen and warmed silver. Everything was exactly as it should be, because Nathan had made it so an hour earlier—plates heated, croissants still breathing steam beneath their linen shroud, blood-orange juice chilled to precisely ten degrees, Tatiana’s Baccarat tumbler with its deliberate chip placed for her right hand.

Tatiana sat alone at the head of the table, regal and unhurried, the pale café-au-lait satin robe scattered with embroidered cranes clinging to her voluptuous curves. The loosely belted fabric parted with each small movement, revealing the heavy inside curve of one magnificent breast before sliding closed again like a whispered secret. Her auburn hair was swept up in a careless twist, damp tendrils curling at her nape from the steam of her earlier bath. Objectively, she was temptation made flesh—voluptuous, relaxed, untouchable, every inch the mature goddess whose body and presence had once commanded his total, aching worship.

Nathan stood two paces behind and to her left, white dress shirt crisp and severe beneath the fitted black tuxedo jacket, black trousers sharp, polished shoes reflecting the chandelier’s light. Cuffed wrists rested at his sides, napkin draped over his forearm. His gaze rose no higher than the delicate hollow at the base of her throat, scanning for the smallest signal. He did not speak. He did not need to.

But as he watched her, the old reverence felt cracked. The allure was still there—undeniable, even sharpened by the fear she inspired—but it now carried a chill. Last night she had tried to cross into something unforgivable, ordering Bruno to take Taylor in the cruelest way possible, watching with calm, maternal delight as the girl stood trembling and defiant. The woman he had loved in his ruined, bone-deep way, the sovereign whose lightest touch could make him leak and sob in gratitude, had revealed a cruelty that threatened to wound the one person Nathan adored above all. Taylor—radiant, young, his wife—had been pushed to the edge of terror and violation, reduced to shaking fury and tears in the center of the room, and Tatiana had simply lifted a brow, lit a cigarette, and let the moment pass as though it were nothing.

The conflict twisted in him: desire and horror braided together, attraction persisting even as something essential fractured. She was still the epitome of sensuality, but the pedestal had wobbled, and he could no longer look at her without seeing the darkness that had wounded the girl he loved most.

She ate in silence, fork gliding with elegant precision through buttery flakes of croissant, lips closing around each bite with slow appreciation. When her little finger lifted a fraction—barely a tremor—he was already moving. Coffee poured in a dark ribbon, exactly three-quarters full. One sugar cube placed with silver tongs. The cup returned to its saucer at the perfect angle.

She sipped. Closed her eyes for half a second in approval.

He exhaled soundlessly and resumed his post.

A soft chime sounded from the butler’s alcove just outside the arched doorway—the vintage phone, an antique black rotary with ornate brass trim and a heavy handset, resting on its polished mahogany pedestal like a relic from another century.

Nathan moved at once, silent and swift. He lifted the receiver with both gloved hands, bringing it to his ear with practiced reverence.

“Carter residence,” he said, voice low and impeccably formal. “May I ask who is calling for Madame Tatiana?”

A pause.

Then, from the other end of the line, a woman’s voice—melodic, light, almost musical.

“Emily.”

Nathan inclined his head slightly, voice remaining low and impeccably deferential.

“Certainly, Miss. And whom may I ask do you wish to speak with?”

The melodic voice on the other end answered without hesitation.

“My mom. Tatiana.”

“One moment, please.”

Nathan replaced the heavy handset onto its cradle for the briefest second, then lifted the entire vintage phone—base and all—with both gloved hands. The antique piece was substantial, black Bakelite and polished brass, the coiled cord trailing behind him like a leash. He carried it with careful reverence, arms steady despite the weight, back straight, eyes lowered.

He approached Tatiana’s chair from the side, stopped at perfect attention, and held the phone aloft in his right hand—the base cradled securely while his left gently lifted the receiver. With precise, practiced grace, he brought the earpiece to Tatiana’s ear and positioned the mouthpiece close to her lips, ensuring she need not move even a fraction. He remained frozen in that position—arm extended, posture immaculate—the weight of the phone a quiet burn in his muscles, a reminder of his place.

As he settled the receiver, he announced softly, just loud enough for her alone:

“Your daughter, Mistress, Emily Carter.”

Tatiana’s expression softened almost imperceptibly. She did not take the phone herself; she never did. She simply began speaking, voice warm and maternal, the fork in her other hand pausing mid-air.

“Yes, darling… I called you last night. I know you were sleeping—I believe it was five in the morning in Munich, wasn’t it?”

A pause as she listened, lips curving faintly.

“No, no, I just called to ask how you are… how you’re doing.”

Another pause, longer this time. Tatiana’s gaze drifted to the orchids, fork lowering to her plate.

“Oh, yes… did you try it on? The dress I sent… I told you you’d like it. It fits you perfectly, doesn’t it?”

She smiled at whatever answer came, a genuine, private warmth touching her eyes.

“Yes… yes, I knew you would.”

Then her tone shifted—softer, carefully casual.

“I’ll make it short, I know you’re busy, honey… I was just wondering when you might come visit us.”

A beat.

“No, it’s not urgent… but…”

Her voice caught—sudden, unexpected. The words seemed to snag in her throat. She blinked once, twice, and when she spoke again it was thicker, edged with something fragile and raw.

“It’s just that…”

The sentence trailed off. Tears welled without warning, glistening in her eyes before one slipped free, tracing a silent path down her flawless cheek.

“It’s just that… it’s just that I missed you. We missed you.”

A long pause followed, the kind filled only by the faint static of an overseas line and whatever Emily was saying on the other end.

Then Tatiana again, tentative, almost shy.

“So… when do you think you could come over here?”

Another pause. Her breath caught—soft, audible in the silent room.

“Oh… really? Oh goodness, thank you, Emily. Wow… thank you so much.”

Tears slipped freely now, tracing shining paths down her cheeks. She didn’t bother to wipe them away. Her voice cracked, thick with emotion, yet still trying to hold its composure.

“No, no, no—nothing serious, nothing serious. Just… one thing to see you, you know what I mean.”

She managed a watery laugh.

“And I promise—when you come, I’ll prepare your favorite soup. That creamy wild mushroom and truffle one you love so much. Yes… absolutely.”

A final, softer exchange, then:

“Yes… yes. Thank you, baby. Thank you.”

The call ended.

Nathan felt the subtle shift in her breathing—the signal that the conversation was over. Gently, carefully, he withdrew the receiver from her ear and lowered the heavy phone, cradling the base in both hands once more. He carried it back to its pedestal in the alcove with the same measured reverence, coiling the cord neatly, setting it down without a sound.

When he turned, Tatiana remained seated, regal and unmoving, but a single tear still clung to her lower lashes, trembling, refusing to fall. Another traced a slow path down her cheek.

Something in him—compassion, perhaps, or the quiet ache of seeing the unbreakable sovereign undone—overrode years of protocol. He stepped forward one silent pace, the napkin still draped over his forearm. With infinite care, as though touching something sacred and fragile, he lifted the linen and dabbed the tear from her cheek—soft, barely there, the gesture so tentative it might have been the morning light itself brushing her skin.

Tatiana did not move. Did not flinch. Did not stop him. She simply sat, eyes distant, allowing the breach for one breathless second.

Nathan withdrew instantly, heart pounding, and resumed his post—two paces behind and to her left, gaze lowered once more.

As he stood there, a quiet thought settled over him like morning mist.

My goodness… there is always someone higher, isn’t there?

He had never—not once—seen Tatiana in such a vulnerable position. The woman who could make grown men weep with a lifted eyebrow, who ruled empires with a whisper and a cane, had just cried openly on the phone to her daughter. Soft, maternal, aching with love.

Pieces clicked together in his mind as he stood there, napkin draped over his forearm, gaze lowered.

She had called Emily last night—late enough to wake her in Munich. Last night, of all nights. The night everything had fractured: the fight with Rich, his roar echoing through the penthouse, his refusal to let Taylor go, the way he had overridden Tatiana for the first time Nathan could remember. Rich, her partner of decades, the one constant in her perfectly controlled world, had chosen sides—and not hers.

In that moment of isolation, of tasting real defeat, where else could she turn but to the one person who would never question her, never challenge her, never leave? Blood. Her daughter. The bond carved deeper than any partnership, any empire—biological, unbreakable, the one place where Tatiana didn’t have to be the flawless sovereign. She could simply be a mother who missed her child, who needed to hear a voice that still called her “Mom” without fear or calculation.

Nathan understood it in his bones. No matter how Tatiana wielded her cane or her smile, no matter how Emily lived halfway across the world—this was something engraved, primal. A mother’s love, raw and unguarded, the one vulnerability no amount of power could ever fully conceal.

It drew out all the tenderness, all the fierce care—and with it, every hidden softness the world was never allowed to see.


Locked Forever

2 weeks later, 10:00 p.m., The Carter’s Residence

Nathan stood at the small porcelain sink in his dimly lit nursery room, the bristles of the toothbrush moving in slow, deliberate circles as he scrubbed his teeth with the thoroughness of a child under strict supervision. The yellow pajama—short-sleeved, short-legged, printed all over with childish cartoon ducks—clung to his skin like a badge of shame, its soft cotton a constant reminder that he was no longer a man in this house, but something far smaller, far more helpless.

Light shackles encircled his wrists and ankles, the thin chains connected in pairs with just enough slack to allow basic movement, yet short enough to ensure every gesture was restricted, every step a soft metallic whisper of captivity. The links clinked gently as he leaned forward to rinse, the sound echoing in the quiet room like a private confession.

He stared at his reflection—forty-six years old, once a builder of empires, negotiating contracts, charming investors, commanding boardrooms—and felt the familiar heat of utter humiliation flood through him. It never left him now, this feeling; it had become the air he breathed. And yet, beneath it, coiled tighter than the chains themselves, was the relentless throb of arousal. He hated how inseparable the two had become.

His mind, once sharp enough to turn toilet-paper patents into millions, now had no room for anything larger than the present moment. Every scrap of attention was consumed by the small, childish tasks Tatiana demanded: brushing his teeth with perfect thoroughness, soaping his hands until not a single trace of dirt remained, trimming his nails to her exacting standard. Simple adult routines had become high-stakes performances. One smudge, one missed spot, one second of tardiness—and the consequences were swift, merciless, unforgettable. She was strict on purpose, sadistically precise, because she knew exactly what it did: it shrank his world, reduced his mind to the frantic, narrow focus of a child desperate to please. There was no bandwidth left for bigger thoughts—no room to mourn his lost fortune, no space to strategize escape, no energy to process the cruelty he had witnessed against Taylor. All of it was drowned out by the single, overwhelming need to avoid her displeasure.

And God help him, he was unbearably, shamefully aroused by it.

How could he be this degraded, this reduced—stripped of everything by a woman who could order the unthinkable cruelty he had just witnessed against Taylor—and still feel this dark, involuntary pull toward Tatiana’s overwhelming femininity, her voluptuous power, the terrifying certainty that she could destroy him with a whisper and he would thank her for it?

Tatiana.

She moved through the penthouse like a queen inspecting her domain, her presence felt even when she was out of sight. She would appear without warning—barefoot in silk, auburn hair loose over her shoulders, eyes calm and knowing—to check that he had washed behind his ears, soaped his hands properly, trimmed his nails to her exacting standard. One smudge, one missed spot, and punishment followed with serene certainty: the cane, the corner, the denial of even the smallest comfort.

And tonight, as every night, he would have to present himself to her before bed. Kneel. Offer his hands for inspection. Open his mouth so she could check his teeth, his breath, whatever she wished. Only if she was satisfied might she allow him the briefest reward: permission to press a chaste, trembling kiss to her cheek—a small, devastating peck that tasted of her perfume and his total surrender—before she sent him to the locked adult crib to sleep chained and alone.

She was everything a woman could be: elegant, voluptuous, cruelly maternal, sexually magnificent. She oozed power from every pore, commanded desire from every man who crossed her path. And yet with him she chose this—this deliberate, relentless infantilization. She stripped away his adulthood piece by piece, dressed him in duckling pajamas, shackled him like a toddler prone to wandering, inspected his hygiene as though he were incapable of managing it himself.

And God help him, he was unbearably, shamefully aroused by it.

He didn’t understand it himself. After what she had done to Taylor—after witnessing the cold, terrifying depths of her cruelty—he had felt nothing but horror, protective fury, a fierce alignment with his wife. In those moments he had been Taylor’s entirely: her spy, her confidant, her devoted accomplice against the woman who terrified them both.

But now, standing here in her presence, breathing the same air as those magnificent breasts rising and falling beneath silk, feeling the weight of her calm gaze on his shackled form… something shifted. The memory of her darkness receded, overwhelmed by the sheer force of her femininity, her absolute control. It was like a drug: proximity to Tatiana eclipsed everything else. Taylor faded to the background, distant and irrelevant for these stolen minutes. All that existed was the aching, helpless need to kneel lower, to please her, to earn one whispered “good boy” that would make the world right again. He hated it—hated how easily she could override his loyalty, his fear, his very sense of self—but the arousal was undeniable, flooding him with shameful heat even as confusion gnawed at the edges.

How could he adore them both like this—one with his heart, the other with this dark, addictive surrender he couldn’t control?

Nathan padded softly through the dimly lit corridors of the penthouse, the short chains between his wrists and ankles whispering with every careful step. The yellow duckling pajamas felt even more ridiculous now, under the faint glow of the sconces—childish, exposing, a deliberate costume that marked him as something far beneath the adults who truly owned this world.

It was time for his nightly ritual. He was never, under any circumstances, allowed to retire to the crib without presenting himself to Tatiana, without her calm inspection and her quiet dismissal. That one time—two weeks ago—when exhaustion had overtaken him and he had slipped into the crib without permission… the memory still made him flush hot with shame. She had found him there, asleep and unapproved, and the punishment had been swift, merciless, unforgettable. Everything in his life now required her explicit consent. She was the governess, the final authority, the one who decided when a grown man might be allowed to sleep.

But tonight the living room was empty. The white sectional sat pristine and unoccupied, the low lamps casting soft pools of light with no auburn-haired queen reclining in them. He waited a moment, shifting from foot to foot, the chains clinking faintly, then began his cautious search.

He drifted deeper into the private wing, the chains at his wrists and ankles whispering like guilty secrets with every cautious step. He passed the sunlit morning room—now dark and empty—then the locked pink door that served as Taylor’s occasional prison, its lavender paint a mocking reminder of softened punishments.

The penthouse sprawled vast and silent around him, yet the silence was not absolute. A low murmur of voices floated from farther down the hall, indistinct and intimate, then abruptly ceased. Nathan froze, breath shallow. Rich and Taylor were still out; it was only 10:30, which was a warning sign by itself. The servants were locked already naked in the basement floor. That left only one person who might still be awake on this level.

Tatiana.

The realization settled in his stomach like warm lead as he crept closer to the master bedroom. The heavy double doors were closed, but not fully latched—one stood ajar by an inch, as though someone had been too impatient to bother. And from within came sounds that stopped him cold.

At first they were muffled—rhythmic, insistent. A low, masculine grunt. Then a woman’s voice, breathy and broken, rising into a moan that carried unmistakable pleasure. Nathan’s breath caught. He knew that voice. He knew the velvet cadence of it even when it was stripped raw by desire.

Tatiana.

The sounds grew clearer as he edged nearer, drawn forward against every instinct for self-preservation. Flesh meeting flesh in sharp, wet slaps. The creak of the bedframe protesting under forceful movement. A deeper grunt, animal and satisfied. Her moan again—longer this time, edged with something almost like surrender, followed by a husky command he couldn’t quite make out. The rhythm intensified: fast, rough, unapologetic. The unmistakable wrestling of sheets, a gasp, the slick friction of bodies locked in adult combat.

Nathan stood frozen in the shadowed hallway, the chains at his wrists and ankles suddenly feeling heavier, as though they were the only thing anchoring him to the floor.

He was not allowed—under any circumstances—to retire to his crib without Tatiana’s explicit dismissal. The rule was absolute, drilled into him with swift, unforgettable consequences whenever he had tested its edges. No good-night inspection, no permission granted, no sleep. To slip away unapproved would earn punishment far worse than mere fatigue: the cane across already-tender skin, hours in the corner with nose to the wall, or worse—an entire night locked awake in the crib, staring at the bars while exhaustion clawed at him.

Yet inside that room, Tatiana was unmistakably occupied. The raw, rhythmic sounds left no room for doubt: she was being taken—roughly, thoroughly, with the kind of adult abandon she wielded like a birthright. To knock, to push that door even an inch wider, would be to interrupt the most private act imaginable. An intrusion. A violation.

And yet… intrusion had never been the issue before.

Nathan’s stomach twisted as the truth pressed in. He was permitted—expected, even—to roam every corner of the penthouse at any hour. No door was truly off-limits to him. More than once, a small silver bell had rung from the master bedroom or the living room sofa, summoning him to serve: to fetch water, to adjust pillows, to kneel silently with a tray while bodies moved together mere feet away. On those occasions his presence had not mattered. He was not considered a man in those moments—merely a piece of living furniture, as insignificant as a dog watching from the corner. A dog in the room did not count as an audience; neither did he.

So privacy was not the barrier. Tatiana would not care if he saw—if he entered and waited meekly in the corner until she was ready to inspect his teeth. She might even enjoy the added layer of control.

But tonight felt different.

Tonight the doubt gnawed at him with sharp little teeth. Was this one of those summoned moments, or a truly private one? If he knocked and she was not expecting him, would she interpret it as presumption? If he waited too long and then sought permission late, would she decide he had deliberately delayed bedtime to eavesdrop? Either choice carried risk. Both paths led to her calm, velvet disapproval and the inevitable correction that followed.

His cock throbbed painfully against the childish yellow cotton, the ducks stretching grotesquely over the evidence of his helplessness. He shifted his weight, chains clinking softly, and felt the damp spot growing. Arousal, shame, fear, need—all braided so tightly he could no longer tell where one ended and the next began.

He had to report to Mommy for good-night.

He had to wait until she was finished being fucked like the magnificent adult woman she was.

And he had no idea which mistake would cost him more dearly.

Nathan’s shackled hand trembled as he pressed the door open—just an inch, then two. The sounds flooded out louder now: wet, relentless slaps of skin on skin, the creak of the massive bed, Tatiana’s broken moans rising sharper and more desperate.

In the low, erotic glow of the bedside lamp, the enormous bed stretched like a battlefield. Rich’s side—usually occupied by him and often Taylor—was empty tonight, the silk sheets undisturbed. Tatiana’s side, closer to the door, was where the storm raged.

She lay sprawled on her back, auburn hair fanned across the pillow, legs spread wide and hooked high over the man’s hips. He was braced above her in deep, driving missionary—thick shoulders flexed, back arched, ass clenching in the dim light with every savage thrust. His face was buried against her neck, lips and teeth grazing the pale column of her throat, sucking hard enough to leave marks as he pinned her wrists beside her head. He moved like a man possessed, hips snapping forward with unstoppable force, grinding deep and holding, convulsing inside her as though he could not get close enough, could not pour enough of himself into her. Tatiana’s heavy breasts jolted with every impact; her back arched off the mattress, meeting him thrust for thrust, eyes squeezed shut in raw, abandoned pleasure.

Nathan stood frozen three feet from the foot of the bed, chains silent, cock throbbing so violently against the yellow cotton that he felt the first helpless pulse of climax threatening without a single touch. Pre-cum soaked the fabric; the cartoon ducks stared up at him in mute accusation.

He should speak. He should announce himself. But the words stuck in his throat while he watched the man—Mason, the tall, dark-haired masseur whose skilled hands Tatiana praised so openly—claim her with a ferocity Nathan could only dream of.

Finally the pressure became unbearable: the need to report, the terror of punishment, the dizzying shame of standing there unseen.

Nathan cleared his throat with a small, high "Hi..."

Everything shattered.

Tatiana’s eyes flew open. Her body jerked violently beneath the man, a sharp, piercing scream ripping from her throat—"AAAAAHHH!"—raw and startled from the depths of her chest. In an instant, the ecstasy on her face twisted into pure fury.

She shoved at the stranger’s chest with both hands, palms slamming hard against sweat-drenched muscle, forcing him off her with shocking strength.

The man—unfamiliar to Nathan, someone he had never seen before, clearly in his twenties—reacted instantly. He leapt up from the bed as if electrocuted, springing to his full height right beside Nathan. In that frozen heartbeat Nathan saw him clearly: towering at least 6'3", broad and fiercely muscular, the kind of powerful build that spoke of wrestling rings or relentless iron, his skin gleaming with exertion. And lower, for one helpless second, Nathan’s gaze dropped—seeing the stranger’s cock, still erect, thick and enormous in the dim light.

Tatiana scrambled to sit at the edge of the bed, yanking the sheet up to cover herself, chest heaving as she fought to steady her ragged breathing. The man stood just as breathless, air sawing in and out of his lungs.

Still gasping, Tatiana jabbed her finger at Nathan—sharp, rapid in-and-out motions, condescending irritation written in every line of her body. "Take—take—take off your clothes!" she snapped, the words tumbling fast and clipped. Then, louder, voice rising to a shout: "NOW!"

Her free hand darted to the small remote on the nightstand. She pressed the release button with furious force—four sharp electronic clicks echoed as the locks on the light shackles sprang open, the metal cuffs loosening but still encircling his wrists and ankles.

Nathan’s freed fingers flew in panic, first yanking at the shackles themselves—twisting, pulling, sliding the now-unlocked cuffs off his wrists and ankles in frantic haste, the chains clattering to the floor. Only then did he strip off the yellow duckling pajama shirt, then yank down the shorts, letting both pieces fall in a crumpled heap as he stumbled slightly from the rush.

He stood naked before them in seconds, trembling, the fresh welts on his ass still throbbing, the heavy tiger-headed cage already tugging downward beneath his exposed skin.

Before he had even finished, before she had spared a glance at his progress, Tatiana was already standing. Sheet clutched to her chest, she stepped to the stranger, wrapped her arms around his waist, and pressed close. "Wow, Mason," she murmured softly against his skin, voice trembling with lingering shock. "I was so scared."

"It's okay, it's okay, Tatiana," he answered low, arms folding around her for a moment. "Me too—I have to admit I was in shock."

She pulled back gently. "Go, go," she whispered, almost tender now. "I'm not in the mood anymore."

He nodded, gathered his scattered clothes from the floor, and padded quickly out of the room—heading down the hall to dress and leave.

Tatiana turned back to Nathan.

Anger blazed in her eyes as she faced him fully, sheet still wrapped around her like armor.

"Don't you have even a bit of common sense?" she demanded, voice low and cutting. "Just a bit of common sense?"

Tatiana’s anger did not abate; it sharpened, her voice slicing through the heavy air like a blade.

“Don’t you understand?” she hissed, stepping closer, sheet still clutched loosely around her. “Adults are having sex—the most intimate, the most private thing two people can share. Doesn’t it occur to you to at least knock? To wait outside the door like a civilized human being? Instead you push in and stand over us like some pervert, staring down.”

She paused, eyes raking over his naked, bowed form with withering contempt.

“Is this the best option you could come up with? Is this how your parents taught you to behave?”

Nathan stood motionless, head lowered, cheeks burning, unable to meet her gaze. Shame and regret churned inside him, thick and suffocating.

Finally she exhaled sharply, as if the lecture had exhausted even her patience.

“Enough. Lie down on the bed.”

Her tone left no room for hesitation. Nathan climbed onto the still-warm sheets—sheets that moments ago had been tangled beneath her writhing body—and lay face-down as she indicated.

Tatiana moved with brisk efficiency. She gestured sharply for Nathan to lie face-down on the bed, and he obeyed instantly, heart hammering. Soft leather cuffs replaced the light shackles she had already loosened earlier; she fastened them swiftly to the four posts of the massive bed, pulling the straps tight until his arms and legs were stretched wide in a helpless spread-eagle, ass raised slightly, face pressed into the rumpled silk. His cock, still traitorously hard, throbbed uselessly against the mattress.

She worked in complete silence—no words, no touch beyond the impersonal fastening of restraints. From the corner of his eye he watched her move: quick, precise, almost mechanical. The absence of her voice, of any acknowledgment, terrified him more than anger ever could. It created a chilling disconnect; he felt invisible, reduced to an object she was preparing for use. Fear coiled cold and tight in his gut—he knew she could be lethal when truly displeased, and tonight he had crossed a line he hadn’t even known was there.

Without warning, a wide BDSM gag was forced between his teeth and buckled behind his head—the bright red rubber ball filling his mouth completely, stretching his jaws, silencing any plea before it could form.

He needed to explain. He needed her to understand it had been confusion, not malice—terror of breaking one rule clashing with terror of breaking another, all tangled with the unbearable arousal of hearing her taken so fiercely. He needed that connection, even if it came through correction. But the gag stole even that.

Then, through the blur of panic, he saw her lift the bullwhip from its hook on the far wall—long, black, menacing.

Pure terror surged through him. He yanked his head violently left and right, straining against the cuffs, muffled screams bursting against the gag: "MMFF! MMFF! AMMFF!"

She paid no attention. No warm-up, no warning.

The bullwhip sliced through the air with a vicious hiss and cracked down across his raised ass—sharp, explosive, unforgiving.

“MFFFFF!” The muffled scream tore from Nathan’s gagged throat, raw and animal, as fire erupted across his skin in a searing line. His body jolted violently, back arching off the mattress in a desperate, involuntary spasm. His fingers clawed at the leather cuffs, knuckles white, arms straining until the posts creaked. Legs kicked uselessly against the restraints, muscles quivering, every tendon standing out as he twisted and writhed in blind agony.

Before the echo of the first lash faded, the second landed—lower, crossing the first with surgical cruelty.

“MFFEEEEFM!” he howled again, higher, more desperate, the sound choking behind the rubber ball. His hips bucked helplessly, grinding his throbbing cock into the sheets in futile search for relief that would not come. Tears flooded his eyes; his whole body shook in uncontrollable waves, sweat breaking out across his skin as the second burning welt bloomed bright and angry over his ass and upper thighs.

Tatiana’s face was stone—rage, not satisfaction—her breath still quick from the interrupted passion, eyes narrowed to slits.

The third stroke came faster, harder, the whip singing its lethal song before it bit deep across both cheeks.

“MMMMMFFFFF!” Nathan’s scream was a strangled roar, muffled but deafening in his own ears. His body convulsed in a full-body spasm, jerking so violently against the spread-eagle restraints that the bedframe groaned. His ass was a map of fire now—three raised, overlapping welts already rising red and vicious, throbbing with a pain that felt like it reached his bones. He thrashed left and right, head whipping side to side, drool soaking the gag as he fought for air, for escape, for anything but the next inevitable strike.

Tatiana drew her arm back for the fourth, lips pressed thin with fury.

Then—mid-motion—she froze.

Her head snapped toward the bedroom door, auburn hair falling across her face as she tilted it, listening.

The bedroom door snapped open without warning.

Taylor burst in first, radiant and giggling, her jet-black hair tousled from the night, hazel eyes sparkling with mischief. She had one arm slung around Rich’s waist, tugging him forward while he staggered heavily against her petite frame—his massive, silver-haired form swaying like a tree in a storm.

“You’re doing it on purpose!” she accused through bright laughter, giving him a playful shove that nearly toppled them both. “I know you can walk straight. You’re playing it—I know you’re playing it!”

Rich let out a low, drunken chuckle, but his legs buckled again, and for a moment it looked as though the billionaire would crash straight to the floor. Taylor’s giggles turned into a delighted squeal as she fought to hold him up—a miracle, truly, that her slim body had maneuvered his dead weight from the car, through the lobby, up the private elevator, and all the way here.

Tatiana’s rage evaporated in an instant. The bullwhip slipped from her fingers, clattering softly against the rug as she rushed forward. She caught Rich’s other side just before he fell, her voluptuous frame pressing against his to share the burden with Taylor.

Together the two women half-dragged, half-carried him toward the enormous bed, Nathan still bound spread-eagle and gagged in the foreground—three livid welts throbbing across his ass, forgotten for the moment in the chaos.

Tatiana took charge at once, the adult in the room, voice low and hissing with worry and irritation. “What did you do to him? What’s going on here? Why does he have to be this drunk?”

They eased Rich onto the mattress face-down—he landed with a heavy thud, limbs splayed, utterly unresponsive, still fully clothed in his rumpled charcoal suit.

Tatiana shot Taylor a sharp glance. “At least help me get rid of his clothes.”

The contrast was almost comical: two slender women wrestling with the unconscious bulk of a billionaire lion. Taylor giggled again as they tugged off one Italian leather shoe, then the other. Tatiana yanked at his belt while Taylor pulled at a pant leg.

“Help me here—turn him this way,” Tatiana muttered, straining to roll his dead weight onto his back. Rich’s head lolled; a soft snore escaped him.

“No—no, the other way,” Taylor laughed breathlessly, grabbing an arm. Together they heaved, shirtsleeves riding up, jacket half-off.

Tatiana kept up the reprimand between grunts of effort. “Help me here—his shirt, pull it out.”

Finally they stripped him down to his boxer briefs, jacket and trousers tossed aside, shirt unbuttoned and peeled away. Rich lay sprawled on his stomach again, breathing deep and even, completely gone.

Tatiana straightened, hands on hips, sheet still loosely draped around her from earlier. She fixed Taylor with a stern, searching stare.

“I want to know,” Tatiana said quietly, voice edged with disapproval, “how come you’re so sober and he’s this drunk?”

Taylor shrugged, a mischievous, almost innocent lift of her shoulders, lips curving into a small, triumphant smile. Pride glowed in her hazel eyes—the radiant confidence of a beautiful young woman who had just proven, once again, the irresistible power of her femininity. She had turned the tables, outwitted the lion, reduced him to helpless drunkenness with nothing more than smiles, whispers, and carefully nursed glasses. A modern Delilah, reveling in the victory.

“I think it’s because he drank too much while I didn’t drink much,” Taylor giggled.

Tatiana’s brow arched high, her expression hardening. “And do you think this is funny?”

Bound on the bed, still spread-eagle and welted, the gag recently removed, Nathan watched from the corner of his eye—breath shallow, body aching. Taylor’s smile faltered, then vanished entirely. The giggles died in her throat. Her shoulders straightened, hands falling obediently to her sides, gaze dropping to the floor. In an instant the triumphant seductress became a chastened girl standing before the governess—head bowed, posture submissive, radiance dimmed under Tatiana’s unyielding stare.

Nathan almost shook his head in silent wonder, though he dared not move. She was acting—brilliantly, flawlessly. He knew that look, that perfect performance of meekness. Taylor was light-years from true submission; she had just outmaneuvered Rich himself, turned the lion helpless, and forced Tatiana to back down in the previous storm. She sat victorious in this penthouse only because Rich had roared in her defense, threatening to leave with her if she were sent away. Tatiana could not touch her now.

Yet here Taylor stood, playing the trembling daughter-pet as if her place still hung by a thread. She understood the game better than anyone: push too hard, flaunt the victory too openly, and even Rich’s protection might not save her from Tatiana’s long memory. So she bowed her head, shrank her radiance, and gave the warden exactly what she needed to feel secure. It was tactical genius—another layer of the mask that kept her exactly where she wanted to be.

Nathan’s heart swelled with helpless admiration. God, she was brilliant.

Tatiana stepped closer, the sheet draped loosely around her voluptuous form, breasts rising and falling with controlled breaths, auburn hair still wild from earlier passion. Authority radiated from her like heat.

“You think you can do whatever you want in this house, young girl,” she said, voice low and cutting. “But let me tell you—this is not the situation. It’s not going to last like this.”

Taylor remained silent, eyes fixed on the carpet, hands clasped in front of her now like a penitent.

“I don’t like it,” Tatiana continued, the words deliberate, heavy. “And this is not news to you. I don’t like it that you are developing this… relationship with my Rich.”

Silence stretched thick in the room, broken only by Rich’s deep, drunken snoring.

Tatiana’s eyes narrowed further.

“We are in an open marriage,” Tatiana continued, the words measured and firm. “That means it’s perfectly fine—and I even encourage it—for him to fuck you, to use you sexually. Those are the treats I allow, the games I enjoy watching—here, in this bed, when I can see it, when I know it’s just sex for sex’s sake. That I love.”

She paused, letting the distinction settle like a blade.

“But if you two start sneaking off somewhere else—kissing, fucking, building something private—that’s the end of it. You and your husband will be going home.”

Only then did Taylor speak. Her voice emerged small and timid, barely above a whisper, eyes still lowered.

“I’m not…” Taylor’s voice was barely above a whisper, eyes still lowered. “I’m just his sex toy—and we always do it under your supervision.”

A hesitant pause, then quieter still: “I’m in love with Nathan. He’s my husband.”

The confession hung in the air, soft but unmistakable.

Bound spread-eagle on the bed, gagged and welted, Nathan felt the words flood through him like warm light. Taylor had whispered versions of this to him in private before—fleeting, intimate reassurances he had never fully trusted, always clouded by her dazzling pursuit of Rich. But now she had declared it openly, in front of Tatiana herself. She loved him. Nathan was the one she chose.

For one soaring moment the vicious welts across his ass faded to nothing. Pain, humiliation, fear—all drowned beneath a rush of pure, aching gratitude. Tears pricked hot behind the gag.

Tatiana, however, remained unmoved. Her expression stayed cool, skeptical, one brow arched in faint disbelief.

“If that’s so,” she said dryly, “then please explain to me how come you two arrive so late.”

Taylor lifted her eyes just a fraction, voice steadier now but still careful. “Well… this was our first real day handling the Mattapan project together. Rich insisted on showing me the site himself—going over every detail, making sure I understood the numbers, the timeline. It ran long because he’s… thorough.”

Tatiana’s gaze sharpened. “And after that?”

Taylor’s voice remained small and careful, her eyes still on the floor.

“Well… I told him I wanted to visit the boys—Jonathan and Austin. They’re not far, just in Dorchester. We drove over there.”

Tatiana’s head snapped up, anger flaring anew. “Which boys are you talking about?”

“Jonathan and Austin,” Taylor repeated softly. “They were so nice to me. The apartment is spotless—they’ve kept it really clean. Jonathan made us a quick bite with whatever they had—cottage cheese, bread, tomatoes. Austin rubbed my feet because I’d been standing all day on site. They were happy to see me—and Rich came along. It was just… practical family stuff. I didn’t think there was any problem with it.”

Tatiana’s expression softened only a fraction, disbelief still etched in her features. “Go on.”

Taylor hesitated, then continued. “After that Rich said he wanted a drink—said it was time I learned how to hold my liquor properly. We went to a little pub nearby. He kept ordering rounds, pushing glasses at me, boasting he could outdrink anyone. I suggested a game—for every small sip I took, he had to finish a full glass. He thought it was hilarious, that he’d win easily. He got louder, slurring… and then he started pouring out his whole life story. All that stuff about growing up poor, helping his mother sell lasagna at the market, the abusive father, buying him sneakers, catching him stealing… building the empire from nothing.”

She lifted her eyes just a fraction, voice tinged with wide-eyed surprise. “I mean… is that even true? He was so drunk, all of a sudden pouring out this whole life story I’d never heard before—his childhood, the abusive father, helping his mother with the lasagna stall, building everything from nothing…”

Tatiana’s gaze sharpened for a moment—then softened as recognition settled. Yes, it was true. The same stories Rich always told when the whiskey flowed, the ones he’d shared with her decades ago. Boastful, sentimental drunken rambling—not fresh vulnerability, not intimate secrets whispered over candlelight. Just Rich being Rich, too many glasses in.

“Yes… it’s true,” Tatiana said slowly, almost to herself. “Go on.”

Taylor nodded earnestly. “That’s when the game really caught up with him. He kept talking—repeating himself, getting maudlin about his mother, the stalls, the first shop. I just listened and sipped. We didn’t even kiss, didn’t hug—nothing like that. The whole day was site visit, quick stop at the boys’, then him getting sloppy drunk in a pub. You have to believe me.”

Nathan, listening from the bed, suppressed a bitter inward smile. Brilliant. Taylor knew every word of that story already—she’d sat right beside him weeks ago when Rich told it at the mansion. Presenting it as wide-eyed discovery, complete with “Is that even true?” to Tatiana, turned drunken boasting into proof of innocence. No romance, no secret tryst—just work, family, and a lion too drunk to notice he was being played.

Tatiana exhaled slowly, the tension easing from her shoulders. She wanted to believe this version—needed to. The alternative was unbearable.

“Okay, then,” she said at last, voice quieter, the edge gone. “Very well.”

She stepped forward and drew Taylor gently into her arms, pressing the girl’s head against her full breasts in a warm, enveloping embrace. One hand stroked Taylor’s jet-black hair soothingly, the gesture deliberate and possessive.

In that moment Tatiana felt the balance tip back toward her—the mature, maternal queen cradling the wayward child who had just confessed and been forgiven. The story Taylor offered, carefully stripped of romance, let Tatiana persuade herself that nothing truly threatening had happened: no secret tryst, no stolen intimacy, just work, family, and Rich’s drunken boasting. It steadied the ground beneath her feet, restored the illusion that she still held the reins. Taylor’s bowed head, her soft compliance, reaffirmed Tatiana’s place as the one who demanded explanations, who granted belief or withheld it. She was in charge again, the adult soothing the girl, and the relief of it—of clinging to a version she could live with—flowed through her like warmth.

“I’m sorry I was so skeptical, baby,” Tatiana murmured, relief threading her tone. “You were handling the project, checking on family… letting him ramble when he’d had too much. That’s fine. That’s… manageable.”

Nathan watched, heart sinking even as it swelled for Taylor. Brilliant. She had handed Tatiana exactly the lifeline she desperately wanted: a version where Rich was just indulging, not surrendering. Tatiana clung to it like driftwood, because losing Rich was the one thing she could not face.

She held Taylor a moment longer, the sheet still loosely draped around her body, the earlier storm fully dissipated.

Taylor melted into the hug, arms wrapping around Tatiana’s waist. When they parted slightly, her hazel eyes were soft and forgiving.

“It’s not a problem at all,” Taylor said gently, voice soft and reassuring. “I think you had every right in the world to be angry. We came home so late, and I was alone with your Rich… of course you’d suspect that perhaps we were having sex, doing something private without you. But let me tell you—we would never do such a thing. It’s always under your supervision, always open, always in this bed, exactly as it should be in the open marriage you’ve allowed.”

The words hung between them like a quiet absolution, clearing the air. Tatiana’s features relaxed fully, a small, relieved smile touching her lips as the tension between the two women dissolved into understanding.

They parted slightly from the embrace, Tatiana’s arms lingering a moment longer around Taylor’s shoulders. Then Tatiana let out a low, amused laugh—rich and velvet, breaking the lingering tension.

Taylor tilted her head, hazel eyes questioning. “What?”

Tatiana’s lips curved into a knowing smile. “I mean… you’ve been in this room for fifteen minutes already, and you still haven’t observed.”

Taylor frowned, confused. “Observed what?”

She turned her head, following Tatiana’s gaze across the vast expanse of the bed.

There, on Tatiana’s side, lay Nathan—face-down, completely naked, arms and legs stretched wide in tight restraints, three angry red welts crisscrossing his raised ass like fresh brands. The rubber gag filled his mouth, his chest rising and falling in shallow, muffled breaths.

Taylor’s eyes widened. “Oh my God—oh my God!”

She rushed to him, dropping to her knees beside the bed, hands hovering over his hot, marked skin without quite touching. She whipped her head back toward Tatiana, horror and accusation in her voice.

“What did you do to him? What is this? Oh, poor thing…”

She leaned down, pressing gentle kisses to his shoulder, his temple—anywhere safe—stroking his hair as best she could around the restraints and gag.

Tatiana watched calmly, arms loosely folded beneath her breasts, sheet still draped around her.

“What do you mean, ‘why’?” she asked, tone matter-of-fact.

Taylor’s voice rose, protective and indignant. “Yeah! It’s not necessary—he’s such a good boy, really.”

Tatiana shook her head, unfazed. “It doesn’t matter if he’s a good boy or not. You have to understand: when a man makes a mistake, he needs to know—instinctively, always, without exception—that you will punish him. Immediately. Clearly. Every single time.”

Taylor’s lips parted as if to protest, but Tatiana continued over her.

“You’re still learning this mistake, young girl.”

Taylor straightened slightly, chin lifting. “I don’t know… I control my man without all of this. I speak gently to Nathan, and he’d do anything for me.”

Tatiana turned away mid-sentence, already moving toward the en-suite bathroom with a dismissive wave. She returned moments later carrying a small white jar—thick, soothing ointment.

To cut off further argument, she said briskly, “You know what? Both of you—stop panicking before I smack your ass too.”

Taylor stiffened, straightening fully, hands falling to her sides.

Tatiana unscrewed the jar, scooped a generous dollop of the cool, fatty cream onto her fingers, and handed the jar to Taylor.

“Here. Take some,” she instructed, voice firm but instructional. “Very carefully, you apply it to the male’s ass—so he knows that Mommy loves him, yes? That you take care of the welts you created yourself.”

She burst into warm, genuine laughter at her own words, eyes sparkling with amusement.

Taylor’s face remained serious, almost stricken. “This isn’t funny. I’m telling you, this is not funny.”

Tatiana wiped her hands on a towel, still chuckling, backing toward the bathroom again as if cornered by the younger woman’s earnestness.

Then Taylor noticed the gag more clearly—Nathan’s jaw stretched around the black rubber ball, drool glistening at the corners.

Her voice sharpened again. “Why is he gagged? Why is he gagged?”

Tatiana approached the bed, her movements calm and unhurried. She reached behind Nathan’s head and unbuckled the gag, pulling the rubber ball free with a soft pop. A string of drool followed; Nathan gasped, working his sore jaw, but said nothing.

“Because,” Tatiana answered Taylor’s repeated question as she wiped the gag clean on a towel, “men have a tendency to start negotiating the moment they feel pain. Begging, pleading, promising, crying—they try to bargain their way out of what they’ve earned. I hate it. I don’t like hearing men talk when I’m concentrating on my correction… or my enjoyment.”

Taylor looked at her, brows drawn together in gentle disagreement, but Tatiana was already moving. She released the leather cuffs from the bedposts one by one, helping Nathan to his feet. He stood naked between the two women, head bowed, face burning with fresh humiliation—the welts still throbbing, his cock half-hard from the earlier terror and the present proximity of both wives.

Tatiana settled onto the edge of the vast bed, the sheet still loosely draped around her curves. She turned to Taylor with a warm, inviting smile and patted the space right beside her.

“Come, darling—sit next to me.”

Taylor obeyed at once, sliding gracefully onto the mattress so the two women sat side by side, thighs nearly touching.

Nathan remained standing naked directly in front of them—close enough that his exposed cock, already swelling again under their calm scrutiny, hovered at perfect eye level for both seated women. The position left him utterly displayed, vulnerable, the fresh welts on his raised ass still stinging in the air behind him.

Tatiana glanced at him once, possessive and amused, then returned her full attention to Taylor as though Nathan were simply a living exhibit waiting to be used for the lesson.

Tatiana reached into the nightstand drawer and withdrew a fresh, unopened box. She tore the seal with deliberate care, slid out the nylon pouch, and revealed the device inside: a heavy stainless steel chastity cage sculpted into the fierce, roaring head of a tiger—fangs bared, eyes piercing, the short tube forming the snarling muzzle. Nearly a pound of polished, unyielding metal, its tiger visage gleamed with savage beauty, promising both eternal restraint and inescapable weight.

Taylor leaned in, hazel eyes wide. “Oh… what is that?”

“This,” Tatiana said softly, holding it up so the light caught every cold facet and the tiger’s menacing detail, “is how we keep certain males properly focused.”

Tatiana turned the cage slowly in her fingers, letting the steel catch the low light as she spoke in that calm, maternal tone reserved for important lessons.

“It’s very important to me that males of this… caste do not have uncontrolled erections in my home. Especially the ones whose primary purpose is service. Imagine—you’re relaxing in the bath, and he’s soaping your back, or massaging your feet, or kneeling close for any intimate task. Suddenly he becomes sexual. Animalistic. The erection appears, uninvited. It’s unsettling. Men are physically stronger, darling; even when you trust them completely, that sudden hardness can feel like a threat. And besides…”

She paused, her gaze dropping pointedly to Nathan’s exposed cock, which was already swelling under the combined weight of their attention.

