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Dedication

"Remove thy way far from her, and come not nigh the door of her house. Lest thou give thine honour unto others, and thy years unto the cruel. Lest strangers be filled with thy wealth; and thy labours be in the house of a stranger."

Proverbs 5:8-10 

To all the souls tempted by love’s seductive call,
who chase a woman’s charm to the edge of ruin,
who risk house, wealth, and heart for a fleeting flame—
This story is your warning.
A lament for the fool who gives all and gains naught but shame,
a whisper of the price paid when desire blinds:
Love’s allure may promise glory, but its chains deliver loss.
Heed the Tanakh’s wisdom, preserve your strength, and turn away, lest you become the cuckold stripped bare.
With solemn caution,
Love, Elara xxx


Join My Tribe
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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.”


Please don’t take my wife

8:40 p.m., Sony Pictures Studios in Culver City, California

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.
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