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Dedication

"Set me as a seal upon thine heart, as a seal upon thine arm: for love is strong as death; jealousy is cruel as the grave: the coals thereof are coals of fire, which hath a most vehement flame. Many waters cannot quench love, neither can the floods drown it: if a man would give all the substance of his house for love, it would utterly be contemned."

Song of Solomon 8:6-7 

To all the hearts consumed by love’s fierce flame,
who find rapture in surrender, who wear jealousy as a crown,
who give all they have—house, pride, soul—for a passion that cannot be tamed — This story is yours.
A hymn to the blaze that blinds, a whisper of its price:
Love may claim you wholly, yet leave you craving still.
Embrace it, if you dare, as it consumes and crowns you.
With ardent devotion,
Love, Elara xxx
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In Bed with a Dream

9 p.m. Taylor and Nathan’s residence

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He grinned. "Go on, go on…"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Doing… what he asked?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

His jaw clenched. "Which is?"

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

He exhaled sharply, waiting. "And?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You see?" he murmured against her mouth.

"See what?" she whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nathan laughed, shaking his head.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Correct." She nodded, satisfied.

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

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

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

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

"You and your fendom…"

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

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

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

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

Nathan nodded against her. "Yes."

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

"You do."*

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

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

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

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

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

But there was no reply.

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

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

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

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

Nothing.

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

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

He kissed her shoulder again.

No reply.

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

Nothing.

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

Finally, she spoke.

"No."

It was simple. Blunt. Absolute.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her response came instantly. “Sure.”

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

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

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

His breath came fast.

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

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

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

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

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

And then—

The toes.

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

And at the center of it all—the pedicure.

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

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

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

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

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

And yet—

He kept coming back to the big toe.

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

And then the others.

The second toe. The third.

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

And her baby toe.

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

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

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

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

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

“Nathan,” she murmured.

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

“You look like you’re in heaven.”

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

“I am,” he whispered.

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

“I know.”

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

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

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

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

And then her foot moved.

Not the one he was worshipping—no.

The other one.

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

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

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

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

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

“What are you going to do about those?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

She bit her lip.

That flicker in her eyes.

Maybe she did like this.

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

His restraint shattered.

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

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

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

She was watching him now.

Her dark eyes flicked downward again, this time lingering.

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

And then—she flexed her toes against his cheek.

A light touch. A barely-there gesture.

Like a queen, considering her subject.

A test.

Would he break for her?

Would he fall apart completely?

Would he—

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

She smirked.

He was already lost.

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

His breath hitched.

That flicker in her eyes.

Maybe she did want it.

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

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

But then—

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

"Take your shirt off," she instructed.

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

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

But she pressed him back again.

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

"Why?"

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

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

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

She grinned. "You."

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

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

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

He blinked. Wait.

"I said no."

The words hit him like a slap in the face.

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

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

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

And yet, she had consistently avoided it.

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

His jaw clenched.

But at the same time—he was afraid.

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

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

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

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

Her voice was steady. Confident. Undeniable.

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

"It is very okay, Nathan."

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

A beat of silence.

Then, her gaze softened.

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

His stomach dropped.

She wasn’t angry. She wasn’t upset.

She was smiling.

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

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

"Of course."

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

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

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

His heart pounded in his chest.

He wanted to argue.

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

But she was so sure. So confident.

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

It felt like science. Like logic.

Like truth.

She was right.

She was always right.

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

He let the anger go.

He let the frustration go.

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

And then—

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

No, he wouldn’t be taking her tonight.

Instead—he would take what she allowed.

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

Sliding.

Grinding.

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

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

Less than a minute passed before he begged.

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

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

"No."

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

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

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

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

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

She smiled at him.

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

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

His whole body convulsed with pleasure at her words.

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

And then—

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

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

And Taylor—

Taylor just laughed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then, with a small, satisfied smirk—

"Now go wash."*

Five minutes later

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

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

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

This is what his money bought him.

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

Because everyone knew.

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

But it was more than that.

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

The potential was huge.

The sky was the limit.

But there was a caveat.

With such a woman… he had to be careful.

Every man would want to take her from him.

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

And then—

A message.

An instant message.

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

Frowning, he opened it.

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

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

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

His blood ran colder.

The person knew her name.

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

His stomach twisted violently.

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

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

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

That woke her up.

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

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

Her face barely changed.

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

And just like that, she turned back over.

Nathan stared at her.

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

She groaned softly. "Mmm?"

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

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

And just like that—

She did.

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

His heart pounded.

His mind raced.

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


Poker Face

11 p.m. Koenigshof Hotel, Munich

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

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

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

That one.

His favorite.

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

His wife.

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

But loving him wasn’t enough.

He had to keep her.

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

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

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

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

He hesitated. "Am I interrupting?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His heart stopped. "Really?"

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

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

She giggled. "You won’t."

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

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

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

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

Nathan tensed. "You… notice?"

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

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

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

"I—no, of course not, I just—"

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Well, I have eyes, don’t I?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A lump formed in his throat.

"But I never loved someone."

Her voice dipped lower, more intimate.

"You are my first."

Nathan’s stomach plummeted. His eyes fluttered shut.

"Could you beat that?" she whispered.

His breath was shaky. "Really?"

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

A long silence. Heavy. Loaded.