“…they are simply not entitled to a free cock like normal men. This caste exists to serve. Their sexuality is not their own. It’s distracting—for them and for us. And, truthfully, most of them are… useless in that department anyway.”

She reached out casually, wrapping her manicured fingers around Nathan’s shaft in a cool, clinical grip. He stiffened, a sharp inhale escaping him as blood surged helplessly against his will.

“Look at this one, for example,” Tatiana continued, giving a gentle, almost dismissive squeeze that made Nathan’s knees tremble. “You remember two weeks ago—I had him try to fuck you on command. Over in seconds. Premature, pathetic. Completely unreliable.”

Taylor nodded slowly, her hazel eyes fixed on the cock in Tatiana’s hand, a small, knowing smile touching her lips.

“Yes… I did let him slide it inside me once,” she admitted softly, almost to herself. “Before we were married.”

Tatiana’s smile was warm, indulgent—the proud mentor hearing a clever anecdote. “Of course you did, darling. That was perfect strategy. You used it as bait—let him taste just enough to become addicted, to make him desperate to marry you. You played it brilliantly.”

Taylor met her eyes, steady and unashamed. “Exactly. But after marriage? Nothing. Not once.”

Tatiana’s approval was immediate, a soft nod of maternal pride. “And why is that?”

Taylor shrugged lightly, gaze drifting back to Nathan’s straining, useless erection. “I don’t know… it’s physical, I suppose. I just don’t feel sexual when I look at it. I don’t see anything that could really satisfy me. It’s… not exciting.”

Nathan stood frozen, cheeks burning, as the two women discussed his inadequacy like a minor household matter.

Tatiana gave the shaft one last possessive pat before releasing it. “Exactly. A cock like this is useless for real pleasure. He needs it to urinate—that’s a perfectly good function for a male like him—but for actual sexual relations? For satisfying a woman? Completely useless.”

She lifted the chastity cage again, holding it up between them like the obvious solution.

“So we lock it away. Why not?”

Taylor watched, fascinated, as Tatiana’s grip tightened just enough to make Nathan twitch.

“So,” Taylor asked, voice small but curious, “how long does it stay on?”

Tatiana’s smile deepened. “Forever, actually.”

Taylor’s beautiful eyes went round. “Forever?”

“Yes, darling. Forever.” Tatiana’s tone was warm, almost tender, as she held Taylor’s gaze. “Though from time to time I unlock it to clean the area—let the poor system try to work a little.”

She gave Nathan’s confined shaft a light, possessive pat through the steel, making him flinch.

“I’ll stroke him just enough to bring him right to the edge… sometimes even a little beyond,” Tatiana explained, her voice calm and conversational, as though discussing a simple household routine.

While she spoke, her hand moved to Nathan’s exposed shaft again—cool fingers wrapping around it with casual ownership. She began a slow, deliberate rhythm, ignoring him completely, her eyes fixed on Taylor’s attentive face.

“The moment he starts to spill,” she continued, “I take my hand away completely. He ruins it every time—no pleasure, just the mechanics. A few weak spurts and nothing more. The frustration is deliberate.”

Her grip tightened slightly, pace steady and clinical, demonstrating the point in real time. Nathan’s breath hitched; his hips twitched involuntarily as the pressure built against his will. He stood frozen, face burning, knowing better than to make a sound.

Taylor watched with wide, curious eyes, leaning in a little closer, fascinated by both the lesson and the living example.

Tatiana went on without pause, voice warm and instructive. “You see, constant frustration makes him even more submissive, more desperate to please. In the back of his mind there’s always that tiny, foolish hope—if he serves perfectly, anticipates every need, becomes the very best boy he can be—maybe next time I’ll let him feel real pleasure.”

Nathan’s thighs trembled. The edge approached fast—too fast—his body betraying him under her indifferent touch. A helpless groan escaped his throat.

Tatiana’s hand stopped instantly, fingers releasing him at the exact moment the first weak spurt escaped. She withdrew completely, letting the ruined climax dribble uselessly onto the rug—no friction, no peak, just empty mechanics.

Nathan shuddered, knees nearly buckling, the unsatisfying pulses leaving him aching and humiliated. Tears of frustration pricked his eyes.

Tatiana didn’t even glance at him. She wiped her fingers absently on a tissue from the nightstand, still addressing Taylor.

“That’s all he gets. Very rarely, of course. I don’t advocate rewarding them often. A ruined release every few months keeps the hope alive without ever truly satisfying it. The longing sharpens him—focuses him entirely on you.”

She smiled at Taylor, maternal and proud, as Nathan stood trembling between them—softening rapidly now, spent without relief, the perfect flaccid state for what came next.

Tatiana continued the lesson, voice calm and instructional.

“First, you fit the ring behind the balls—like this.”

Tatiana demonstrated slowly, her fingers cool and precise as she slid the heavy, ergonomic double-curved steel ring around the base of Nathan’s now-soft cock and scrotum. The ruined release had left him completely deflated, the earlier hardness gone, making the ring slip into place with ease. Nathan shivered violently at the sudden chill and substantial weight of the metal against his sensitive skin, a small, involuntary whimper escaping his lips.

“It must be snug, but not cruel—yet,” Tatiana continued, adjusting the ring with a gentle tug until it sat perfectly secure, the impending tiger head already tugging downward like an omen of permanence.

“Then the tube.” She picked up the snarling tiger-headed portion, aligning the muzzle carefully. “You guide the shaft in while it’s soft—like this. See how easily it fits now? No resistance at all.”

Her fingers were clinical, almost tender, as she eased his flaccid length into the short, confining tube. Nathan’s breath hitched; nearly a pound of cold, heavy stainless steel enveloped him completely, compressing him into a small, helpless package beneath the tiger’s fierce, roaring gaze. The sensation was immediate—restrictive, unyielding, the curve forcing everything downward while the tiger’s bared fangs seemed to mock any hope of freedom or relief.

Nathan tried to speak, voice cracking with desperation. “Mistress Tatiana… if I may… please, I—”

Her free hand cracked sharply across his still-tender, welted ass. The sting exploded anew; he yelped, cutting off mid-plea, falling silent instantly.

Tatiana continued undisturbed, sliding the tiger-headed tube fully over his shaft, compressing him gently but inexorably. “See how it curves downward? Prevents any useful erection. He’ll feel the pressure, the ache—but never relief.”

Taylor watched intently, then spoke aloud, almost to herself. “You know… now that I think about it, during the whole year we’ve been married, I never let him inside me. But… he must have been doing it alone, right? When I wasn’t looking.”

Tatiana’s lips curved in a knowing, maternal smile. “But of course, silly. Of course he took those little opportunities when you weren’t there. It’s only natural for boys like him—they sneak it whenever they can.”

Taylor licked her lips slowly, a flush rising in her cheeks, her breath quickening. “So once this is on… there’s no way out. Even when I’m not watching. He’ll really be… trapped. Completely.”

Tatiana nodded, voice warm with experienced pride. “Exactly, darling. Welcome to the club. You’ll see the change in him immediately—more focused, more desperate to please. No escape, no secret relief. Just constant, beautiful frustration.”

She aligned the pins with calm precision, pressed the pieces together until they seated perfectly, and finally produced the tiny integrated lock.

Click.

The sound was small, almost delicate—yet it landed in Nathan’s chest like the closing of a crypt door. Nearly a pound of polished stainless steel now encased him completely: heavy, unyielding, eternal—the tiger’s snarling head a beautiful, cruel emblem of his imprisonment. His manhood—reduced, imprisoned beneath those bared fangs, no longer his. No more secret touches, no more stolen climaxes, no more anything without permission that might never come. The substantial weight tugged relentlessly, a constant reminder that his pleasure, his release, his very sexuality belonged to these two women forever.

Tears welled in his eyes—not from pain, but from the devastating finality.

Tatiana held up the two tiny keys on their delicate rings.

“There are always two,” she explained to Taylor, maternal and proud. “I keep one…” She slipped one onto the long gold chain at her neck, where it joined a dozen other glinting keys—each one, Nathan now understood with fresh horror, governing some man’s permanent denial. “…and you keep the other.”

She pressed the second key into Taylor’s palm.

“You may open it whenever you feel the need to clean or tease—but please, close it again afterward. I really don’t want your husband roaming the penthouse with a free cock. He enters rooms to serve drinks, to adjust lighting, sometimes while we’re in the middle of things. It’s simply not cultured to allow animals of this caste to swing free like that.”

Taylor turned the key over in her fingers, less concerned with etiquette than aesthetics. “But… I don’t have a gold chain like yours. I don’t really like wearing necklaces that much.”

Tatiana’s gaze dropped to Taylor’s bare, perfectly pedicured feet, a delicate silver anklet already glinting there.

“But you do have that beautiful chain around your ankle, don’t you?”

Taylor’s face lit up. “Oh—you mean I can put it there?”

“Of course, darling. Of course you can.”

Taylor bent gracefully, threading the tiny key onto her ankle chain beside the existing charm. The soft clink as it settled into place was the final note of Nathan’s sentencing.

Taylor straightened slowly, her gaze traveling over the man who was still—legally, at least—her husband. Naked, the three angry welts glowing across his raised ass like fresh brands, the heavy tiger-headed steel cage now encasing his cock in its tiny, curved prison—nearly a pound of polished metal, the snarling tiger’s fierce face guarding what it contained.

She stared at the roaring tiger for a long moment, then her shoulders began to quiver. A soft giggle escaped, bright and uncontrollable, building until she was laughing outright—delighted, musical peals that made her whole body shake.

Tatiana looked at her, one brow arched in amusement. “May I ask what’s so funny?”

Taylor pressed a hand to her mouth, eyes sparkling with tears of laughter as she pointed at the cage. “The face—it’s such a tiger. I mean… you can’t seriously think of his cock as a tiger, can you?”

Tatiana followed her gaze, took in the snarling fangs and piercing eyes locked around Nathan’s compressed, useless length—and burst into genuine, helpless laughter, deep and rolling.

“Oh, darling,” she managed between gasps, “the way you describe things…”

Taylor wiped her eyes, still giggling. “I mean… his cock is more like a little kitten.”

Tatiana laughed even harder, clutching her side, barely able to speak. “Wow… Taylor… the way you describe things.” She caught her breath, eyes warm with wicked affection. “Of course I don’t consider his cock a tiger—absolutely not. The tiger is the cage. The tiger makes sure that door stays strongly closed on his little kitten cock forever. He is now locked for us—guarded by the tiger.”

She raised her glass again, still chuckling, and Taylor joined her, the two women dissolving into shared, intimate laughter—the sound of queens sealing a fragile truce, his irreversible cage the uneasy pact that bought them temporary peace.

Then Tatiana straightened, rising smoothly from the edge of the bed with regal poise. Taylor followed at once, standing beside her, hazel eyes still bright with awe and lingering amusement. Nathan remained where he was for a moment, naked and caged, until Tatiana’s gaze settled on him expectantly.

“There is one more thing,” Tatiana said, her voice low and deliberate, a bitter edge curling the corners of her mouth as she glanced across the vast bed at Rich’s sleeping form—his broad chest rising and falling in deep, drunken rhythm. She paused, contemplating, then shook her head slightly. “But not here.”

Her eyes returned to Nathan. “Nathan—where are your pajamas? Put them on and follow us.”

Nathan moved quickly, retrieving the crumpled yellow duckling shorts and top from the floor, pulling them on with trembling, shackled hands while the two women watched with calm detachment. The heavy tiger cage tugged downward beneath the childish cotton, its weight now a constant, humiliating secret.

Tatiana took Taylor’s hand in hers—possessive yet gentle—and led her out of the master bedroom. They walked through the dimly lit corridors of the penthouse until they reached the expansive living room, its floor-to-ceiling windows framing the glittering city beyond. Tatiana settled elegantly onto the white sectional, crossing her legs with practiced grace. Taylor sat beside her, posture attentive, still the dutiful student.

“Nathan,” Tatiana said as he entered behind them, “fetch us two glasses of wine. The 2018 Salon Le Mesnil Blanc de Blancs from the cellar—it’s chilled.”

Nathan nodded silently and hurried to obey, the cage shifting heavily with every step. Minutes later he returned carrying a silver tray: two crystal flutes and the bottle of rare Champagne, its label gleaming subtly in the low light. He poured carefully for the ladies first—Tatiana, then Taylor—before stepping back to wait, head bowed, hands clasped in front of him like the perfect servant until Tatiana motioned him to kneel.

Tatiana raised her glass, the pale Salon Le Mesnil catching the light like liquid crystal.

“To you, Taylor,” she said, voice smooth and deliberate.

Taylor lifted her own flute, a questioning smile curving her lips. “To me? For what?”

Tatiana’s eyes gleamed with that familiar mix of maternal pride and steel.

“Well… I’ve taught you many things. How to wield the cane. How to use the bullwhip.” She gestured lightly toward Nathan’s welted backside. “And tonight, most importantly, how to place your husband in permanent chastity—the foundation of true, lasting control. He is locked now, safely, forever. You have everything you need. You are good to go.”

Taylor’s smile faltered, hazel eyes searching Tatiana’s face. “Good to go… where?”

Tatiana sipped her wine, savoring it for a moment before answering.

“I think it may be time for us to part ways, darling.” She paused and then when she saw Taylor’s response she explained “I mean, you are welcome to stay as long as you like—of course you are. You’ve been a good girl, and it’s been… delightful having you here. But you yourself mentioned wanting to move on with your life, seeking new adventures. And I believe you’re ready. You’ve learned so much. Perhaps it’s the right step—for both of us.”

Taylor set her glass down slowly, the playful light in her eyes replaced by something sharper. “You mean you’re deporting me from this penthouse now.”

Tatiana shook her head at once, tone gentle but firm. “No, absolutely not. As I said, you are most welcome to stay. I am only suggesting—because you raised the idea yourself—that this might be the moment. I’m thinking of what’s best for you.”

Taylor’s voice grew quieter, probing. “But I have this feeling you don’t quite want me to stay here. We toast to me… and then you tell me the door is open and I can go.”

Tatiana met her gaze steadily, setting her own glass aside.

“Look, Taylor—with me, it’s always about the truth. Two dominant women in the same household… it doesn’t work. It never works.”

Taylor’s chin lifted slightly. “But I am submissive. I’ve decided I’m very submissive to Rich.” She hesitated, then added softly, “And… I’m also submissive to you.”

Tatiana raised one elegant hand, palm out—a quiet, dismissive gesture that said she wasn’t buying it.

“No. You are not a switch, darling. You are dominant all the way through. All these stories about submitting to me, kissing my hand… it doesn’t work. I’m sorry, Taylor—it simply doesn’t work.”

Tears welled in Taylor’s eyes, genuine hurt flickering across her face. “But why don’t you understand? You hurt me now.”

Tatiana’s expression softened, but only a fraction. “Look, honey—I can feel when a person is truly submissive. Your cute husband here—” she glanced at Nathan kneeling silently before them—“he is submissive. I feel it in my bones. But with you…” She shook her head. “I wanted you to make love to Bruno, and instead you went to Rich claiming you were raped—or something close enough to make him drop to his knees for you.”

Taylor’s voice rose slightly. “But I didn’t tell him I was raped—”

Tatiana waved it away. “Never mind the exact words. The fact remains: my Rich found himself on his knees in front of you. Begging. Comforting. Persuading. I wasn’t born yesterday, Taylor. You’ve put your spell on him, and I will not have us both fighting over Rich. I will not have two dominant women tearing at the same household.”

She reached for her glass again, taking another slow sip.

“Two women like us under one roof… it’s too much.”

Tatiana paused, sipping her wine, eyes distant for a moment.

“Take the penthouse we have in Los Angeles, for example—with Samantha and William. Yes, Samantha is William’s mistress, but when it comes to me… Samantha lets me urinate on her.”

Taylor let out a startled giggle, half shock, half disbelief. “Well… that is something I will never agree to do.”

Tatiana’s smile was small and bitter. “And that, darling, is a problem. Because I have this need to urinate on people. I am going to urinate on your husband very soon. And if you want to stay, this is… just one example, honey. Just one example of things I love to do. I need complete freedom to do them. And there are two hands required to clap, as they say.”

She set her glass down with quiet finality.

“I’m leaving you with this. It’s okay—you think about it. I shall respect whatever you decide, and I’m always here. You can talk to me. I hope I’ve made myself clear.”

With that, Tatiana rose gracefully and walked away, her footsteps soft on the marble as she disappeared down the corridor toward the master bedroom.

Taylor remained seated, staring into her wine, lost in sudden, heavy thought.

Nathan, still kneeling before her in his childish pajamas—the heavy tiger cage hidden beneath—felt the absence of Tatiana like a released breath. He edged closer, wrapping his arms gently around Taylor’s waist, pressing his face to her side.

“Mistress,” he whispered, voice trembling with devotion, “do you allow me to say something here?”

Taylor looked down at him, her expression distant but softening. “Of course, Nathan. Go ahead.”

He swallowed, eyes shining with desperate sincerity. “I think… you are a very powerful woman. I am shaking when I’m in your presence—I truly am shaking. You are stronger than Tatiana, actually. I can feel it. You are different, of course. You don’t have her experience, perhaps you don’t know how to use the cane so—”

Taylor stopped him gently, a sad smile touching her lips. “Well… I don’t want to learn how to use the cane. And I don’t want to make welts on my husband’s ass, because I don’t think it’s beautiful. And besides… it’s impossible to sit like that.”

Nathan hugged her waist even tighter, his cheek pressed against the soft warmth of her thigh as he knelt before her.

“No, no—don’t get me wrong. I was using the cane and the bullwhip as a metaphor, that’s all.”

Taylor sighed, rolling her eyes playfully. “Yeah, but don’t talk to me with these complex words—metaphor and all of this. Just say simple things, okay? Write for yourself in your diary that I’m a stupid girl who doesn’t understand big words.”

“You are not stupid at all,” he whispered fiercely, voice thick with devotion. “You are the smartest girl I’ve ever met. I’ve done business with hundreds of people—sharp, ruthless people—and none of them hold a candle to you. Wow, Taylor… Mistress… wow. You are just… amazing. That’s all I wanted to say.”

She sighed, fingers still threading through his hair. “Yeah, but all I care about right now is that with her suggestions I won’t be able to suck his big cock anymore.” She glanced toward the master bedroom, where Rich still slept. “Rich has such a thick, beautiful cock. That’s what I want right now. If she wasn’t in there, I’d slip into the bedroom, wake him from his drunken slump, and just… suck him. That’s what I feel like. That’s what I need.”

Nathan listened, heart twisting in the familiar mix of pain and helpless arousal. She spoke so casually, so entitled—as if it were perfectly reasonable to claim another woman’s husband whenever desire struck. And in Taylor’s world, it was. Everything had always bent to her beauty, her youth, her smile. Why should Tatiana’s marriage be any exception?

He looked up at her, the heavy tiger cage pressing painfully against the inside of his pajamas as his body tried, futilely, to respond—already throbbing uselessly against the unyielding steel, denied even the smallest swell.

“Do you understand what I’m saying, Nathan, or did you fall into your sub space again?” Taylor asked, her tone half-exasperated, half-amused. “I’m saying that I don’t care about her terms—dominant, no; submissive, no; switch… I hate putting people in a box. It’s so silly. I know what I want. I want Rich’s cock.”

She crossed her legs slowly, the delicate gold anklet shifting with the movement. The tiny key to his cage caught the light—glinting, dangling just inches from his face as her foot swayed lazily. So close. So small. So impossibly out of reach. A delicate silver trinket on her sexy, sun-kissed ankle, resting there like jewelry while it held the only path to his freedom forever locked away.

Nathan’s breath caught. The contrast burned: her describing how she wanted to slip into the bedroom right now, wake Rich from his drunken slump, take that thick, beautiful cock into her mouth—while his own was sealed beneath the tiger’s snarling face, compressed, useless, denied even the chance of a secret stroke when she wasn’t watching. No more private relief. No more stolen climaxes. Forever.

He tried to be playful, hoping to ease the ache even a little. “So… if you don’t like to put people in a box, how about you release me from this chastity device—from this… box?”

As he spoke, his hand drifted toward the key glinting on her ankle chain.

Taylor slapped it away sharply. “Nathan—no!”

She leaned back against the sofa, a slow smile spreading across her face as she looked down at him, foot still swaying gently, the key twinkling with every subtle shift.

“Mommy doesn’t allow.”

Nathan shook his head, eyes shining with desperate, adoring surrender.

“I can’t stop loving you,” he whispered, voice breaking. “I don’t know what will happen to me anymore. I just… I am… I am… I am—”

Taylor’s smile widened, radiant and triumphant. She cupped his chin, tilting his face up to meet her gaze.

“Yes. Say it. Say it, Nathan.”

He swallowed, tears threatening again.

“Yes… yes, completely. I am your sucker, Taylor. Your complete sucker.”


Fool Time

The Next Evening, 6:30 p.m., The Carter’s Residence

Nathan’s knees ached against the cool marble of the vast living room floor, the short chain between his ankle shackles clinking softly with every small movement. The polished steel cuffs at his wrists and ankles glinted faintly in the low light, marking his place without mercy. A longer chain ran from his ankles to a discreet ring bolted into the floor near the sectional, limiting him to a small radius of scrubbing. The bucket of rose-scented water sat beside him, the brush in his gloved hands moving in slow, perfect circles.

His phone—kept in the front pocket of his trousers only because Tatiana occasionally required him to be reachable—began to vibrate. Once, twice, then relentlessly, a frantic buzz that made the fabric tremble against his thigh.

Nathan froze, glancing up. Tatiana reclined on the white leather sofa in a deep burgundy silk robe, legs crossed, phone pressed to her ear as she spoke in low, cultured tones about tomorrow’s charity gala. She hadn’t noticed—yet.

Careful not to make a sound, he eased the phone out just far enough to glimpse the screen. The CFO’s name flashed over and over—missed call after missed call. A cold jolt of anxiety twisted in his gut. Whatever this was, it was bad. Very bad.

He slid the phone back into his pocket, heart hammering, knowing full well he couldn’t answer without permission.

The buzzing would not stop.

Soft, bare-footed steps approached from the hallway that led to the little kitchen. Taylor appeared in the wide archway, radiant and playful, carrying a crystal bowl filled with shelled pistachios and cubes of aged manchego. She moved like she was dancing to silent music—small hops on the balls of her feet, hips swaying, the bowl held steady in both hands.

She wore her favorite lounging outfit: a loose, cropped black T-shirt with a faded white graphic across the chest, the hem riding high enough to flash the smooth plane of her toned stomach whenever she twisted. Below, only simple white cotton panties hugged the generous curve of her hips and ass. Her long legs were swallowed by thick, oversized thigh-high socks—cozy white ones ringed with bold black stripes—pulled all the way up so that not a single inch of skin showed below the hem of her panties. The socks were soft and slightly slouched at the tops, completely covering her feet and toes as she padded silently across the marble, the striped fabric flexing with every happy little bounce.

Nathan’s breath caught. “Taylor,” he whispered urgently as she passed close enough for him to smell the faint vanilla on her skin. “Please—just a minute. My phone won’t stop. May I answer? I think it’s important.”

She glanced down at him with a bright, carefree smile, hazel eyes sparkling. “Of course you can, baby.” Her voice was light, almost singsong, as if granting permission to a child asking for an extra cookie. She continued her playful march toward the sofa without slowing, hips swaying, bowl steady.

Nathan fumbled the phone from his pocket with gloved fingers and accepted the call. “Yes—hello?”

The voice on the other end was his CFO, breathless and near panic. “Nathan, finally! We’ve been trying to reach you all afternoon. Where have you been?”

“What is it? Talk to me.”

“Turn on the television. Fox News. Right now. It broke nineteen minutes ago.”

Nathan glanced at the slim watch on his wrist—6:55 p.m. His heart hammered. “Tell me what’s happening.”

“It’s the company, Nathan. It’s collapsing. Go look.”

Nathan dropped the brush into the bucket and began to crawl forward on his hands and knees, the chain connecting his ankle shackles dragging across the marble with a soft, metallic scrape. The floor ring held him back—he could only reach the edge of the adult seating area, far enough to crane his neck desperately toward the massive screen above the fireplace, but not close enough to hear the television clearly over the low murmur of the basketball game.

Rich lounged at the far end of the arrangement, legs stretched out in his armchair. Taylor had slipped from the arm of the chair into his lap now, curled happily against his chest, her striped thigh-high socks draped over his thigh as she fed him pistachios one by one from the crystal bowl, giggling softly each time he took one from her fingers.

Tatiana sat in the center of the long white sofa, burgundy silk robe parted just enough to reveal the creamy expanse of her thighs, phone still pressed to her ear, crimson-painted toes flexing idly against the plush rug.

He cupped the phone tighter to his ear, voice rising in spite of himself. “What? Slow down—what exactly are they saying?”

The CFO’s voice cracked. “It’s everywhere, Nathan. Recalls, lawsuits—turn up the volume, you need to hear this—”

Without thinking, Nathan shouted across the room, the words bursting out in raw stress—something he would never dare under normal circumstances. “Sir! Please switch to Fox News and turn the volume up!”

Rich’s steel eyes flicked toward him briefly, then returned to the screen. He picked up the remote without a word, switched to Fox News, and raised the volume noticeably.

Nathan strained, neck twisted painfully, trying to read the red banner crawling across the bottom of the now-visible screen. He could barely make out the words over the distance.

“—linked to dangerous chemical residue—thousands report severe irritation—”

Tatiana’s head snapped toward Nathan. Her eyes narrowed, sharp and icy. She lowered her own phone just long enough to hold up one manicured finger to her caller—wait—then rose from the sofa with fluid, dangerous grace.

Barefoot, the crimson polish on her toes gleaming under the low lights, she crossed the short distance to Nathan in three deliberate strides. The silk robe shifted with her movement, revealing the full, voluptuous curve of her thighs and the soft sway of her hips. She looked every inch the untouchable queen—furious, radiant, terrifying.

Before Nathan could stammer an explanation, her hand darted out. She plucked the phone from his grasp with effortless authority.

“Enough, Nathan,” she said, voice low and velvet-rough. “First you talk loudly on the phone, then you shout across the living room. This is a civilized house.”

“Mistress—please—it’s critical—the company—”

She ignored him completely. Her thumb swiped across the screen, ending the call with a soft beep, then powered the phone off entirely. She turned on her heel, robe whispering, and walked back to the sofa as if he had never spoken. She settled again, crossed her legs, and resumed her conversation in the same calm, cultured tone, as though nothing had happened.

Nathan knelt frozen, chain taut, staring up at the television he could now see but still barely hear clearly. The anchor’s voice was a distant murmur; the red banner screamed accusations he couldn’t fully read. His company—his last tether to the outside world—was unraveling on national television, and he was leashed to the floor like a dog, powerless to even hear the death knell properly.

Tatiana glanced down at him once more, her gaze cool and absolute.

“One more word,” Tatiana said softly, “and I will gag you.”

Just then, Taylor let out a sharp, wounded cry from Rich’s lap—not a full shout, but a dramatic, pained exclamation that cut through the room like a knife.

Tatiana’s head turned immediately, concern flickering across her face. “What is it, baby?”

Taylor lifted one leg high, then the other, pointing accusingly at the bottoms of her thick white thigh-high socks. Tiny smudges of gray dust clung to the soft fabric soles—barely visible, but there all the same. “He didn’t clean the floors properly! Look—now my socks are dirty!”

Tatiana glanced at the faint marks, then down at Nathan with a slow shake of her head, lips pressed together in exasperated amusement. Crazy house. She offered no further reprimand; Taylor’s complaint was indulgence itself. With a soft sigh, she lifted her phone back to her ear and resumed her conversation.

Taylor pressed the small remote on the side table. A faint click sounded from the floor ring, and Nathan’s chain released its short tether, extending to its full length with a metallic slither.

“Nathan,” Taylor said, voice trembling with theatrical disappointment, “come here.”

He crawled forward immediately, dragging the long chain behind him like a guard dog on a lead, the links whispering over the marble until he reached the foot of Rich’s armchair. Rich sat absorbed in the Fox News broadcast, volume now slightly higher, the anchor’s voice filling the room with grave urgency.

Taylor sat perched on Rich’s left thigh, bowl of pistachios balanced on her lap, legs extended toward Nathan. Her cropped black T-shirt had ridden up slightly, exposing the gentle curve of her lower stomach, while the brief white cotton panties beneath hugged her hips and the lush swell of her ass. The striped thigh-high socks—thick, soft white athletic ones with bold black stripes—clung lovingly to every contour visible above her feet, cozy and slightly slouched at the tops, somehow only accentuating the teasing shape of the legs hidden beneath.

“Look what you’ve done,” she said again, voice small and hurt, extending one foot toward his face. A tiny gray smudge marred the sole. “I’m so disappointed in you, Nathan.”

Behind him, the television droned on: “…major retailers pulling all products from shelves… consumer reports of severe rashes… potential long-term health risks… analysts predict complete collapse by morning…”

Nathan’s stomach lurched, but he kept his eyes on Taylor’s foot. “I’m so sorry, Mistress.”

She pouted, lower lip trembling. “I want you to take these off and bring me a clean pair—the same striped thigh-highs—from my wardrobe room. Right wardrobe section, third drawer from the top, on the left side. Then you’re going to re-wash the entire floor from the kitchen all the way here. Properly this time.”

Nathan’s mind reeled. The company—his company, the empire he had built from nothing with his own hands, the last steady income that kept his sons fed and housed—was collapsing on national television behind him, and here was Taylor, radiant and oblivious, focused only on a speck of dust on her socks. Resentment flared hot in his chest: how could she be so egocentric, so blind to the catastrophe unfolding? This was his livelihood, his final shred of independence, the one thing that still proved he wasn’t completely erased. Yet the command landed like gravity—irresistible, absolute. Obedience to her, to Tatiana, was engraved deeper than thought; he could no more disobey than stop breathing. The conflict tore at him: he wanted to beg, to turn to the screen, to fight for what remained of his life. Instead, the words came out automatic, broken.

“Yes, Mistress.”

With utmost reverence, he reached for her right foot—yet even as his gloved fingers grasped the soft cuff and began peeling the sock down millimeter by millimeter, his attention was not on the sacred ritual of her perfect leg. His ears strained toward the television behind him, catching fragments of the anchor’s grave voice between Taylor’s light chatter with Rich. He lingered deliberately at every stage—smoothing the fabric over her flawless, sun-kissed thigh, her elegant calf, the delicate ankle—partly to avoid angering her with haste, but mostly to steal seconds near the screen, to hear more of the death knell for his empire. Ironically, he felt a bitter gratitude for the dirty socks: this trivial “mistake” had brought him close enough to listen at all. When she finally sent him to fetch the clean pair, the frustration surged—he would lose those precious snippets of news—but he rose without protest, chain dragging, because her word was law, no matter how small, no matter how the world burned.

Finally, the cotton slipped over her small, exquisite foot—high-arched and narrow, the toes perfectly aligned, each one a delicate masterpiece with smooth, rounded nails painted the faintest natural pink. The sole was soft, pale, and impossibly tender-looking, the skin there even more flawless than the rest, as if it had never known hardship.

He supported her heel in his palm the entire time, cradling it like something priceless, feeling the warmth of her against the glove. His company was collapsing—burning to ashes on national television behind him—and yet, as he repeated the ritual with the left leg, slowly peeling the sock down to reveal inch after inch of that golden, flawless skin, a wave of raw, overwhelming desire surged through him all the same. Surprisingly, impossibly, even in this moment of total ruin, the rare privilege of touching her—of serving her perfect legs and feet like this—overpowered everything else. The friction of the soft fabric sliding over her firm thigh, her elegant calf, the delicate hollow behind her knee, the slim ankle... it stirred him helplessly, the denied ache in his cage throbbing to life despite the catastrophe. Those breathtaking toes emerged at last, bare and curled slightly in the cool air, and for a few surreal seconds the destruction of his empire faded against the intoxicating reality of her in his hands—his world reduced to the heart-stopping elegance of her foot while his livelihood crumbled unheard in the background.

Taylor paid him no mind, chatting lightly with Rich as if Nathan weren’t kneeling there worshipping her legs with his careful touch.

Nathan gathered the soiled socks carefully, then rose to his feet and hurried toward the hallway—chain dragging heavily behind him with a low metallic rattle—as fast as the extended tether allowed, toward the master suite.

The master bedroom opened into Taylor’s sprawling wardrobe room, a brightly lit space lined with mirrored walls, endless racks of designer clothes, and rows of built-in drawers in soft white lacquer. He found the fresh pair quickly and rushed back.

He found them quickly—another identical pair, fresh and folded neatly—then rushed back, chain clinking with every stride, knees already aching in anticipation of the long re-scrubbing ahead.

When he returned, he knelt again at her feet, the fresh pair of socks folded neatly in his gloved hands. Taylor was asking Rich brightly, “Daddy, what’s going on on the news?”

Rich’s eyes remained fixed on the screen, expression unreadable. He answered her vaguely—“Some business thing”—then looked down at Nathan for the first time.

Nathan began sliding the fresh sock onto her right foot with deliberate, almost reverent slowness. First, he gathered the soft cuff and gently stretched it over her perfect toes one by one, feeling the delicate shape of each through the fabric. Then he eased it up over the high, tender arch of her foot, smoothing it carefully along the slim ankle, up the sculpted calf—warm, sun-kissed skin hidden again inch by inch beneath the thick white cotton striped with bold black. He took his time, fingers lingering on every contour, both to avoid the slightest wrinkle that might annoy her and to steal every possible second with his back to the television, ears straining toward the rising volume of the broadcast.

The anchor’s voice had given way to a live interview. A sobbing mother sat in a modest living room, clutching a half-used pack of Whitmore Tissue.

“…my daughter was only twelve,” the woman choked out, tears streaming. “She started getting these terrible rashes… then the doctors found the cancer. We used your toilet paper every day—nothing fancy, just what we could afford. She loved playing piano… she was so good… and now she’s gone.”

The reporter’s voice was somber. “We’re so sorry for your loss, ma’am. What would you say to other families watching right now?”

“I just want them to know—throw it out. Don’t let this happen to your babies. We trusted this brand… and now my little girl’s room is silent. No more music. No more anything.”

The segment cut to file footage of a child’s empty piano bench, sheet music scattered, while the anchor returned: “…heartbreaking stories like this pouring in tonight as the Whitmore Tissue recall expands nationwide…”

Nathan’s hands trembled harder as he finished the right leg, pulling the sock smoothly to the top of her thigh where it slouched just slightly, cozy and perfect. Taylor flexed her foot once, inspecting his work with mild satisfaction, then extended the left without a word—completely absorbed in the minor perfection of her fresh socks, the bowl of pistachios still balanced on her lap as she popped another into Rich’s mouth.

Nathan began the same careful ritual on the left foot, drawing it out even longer—gliding the fabric over those exquisite toes, up the flawless arch, along the golden skin he had so recently unveiled—while the television hammered the final nails into his empire behind him, each sob and accusation landing like a blow he could not defend against.

Rich muted the television with a casual press of the remote, the screen going silent mid-sentence as the sobbing mother’s face froze in a still frame.

Taylor twisted in his lap, pouting prettily. “Daddy, why’d you turn it off? I wanted to switch to the fashion channel.”

Rich gave her a patient, indulgent smile, brushing a strand of jet-black hair from her face. “Honey, give me two minutes. I need to talk to Nathan.”

Taylor’s lower lip jutted out further, and she lifted one freshly socked foot slightly, wiggling it for emphasis. “But I want him to clean the floor first. Did you see what he did to my socks? They got all dirty.”

Rich’s voice stayed calm, reassuring, the tone of a man who never had to raise it to be obeyed. “I promise you, baby—he will wash the floors right after. Every inch from the kitchen to here. He’ll make them perfect. Just let me exchange a few words with Nathan first, okay?”

Taylor held his gaze for a moment, hazel eyes wide and playfully stubborn, then softened. She leaned in, pressed a soft, lingering kiss to his cheek, and nuzzled closer, gazing up at him with open admiration.

“Okay, Daddy.”

Rich’s expression shifted as he turned his steel-gray eyes down to Nathan, still kneeling at Taylor’s bare foot.

“Listen,” Rich said, voice low and deliberate, every word measured. “This looks like complete bullshit to me. Fake news, orchestrated—someone with resources wanted to hurt you tonight.”

He paused, studying the muted screen a moment longer, thinking aloud.

Rich leaned back slightly, Taylor still curled contentedly in his lap, her freshly socked feet swinging idly.

“Let me walk you through how this goes,” he said, voice steady and deliberate. “You need to be clear-headed, so really listen.”

He reached for the bottle of Barolo on the side table, pouring a small amount into a crystal glass. “I’ve got some good wine here. Want a little? It’ll take the edge off.”

Nathan, still on his knees at Taylor’s feet, shook his head quickly, voice cracking with urgency. “No, sir. No drink. I want to be sober. I need to understand everything.”

Rich nodded, setting the glass aside untouched. He glanced down at Nathan’s position on the floor, one brow arching faintly.

“You sitting comfortably?”

Nathan let out a short, bitter laugh, shifting slightly on his aching knees, the chain pooled around him. “Yes, sir. Yes, I’m… sitting. Please—just tell me. Tell me what’s happening.”

Rich nodded approvingly, his gaze holding Nathan’s for a long moment, calm and appraising. “Good. First, the major retailers—Walmart, Costco, Amazon—they’ve already issued full recalls. Automated systems trigger the second a health alert hits. Trucks are turning around right now. Shelves cleared by morning.”

“Class-action firms are filing suits as we speak—dozens of them. They’ll name you personally because of those old personal guarantees you signed years ago. Banks freeze credit lines automatically on a scandal this size. By dawn, every account tied to the company is locked.”

“Your board is in emergency session right now—holiday or not. Word is they’re voting you out within the hour to ‘protect shareholder value.’ Once that happens, you lose all access: email, systems, signatures. You’re locked out completely.”

“Then come the investigators,” Rich continued, voice still calm, almost conversational. “FDA, consumer protection agencies. They’ll raid offices tomorrow. If they spin it hard enough, there’s even a risk of criminal charges—negligence, fraud.”

He paused, eyes locking onto Nathan’s for a long moment, reading the flicker of doubt there.

“I know what you’re thinking, buddy. You believe you have nothing left in your name. But you do have that private account, don’t you? The one Taylor controls completely—the one that pays for groceries, your sons’ tuition, whatever scraps keep them afloat. It’s still registered under you.”

Nathan lowered his eyes, a slow nod betraying his understanding. The dryness in his mouth spread, bitter and sudden.

Rich leaned back slightly. “And of course the company accounts—those go without saying. Everything gets dragged in. Personal assets, business assets. You could lose whatever scraps are left, face years of litigation, maybe worse.”

Nathan’s face had gone ashen, hands still trembling against the soft fabric of Taylor’s sock.

Rich leaned forward slightly, elbows on the armrests, voice calm and almost paternal.

“I’m not saying it’s fair. I’m saying it’s fast. And it’s designed to be unbeatable on this timeline.”

“But… I swim in these waters. I’ve had motherfuckers try the same shit on me—envy, sabotage, paid crises. I know how to bury it. Quiet settlements, counter-PR, offshore rebranding, absorbing liabilities into shell companies. I can make it disappear.”

“It won’t be overnight. Months of work, lawyers, favors. A lot of effort on my part.”

He paused, letting the weight settle.

“If I do this—if I save it—I want to own it. One hundred percent. Patents, brand, everything. I’ll compensate you fairly for the transfer, take on all the risk and cleanup. You walk away clean, no stress, no lawsuits hanging over you.”

“You stay here, focus on what matters”—his eyes flicked briefly to Taylor, then Tatiana—“and you never have to think about that business again.”

Nathan’s breath came shallow. Tears welled in his eyes as the reality sank in.

Rich continued, softer now. “Your CFO’s probably losing his mind right now. Tatiana, give Nathan his phone.”

Tatiana rose gracefully from the sofa, the burgundy silk robe whispering around her voluptuous curves and parting just enough to reveal the deep, generous swell of her heavy breasts as she moved. Her crimson-painted toes flashed against the marble with each deliberate step. She crossed the room and handed Nathan the powered-off phone without a word, her expression cool and unreadable.

Rich nodded toward it. “Turn it on. Call whoever you need. The press is already reporting the board’s excluding you from tonight’s meeting. Ask your CFO yourself.”

“But decide quick, buddy. Once the vote happens, even I can’t stop the avalanche.”

“What do you say?”

Nathan’s hand shook as he held the phone to his ear. The screen had barely finished booting when the CFO picked up, voice hoarse with panic.

“Nathan? Thank God. The board’s voting in twenty minutes. They’re removing you. We can’t hold it back—”

Nathan covered the microphone with his thumb and looked up. Taylor was perched on Rich’s thigh, head tilted, listening intently to every word, her freshly socked feet dangling, striped cuffs slouched perfectly at the tops of her thighs.

He swallowed hard. “Taylor… what do you say? Rich is offering to take the company. That means I won’t own anything anymore. I’ll just… stay here. Serve. Full-time. Should I accept? Or fight it myself?”

Taylor’s hazel eyes softened with something that looked almost like genuine concern. She reached down and brushed a lock of hair from his forehead.

“Daddy’s really good at this stuff,” she said quietly. “He can fix anything, I believe that. But… I don’t think it’s good for you to lose your business completely. Life would be so boring for you with nothing to do. A man needs a job, interesting things. I like knowing you have something outside.”

Nathan’s heart twisted. He looked back at Rich.

“She… she doesn’t think like you, sir. She thinks I should keep fighting.”

Rich’s expression remained calm, unreadable.

Taylor placed her small hand gently over Nathan’s, squeezing. “But it’s your decision, baby. Whatever you want.”

Nathan stared at her perfect face for a long moment, then at Rich. The words came out hoarse.

“I want a hundred thousand for it.”

Rich burst out laughing—a short, genuine bark that echoed in the quiet room.

“Come on, Nathan. Don’t be ridiculous. The company’s worth zero right now. Actually, it’s negative—debts, liabilities, lawsuits. Be serious.”

Nathan’s voice trembled. “But you’ll turn it around. It’s worth millions once this is over. You can’t just—”

Rich raised a hand, cutting him off gently. “I’ll give you ten thousand. Fair?”

Nathan blinked, stunned. “Can we… can we make it twenty?”

Rich’s mouth twitched; he was clearly fighting not to laugh. Nathan saw it—the faint crinkle at the corner of his eyes.

“I’m sorry, buddy. I can’t give you twenty just because we’re friends. Ten thousand is fair. I’ll take it from there. You won’t hear another word about lawsuits or recalls. I’ll heal it.”

Nathan looked at Taylor again, desperate. “What do you say?”

She shrugged delicately, hand still resting on his. “I told you what I think. It’s up to you.”

Nathan’s shoulders sagged. The fight drained out of him in a single breath.

“Okay, then. Ten thousand.”

Rich smiled—not triumphant, almost kind. “Good decision. You made the right call.”

He turned to Taylor. “Honey, could you grab the folder with the contracts? It’s in the kitchen drawer—the black one.”

Taylor pouted immediately, lifting one socked foot to show the pristine white sole. “But I can’t walk to the kitchen now. The floor’s still dirty over there.”

Rich let out a low, warm chuckle, shaking his head. He glanced down at Nathan with shared, amused exasperation—the absurdity of prioritizing clean socks while a man’s empire collapsed.

“Nathan, buddy,” Rich said, voice light with humor, “would you mind fetching it? Just for a second. And bring a pen.”

Nathan rose to his feet, chain dragging behind him like a tail. He moved quickly down the hallway, past the marble he had just been ordered to re-scrub, into the sleek, dimly lit kitchen.

He opened the wide center drawer beneath the island—the black leather folder was right on top, thick with pre-prepared documents, tabs neatly labeled. A Montblanc pen lay clipped to the cover.

He stared at it for a long second, the weight of what was inside pressing down on him like gravity itself.

Then he closed the drawer, tucked the folder under his arm, grabbed the pen, and walked back—chain clinking softly with every step—toward the living room where his last shred of independence waited to be signed away for ten thousand dollars.

Nathan returned to the living room, the black leather folder tucked under one arm, the Montblanc pen in his gloved hand, chain dragging behind him with a soft, relentless scrape.

As he crossed the threshold, he caught it—just a flicker: Taylor’s shoulders shaking with a suppressed giggle, her hand half-covering her mouth, and Rich’s mouth curved in a rare, private smile. The moment they noticed him, Taylor straightened instantly, smoothing her cropped T-shirt and folding her hands demurely in her lap. Rich’s expression hardened back to calm, serious authority, as if the shared amusement had never existed.

Nathan felt it like a punch to the gut. The suspicion that had gnawed at him all evening crystallized: Rich wasn’t just opportunistically cleaning up a mess—he had orchestrated it. And the real architect, the one who had whispered the idea in Rich’s ear during one of their long private evenings? Taylor. He had no proof, only the instinctive certainty of a man who had spent years learning to read her triumphant little smirks. But proof didn’t matter anymore.

He approached on his knees again, placing the folder carefully on the low coffee table in front of Rich.

Rich flipped it open, scanning the pre-prepared documents with practiced efficiency. He tapped two spots with the pen.

“Sign here,” he said, voice neutral. “And initial here.”

Nathan hesitated, throat dry. “What… exactly am I signing, sir?”

Rich met his eyes, steady and almost kind. “You’re transferring one hundred percent ownership of the company—shares, patents, assets, everything—to a holding entity I control. In exchange, ten thousand dollars. Clean break. You’re free of it.”

Nathan took the pen. His hand shook as he scrawled his name where indicated, the ink dark and final.

He looked up. “And my accounts? The personal ones—will they stay active?”

Rich leaned back, Taylor still curled against him. “They’ll be fine. I’ll make sure nothing touches them.”

Nathan swallowed hard. “You mean the business accounts, right?”

The question tumbled out before he could stop it—childish, obvious, the kind of desperate plea a frightened ten-year-old might make for reassurance from the adult who held all the power. In his panic, with the full weight of the collapse crushing him, Nathan felt himself regressing, grasping for any shred of clarity from the very predator dismantling his life.

Rich’s gaze didn’t waver. “No. The business accounts come with the business. They belong to me now.”

The words landed softly, but they knocked the air from Nathan’s lungs. He managed a weak nod. “Okay. Yes… I understand.”

Rich closed the folder with a quiet snap. “Good.”

He turned to Taylor. “Honey, go grab one of those ten-thousand stacks. Usual cupboard.”

Taylor’s face lit up instantly. She unfolded from his lap and hopped to her feet, striped thigh-high socks flexing as she landed lightly. “But Daddy, I need twenty for the fur coat you promised—the circle-cut sable.”

Rich chuckled indulgently. “Fine. Bring thirty. No problem.”

Taylor beamed, practically bouncing as she padded off toward the private study down the hall—no hesitation about dirty floors this time. That cupboard was her favorite place in the entire penthouse: a locked, fireproof cabinet stuffed with neat bricks of cash—hundreds of ten-thousand-dollar bands wrapped in plain rubber. She called it her “candy drawer.” Whenever she wanted spending money for shopping, spa days, or little gifts for Princess, she only had to ask Rich sweetly, and he would hand her a stack like pocket change.

Nathan watched her disappear around the corner, her hips swaying happily, the cropped T-shirt flashing her toned stomach with every step.

Rich leaned forward slightly, voice low and almost paternal.

“You did the right thing, Nathan. Trust me—this ends tonight for you.”

Nathan stayed on his knees, the signed papers on the table in front of him, the chain pooled around him like a leash. Ten thousand dollars for an empire built over decades. His last external lifeline—gone.

Taylor returned moments later, barefoot in her striped thigh-high socks, carrying three neat bricks of cash bound with rubber bands. She dropped two of them onto the coffee table in front of Rich with a carefree thud—twenty thousand for her fur coat—then peeled off the third stack and held it out to Nathan like a casual tip.

“Here,” she said brightly, pressing the ten thousand dollars into his gloved hand. “Now you can relax, right? It’s much better this way.”

She settled back onto Rich’s lap, curling against him as if the transaction were already forgotten. “Go clean the floor now, baby. Properly this time—with water and soap, all the way from the kitchen to here. I don’t want my socks getting dirty again.”

Nathan remained on his knees for a long second, the bundle of cash heavy and unreal in his palm. Ten thousand dollars. For an empire he had built from nothing over decades. For the last thread of independence that had kept him tethered—however loosely—to the outside world.

He rose slowly, chain clinking, and bowed his head. “Yes, Mistress.”

As he turned and crawled toward the kitchen—dragging the bucket, the brush, the chain, and now the final weight of total defeat—something inside him simply… broke.

The man who had once sat at the head of boardrooms, who had turned toilet-paper patents into millions, who had believed he could provide for a goddess like Taylor forever, was gone. In his place was a shackled servant clutching a pity payment, reduced to scrubbing marble floors on command while the woman he worshipped spent double that amount on a coat she would wear once.

He had no business left. No income. No leverage. No future beyond these walls. Billionaires had played a game he hadn’t even known he was in, and they had won without breaking a sweat. He was a millionaire no longer—just a caged pet with a tiger’s head locked around his denied cock, a chain at his ankles, and a ten-thousand-dollar consolation prize burning in his pocket like an insult.

Nathan dipped the brush into the soapy water and began to scrub, slow, perfect circles, the way Tatiana liked it. Tears blurred his vision, but he did not stop. He had nothing else left to do.

Yet as the rose-scented suds spread across the marble, darker thoughts crept in—cold, relentless, impossible to silence. He was no longer Taylor’s “earning boy,” the sexless provider she had once mocked and milked for every dollar. What use was he to her now, broke and useless? She sat curled on Rich’s lap, radiant and secure, her laughter light as she fed him pistachios. How long before she decided she no longer needed the ruined husband trailing behind her? And Tatiana’s jealousy simmered barely beneath the surface—two dominant queens under one roof could never last. When Taylor left—whether with Rich or alone—Tatiana would waste no time discarding the broken pet who had once been tied to her rival.

He would be thrown out. To the streets. No money, no home, no way to feed Jonathan and Austin. Who would pay for their apartment now, their groceries, their lives? Taylor’s promises had always been conditional; Rich’s mercy was a whim. His sons—already diminished, already orbiting the edges of this empire—would be cut loose with him.

Was this truly the bottom? Or could the spiral plunge deeper—homelessness, begging, watching his children suffer while the women who had ruined him thrived without a backward glance? Could anything stop the fall now, or was there still further to break?

And somewhere behind him, Taylor laughed softly at something Rich whispered, her striped socks swinging happily as she fed him another pistachio.

The last remnants of Nathan Whitmore’s empire disappeared beneath rose-scented suds on a billionaire’s living-room floor.

But the descent, he feared, had only begun.


Missionary Aftermath

The Next Evening, 6:30 p.m., The Carter’s Residence

The penthouse was quiet on a winter evening, the city lights far below glittering like scattered diamonds through the floor-to-ceiling windows. The massive sectional sofa at the far end of the living room—what everyone in the household privately called Rich’s throne—had been subtly reclined tonight, one corner angled back so that Rich could half-recline against a pile of cashmere pillows, his long, powerful frame finally relaxed in a way that looked almost vulnerable.

He wore charcoal silk pajama bottoms, the kind that cost more than most men’s suits, soft and loose enough to accommodate the thick, unmistakable ridge now straining against the fabric. A matching short-sleeved silk shirt hung open at the collar, revealing the silver hair on his broad chest. For once, the billionaire lion looked less like the untouchable emperor and more like a man caught in a current too strong to fight.

Taylor was draped over him like living gold.

The metallic mesh dress caught every shard of lamplight, chains glinting as they shifted over her sun-kissed skin. The halter straps left her back almost entirely bare, and the short hem had ridden high on her thighs as she straddled one of his legs, her body pressed flush against his side. One small hand rested possessively on his chest; the other traced lazy, maddening circles just above the waistband of his pajamas, fingertips gliding along the rigid outline of his cock through the silk—never quite gripping, never quite releasing, only outlining the full, heavy length of him with deliberate, teasing pressure.

Her lips brushed the shell of his ear, warm breath and soft tongue tracing the lobe before she whispered something too low for anyone else to hear, something filthy and sweet that made the most powerful man she had ever touched shudder beneath her.

Rich’s eyes were half-lidded, unfocused, the steel gray softened to something almost helpless. His breathing had gone deep and uneven, chest rising and falling beneath her palm in ragged waves. Every few seconds his hips shifted involuntarily, seeking more contact, chasing the teasing pressure of her hand, but Taylor controlled the rhythm completely, slow, deliberate, merciless.

From his throat came a low, broken litany, half distress, half dream:

“Taylor… Taylor,… Taylor…”

The name spilled from him again and again, barely above a whisper, as if it were the only word left in his vocabulary, the only anchor keeping him from drifting away entirely. Each repetition carried a note of surrender, a plea wrapped in raw need, the voice of a man who had never begged for anything in his life now reduced to chanting her name like a prayer he couldn’t stop.

She leaned in closer for a moment longer, then eased away slightly to study his face, hazel eyes dancing with wicked delight. A slow, triumphant smile curved her lips.

“What happened, Daddy?” she murmured, voice breathy and teasing, the words dripping with mock innocence. “Did you lose your tongue? All you can say is my name… Taylor… Taylor…”

She punctuated each repetition with a gentle roll of her hips and a firmer stroke along the trapped length of him, fingers forming a loose cage around the thick shaft through the silk. Rich’s head fell back against the pillow, a low, guttural sound escaping his throat—half groan, half plea.

“Careful, baby,” he managed, the words rough, almost broken. “I’m telling you… I’ll come in my pants. I can’t… fuck… I can’t hold it like this.”

Taylor’s soft giggle was pure, delighted mischief. She leaned in again, lips grazing his jaw, then the corner of his mouth, nipping gently at his lower lip before soothing it with her tongue.

“It’s not my fault,” she whispered against his mouth, the words warm and sweet and merciless. “You’re the one who got so hard just from me kissing your ear. Look at you… the big, strong man who never begs… begging me not to make him come untouched.”

Her hand pressed a fraction harder, thumb sweeping slowly over the swollen head where a damp spot had already begun to darken the silk. Rich’s entire body tensed; his fingers dug into the cushion beneath him as if anchoring himself to the earth.

“Taylor…” It was barely a word now, more a desperate exhale. “Taylor, please…”

She kissed him fully then—slow, deep, claiming—her tongue sliding against his while her hand kept that maddening, feather-light rhythm along his clothed cock. When she finally pulled back, her lips were swollen, eyes glowing with the intoxicating discovery of exactly how much power a nineteen-year-old girl could wield over a man who owned half the world.

“Please what, Daddy?” she asked softly, brushing her nose against his. “Please stop? Or please don’t stop?”

Rich couldn’t answer. His hips jerked once, helplessly, into her teasing palm, and the low, ragged sound he made told her everything she needed to know.

For the first time in decades, the lion wasn’t hunting.

He was caught.

Taylor lifted herself slightly from Rich’s chest, the gold chains of her dress shifting with a soft metallic whisper against her skin. Without a glance at the servant beside her, she reached out and plucked one of the flutes from Nathan’s tray—her fingers brushing the rim with casual entitlement, as though the tray were simply an extension of the furniture.

Nathan stood frozen in place, the silver tray balanced perfectly in his gloved hands, the short chains connecting his steel wrist and ankle cuffs glinting faintly under the lamplight. The formal butler’s uniform—crisp black waistcoat, white shirt, black tie—did nothing to hide the reality of his station: the lowest servant in a household where even the dog outranked him.

Tatiana’s training had been merciless and thorough after his company collapsed and his last income vanished. She had drilled him for hours—stand motionless, tray level, gaze lowered, breathing shallow, become furniture. No tremble, no sway, no flicker of reaction unless spoken to. Every muscle memory now served that purpose: he was a fixture, reliable, silent, existing only to hold things while others lived.

Inside the heavy tiger-head cage locked between his legs, a dull, futile pressure throbbed in helpless response to the scene before him, the tiny key to his freedom swinging mockingly on the gold anklet around Taylor’s ankle with every subtle shift of her body. He was her husband once; now he was merely the silent fixture holding drinks for the man who owned his company, his wife, his future, his everything.

She turned back to Rich, who was still half-lost in the haze she had woven around him, his silk-clad chest rising and falling too quickly. Tilting the glass to his lips, she smiled that slow, radiant smile that made men forget their own names.

“No, Daddy,” she murmured when he made a weak motion to turn away. “You’re going to drink it like a good boy. Just like two days ago in that Aman Suite at the Four Seasons, remember?”

Rich sipped a little from the wine, then tried to reclaim some dignity—as if he were in any position to act nonchalant about the most expensive suite in Boston.

“Aman Suite, you’re saying?”

“Yes, Rich,” Taylor replied, leaning in close, eyes playful but sharp. “Don’t pretend you’ve forgotten. As if it was nothing.”

She tilted her head, voice teasing. “Are you trying to impress me now—acting like you don’t remember spending the day in the most exclusive suite in the city?”

“I didn’t say that,” Rich muttered, already defensive.

“And I certainly hope you remember,” she continued sweetly, “that in a moment of weakness, you gave me fifty-one percent of the Mattapan project.”

“Ah, yes,” he admitted, a sheepish grin breaking through. “That I remember.”

“Good,” Taylor cooed, brushing her thumb across his lower lip. “Now drink your wine, sweetie. Don’t make Mommy Taylor angry.”

Rich let out a dismissive laugh, as if indulging a little girl’s game—even as he felt himself sinking deeper under her spell. The pretense didn’t last.

Taylor simply pressed the glass firmly to his mouth. “Drink, darling. Drink,” she laughed, tipping it higher.

Rich’s lips parted obediently; he drank as she commanded, eyes locked on hers, swallowing every drop while her free hand rested possessively on the rigid length straining beneath his silk pajamas.

Nathan remained invisible throughout—unseen, unregistered, the tray in his hands as irrelevant as the coffee table.

When the glass was empty, Taylor lowered it without looking and extended it toward the silent figure at her side. Nathan accepted it smoothly onto the tray, the movement flawless and automatic. Rich never noticed the exchange; his world had shrunk to the nineteen-year-old goddess feeding him wine and exquisite torment.

Taylor settled back against Rich’s throat, pressing a slow, open-mouthed kiss just below his jaw. “Was it tasty, Daddy?” she whispered, lips brushing his skin.

Rich could only nod, eyes glassy, the wine and her touch merging into a warm, dizzying fog that left him pliant and trembling beneath her.

At that moment, the penthouse doorbell chimed—soft, melodic, perfectly timed.

Taylor lifted her head lazily, as though the sound were a minor interruption in her private game. She glanced toward the foyer, then flicked her gaze to the shackled servant still standing motionless beside the sofa.

“Nathan,” she said lightly, voice husky with amusement and wine, “go see who it is.”

Nathan inclined his head—“Yes, ma’am”—and shuffled toward the entrance, short chains whispering with each careful step, the ruined husband now the lowest servant in the house. He turned the handle and opened the heavy door to reveal Destiny in the hallway light, radiant in the exact same gold metallic mesh dress as Taylor—chains glinting, hem riding high, the outfit turned almost indecently hypnotic on her voluptuous curves.

Her platinum-blonde waves spilled over bare shoulders as she caught sight of him, icy blue eyes lighting with mischief and unguarded affection. In that instant she saw only Nathan—the man her best friend had married just over a year ago, the one who had already begun to unravel so beautifully under Taylor’s careless reign.

With a soft, delighted cry—“Nathan!”—Destiny launched herself at him, leaping straight into his arms in a warm, enthusiastic collision of limbs and perfume. Her body pressed against his with easy, unthinking intimacy, soft curves molding to his frame as though she had every right to claim that space, if only for a heartbeat.

“My goodness, look at you,” she laughed into his shoulder, pulling back just enough to beam up at him. “Still such a hunk.” Another quick, squeezing hug, then she slipped past him into the penthouse, coral-painted toes silent on the marble.

Nathan closed the door and hurried after her as best he could, the short chains forcing him into an awkward, waddling gait—like a duck trying to keep pace with a swan. He trailed several steps behind, struggling to maintain the dignified servant’s lead he had been trained to take when escorting guests.

Only as Destiny swept into the living room did he manage to draw level enough to announce, voice soft and perfectly formal as if introducing arrivals at a high-society cocktail party:

“Lady Destiny has arrived, ma’am.”

Taylor, still draped possessively over Rich, lifted her head with a bright, mischievous grin. She pushed herself up slightly, gold chains shifting over her sun-kissed skin, and shot Nathan a playful, mock-scolding glance.

“Lady Destiny my ass,” she teased, voice light and affectionate, before turning her full, radiant smile on her friend. “Oh, Destiny! What’s going on, babe?”

Destiny sauntered closer, hips swaying, the identical dress straining dramatically across her heavy breasts. “Hey, I see you’ve already started without me.”

Taylor’s laugh was bright, tipsy, triumphant. “Yes, but Daddy won’t be able to fuck you tonight. He’s drunk—doesn’t feel so good.”

Rich stirred beneath her, managing a slurred protest. “Who doesn’t feel good? I feel good. I feel great.”

“You do not,” Taylor teased, poking his chest playfully. “You’re a mess.”

Rich chuckled, low and foggy, clearly understanding the joke now. Destiny laughed too, the sound rich and throaty.

Rich blinked, still half-lost in Taylor’s spell and the wine. “Who is it?”

Taylor leaned in, kissing the corner of his mouth. “It’s Destiny, silly. You forgot already? The lovely evening we all spent together in Aspen?”

“Oh… yes, yes.” Rich straightened as best he could in his reclined position, eyes focusing with visible effort. They landed—predictably—on Destiny’s dramatic cleavage, the gold chains barely containing her. A slow, appreciative smile spread across his face despite the haze.

“Come over here,” he said, voice thick, patting the cushion beside him. “I’m so sorry, I—” A soft belch interrupted him; he cleared his throat, trying and failing to look sober. “Come here, come here, Destiny.”

Destiny didn’t hesitate. She crossed the room and settled onto his lap on the opposite side from Taylor, the two women in matching gold framing him like twin temptations. Rich’s gaze flicked between them, lingering longest on the way the mesh dress stretched across Destiny’s full, heavy breasts.

“Amazing Destiny,” he murmured, the words slightly slurred, eyes glassy with wine and want.

Taylor grinned at her friend, voice playful and conspiratorial. “We’re wasting time.”

With that, she pushed Rich gently but firmly back into the reclined position and draped herself over him again, one leg sliding across his thigh. “Okay, Destiny—take his pants off. We don’t have all day.”

Rich’s eyes widened. “Wait, wait—Taylor—she’s our guest—”

Taylor burst into delighted laughter, head thrown back. “No she’s not! The minute you penetrated her in Aspen she stopped being a guest.” She leaned in, nipping his earlobe. “She’s in the inner circle now.”

Destiny joined the laughter, already reaching for the waistband of his silk pajamas. Nathan stood silently to the side, shackles glinting, forced to watch as the pants slid down.

Rich’s cock sprang free—thick, heavily veined, standing rigid and proud despite the wine. Long and girthy, the shaft a deep flushed color, the broad head already glistening. It was the kind of cock that looked carved for conquest: powerful, intimidating, a perfect match for the man who wielded billions the same way.

Destiny’s breath caught audibly. She leaned in, pressing her cheek alongside it for comparison, lips brushing the hot skin as her icy eyes went wide with exaggerated awe.

“My goodness,” she whispered, voice husky and teasing, “it’s all coming back to me. I swear I’m going to come right now just looking at it.”

Taylor giggled, reaching down to wrap her small hand around the base, giving it a slow, possessive stroke. “See? Told you he was in no shape to fuck you properly tonight. But we can still play.”

Rich groaned, head falling back against the pillows, utterly trapped between the two golden goddesses who had decided—without asking—that this night belonged entirely to them.

Destiny’s eyes darkened with unmistakable hunger as she gazed at Rich’s exposed cock. Something primal stirred in her—she couldn’t stop herself.

“Taylor,” she murmured, voice low and needy, “is he really out of commission? Can I at least… suck him?”

Taylor laughed brightly, loud enough for Rich to hear. “Yeah, we’d better postpone any sexual activity. Daddy doesn’t feel so good tonight.”

Rich lifted his head slightly, confused. “Why, Taylor? Why?”

Taylor leaned in close, lips brushing his ear, her tone playful and firm. “Because if you want to play with us, you have to beg for it.”

At the same moment, she gave Destiny the smallest nod—permission granted, unnoticed by Rich.

Before Rich could gather his scattered thoughts (he wasn’t used to being denied, let alone made to beg), warm, wet heat enveloped the head of his cock. Destiny had already descended, lips sliding down in one slow, expert motion.

Rich exhaled a ragged groan and sank back against the pillows, surrendering completely.

Destiny was masterful—no rush, no hesitation. She took him deep, tongue swirling along the underside, then pulled back to trace every thick vein with deliberate, teasing licks. Her platinum hair spilled forward as she worked, cheeks hollowing on each slow pull, hand stroking what her mouth couldn’t reach. She knew exactly how to build the pleasure without mercy, humming softly so the vibration traveled straight through him.

Taylor watched with delighted pride, fingers idly tracing Rich’s chest while he writhed beneath them.

Nathan stood unnoticed a few feet away, shackled and silent, the silver tray of drinks balanced in his gloved hands. No one acknowledged him; he was furniture.

Just minutes earlier, when Destiny had jumped into his arms at the door, everything had felt different. She had clung to him so tightly—arms locked around his neck, full breasts crushed against his chest, warm lips brushing his cheek in quick, excited kisses, her sweet perfume wrapping around him like an embrace. For one foolish, fleeting second, his heart had leaped with stupid, impossible hope: maybe, just maybe, she felt something for him as a man.

Now the truth shattered that illusion in front of his eyes.

The same woman who had hugged him so enthusiastically was on her knees, lips and tongue worshipping Rich’s thick cock with ravenous, helpless admiration—moaning softly, eyes half-lidded in genuine lust, completely lost in the act. She couldn’t get enough, her hunger unmistakable, the kind of desire reserved for a real mate, a real man.

Nathan was transparent to her—had always been. The affectionate hugs, the playful fondness: never sexual, never a spark. To Destiny, he was safe, harmless—like a favorite uncle, an innocent child, or even Taylor’s “girlfriend” confidant, but never someone who could inspire that kind of raw want.

Taylor looked radiant beside her, possessive and utterly in control, the tiny key on her ankle glinting mockingly.

He should have felt rage, humiliation, despair.

Instead, the familiar pressure built uselessly against the steel tiger cage. Frustration, yes. Unfairness, yes. But beneath it all, the shameful, undeniable truth: he loved this. Loved the denial, the reduction, the way both women treated him like nothing and everything at once.

He was still helplessly, hopelessly in love with Taylor—and with the exquisite ruin she had made of him.

Even as Destiny’s eager moans mingled with Rich’s helpless groans, Nathan stood motionless, aching, caged, and quietly grateful for the privilege of witnessing the manhood—and the life—he had lost forever.

Taylor, draped possessively over Rich’s chest in her glittering gold mesh, watched her best friend work with a satisfied smile. Destiny’s platinum head bobbed slowly, lips stretched around Rich’s thick shaft, taking him deep with practiced devotion—wet, slurping sounds filling the room as she lost herself in the task.

Taylor traced idle circles on Rich’s chest, then leaned down toward Destiny, voice playful and teasing.

“So… what do you think of Rich’s cock, babe?”

Destiny pulled off with a gasp, lips shiny, but kept stroking him with her small hand—thumb insistently circling his sensitive frenulum, making Rich’s hips twitch helplessly as he fought not to cum right there.

“God, it’s perfect,” she breathed. “So big… fills my mouth completely. I still remember how he took me in Aspen—this thing is huge.”

She glanced up at Taylor, hand never stopping its slow, torturous rhythm on Rich—who by now was beyond coherent thought, eyes glazed, breath ragged.

“I have a question,” Destiny said softly, “and if it’s too private, just say so. It’s haunted me ever since that night in Aspen…”

She lifted her free hand in a gentle summons toward Nathan, gesturing for him to step closer—fondly, almost lovingly.

“You have this lovely husband here—Nathan, a man I truly admire.” She looked up at him with a warm smile. “No offense, okay, baby? It’s just curiosity.”

Nathan forced a small smile, but inside he felt the floor tilt beneath him.

Taylor tilted her head, intrigued. “Oh, shoot, darling. I’m curious now.”

Destiny’s thumb pressed a fraction harder on Rich’s frenulum, drawing a strangled groan from him, before she continued.

“So I was just wondering… when you’re done fucking Rich—I mean, surely it widens things a bit, right? So how does it feel afterward to have sex with Nathan? Excuse me if I’m getting too intimate.”

She asked it lightly, innocently, but the words landed like a blade.

Taylor giggled, leaning in closer to Destiny with a conspiratorial sparkle in her hazel eyes.

“Wow, Destiny… as if you don’t know.”

Destiny paused her slow strokes on Rich, tilting her head with an exaggerated question-mark expression. “What do you mean?”

Taylor dropped her voice to a mock-whisper, as if sharing the juiciest secret. “We don’t have sex.”

Destiny’s eyes widened; she let out a confused laugh. “No—seriously? You’re kidding me now.”

She glanced up at Nathan, who stood rigid right beside her.

“Is she telling the truth?” Destiny asked him directly. “I’ve known Taylor for, what, three years? I never know if she’s joking.”

Taylor playfully slapped Destiny’s arm. “That is not true! You know I’m the most honest person on earth.”

Destiny rolled her eyes dramatically, shushing her friend, then turned back to Nathan—her free hand reaching out to take his gently, caressing his fingers in the same lazy rhythm she was using on Rich’s cock.

“Shh… tell me. No sex? No sex with Taylor?”

Nathan’s cheeks burned crimson. His throat tightened, but he managed a choked, “No.”

“God, that is so unfair,” Destiny laughed, shaking her head before looking back at Taylor. “So… you at least let him masturbate?”

Taylor’s grin widened. “Not anymore, Destiny. You’re out of date. Since two days ago, even that little liberty is gone. I put him in a chastity device.”

Destiny’s mouth fell open in delighted shock. “No way. You mean like in the Roman Empire?”

Taylor burst out laughing. “No, modern ones are much more beautiful—and absolutely inescapable. They’re solid surgical steel. If you lose the key, the only way out is an industrial bolt cutter or a professional metalworker with an angle grinder. One slip…” She made a dramatic slicing motion across her throat, then lower. “…and you’re looking at permanent barbecue damage down there.”

Destiny’s eyes went wide, mouth forming a perfect O. “Gosh, the way you describe it…”

She couldn’t hold it in anymore—she burst into bright, unrestrained laughter. Taylor joined her instantly, the two of them feeding off each other, giggles escalating into full, breathless peals that echoed through the room while Rich groaned beneath them and Nathan stood silent, the heavy tiger cage tugging relentlessly between his legs.

Taylor tilted her head, eyes sparkling with mischief as she looked up at Nathan.

“But you’re proud of your little cage, aren’t you?”

Nathan’s voice came out low, reluctant. “Yes, Mistress.”

Destiny’s curiosity flared. “Let me see, Nathan.”

Nathan shrugged helplessly, glancing at Taylor for rescue.

“Come on,” Destiny coaxed, nodding toward Rich’s thick, glistening cock still in her loose grip. “I want to see an average one compared to this monster.” She lifted Rich’s shaft playfully. “By the way, Taylor—I could swear it’s bigger than my forearm.”

Taylor laughed. “Don’t look at me. Blame Rich.”

Destiny turned back to Nathan, insistent. “So show me. Come on, I want to see your chastity.”

Nathan didn’t move. Destiny looked at Taylor. “Tell him.”

Taylor’s voice was casual, commanding. “Nathan. Pants down. Underpants down.”

Nathan obeyed, letting his trousers and underwear drop to his shackled ankles. The heavy stainless-steel tiger-head cage swung forward—polished, brutal, the snarling muzzle completely containing him.

Destiny’s eyes went wide. She stared at the tiny confined bulge, then at Rich’s proud erection, then back again.

“Oh my God,” she whispered, half-laughing in shock. “Are you sure this is average? I remember Nick had a much bigger one.”

Taylor raised an eyebrow, teasing. “Well, well… how do you know?”

Destiny shrugged, grinning. “One very memorable strip-poker night. But seriously—this is such a tiny little wee-wee.” She leaned closer, studying the cage. “It looks more like a pussy, doesn’t it?”

Taylor burst out laughing. “Completely useless. That’s exactly why I locked it up. If you’re not using it, at least store it properly.”

Destiny rolled with laughter, reaching out to playfully flick the metal tiger head with one finger, making it sway and tug. “Wow, this is savage, Nathan.”

Her gaze moved from the cage to his flushed face while her hand lingered, idly toying with the heavy steel.

“Could you actually masturbate with this little thing when it was free?”

Nathan gulped, face scarlet. “I… could.”

Taylor waved a dismissive hand, smirking. “Yes, he could—he was using Rich’s cock.”

Destiny shook her head, laughing softly. “Oh, Taylor, you and your jokes.”

She turned her attention back to Rich’s cock, the broad head already glistening with a bead of pre-cum.

Destiny leaned in and licked it once—slow, deliberate, tongue flat against the sensitive slit.

The effect on Rich was immediate and devastating. After the long, teasing buildup, that single warm touch sent a jolt through him; his hips bucked involuntarily, a deep, audible moan escaping his throat.

Destiny’s icy eyes flicked up to watch his reaction, satisfied. She did it twice more—light, teasing flicks—each one drawing louder groans, his thighs tensing under her hands.

Taylor’s voice was husky with amusement. “Wow, the way you look at them when you lick…”

Destiny smiled, never taking her gaze off Rich’s face. “Oh yes, it’s a must. After enough pre-mature ejaculations, I learned exactly when they hit that super-sensitive edge—and that’s when I stop.”

She studied him a moment longer, then nodded. “Yeah, I think he’s ready now. He can take more serious sucking.”

With that, she dove down again—mouth enveloping him hungrily, lips sliding deep, slurping wetly as she moaned around his thickness, utterly enthralled. Taylor watched with possessive pride, fingers threading gently through her friend’s platinum hair, guiding the rhythm ever so slightly.

Something primal snapped in Rich.

One moment Destiny’s mouth was driving him to the edge with slow, expert worship; the next, raw need overtook him completely. He surged forward, hands tangling in her platinum waves, pulling her up into a fierce, devouring kiss. His mouth claimed hers with bruising hunger while his large palms ravaged her heavy breasts, kneading the soft flesh through the straining gold chains, thumbs circling her hardened nipples until she gasped into him.

Taylor’s delighted laughter rang out at first—“No, Rich, wait, wait!”—but he didn’t hear her. Destiny had unraveled him: those voluptuous curves, that skilled, hungry mouth, the way she moaned around his cock like she was starving for him. He no longer cared about rules, about control, about anything except having her.

With a low growl he hit the remote on the side table; the sectional whirred, lowering flat into a wide bed. Destiny’s back hit the cushions as he followed her down, settling between her spread thighs. She arched up to meet him, eyes glazed with ecstasy, legs wrapping around his hips as if she’d been waiting for this exact moment her entire life.

Rich drove into her in one deep, punishing thrust—burying himself to the hilt. Destiny cried out, nails digging into his shoulders, her body yielding and clenching around his thickness. He set a relentless rhythm, hips slamming forward again and again, each stroke deeper than the last as if he needed to brand himself inside her. The gold dress had ridden up to her waist; her heavy breasts bounced with every impact, chains glinting under the lamplight.

Taylor’s protests grew sharper—“Rich, no—stop!”—her small fists beating against his broad back. At first the blows were playful, almost teasing, but they quickly turned desperate, her face twisting with something between anger and hurt. She was tiny beneath the scene, her efforts meaningless against his size and single-minded focus.

Rich didn’t stop. Couldn’t stop.

He fucked Destiny like a man possessed—deep, grinding strokes that dragged helpless cries from her throat, her body trembling beneath him, meeting every thrust with eager rolls of her hips. For those frantic minutes the room narrowed to just the two of them: the wet sounds of bodies colliding, Destiny’s breathless moans rising higher, Rich’s ragged groans as he chased release inside her welcoming heat.

Taylor and Nathan might as well have not existed.

With a final, shuddering drive Rich buried himself fully and came hard, pulsing deep inside her. Destiny followed instantly, her body clenching around him in waves, a broken cry tearing from her lips as the most intense orgasm of her life ripped through her.

Rich collapsed atop Destiny, chest heaving, face buried in the curve of her neck while she held him close—arms and legs wrapped tight, cradling him as if he were the only thing in the world. Her fingers stroked his silver hair tenderly, both of them lost in the aftershock, breaths slowing in unison.

Minutes passed before awareness returned. Rich lifted himself slowly, eyes clearing as he registered the room again. Destiny remained sprawled on the couch, body limp and glowing, a dreamy smile on her lips, still absorbed in the intensity of what had just happened.

Rich stood naked between the women, turning to Taylor. Her face was blank, eyes fixed on him with an unreadable chill. He tried to salvage it, voice rough from exertion.

“Wow… that was… quite something.” He forced a smile. “I love having that with both of you.”

Taylor’s reply came short and cold. “Yes. With both of us.”

Rich caught the edge in her tone, saw the unhappiness she wasn’t bothering to hide. Taylor was still fully dressed in her gold mesh, untouched, while Destiny lay half-undressed and thoroughly claimed.

“Why are you like this, Taylor, honey?”

He stepped closer, ignoring Nathan’s silent presence a few feet away. “I meant it—we did this together. You teased me for a solid hour before she even got here. That was just… the finishing play. Team effort.”

Taylor’s voice stayed flat. “Yes. Everything’s fine.”

Rich’s face fell. “Taylor, don’t do this to me. Don’t spoil it, baby.”

Her hazel eyes glistened; tears gathered but refused to fall. He dropped to his knees in front of her, naked, hands reaching for her waist.

“I’ll make it up to you. The minute I catch my breath, we’ll have our turn, okay?”

Taylor’s words cut sharp and quiet. “No, Rich. We will not. I’m not here for leftovers.”

She looked away. “It could have been such a nice evening. Thank you for spoiling it.”

Rich’s hands tightened gently around her waist. “Taylor—”

“Rich, please don’t touch me,” Taylor said, her voice low and edged with steel. She shifted back slightly on the couch, creating distance. “If you want to talk to me, keep your hands behind your back. Seriously. I don’t want you touching me right now.”

Rich froze, then obeyed instantly. Still completely naked, he straightened his posture on his knees and clasped his hands firmly behind his back, fingers interlaced, shoulders pulled back in deliberate submission. The position left him exposed and vulnerable, the powerful billionaire reduced to perfect, immediate compliance.

Only then did he speak, voice rough with regret and pleading.

“I swear I couldn’t control myself.”

Taylor gave a bitter half-smile, her voice quiet but laced with raw hurt.

“You lost control because of me. That’s what made it so delicious back then—when you were obsessed, when Tatiana was right there wanting you and you still couldn’t keep your hands off me. You told her no, over and over, because you were losing control only for me. I felt like a goddess.”

She met his eyes, the words trembling with betrayal.

“But now you’re saying you couldn’t control yourself because of another woman—even if she’s my friend.” She stressed even, letting the sting settle. “Now do you understand how that feels?”

Taylor looked away, arms crossed tightly over her gold mesh dress.

“But that’s fine, Rich,” she said, voice flat and final. “Really. Enjoy.”

Destiny finally stirred, pushing herself up on the couch, voice soft and concerned. “Taylor, don’t be upset. It was… it was incredible. I’ve never been that satisfied. I’m your friend—this is good, right? You lent me your lover…”

Taylor’s head snapped toward her. “Destiny, stay out of this.”

Destiny fell silent, pulling her dress back into place and sinking into the cushions, watching uncertainly.

Rich remained on his knees, looking up at Taylor with genuine distress—the billionaire lion reduced to pleading with a nineteen-year-old girl who had just watched him lose himself completely in someone else.

At that exact moment, the penthouse doorbell chimed again—clear and insistent.

Nathan set the tray down carefully on a side table and shuffled toward the entrance as quickly as his shackles allowed, the sound of chains a faint, rhythmic whisper in the suddenly heavy silence.

Nathan pulled open the door to reveal Tatiana standing in the hallway, regal even in simple elegance: a tailored black silk blouse tucked into high-waisted trousers, auburn hair swept into a loose chignon, heels sharp and purposeful.

The instant he saw her, Nathan dropped instinctively—enforced protocol demanding that whenever Tatiana returned home, he fall prone on the floor and kiss her feet in greeting. He flattened himself quickly, face lowering toward the polished toes of her shoes, lips already parting for the required devotion.

But Tatiana didn’t pause.

She strode forward with fierce momentum, heels striking the marble like punctuation marks of fury, forcing Nathan to scramble upright mid-gesture. Chains rattled as he shuffle-ran after her, trying desperately to overtake her and complete the ritual properly.

By the time they reached the living room threshold, he managed to slip just ahead and announce breathlessly, “Lady Tatiana.”

It was unnecessary; she had already taken in the entire scene.

Taylor sat composed in her gold mesh dress, legs crossed, face shifting from cold hurt to deliberate triumph—a small, satisfied smile breaking through as if she couldn’t quite hide it.

Rich, completely naked, remained on his knees before her, hands clasped tightly behind his back like an obedient slave awaiting judgment. The posture left him utterly exposed—broad shoulders pulled back, chest rising and falling with uneven breaths, his spent cock still heavy between his thighs—every inch the powerful tycoon reduced to perfect, submissive stillness at the feet of his nineteen-year-old mistress.

He noticed Taylor’s expression brighten and grinned with desperate relief. “Wow, at least you’re smiling now, honey.”

He hadn’t yet registered Tatiana’s presence.

Tatiana stood frozen in the doorway, aloof and statuesque, but her eyes betrayed everything: the dagger-sharp pain of seeing her husband—the untouchable billionaire—on his knees again, naked and submissive, begging a nineteen-year-old girl while Destiny lay flushed and disheveled nearby. Twice now she had walked in on this exact surrender. Taylor’s triumphant glance, aimed directly at her, was unmistakable: deliberate, victorious.

The moment Rich registered her presence, he twisted toward the doorway—still on his knees—and in a knee-jerk reaction yanked his hands from behind his back, bringing them forward in an exaggerated, overly cheerful wave, as if greeting his wife on a normal morning. “Hey, honey! How’s it going?”

The gesture was forced, painfully fake—a desperate attempt to normalize the scene, to pretend he wasn’t naked and kneeling in submission to Taylor. But the panic in his eyes betrayed him; he had been caught again, utterly exposed in the act Tatiana despised most.

He started to rise, muscles shifting as if to stand and greet her normally.

Tatiana lifted one manicured hand, voice soft but laced with ice. “Shhhhh. No worries, darling. Stay on your knees. It’s okay—no rush.”

Rich froze mid-motion, sinking back down instantly, the smile faltering on his face.

“Good evening,” Tatiana continued to the room, tone cool and perfectly controlled.

Then, softer, almost weary: “I must retire to the bedroom. Please excuse me—I’ve had a long day with charity events, contributing to society. I’m truly happy you’re all having such fun.” The last words caught slightly, a faint crack beneath the velvet. “From the bottom of my heart.”

She turned and marched toward the master bedroom, spine straight, heels clicking with quiet finality, the door closing behind her with a soft, definitive click.

As the master bedroom door clicked shut behind Tatiana, Taylor looked down at Rich—still naked on his knees, hands clasped behind his back, face etched with guilt—and softened her expression.

“It’s okay, baby,” she murmured, voice warm and forgiving. “I understand. Come here.”

She opened her arms, pulling him into a close hug. Rich buried his face in her bosom, arms wrapping around her waist as he clung to her, the powerful man trembling slightly, desperate for her absolution.

Destiny rolled her eyes with a knowing half-smile—the classic “here we go again” look she always gave when Taylor launched one of her little manipulations. Manipulating Daddy again, getting him wrapped right back around her finger with a few tears and a hug. Typical Taylor.

Rich remained oblivious, face buried in her warmth, clinging to the forgiveness she’d so generously offered.

Still cradling Rich’s head against her chest, Taylor flicked her gaze to Nathan and motioned subtly with her eyes toward the master bedroom—go, listen, report.

Nathan inclined his head in silent acknowledgment and turned, chains whispering as he shuffled toward the corridor. But curiosity—and the raw ache of the evening—slowed his steps. He paused just out of sight, half-hidden by the archway, unable to tear himself away yet.

Behind him, the scene shifted.

Rich drew a steadying breath, his large hands tightening around Taylor’s waist where she still clung to him in the hug.

In one fluid, effortless surge, he rose to his full height—lifting her with him as if she weighed nothing, her petite body pressed against his chest, legs kicking playfully in the air. Taylor squealed with surprised laughter, arms looping around his neck for balance, gold mesh dress riding up her thighs as her feet dangled helplessly.

Before she could catch her breath, Rich shifted her higher, hoisting her over one broad shoulder like a caveman claiming his prize. Taylor gasped, half-giggling, half-protesting, her hands bracing against his back as her legs kicked again.

“Daddy—!”

His free hand came down in a sharp, resounding spank on her exposed ass, the impact leaving a clear red imprint of his palm through the thin gold chains. Taylor yelped, the giggle cutting off into a genuine “Ouch!”

He carried her the few steps to his throne-like armchair and sat heavily, flipping her down across his lap in one smooth motion—face-down, dress bunched at her waist, bare cheeks flushed from that single strike.

Taylor squirmed, breath hitching. “Daddy… that really hurt.”

Rich’s large hand rested possessively on the warm, reddened skin, voice low and calm—the unquestionable authority back in place.

“Then why are you causing problems in this house, little girl? Tell me.”

Taylor stilled instantly, legs no longer kicking, body going pliant over his thighs. The playful brat vanished; in her place was the breathless, wide-eyed girl who knew the game had flipped the moment the real man decided it was over.

Destiny watched from the couch, eyes wide and lips parted, a flush creeping up her neck as she whispered to herself, "Oh gosh..."

Nathan, lingering in the shadows, caught the look on her face—the raw, unmistakable arousal he had never seen on Destiny before. It was obvious: Rich, in full commanding mode, was a huge turn-on for her, the kind that left her breathless and wanting.

Rich was still very much the lion. And everyone in the room knew it.

Nathan, hidden in the shadows, absorbed it all—the effortless shift, the way Taylor’s defiance melted into happy submission the moment Rich decided the game was over. His wife, the radiant manipulator who had brought a billionaire to his knees, now looked small, safe, and utterly owned in the arms of the man who had taken everything from him.

The ache in Nathan’s cage throbbed harder, a lonely reminder that this was the natural order: Rich the undisputed alpha, Taylor his cherished (but firmly handled) little girl, and Nathan… forever on the outside, watching.

Only then did he turn away fully, chains whispering as he finally continued toward Tatiana’s door—too late to catch more than the faint sound of her breathing, the storm already passed.

Nathan eased back from the master bedroom door, the faint rattle of his chains muffled against the carpet. Slipping into the corridor’s shadows, he cracked the door open a mere sliver—just enough to listen, unseen as ever.

Through the narrow opening, Tatiana’s voice drifted out, quiet and trembling with a vulnerability she revealed to no one else.

“I didn’t want to wake you, Emily… I know the time zone. I’m sorry, honey. Please don’t be pissed. You can sleep as much as you want later—just one question, okay?”

A pause. She was listening.

Then her breath caught, the words spilling out in a rush of gratitude and near-tears.

“Wow… Emily, this is so great. Thank you so much, honey. Thank you, thank you, thank you.”

“Good night, baby… or good morning… whatever it is there. Thank you.”

The call ended with a soft beep. Silence followed, broken only by the faintest sound of Tatiana exhaling—relief, longing, something deeper.

Nathan returned from the corridor, chains whispering softly with each careful step, the faint echo of Tatiana’s quiet breathing still in his ears.

The living room had settled into a victorious calm.

Rich lounged on his throne-like sectional, fully dressed in relaxed silk pajamas, remote in hand—every inch the satisfied king. Taylor and Destiny were draped over him, one on each side, snuggling close, kissing his neck and jaw, inhaling his scent with soft, contented sighs, fingers tracing his chest as if they couldn’t get enough.

Nathan paused in the shadows, a quiet ache twisting in his chest. Both girls looked utterly smitten, completely absorbed in the man who had taken everything.

Taylor glanced up first, spotting him. “What took you so long?” she asked lightly, though her tone carried the familiar edge of command.

Nathan lowered his gaze. “I’m sorry, Mistress.”

Rich chuckled low; Destiny’s lips curved in sympathy.

Taylor stretched lazily against Rich’s side, her voice cool and edged with command.

“We’re thirsty. Go make fresh coffee for everyone—and be quick about it.”

Nathan lowered his gaze immediately, the words landing like a light snap of the leash.

“Yes, Mistress,” he murmured, turning toward the kitchen without hesitation.

Nathan inclined his head and turned toward the kitchen, chains limiting him to small, deliberate steps as he made his way across the living room and down the short hallway.

He reached the kitchen, the softer pendant lights casting a warm glow over the marble counters. Moving with practiced efficiency, he set about preparing the coffees—pulling mugs from the cabinet, measuring grounds into the French press, filling the electric kettle and switching it on. The routine was familiar, almost soothing in its mundanity.

Only then did he sense her presence.

Quick, bare footsteps padded in behind him. Destiny slipped into the kitchen, closing the distance until she stood just at his back. Without a word, she wrapped her arms around him from behind, hugging him tightly, her body warm and soft against his.

Nathan froze for a moment, hands still on the counter, the kettle beginning its low hum beside him. Then he leaned back slightly into her embrace, the quiet kindness almost too much after the evening’s relentless reminders of his place.

She turned him to face her, icy blue eyes searching his. “Hey… how are you, really? I hope you weren’t offended by anything tonight, my friend.”

Nathan tried a small smile, but sadness shadowed it. “No… it’s fine.”

Destiny stepped closer, wrapping him in another warm hug, her body soft and reassuring against his. When she pulled back, she saw the unshed tears in his eyes.

“What is it, baby?” she whispered. “Tell me what happened.”

Nathan’s voice came out low, cracked. “Nothing… it’s just sometimes I feel like I’m zero. Nothing.”

She hugged him again, tighter, one hand stroking his back. “What makes you think that? I just want to understand.”

He exhaled shakily against her shoulder. “Rich took my business… took my wife… he’s the winner in every way. I watched him spank her like that—one slap, and she melted. I wish I were strong enough to stop him, but I know one swing from him would put me in the hospital. I didn’t dare intervene.”

Destiny drew back a fraction, holding his gaze steadily, her expression serious but kind. “And good for you that you didn’t—he is much stronger. But that doesn’t mean you don’t have your own strength, Nathan.”

He shook his head, voice barely audible. “I don’t know. I just don’t know. I’m a little down tonight. You’re so kind to me, Destiny, but… if you’re asking, I’d rather be left alone right now.”

She nodded slowly, whispering, “Okay. I’m with you. If you need anything, I’m here—you can call me anytime, okay?”

Destiny pressed a soft kiss to his cheek, then turned to help him finish the coffees—silent, supportive, no pressure.

Together they carried the tray back to the living room. Destiny guided Nathan to the lower couch and sat beside him, keeping a gentle arm around his shoulders.

Rich remained enthroned above them on the sectional, remote in hand, the game flickering on the screen. Taylor, curled against his side, glanced over with a small, knowing smile—but the moment her eyes landed on Nathan’s quiet face, she hopped down lightly, leaving Rich to his basketball without a second glance.

She slid onto the couch on Nathan’s other side, wrapping her arms around him from the left, sandwiching him warmly between herself and Destiny.

“So?” Taylor asked, voice bright and eager, more excited about gossip than his mood. “What did the bitch do? Let me guess—she called her stupid daughter, right?”

Nathan nodded, reserved. “Yes, Mistress. In fact, she did.”

Taylor laughed softly, shaking her head. “I don’t know what it is with her and that daughter…”

Destiny squeezed Nathan’s shoulder gently. “Nathan’s a little sad tonight.”

Nathan shook his head quickly. “No, Destiny, seriously—it’s nothing. I told you, I just want to be left alone.”

Taylor’s eyes widened in mock offense. She gave him a playful shake. “Left alone? You mean left alone from me?”

Nathan couldn’t help a small, reluctant smile. “No, no, no—of course not from you. I like it when you’re hugging me. You haven’t in a few days.”

Taylor grinned, ruffling his hair. “Is that a complaint, Nathan?”

“No! Not complaining, not complaining.”

She laughed again, the sound light and genuine. “I’ve learned a few methods from Tatiana, you know that, right? I could always find the cane…”

Nathan’s smile grew, knowing full well she never would—she ruled him with words and affection alone, and that was more than enough.

“Yes, you could,” he said softly. “The only problem is you don’t know where she keeps it.”

Taylor burst into delighted laughter, hugging him tighter. She looked across at Destiny. “You see why I love this man? Do you understand the depth of what we have here?”

Destiny smiled warmly, leaning in to rest her head briefly on Nathan’s other shoulder.

A quiet thought crossed Nathan’s mind: I probably don’t deserve this. Taylor’s only doing it because Destiny must have signaled her—winked or something—that I looked down and sad.

Taylor kissed Nathan’s cheek—soft, lingering. “This is a kiss from me, just to show you you’re loved. Right, Destiny?”

Destiny leaned in and kissed his other cheek. “Oh yes—and here’s one from me too.”

Both women pressed gentle kisses to his face, treating him like a treasured, slightly mischievous child.

Taylor pulled back just enough to meet his eyes, voice softer now but still playful. “When I tell you it’s deep, I mean it. There’s nothing like Nathan.” She glanced up at Rich on his throne above them, then back to Nathan with a fond smile. “That lion behind me—he’s the alpha, the macho man. But I prefer my loyal, obedient little pet right here. My sweet boy for Mommy. Isn’t that right, Nathan?”

Nathan’s throat tightened, the ache in his chest easing into something warm and quiet.

“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered.

There was nothing else he wanted—or needed—to say that night.


The Return of THE Emily

Few days later, December 24th, Christmas Eve, 7:30 p.m., The Carter’s Residence Dining room

The formal dining room of the Carter penthouse glowed with quiet holiday opulence. A magnificent Christmas tree stood in one corner, its branches heavy with warm white lights, crystal icicles, and strands of gold that shimmered softly in the candlelight. The long mahogany table was draped in crisp white linen, overlaid with delicate lace runners and set with fine bone china, polished silver, and low arrangements of fresh pine, red berries, and flickering ivory candles. The effect was elegant and warm, the scent of evergreen mingling with the rich aromas drifting from the kitchen.

Rich sat at the head, relaxed in a tailored black velvet dinner jacket over an open-collared white shirt, the fabric catching the light as he moved. Tatiana, beside him, wore a deep burgundy cashmere dress with a daringly low neckline that struggled to contain her voluptuous breasts—full, heavy, and proudly displayed, the creamy swell rising with every breath as if a slight shift might bare the dark areolas beneath. The contrast between the dress’s classic elegance and the blatant sensuality of her décolletage was deliberate, mesmerizing.

An empty chair waited at the table, directly facing Tatiana—a silent promise of the arrival everyone anticipated.

Nathan and Taylor stood together near the sideboard, close enough that the faint clink of their light shackles was occasionally audible. Nathan’s formal black butler trousers and waistcoat hid the heavy tiger cage beneath, but the thin chains linking his gloved wrists and ankles gleamed subtly whenever he shifted. Taylor’s short black satin maid dress—trimmed with soft white fur at the hem and plunging neckline—left her sun-kissed shoulders bare, the red ribbon in her chignon a festive touch. Matching delicate chains bound her wrists and ankles, restricting her movements to small, graceful steps, her posture perfectly submissive, hazel eyes lowered.

The plates before Rich and Tatiana remained untouched.

Rich glanced toward the empty chair, then at his wife with an indulgent smile. “I’m starving, darling. Perhaps we should begin.”

Tatiana’s hand—diamonds flashing—settled gently over his. “Just a little longer. She’ll be here any minute.”

Rich lifted her fingers, brushed a kiss across them. “No worries. We’ll bless the meal now, and if she arrives late we’ll bless it again. Twice the gratitude never hurt.”

Tatiana’s smile was tender, but tears glistened in her eyes. She nodded. “Fine. Go ahead.”

Rich straightened, his voice warm and resonant in the hushed room. “We are grateful—for this beautiful Christmas Eve, for the warmth of home and the love that fills it, for health, for enduring family, for the business that continues to thrive, and yes—for the abundance that lets us place far more than bread on this table. We are truly blessed.”

He finished. The room fell silent again; only the soft crackle of candles and the faint tick of the mantel clock could be heard.

Nathan and Taylor moved forward in perfect unison—Nathan serving Rich, Taylor serving Tatiana—then stepped back together, chains whispering faintly as they resumed their place side by side.

They ate quietly. Tatiana’s gaze drifted often to the empty chair. Rich murmured, “The red, please,” and she passed the decanter, her movements graceful but subdued, the soft weight of her breasts shifting with each breath.

The only sounds were the delicate scrape of silver on china and the occasional pop of a candle.

Then the doorbell chimed—clear, melodic, unmistakable.

Nathan set down the water pitcher and glided toward the foyer.

He paused at the heavy double doors, the faint jingle of his ankle chains muffled by the thick carpet. Turning the handle, he pulled the door open.

For a moment, he forgot to breathe.

At the threshold stood Emily Carter—a radiant vision of effortless beauty that seemed to illuminate the space around her. Just nineteen, she carried herself with poised sophistication far beyond her years. Her signature French carré bob, a perfect golden blonde, framed her face in sleek, elegant lines that caught the hallway light like silk. Her smile bloomed instantly—dazzling, warm, and genuine—yet her hazel eyes held a knowing sparkle, a subtle worldly confidence that hinted at experiences lending her an alluring maturity.

She wore a short, luxurious black mink fur coat, fully closed with hidden fastenings, its plush collar turned softly up around her neck. The opulent fur enveloped her completely, the hem skimming teasingly just below the curve of her hips, concealing whatever lay beneath in tantalizing mystery. From beneath emerged her stunning legs—the undeniable focal point—long and voluptuous, with soft, rounded thighs flowing into shapely calves, every inch toned yet invitingly plush, glowing with smooth, sun-kissed skin. Delicate black strappy heels with slender ankle straps and towering stilettos caressed her arches, elongating her form and promising a hypnotic sway with every step.

Nathan’s heart pounded; she was overwhelming—youthful perfection wrapped in quiet command. His gloved hand rose almost involuntarily. He bowed slightly and brushed his lips against the back of her bare, delicate hand—soft, warm, impossibly refined. The brief touch sent a jolt through him, both erotic and humbling.

“Merry Christmas!” she exclaimed, her voice light and musical, brimming with genuine enthusiasm. “I’m Emily—Emily Carter.” She said it as though they were already old friends, her eyes sparkling with friendly curiosity.

Nathan swallowed, still reeling. “Merry Christmas, Miss Carter,” he managed, voice low and reverent. “Nathan Whitmore—at your service.”

She laughed softly—a sound like tinkling bells—and offered her hand again. “Call me Emily, please. Nathan Whitmore… what a lovely name.”

He kissed her hand once more, lingering just a fraction longer this time, the intimacy of the gesture making his pulse race. She was so close, so radiant—a girl who looked barely nineteen yet held herself with the effortless assurance of someone who knew exactly the effect she had on men.

She turned gracefully, presenting her back. “Would you mind?”

Nathan stepped forward, sliding the heavy mink from her shoulders. The fur whispered away, releasing a faint, intoxicating trace of jasmine and winter roses. As the coat fell open and slipped into his waiting arms, the sight beneath struck him like a quiet thunderbolt.

Emily wore a tiny sequin mini dress in a soft champagne-beige that mirrored her sun-kissed skin almost perfectly, creating a breathtaking illusion of near-nakedness. Thousands of delicate, iridescent sequins shimmered like scattered diamonds over her voluptuous curves, the fabric clinging like a second skin. The halter neckline plunged daringly low between her full breasts, while the hem skimmed scandalously high on her plush thighs, every subtle shift sending a cascade of soft sparkle across her body. Simple diamond studs glinted at her ears, but it was the dress’s hypnotic, skin-toned glow that made her seem both irresistibly alluring and effortlessly commanding.

Nathan’s mind reeled—she was exquisite: so young, yet radiating a poised, quiet power that felt worlds beyond her nineteen years.

Only then did he notice the man lingering a step behind her—roughly her height, clearly much older, dressed in a grotesque parody of a Santa suit: baggy red velvet trousers, a too-tight jacket straining over his belly, and a ridiculous floppy hat topped with a pompom. Uneven red lipstick circles smeared his cheeks; a cheap plastic beard hung askew. He clutched two small gift bags and stared fixedly at the floor.

Nathan offered the man a subtle, uncertain nod—part greeting, part question. The man responded with a meek dip of his head, eyes still averted.

She glanced down briefly at the faint gleam of chains around his ankles, her expression unchanging—no judgment, only quiet, empathetic acknowledgment.

“So you’re the new servant here?” she asked conversationally as they began walking, her heels clicking softly in a gentle rhythm. Without hurry, she fell into step beside him, matching the slow, careful pace his shackles forced—small, shuffling steps that made him waddle slightly, like a duck. Most visitors strode ahead impatiently, leaving him to trail behind, but Emily stayed at his side, considerate and unhurried, as if she had known servants all her life and understood the quiet dignity of allowing someone restrained to lead the way.

“I haven’t met you before,” she continued lightly, her voice warm and encouraging, like an older sister welcoming a shy newcomer. “I hope you’re settling in well. It can be overwhelming at first—the rules, the routines, the… everything—but you’ll find your rhythm quickly. Everyone does.”

Nathan felt the profound weight of the imbalance lighten, if only a fraction, under her kindness. “Yes, Miss—Emily,” he replied softly, humbled yet strangely comforted. “It’s… an adjustment.”

She smiled sideways at him, genuine and reassuring, her hazel eyes sparkling with easy warmth. “You’ll be just fine. Just be yourself—that’s all anyone really needs here.” She tilted her head slightly, curious but never prying. “Do you like the city in winter? The snow makes everything feel quieter, doesn’t it? I always think the penthouse feels cozier when it’s snowing outside.”

Nathan nodded, surprised to be asked his opinion at all. “It does. The view from the upper windows… it’s beautiful at night.”

“Oh, you’ve seen the library balcony yet?” she asked, delighted. “Wait until you catch the park lights reflecting off the fresh snow. It’s magical. Mommy says it’s her favorite season for that reason.” She laughed softly, a light, musical sound. “Though Daddy pretends he only likes it for the skiing.”

They walked together through the vast penthouse—past the sweeping marble foyer, along hushed corridors lined with modern art, the faint scent of pine from the holiday decorations drifting around them. Emily kept perfect pace beside him, never pulling ahead, chatting easily about small, harmless things: the ridiculous amount of ornaments on this year’s tree, how her cat had once stolen an entire plate of Christmas cookies, whether the chef’s famous truffle soup would be served tonight. Her tone remained kind, inclusive, as if Nathan were simply a new friend rather than a shackled servant.

Far behind them, forgotten for the moment, the older man in the grotesque Santa costume shuffled along in silence, clutching the gift bags and keeping a respectful distance.

At last they reached the formal dining room doors. Nathan reached forward, the short chain between his wrists clinking softly, and opened one heavy door. He stepped aside with a small bow, holding it wide.

Then, in the clear, formal tone reserved for such moments, he announced with quiet reverence—as though presenting royalty—“Lady Emily Carter.”

He stepped back further, eyes lowered, as she entered the glowing room with that effortless, radiant grace.

The moment Emily crossed the threshold, all traces of formality vanished.

Tatiana rose from her chair in a single, fluid motion, her burgundy cashmere dress shifting over her curves as tears welled unmistakably in her eyes. She did not walk—she hurried, arms already opening. Emily, shimmering in her champagne sequin dress, moved toward her with graceful haste, heels clicking softly, the tiny dress catching every flicker of candlelight like liquid gold poured over bare skin.

They met in the center of the room in a fierce, enveloping hug—mother and daughter clinging as though months of separation had been an eternity. Tatiana’s hands cupped the back of Emily’s blonde bob, pressing her close; Emily’s arms wrapped tightly around her mother’s waist, face buried against the soft warmth of Tatiana’s neck. The embrace was deep, almost desperate, the kind that spoke of late-night phone calls, aching goodbyes at airports, and a bond nothing—not distance, not time, not even the complicated empire they shared—could weaken.

Emily spoke first, her voice muffled against Tatiana’s shoulder, small and full of emotion. “I missed you, Mommy. So much.”

Tatiana’s answer was a trembling exhale, tears spilling freely now as she stroked Emily’s hair. “My baby… my beautiful girl. You’re home.”

Nathan, still holding the heavy door, felt the air leave his lungs for an entirely different reason.

As Emily had stepped past him into the dining room, the subtle slit at the side of her tiny dress had parted with each graceful stride, offering fleeting, heart-stopping glimpses of the smooth inner curve of her thigh. The sequined fabric, so perfectly matched to her skin tone, played merciless tricks in the candlelight—now opaque, now almost transparent, hinting at the flawless shape beneath. Her ass, rounded and impossibly inviting, swayed with a natural, unhurried rhythm that made the cage between his legs bite savagely. A helpless surge of blood throbbed against unyielding steel; the tiger-head device seemed to snarl in mockery as his body strained uselessly for relief he would never be granted.

He tried—God, he tried—not to stare, but his eyes betrayed him, drinking in the hypnotic shift of sequins over plush thighs, the way the dress clung and released with every step. She was nineteen, radiant, kind…and devastatingly, deliberately provocative. The dress was no accident; she knew exactly what it did to men.

When he finally dragged his gaze upward, seeking any safe place to land, he met Taylor’s eyes across the room.

Taylor stood poised near the sideboard, chains glinting faintly at her wrists, her hazel gaze locked on him—sharp, knowing, quietly furious. One perfectly arched brow lifted in silent accusation. Nathan’s face burned; he dropped his eyes instantly to the floor, shoulders hunching in shame.

Emily pulled back from her mother just enough to beam through happy tears, then crossed to Rich. He had risen as well, his usual laconic reserve softened into something unmistakably paternal. She slipped into his open arms with a delighted laugh, pressing a lingering kiss to the side of his neck.

“Daddy,” she murmured, voice warm with affection. “Merry Christmas. I brought you something ridiculous—you’ll love it.”

Rich’s deep chuckle rumbled against her. “As long as you’re here, princess, that’s all I wanted.” He held her a moment longer than formality required, one large hand smoothing down her back before releasing her.

Emily turned toward the table, gliding to her waiting chair. Nathan moved quickly—too quickly, chains clinking—to pull it out for her. As she sat, the sequined hem rode just a fraction higher on her thighs, confirming what the candlelight had only teased: the dress was indeed sheer in the right light, every curve beneath rendered in soft, tantalizing outline.

He kept his gaze rigorously fixed at the level of her collarbone, as protocol demanded in the dining room—close enough to read any subtle gesture for service, yet never high enough to meet her eyes without permission. Still, even in his peripheral vision, the shimmer of sequins over sun-kissed skin was relentless.

Taylor stepped forward smoothly to serve Emily’s first course, her movements precise and graceful despite her own restraints. Nathan mirrored her at Rich’s side. Together they retreated to their places along the wall, standing shoulder to shoulder—two chained servants in formal black, awaiting the next command.

Nathan’s cage ached with brutal insistence, a steady, futile throb that made every breath feel shallow. Beside him stood Taylor—his breathtaking wife, the original architect of his ruin, looking impossibly alluring tonight in her fur-trimmed maid dress, jet-black hair gleaming under the chandeliers.

He could already feel the weight of her disapproval, the promise of sharp words—or sharper silence—when they were finally alone. And yet, even knowing that, he could not quite banish the forbidden heat Emily had ignited.

Rich lifted the tablespoon to his lips, the fragrant steam from the creamy wild-mushroom-and-truffle soup curling upward, when a subtle movement at the edge of his vision caught his attention. It was not the usual quiet efficiency of the servants; something felt out of place. He glanced to his right—and paused.

There, just inside the doorway, stood the older man who had arrived with Emily: Herr Klauss, dressed in the absurd, ill-fitting Santa costume, gift bags still clutched in his hands. He hovered awkwardly, eyes fixed on the floor, clearly unsure where to place himself.

Rich’s brow furrowed for the briefest instant—not in judgment, but in instinctive courtesy. A guest had entered with his daughter, and the man was still standing while the family sat. Without hesitation, Rich pushed his chair back and rose to his full height.

“Oops—my apologies,” he said warmly, extending a large hand. “I’m Rich. Welcome.”

Herr Klauss blinked, startled, then shifted the bags to one hand and shook Rich’s firmly, though his grip was tentative. “Thank you, sir,” he murmured, voice thick with a German accent.

Rich turned toward Nathan, who stood ready along the wall. “Nathan, could you bring another chair, please?”

Tatiana lifted one manicured hand in a slow, regal gesture of dismissal, her diamond rings catching the candlelight. She had heard every detail of this particular companion from Emily’s late-night calls—the gossip, the conquest, the delicious details—and her verdict had already been rendered.

“No need,” she said calmly, her voice velvet and absolute. She regarded Herr Klauss with a cool, appraising smile, taking in the smeared lipstick cheeks, the crooked plastic beard, the ridiculous pompom hat. “He’s just a servant tonight.” She inclined her head toward a shadowed corner near the sideboard. “Stand there, Klauss.”

The man bowed his head at once, murmuring, “Yes, Madam,” and shuffled obediently to the indicated spot, gift bags dangling at his sides like forgotten props. He positioned himself facing the wall, hands clasped in front, utterly silent.

Rich hesitated for a fraction of a second, glancing back at the forlorn figure, then at his wife’s serene expression. He gave a small, accepting shrug—Emily’s choices were Emily’s choices—and resumed his seat.

Across the table, Emily had already dipped her spoon into the soup. She brought it to her lips, tasted, and her eyes fluttered closed in genuine bliss.

“Taste of heaven,” she sighed, radiant. “Absolutely amazing, Mommy. You prepared it yourself, didn’t you?”

Tatiana’s smile softened, the earlier tears still shimmering as she watched her daughter. “Who else could I trust with something so important for my baby?” she replied, voice tender with pride. “No one in this kitchen touches that recipe but me.”

Rich leaned back slightly, his deep voice warm with curiosity as he turned to Emily. “So tell me, princess—how are things in Munich? It’s been too long since we’ve had a proper update. I hear Vortex sent you over to run the entire European branch now?”

Emily finished her spoonful of soup, then looked up, her radiant smile lighting the table like an extra candle. “Oh, Daddy, that just shows how out of date you are,” she teased gently.

Rich’s brow lifted in amused confusion. “Out of date?”

“Don’t you remember how it all started?” she said, setting her spoon down with a soft clink. “I began at Vortex as an intern. Then that bitch, one of the senior managers, but what a bitch, Isabella, yes, decided I couldn’t stay in the US anymore. She insisted I transfer to Munich.”

Rich nodded slowly, the memory surfacing. “Ah, yes. She was jealous, wasn’t she?”

Emily’s laugh was light and musical. “Jealous because her precious slave fell head over heels for me. And who could blame him?” She winked playfully.

Rich chuckled, deep and indulgent. “Who indeed.”

“So off I went,” Emily continued, “supposed to be a simple developer in Munich. But then Walter—you remember Walter, don’t you, Mommy? The vice president at Vortex, Isabella’s devoted little pet?—came to visit. Officially, of course, it was a business trip: client meetings, site reviews, all very proper. But we both know he rerouted half his schedule just to spend time with me.”

She glanced at Tatiana with a conspiratorial grin, eyes sparkling with innocent mischief. Tatiana’s lips curved in shared amusement, the earlier tears still lending a soft glow to her expression.

Emily leaned forward slightly, voice dropping to a playful whisper that carried easily around the table. “It caused just enough smoke for Isabella to choke on the fact that her perfectly trained VP had flown across an ocean for a girl young enough to be his daughter. She found out, naturally—and I made sure she knew I knew she knew.”

Emily gave a small, satisfied shrug, the sequins on her tiny dress flashing like a thousand tiny victories. “Anyway, I landed there as a developer, and within a month I was already leading a team.”

Rich dipped his spoon into his soup, nodding with paternal pride. “Obviously.”

Emily gestured delicately toward the corner where the absurdly costumed man stood motionless. “And the manager of the entire branch back then? That would be him—right there. Sweetie, come here.”

At her soft command, Herr Klauss set the gift bags carefully on the floor and shuffled forward, the floppy pompom on his hat bobbing, the cheap plastic beard still askew. He stopped at the edge of the table, eyes lowered.

“Introduce yourself,” Emily said kindly, as though prompting a shy child.

The man cleared his throat, voice low and thick with accent. “My name is Herr Clown.”

Rich’s spoon paused mid-air. “You mean Herr Klauss?”

Emily shook her blonde bob, eyes dancing with gentle mischief. “No, absolutely not. Are you Herr Klauss?” she asked the man directly, her tone patient and educational, yet laced with playful exaggeration.

He flushed deeply beneath the smeared lipstick circles. “No, Mistress. I am just Herr Clown.”

Emily widened her eyes in mock surprise, leaning forward slightly as if addressing a toddler who had forgotten his lines. “Just Herr Clown? Oh no, sweetie—we talked about this earlier, remember?” She turned to the table with a delighted little grin. “Your name tonight is Santa Clown.”

The man nodded quickly, cheeks burning crimson. “Yes, Mistress. My name is Santa Clown.”

Emily tilted her head, eyes sparkling with affectionate mockery. “Santa Clown,” she repeated slowly, drawing out the words like a teacher praising a slow but earnest pupil. “Say it all together now—nice and clear for everyone.”

“Santa Clown,” he echoed obediently, voice barely above a whisper, the ridiculous pompom on his hat drooping as he spoke.

A ripple of rich, entitled laughter rose first from Tatiana—deep, velvety, and utterly assured, the kind that belonged to women who had never once doubted their place at the very top of the world. It spilled from her throat like aged cognac, warm and expensive, her heavy breasts shifting with each breathy note, rising and falling in a rhythm that had reduced countless powerful men to stammering boys. She tilted her head back slightly, auburn waves catching the candlelight, one manicured hand resting lightly on the table as she savored the absurdity of a grown man in a pompom hat meekly declaring himself “Santa Clown.” The sound was pure, unapologetic superiority—classy, controlled, devastating.

Only then did Emily join in, her laughter lighter, brighter—like champagne bubbles or the chime of crystal candy wrappers. It was youthful, almost sweet, the delighted giggle of a girl who still found the world endlessly amusing rather than merely predictable. Yet beneath the sweetness lay perfect poise; she covered her mouth briefly with delicate fingers, diamond studs flashing, as though politely shielding the room from too much joy. The contrast made the moment sharper: Tatiana’s laugh stripped dignity away, Emily’s seemed to hand it back—gently, carefully—while somehow removing even more.

Together their laughter mingled, mother and daughter in perfect harmony, Tatiana’s opulent and commanding, Emily’s sparkling and deceptively kind. They shared a brief, affectionate glance across the table, conspiratorial and fond, as though savoring a private family tradition.

The man—three times Emily’s age—stood flushed and trembling under the dual melody, the ridiculous costume suddenly heavier, the plastic beard more absurd. Emily’s gentle, candy-bright amusement was, in its way, the deeper cut: it preserved just enough of his dignity to make the total loss of it feel exquisite.

Nathan, rigid along the wall beside Taylor, felt another helpless throb against the steel cage.

Oh God, he thought again, eyes fixed desperately on the floor, how I wish I were him.

Emily spooned another delicate taste of the soup, then set it down with a satisfied sigh before continuing, her voice light and conversational, as though recounting the weather.

“So, Santa Clown here,” she said, gesturing lazily toward the costumed figure still standing obediently at the table’s edge, “he used to be the manager of the entire Munich branch. But when I became project lead, we had a few… candid talks.”

She lifted her radiant hazel eyes to him, smile sweet and dazzling. “Isn’t that right, Santa Clown?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he answered promptly, voice low, the plastic beard shifting with his words.

Nathan, moving silently with Taylor along the wall, lifted a crystal decanter and refilled Rich’s glass, the deep red wine glinting as it poured. Taylor, chains whispering faintly, cleared the empty soup bowls with graceful efficiency, replacing them with the second course—perfectly seared scallops on a bed of truffle risotto—her movements precise despite the restraints.

Emily continued without pause, as if the service around her were as natural as breathing.

“We came to the conclusion—together—that managing people really wasn’t his strength.” She tilted her head, expression almost pitying. “And we also agreed, didn’t we, that he’s… well, something of a loser.”

She looked up at him again, brows raised in gentle expectation.

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied, cheeks flushing darker beneath the smeared rouge. “I am a loser.”

A helpless bead of pre-cum leaked inside Nathan’s cage; the casual, absolute ownership in her voice sent a fresh throb of futile arousal through him. He had thought Tatiana’s maternal cruelty was the pinnacle—no woman could wield power more completely. Yet here was an nineteen-year-old girl, sweet as candy, reducing a grown man to grateful nothingness with nothing more than a smile and a few soft words.

Emily gave a small, sympathetic shrug, as though discussing a friend’s unfortunate haircut. “It’s not his fault, really. His brain is… limited. I’m not criticizing him—poor thing just needed guidance.”

Tatiana murmured agreement, lifting her wine glass in a slow toast to no one in particular.

“We talked a lot,” Emily went on, accepting a fresh pour from Taylor without looking away from her father. “And eventually he understood that he’d married completely the wrong woman. Vanilla—can you imagine?”

She turned wide, incredulous eyes to Tatiana, who shook her head with theatrical dismay. “A terrible mistake,” Tatiana said smoothly. “The worst.”

“So he divorced her,” Emily continued, spearing a scallop with delicate precision. “And, following my advice, handed me all of his assets.”

Rich paused, fork halfway to his mouth. “All?”

Emily nodded, radiant. “Every last bit.”

Rich let out a low, appreciative whistle. “And now?”

“Now he’s my guard dog.” She laughed softly—that bright, candy-sweet sound again. “Munich has far too many perverts and stalkers. I needed someone reliable outside the house.”

Rich’s brow lifted. “Guard dog… you mean literally?”

Emily’s eyes sparkled. “Oh yes. I armed him with a rifle—big one—and gave very clear instructions: anyone who tries to peep, anyone who even thinks about seeing me undressed… shoot them.”

The table erupted in rich, genuine laughter—Rich’s deep chuckle, Tatiana’s velvet amusement, Emily’s delighted chime blending into a warm, familial chorus. Even the absurdity felt iconic, perfectly in place among the crystal and candlelight.

Rich wiped the corner of his eye, still grinning. “So he’s… outside? In the garden?”

“Most of the time,” Emily confirmed, sipping her wine. “I rarely let him inside. It’s so rainy and muddy—he’d track dirt everywhere.” She gave a little moue of distaste. “You know how it is.”

Tatiana reached over to pat her daughter’s hand fondly.

“Anyway,” Emily said, shifting seamlessly, “the branch has grown beautifully—three hundred people now, and we’re doing wonderful work. But…” She set her glass down, expression turning thoughtful. “It’s time for me to come home. I don’t like it there anymore. The language, the twisted way of thinking… and there are so many immigrants now. It doesn’t feel like Germany at all anymore. Sometimes I feel like I’m living in the Middle East.”

Rich nodded slowly, face serious. “I’ve heard the same. Terrible what’s happened.”

Tatiana murmured agreement, her earlier tears replaced by quiet disapproval.

A brief, comfortable silence settled as the family ate, silver clinking softly against china, Nathan and Taylor moving in silent tandem to clear plates and serve the main course—perfectly aged filet mignon with a red wine reduction.

Then Emily, after a small hesitation—as though weighing whether it was her place—lifted her gaze to Rich.

“Daddy…” she began gently, “I heard something about the Mattapan project. Is it true you gave another woman fifty-one percent?”

Rich shifted in his chair, the relaxed ease of moments before replaced by a subtle tension. He reached for his wine glass, took a measured sip, then set it down with deliberate care. The candlelight caught the faint crease between his brows.

Finally, he met her gaze. “Who told you about that?”

Emily turned innocently toward Tatiana. Tatiana, elbow resting on the table, chin lightly propped on her manicured fingers, watched the exchange with weary detachment—as though this particular drama had already exhausted her. She lifted one hand in a slow, regal admission.

“I did,” Tatiana said, voice calm and unapologetic.

Rich’s eyes flicked between the two women he loved most, then settled on Emily. “Yes,” he said at last, the word measured. “It was part of the negotiation. The only way to secure the financing we needed to move the project forward.”

He offered a tight smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes.

Emily’s expression remained kind, radiant, almost admiring—nothing in her hazel eyes betrayed anything sharper than curiosity. Yet beneath the sweetness lingered a quiet, invisible tension, like the faintest ripple on perfectly still water.

“From what I understood,” she continued softly, “you originally structured it fifty-fifty, and the project launched on that basis. Isn’t that right?”

Rich cleared his throat. “Well… yes, initially.”

He glanced down at his plate, then back up with forced lightness. “But one percent is just one percent. More formality than anything.”

Emily tilted her head, smile unwavering. “Oh, I’m listening, Daddy.”

Rich gestured vaguely. “Besides, it went to Taylor. She’s not a stranger—she’s one of us now.”

Emily repeated the phrase slowly, as though tasting it. “One of us.”

She let the words hang for a beat, then turned her radiant gaze toward the servants along the wall.

“Taylor?” she called softly.

Rich flicked a finger. “Taylor, come here.”

Taylor stepped forward at once, chains whispering, and took her place beside Rich’s chair—hands shackled lightly in front of her, posture perfect. In the candlelight she looked breathtaking: jet-black hair gleaming, sun-kissed skin luminous against the black satin and white fur trim of her maid dress, hazel eyes lowered in flawless submission.

Rich placed a proprietary hand on the small of her back. “This is Taylor.”

Emily’s smile bloomed wider, warm and genuine. “Hello, Taylor.”

“Hello, ma’am,” Taylor replied quietly, voice sweet and deferential.

Emily studied her for a moment, then nodded as though a puzzle piece had clicked into place. “So you’re the one who managed to take fifty-one percent of the Mattapan project.” Her tone was full of soft wonder. “That’s incredible.”

She shifted her gaze to Tatiana, who answered with the faintest approving nod—elegant, almost imperceptible. Emily turned back to Taylor, beauty so striking it seemed to still the room for a heartbeat.

Taylor stood silent as Emily delicately speared a piece of filet, brought it to her lips, and chewed thoughtfully. The table waited—Rich watching his daughter, Tatiana observing with quiet resignation—until Emily set her fork down.

“So…you’re new here,” Emily said at last, voice gentle.

“Yes, ma’am,” Taylor answered. “My husband Nathan and I both serve here now. You can think of us as the new servants.”

Emily’s smile remained kind, almost sisterly. “And you know about the cages downstairs, right? How to secure someone properly… and release them later?”

Taylor inclined her head. “Yes, ma’am. I’ve done it several times.”

Emily’s expression brightened, as though Taylor had offered a small but thoughtful favor. “Would you be so kind, then? I simply can’t bear Santa Clown standing there the whole dinner—we have some private family matters to discuss.” She gestured lightly toward the ridiculous figure. “Could you take him downstairs and put him in a cage for now? It would be such a help.”

“Of course, ma’am,” Taylor said immediately. “Right away.”

“Thank you so much, sweetie,” Emily replied warmly, the endearment carrying the effortless authority of old money—as though she were decades older than nineteen, and Taylor merely a helpful junior maid.

Taylor stepped forward, took the costumed man gently but firmly by the hand, and murmured, “Come along. This way.”

He followed without hesitation, plastic beard swaying, pompom bobbing, gift bags abandoned on the floor. The two disappeared through the side door, Taylor’s chains whispering softly, Santa Clown shuffling meekly behind her.

The door closed with a quiet click.

Emily picked up her wine glass, took a delicate sip, and turned back to the table with bright, unruffled poise.

“Now,” she said pleasantly, “where were we?”

Nathan moved silently along the wall, presenting the silver tray of petite fours and chocolates—the traditional sweet finale—to each guest in turn. Emily selected a single dark truffle, dabbing her lips delicately with her napkin afterward. The table had fallen into a brief, comfortable lull, the clink of coffee cups and the distant whisper of snow against the windows the only sounds.

Then Emily looked directly at Rich, her radiant smile still in place, though something cooler now glinted behind her hazel eyes.

“She’s quite beautiful, this Taylor,” she said lightly, as though remarking on the centerpiece.

Rich glanced up from his espresso, caught off guard. “Well… you could say so. Quite pretty, yes.”

Emily’s smile widened, but her voice carried a new, velvet edge. “In fact, extremely beautiful. Face it, Daddy—she’s extremely beautiful.”

Rich shifted again, trying to deflect with paternal warmth. “Nothing compares to my sweet girl, though. Isn’t that right, princess?”

Emily tilted her head, the sequins on her dress catching the candlelight like frost. “I’m no longer sure, actually.”

Rich chuckled softly, though it sounded forced. “Come now—you were Playboy Playmate of the Month. That means something.”

Emily gave a small, dismissive laugh. “That means nothing. If you truly don’t understand looks, then let me spell it out: Taylor is more beautiful than the most beautiful Playmates of the Month. Do you understand what I’m saying?”

Rich set his cup down carefully. “I’m… trying to.”

Emily leaned forward slightly, smile unwavering, voice perfectly pleasant. “Then let me be loud and clear. I want her out of here. I don’t want her to spend a single minute more in this penthouse.”

Rich’s expression tightened; he glanced briefly at Nathan, still standing motionless nearby, then back to his daughter. “Wait, Emily. It doesn’t work that way. You can’t just come home and dictate what happens in this house.”

Emily’s brows lifted in gentle surprise. “Well, then we have a problem, Daddy. And you can solve it.” She turned to Tatiana, who had been watching the exchange with quiet, resigned poise. “I understand from Mommy that, as far as she’s concerned, the girl—and her husband—can leave today.”

Rich’s voice dropped, urgent. “Please lower your voice. Her husband is still here.”

Emily’s smile did not falter. “I don’t care if he’s here.”

Nathan heard every word—heard them with a clarity that cut straight through the cage tugging at him and the chains whispering against his wrists. Standing there in the shadows along the wall, eyes properly lowered, he watched Tatiana’s face: the faint curve of satisfaction at the corners of her mouth, the relaxed poise that had replaced her earlier weariness the moment Emily arrived. And suddenly every piece slid into place.

It hadn’t been mere maternal longing that prompted those late-night calls to Munich. Tatiana had summoned Emily home for Christmas with precise, cold calculation. She had fed her daughter just enough—the stories of Taylor’s beauty, the 51%, Rich’s uncharacteristic weakness—and then stepped back, letting Emily’s radiant jealousy do what Tatiana’s own authority no longer could. The tears at the door, the fierce embrace, the quiet nod of approval when Emily demanded exile… it had all been part of the plan. Tatiana knew Rich would never refuse his princess outright. She had simply handed Emily the knife and let her wield it with a smile.

Nathan’s stomach twisted. Taylor was downstairs, oblivious, locking away a ridiculous clown on Emily’s casual whim. And up here, the queen had finally found the perfect weapon to remove the Trojan horse from her kingdom—without ever needing to raise her own voice.

Rich exhaled slowly, trying another angle. “So… you have a problem with Taylor being beautiful? Is that it? Then why didn’t you object to Samantha in Los Angeles? She’s a Vogue model.”

Emily shook her blonde bob, almost pitying. “Don’t you get it?”

Rich spread his hands. “No, I don’t get it.”

“How can you compare Samantha to this stunning woman?” Emily asked, gesturing vaguely toward the spot where Taylor had stood moments before. “Did Samantha ever get fifty-one percent of any of your businesses?”

Rich blinked. “Of course not.”

“Did she get ten percent?”

“No. Samantha isn’t… into that kind of thing.”

Emily leaned back, smile serene. “You see? I rest my case.”

Silence settled over the table, heavy and sudden. Rich fell quiet, fingers drumming once on the linen cloth before stilling.

Nathan, ears burning, kept his gaze rigidly on the floor. He understood perfectly: Taylor wasn’t just beautiful—she was a threat. A woman who could make men like Rich rearrange empires with a signature.

At last Rich reached across the table, covering Emily’s delicate hand with his large one.

“My sweet little girl,” he said softly, voice low and conciliatory. “Please. Let’s not get into this tonight. I’ll think about it—I promise. I’ll think about it deeply, and I’ll let you know.”

Emily’s expression softened instantly. The dimples returned, deep and charming, as her radiant smile bloomed again—genuine, trusting, the perfect daughter once more.

“Oh, that’s fine,” she said sweetly, turning her hand to squeeze his fingers. “It’s okay, Daddy. I trust you.”

She picked up another truffle, popped it delicately into her mouth, and the Christmas Eve dinner continued as though the storm had never passed overhead.

After Taylor’s return, Tatiana lifted her gaze to the young woman and smiled with genuine warmth. “Thank you, sweetheart. Thank you so much.”

Coffee service followed seamlessly. Nathan and Taylor moved in practiced unison—Nathan holding the silver pot with gloved hands, pouring rich, aromatic coffee into delicate bone-china cups, while Taylor offered cream and sugar on a small tray, their chains whispering faintly with each measured step. They served Rich first, then Tatiana, then Emily, before retreating once more to their places along the wall.

The table fell quiet again, the earlier tension lingering like smoke beneath the chandeliers.

Emily broke the silence, her voice bright and determined to restore lightness. “I’m taking this loser Santa Clown with me to Las Vegas,” she announced cheerfully, popping a final truffle into her mouth.

Tatiana’s brow arched in amused surprise. “Of all places, you’re dragging him to Vegas? To gamble?”

Emily laughed—that sparkling, candy-bright sound. “Well, that too. He’s actually a very good card counter. We thought we’d try a little blackjack. He’ll whisper the counts, and I’ll place the bets. Could be fun.”

Tatiana shook her head with a knowing smile. “They have continuous shuffling machines now, darling. All those old tricks are useless.”

Emily shrugged, dimples flashing. “Yeah, but it’s still fun to gamble a little.” She leaned forward conspiratorially. “Though the real reason I’m going… is to work on my tan.”

Tatiana gave her a long, indulgent look. “You can work on your tan right here in Boston.”

Emily’s eyes danced. “True, but I do love the pool at Caesars Palace.”

Tatiana continued to shake her head, a faint smile playing at her lips—there was clearly more to this trip than sun and slots.

Emily finally relented with a playful sigh. “Mommy, you’re too good at reading my mind.” She rose gracefully, sequins shimmering, leaned down to press a soft kiss to Tatiana’s cheek, then settled back into her chair.

“Fine. It’s an auction.”

Rich glanced up from his coffee, amused. “Now you’re into antiques?”

Emily’s smile turned mischievous. “No, Daddy. I’m into slaves.”

Tatiana’s velvet laugh rang out first, rich and indulgent. “Well, we already knew that.”

Rich chuckled too, until realization dawned. “Wait—you mean a slave auction?”

Emily nodded, utterly unfazed. “Sort of. It’s organized by the Italian mafia.”

The air at the table shifted instantly. Rich’s face paled; the easy humor drained from his eyes. He set his cup down with deliberate care.

“Do me a favor, honey,” he said, voice low and deadly serious. “I will buy you whatever slave you want. Any one. Don’t mess with these people.”

Emily tilted her head, smile still in place but curiosity sharpening. “What do you mean? They’re just normal people like you—conducting business.”

Rich reached across the table, covering her hand firmly with his. “Listen to me. Listen carefully. These people are not conducting business. They will not play fair. You can trick and outmaneuver in boardrooms—I taught you that myself—but if you try games with them, you’ll end up dead. It’s not a matter of changing your name or disappearing. Once you owe them, you’re finished. Start planning your funeral.”

Emily’s smile faltered for the first time. She gave a soft, almost pitying laugh. “Wow, Daddy. I’m actually ashamed to have such a layman for a father.” She softened it immediately with an affectionate squeeze of his fingers. “I’m sorry—I had to say it. You’re being ridiculous.”

Rich’s voice grew quieter, more urgent. “I’m telling you, baby—these people are dangerous.”

Emily shrugged lightly. “It’s a special invitation. From Francesca.”

The name landed like a blade.

Rich’s fork clattered sharply against his plate—loud enough that Nathan flinched along the wall. Every eye turned to him.

“Francesca,” Rich repeated, voice tight. “Do you even understand who she is?”

Emily’s confidence wavered; a flicker of genuine unease crossed her face—the first crack in her composure all evening. “I’ve heard she’s… head of the family.”

Rich leaned forward, silver hair catching the light, eyes intense. “She is the most feared woman in North America. We’re not talking boardroom ruthlessness. This is a woman who kills with her own hands—and enjoys it.” His grip tightened on Emily’s hand. “Please, honey. Don’t go to Las Vegas. Stay here. Gamble in Atlantic City with your loser if you want. If you need a slave, I’ll buy you ten. Whatever you want. Just don’t go.”

Emily searched his face for a long moment, the radiant smile gone. Finally, she exhaled softly and nodded—just once.

“Talking about slaves…” she said, voice lighter again but not quite reaching her earlier brightness, “I do need you to buy me some.”

Rich laughed—a low, indulgent sound that filled the brief silence after Emily’s casual request.

Rich leaned back in his chair, a low, incredulous laugh escaping him.

“Slaves?” he repeated, the word hanging in the air with affectionate disbelief, as though his nineteen-year-old daughter had just asked for a pony and a castle in the same breath.

Before he could fully process it—his silver brows lifting, a bemused question mark practically etched on his face—Emily added, with the same dimpled, matter-of-fact smile, “And a house, if possible.”

Rich blinked, looking up at her, the amusement deepening into mild astonishment. Slaves and a house. From his princess. In one casual request.

Emily didn’t wait for him to ask. She simply continued, serene and confident, as though explaining the most natural thing in the world.

“Yes. I told you—I’m moving back to the US. When I return from Las Vegas in a few days, I’d like to have a place here in Boston. Somewhere to settle properly. It’ll be my base while I start recruiting and building a new startup—competing head-on with Vortex humanoids.”

Rich leaned back, setting his coffee down with deliberate care. “Of all ventures… robotics?”

“Well, that’s exactly what I’ve been doing the last couple of months in Munich,” she said, dimples flashing. “I didn’t just lead the branch—I learned how they work. And I learned where they’re weak.”

Rich’s brow lifted. “But do you even realize the investment required? Only a huge enterprise like Vortex can finance something at that scale.”

Emily tilted her head, smile sweet but razor-sharp. “Daddy, your understanding of robotics is about the same as your understanding of building nails.”

Rich sighed, half-amused, half-resigned.

“And besides,” Emily continued quietly, eyes glinting, “I feel like competing against that bitch Isabella.” She let the name hang for a beat, watching Rich’s stunned expression. “So I’ll start recruiting talent straight from her division. The best ones are already looking for the door—she just doesn’t know it yet.”

She leaned forward slightly, voice softening to that perfect, loving tone she always used when she wanted something. “Anyway, you don’t have to understand the details. You just need to help me when I’m asking for help.”

Rich exhaled slowly, already calculating. “All right. What do you need? A mansion? How many rooms?”

Emily considered, tapping one manicured finger against her chin. “Six bedrooms, something like that. Two floors. I’m not old—I don’t need excessive space—but I want it central.” She paused, then corrected herself with a bright smile. “Actually, no—right next to MIT.”

Rich scratched his temple, silver hair catching the light. “Right next to MIT…” He thought for a moment, then nodded. “I guess that can be arranged. No problem. Buy or rent?”

Emily shrugged elegantly. “Doesn’t matter. I just need the house—and servants.”

Tatiana set her cup down with a soft clink, her velvet laugh warm and knowing. “Well, darling, we do have Nathan’s boys. They’re living in Dorchester now—economic situation, you know. They can’t afford anything better these days.”

Emily glanced at her mother, curious. “They can’t afford more than Dorchester?”

Tatiana gave a small, elegant wave toward Nathan, who stood motionless along the wall. “Ask Nathan here. He lost his income—his business collapsed after that scandal. Rich took care of the mess, of course: he filed a lawsuit against Fox News immediately, once we discovered the video of that woman claiming her daughter died from the toilet paper was an AI-generated fake. They should have verified it before airing. After about twelve hours of tough negotiations, they settled out of court for ten million dollars to make it go away. The truth came out, the company rebounded—it's even stronger now. But the boys are still… adjusting.”

Emily absorbed the information with polite interest, though her focus remained firmly on her own plans. “I see. But I need people who can really serve—you know what I mean. For example, can they cook?”

Tatiana’s eyes sparkled. “Jonathan is actually studying to be a chef these days. You should taste what he prepares—it’s exceptional. He must be… twenty-three now. Very nice young man.”

Nathan felt the words like a brand searing into his skin—his eldest son discussed so casually, as though he were livestock being appraised for sale, a mother cow separated from her calf without a second thought. But it went deeper, sharper: he remembered Tatiana’s recent probing questions about Jonathan and Austin, her casual inquiries into their lives and skills that had seemed innocuous at the time. Now it clicked—this was no genuine interest in their welfare. She knew how dear they were to him and Taylor, how the boys represented their last fragile tether to any semblance of family or leverage. Offering them up to Emily as servants wasn’t about helping her daughter; it was a calculated pressure point, a subtle threat to break them completely. Surrender the boys to Emily’s whims, and watch Nathan and Taylor crumble—perhaps even beg to leave the penthouse themselves, unable to bear the sight of their children enslaved to the radiant princess. Everything about the Carters felt legitimate in its cruelty: ownership was simply the natural order, and Tatiana was wielding it like a velvet-wrapped blade to finally excise the threat she couldn’t remove any other way.

Emily nodded thoughtfully. “That’s useful. But it’s not only cooking. I need someone for the garden—landscaping, trees, maintaining a pool, that sort of thing.”

Tatiana’s laugh returned, richer this time. Emily tilted her head. “Why are you laughing?”

“Because Austin is excellent with all of that,” Tatiana replied, amused. “Plants, outdoor spaces—he has quite the gift.”

Nathan glanced sideways at Taylor. Her face had gone carefully blank, but her hazel eyes were stormy, lips pressed into a thin line. She said nothing, but Nathan felt her fury radiating like heat. Another beautiful woman had arrived—younger, radiant, entitled—and now she was calmly carving away their last remaining leverage: his sons.

Emily continued undeterred. “Yes, but it’s not only that. I need people for basic cleaning—floors, dusting, the usual. I’m not asking for sex or anything like that.” She gave a light, dismissive laugh. “I just need to focus on my work, that’s all.”

Tatiana’s smile widened, maternal and triumphant. “You’ve come to the right place, darling. Take these two boys, and you’ll be fine.”

Nathan stood frozen along the wall, chains silent, heart hammering against the unyielding steel of his cage. It hit him then, sharp and cold: Emily had asked first about cooking—and Jonathan was studying to be a chef. Now gardening—and Austin had always had the magic touch with plants, the rooftop tomatoes, the herbs. Two perfect, complementary skills, laid out as though on a menu. None of this was coincidence. The conversation between mother and daughter had been rehearsed, every question and answer scripted in advance. They weren’t just offering servants to Emily; they were demonstrating to Taylor—right in front of her husband—how easily her boys, the last remnants of her old kingdom, could be reassigned, praised, and removed from her orbit. The intent was unmistakable: make Taylor feel the ground slipping away, make her feel unwanted, expendable. Push her to the edge until she chose to leave on her own, sparing them the mess of forcing her out. Nathan’s throat tightened. The Carters didn’t need to raise their voices. They simply rearranged lives like furniture, and watched the pieces fall where they wanted.

Emily considered, sipping the last of her coffee. “All right. I’ll think about it while I’m in Vegas. I’ll let you know.” She turned her dazzling smile back to Rich. “But Daddy—please do arrange the house for me. Fully furnished. Thank you.”

Rich leaned back in his chair, the indulgent smile deepening as he regarded his daughter—his radiant, impossible princess who had always, without fail, gotten exactly what she wanted.

“Consider it done,” he said, voice warm with surrender. “The house—fully furnished, right next to MIT. And anything else you need, princess. Anything at all.”

Emily’s dimples flashed, her blue eyes sparkling with quiet triumph. She reached across the table and squeezed his hand. “Thank you, Daddy. You’re the best.”

Tatiana watched them both with soft amusement, her earlier weariness replaced by maternal pride. In the end, Emily always won—not through tantrums or demands, but with that effortless, irresistible charm that bent the world to her will. Powerful men rearranged empires for her smile; her parents rearranged lives.

The house would appear within days. Jonathan and Austin—cheerful chef and gifted gardener—would almost certainly follow, packaged neatly into her new household like useful accessories.

Only one request lingered in the candlelit air, unspoken now but not forgotten: Taylor’s removal from the penthouse.

Emily had meant it when she said it—Nathan had seen the steel beneath the sweetness—but whether it had been a fleeting flare of jealousy or a genuine, lasting demand remained unclear. She had not pressed it again. Not yet.

Rich exhaled slowly, relief evident in the set of his shoulders. Perhaps it had been a whim, already fading like the snow outside.

Or perhaps, when she returned from Las Vegas, his princess would remind him—gently, irresistibly—that she still wanted Taylor gone.

The Christmas Eve dinner drew to its quiet close, the family lingering over the last of the coffee, conversation turning to lighter things. Beneath the warmth and laughter, though, the question hung unspoken:

Would Emily let it go… or would she claim this final prize as effortlessly as everything else?


Good Friends

Few days later, 7:30 p.m., The Carter’s Residence

Nathan emerged from the cool dimness of the wine cellar, the bottle cradled carefully in both hands like an offering: a 1996 Château d’Yquem, its golden label catching the low light, a wine so rare and decadent that a single glass cost more than most men earned in a day. His shackled ankles chimed softly with each measured step as he crossed the marble threshold into the living room.

Tatiana reclined alone on the wide, low chaise, regal and unhurried, the silk of her robe parted just enough to reveal the heavy curve of one breast and the smooth expanse of her thigh. Mason knelt at her feet—the same massive, muscular lover who had taken her so brutally weeks earlier—his strong hands working scented lotion slowly up her sun-kissed calves, over the sculpted muscles of her thighs, along the elegant arches of her feet. The strokes were deliberate, worshipful, and Tatiana’s eyes were half-closed in genuine pleasure, her auburn hair spilling across the cushion like burnished copper. Low, amused conversation drifted between them, her velvet voice answered by his deeper rumble. The television flickered unnoticed in the background.

Nathan approached in silence, set the bottle on the low table beside her, uncorked it with practiced care, and poured the luminous wine into a crystal glass that caught the light like liquid gold. Then he sank to his knees, took her free hand—the one not resting idly on Mason’s broad shoulder—and pressed his lips to the back of it in grateful reverence for the privilege of serving her.

She did not look at him. She did not acknowledge the wine she had commanded him to fetch. Her fingers remained limp in his grasp for only a moment before slipping away, returning to toy with a loose strand of Mason’s hair. Nathan lingered on his knees a second longer, feeling the quiet, deliberate replacement settle in his chest like a cold weight. Mason’s hands continued their slow journey up her legs, and Tatiana let her head fall back slightly, a faint, contented smile curving her lips as she opened her eyes only to gaze down at the younger man’s powerful frame.

The ache sharpened. Nathan had always known his official role—personal assistant, pet, devoted infant in her maternal empire—but evening after evening now, Mason filled the spaces that had once been his. The bedroom was no longer the only territory lost; even these quiet hours, when Rich was away, belonged more and more to the man who could give her the rough, proper fucking she deserved. As he knelt there, Nathan's eyes were drawn inexorably to the necklace resting against her chest: a long gold chain nestled between the heavy curves of her massive breasts, adorned with an array of small, glittering keys—trophies from countless locked lives, including his own. The chastity key that had remained there since the day Tatiana locked him in the snarling tiger-head cage, a constant reminder that his cock was no longer his to play with, no longer free to respond to the world around him. Over time, he had developed quiet obsessions: studying the keys in stolen glances, fantasizing about which one was his, dreaming of the moment she might finally reach for it and grant him release—if only a ruined one, weak and unsatisfying. While Rich took Taylor everywhere—on helicopter rides, site visits, dinners where she hung on his arm like a jewel—Tatiana reveled freely with Mason, both enjoying the adult pleasures of climaxes and connection. Nathan alone remained deprived, on constant edge, never knowing when or if they might allow him even that meager mercy. The cage bit deeper, a daily memo of his isolation amid their freedoms.

Yet in this moment, watching Mason’s oiled hands glide over skin Nathan was permitted only to lotion in hurried, supervised silence, the reassurance felt thin.

Then the antique phone rang—its soft, old-fashioned chime echoing from the ornate pedestal in the corner. Nathan rose at once, the chains at his ankles whispering, and crossed to the heavy brass-and-bakelite instrument. He lifted the receiver with the deference the house demanded and spoke into it clearly, formally.

“Carter residence.”

The melodic voice drifted through the receiver like warm honey, laced with unmistakable amusement. “Don’t you dare announce me.”

Nathan’s grip tightened on the heavy handset. “Who is this, please?”

A soft giggle, bright and teasing. “It’s Emily, your best friend.”

The words struck him like a slap. Emily. Calling him. His mind reeled at the obscenity of it—this radiant, untouchable girl, the daughter of the house, deigning to speak to him directly.

“Oh,” he managed, voice barely above a whisper. “You… you’re calling me?”

“Yes,” she said, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. “Why not?”

In the background, he heard the gentle splash of water, the faint ripple of movement. A jacuzzi, perhaps. The image of her submerged in steaming luxury flashed unbidden across his mind.

“Now listen carefully,” she continued, her tone playful but firm. “What is your mobile number?”

He recited it without hesitation, the numbers tumbling out before he could question why.

“Okie dokie,” she said brightly. “Go to your little room. We’ll talk properly from there.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he answered, then caught himself. “I mean—yes.”

He set the antique receiver back in its cradle with trembling care, the plastic cool against his palm. A quick glance toward Tatiana showed her utterly absorbed—Mason’s strong hands gliding lotion along her thighs, her eyes half-lidded, lips curved in private pleasure as she murmured something low to him. Nathan might as well have been invisible. The untouched glass of Château d’Yquem gleamed beside her, forgotten.

He moved casually through the penthouse, careful not to draw attention, the soft clink of his shackles muffled against the marble. He reached the small, spartan room assigned to him—little more than a narrow bed, a locked crib in the corner, and bare walls—and closed the door behind him.

Moments later, his phone buzzed on the bedside table. Unknown number.

He answered at once. “Hello?”

“It’s me again,” Emily said, her voice now intimate, closer, as if she were whispering directly into his ear. “Your best friend.”

Nathan’s throat tightened. “It’s… it’s an honor, Miss—Emily. That you would consider me a friend.”

She laughed, light and mocking in the gentlest way. “Absolutely an honor,” she echoed, imitating his formal tone with affectionate teasing. “But do me a favor—don’t call me ‘lady’ or ‘miss.’ I’m just Emily.”

There was a pause, filled only by the gentle lapping of water against tile. Then came a soft splash, followed by a sharper sound—a wet slap, as if a soapy cloth had been tossed aside. Emily’s voice turned away from the phone, sweet but unmistakably commanding.

“Klaus, do me a favor—if you can’t soap me properly, then go… In fact, I want you to stand in the corner. Right there.”

A muffled male response followed, low and instantly obedient.

Then she was back, her attention fully on Nathan once more, as if the interruption had been nothing more than a passing breeze.

“Okay,” she said warmly, a playful lilt in her voice. “I’m all yours now.”

Nathan’s mind was already spinning from the mere fact of her call, from the casual intimacy of her tone. Before he could gather his thoughts, she continued, teasing and light.

“Why did you call me?” she asked.

The question landed like a soft, deliberate push. Nathan blinked in confusion, his pulse quickening.

“I… I called you?” he repeated, the words escaping before he realized how absurd they sounded. She had called him—he knew that—but her sudden, intimate directness, the feminine ease of her voice, the background sounds of her luxurious solitude, had overwhelmed him so completely that certainty slipped away.

Melodic giggling spilled through the phone, delighted and affectionate. “Oh, you are so cute and silly. Of course I called you—not the other way around. Why are you so confused?”

“It’s…” He faltered, heat flooding his face. “Yeah, I was overwhelmed for a second.”

“Overwhelmed by what?” she pressed, her tone gently insistent, coaxing him further into the spell.

“By… you,” he admitted, the confession small and helpless.

She giggled again, the sound bright and intoxicating, wrapping around him like silk. “Oh, don’t be overwhelmed. It’s just Emily—your best friend here.”

She let the words linger, giving him a breathless moment to reorient himself amid the dizzying rush of her attention.

Nathan whispered into the phone, “But Emily, are you sure it’s okay that we’re talking? I mean, I’m not allowed—I’m afraid of Tatiana’s wrath if she calls and—”

“Ssshhh,” she cut him off mid-sentence, her voice a playful hush. “Don’t worry about Tatiana, yes?”

“Yes… hmm, Emily.”

“I’m a Carter too,” she giggled, then added, “You have my back.” She laughed softly. “And this conversation is our mutual little secret, yes?”

“Hmm, yes, Emily—but of course, ma’am.”

Then she continued, her voice softening into something almost tender. “The reason I called you… I’ve been thinking about it for a while. I wouldn’t feel comfortable just taking your sons as my servants without talking to you first. That feels… imposed, doesn’t it?”

He swallowed. “Well… I’m no longer the authority I once was. They’re grown men. They can decide for themselves. I’ve had to accept that I’m not in a position to—”

“Yes, that’s very true,” she interrupted gently, her voice warm with understanding. “But they’re still your children. And it mattered to me to hear how you feel.”

The kindness in her tone undid him. No one spoke to him like this—not with genuine interest, not without cruelty or indifference. He felt himself sinking deeper into the mattress, eyes tightly shut.

There was a brief silence, filled only by the faint lapping of water.

“So,” she said at last, “what do you think? What’s your opinion?”

He hesitated. “I… I haven’t given it much thought, honestly. These arrangements can be temporary, can’t they?”

“Oh, of course,” she agreed brightly. “We’re in the free world. If they don’t like it, they can leave anytime. Just like you could walk away from Mommy right now if you truly wanted to. It’s not as if we’re in the days when slavery was legal.” A playful pause. “You’re there because you want to be there, right?”

Nathan’s voice came out hoarse. “Yes. I’m here because… because I want to be.”

“Exactly,” she said, satisfied. “So it’s the same with them. I’m offering because I believe they can serve me very well. But I want you to trust me. If it doesn’t work—if you’re ever uncomfortable—I want you to feel you can be open with me.”

He exhaled slowly. “And… if I said I’d prefer they not serve you?”

A soft, reassuring laugh. “Then nothing happens. It’s entirely up to you. I’ve learned you’re a good man, Nathan. You love your wife. You love your children. Family matters to you.” Her voice dropped, almost tender. “It matters to me too.”

There was a longer pause then, filled with the sudden rush of streaming water—a cascade, as if she had risen from the jacuzzi. Nathan heard the wet slap of feet on marble, a towel being shaken out, then a low male voice in the background.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Emily’s voice, closer now, casual and amused. “Dry me.”

Nathan’s throat tightened. “Am I… interrupting? You’re in the middle of bathing.”

“Oh, no, no—absolutely not,” she said lightly. “Actually, I’m done here. I’m sprawling on my tummy on the bed now. That’s much better, right?”

She let the image hang there, knowing exactly what it would do to him: her flawless, naked body stretched across cool hotel sheets, skin still glistening from the water.

Nathan’s mind obeyed instantly, conjuring the picture with helpless clarity. He heard her shift, the rustle of linen, then her voice again, directed away from the phone.

“Antonio—yes, the white lotion. The one on the right. Yes, yes… and please lotion my ass.”

The words landed like sparks on dry tinder. Nathan’s breath hitched. In that distant Las Vegas suite, one man stood obediently in the corner while another knelt at the foot of the bed, hands gliding lotion over the perfect curves of Emily Carter’s bare ass—and she was speaking to him, as casually as if discussing the weather.

A wave of desperate arousal crashed through him. The tiger cage tugged cruelly, the heavy steel biting as his body tried and failed to respond. Already lying back on the narrow bed, he spread his legs wider without thinking, fingers fumbling at the waistband of his trousers. He tugged them down just enough to slip a hand inside, searching for any small opening in the cage, any way to touch skin, to ease the throbbing ache. It was useless—the device was mercilessly tight, the flesh inside swollen and unreachable.

“I’m with you,” Emily said softly, as if she had never paused.

Nathan struggled to find his voice. “I… just… perhaps, to make the right decision… could you tell me what exactly they would need to do? How many hours, things like that?”

She gave a small, knowing laugh. “Well, I believe you heard me describing the kind of help I need, didn’t you? Someone to attend to the kitchen, prepare meals, keep the house spotless, arrange the little garden—nothing too special.”

“Okay, yeah,” he managed. “But… they’re studying at university.”

“That shouldn’t be a problem,” she said smoothly. “I’ll allocate time for them to study if that’s what’s worrying you. But I do have to tell you—when it comes to rules, chores, the way things should be done in my house… I’m quite strict.”

Nathan’s fingers tightened around the cage, rubbing, shaking it faintly, trying to force sensation through the steel. “Strict… you mean?” he asked, the words catching.

She cut straight to the heart of it. “Strict means that if I ask for something to be cleaned and it isn’t, or if I say I want something at a certain hour and it’s late… then of course I punish.”

The simple declaration sent another helpless surge through him. He could barely form words now, voice hesitant, breath shallow.

“Honey,” she said gently, as if she could see him perfectly, “I know exactly what’s bothering you.”

Nathan’s heart stuttered. “Oh… you do?”

“Yes.” A soft, affectionate laugh. “How about you just stroke yourself a little bit? Feel free—I’m right here with you.”

His face burned. “Well… but the problem is…” He hesitated, mortified, yet unable to stop himself. “My… my cock is in a chastity device. It’s caged, if you understand.”

She laughed freely, delighted rather than surprised. “Oh, of course. That’s always how it is—a man in this household is locked.”

“Yeah,” he whispered. “So that’s why I can’t—”

“Go to Tatiana,” she interrupted smoothly. “Tell her you want the key.”

Nathan’s mind reeled. “Tatiana will never allow such a thing.”

“Give me Tatiana on the phone.”

He rose unsteadily, trousers still half-down, phone clutched in his hand. In the living room, Tatiana remained reclined on the chaise, Mason’s hands still gliding over her skin. Nathan approached and wordlessly extended the phone.

Tatiana glanced at the screen, then at him. No surprise flickered in her eyes—only calm acceptance, as if she had been expecting this exact moment. She took the phone.

“Yes?” A pause. “Okay. No problem, darling.”

She ended the call, reached for the long gold chain at her neck, and unclasped one of several keys. She pressed it into Nathan’s palm.

“Return it to me when you’re done,” she said quietly, then turned her attention back to Mason without another word.

‘Done’. The word echoed in Nathan’s mind as he retreated to his room. A conspiracy—mother and daughter aligned, Tatiana ignoring the extraordinary breach of routine, willingly unlocking him in the middle of the evening so he could stroke himself while talking to her daughter.

He closed the door and put the phone to his ear.

“You… you want me to unlock it?”

Emily’s voice was warm, teasing, utterly certain. “Of course, silly. I like it when men are unlocked when they’re talking to me.”

With trembling hands, Nathan fitted the key into the heavy stainless-steel tiger-head cage. The mechanism was unforgiving—first the pin that secured the base ring behind his testicles, then the main lock through the roaring fangs that clamped the tube. He turned it slowly, half-expecting resistance, but the click came cleanly, decisively. The cage separated into its two parts with a faint metallic sigh, the weight of nearly a pound of polished steel finally lifting away.

For so long his cock had been crushed into that tight, curved confinement, denied even the simplest swell of blood. Now, freed, it sprang forward instantly, rigid and aching, the skin flushed deep red from constant pressure. Cool air kissed the exposed flesh for the first time in what felt like forever, and Nathan gasped at the shocking relief of it—the sudden rush of sensation, the throb of long-denied circulation, the almost painful hardness that followed.

He lay back fully on the narrow bed, eyes closed, phone pressed to his ear, trousers shoved down to his thighs.

“Yes,” he whispered, voice shaking. “I’m… I’m unlocked.”

“Unlocked—yes, very good,” Emily purred. “But you should also stroke your cock. You know what I mean.”

“Yes, of course, ma’am,” he breathed, fingers already wrapping around the shaft, the first slow pull drawing a helpless shudder from him.

“Actually,” she said, amused, “I like it that you call me Ma’am when you’re stroking your cock.”

In the background he heard the rustle of sheets, her soft command directed away from the phone. “Now my shoulders and back, honey. Yes… perfect.”

She had switched to speaker—he could tell by the subtle echo, the way her voice filled the room on her end. One of the men (Antonio, perhaps) was now kneading her shoulders while she lay relaxed, face down at first, then rolling onto her back with a luxurious sigh. It was always a man; if not this one, another; if not that one, yet another. Emily Carter collected them effortlessly, and now she was taking a piece of him too.

“So, as I was saying,” she continued, voice lazy and content as strong hands worked down her spine, “I tend to discipline men.”

The only sound Nathan could manage was a low, drawn-out “Ohhh…”

“Yes,” she went on, almost conversational. “I tend to find even the smallest infraction, the tiniest deviation from what I desire, and I punish.”

Nathan’s strokes slowed, then quickened again, his entire world narrowing to the velvet cruelty of her voice. He was utterly lost in it, moon-deep, led completely.

“Discipline… you mean…?” he finally managed, voice trembling.

“Oh, I love to use the cane,” she said simply. “That’s why most men who come into contact with me end up… well-striped.”

He heard the rustle of sheets again as she shifted fully onto her back.

“Antonio,” she commanded softly, “lick.”

Nathan’s mind reeled, picturing it all too vividly—this radiant eighteen-year-old goddess sprawled naked on silk sheets while a slave knelt between her thighs, tongue obediently serving her, all while she spoke to him.

The arousal became unbearable. His hips lifted off the bed, breath coming in heavy, ragged grunts.

“Mistress Emily,” he groaned, “you’re turning me on so much I… I can no longer think. Do you allow me to climax?”

“Of course not,” she answered at once, a gentle scold in her tone. “If you were here you would have been disciplined for even asking.”

“I would?” he asked, small and boyish, pleading.

“Of course you would. I love the pained moan men make when they ask at the wrong moment.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered.

“You will climax when you hear that I am climaxing. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress… yes, Mistress.”

The need became excruciating. He was throbbing, so very hard, ready to spill at any second, yet he forced his hand to still, to hover, to edge. The words tumbled through his mind in a desperate litany:

Emily could sense it—the ragged edge in his breathing, the tiny choked sounds he couldn’t quite suppress, the way his hand had stilled entirely on his cock because even the lightest touch threatened to end him.

“Do you want to climax, my little boy?” she asked, voice soft and maternal, almost crooning.

“Yes,” Nathan gasped, the word breaking from him like a sob. “Please… you allow, right? You allow?”

“Wait,” she said gently, her voice a soft caress that pinned him in place. “I want you to tell me…”

“Yes, yes, okay,” Nathan gasped, the words rushing out in a frantic tumble, “I will tell you, I will tell you… I will tell you whatever you want.”

He was beyond thought, beyond loyalty, beyond anything but the aching, throbbing need that consumed him.

Her giggle was light, delighted, almost affectionate. “I want you to tell me that you want to hand your boys to me—so that I can discipline them.”

The words struck him like a physical blow, a slap across the face. Every instinct, every shred of paternal duty, every moral he had left screamed in protest. Yet in this heightened, unbearable state of arousal, the refusal melted away.

“Yes,” he whispered, voice trembling. “Of course. Of course. They’re… my two boys. Do with them whatever you feel like, Mistress Emily. Anything at all.”

She giggled again on the other end, bright and triumphant.

“So… can I climax?” he pleaded, desperate.

He heard the faint click as she took the phone off speaker, her voice now intimate, pressed close to the receiver. The soft sounds of movement, the rustle of sheets, then her calm command to Antonio: “Now the ass. I want you to lick my ass.”

To Nathan she said, almost casually, “No. I don’t feel like letting you climax.”

“But why?” The plea tore from him. “Why, Emily? Please, please—I’m begging you. Emily, please, please let me climax.”

“To be allowed to climax,” she said, voice velvet and merciless, “you have to tell me that I’m much sexier than Taylor. And that you love me—not her.”

It was impossible. It went against everything he felt, everything he was. Taylor was his sun, his anchor, the radiant center of his ruined universe. And yet, in this moment, with Emily’s voice in his ear and Antonio’s tongue serving her, the words spilled out as if pulled from him.

“Yes,” he choked. “You’re… you’re more beautiful. Way more sexy than Taylor, my wife. Yes, yes, you are. I… I love you. Now—please—can you allow me to climax?”

He heard her breathing quicken, the soft, rising sounds of her own pleasure building on the other end. Then her climax—sharp, sweet, unrestrained—washed through the phone, leaving him forgotten for a long, agonizing minute as she rode it out.

When she finally spoke again, her voice was lazy, satisfied.

“Yes. Climax now.”

The permission shattered him.

Nathan’s back arched off the bed, a hoarse, guttural shout tearing from his throat—loud enough to echo in the small room, a miracle that the thick penthouse walls and Tatiana’s distant indifference kept it from reaching anyone else. His cock pulsed violently in his fist, release exploding out of him in thick, endless ropes, each spasm more intense than the last, weeks and months of pent-up denial erupting in a blinding, body-shaking torrent. He convulsed, hips jerking, vision whiting out, every muscle locked in overwhelming, almost painful ecstasy until he collapsed, gasping, spent, trembling in the aftermath.

Emily’s soft giggle drifted through the phone, affectionate and victorious.

“Like I said, Nathan… we are good friends, right?”

Still shaking, cock twitching with aftershocks, he managed a broken whisper. “Yes… yes, we are good friends.”

“Actually,” she said lightly, “we could say that we are lovers, right?”

“Yes, Mistress Emily,” he breathed. “Yes… whatever you want. Whatever you say.”

He heard the faint sound of her kissing the phone—a soft, playful smack.

“Okay,” she murmured. “Get some rest. Mommy has things to do here.”

The call ended with a quiet click, leaving Nathan alone in the dim room, chest heaving, cage key clutched in one sweating hand, the evidence of his surrender cooling on his stomach.

He had never felt more completely, irrevocably claimed.


Taylor’s Awakening

Few days later, 6:30 p.m., The Carter’s Residence

TAylor sat on the edge of her pink bed, phone resting on her knee, speaker on. Nathan knelt before her, shackled hands clasped, face tilted up in anxious supplication as the recording played.

Tatiana had sent it without comment—just the file, cold and calculated.

Emily’s voice filled the small, girly room—intimate, commanding, merciless.

“…To be allowed to climax,” she said, velvet and cruel, “you have to tell me that I’m much sexier than Taylor. And that you love me—not her.”

Nathan’s recorded plea cracked through the speaker: “Yes… you’re more beautiful. Way more sexy than Taylor, my wife. Yes, yes, you are. I… I love you.”

Taylor listened in silence, hazel eyes fixed on nothing, those perfect little tears gathering but never quite falling.

Then came the unmistakable sounds of Nathan’s shattering climax—his hoarse, guttural shout tearing through the phone, raw and unrestrained, followed by the rhythmic gasps and helpless convulsions as weeks of denial exploded out of him in blinding, body-shaking release. The wet, frantic strokes, the broken moans, the final trembling aftershocks—all of it broadcast clearly, intimately, as he came desperately for Emily over the phone.

Emily’s satisfied giggle followed, light and victorious, mingled with the soft sounds of her own climax building and cresting on the other end.

Finally: “Like I said, Nathan… we are good friends, right?”

His broken whisper: “Yes… yes, we are good friends.”

“Actually… we could say that we are lovers, right?”

“Yes, Mistress Emily… whatever you say.”

The recording ended.

Nathan’s world shattered in the quiet that followed. He searched Taylor’s face desperately, trying to read the storm behind her calm.

She exhaled slowly, voice soft but steady. “I don’t know about you, Nathan… but the reason it hurts me is that I love you. I don’t know—maybe for you any beautiful woman who comes along is enough.”

He shook his head frantically, eyes pleading. “You know that’s not true.”

Taylor nodded slowly, a sad, knowing smile touching her lips—soft, almost tender, yet laced with that sharp, unyielding intellect that had always been her sharpest weapon.

“In fact… I do know,” she said quietly. “I know you love me very much. This was a sexual trap… and a childish one, at that.”

She let the words hang for a moment, her fingers idly tracing the edge of the phone on her knee, as if weighing the absurdity of it all.

“And you know who the architects of this little drama were?” she asked, voice calm but edged with cool disdain.

Nathan’s voice was small, barely above a whisper. “Tatiana… and Emily. Both of them.”

“Yes,” Taylor murmured, her hazel eyes narrowing thoughtfully. “But why? It doesn’t make sense, does it? Emily’s eighteen—a radiant, ruthless gold digger chasing the biggest prizes. She wants tycoons, real billionaires with empires at their feet… not a forty-six-year-old man locked in a cage with a small cock, begging for release over the phone.”

She paused, letting the irony settle, her tone measured, almost amused in its detachment—dissecting the plot like a chess game already won.

“So why go to all this trouble? Why bother trapping you, recording it, sending it to me? It’s not about you, Nathan. You’re not the threat… and you’re certainly not the prize.”

Nathan hesitated, then ventured, “I think… she wants to protect her mother. She wants us divorced.”

Taylor’s smile turned bittersweet. “You’re reading the map correctly, baby. That’s why I’m not angry with you.” She cupped his face gently with both hands, thumbs brushing his cheeks. “You fell for a woman who knows her stuff. A girl like that can make any man say anything she wants.”

She leaned closer, eyes fierce with intellect and resolve.

“I’m not buying it—not for a second—that you love her more than me. We have history, Nathan. You know it, I know it.”

She paused, gaze sharpening.

“And do you know why they want us divorced?”

He nodded slowly, the pieces falling into place with grim clarity.

“Because the minute we’re not a couple… Tatiana gets exactly what she wants. Rich loses his excuse to keep me around. He’ll finally agree to throw us out—for good.”

Taylor tilted her head, waiting for him to continue.

Nathan swallowed, voice low. “You know their model—the way they collect couples. Married ones, specifically. Dominant wives, ruined husbands. They install them in those identical penthouses scattered across the world: one in Los Angeles, one in Montreal, London, Dubai… each a perfect replica, each populated by a pair just like that. A wife who rules, a husband who serves. It’s their thing—their open-marriage rulebook. As long as we fit that template, we’re useful. Tolerated. Kept.”

He met her eyes, the realization bitter.

“But the second we stop being a couple? The template breaks. No more married pair. Rich won’t have any reason to fight for us—especially not for me. Tatiana can say it’s messy, toxic, whatever she wants. And he’ll cave. That’s the plan: use this ‘betrayal’ to force a divorce, shatter the marriage, and suddenly we don’t fit their perfect little collection anymore. Out we go—no drama, no resistance from Rich.”

Taylor’s sad smile deepened, but her gaze sharpened with that familiar, dangerous intellect.

“Exactly,” Taylor said. “And all of this because Tatiana can’t stand me. I’m too strong for her. I’m a threat—because Rich wants me, and he won’t let her eject me while I’m his favorite toy. But separate us… and the problem solves itself.”

Nathan waited, heart pounding.

Taylor’s voice dropped, cold and determined. “She’ll never succeed. I’m not offended. I know you belong to me—doesn’t matter what you say in your weakest moment, when you’re desperate to climax. You’re my slave, Nathan. Always.”

She stroked his hair, almost maternal.

“And what will happen instead,” Taylor continued, voice low and fierce, eyes gleaming with that dangerous, unyielding determination, “is that—by hook or by crook—I’ll get Rich. I’ll get him completely.”

She leaned closer, her hands still cupping Nathan’s face, thumbs brushing his cheeks as if to anchor him to her words.

“No matter what Tatiana schemes, no matter how this all rolls out… at the end of the day, my lips will be wrapped around that thick cock of his. I’ll be the one on my knees, sucking him slowly, reverently—looking up into his eyes to make sure he’s satisfied, licking every inch, feeling him throb against my tongue, surrendering completely to him because that’s what a true alpha deserves.”

Her breath quickened slightly, the fantasy vivid in her voice—not domination, but delicious, voluntary submission to overwhelming power.

“You know how rare it is to find a real alpha, Nathan? A man like Rich—strong, successful, the kind who doesn’t bend, who takes without asking. I’ve manipulated my way this far, arranged everything so he wants me, needs me… and now you think I’ll give up? Never. Not with my lips around him. Never.”

Nathan, long past jealousy or wounded pride, simply listened—humbled, consumed, finding strange peace in her ruthless candor. With Taylor, he was no longer a husband to protect or a man to compete; he was her confidante, her girlfriend in devotion, privileged to hear the secrets no equal ever would. If this was the price of touching her skin, kissing her feet, breathing the same air—it was enough.

He hesitated, then asked softly, “But Taylor… you’re not quite a submissive girl, right?”

She tilted her head, curious. “What do you mean now?”

Nathan glanced down, voice tentative. “Well, you know… you’re quite dominant. You can have any man on his knees—including Rich. You said yourself he’s wrapped around your finger.”

Taylor considered his words, a small, knowing smile curving her lips. She leaned closer, fingers brushing his cheek. “Yeah… well, all submissive girls are like this when they want to attract the alpha. They do things.” Her voice dropped, almost conspiratorial. “And I’ll do any possible manipulation on him as long as this powerful alpha male’s attention stays focused only on me.”

She straightened, eyes fierce again. “At the end of the day, I’ll be the one with his cock in my mouth… while his wife is divorced and thrown to the dogs.”

A sharp, melodic chime cut through the quiet—the antique silver bell Tatiana kept on the side table, its ring unmistakable throughout the penthouse. A summons. Immediate. Non-negotiable.

Taylor exhaled, the moment of intimacy shattered. She slipped her feet into low heels and stood. Nathan rose with her, chains whispering.

Nathan and Taylor hurried into the grand living room, chains whispering softly with their rushed steps, the summons bell still echoing in Nathan’s mind.

He couldn’t believe his eyes.

The first thing that hit him—before the photographer, before Rich, before anything else—was Tatiana. She sat poised on the edge of a low armchair, legs elegantly crossed, but her deep emerald silk evening gown was an outright assault on decency. The neckline plunged so low, so aggressively, that her massive, heavy breasts spilled forward in obscene abundance—creamy flesh straining against the thin fabric, nipples barely concealed by the thinnest margin, threatening to escape with every breath. It was vulgar, deliberate, impossible: those proud, maternal marvels thrust forward like a challenge, designed to melt any man who looked, to provoke helpless, aching need—the primal urge to grab, to bury his face between them, to kiss and suck and worship until he forgot his own name.

Nathan felt it instantly in his caged cock—a sharp, futile throb against unyielding steel, the tiger cage biting as blood rushed uselessly. This woman, this voluptuous queen, knew exactly what she was doing—wearing that gown on purpose, exposing herself just enough to remind every male in the room who held the real power.

Only then did the rest of the scene register: Rich near the fireplace, tumbler in hand; the silver-haired photographer adjusting his camera beneath the chandelier; the city lights twinkling beyond the vast windows.

As he stood there, eyes still locked on Tatiana, a quiet doubt crept in. Was all this power, this external, overwhelming beauty, just a façade? After all, she hadn’t tamed Taylor—not truly. And Rich, despite everything, was clearly infatuated with her, drawn to the younger woman in ways Tatiana couldn’t seem to stop. How, then, was Tatiana so confident, so super sexy, so utterly relaxed—exuding that unshakable aura of control? Nathan’s mind raced: she must know something he didn’t. Something that made her so sure of herself, even in the face of competition, even with the cracks he could sense beneath the perfect surface. The certainty in her posture, the calm in her crimson smile—it wasn’t just arrogance. It was knowledge. And whatever secret she held, it made her feel invincible.

Taylor took her place a few steps away, Princess cradled in her arms, shackles glinting. Nathan positioned himself quietly behind her—formal servant attire, wrists and ankles chained as always.

Elliot Vance glanced at his watch, then lifted polite eyes to Tatiana.

“We did say six-thirty, Mrs. Carter,” he said gently. “It’s already a quarter to seven.”

Tatiana’s crimson lips curved in serene reassurance, her breasts shifting dangerously with the motion. “She’ll be here any minute, Elliot. Any minute now. Don’t worry.”

As if the words themselves had summoned her, the penthouse bell chimed—clear, melodic, unmistakable from the private elevator foyer.

Nathan moved at once, the soft clink of his chains accompanying each measured step as he crossed the marble to open the door.

Nathan swung the door wide—and the air seemed to shift, charged with something electric and undeniable.

Emily stood framed in the doorway, a vision of aloof glamour wrapped in a luxurious full-length fox fur coat, the silver-tipped pelage gleaming under the foyer lights like a mantle of pure opulence. In her gloved right hand she held a slender riding crop, tapping it idly against her palm.

Behind her, shivering in the December chill that rolled in with them, stood Jonathan and Austin—reduced to something out of ancient Rome reimagined in cruel modern terms. The once-proud sons wore nothing but the skimpiest black loincloths that barely preserved modesty, their muscular bodies otherwise exposed to the cold. Heavy, rusted iron shackles encircled their necks with thick collars, wrists linked by short chains in front, ankles hobbled with similar brutal restraints that clanged dully with every timid shift of weight. Fresh welts and cane marks crisscrossed their backs and thighs, visible even in the dim light, speaking of recent, severe discipline—yet their eyes remained fixed on Emily with a hypnotized reverence, heads slightly bowed, bodies leaning subtly toward her as if drawn by an invisible leash.

With a light, almost affectionate flick of the crop, Emily tapped each of their asses—barely more than a caress—and murmured, “Inside, boys.”

They obeyed instantly, stepping forward with clanking chains, faces flushed not just from cold but from something deeper: awe, surrender, gratitude. No trace of resentment—only worshipful devotion to the radiant eighteen-year-old who had clearly put them through hell and made them thankful for it.

Beneath the open fur coat, Emily's long legs were sheathed in glossy black patent leather boots that rose to mid-thigh, catching the light with every confident stride.

Nathan dropped to his knees without thinking, the protocol etched into him deeper than thought. He pressed his lips to the toe of one gleaming boot in perfect, silent obeisance. Emily paused, letting him linger there a moment, then reached down with casual affection—ruffling his hair, patting his head like one might a loyal poodle—before marching past him into the living room, fur swaying regally around her.

Jonathan and Austin followed close behind, chains rattling softly, eyes never straying from her back—timid, reverent, utterly captivated.

She strode to the center of the room, where Tatiana and Rich waited. The fox fur remained draped open, framing her like a queen's robe. Emily enveloped her mother in a warm, radiant hug, then her father, her voice suddenly all sweet, apologetic charm.

“I’m so sorry I’m late.”

Tatiana smiled indulgently, stroking her daughter’s cheek. “It’s fine, princess. Just the one shot?”

Elliot Vance cleared his throat politely from behind his camera. “We’ll take several, of course.”

Nathan followed close behind Emily as she glided into the room, his steps measured and deferential, eyes fixed on the floor in instinctive respect.

When she reached the group, he rose quietly to his place behind Taylor—his eyes wide, the scene searing itself into him: the untouchable princess, radiant and commanding; the ruined sons trailing her like conquered prizes, marked and reverent; the electrifying proof that Emily Carter could reduce strong men twice her size to willing, hypnotized slaves who craved only her nearness.

It was a shocking, provocative entrance—one that silently declared her absolute supremacy before a single formal pose had even been struck.

Elliot Vance cleared his throat with professional cheer, gesturing toward the low sectional beneath the chandelier. “Lady Emily, perhaps you’d take the center seat on the couch?”

Emily smiled radiantly, letting the luxurious silver fox fur coat slide from her shoulders in one fluid motion, careless and regal, as if the priceless garment were nothing more than an afterthought.

Nathan moved without thinking—protocol and devotion fused into instinct. He caught the heavy fur before it could touch the marble, folding it swiftly, reverently over one shackled arm, then stepping aside to drape it carefully across a nearby console. The task took only seconds, but when he turned back, straightening to resume his place—

The room had stilled.

Emily stood there in the center, bathed in the soft chandelier light, wearing nothing but a whisper-thin black satin slip nightie that seemed designed for the most intimate hours of the night. Delicate spaghetti straps traced her shoulders, the glossy fabric clinging to her petite curves like liquid shadow, the low neckline and scandalously short hem leaving acres of toned skin exposed—barely grazing the tops of her thighs, threatening to reveal more with every breath. It was minimalist, devastatingly sexy, the kind of garment a woman wears when she knows exactly the effect she’ll have… and chooses to wield it anyway.

Nathan’s heart slammed against his ribs. The tiger cage bit cruelly as his gaze locked on her—helpless, overwhelmed by the sheer, effortless sensuality radiating from this eighteen-year-old goddess. He felt his knees weaken, the urge to drop and worship at her feet almost unbearable.

Curiosity tugged at him, and he glanced around.

He wasn’t alone.

Rich’s steel eyes had widened for a fraction, fixed on his daughter with a rare flicker of unguarded intensity before he forced them away. Jonathan and Austin, already on their knees, stared up at her with open, hypnotized awe—mouths slightly parted, marked bodies leaning forward as if pulled by gravity. Even Elliot Vance, the seasoned photographer who had seen every shade of society’s beauty, stood frozen behind his camera, gaze riveted for a long beat before he blinked hard and cleared his throat, cheeks flushing as he pretended to adjust a setting.

No man in the room—not one—could resist looking. Emily’s presence demanded it, her radiant, innocent smile somehow only sharpening the provocative edge.

She knew. Of course she knew.

Emily simply giggled, light and carefree, before gliding toward the couch with that untouchable grace. She settled into the center, one long leg draped elegantly over the other, the short hem riding higher, radiating effortless sensuality. Nathan, felt the tiger cage bite as an overwhelming urge washed over him—to kneel right there and press reverent lips to her bare shin.

Elliot recovered first, clearing his throat and gesturing toward the marble floor in front of Emily.

“Hey, you,” he said to Jonathan, pointing to the spot directly before her left leg. “On the floor here, please—yes, right there. Gently now. Hold her leg like a devoted support.”

He turned to Austin, indicating the opposite side. “And you—there on the right. Same thing. Carefully, boys. One leg each.”

The brothers obeyed instantly, lowering themselves to the marble, heavy rusted chains clanking softly as they cradled Emily’s calves with reverent hands, eyes lowered but shining with that same hypnotized adoration.

Emily giggled again, wiggling her toes playfully in their grasp, her mood buoyant as ever. Tatiana caught her eye from across the room and winked, a flash of proud maternal amusement.

“Perfect,” Elliot continued smoothly. “Mrs. Carter, if you’d sit to Emily’s left—yes, just there. Mr. Carter, to her right. And now—arms around your daughter, both of you. A warm family embrace.”

Rich and Tatiana complied, settling on either side of Emily, their arms draping protectively around her shoulders. The Carters formed the regal top tier—conquerors enthroned—Emily radiant between them like the true center of the empire.

Elliot turned to the Whitmores. “Nathan, on the floor at Mrs. Carter’s feet—yes, hold her leg gently while seated. Taylor, the same at Mr. Carter’s side.”

Nathan crawled forward and took his place, shackled hands cradling Tatiana’s calf with practiced deference. Taylor, chains whispering, settled submissively beside Rich, her fingers resting lightly on his ankle.

From her vantage on the left, Tatiana’s gaze flicked across the couch to Taylor’s position—her young rival touching her husband. Her crimson lips tightened, jealousy flickering behind the composed mask.

“I’m wondering,” Tatiana said coolly, voice velvet but edged, “what exactly is the point of this arrangement? Shouldn’t I be the one sitting next to Rich, with my arm around him?”

Elliot smiled diplomatically, adjusting his camera. “It’s all about symmetry, Mrs. Carter. Both parents equally embracing their beloved daughter in the center—it’s classic, timeless. Shows unified love for the princess of the family.”

Tatiana’s eyes narrowed a fraction, but she exhaled softly. “Fine. Just take the picture.”

“Everyone—big smiles!” Elliot called.

The group complied—Rich’s quiet intensity softening into a proud grin, Tatiana’s regal poise, Emily’s dimpled radiance, Jonathan and Austin gazing up with reverent half-smiles, Nathan’s face serene in surrender. Only Taylor held back, her hazel eyes shadowed with deliberate sadness, lips barely curving—the eternal subtle rebellion.

The shutter clicked several times, capturing the tableau: the Carters enthroned above, the Whitmores—now expanded to include the once-strong sons—kneeling in marked, chained enslavement below. A portrait of conquest, clear and undeniable.

The moment the last shot was taken, Emily sprang up with infectious energy, clapping her hands. “Okay, now—can we jump straight to the aperitif?”

Nathan, ever attentive, stepped forward at once—of course he did. “Miss Carter,” he said deferentially, voice low and respectful, “which would you prefer? We have Dom Pérignon, Ruinart Blanc de Blancs, or the Krug Clos du Mesnil?”

Emily tilted her head thoughtfully, still standing in the center of the room, the black satin slip shimmering against her skin as the others remained frozen in place around her. “The Krug, I think.”

“With cream?” Nathan asked, a note of eager deference in his voice.

“Oh, but of course,” she echoed playfully, mimicking him with a dimpled grin.

Her gaze shifted then, landing on Taylor with that radiant, disarming smile. She beckoned with a small, graceful motion of her fingers. “Come closer, sweetie.”

Taylor approached, chains whispering softly, her expression guarded—hazel eyes cool, lips unsmiling.

Emily’s voice stayed sweet, almost affectionate. “Could you be so kind as to store these two in the basement for me? Same cage is fine—until we’re done here.”

Taylor inclined her head, the picture of flawless obedience, though no warmth touched her face. “Come, boys,” she said quietly to Jonathan and Austin. “Come with me.”

As they rose clumsily to their feet, heavy chains clanking, Taylor paused beside Austin and pressed a soft kiss to his cheek—a fleeting, maternal gesture. Jonathan’s eyes followed her hopefully, a touch of deprivation in his posture. She glanced at him, sighed theatrest softly—“Oh, what the hell”—and kissed his cheek too.

The brothers fell in behind her without a word, marked backs straight, gazes lowered in reverent silence as they shuffled toward the hidden staircase that led to the lower floors. Taylor led the way, posture perfect despite her shackles, disappearing with them into the shadows below—the soft metallic rattle of their restraints echoing faintly until the door closed behind them.

The room felt suddenly quieter, the air still humming with the aftershock of Emily’s effortless command.

30 minutes later

Thirty minutes later, the grand living room had slipped into that languid, satisfied haze that follows a perfect evening. Empty flutes of Krug Clos du Mesnil and half-finished plates of delicate canapés dotted the low tables, the air scented faintly with citrus and chilled champagne.

Rich reclined on the sectional, arm stretched along the back, his steel gaze softened by wine and quiet pride. Emily nestled beside him, legs tucked beneath her, the black satin slip riding high on her thighs as she laughed at something on her phone. Tatiana, heavy-lidded from perhaps one too many glasses, leaned against the opposite armrest, her auburn waves spilling over the cushion, eyes half-closed in near-sleep.

Nathan moved silently between kitchen and living room, refilling bowls of pistachios or clearing forgotten stems—shackled hands efficient despite the constant tug of the tiger cage. Taylor had quietly asked permission to retire to her pink room and, with Tatiana’s drowsy nod, had slipped away without a word.

It was then, in the comfortable lull, that Emily stretched like a cat and turned to Rich.

“Do you still keep my room exactly as it was?”

Rich smiled, warm and indulgent. “Of course we do. Why would you even ask?”

She shrugged, dimples flashing. “Just curious. It’s so comfy down here—the cushions, the light… I’m thinking I might stay tonight.”

“You know you’re always welcome,” he said. “We can bring a blanket, and you can sleep right here on the couch if you want.”

Emily laughed softly. “No, no—I want to see the room. I’m curious.”

Rich rose, offering his hand. She took it, letting him help her up with old-fashioned gallantry, and they began walking slowly toward the private wing—hand in hand, her glossy patent boots clicking softly on the marble.

As they passed the sectional, Emily glanced back. Tatiana had finally drifted off, head tilted against a pillow, breathing even. Nathan stood attentively nearby.

She beckoned him with a small tilt of her head. “Nathan, come with us. Follow.”

He obeyed instantly, falling a respectful few steps behind as the three moved down the corridor.

Emily’s room was a lavish sanctuary—larger even than the master suite, a deliberate indulgence from parents who had never denied their princess anything. Walls painted the softest blush pink, accented with white wainscoting and gold trim. A massive four-poster bed dominated one end, draped in layers of silk and velvet in rose and champagne tones, piled high with plush pillows and a cashmere throw. A crystal chandelier glittered overhead, casting warm light across a vanity table crowded with perfumes and cosmetics—Dior, Tom Ford, La Mer, Charlotte Tilbury—everything untouched since her last visit, as if time had paused.

Emily released Rich’s hand and glided inside, trailing her fingers over the vanity.

“Wow… you really kept everything.” She lifted a bottle of YSL Black Opium, smiling nostalgically. “I used to drown myself in this when I was sixteen. But now—eh. I’ve moved on to Byredo Gypsy Water and a touch of Kilian Good Girl Gone Bad. Much more… me.”

Rich chuckled, leaning against the doorframe, utterly captivated by her animation. Nathan stood just inside the threshold, silent, lower-caste longing pulsing through him as he watched father and daughter—though both men, in truth, seemed equally entranced by the vision she presented in that barely-there slip.

Emily crossed to the plush velvet chaise in the corner and sprawled across it with feline grace. With a lazy, deliberate motion, she slipped off her glossy boots one by one, letting them fall to the carpet before stretching her long legs out in front of her, admiring them with a small, satisfied smile. Then she patted the space beside her.

“Come sit, Daddy.”

Rich joined her, the chaise wide enough for comfort. “So—did you enjoy Las Vegas?”

“Oh, immensely,” she said, eyes sparkling. “I even bought a new slave.”

Rich’s brows lifted. “You did?”

“Mm-hmm. His name’s Antonio.” She paused, glancing briefly at Nathan, then let the topic drift away—sparing her father the darker details of mafia auctions and Francesca’s world. Instead, she leaned closer, voice dropping to a playful whisper near his ear. “But thinking about it… I shouldn’t have bothered. I already have a slave right here.”

Rich stiffened almost imperceptibly, discomfort flickering. He glanced toward Nathan, then back. “Emily…”

She placed a hand lightly on the growing bulge in his trousers, fingers tracing with innocent curiosity. “What do you mean, step-Daddy? Do you have a problem with me touching you?”

Rich shifted, voice low. “Please, Emily. We said we wouldn’t—not here.”

Her smile never wavered. “Why don’t you just admit it? That you want me. That you cry for me. That you want to serve me. Isn’t that right, step-Daddy?”

Rich leaned away along the chaise—not just a few inches, but a deliberate foot or more, shifting his weight to create real distance, his posture straightening as he sought to reclaim control and escape the intoxicating pull of her proximity.

“Emily, please—”

Undeterred, Emily extended one exquisite bare foot and pressed it against his shoulder—gentle at first, then firmer, nudging him insistently, disrupting his balance, refusing to let him settle into quiet detachment. Each playful push was a reminder, delivered with her radiant smile, that she could toy with him as she wished, right here, under Nathan's watchful eyes.

Rich glanced at her, voice strained but resolute. “Emily… if you continue like this, I’ll have to stand up and go.”

She kept nudging his shoulder with those rhythmic, teasing presses—light yet unyielding, tilting him slightly off-balance each time, her foot a velvet assertion of control.

“Oh?” she asked softly, head tilted in innocent curiosity, dimples flashing. “Is that a threat? That you’re going to stand up and leave?”

“No, no—I wasn’t… I’m not threatening you,” he stammered quickly, the words tumbling out as color rose in his cheeks. “I’m just saying… we agreed—”

“Who’s ‘we’?” she interrupted sweetly, her voice light and melodic, as if they were discussing the weather. “When exactly did we decide things together?”

Rich’s voice dropped further, almost a whisper, his gaze flickering away. “I thought… we meant us. But obviously I was wrong.”

“You were wrong, yes,” she agreed softly, dimples deepening. “So—who is deciding? Who is the decision maker, Richie?”

Rich coughed, the admission catching in his throat like gravel. “You,” he finally murmured, the single word heavy with surrender.

Emily’s foot slid higher, the soft arch pressing against his cheek, then the back of her heel brushing his lips. All the while, her eyes held Nathan’s across the room—bright, amused, triumphant.

“Do you regret saying you’d leave?” she asked softly.

Rich trembled—visibly. “Of course… I didn’t mean—”

She let the soft back of her heel rest lightly against his lips. “Kiss my foot, step-Daddy.”

His pride fractured in that instant. Rich pressed reverent lips to her skin, the kiss lingering and submissive, his eyes averted from Nathan as shame burned hot across his cheeks. The perfumed air grew thick with unspoken truth: Rich Carter—the untouchable emperor, the man who bent the world to his will—was just another captive to this radiant girl who called him Daddy.

Emily’s smile widened, dimples deepening with quiet triumph. She withdrew her foot slowly and patted the carpet beside the chaise.

“On your knees. Right here.”

Rich sank down without protest, the mighty frame folding gracefully into submission.

She lifted his chin with two delicate fingers, forcing him to meet her gaze. Her voice remained gentle, almost loving—radiant as ever, laced with that hypnotic sweetness.

“Do you understand that you’re in no position to threaten me?”

He nodded, eyes lowering once more, the billionaire utterly humbled at the feet of his eighteen-year-old stepdaughter.

And across the room, Nathan watched in silent, aching awe—seeing clearly, for the first time, the shocking, inescapable truth: Rich wasn’t her biological father, only the so-called stepfather the world believed in, and even he—emperor of empires—was nothing more than Emily’s utter slave.

Her face hovered inches from his, close enough that the warmth of her breath ghosted across his lips like a promise he would never be allowed to claim. Rich stared up at her, utterly hypnotized—eyes wide, unblinking, pupils blown dark with surrender—as she scented his cheek with the slow, deliberate grace of a panther nosing the throat of something already hers.

“Emily,” he whispered, voice cracking open with raw, helpless need, “I want you. I want you so much.”

She ignored the confession as though it were background noise. Her fingers remained light but unyielding beneath his chin, tilting his face exactly where she wanted it, locking his gaze to hers. Slowly—agonizingly—she closed the last sliver of distance. The tip of her nose brushed his cheek in a feather-soft, predatory glide; she inhaled deeply, drawing his scent into her lungs like vintage wine she had no intention of sharing. Every slow exhale against his skin was a claim, a reminder: he was not being courted. He was being catalogued.

Then, with possessive tenderness, she traced the line of his jaw with her lips—feather-light kisses grazing his skin, assessing the faint rasp of stubble, claiming every inch she touched—before pulling back slightly to lock eyes with him again.

“Yes, you want me,” she murmured, voice velvet and sure. “But first, we have unfinished business.”

Rich swallowed hard. “What… business?”

“I’m sorry,” he rushed out, words tumbling in desperate sincerity. “Believe me—it was so stupid of me to threaten you.”

“No, Richie,” she said softly, nudging her nose against his in an almost tender Eskimo kiss. “You will never, ever dare threaten me again. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” he breathed. “I understand. Please forgive me. I’m begging you.”

She smiled, radiant and merciless, then eased back on the chaise.

“I want you to beg properly.”

Rich slid from the chaise and fell prone on the carpet, pressing fervent lips to her bare feet. Emily looked down, satisfied, watching him with quiet approval.

“Don’t just kiss them,” she instructed gently. “Lick them. I want you to lick them clean.”

Rich obeyed, tongue tracing the soft skin with devoted strokes, his kisses and licks slow and reverent. He murmured between them, voice muffled and trembling: “I’m begging you, Emily… please don’t punish me.”

Nathan stood frozen across the room, arousal and disbelief warring inside him—the tiger cage throbbing painfully. He could scarcely process the sight: the titan they all revered, the man who owned empires, reduced to this—on the floor, licking an eighteen-year-old’s bare feet like a supplicant, face lowered in total surrender.

Emily rose gracefully from the chaise.

Rich, still prone at her feet, pushed himself up onto all fours—instinctive, eager—and crawled after her as she strolled deeper into the room, his movements fluid despite the humiliation, drawn inexorably in her wake.

“Where is the pillory?” she asked idly, almost to herself. “I used to have one…”

Her eyes found it in its usual corner—a heavy wooden stocks, polished and waiting. She pointed. “Put your head and hands in here.”

Rich hesitated, a flicker of real fear crossing his face. “No, please, Emily… I didn’t mean to threaten, but this—I can’t afford for anyone to find me like this.”

She arched a brow, voice still sweet. “Put them in, or you’ll suffer the consequences.”

Trembling, he complied, lowering his neck and wrists into the grooves. Emily closed the top beam with a soft click, locked it with the small brass key, and slipped the key into her slip’s hidden pocket. He was immobilized—trapped, helpless.

She stepped in front of him, tilting her head with that radiant smile.

“You don’t want me to punish you too much, isn’t that right?”

“I don’t want people to come in and find me like this,” he admitted hoarsely, rattling faintly against the wood in his distress. “I’m… so ashamed.”

“Then learn this,” she said quietly, almost kindly. “If you ever threaten me again, next time you’ll end up with nothing. Do you understand? Just remember who truly owns all your property—quietly, secretly, until today. But if you open your mouth one more time like that… everyone will know Rich Carter owns nothing at all.”

She circled behind him. Rich began to rattle the pillory again in panic. “Please, Emily—”

“Don’t you dare,” she warned softly.

He froze instantly, silenced by fear. He knew she could be unpredictable when crossed.

Emily unbuckled his belt with calm precision, drew it free, and tossed it aside. Then his trousers, sliding them down along with his shoes until he was left in nothing but his boxer briefs—exposed, vulnerable, the mighty frame bent and locked.

She returned to the front, gazing down at him with affectionate amusement.

“You see? Now you’re just in your underpants.” Her fingers traced the waistband lightly. “All you have to do is beg me sweetly… and I’ll let you keep even those on.”

Rich’s voice broke, thick with desperate passion, almost a sob. “I’m craving you, Emily. I’m so aroused because of you. I’m completely yours.”

Emily gazed down at him, her smile widening—sweet, radiant, yet edged with exquisite sadism.

“Well,” she murmured, “if that’s what you call begging…”

She turned with deliberate grace, the satin slip whispering against her skin as she circled behind him. Her small hand tugged lightly at the waistband of his boxer briefs.

“No—no, please,” Rich gasped, real panic flashing in his eyes. “Please, no—I’m begging, I’m begging—”

“Too late,” she said softly, almost regretful. “I’m sorry, Richie. Too late.”

With a single, fluid motion, she tugged the briefs down his thighs. His thick cock sprang free, rigid and straining upward—impressive, powerful, still bearing the proud architecture of the alpha he had once been. Yet here it stood useless, attached to a man locked helpless in wooden stocks, wrists and neck pinned, body trembling in raw, animal supplication at her feet.

Emily wrapped her delicate fingers around the hot, pulsing shaft, stroking once—slow, deliberate, exactly the way she knew he craved: firm at the base, feather-light along the ridge, thumb circling the slick head in lazy, tormenting spirals.

“You know how much I love to stroke it,” she whispered, voice pure velvet laced with ice. “How sometimes—when you’ve been very, very good—I let you empty that heavy load between my warm thighs, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he choked out, hips jerking helplessly against the unyielding wood. “Yes, Mistress—I’m so sorry. Please… please don’t punish me.”

She let out a soft, musical giggle—light as crystal, cruel as a blade—and released his cock.

The sudden absence of her touch hit him like a physical blow. His erection bobbed free in the cool air, glistening, aching, denied even the friction of her palm. A thin bead of pre-cum welled at the tip and slid slowly down the underside; he whimpered at the loss, hips straining forward as though he could chase her hand back.

Rising, she crossed to the antique cabinet in the corner, opening it with casual familiarity. Her fingers trailed over the implements inside, murmuring to herself.

“Which one for a thick ass like yours… I think this one.”

She selected a long, finger-thick cane—polished kooboo rattan, smooth and unforgiving, gleaming under the chandelier.

Rich’s breath hitched in frantic fear as Emily returned, the thick rattan cane held loosely in her hand.

She didn’t circle behind him immediately. Instead, she stepped directly in front of the pillory, close enough that he had no choice but to look up at her—and at what she held.

Emily raised the cane slowly, letting it catch the chandelier light, her small fingers tracing its length with deliberate appreciation—feeling the polished smoothness, testing the weight, savoring the unyielding thickness.

“You see how thick it is, Richie?” she murmured, voice soft and almost affectionate, turning it slowly so he could take in every inch. “Smooth… heavy… perfect for a strong ass like yours.”

Rich rattled uselessly against the wooden stocks, eyes wide with genuine dread. “No—no, please, Emily… no…”

His protests dissolved into shaking whispers—“no, no”—as the reality sank in, the pillory holding him immobile, exposed, defenseless.

“Oh, but I do,” she replied simply, eyes sparkling with quiet delight as she finally circled behind him.

She positioned herself behind him, tapping the cane against his exposed buttocks—measuring, assessing, savoring the moment.

Then she glanced over her shoulder at Nathan, who stood frozen in the doorway, tiger cage throbbing with unbearable arousal and disbelief.

“Are you enjoying yourself over there, Nathan?”

Nathan swallowed, unsure how to answer—terrified of drawing her wrath, yet unable to look away.

“I… I don’t know what to say.”

She circled back to Rich’s front, smiling serenely. “You don’t have to say anything. You just have to watch. See what happens to my big, begging Richie when he forgets his place.”

She returned behind him.

The first stroke landed with a sharp, whistling crack.

Rich’s body jerked against the stocks, a raw, guttural scream tearing from his throat—AAAAAHHHHHHHHHhhhhhh!—primal, harrowing, the sound of a man pushed to the edge of endurance.

“One,” he gasped, voice shaking. “Thank you, Mistress.”

The second came faster, harder—CRACK!—eliciting another soul-rending howl: AAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHhhhhhhhhhh!

“Two… thank you, Mistress,” he sobbed, tears already streaking his face.

The third was precise, merciless—CRACK!—and his scream echoed off the pink walls like something torn from the depths: AAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHhhh!

“Three… thank you, Mistress,” he whimpered, body trembling violently in the stocks.

Emily stepped back, admiring the three livid welts blooming across his skin, her expression satisfied, almost tender.

She turned to Nathan.

“Go fetch Taylor. Tell her to come here—quickly.”

Nathan bowed his head and hurried from the room, chains clinking softly, the harrowing echoes of Rich’s screams still ringing in his ears.

Nathan hurried down the corridor toward Taylor’s pink room, the harrowing cries of Rich’s agony echoing faintly through the vast penthouse—raw, guttural pleas for mercy that seemed to seep through the walls. As he moved farther away, the screams faded, but they lingered in the air like a haunting refrain. He marveled that Taylor could remain oblivious to such torment, such desperate howls from the man who ruled their world.

When he pushed open her door, he found her curled on the bed, scrolling her phone, massive pink fur earmuffs clamped over her ears—fluffy, girly, utterly insulating her in a bubble of pop music. She swayed her head gently to the beat, jet-black hair spilling over the pillows, looking impossibly young and stunning in the soft lamplight.

He knelt in front of her, waiting until she noticed. She lifted one earmuff, hazel eyes wide and curious.

“What?”

“Come,” he said quietly. “Miss Emily wants you.”

Taylor’s face brightened with effortless compliance. “Okay, no problem.”

She slipped off the bed and followed him, chains whispering softly. Halfway down the hall, the muffled cries reached her—distant but unmistakable. Her step faltered for a heartbeat, but she pressed on.

They entered Emily’s room together.

Taylor’s face fell.

Emily stood proud and radiant behind the pillory, cane in hand, delivering another precise, merciless stroke to Rich’s welted backside. At that moment, Emily hooked the cane under his chin, lifting his tear-streaked face.

“Oh, look what we have here,” she said nonchalantly, voice light as champagne. “Guests, honey.”

Rich’s eyes met Taylor’s for a fraction of a second—raw shame flooding his features—before he dropped his gaze, unable to bear it. The untouchable alpha, the man Taylor had once seen as the ultimate prize, reduced to this: locked, stripped, marked, begging.

Taylor’s gaze drifted slowly—taking in the pitiful sight of Rich, then shifting to Emily: sexy, victorious, utterly dominant in her whisper-thin slip. Something shifted in Taylor’s expression—recognition, perhaps, or quiet resolve. She understood, in that instant, the true hierarchy.

She said nothing for several long seconds. Then, softly, to Nathan—the love of her life, her emotional anchor—she murmured just one word:

“Come.”

She turned on her heels and left the room.

Nathan followed, glancing back once at the scene—Emily’s amused smile, Rich’s shuddering silence—before hurrying after his wife.

“What’s going on, Mistress?” he asked as they descended the hidden stairs to the basement levels.

Taylor didn’t answer. Her face was serious, determined.

The lower floors were a shadowed labyrinth of iron bars and dim lights—rows of cages holding broken men in various states of captivity: some gripping the bars with pleading eyes, others curled silently on cold floors, skin marked by old and new welts, whispering wordless appeals for release from this gilded hell.

Taylor knew exactly where she was going. She strode straight to the cage holding Jonathan and Austin.

The key turned with a sharp click. The brothers scrambled out, heavy rusted chains clanking as they threw themselves into her arms—then Nathan’s—forming a tight, desperate quartet right there in the shadowed corridor, hugging fiercely like survivors reuniting after a storm.

Taylor pulled back slightly, eyes fierce with resolve, and reached into her pocket for the small ring of master keys she had long ago claimed as her own. One by one, she unlocked them—first Jonathan’s thick iron collar and cuffs, then Austin’s, the rusted metal falling away with dull thuds to the cold floor. Finally, she turned to Nathan, her fingers steady as she freed his lighter steel shackles—wrists, ankles—until the chains lay discarded in a gleaming pile.

Free again.

For the first time in months, their skin breathed unencumbered, movements unrestricted. The brothers flexed their arms in quiet wonder; Nathan felt the absence of weight like a revelation, the tiger cage suddenly the only reminder of lingering captivity.

Taylor wrapped her arms around all three of them—her husband, her stepsons—holding them close, her voice steady and radiant with reclaimed certainty.

“I did all of this,” she said quietly, “because I thought Rich was the ultimate alpha. The one worth everything. But he’s not. Nobody is.”

Her hazel eyes found Nathan’s, fierce and unwavering.

“The only person I truly love is my hubby—my Nathan.”

She tightened the embrace, drawing them all in like a team huddling before the final play. “We’re leaving. Now. Follow me.”

They ascended the service stairs without a backward glance—no detour through the penthouse, no confrontation. Straight to the private elevator in the discreet foyer.

As the doors closed and the car glided silently downward—away from the Carters’ empire, away from the cages and canes and shattered illusions—Taylor rested her head on Nathan’s shoulder. Jonathan and Austin stood close, chains still clinking softly, faces alight with quiet, hopeful relief.

The Whitmores—ruined, marked, yet suddenly, fiercely united—were done paying the price for borrowed thrones.

The descent felt like freedom.


Genesis

14 months later, 10:30 a.m., Sissyland, Emporium Grand Mall, Boston

The basement level of Sartorial Elegance — known in certain circles as SissyLand — was a hidden world of bright lights and whispered fantasies. Rows of frilly maid dresses in pastel pinks and lavenders hung beside gleaming metal cages, glossy wigs perched on stands like silent sentinels. The air carried the faint scent of leather, latex, and expensive perfume. Prominent signs reminded visitors of the rules: men did not speak without permission, men did not ask — they only begged. For those who knew the store’s secret, it was the most profitable department by far, a place where female authority was absolute and male dignity optional.

Taylor and Nathan stood in the long aisle lined with chastity devices.

Taylor, twenty now, radiated the effortless confidence of someone who had conquered worlds in a single year. Her tailored white blazer hung open over a crisp white blouse that clung to her petite, impossibly curved frame. The matching white mini skirt — daringly short — barely skimmed the tops of her thighs, leaving flawless, sun-kissed golden legs on full display. Those legs ended in red satin open-toed stilettos, her glossy red toenails catching the light with every shift. A thin gold chain circled one ankle, the tiny tiger-key charm glinting softly — a quiet reminder of the power she held. Her jet-black hair fell in a silky cascade down her back, and her hazel eyes flickered with the familiar mix of mischief and storm.

Nathan, in a dark wool overcoat over tailored trousers and polished shoes, held their three-month-old daughter against his shoulder. Taylor had just finished draping a soft muslin napkin over his coat to protect it from any spills.

The baby had finished her bottle moments earlier. Nathan, trying to be careful, began to lower her toward the sleek black pram.

Taylor’s voice sliced through the quiet aisle, low and edged with frustration.

“How many times do I have to explain this to you?”

Nathan paused.

“You hold her upright against your shoulder until she burps,” Taylor said, stress tightening every syllable. “If you lay her down now, she’ll cry. Why do I still have to keep telling you?”

The baby let out a small, unhappy whimper.

Nathan adjusted quickly, settling the tiny girl back against the napkin on his shoulder. “I’m sorry, sweetheart.”

“How much did she drink?” Taylor asked, reaching to stroke the baby’s cheek.

“The bottle says one-eighty left, so—”

“That doesn’t help me,” Taylor cut in, exhaling sharply. “How much was in it to start? I’m telling you, she’s not eating enough. We’re going to have to take her to the doctor again.”

The whimper grew into a full, sudden cry — sharp and piercing in the quiet store.

Taylor closed her eyes for a second, one hand pressed to her temple.

That was when Zoe appeared.

The young sales assistant glided up with her bright smile, golden-blonde bob swinging. “Oh my goodness, what a cute little baby!” she cooed, leaning in toward the child. “Look at those cheeks! Hi, sweet girl!”

The baby’s cries paused for a curious moment, then resumed louder.

Taylor’s head snapped up. “Please,” she said tightly, “this really isn’t the time.”

Zoe straightened at once, hands raised. “Okay, okay, I’m sorry. Good luck, you guys. If you need anything, I’m right here.”

She gave the baby one last little wave — completely ignoring Nathan — and disappeared down the aisle.

The crying continued.

Taylor stood motionless for a beat. Then her gaze shifted past Nathan, down the long aisle.

There, browsing a display of ornate collars, stood Tatiana and Emily Carter.

Tatiana, auburn hair perfect as ever, voluptuous figure poured into an elegant winter dress. Emily, radiant in soft gold, dimples flashing as she laughed at something her mother said.

Something heavy slammed into Taylor’s chest — memory, resentment, the sudden raw surge of everything she had walked away from a year ago.

Her hand moved almost on instinct. She stepped close to Nathan and delivered a light, precise smack to his cheek — not hard, just sharp enough to refocus him.

“Pay attention,” she said quietly, voice suddenly very calm, very cold. “And follow me. I don’t want to see their faces anymore.”

She turned on her red heel, the short white skirt swaying with the sharp motion, and started toward the elevators.

But before she had taken three steps, a radiant voice rang out across the aisle.

“Oh my God — Taylor?”

Emily Carter’s golden-blonde head lifted from the display of ornate collars she had been examining. Her blue eyes widened, dimples flashing in that effortless, disarming smile as she hurried over.

“I’m so happy to see you guys,” she said softly, gaze flicking briefly to Nathan, to the baby now quieting against his shoulder, then back to Taylor, warm and genuine.

Taylor halted, hazel eyes narrowing. The stress lines around her mouth tightened.

“Look, Emily,” she said, voice low and even, “you’re the last person I want to see right now. I suggest you leave us alone. We’re going anyway.”

Emily’s smile faltered, genuine sadness softening her perfect features. She clasped her hands in front of her, almost pleading.

“Taylor… I understand,” she said quietly. “I just want to let you know — you were right.”

Taylor’s eyebrow arched, skeptical.

“You should have understood way before you fucked my husband on the phone,” Taylor replied, the words cutting but controlled. Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes despite herself.

Emily didn’t flinch, only looked down for a moment, then back up with steady sincerity.

“I know,” she said. “And if you want to go, I’ll respect that. I just… I deeply apologize. From the bottom of my heart. I shouldn’t have done what I did.”

At that exact moment, as if sensing the shift, the baby let out one last small sigh and drifted into sleep against Nathan’s shoulder. The sudden quiet felt almost magical — the crying gone, the tension easing like a storm passing.

Taylor’s gaze darted briefly to the sleeping child, to Nathan’s careful hold, then back to Emily. The raw edge in her eyes softened, just a fraction.

Emily took the opening gently. “I’m just saying… I apologize deeply. If you ever feel like accepting it, it would make my day.”

Taylor exhaled, arms folding across her chest.

“I’m not buying this,” she said, voice steadier now. “You’re the greatest manipulator I know. You’re representing your side of the family, the Carters’ agenda — your mother’s agenda, which I can’t stand.”

Emily glanced back toward the display — where Tatiana still lingered, half-hidden behind a rack of leather restraints, watching but not yet approaching — then returned her full attention to Taylor.

“Look,” Emily said softly, “perhaps you don’t see it right now, but I can see it clearly. What I did with Rich? I’m not sorry about that.”

Taylor’s eyes flashed. “Oh, you’re not?”

“No,” Emily admitted, unflinching but gentle. “To be honest… it was the right thing. Somebody had to break it. Somebody had to tell you that you were building a dream in your head — an image of a man he is not, and never was.”

Silence fell between them, heavy and complete.

Taylor stared at Emily, the words landing like stones in still water, rippling through everything she thought she had left behind a year ago.

Nathan took the opportunity to let his gaze drift—discreetly, carefully—over Emily.

She was still amazingly beautiful, perhaps even more so a year later. The chic French carré bob—soft golden blonde, perfectly cut just below her jawline—framed her face, accentuating those blue eyes and the dimples that appeared with every gentle smile. Her skin glowed with flawless radiance.

She wore a sleek dark mink jacket, short and fitted, the rich chocolate-brown fur so lush it looked almost liquid under the store lights, the collar turned up softly against her neck. The jacket hung open just enough to reveal the barely-there black lace camisole beneath—delicate lace clinging to her toned, slender figure, hinting at smooth skin and subtle curves without revealing too much. A thin diamond choker glittered at her throat, matching drop earrings swaying gently when she moved.

Below the jacket, a tiny high-waisted black leather mini skirt hugged her hips, ending high on her thighs and leaving long, perfectly toned legs fully on display—golden-tanned, smooth, and shapely. Sheer black stockings whispered over them, ending in strappy black stiletto sandals with thin ankle ties that wrapped delicately around her slim ankles. The high arched soles and glossy painted toenails caught the overhead lights with every small shift of weight, every swaying step, shimmering and sparkling like dark jewels, drawing the eye irresistibly downward.

She looked like money that smiled—young, warm, untouchable, and lethal. The phone session from Las Vegas flashed unbidden through Nathan’s mind, and he felt a forbidden stir in the cage beneath his clothes before quickly looking away.

Taylor finally spoke, voice quieter now. “What do you mean—the kind of man Rich is? What do you mean by that?”

Emily’s expression stayed gentle, almost compassionate.

“Well, you saw him. You know him. You could feel it. This man could have fallen in love with you, submitted to you, kissed your feet, kissed your boots, done whatever you wanted. You have to understand—I couldn’t allow it. I didn’t want my parents to divorce. I didn’t want them to break their empire.”

She paused, then continued softly, honestly.

“I did it, and I admit it, because I feared the financial impact. Yes—I’m not ashamed to say it. Sometimes it’s all about the money. But beyond that… it’s about their happiness. And I have to say, my stepfather—Rich—was really falling in love with you, Taylor.”

The more Emily spoke, the more her natural charm worked its quiet magic—that impossibly high emotional intelligence that let her read people like open books, reflect their feelings back at them, make them feel truly seen. She never raised her voice, never pushed; she simply drew Taylor in, melting resistance one careful word at a time.

“Look at you, Taylor,” Emily went on, voice warm with genuine admiration. “Look at you. You are so beautiful. I have never seen a girl as beautiful as you—I swear to God.” She raised one manicured finger toward the ceiling for emphasis. “It was scary. It was impossible to resist you. You are special. You are dominant. You’re not like any other woman who ever served Rich. He was falling for you because you were unearthing his submissiveness. He was wrapped around your finger. It was impossible for us to continue like that. You have to understand.”

Taylor’s expression wavered. “Well… yes. Perhaps.”

Emily smiled softly. “It’s not ‘perhaps.’ I can see it clearly. Look what this year did to you. Look at this baby, for goodness’ sake. Look at your beautiful husband. Isn’t it better now? You have ‘Taylor Claws’—wow, what a name. This is the third branch you opened in New England, right? Look at you—you’re a businesswoman. Isn’t it much better to do it yourself, with your own money, instead of playing at being some submissive girl?”

Taylor nodded, almost imperceptibly.

Emily lifted her hand, turning it gracefully to show perfectly manicured nails. “You see these? These are yours, actually.” She smiled. “Me and my mother—this is what we’re using.”

Taylor looked, disbelief flickering across her face. “Wow…”

Emily called over her shoulder. “Mommy, come over here. Taylor wants to see your nails.”

Tatiana approached at once, white fox-fur coat sweeping behind her like a royal train. She raised her hand expectantly—the old habit, waiting for the kiss on her fingers—but Taylor didn’t move. So Tatiana simply pulled her into a warm, intentional hug instead.

“Taylor, sweetheart,” Tatiana said, voice rich and maternal. “How are you?”

Taylor’s face stayed serious. “I’m fine.”

Emily urged gently, “Show her, Mommy. Show her your nails.”

Tatiana extended her hand again, this time with a proud smile. “You know what’s good about these nails? It takes me fifteen minutes to replace them with any color I want. I have a box for every color—every single color you’ve produced. You know why I love them? Because only someone who deeply understands this business could make them. And on top of that, they’re not just for the rich—they’re affordable enough that every girl can have them, yet so beautiful.”

She looked Taylor in the eye, sincere. “This is genius.”

Emily nodded. “I’ve told my mother several times—right, Mommy?—that we admire you.”

Then, softer: “This break I created, this situation with Rich… it was your medicine. You needed that slap in the face to stop pursuing the wrong man.”

Taylor’s voice was quiet. “So how come you’re pursuing your stepdad if he’s such the wrong man?”

Emily smiled, unfazed. “I’m totally different, honey. I’m driven by different goals. Don’t compare me to you. I do things that aren’t always ethical. I’m not fully proud of everything I do—but I do them anyway. And that’s why I did what I did: to protect my mother, to protect my stepdaddy, to protect our empire.”

She paused, eyes steady on Taylor’s.

“And I think you gained a lot from it. One day… you will thank me.”

Taylor stood there, flanked by the two Carter women—one radiant in dark mink and lace, the other regal in white fox fur and diamonds—both speaking now to the young businesswoman in the short white skirt and red heels.

Nathan, holding their sleeping daughter, finally allowed his gaze to linger on Tatiana—slowly, reverently, as if testing whether he was still permitted to look above ankle level.

A year had passed, yet she remained the same intoxicating vision that had once shattered him completely. The lavish white fox-fur coat enveloped her like a throne, the thick, pristine fur framing her voluptuous hourglass figure in pure opulence—shoulders broad and regal, waist cinched impossibly small, hips flaring dramatically beneath the coat's hem. But it was her breasts that drew the eye and held it captive: impossibly large, heavy, proud, straining against the deep V of a black silk blouse beneath the open fur, the creamy swell rising and falling with each breath, diamonds nestled in the valley between them like stars scattered across snow. Her auburn hair fell in glossy waves, framing high cheekbones and that knowing, velvet-cruel smile. Long legs, clad in sheer black stockings, ended in patent black stilettos that added inches to her already commanding height, red soles flashing with every small shift. Diamonds glittered at her ears, throat, and wrists—effortless, blinding wealth that made the air around her feel thinner.

Nathan drank it in, the old pull surging through him: fear, awe, helpless longing for the maternal sadist who had once cradled and caned him into perfect ruin. His heart ached with the memory of her scent, her voice, her touch.

Then Tatiana’s gaze flicked his way—just a momentary sweep—and he felt caught, exposed. Panic flashed through him. He averted his eyes instantly, cheeks burning, and gently lowered the sleeping baby into the pram, tucking the soft blanket around her with careful, trembling hands.

Tatiana’s rich, maternal laugh broke the lingering tension. She stepped fully into the circle, white fox-fur coat sweeping like a cape.

“I guess we can’t be enemies,” she said, voice warm and velvet-cruel at once. “There’s no reason for it. We should be united in this world.”

She reached out, collecting Emily’s hand in one of hers, Taylor’s in the other, then gently pressed them together until all six hands—three women’s—rested in a small, deliberate stack.

“This is for us,” Tatiana continued, eyes sparkling with amusement. “Like in basketball—only we need five instead of three for a full game.” She laughed again, low and genuine. “But seriously, what I’m saying is we should cooperate. Take good care of ourselves. Thrive. Enjoy. No need to keep grudges against each other.”

She looked first at Emily, who nodded with that radiant, knowing smile.

Then Tatiana turned to Taylor. “Agreed, beautiful?”

Taylor hesitated only a heartbeat, hazel eyes searching Tatiana’s face, then Emily’s. Finally, she gave a small, reluctant nod.

“Yeah,” she said quietly. “I guess so.”

Tatiana’s gaze shifted to Nathan, warm and possessive. She stepped closer, reaching out to touch his cheek with maternal familiarity, tilting his chin up so he had to meet her eyes.

“Now look at you,” she murmured, voice rich with amusement. “The proud father. Strutting like a proper rooster in the hen nest, aren’t you?”

Nathan flushed deep crimson, a rush of heat flooding his face—and lower, a helpless throb in the cage he still wore. But beneath the embarrassment burned a quiet, fierce pride. Taylor had chosen him. Out of all of them, she had let him father her child—the beautiful little girl he loved more than anything. It was proof, undeniable proof, that he was more than just a servant, more than just a caged pet.

“Yes, Mrs. Carter,” he managed, voice soft but steady. “Of course.”

Emily moved in next, her touch lighter, fingertips brushing his other cheek with that effortless, disarming grace. Up close, she was stunning—heart-stoppingly beautiful, the soft golden bob framing her flawless face, innocent blue eyes sparkling with sympathy and teasing warmth, perfect dimples deepening as she smiled. The faint scent of her perfume, the warmth of her skin so near—it sent an electric jolt straight to his caged cock, a cruel reminder of what he could feel but never fully have.

“And I can see,” she said, half-mocking, half-joking, voice like honey, “that you managed to get out of this little cage of yours… and Taylor was kind enough to let you penetrate her.”

Nathan’s blush deepened, the pride swelling even as humiliation twisted through it. He felt like a boy who’d finally lost his virginity—proud, almost swaggering inside, as if he could stand among “real” men after losing his virginity talking about his conquests. The baby was living proof he wasn’t always denied, always lesser.

Taylor noticed—of course she did. She leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to his burning cheek.

“You’re stressing him,” she scolded Tatiana and Emily lightly, though her eyes danced with affection. “Look how you’ve made him blush—you’re talking about him like he’s a child.”

Taylor hugged Nathan tightly, pressing a soft, lingering kiss to his burning cheek. She pulled back just enough to look into his eyes, then turned to Emily and Tatiana with a radiant, proud smile.

“Seriously,” she said, voice thick with emotion, “this is the best husband I could ever hope to have. He’s not just my husband—he’s my life partner. He takes care of everything at home, the maintenance, the cleaning, changing diapers, everything for Genesis. And he’s so good at it.”

Emily’s dimples flashed, her voice warm with genuine admiration. “Oh yes. You have a husband with a heart made of gold.”

Taylor’s enthusiasm didn’t dim for a second. “And you know—he’s so hardworking helping me with my empire. We have so many orders coming in every day. Every morning at 5:00 a.m., while I’m still sleeping, he takes his old bicycle and rides straight to the factory. He loads the boxes into this little basket, then pedals around Boston delivering them to customers. I insisted on the old bike—no electric scooter, no car. It’s good for his cardio, right? There are quite a few hills in Boston, and he never complains.”

She looked at Nathan with a teasing, affectionate smile. “He knows Boston by heart now. He’s out there before the sun rises, making sure every order gets to the doorstep right after the customer places it. That’s the excitement—see something online, order it, and have it the next morning. Same business model as the newspaper boys. He does it all for me.”

Tatiana opened her eyes wide, mock-serious but clearly delighted. “Oh yes, absolutely. And I mean, Nathan, this is such an excellent opportunity for you to work on your cardio. Isn't it right, Sweetie?”

Emily reached out and touched Nathan’s hand gently. “It must be very difficult, right, Nathan? All those hills…”

Nathan blushed even deeper, gaze dropping to the floor. “I’m not complaining,” he said softly. “Not complaining.”

Taylor squeezed his hand. “He’s such a good assistant. He knows the money—the income—lets me have the life I deserve. And that’s exactly what Nathan is working for, isn’t it, honey?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Nathan replied quietly, voice steady despite the flush.

The women burst into laughter—rich, delighted, affectionate—wrapping Nathan in another layer of sweet, inescapable surrender.

Just then, the sharp, authoritative click of heels against marble announced her arrival long before she appeared.

Nathan’s blood ran cold.

He recognized her instantly — Agatha, the undisputed queen of this underworld domain. He had never set foot in SissyLand before, but Nathan had convinced Taylor to come here after spending hours poring over the store’s website late at night. The descriptions, the photos, the testimonials from broken men — it had all stirred something deep and forbidden in him. And then there was that interview with Agatha herself, her voice melodic and mocking as she described striking disobedient males into perfect submission, her image on screen radiating strict maternal cruelty that had left him aching and shaking, replaying it in secret shame. Now, seeing her in the flesh, a jolt of raw fear enveloped him; this woman was capable of anything, her presence alone enough to drain the blood from his face.

Earlier, from a safe distance, he had glimpsed her striking a grown male customer right in the middle of an aisle with her stick, the man’s cries echoing faintly as the stick rose and fell with merciless precision. She had moved like a strict headmistress from some dark fantasy: tall, severe, voluptuous, her ample bosom straining against the crisp white satin blouse buttoned to the throat, the fabric pulling taut with every breath, hinting at the maternal cruelty beneath. Her pencil skirt hugged wide hips and strong thighs, the back slit revealing flashes of toned calf above gleaming patent stilettos. Her face — high cheekbones, arched brows, smoky eyes that smiled warmly only at women — could shift in an instant to something cold and unforgiving. The wooden stick in her hand had looked like an extension of her will.

Now she was approaching, and a jolt of pure fear enveloped him. The blood drained from his face; his stomach twisted with the old, helpless dread. She was the kind of woman who could reduce a man to nothing with a glance. Just reading her interview had stirred him; now, her voluptuous form, the way her blouse strained, the confident sway of her hips—it made his caged cock press painfully against the unyielding steel, a futile throb that only deepened his humiliation.

Agatha’s face lit with recognition as she reached them.

“Hey, Emily! How are you doing?”

Emily’s dimples flashed, her charm switching on like sunlight. “Hey! Ohh—Agatha. The one and only.”

“Too true, too true,” Agatha laughed, delighted.

“And I see you brought your mother again,” she added, turning to Tatiana with a respectful nod. “Hello, Lady Carter.”

“Nice to meet you again, Agatha—the one and only,” Tatiana replied with that rich, indulgent laugh of the truly wealthy.

Then Agatha’s sharp gaze shifted to Taylor, taking in the open white blazer, the daringly short skirt, the red stilettos, the glint of the tiger-key at her ankle.

“Pleasure to meet you, young lady” Agatha said, extending her hand with a smile that didn’t quite hide the mocking edge.

“My name is Agatha,” she continued, the wooden stick resting lightly against her shoulder. “You?”

Taylor smiled back, a touch wary but polite. “Taylor.”

“Looking for something… or just looking?” Agatha asked, voice melodic and entitled.

“Oh, actually I am looking for…” Taylor hesitated, glancing around the aisle. “Well, I don’t know if you hold such stuff.”

Agatha became mockingly serious, one eyebrow arched. “Oh, we hold everything,” she said, as if the very idea of the store lacking anything was absurd. She laughed, low and refined. “Name a product—we have it.”

“Yeah, well,” Taylor said, relaxing a fraction, “we’re holding yet another bachelorette party. Thought of some femdom games.”

“Oh, we have plenty,” Agatha replied instantly. Her gaze flicked briefly to Tatiana and Emily. “Are you ladies together in this?”

Tatiana laughed, rich and warm. “Oh yes, we are. Taylor now invited us to the bachelorette party.”

Taylor laughed despite herself. “I did not.”

“Well, you should,” Tatiana teased. “Who is getting married?”

“Oh, it’s a friend,” Taylor said. “Her name is Destiny. She’s getting married, and I thought to surprise her with some femdom-style bachelorette party.”

Agatha’s smile widened. “Oh, that is one splendid idea. Marvellous, refreshing.” She turned to Tatiana. “Time and again I am delighted with the young generation—Gen Z, they are…” she paused theatrically, “…so innovative, creative.”

“Well, we are trying to be,” Taylor smiled widely for the first time, genuine warmth breaking through.

Emily continued, “Especially Taylor here—a true entrepreneurial spirit, the owner of ‘Taylor Claws’…”

“Wait a second,” Agatha said, realization dawning. “Oh my God, you mean you own Taylor Claws?”

“They say I do,” Taylor smiled widely, dimples flashing like a private promise.

“Look,” Agatha said proudly, extending her hand to reveal perfectly manicured nails in a deep, glossy crimson. “These are from Taylor Claws.”

Tatiana burst into indulgent laughter, the rich sound of someone who had never needed to count pennies. “This is one viral success story.”

“Oh wow, yes of course,” Agatha said, eyes sparkling. “And a mother too—lufly, absolutely lufly.” She bent slightly to peer into the pram. “It’s a girl, yes? What’s her name?”

“Genesis,” Taylor said.

Agatha repeated the word contemplatively, savoring it. “Genesis… an amazing name.”

“Ladies, care for tea?” Agatha offered smoothly. “Instead of standing here in the aisles, we could go to the lounge. It’s tea… plus.”

Tatiana placed a warm hand on Taylor’s arm. “Oh, Taylor, you should join. It’s a wonderful experience—tea plus plus,” she added with a playful wink.

Emily laughed. “Tea plus plus, indeed.”

“Do you still have that pussy licker?” Emily asked. “Forgot his name.”

“Edward,” Agatha supplied. “Oh yes, he’s upstairs. I summon him when the mood strikes.” She laughed throatily. “And we have a new one now—a harmless Indian guy. I call him Trunks. I think you have already met him Emily.”

“Trunks?” Tatiana asked, amused. “Like… shorts?”

“Yes,” Agatha said, grinning wickedly. “Because he’s not allowed to wear any.”

The ladies joined her in rich, shared laughter—low, indulgent, the sound of women who knew exactly how the world worked.

“But he’s not allowed to see the customers, either,” Agatha added, eyes twinkling with private amusement.

Taylor tilted her head, curious. “Oh? He doesn’t see them?”

“No, no,” Agatha explained, voice smooth and melodic. “Not allowed above the ankles. He’s focused entirely on customers’ feet.” She tapped her temple theatrically, feigning forgetfulness. “Suffers from… oh, what’s the word… foot fetish. Yes, that’s it. Had to think there.”

She gave a satisfied little chuckle, as if the memory of breaking men down to such simple, obedient desires was the sweetest kind of entertainment.

Agatha straightened, beaming. “So anyway—are you coming to the lounge, ladies?”

Taylor’s eyes flicked to Nathan, then back to Agatha. She smiled softly, dimples deepening. “No, thank you. I’m with Nathan. Perhaps another day—family time.”

Agatha tilted her head, misunderstanding the gentle refusal as reluctance to leave her husband behind. “Oh, don’t worry about him. You can store him in one of our cages until you’re done shopping.”

Taylor blinked, a little confused. She looked again at Nathan—searching his face—then back at Agatha. “Well… maybe another time.”

Tatiana stepped in smoothly, voice warm and coaxing. “Oh, come on, Taylor. Let us show you. She has those cages—absolutely amazing. Just to see. You have to see.”

Nathan met Taylor’s gaze. He knew she didn’t like cages, didn’t like this world at all. But the social pressure was thick now—three powerful women waiting expectantly. Taylor reached out and took his hand, squeezing gently. It wasn’t a question; it was a silent check-in, her eyes asking: Are you okay if we go along with this?

Nathan gave the slightest nod—It’s okay. Play along.

Taylor’s face brightened, a small, genuine happiness breaking through. “Oh wow… you guys thought of everything.”

Agatha’s smile widened. “Of course we did. Let me show you. Care to follow me?”

Taylor linked arms with Emily, the two youngest falling into step behind Agatha. As they walked, Taylor turned briefly to Nathan, squeezing his hand once more—a quick, reassuring touch that said I’m with you without needing words. She didn’t let go until they had to part ways for the narrow corridor.

Nathan followed in silence, pushing the pram, the wheels humming softly over the marble, feeling the quiet comfort of Taylor’s fleeting touch still lingering on his skin. She hadn’t thrown him aside. She hadn’t abandoned him to the group. Even here, surrounded by these women, she had made sure he knew she was still with him.

They followed Agatha through the aisles—past racks of sissy maid costumes in every pastel shade, adult baby bonnets, stacks of diapers, cages of all sizes—until they reached the row of standing cages along the wall.

Taylor stopped dead.

From Nathan’s vantage, he watched her closely. She leaned forward slightly, hazel eyes narrowing as she tried to make out the figure inside—curious at first, almost playful.

Then recognition hit.

Her face flushed deep crimson, but the words died on her lips. She went very quiet, gaze fixed on the naked man bound inside. Something shifted in her expression—subtle, but Nathan knew her well enough to see it. The spark that had once burned for Rich, the dangerous fascination with the alpha who had nearly taken everything from them… it flickered and went out. Just like that. The esteemed billionaire, reduced to this—caged, helpless, owned—became nothing in her eyes. Disgust, perhaps. Or simple indifference. Whatever it was, it was gone.

Emily answered the unspoken question casually, as if remarking on the weather. “The animal in this cage is Rich. When we’re shopping and don’t need him around, we store him here.”

Tatiana laughed softly, rich with satisfaction. “Yes. We only need him when he brings revenue. Otherwise… he waits.”

Taylor didn’t respond. She didn’t exclaim, didn’t laugh. Her attention had already drifted—down the nearby aisle where rows of sleek vibrators gleamed under the lights. She stepped away a bit from the group, almost absently, fingers trailing over a display of smooth, curved toys in jewel tones. She picked one up, turning it in her hand, assessing the weight, the texture, the promise of simple, direct pleasure.

Agatha stepped up beside the cage, tapping her stick lightly against the bars. “$5,700 and this cage is yours,” she said with a saleswoman’s grin, then slid the stick between the bars to prod him playfully. Rich kept his back turned, rigid, refusing to acknowledge the poke.

“Allow me,” Emily said, her charming smile never faltering as she replaced Agatha at the cage’s side.

“Rich,” she sang lightly, voice sweet and melodic, “Oh Ri-iich… come over here and stop playing. Stop trying to hide. You cannot hide. Come here.”

Rich, hearing the unmistakable lilt of her command, turned slowly—reluctantly—back to face them.

Encased between his legs hung a massive, heavy chastity device: polished stainless steel, custom-forged to imprison his impressive size. Thick bars and unyielding plates locked everything away in brutal, gleaming confinement, the weight tugging visibly downward with every breath. Yet the swollen, straining outline beneath the metal betrayed his helpless, denied arousal—trapped, throbbing, utterly powerless.

“That’s better, isn’t it, Rich?”

“Yes, Emily,” he murmured meekly, ears burning crimson with shame. It was obvious he was anything but proud of his predicament—especially now, with Taylor witnessing it.

“Were you trying to hide from Lady Taylor here?” Emily asked again, her voice still light and melodic, but now laced with that gentle, relentless pressure—dimples deepening, blue eyes fixed on him with warm, unyielding insistence.

Taylor, idly turning a sleek vibrator over in her hand from the nearby display, raised an eyebrow at the mention of her name—glancing briefly toward Emily before her attention drifted back to the shelf.

Rich’s shoulders tensed; he kept his gaze on the floor, ears burning crimson, as if silence might somehow spare him.

Emily tilted her head, smile never wavering, but the sweetness in her tone sharpened just enough to cut.

“Rich,” she said softly, almost singing his name, “I asked you a question. Were you trying to hide from her?”

The cage offered no escape, no corner deep enough, no shadow thick enough. Every inch of him was exposed—the bound elbows forcing his chest forward, the massive steel device weighing heavily between his legs, swollen and straining against its unyielding prison. He had nowhere to go, no way to shield himself from her words or from Taylor’s stunned gaze.

He swallowed hard, voice barely a whisper. “Yes… a little.”

Emily’s smile widened, radiant and merciless. “A little? That’s not very polite, is it? Lady Taylor came all this way, and you turn your back on her?”

Rich’s breath hitched; the humiliation flooded him, thick and suffocating, layer upon layer with no way out. He was trapped—physically by the bars and ropes, emotionally by the gentle, inescapable push of her voice that left no room for pride or pretense.

“Are you sorry that you tried to hide from Lady Taylor?” she pressed, the question hanging in the air like a soft, silken noose.

Rich tried—desperately—to claw back some shred of the man he used to be. He straightened as much as the bound elbows and tight cage allowed, forcing a tight, almost casual laugh that came out thin and strained.

“Oh, absolutely… absolutely,” he said, voice pitched in that old boardroom tone, as if he were still the one signing the checks. “I’m sorry, of course. So happy to see Taylor again.”

He avoided her eyes, avoided all of them, staring somewhere past their shoulders like this was just another awkward meeting he could bluff his way through.

Emily didn’t let him.

Her charming smile never wavered, but she tilted her head, blue eyes sparkling with gentle amusement that somehow cut deeper than any glare.

“I asked you a question, Rich,” she said softly, sweetly. “Must you always talk so much? What is it you’re trying to show? That you’re still the big empire manager?” She winked playfully at the other ladies, drawing them in as silent witnesses. “Still trying to hide the fact that I own all of your assets?”

Rich’s shoulders twitched in a helpless shrug, the ropes creaking faintly. His ears burned darker.

Emily’s voice stayed light, almost kind. “So I’ll ask you again. Do you regret trying to hide from Lady Taylor?”

He swallowed, jaw working, clinging to the last thread of pride. “Yes,” he managed, the word clipped, deliberate—no “Mistress” attached.

Emily raised one perfect eyebrow, smile widening just enough to show the trap had sprung.

“Yes… what?”

The silence stretched, thick and suffocating. Tatiana’s soft chuckle, Agatha’s amused exhale, Taylor’s stunned stillness—all of it pressed in on him from every side.

Rich’s gaze dropped to the floor of the cage. The fight drained out of him like air from a punctured tire.

“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered, voice small and utterly defeated.

Emily’s dimples deepened in gentle triumph. “Good.”

Nathan watched the scene unfold in stunned silence, the sleeping baby still warm in the pram beside him.

Rich—once the untouchable titan, the man who had dismantled empires with a phone call—now stood naked and bound in that cage, reduced to desperate, futile attempts at modesty. Emily’s gentle, charming voice had stripped him layer by layer, refusing him even the smallest pretense of dignity. Every soft question, every playful prod, had dragged him lower, until the proud billionaire could only whisper “Yes, Mistress” in defeat. The massive steel chastity device locked around him gleamed cruelly under the lights, its weight pulling downward, the swollen outline beneath betraying how completely, helplessly aroused he was by his own humiliation.

Nathan felt it too—a sick, forbidden heat stirring in his own cage. Shock, yes. Disbelief. But beneath it, the old helpless arousal he had never fully escaped. The sight of Rich broken so thoroughly, so casually, by Emily’s effortless charm… it was intoxicating in the worst way.

His gaze shifted.

Tatiana had moved behind Taylor, wrapping her arms around the younger woman’s waist in a warm, possessive hug. She leaned in, lips brushing Taylor’s ear, voice low enough that only the group could hear—but loud enough for Nathan to catch every word.

“You have to admit, sweetheart,” Tatiana murmured against Taylor’s ear, voice low and teasing, “this is quite arousing.”

Taylor leaned slightly toward her, fingers still idly tracing a sleek vibrator on the nearby shelf, her gaze drifting over the display rather than lingering on the cage. She gave a small, polite laugh—more courtesy than enthusiasm.

“Oh yes… it is,” she said softly, but Nathan knew her too well to miss the truth. The words were for Tatiana’s benefit, not genuine feeling. Something had broken in Taylor the moment she recognized Rich—ever since that pillory scene, the day Emily had caned him mercilessly, the once-dangerous alpha had become nothing to her. No spark, no fascination, no lingering desire. Just quiet indifference. She didn’t want to look at him, didn’t want to engage. Her attention stayed on the vibrators—simple, direct pleasure, hers alone, no cages or cruelty required.

Nathan watched her, a bittersweet ache in his chest. She was polite, not wanting to offend, but her heart wasn’t in the game anymore—not this part of it.

Agatha’s fingers moved to the front of his shirt, unbuttoning slowly, deliberately. “I trust you have no objection,” she said conversationally, eyes on Taylor.

Taylor, absorbed in comparing two sleek vibrators from the nearby display, lifted her head at the words. Her gaze turned fully to Nathan—meeting his eyes across the lounge, a silent exchange passing between them in an instant, the deep connection of lovers who knew each other without words. A mischievous smile curved her lips, dimples flashing as she held his stare a beat longer, playful and knowing.

“Oh yes, absolutely,” she said, voice light and teasing, the smile directed straight at him.

Then, turning stricter to Agatha: “Strip him completely and cage him for me, thank you.”

The casual way she said it—not a command, not even a request, just a statement of desire laced with affectionate mischief—shocked Nathan more than anything else. Not just what she wanted, but how naturally it rolled off her tongue, that playful glance confirming she knew exactly how much he hated it… and that he’d play along anyway, because whatever floated her boat was his too.

Before he could process it, Agatha had his shirt open, then off. Trousers followed. In moments he stood naked, the cold air of the store raising gooseflesh on his skin. Agatha worked quickly, expertly—ropes appeared from nowhere, looping around his elbows and pulling them tight behind his back until his chest thrust forward helplessly, just like Rich.

“I love tying them by the elbows,” Agatha commented idly, cinching the knots. “Makes them so utterly helpless. Layers of helplessness on helplessness. Wouldn’t you agree?”

Tatiana, still hugging Taylor from behind, laughed softly. “Oh yes, I totally agree. From time to time, when the mood strikes, I tie my captives in the basement just like this. Impossible to escape. They can’t even reach the bars properly. Totally naked, totally exposed. Quite convenient.”

In no time, Nathan was stripped bare, the heavy tiger cage between his legs tugging with familiar, cruel weight.

Agatha opened the empty cage beside Rich’s, delivered a sharp, playful slap to Nathan’s ass. “In you go.”

The sting sent him stumbling forward into the confined space. The door clanged shut behind him, locked with casual finality.

The ladies outside burst into delighted laughter at how quickly he had rushed inside at one simple slap.

Agatha turned away, already dismissing them. “Okay, ladies—with these two stored away, we can continue our discussion. Come along.”

Emily, Tatiana, and Agatha walked off together—the convoy of dominant women, heels clicking in perfect rhythm, fur coats and diamonds flashing, voices light with anticipation of tea and gossip.

Taylor lingered for one additional second next to Nathan’s cage. She leaned close, her face softening as she looked at him through the bars.

“You okay?” she asked gently, a small, affectionate smile playing on her lips—she was enjoying the moment, yes, but the concern in her eyes was real.

“Yes, Mistress,” Nathan replied quietly, voice steady despite the flush on his cheeks.

“Now give me a kiss,” she said, tilting her head so he could reach her cheek.

He hurried forward as much as the cage allowed, pressing a quick, devoted kiss to her skin like a good boy.

Taylor winked at him—playful, reassuring—then joined the convoy, guiding the sleek black pram with one hand, gently rocking it as Genesis slept peacefully inside, wrapped in a soft pink blanket, oblivious to the world of power plays unfolding around her—and innocent still of the immense power she would one day wield over the men in her life… even her own father.

Nathan stood naked in his small standing cage, helpless, elbows bound, side by side with Rich. A year ago, they had been business colleagues—globetrotting, talking empires and billions. Now, at the behest of women, simply because women—at the end of the day—dominated the human race, they found themselves in this predicament.

Nathan was the first to break the heavy silence between the cages.

He tried for a chuckle, but it came out thin and hollow. “You know, Rich… I’m just trying to roll back the events, figure out how the hell I ended up standing here. Completely naked, locked in this chastity device, elbows tied behind my back like some… some animal.”

Rich gave a low, weary sigh from the next cage, the ropes creaking as he shifted. “I’m asking myself the same question, Nathan. I really am.”

Nathan glanced over, voice dropping. “I mean… how? You’re the man of the big world. You know better than anyone.”

Rich’s laugh was bitter, almost defeated. “Quite right. Quite right.” He sighed again, deeper this time. “Truth is… I just don’t know anymore.”

Nathan hesitated, then pressed on. “Was she… Emily… always like this?”

“Always like what?”

“So charming,” Nathan said. “Such an amazing woman. So… humane.”

Rich’s gaze softened, distant. “Oh yes. Ever since she was a baby, she captivated all of us. An amazing girl.”

“So you’ve been her stepfather ever since…?”

Rich nodded slowly. “Ever since.”

Nathan sensed the reluctance, the way Rich’s answers grew shorter, guarded. “How old was she when you married Tatiana?”

Rich looked at him for a long moment, then away. “When I married Tatiana… Emily wasn’t even a sperm.”

Nathan blinked. “You mean Tatiana conceived Emily after your marriage?”

Rich cut straight to it, voice flat and heavy with resignation. “Yes. In the first three years, I thought I was the father. Then… I knew Tatiana was fucking around. She fucked every male she felt like fucking. And rarely did it with me.”

Nathan shook his head slowly. “Goodness. That’s… sad. How did you react when you found out?”

Rich’s eyes met his, weary but honest. “The truth now, or the nice story?”

“The truth,” Nathan said quietly. “If you can.”

Rich exhaled. “I was turned on. It turned me on—that she was so free, having all that sex, and I wasn’t allowed. That was the only way I could really climax.”

Nathan stared, disbelief plain. “You mean… you were Tatiana’s slave?”

Rich gave a small, rueful shrug against the ropes. “I guess you could call it that. When we were alone, nobody knew. Externally, no one suspected. But between us… I was her cuckold slave.”

“You’re not anymore, though,” Nathan said. “Right?”

Rich’s gaze drifted toward the direction the women had gone. “Yeah… well. When Emily grew up, I fell for her. Deeply. Her mother wasn’t as young anymore, and Emily was… devastatingly amazing.”

He looked at Nathan, voice dropping lower, almost confessional. “You see, I have a weakness for young women. I see a pretty one, and I have to fuck her. Intensely. I can’t help it. Around that time, Tatiana became aware of it… and she suggested this open marriage scheme. It allowed me to have sex with any girl I wanted.”

Nathan nodded slowly. “Yes… I saw you with Destiny.”

Rich’s eyes lit faintly with memory. “That was pure sexual. I remember that night—I just couldn’t control myself. She was beautiful. Those tits… reminded me of Tatiana when she was young. So cute. I just had to fuck her.”

Nathan cleared his throat, the sound awkward in the confined space between cages.

“So… you mean at one point in your life you found yourself… making love to your stepdaughter?” he asked, voice hesitant, almost a whisper. “I mean… you had sex with Emily?”

Rich let out a low, weary chuckle. He looked Nathan in the eye, the weight of years and secrets heavy between them.

“I never had sex with Emily,” he said simply.

Nathan blinked, stunned. “You mean… you fell under her spell without ever penetrating her?”

Rich nodded, a faint, rueful smile touching his lips. “You’re asking it as if this isn’t exactly what’s happening to you. If I recall… you have the same issue with Taylor.”

Nathan swallowed. “I… I did have sex with Taylor. Twice. The first was before the marriage. After I promised her we’d get married. And then also 11 months ago and 2 days.”

Rich’s gaze was steady. “Yeah. So I don’t think I’m at the level where I’m even allowed to have sex with Emily.”

Nathan stared, the words sinking in. “Wow… this is so arousing. This reality.”

Rich continued, voice low and reflective. “You see, I love to fuck young women. It’s true. When there’s a young woman around, I get turned on—so much. I also love to dominate them; they’re so innocent, so eager, such a turn-on for me. But there’s one thing that gives me the ultimate satisfaction. It goes beyond the physical fucking. It’s to worship… to be submissive to a true dominant woman. I can’t truly connect to myself unless a woman humiliates me, spits on me, beats me… sometimes treats me badly.”

Nathan felt the words strike deep, like a mirror held up to his own soul. He had never fully admitted it—not even to himself—but hearing Rich lay it bare forced him to confront the joy he found in serving Taylor, in surrendering everything to her.

Rich nodded slowly, as if reading Nathan’s thoughts. “You know, Nathan… as difficult as it is for me to say this… your princess—your Taylor—has something that dominates me completely. I did my best not to tell her, not to tell anyone.” His voice cracked slightly, eyes glistening. “But this little girl had such a huge impact on me that I felt like I was falling… falling… drowning. And I had to maintain the facade that I’m the man, the alpha—because that’s what she decided I am.”

He paused, tears welling as the confession poured out.

“She was totally oblivious to the fact that years ago, Tatiana was using the cane on me. I was constantly on a leash. She didn’t know. You didn’t either. It’s true that Tatiana these days doesn’t attract me like she used to when she was young. But the minute she noticed I was falling for Taylor… all her alarm systems went off. She ordered Emily to come put me in my place.”

His voice shook. “And Emily did what she knows best. Persuaded me that I belong to her. Made me understand I was a disobedient boy.”

A sudden burst of bright, girlish laughter floated down the aisle—two eighteen-year-olds, one blonde, one brunette, both gorgeous in that effortless, spoiled way of girls who had never been told no.

The blonde spotted the cages first. She grabbed her friend’s wrist, eyes wide with delighted shock.

“Come here—quick, look!”

The brunette hung back, half-laughing, half-nervous. “What? No, what’s there?”

The blonde tugged harder, already closer. “The cages! There are actual men inside!”

“No way,” the brunette gasped, peering over her friend’s shoulder. “Those are robots or something, right? Like… mannequins?”

The blonde stepped right up to Rich’s cage, leaning in, phone forgotten in her hand.

“Are you a robot… or a real man?”

Rich, catching the playful challenge in her tone, decided to play along. He lunged forward as far as the ropes allowed and let out a sudden, low “Boo!”

The blonde squealed and jumped back, both hands flying to her mouth in that classic girlish gasp, eyes wide with delighted shock. The brunette did the same a split-second later, hands clapping over her lips, the two of them bursting into breathless giggles.

“Oh my God—he’s real!” the blonde managed between laughs, peeking through her fingers.

Both girls dissolved into laughter, the brunette clutching her friend’s arm. “Okay, let’s go—this looks dangerous!”

“No, no, wait—I want to see!” the blonde protested, stepping close again, emboldened. She leaned in toward Rich’s cage, eyes sparkling with playful curiosity. “Are you guys… on sale?”

Rich gave a wry smile. “Yes. But I’m too expensive for you.”

The blonde’s eyes sparkled. “Really?” She reached through the bars, boldly running a finger down his chest, tugging lightly at the hair there. “Nice feeling…”

The brunette tugged her sleeve. “Don’t touch him! He’ll grab your hand or something—it could be dangerous!”

The blonde laughed. “He can’t. Look—he’s cuffed behind. See?”

The brunette edged closer, peering cautiously at Rich’s midsection first—her eyes level with the cruel ropes binding his elbows tight behind his back.

“Oh my God…” she whispered, a nervous giggle escaping. “He’s really tied… look at those ropes pulling his elbows together.”

Then she tilted her head up, gaze traveling slowly upward over his broad, exposed chest to his face high above her.

She let out a soft, breathy laugh, half-shocked, half-impressed. “My goodness… he’s so tall.”

The blonde, still clinging to her friend’s arm but unable to look away, giggled back. “Oh yeah… he’s quite handsome, no?”

She tilted her head, playful. “So how much do you cost if I want to buy you?”

Rich chuckled dryly. “Five million dollars.”

She giggled, delighted. “Come on—at your age, you should pay me to spend time with you.”

The brunette finally yanked her friend’s hand. “Come on! You’re talking to some old guy like this—you don’t even know him!”

The blonde let herself be pulled, but glanced back with a flirty grin. “Pity my friend here is so scared… otherwise I’d love to spend some time with you. You’re hot, you know that?”

Rich smiled faintly. “Oh yes… they’ve told me.”

She blew him a kiss over her shoulder as her friend dragged her away. “Bye, guys!”

Their laughter—light, teasing, utterly carefree—echoed down the aisle long after the two girls had vanished around the corner.

In the sudden quiet that followed, Nathan cleared his throat, desperate for anything to break the heavy silence.

“So… how’s the Mattapan project coming along?”

Rich shrugged—as much as the elbow ropes allowed. “I don’t know.”

Nathan frowned. “What do you mean, you don’t know?”

Rich met his eyes, voice flat. “She shook me off the project.”

Nathan’s breath caught. “What do you mean Taylor shook you off the project?”

Rich nodded slowly. “Yes.”

“How could she do such a thing to a shark like you?”

Rich’s face flushed deep red, ears burning with shame. He looked away, voice barely above a whisper.

“I’m… I’m so ashamed,” Rich admitted, his voice barely above a whisper, face flushed deep crimson, ears burning. “I feel so humiliated. This is something I don’t want to talk about. It’s her… and the 51% ownership… and her lawyer. But mainly the fact that she controlled almost all the committee members. I can’t talk about it. It’s… it’s so painful.”

He swallowed hard, eyes fixed on the floor of his cage.

“For my 49% share, she paid me a hundred thousand dollars. That’s it. A hundred thousand. And now the project is fully owned by her. Current estimates—no less than fifty million.”

Nathan stared, the number hitting him like a physical blow.

Rich’s voice cracked. “She owns it all now. Every cent.”

Nathan stared in disbelief. “I didn’t know that.”

Rich shook his head slowly, eyes distant, voice laced with bitter awe.

“Your wife—Taylor—that sweet twenty-year-old beauty—is filthy rich.”

He fixed Nathan with a stare, letting the words sink in.

“Let me spell it out for you,” he said, voice dropping lower, almost reverent. “Filthy rich. F-i-l-t-h-y r-i-c-h.”

Nathan shook his head slowly. “She didn’t tell me.”

Rich gave a bitter smile. “She didn’t tell you many things. This woman… I don’t know how, but she reminds me somehow of my Emily. It’s something you’re born with. She can control men without chains, without spanking, without caning.”

Nathan hesitated, then said, “But your Emily does use spanking and caning…”

Rich nodded slowly. “Well, obviously. With a mother like Tatiana, she was groomed for it. She watched Tatiana discipline me, discipline other men. You can’t even begin to realize the connection between those two women. I’ve seen parents and children. I’ve seen love between a parent and child, a child loving a parent—all of it, yes. But what Tatiana and Emily have… it’s a bond so strong it’s devastating.”

Just then, Agatha’s heels clicked sharply as she returned, wooden stick in hand.

She didn’t speak at first. She simply slid the stick through the bars of Rich’s cage and poked him firmly in the ribs.

“I don’t understand this,” Agatha barked, her voice sharp and commanding, the tone of an unforgiving headmistress who tolerated no disobedience. “Don’t you realize you’re not supposed to speak?”

Rich flinched inside his cage but said nothing.

She thrust her stick between the bars, jabbing him firmly in the ribs. When he still didn’t respond, she hooked the tip under his chin and forced his tear-streaked face upward, lifting until he had no choice but to meet her cold, unyielding gaze.

“Look at me when I’m talking to you.”

Rich’s eyes met hers, tears slipping down his cheeks. The humiliation was overwhelming—too much for a man who had once commanded empires.

Satisfied, Agatha withdrew the stick and unlocked Rich’s cage first, yanking the door open with a metallic screech.

“Out,” she snapped.

Rich stepped forward, naked and bound, shoulders hunched in instinctive submission.

She turned to Nathan’s cage next, unlocking it with the same brisk, impersonal efficiency.

“You too. Out.”

Nathan obeyed, emerging into the aisle. The cold air bit at his exposed skin, and the sudden freedom of movement felt strange—almost wrong—after the tight confines of the cage.

Only then did Agatha loop a rope ring around Rich’s neck like a crude collar and leash, pressing the end into Nathan’s bound hands.

“March,” she commanded Nathan, voice flat and merciless. “Lead him. Come on—start walking.”

Nathan hesitated. “Where to?”

“No talking,” Agatha snapped, the stick cracking hard across his ass.

Nathan jumped forward with a sharp yelp.

The spectacle was complete: Nathan, naked, elbows lashed tightly behind his back, holding the rope leash around Rich’s neck—leading the once-mighty billionaire like a beaten dog. Agatha didn’t use words to direct them. She simply struck—hard, merciless flicks of the stick across thighs, ass, back—each one precise, calculated, leaving angry red welts and, in places, thin lines of blood. Neither man dared speak or protest; the slightest deviation from the path she wanted earned another stinging blow. She herded them like cattle through back passages, service corridors, hidden alleys of the store—places no customer was ever meant to see—far from the elegant main aisles reserved for women.

With every strike, the reality sank deeper into Nathan’s bones. This was no playful correction from Taylor, no familiar warmth mixed with control. This was raw, categorical ownership. Men were livestock here—nothing more. No rights, no choices, no dignity. One wrong step, one degree off course, and the stick found its mark. The contrast to his life with Taylor—where submission had been intimate, even tender at times—hit him like a second beating. Here, he was nothing. Less than nothing.

They reached the open lounge area at last—a semi-secluded corner of the store visible to any passing female shopper, yet intimate enough for the ladies to relax undisturbed.

The ladies were already seated—Taylor, Emily, Tatiana—deep in easy, intimate laughter, heads close together, teacups forgotten on the low table as one of them finished a story that had them all in delighted hysterics. The air was warm with friendship, with the effortless bond of women who had decided, in that moment, to be allies rather than rivals.

Agatha shoved Nathan and Rich forward, positioning them squarely in front of the low table—naked, elbows cruelly bound, leashed—standing exposed beneath the soft, golden lounge lights.

The laughter died instantly. Three pairs of beautiful eyes lifted, fixed on the two men, and the room fell into a charged, humming silence.

Taylor’s lips parted first, a slow, involuntary breath escaping. “Wow,” she whispered, voice husky, cheeks flushing deep rose. “This is… so arousing.”

Tatiana’s arms slid around her from the side, pulling her into a warm, possessive embrace. “Oh yes,” she murmured against Taylor’s ear, loud enough for all to hear. “Yes, it is.”

Taylor’s gaze fixed solely on Nathan—his familiar form rigid with shame, every muscle locked in perfect, terrified stillness. “Why is it so arousing?” she murmured, almost to herself, voice low and husky. “The way she controls him… he doesn’t even have the liberty to look away. If some woman walked past in the corridor, he wouldn’t dare glance. He just… stands there.”

Emily’s dimples deepened, her voice soft and conspiratorial, eyes also on Nathan as if Rich were invisible. “That’s the magic of Agatha. She associates any diversion with immediate pain. It works wonders.” She tilted her head, studying him with gentle amusement. “See how perfectly straight he’s standing? How desperately he wants to shift, to move, to regain even a shred of dignity… but he doesn’t. Because he knows.”

Agatha gave a modest nod, but her eyes gleamed with pride. “Thank you for the kind words, Lady Emily. I’m flattered.”

Emily laughed lightly. “It’s obvious. He’s shaking. Afraid to even breathe wrong. No rebellion. Nothing. He’s learned his place. That’s the beauty of it.”

To demonstrate, Agatha began tapping them lightly with her stick—precise, casual flicks that made both men flinch. With nothing more than the pressure and direction of the stick, she forced them to turn slowly in place—a full, humiliating 360 degrees—so the ladies could admire every angle: the red welts blooming across backs and thighs, the heavy chastity devices swinging with each reluctant step, the utter helplessness of bound elbows and leashed neck.

Agatha’s eyes gleamed with predatory satisfaction as she circled Nathan, her wooden stick trailing lazily along his exposed skin. “You can see all these fresh marks,” she commented conversationally, tapping a particularly vivid welt on Nathan’s ass with the tip of her stick—the sting lingering like a lover’s cruel kiss. “From just now, while I was bringing him here. They learn quickly, wouldn’t you agree, Nathan?”

Nathan’s voice emerged small, automatic, his body trembling under the weight of their gazes. “Yes, ma’am.”

The ladies erupted into fresh laughter—rich, delighted, unstoppable—waves of feminine amusement that washed over him, heightening his exposure, making his skin prickle with humiliated heat.

Agatha shook her head, feigning disappointment. “No, no, no—it doesn’t look like you really learned your lesson, does it, Nathan?”

‘Now how do I answer this?’ Nathan thought desperately, his mind a whirl of panic. A moment ago, he had admitted he learned it; now he had to say he hadn’t? Confusion knotted his stomach—how to escape this utter degradation, how to avoid her stick? The fear coiled tight, his naked body on full display, every inch vulnerable to her whim, every laugh from the women a fresh lash to his soul.

While he pondered, frozen in his futile attempt to think fast, Agatha’s stick cracked hard against his ass—a sharp, burning explosion that ripped a gasp from his throat. The ladies burst into even louder laughter, their delight echoing through him, sending forbidden sparks of arousal through his caged cock despite the pain.

She stepped closer, invading his space until her voluptuous presence filled his vision—her ample bosom rising and falling beneath the taut white satin blouse, so close he could almost feel the intoxicating heat radiating from her skin, the soft swell brushing tantalizingly near his chest with each breath. Leaning in as if conspiring with him, now firmly on his side like a secretive ally against the world, her voice dropped to an intimate whisper that pretended privacy but carried clearly to the others, who leaned in attentively, stifling smirks at the delicious farce. “I have an idea for you, pet—just between us,” she murmured, her warm breath grazing his ear in a way that sent forbidden shivers through him. “Why don’t you tell each of the ladies, one by one, that you learned your lesson quickly? That’ll get you out of this little mess, won’t it?”

Nathan nodded, throat dry.

She detached smoothly, presenting the ladies with a theatrical sweep of her hand. “Well?”

Nathan looked at the three women, and out of ingrained respect—utter reverence in his case—he started with the eldest, Tatiana. He approached her naked, head bowed, the cool air teasing his exposed skin. “Lady Carter, I learned my lesson.”

Tatiana shook her head, her auburn waves catching the light. “No, no—I’m not used to talking to men who stand… higher than me.”

“Oh,” Nathan murmured, dropping instantly to his knees, the marble hard against his bare skin.

He looked up at Tatiana for confirmation, the old memories flooding back—this temptress, voluptuous and fully in control, her presence alone enough to make his pulse thunder. Before he could speak, she raised one elegant, naked foot—smooth, arched, red-polished toenails gleaming—and brought it playfully to his face, slapping lightly, teasingly. “Well, what are you waiting for, Nathan?” she purred, her voice rich with amusement.

He couldn’t complete a sentence. “Lady Carter, I learned—” But she smacked his face fondly with her foot again, delighted, the soft sole brushing his lips in a way that sent humiliating shivers through him. The ladies laughed, the sound wrapping around him like silk chains. “You learned?” Tatiana prompted, tapping again.

“I learned… I learned my lesson,” Nathan managed, voice breaking as her foot lingered, the scent of her skin—faint perfume and warmth—invading his senses.

Tatiana burst into laughter. “Learned your lesson, correct.” Then, with a wink, “Bravo.”

He turned next to Emily, who held his chin with one slender finger, lifting his face gently. From this close, she was astonishingly beautiful—her hazel eyes soft yet commanding, dimples hinting at kindness even as her touch sent tremors through him. He shook from the intensity, the level of her effortless allure.

“Yes, baby,” she murmured, voice like velvet. “Speak. I’m not as mean as my mother.” She darted a playful look at Tatiana, as if chiding her for exaggerating with the helpless boy.

“Miss Emily,” he started, but she corrected him immediately, her finger tracing his jawline in a feather-light caress that made his skin burn.

“Just Emily—we’re close friends, Nathan. Just tell me,” she said, gaining him a sliver of confidence even as Tatiana’s laughter echoed through the store.

“Emily, my friend,” he said—and this sent Tatiana into such unrestrained laughter that it filled the space, drawing distant glances.

Emily remained kind, her touch lingering. “Yes? Go on, never be shy around me, Nathan.”

Tears pricked his eyes from her unexpected compassion. “I learned my lesson, Emily.”

She smiled radiantly and leaned down, planting a soft kiss on his nose—a gesture so intimate it stole his breath. “Now go tell your wife.”

Nathan shuffled toward Taylor on his knees, the marble unforgiving. She smiled at him fondly, helping him navigate the final shreds of this ordeal with a quiet warmth in her eyes.

“Taylor, Mistress,” he whispered, “I learned my lesson.”

She reached out, cupping his face gently, her touch a balm amid the storm. Their eyes met in a mutual smile born of deep, unbreakable connection.

Agatha’s voice cut through like a whip. “Stand up. Look straight. At attention.”

Nathan hurried to comply, snapping into position like a trained soldier—naked, exposed, afraid to twitch even an inch.

“As I said,” Agatha explained coolly, “he will not move one inch.” She looked at him, raising her voice. “And why?”

Nathan replied meekly, voice barely audible. “Because I learned my lesson, Aunt Agatha taught me.”

“Correct,” Agatha said, standing with her back straight and proud, chest rising with satisfaction.

Taylor’s flush deepened, her hazel eyes bright with unmistakable arousal, breath quickening as she took in the scene—Nathan’s naked vulnerability, the fresh welts blooming on his skin, the absolute obedience etched into every trembling muscle. “Wow, the level of control you have over men… it beats any imagination. This is so arousing. So… intensely arousing.”

Agatha’s smile turned knowing, intimate. “We have solutions for customers who become… too aroused.”

Without another word or a glance for permission, she pulled out her mobile phone and dialed.

The ladies fell quiet, sipping their tea, watching her with amused curiosity.

“Edward,” Agatha said into the phone, voice crisp and final. “I want you over here now.”

A pause.

“What do you mean you’re with a customer?” Her tone sharpened, cold as steel. “If I say you come here now, then you come here now.”

Another brief silence.

“Well, you heard me loud and clear.”

She ended the call with a decisive tap and slipped the phone away.

Tatiana burst into indulgent laughter, rich and delighted. Emily’s dimples flashed as she joined in.

Agatha turned to Taylor, casual as if suggesting a new nail color. “I trust you have no objection to men licking your pussy.”

Taylor’s cheeks flushed deeper, but her hazel eyes sparkled with mischief. “Well… it depends. Is he handsome? Does he look good?”

Agatha gave a short, amused laugh. “No. He looks absolutely horrible. Terrible. Terrible. But he’s very good with the tongue. You must try it.”

Taylor’s face was scarlet now, the deep blush spreading down her throat, making her look even more impossibly beautiful—radiant, almost glowing with arousal. She laughed, breathless, one hand pressed lightly to her chest as if to steady her racing heart.

“Wow,” she whispered, voice husky and trembling with excitement. “I am so turned on. It’s like… I’m being treated like the queen I am. The fact that I can just sit here, and a man is summoned—scared, obedient—to lick my pussy whenever I want… God, the power. The superiority. It’s intoxicating.”

Emily leaned back, dimples flashing in a knowing smile. “Welcome to the club, honey.”

The women’s laughter rang out louder at the sight, Tatiana wiping tears of mirth from her eyes, Taylor’s dimples deep as she took a napkin and handed it to Tatiana.

“Thank you, thank you,” Tatiana gasped, wiping tears of laughter from her eyes. “Air—I just need air to breathe!”

The sound of their joy—rich, carefree, utterly indifferent to the two humiliated men standing before them—cut deeper than any strike of the stick.

Moments later, Edward Harris appeared at the entrance to the lounge—still dressed in his impeccable upstairs salesman suit, silver beard trimmed, posture confident from years of charming wealthy clients. He carried himself like the seasoned professional he was on the main floor: warm handshake, knowing smile, the man who could sell a thousand-dollar tie without blinking.

But the instant he crossed the threshold, his composure cracked.

Agatha’s sharp gaze snapped to him.

“Edward,” she said, voice flat and cold, the tone of absolute authority. “Why are you still wearing clothes?”

Edward froze, face draining of color. “I—I was just—”

“Strip,” Agatha cut in, no room for discussion. “Now.”

Hands shaking, he began undressing—jacket, tie, shirt, trousers—folding each piece hastily, desperately, as if speed might earn mercy. In seconds he stood naked, slight frame exposed, the familiar heavy chastity device locked between his legs, head bowed in terror of her disapproval.

Agatha stood tall before him, back straight, shoulders drawn back, the crisp white satin of her blouse stretched taut across the proud swell of her ample bosom—voluptuous curves that seemed designed for real men to devour, yet forever denied to the boys she ruled. Not an inch of skin showed below her high collar, only the promise of maternal, merciless power.

She looked to Taylor, one brow arched in silent invitation.

Edward dropped to his knees before Taylor without a word, eyes lowered, body trembling slightly under her gaze. Taylor—young, radiant, impossibly beautiful in her short white skirt and red stilettos—looked down at him, her hazel eyes sparkling with a mix of curiosity and growing arousal. He was completely submissive to her already, captivated by her youth, her girlish beauty, the effortless power she exuded without even trying.

Still holding his gaze, Taylor reached beneath her skirt. Slowly, deliberately, she slid her delicate lace panties down her flawless thighs, letting them glide over toned calves and past her red heels. Edward watched every inch of the descent, breath shallow, utterly entranced by her radiant face and the intimate act unfolding before him.

She held the panties in her hand for a moment, glancing left, then right—nowhere suitable to put them. With a playful, aroused little smile, she draped them gently over his bowed head like a veil.

Taylor settled back in her seat, parting her thighs just enough, and pointed between them.

“Okay,” she said, voice husky with excitement. “Let’s see how good you are at this.”

Edward leaned in instantly, his tongue finding her with practiced devotion. Taylor’s head fell back slightly, a soft moan escaping her lips as pleasure rippled through her.

“Oh… wow,” she breathed, looking across at Agatha. “This is so arousing. The whole situation… I agree.”

It was then that Nathan spotted him—a young Indian man, completely naked, approaching the ladies with a silver tray balanced carefully in his hands. Coffee cups and delicate plates of cake trembled slightly with each step. This had to be “Trunks,” the new one Agatha had mentioned. He moved with the practiced caution of someone who knew one wrong move could cost him dearly, eyes fixed firmly on the floor, never daring to look above ankle level.

Trunks knelt gracefully before the low table in front of the ladies, placing the tray down with the utmost care—coffee, milk, sugar, tiny forks, and perfect slices of cake arranged like an offering. The women barely acknowledged him at first, still giggling over the sight of Nathan and Rich.

Emily, however, noticed immediately. Her radiant smile widened as she reached out and caught him gently but firmly by the ear, pulling him closer until he was bent low beside her chair.

“Hey, sweet boy,” she said, voice warm and melodic, full of genuine affection. “How have you been?”

Trunks flushed, eyes still down, but a shy smile tugged at his lips. “I’m… I’m good, Miss Emily. Thank you.”

“And your studies?” she asked softly, fingers loosening just enough to stroke his hair. “That compiler design exam—how did it go?”

He hesitated, voice timid. “I… I scored an A, Miss Emily.”

Emily’s dimples deepened, delight lighting her face. “That’s wonderful! See? I knew you could do it.” She leaned closer, playful now. “You know, you could always come work for me at LLM-Robotics.”

Trunks laughed softly, a mix of gratitude and nervous excitement.

Emily’s smile turned teasing. “Of course… we don’t really hire software developers these days. We employ AIs.” She winked. “But you can still be my personal foot slave. Would you like that?”

Trunks’ laugh was breathless, devoted. “Yes, Miss Emily.”

She guided his head lower—lower—until his face was inches from her feet. With graceful ease, she slipped off one high-heeled sandal. Without a word, Trunks began his work: sniffing reverently, pressing soft kisses to her instep, massaging with trembling, devoted fingers. He was completely under her spell, lost in the ritual.

“Okay, but Taylor—it’s the bachelorette party you’re interested in, yes?” Agatha said, voice crisp and professional. “Let me show you something perfect.”

She gestured to a large, freestanding board—taller than a man, wide enough to hide one completely—wheeled in from a side alcove. The front was beautifully illustrated: elegant, stylized drawings of women in various playful poses, hands cupped suggestively forward. At waist height, several neat circular holes had been cut—each framed by those painted hands, so that anything inserted would appear to be held tenderly by the illustrated woman.

The ladies leaned in, curiosity piqued.

Agatha tapped the board proudly. “Classic party favorite. The men stand behind—you can’t see their faces, can’t see anything but what comes through the holes. The game is simple: identify your cock. Guess correctly—two points. Wrong guess—penalty drink, or whatever rules you set.”

The women burst into delighted laughter at the sheer absurdity and cheek of it.

Agatha grinned. “Keys, please.”

Taylor, still lost in the exquisite pleasure of Edward’s devoted tongue, let out a soft, breathy moan. She glanced down at him—kneeling between her parted thighs, face buried beneath her short white skirt—and smiled lazily.

“Edward, darling,” she purred, voice husky with arousal, “please release the key from my anklet and give it to Aunt Agatha.”

Edward paused just long enough to obey, his lips glistening as he drew back. With careful, trembling fingers he unclasped the delicate gold chain from her ankle, the tiny tiger-key charm glinting in his palm. He handed it up to Agatha without daring to meet anyone’s eyes, then immediately returned to his worship, tongue resuming its fervent, practiced rhythm.

Agatha caught the key deftly, adding it to the one Tatiana had tossed her moments earlier.

She moved behind the board where Rich and Nathan waited, out of sight. The soft metallic clink of chastity devices unlocking echoed—followed by two heavier thuds as the steel cages hit the floor.

The ladies laughed harder at the unmistakable sound.

“Stuff your cocks through the holes, boys,” Agatha commanded from behind the screen.

Moments later, two erect cocks appeared—protruding proudly through the illustrated hands, framed like obscene trophies.

The women erupted.

One was massive—thick, long, heavy, veins prominent, the head flared and glistening. The other, though fully erect, was noticeably smaller—neat, eager, but dwarfed in comparison.

Agatha emerged from behind the board, positioning herself proudly in front of the two protruding cocks like a curator unveiling prized exhibits. The women’s eyes were already bright with anticipation.

She reached out casually, wrapping her fingers around the larger shaft first—thick, heavy, veined—and gave it a slow, deliberate stroke, watching it twitch in response.

The ladies erupted in delighted laughter.

Then she turned to the smaller one, pinching it lightly between thumb and forefinger as if examining a curiosity, giving it a gentle tug that made it bob eagerly.

The laughter grew louder, richer.

Agatha glanced back at them, mock-serious. “Okay, so now you have to guess—which one is which?”

Tatiana leaned forward, eyes sparkling with amusement. “You’re kidding, right? This is some sort of joke.”

Agatha blinked, genuinely puzzled. “Excuse me?”

“Well,” Tatiana said, gesturing with her coffee cup, “it’s obvious. The big one belongs to Rich. And the… child one belongs to Nathan.”

Agatha nodded sagely, as if confirming a scientific fact. “Yes, exactly. I mean, it’s easy in this case. You cannot compare the cock of a mature man…” she stroked the massive shaft again for emphasis, “…to that of a child.”

The way she delivered it—calm, educational, utterly deadpan—sent the women into fresh hysterics. Taylor doubled over, tears streaming, Emily’s dimples deep as she gasped for breath, Tatiana fanning herself with a napkin.

Agatha continued, undeterred, warming to her sales pitch. “But in a true party, there are all sorts of sizes. It’s not only about the size of the cock—it’s about the color, the shape, the way it reacts to specific strokes. You understand what I’m saying?”

She demonstrated lightly on both, eliciting another wave of laughter.

Then she turned to Taylor. “So what do you say? Are you interested?”

Taylor wiped her eyes, still giggling. “No, no—I want something else. I’m not interested in this one.”

Just then, Zoe passed by, golden-blonde bob swinging, and stopped dead in her tracks. Her gaze locked on the board—specifically on the massive cock protruding proudly through one of the illustrated hands.

Zoe Foster—the store’s famed sissification expert, the young woman who could take any ordinary man and, with her sultry confidence and loving touch, convert him into an eager, devoted sissy slave—stood frozen, lips parted in genuine shock. Her radiant smile faltered, replaced by wide-eyed awe, a faint tremor of arousal running through her. She had seen countless cocks in her work, locked away dozens with gentle, teasing hands, but nothing like this. The sheer size left even her—poised, commanding, always in control—momentarily speechless, cheeks flushing as she stared, utterly dumbfounded by something so far beyond the moderate, manageable sizes she usually tamed.

Agatha noticed and laughed. “Zoe, haven’t you seen a cock in your life?”

Zoe’s cheeks flushed deeper; her usual confident poise faltered, voice husky with need. “Oh… I’ve seen many,” she breathed, eyes wide. “But… is this real?”

Agatha’s grin widened. “Of course it’s real. Would you like to feel it?”

Zoe glanced at Tatiana for permission. Tatiana waved an indulgent hand. “You have my blessing. Go ahead.”

Zoe knelt slowly before the board, her cool hand wrapping tentatively around the thick shaft—fingers barely meeting. She exhaled a shaky breath, stroking once, feeling the veins throb under her touch.

“Oh my God… I can’t believe it. This is bigger than the dildos we sell here.”

Agatha chuckled. “Yes, indeed it is.”

Zoe leaned in closer, her breath hot against the skin, pressing reverent kisses along its length—soft, lingering, her tongue flicking out to taste. Her eyes half-closed in rapture, body arching slightly as if the act sent sparks through her own core.

“Wow… this is so amazing,” she breathed. “Can I stay? Just to watch?”

Agatha didn’t answer immediately. She arched a brow and looked to Tatiana, silent, deferential.

Tatiana, regal in her white fox-fur coat, gave a small, indulgent nod—slow, gracious, the movement of a queen granting favor.

“Be my guest,” she said, voice rich and warm.

Zoe’s smile widened, grateful and eager. She didn’t presume to join the ladies on the plush lounge sofa. Instead, she took a respectful position just beside it—standing, poised, her gaze locked unashamedly on the huge cock still protruding through the board, watching every twitch, every reaction, as if it were the most fascinating thing she had ever seen.

Nathan watched from his exposed position, the smaller protrusion beside Rich’s ignored, feeling utterly worthless—no woman wanted him.

Word spread quickly. Other female customers strolling nearby drifted over, drawn by the spectacle. In minutes, a small circle formed—elegant women in furs and diamonds, curious younger shoppers, all staring, touching, kissing, licking, even sucking briefly on the massive cock.

Nathan, from his position in the adjacent hole, turned his head to the left—the only direction the board allowed him to see clearly.

Rich’s head was tilted back against the wood, eyes half-closed, mouth parted in silent gasps. His bound elbows creaked with every involuntary jerk of his body, the ropes pulling tighter as waves of overwhelmed pleasure coursed through him. His face was flushed deep red, jaw clenched then slackening, utterly lost in the relentless attention from so many soft, eager mouths and hands. The massive shaft throbbed visibly with each touch, glistening now, betraying how utterly, helplessly aroused he was—pushed far beyond endurance by the sheer volume of worship.

No one on the other side could see Rich’s face, hidden behind the tall board. Only Nathan had this private view of the once-untouchable billionaire reduced to raw, trembling ecstasy.

Nathan’s own smaller cock remained untouched, ignored—aching uselessly in the cold air. And in a strange way, he felt better about it. This was predictable. Safe. Women were drawn to big cocks; there was no competition here, no spotlight on him. He could accept that. Better to stay in the shadows than endure the unbearable arousal of attention he didn’t deserve.

But the turn of events that came next was the last thing he could have expected.

Emily rose gracefully from her seat, radiant in her sleek dark mink jacket draped open over barely-there lace, diamonds glittering at her throat. Her chic French carré bob—soft golden blonde, perfectly cut just below the jaw—framed her heart-shaped face, accentuating those innocent blue eyes and perfect dimples that could disarm anyone.

Nathan watched from his side of the board, heart hammering. She’s going to Rich. Obviously. Where else?

But Emily didn’t veer toward the massive shaft. Instead, her steps brought her closer—closer to his side. Through the small peephole cut into the board, Nathan caught glimpses of her approach: the sway of her hips, the soft gleam of diamonds, the effortless grace that made her seem untouchable.

His breath caught. No… please… don’t come over here. Not to me. I’m nothing. Seriously—this is too much for me. I don’t want to be in the spotlight. In her spotlight. The thoughts raced through his mind in frantic loops. She’s doing this out of compassion—such a beautiful soul she is… but please, no…

What he hadn’t noticed—until now—was Trunks. The young Indian man, who had been kneeling at Emily’s feet moments earlier, now moved silently beside her on all fours. Emily had slipped a thin leather collar around his neck while he was distracted by the spectacle, attaching a short chain leash she held loosely in one hand. Trunks crawled obediently, naked, head low, keeping perfect pace with her stride, the chain swaying gently between them.

Nathan’s stomach twisted harder. Even Trunks… she just… claimed him. Like it’s nothing.

Emily paused a few steps from the board, tugging lightly on the leash. “Sit,” she said softly, voice warm but firm.

Trunks immediately dropped into a perfect sit—knees together, back straight, hands resting on his thighs, eyes down. His own cock, hard and helpless, jutted out vulnerably in the begging position she had trained him into—exposed, ignored, forgotten the moment she turned her attention elsewhere.

Emily glanced back at him with a casual smile, then returned her gaze to the board.

“Actually,” she said lightly as she drew nearer, her voice carrying to the group and straight to Nathan, “I don’t like huge cocks. I’d never have one like that inside me. I like them… normal. Real.”

The words hit Nathan like a bolt—his pulse thundered, a dizzying mix of shock and helpless arousal flooding through him. She prefers… she prefers the lowly me? The most sexy of them all—the untouchable goddess—is choosing my smaller, ignored cock? No… please, I don’t want this. There’s no need. Just keep going to Rich’s—I’m nothing, really. No competition…

Emily paused, then glanced casually to her right at Trunks, who knelt obediently at her side.

“Beg,” she said calmly, almost offhand.

Trunks complied instantly, raising his arms like a puppy’s paws, body arched in perfect, humiliating submission. His own cock jutted forward helplessly, exposed and untouched, the position leaving him utterly vulnerable—yet he held it without protest, simply because it was her whim.

The sight alone overwhelmed Nathan with fresh arousal—the casual cruelty of it, the effortless way Emily could command such total, degrading obedience with a single word.

Only then did she step close to Nathan.

Her cool, delicate fingers wrapped gently around his smaller cock.

The feeling was heavenly—pure, overwhelming bliss. Emily—the most beautiful woman in the room, the one who could ruin empires with a smile—was touching him, stroking him lightly, her hand soft and confident, sending electric pleasure surging through his denied body.

Nathan nearly fainted, breath ragged, every nerve alight with the impossible reality of her touch. Through the peephole he could see her up close—radiant, smiling, kind—her presence alone enough to make the cage feel tighter, the denial sharper, the surrender sweeter.

She looked back at Taylor—while continuing to stroke Nathan’s cock absently, her fingers gliding slow and teasing along the shaft, building a fire he couldn’t extinguish—Taylor gently rocking the pram to keep Genesis asleep.

“You’re so lucky, Taylor,” Emily said sincerely, her touch never pausing, sending fresh waves of electricity through Nathan’s denied body.

Taylor glanced over, her smile soft and genuine, though her focus stayed mostly on the baby. “Oh yes… Nathan is my husband. The best man a woman could wish for.”

Emily’s stroke deepened just a fraction, eyes sparkling with gentle amusement as she looked between Taylor and Nathan. “Oh yes… absolutely. So adorable. So adorable.”

Taylor’s eyes lit up, her voice warm with love as she began, gaze drifting to Nathan with that deep, unbreakable affection. “Well I guess it’s about his unwavering devotion. He surrendered everything—his pride, his fortune, his freedom—to serve me completely, without a single regret.”

“You know, Emily,” Taylor continued, voice catching slightly as tears came to her eyes—Tatiana quickly passed her a tissue—“perhaps you don’t even imagine, but with other men Nathan is quite alpha. He’s so accomplished, gifted, gets-what-he-wants… but with me…” Her voice faltered, tears spilling over. “With me… he has absolutely no issue with dignity or pride. For me he would give—and he gave—all of his wealth, all of his care.”

Emily continued to stroke, her touch slow and deliberate now, fingers gliding from base to tip with exquisite control, each pass making Nathan’s cock pulse harder, the pleasure coiling tighter in his core. “This is touching my soul, Taylor…” Emily said softly. “It is…”

Nathan’s breath hitched, the casual pressure of her hand pushing him closer to the edge. He fought it—No, not now, not here—but the words, the touch, the fact that the Emily, the most beautiful of them all, was stroking him like this… it was too much. His cock throbbed helplessly in her grip, arousal coiling tighter, shame and bliss twisting into one unbearable knot.

Taylor nodded, enthusiasm building through her tears. “There were some darker points in my life. Some of them happened in that penthouse which I don’t want to touch, no—but the point is… Nathan was there. Always for me. He was my rock, my confidant, my true… I mean true girlfriend.”

Emily’s eyes widened softly. “Wow… that’s so rare with men these days—men who can truly and voluntarily become a true girlfriend—you know what I mean?” She said while continuing mercilessly stroking Nathan’s cock, her fingers now circling the sensitive head with teasing precision.

“And the way he looks at me,” Taylor continued, her voice softening, “Just think about it… the way he morphed, giving up everything just to stay in my orbit, spoiling me, even when I am quite a brat and full of complaints, always understanding, always there for me.”

Her words were touching Emily, and instinctively she increased the strength and pace of her strokes. Nathan felt the climax building dangerously—Please, no… I’m not allowed—his body betraying him, hips twitching involuntarily under Emily’s relentless touch. The praise, the humiliation of being discussed like this while she stroked him… it was exquisite torture.

“Wow,” Emily breathed again, leaning in closer, her stroke lingering at the tip. “He is a dream.”

Taylor’s smile deepened. “His acceptance of denial, too—he’s been locked for months sometimes, and he never complains. His arousal is mine to control, and he thrives on it.”

“Wow,” Emily said softly, her hand slowing but not stopping, building the pressure unbearably. Nathan’s knees weakened, the edge so close—Hold on… don’t…—tears pricking his eyes from the intensity.

Taylor’s voice grew even more tender. “His humility—once a millionaire, now my lowly house husband, cleaning, maintaining, serving without ego, finding joy in my happiness.”

Emily’s eyes met Taylor’s, full of genuine warmth. “He’s such an angel. Wow… just wow. Do you mind if I… make him cum? He’s been such a good obedient boy, holding back like this.”

Taylor laughed softly, eyes shining with love as she looked at Nathan’s cock. “Well, actually… I’d love that. I always forget—and as result he goes months without. Yeah… why not?”

Emily’s touch shifted expertly—firmer, faster, her hand a velvet vise that dragged him over the edge. Nathan shattered with a choked gasp, spilling helplessly into her palm, the climax ripping through him like lightning—intense, overwhelming, by the hand of the enemy, the untouchable Emily who had once stolen his confessions and now took his release.

Tears slipped down his cheeks—not from shame, but from the raw, exquisite flood of it all.

Emily wiped her hand delicately on a napkin, smiling serenely. “There. All better.”

She then looked down at Trunks, tilting her head with playful curiosity. “Now that was a beautiful climax—right?”

Trunks froze, confused, the question catching him off guard. He stared up at her, throat working, then managed a timid, “Yes.”

In the blink of an eye, Emily’s delicate hand flashed out—a sharp, stinging slap across his cheek. The sound cracked through the lounge, quick and decisive.

“Forgot so soon?” she said, voice still sweet but edged with steel. “Woof for yes. Woof-woof for no.”

Tears welled instantly in Trunks’ eyes—not just from the sting, but from the crushing wave of humiliation that flooded him. His throat closed, voice breaking as he forced out a choked, “Woof.”

Emily’s smile returned, brighter now, delighted. “Yes, that’s better.” She giggled softly. “Such a good doggie.”

Emily turned away, tugging lightly on the chain leash attached to Trunks’ collar. “Come along,” she said, voice soft but unmistakably commanding, the tone one uses with a well-trained pet.

Trunks crawled obediently after her, naked and collared, keeping perfect pace on all fours as she returned to her seat. The short chain swayed between them, a visible symbol of his complete submission.

She settled gracefully into her chair, crossing one leg over the other with deliberate sensuality—thigh sliding over thigh, the motion drawing every eye. Without a word, she raised her hand above him, making a small, circular gesture: turn over.

Trunks understood instantly. He rolled onto his back on the cool marble floor, stretching out like a living carpet at her feet, arms relaxed at his sides, body fully exposed and vulnerable.

Emily slipped off her right stiletto with a graceful motion, setting it aside. Then, with the calm entitlement of a queen, she placed her bare foot on his face—arches resting against his lips, toes curling slightly. Trunks inhaled deeply, reverently, the warm, intoxicating scent of her skin and faint leather flooding his senses. His tongue darted out, lapping with utter devotion between her toes, savoring every faint trace of salt, every delicate space, as if it were the holiest act he would ever perform.

He was completely lost—reduced to the lowest possible point beneath the Emily, the famous, devastating beauty whose charm had ensnared and ruined countless men, the woman who lived as a constant, unreachable dream in the minds of so many who had fallen prey to her effortless spell. Yet here he was, granted the once-in-a-lifetime privilege of licking between the toes of the Emily, and the gratitude in his trembling body was absolute.

Emily barely glanced down, her smile serene and distant, as if such utter worship were simply her due.

Agatha glanced at the board, then back at Taylor, one brow arched. “Still? You haven’t changed your mind? You sure you don’t want some of these?”

Taylor looked again at the two cocks protruding helplessly through the holes—one massive and imposing, the other smaller, almost delicate in comparison. She bit her lip, a slow smile spreading.

“Actually… coming to think about it, it should be fun. I’ll take ten of these.”

Agatha’s grin widened. “Thank you for your business, ma’am. Anything else for your bachelorette party?”

Taylor tilted her head, playful. “You tell me. I’m not familiar with this stuff.”

Agatha’s eyes gleamed. “Oh, let me show you something very, very creative.”

She glanced briefly at Nathan’s cock—now softening slightly—and twisted her lips in mild disapproval. With quick, practiced motions, she released the elbow ropes from both men, letting their arms fall free.

She strode to a nearby shelf and returned with a colorful box, opening it to reveal four bright plastic rings made of smooth, eco-friendly material.

“These,” she said proudly, “are for the ring-toss game. The men stand back—” she flicked her stick lightly, directing Nathan and Rich a few steps away from the board—“and you throw the rings. Try to land them on the cocks.”

A sudden, sharp cry pierced the lounge—Genesis, awake and distressed in her pram.

Taylor jumped as if struck, all color draining from her earlier flush. The playful arousal vanished in an instant, replaced by pure maternal alarm.

“No—no, we can’t continue,” she said, voice tight with worry, already moving toward the pram. “Nathan, come here—take her, quick!”

Nathan hurried forward, still bound at the elbows, awkward and helpless. The ladies sprang into motion—Emily untying his ropes with quick, gentle fingers, Tatiana gathering his scattered clothes and pressing them into his arms, Agatha handing Taylor the chastity key with brisk efficiency.

Genesis’s cries grew louder, echoing off the walls, turning the lounge into a whirlwind of commotion—coats rustling, heels clicking, voices overlapping in hurried concern.

Taylor scooped the baby into her arms, rocking her instinctively, murmuring soft shushing sounds as the cries began to quiet against her chest.

“I’m so sorry,” Taylor repeated, breathless, eyes darting between the women as Genesis’s cries grew louder, more insistent. “She needs rest—we have to go. Thank you… maybe next time.”

The lounge dissolved into hurried motion. Emily was first to her side, helping gather the diaper bag. Tatiana followed, pressing a quick, warm hug on Taylor despite the chaos. Zoe waved with a sympathetic smile, and Agatha gave a brisk, understanding nod.

Taylor managed brief, tense hugs for Emily and Tatiana—more a gesture of courtesy than affection—then a quick wave to Zoe and Agatha. Nathan, half-dressed and flustered, grabbed the pram handle with one hand while buttoning his shirt with the other.

Genesis screamed the entire time, face red, tiny fists waving in distress.

Taylor shot one last apologetic look over her shoulder, then hurried toward the elevators, Nathan at her side, the pram wheels rattling over the marble as the baby’s cries echoed down the corridor behind them.

They disappeared around the corner, leaving the lounge, the games, and the stunned silence in their wake.

20 Minutes Later Taylor’s Mansion

The front door burst open and Taylor stormed in, Genesis screaming in her arms—angry, red-faced cries that no amount of rocking could soothe. The sound ricocheted off the high ceilings of the grand foyer, sharp and unrelenting.

Jonathan and Austin, hearing the door, rushed downstairs as they had been trained—standing at perfect attention in the entryway, backs straight, eyes down, hands clasped behind them. “Welcome home, ma’am,” they said in unison, voices low and respectful.

Taylor didn’t even glance at them.

She thrust the furious baby into Jonathan’s arms. “Here—take her.”

Then, to Austin, voice tight with exhaustion and frustration: “Please prepare her formula. Your brilliant father forgot to bring enough food, of course she’s screaming.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Austin replied instantly, already turning toward the kitchen.

“Of course she’s hungry,” Taylor muttered, more to herself than anyone, tears of helpless worry in her eyes. “The poor thing.”

Nathan, still bound by the lingering humiliation of the store, began unpacking the pram in silence—bags of new purchases, diaper supplies, the works—his movements mechanical.

Taylor didn’t wait. She strode straight into the living room and collapsed into her favorite armchair—the one positioned like a throne at the center of the space—legs stretched out, short white skirt riding high on her thighs, red stilettos still on. She stared blankly at the massive TV screen, tension etched in every line of her beautiful, exhausted face.

Moments later, Austin returned with the warmed bottle. Jonathan carefully settled Genesis into the crook of his arm and slipped the nipple into her mouth.

Silence fell—blissful, sudden silence—as the baby latched on and began to drink greedily.

Taylor’s shoulders sagged with relief. Tears glistened in her hazel eyes as she watched.

“She was so hungry,” she whispered, voice cracking. “My poor girl.”

The three men stood quietly nearby—Jonathan cradling the baby with practiced care, Austin hovering in case anything else was needed, Nathan pausing mid-unpacking.

Taylor looked up at them, the storm in her eyes easing into something softer, warmer. A small, grateful smile curved her lips—the queen reclaiming her composure.

“Thank you, boys,” she said, voice gentle now. “Thank you so much.”

Austin bowed his head slightly. “Anything else, ma’am? I can run a bath for her.”

Taylor nodded. “Yes, do that.”

Jonathan shifted the baby carefully. “And when she’s done eating, ma’am—I’ll hold her upright until she burps. I promise.”

Taylor’s gaze turned to Nathan. The softness faded, replaced by that familiar, quiet command.

“Nathan,” she said simply, “go upstairs. Clean our room.”

He met her eyes for a moment—knowing better than to argue—and nodded. “Yes, Taylor.”

The three men moved off—Jonathan and Austin tending to Genesis with devoted care, Nathan heading upstairs in silence.

Taylor remained in her armchair, legs crossed, red stilettos gleaming, the massive TV flickering ignored in front of her. She was once again the undisputed queen of her domain—resting, serene, utterly in control.

Nathan moved through the second-floor bedroom with quiet efficiency, the vacuum cleaner humming softly in his hands as he guided it across the plush carpet. The room was vast—Taylor’s domain, scented faintly with her perfume, every surface gleaming from the boys’ earlier efforts. He straightened the silk sheets on the king-sized bed, fluffed the mountain of pillows she loved, wiped an invisible speck from the mirrored vanity where her nail-polish empire began as a single idea.

His back ached slightly from the earlier ropes, faint red lines still visible on his elbows when he caught his reflection in the full-length mirror. He paused, just for a moment, staring at the man he had become.

Once, he had been Nathan Whitmore—self-made millionaire, builder of companies, master of boardrooms. A man who commanded respect, who had everything.

Now, at forty-seven, he was something else entirely.

He vacuumed under the bed, the low hum filling the silence of his thoughts. There was no resentment. No regret. Only a deep, abiding peace that settled in his chest like warm whiskey.

Taylor—his twenty-year-old wife, the radiant, impossible girl who had conquered his world—owned everything now. The mansion. The business. The money. The power. And him. Completely.

He had fought it once. Long ago. Tried to hold on to dignity, to control, to the illusion that he was still the man in charge.

But the moment she surpassed him—when “Taylor Claws” exploded, when her wealth dwarfed his lost millions—he had understood. There was no point fighting. No point clinging to pride when surrender felt this right.

She was filthy rich. And it all belonged to her. Not to him.

He was her husband, yes. But more truly, he was her servant. Her devoted, lowly house husband. And he didn’t complain—not once.

This was his destiny.

He finished vacuuming, coiled the cord neatly, and stood in the center of the room—her room—feeling the familiar pull of submission settle over him like a blanket. The cage tugged gently between his legs, a constant reminder. The faint welts from Agatha’s stick still stung when he moved. And yet… he was happy.

Truly happy.

Because the best thing in life—the only thing that mattered—was serving a woman like Taylor. A woman who saw his deepest need and claimed it without apology. A woman who let him devote himself completely, who accepted his worship and gave him purpose in return.

Nathan smiled faintly to himself in the quiet room.

He wouldn’t have it any other way.

The game, it seemed, was far from over.

But for Nathan, it had already been won. 

Taylor sat in her armchair like a queen on her throne, one leg crossed over the other, red stilettos still on. Jonathan had brought her a glass of chilled white wine before disappearing upstairs to help with Genesis’s room. She sipped slowly, the cool liquid sliding down her throat, easing the last of the tension from the store.

She was content—but not settled. A restless heat still simmered beneath her skin, the memory of the lounge, the cages, the raw power on display refusing to fade.

She picked up her phone, unlocked it by entering her password with a quick tap of her fingers, and dialed.

The line clicked open.

Taylor’s lips curved into a smile. “Hey, Destiny—guess who I ran into today? Your porn star.”

A pause. “Uh… hi, Taylor. This is Daniel.”

Taylor laughed softly. “Oh—hi, Daniel. So now you’re answering Destiny’s phone?”

Daniel’s voice warmed with shy pride. “Yes, ma’am. Kind of… initial filtering.”

Taylor’s dimples deepened. “Good boy. Getting ready for the wedding?”

“Oh yes, absolutely, Mistress Destiny is the most wonderful thing that’s ever happened to me.”

“And you’re going to be a good boy for her forever?”

“Of course. Of course, Miss Whitmore.”

Taylor giggled. “Put her on, sweetie.”

A rustle, then Destiny’s bright voice. “Hey! What’s up?”

“Guess who I ran into today?” Taylor said, voice teasing. “Your porn star.”

Destiny gasped, then laughed. “Rich? No way! Where?”

Taylor leaned back, sipping her wine. “SissyLand. Long story. But girl… you should have seen him. He’s a perfect puppy now.”

Destiny’s laugh was delighted, proud. “I know, right? Who knew?”

Taylor’s tone turned playful. “Anyway, I was shopping for your bachelorette party—some fun femdom games. You’re going to love it.”

“Oh, Taylor—no, don’t go spending all that money! It’s just a small thing. Maybe fifteen girls.”

Taylor waved a hand, even though Destiny couldn’t see it. “Don’t worry about it. And we have to visit SissyLand together sometime. You can store Daniel in a cage while we shop. It’s… an experience.”

Destiny burst out laughing, the sound bright and delighted.

“Okay, Destiny—I’ve got to run. So the bachelorette party is Saturday at seven p.m., right?”

“Yes—Saturday, seven p.m.”

“Perfect. See you then.”

Taylor ended the call, set the phone aside, and took another slow sip of wine. A private, satisfied smile curved her lips as she picked up the phone once more, unlocked it, and dialed another number.

The line clicked open.

“Hey, Taylor,” came Nick’s confident, mature voice. “What’s up?”

She leaned back, lips curving into a slow, private smile.

“To tell you the truth, Nick… I’m super horny.”

A pause—surprised, pleased. “What? Why? What happened?”

“I’ll tell you about it when you come pick me up.”

“Okay,” he said, voice warming. “So tonight—what time?”

“Not tonight, Nick. Come pick me up now.”

“Oh—now?” Shock rippled through his tone. “Wait, I can’t. I’m in the middle of work.”

“Then no need,” Taylor said coolly, voice laced with lazy indifference. “I’ll just do it with Matthew—he’s such a good boy, so obedient… always on time.”

“No—wait, Taylor, please,” Nick pleaded, frantic now.

“No, it’s okay, Nick. No rush,” she replied, barely suppressing a laugh—he couldn’t hear how deliciously amusing this was for her.

“No, but seriously—when will you let me out of this chastity device?” he begged, voice cracking.

Taylor let the silence stretch, savoring it. “When I feel like it, okay? So you can’t—then you can’t.”

“Okay, okay—I’ll pick you up in thirty minutes.”

She paused again, casual, letting him sweat.

“No. Make it twenty.”

“Okay, okay—twenty. No problem.”

“You know, at some point you will have to see the baby. You have no idea how beautiful she is.”

“Yes, yes—just like her mother,” he said quickly.

“Oh, she’ll be gorgeous,” Taylor murmured, tears suddenly pricking her eyes—pride, love, a fierce protectiveness. “Much more beautiful than me.”

“Okay—you have eighteen minutes,” she said softly, and ended the call.

She set the phone on the armrest and took another slow sip of wine.

The house was quiet now—Genesis fed and settled, the boys tending upstairs, Nathan cleaning as ordered.

Taylor leaned back in her armchair, the cool wine glass resting against her lips, a slow, satisfied smile curving them.

She was twenty—young, radiant, life lavishing its gifts upon her with shameless generosity. Taylor Claws, her nail empire, was exploding—branches across New England, Europe next, money pouring in like an endless tide. And the Mattapan project? Fully hers now, every lucrative cent, snatched from Rich’s grasp with a single, ruthless signature. Filthy rich didn’t begin to cover it.

The mansion hummed with quiet devotion. Nathan—her once-millionaire husband—had nothing left, not a cent to his name, living entirely off the allowance she doled out when the mood struck. His sons, Jonathan and Austin, served just as eagerly, their lives orbiting her every whim. Nathan, Nick, Matthew—all locked in heavy chastity devices, throbbing uselessly at her command. She toyed with the idea of adding Jonathan and Austin to the collection—just for the fun of it, the delicious thrill of watching strong young men reduced to helpless, aching obedience.

But beneath that playful cruelty, Taylor felt something deeper, warmer. Nathan was more than a servant to her. He was her husband—the man who had chosen her, who had loved her through every storm, who had surrendered everything without bitterness. She had won his total devotion, his unwavering heart, and that felt like the greatest achievement of her life. He had given her a family, a legacy in Genesis, and he had done it with quiet, selfless love. The boys followed his example, their loyalty to her rooted in the love he had shown them. She glanced toward the stairs where he worked, a soft smile touching her lips. Yes, she owned him completely—but she cherished him, too.

Taylor deserved such a husband, she deserved those kids. She deserved it all. Beautiful, sharp, unstoppable. Entitled to every second of the pampering, the worship, the endless, sensual surrender of the men born to serve her. They existed to do their very best just to remain in her orbit—and she reveled in it.

Upstairs, Nathan finished polishing the mirrors in their bedroom, pausing to catch his reflection: the man he had become. Once a self-made millionaire, master of empires. Now? At the very bottom—ruined, penniless, caged, serving a twenty-year-old goddess who owned him completely.

And he wouldn’t have it any other way.

Total, blissful surrender.

The spiral was complete.

The End
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Book 1, 'Las Vegas Femdom': In this book Thomas is being abducted. By whom? Why? Who comes to his rescue? I shall leave it to the reader to find out. 

Buy on Amazon

Book 2, ‘Dubai Femdom’: This book is considered as Thomas redemption. Redemption in what sense? Who participate in this? 

Buy on Amazon

No matter who you are and what you are doing for a living, these books shall trigger uncontrolled arousal. It’s inevitable. 


The Beatrice Series

Beatrice Sterling commands a world where dominance meets psychological depth, reshaping the lives of those drawn to her. Known for her beauty and formidable control, she captivates and transforms the men who enter her orbit. Beatrice isn’t simply a dominant woman; she’s a masterful manipulator of the human psyche, using her keen insight to unlock her submissives’ deepest desires and fears.

Book 2, Femdom Need

Julian Sterling is at rock bottom — drowning in divorce, crushed by debt, and questioning whether life is worth living. He walks into a university psychology clinic expecting nothing. What he finds is Beatrice. Twenty-five, breathtakingly beautiful, and utterly unlike any therapist he has ever met. Within one session she has him on his knees. Within twenty-four hours she has taken everything he believed about himself and set it on fire.

Buy on Amazon

Book 2, Femdom Therapy: David Townsend’s dull life spirals into obsession the moment he sees his new neighbor, Beatrice. Her commanding presence awakens in him a yearning that goes beyond admiration, pulling him into her world of female-led power.
Buy on Amazon

Book 3, Femdom Obsession: Jasper’s life takes a dark turn when his urge to stalk Beatrice leads him to become her ‘pet.’ Under Beatrice’s control, he discovers that her dominance goes far deeper than her striking looks, forcing him to confront his own submissive nature.
Buy on Amazon

Book 4, Femdom Plucked: Months have passed since David first crossed the street and surrendered to Beatrice’s rule. Now locked in chastity and bound by ritualized servitude, he finds his days consumed by longing and his nights haunted by dreams he can’t control. Beatrice hasn’t just taken his release—she’s taken his sense of self, and David finds he doesn’t miss it. This is a story of what happens when submission becomes obsession, and when a man’s need for approval turns into a beautiful, unbearable torment.
Buy on Amazon

No matter who you are or what you do, these books will pull you in and keep you under Beatrice's spell—resistance is futile.


The Femdom Marriage Series

Discover the transformative journey of Raymond and Juliet Ashford as their mundane, crumbling marriage evolves into a complex tapestry of power, submission, and self-discovery, guided by the enigmatic and seductive Beatrice Sterling. This series dives into the psyche of control and surrender, peeling back the layers of human relationships.

Book 1: Femdom Marriage 1: Raymond and Juliet's loveless marriage takes an unexpected turn when they meet Beatrice Sterling, a therapist with a deep understanding of male submission. Under her guidance, Juliet embraces her dominant nature while Raymond is forced to confront his suppressed desires. As Juliet takes control, their marriage transforms in ways neither could have anticipated.
Buy on Amazon

Book 2: Femdom Marriage 2: Raymond’s submission deepens as Juliet grows more commanding. Beatrice continues to orchestrate their transformation, introducing new layers of humiliation and devotion. With every task and punishment, Raymond finds himself torn between rebellion and surrender. Will Juliet’s newfound dominance bring them closer or tear them apart?
Buy on Amazon

Book 3: Femdom Marriage 3: Raymond’s world is shattered further when a new force, Madame Celeste, steps in to enforce the rules of their marriage. As Juliet's hunger for control grows insatiable, Raymond must navigate a web of power and vulnerability. The stakes are higher, the punishments harsher, and the line between love and domination blurs in this thrilling conclusion.
Buy on Amazon

Step into a world where power dynamics redefine marriage, and resistance is futile. Each book in this series offers a provocative exploration of dominance, submission, and the emotional complexities of relationships. Are you ready to embrace the thrill?


The Downward Spiral Series

A slow, merciless chronicle of Nathan Whitmore’s fall from millionaire husband to the willing, ruined possession of the two most dangerous women he has ever loved.

Book 1: Femdom Infatuation: She Hasn’t Cheated on Him, Or Has She?
Nathan Whitmore believes he has won the ultimate prize: an eighteen-year-old goddess named Taylor. She never studied domination; she simply is dominant. She withholds sex, spends his millions, turns his grown sons into eager servants, and rules with a smile or a silence. When her flirtations with other men stop feeling innocent, Nathan’s devotion twists into exquisite, cuckolded torment. The spiral has only just begun.
Buy on Amazon

Book 2: Femdom Claimed: Can One Couple Own Another?
Rich and Tatiana Carter enter their lives like a storm of money and power. Taylor is dazzled; Nathan is spanked raw, dressed in cartoon pajamas, and locked outside the marital bedroom while his wife calls another man “Daddy.” Between Taylor’s radiant, effortless cruelty and Tatiana’s velvet-gloved mastery, Nathan’s pride, fortune, and identity are systematically stripped away. He fights to save his marriage—only to discover he is no longer fighting for Taylor, but for the privilege of kneeling at her feet.

Buy on Amazon

Book 3 – Femdom Infidelity: How Low Can Her Husband Go?

The mansion is demolished overnight. The last of the money is signed away. Taylor now lives permanently in the Carter penthouse, radiant and untouchable, while Nathan—aching for her, missing her, desperate for any scrap of contact—finds himself demoted to the lowest caste in the household, serving in ways he never imagined possible. Tatiana’s calm, maternal dominance closes around him like a second skin, and Taylor—still never speaking a word of BDSM, still simply being her breathtaking, naturally dominant self—continues to rule him with the same effortless power that once ruled an empire. The descent is absolute.

Buy on Amazon

Book 4 – Femdom Ruin: Just When He Thought the Game Was Over

Deep inside the Carter empire, Nathan sinks into blissful, infantilized enslavement under Tatiana’s maternal cruelty, while Taylor wields her lethal beauty in an increasingly dangerous dance with Rich. Jealousies ignite and punishments intensify, until the visit of the Carters’ daughter, Emily Carter—radiant, charming, devastatingly effective—shakes the fragile balance to its core. Emily Carter’s effortless emotional precision forces revelations and confrontations that push every relationship to the breaking point, leading to unexpected shifts in power and surrender that no one could have foreseen.

Buy on Amazon


The Grace Series

A dark, dystopian vision of total female rule in the year 2065.

Book 1 – Judge Grace In the female-led city-state of Sovrana, men have no rights. When broken ex-lawyer Noah crosses the wrong elite woman, his case lands before the ruthless Judge Grace Kade. One verdict later he is sentenced to Iron Veil Penitentiary… and to private “service” in Grace’s mansion, where punishment, feminisation, and cruel maternal domination slowly remake him into her perfect sissy slave.

Buy on Amazon

Book 2 – Queen Grace Grace’s ambition has no ceiling. As she rises from judge to Prime Minister to absolute monarch, Noah swings between prison hell and the intoxicating torment of her palace. Branded, collared, dressed in frills and gold, he watches the nation kneel while Grace decides whether her broken pet still deserves a place at her feet.

Buy on Amazon


About Elara Stone
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Elara Stone crafts tales that resonate with those who crave raw emotional intensity and deep character development. Dive deep, feel, and surrender to the myriad emotions her stories evoke.

Prepare to be aroused!
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