And then, light again:

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

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

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

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

She giggled.
He laughed.
And the call ended.

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

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

His stomach twisted.

So she wasn’t alone after all.

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

Destiny.

Nathan had never fully trusted her.

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

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

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

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

Nathan swallowed hard.

He exhaled, shaking his head.

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

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

Taylor wouldn’t lie.

Not lie lie.

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

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

It was just Destiny.

That, at least, should have been a relief.

Or… was it?

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

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

Not fully.

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

But his mind refused to quiet.

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

No, not lied. Not exactly.

But not the truth, either.

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

But deep down—he knew.

It wouldn’t.

An Hour Later

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

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

His stomach twisted.

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

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

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

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

It was her.

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

And she hadn’t even mentioned it.

At the center of it all—poker.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His pulse spiked.

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

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

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

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

“She really loves you.”

And then, suddenly—Nick stood up.

Nathan frowned, his eyes locking onto the screen.

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

Nathan’s stomach dropped.

What the hell?

Realization hit him like a slap to the face.

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

Taylor didn’t pick up.

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

But then—his eyes locked on the screen.

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

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

How could she answer?

Would he answer, if the situation were reversed?

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

No. He wouldn’t.

Because some things command attention. Some things take attention.

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

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

She was simply absorbed.

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

She was looking. That was all.

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

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

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

Taylor was delighted.

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

She was turned on.

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

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

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

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

It was fascinating.

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

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

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

The game continued.
Another round. Destiny lost.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nathan’s heartbeat thundered as he called again.

At that exact moment—Matthew lost.

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

Nathan’s stomach twisted.

And then—Nathan saw it.

Taylor’s hand.

Sliding over Matthew’s abs.

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

Nathan stopped breathing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And that was what killed him.

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

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

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

And then—Taylor picked up.

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

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

Nathan clenched his jaw. He wanted to break something.

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

Not even for a second.

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

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

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

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

Her fingers never stopped moving.

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

Without thinking. Without hesitation. Without even breaking conversation.

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

Nathan’s entire body seized.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"So what are you guys doing there?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

She gave it a light, knowing pat.

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

The room erupted.

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

The pressure inside him became unbearable.

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

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

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

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

The wink destroyed him.

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

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

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

Was he cumming? No. No, he wasn’t.

Or was he?

He didn’t know anymore.

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

It was too much.

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

Click.

She hung up.

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

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

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

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

She was supposed to strip.

And yet—she wasn’t doing it.

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

She lost.

And Nick had won.

And then—it happened.

Taylor and Nick stood up. Together.

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

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

But Nathan wasn’t laughing.

His wife. His stunning, delicate, untouchable wife.

Holding Nick’s hand.

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

Why?

Where?

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

Because she wouldn’t strip in front of them.

Because she had lost.

Because she had to honor the game.

Nathan’s vision swam.

No.

No, no, no.

She’s not doing this.

She’s not going to flash him.

She’s not going to let him see her.

She wouldn’t.

Would she?

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

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

What the fuck was she doing?

WHAT THE FUCK WAS THIS?

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

Her body was his.

She was his wife.

And yet, she was leading another man away.

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

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

It was about power.

About how she had all of it.

About how she had reduced him to this.

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

And then—his breath caught.

She had left her phone on the table.

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

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

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

And then—finally—Destiny picked up.

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

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

"May… may I speak to Taylor, please?"

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

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

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

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

Silence.

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

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

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

God, he was begging.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Click.

The line went dead.

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

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

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

“But they aren’t back.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

With another man.

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

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

Not him.

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

Nothing except take it.

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

She was in his house.
In his bed.

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

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

Yes, definitely -

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

“Because she is beautiful.”

“Because I need her.”

“And she doesn’t need me.”

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

And then—he shattered.

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

And yet, it wasn’t enough.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He was making himself suffer.

And yet—his cock stood at full attention again.

And then—his eyes snapped to the screen.

He froze.

The poker table was empty.

“where are they” he was talking to himself.

“Where where are they?” he repeated

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

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

And now—suddenly—it all made sense.

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

But now—now, he saw the real reason.

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

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

She had cleared the path.

And now, she was walking it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Just him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Two gifts. One extravagant, one intimate.

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

But the bathrobes—those had been different.

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

And now?

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

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

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

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

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

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

He wasn't just worried about Nick.

He was worried about every man.

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

His lip curled. “How fucking lovely.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His shoulders shook, his hands limp at his sides.

“She is a seductress. She did it.”

And then the sobs came.

“To me.”

His voice broke. “To her beloved husband.”

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

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

“A cheater.”

A breath.

“A sexy, fucking cheater.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Finally—she picked up.

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

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

So casual. So effortless.

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

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

But she barely heard him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then—she snorted.

That perfect, amused little snort.

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

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

"Were you masturbating again?"

Nathan’s stomach twisted.

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

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

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

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

Nathan felt the world spin.

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

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

He looked back at her.

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

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

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

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

Nathan’s pulse spiked.

So she had heard it, too.

And that meant—

He swallowed thickly.

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

But Nick had.

And Destiny had.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And that was the truth, wasn’t it?

Whatever she wanted—so be it.

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

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

His phone buzzed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Where?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His breath hitched. "Yes?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nathan's breath hitched. His stomach twisted.

He did understand.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A pause. A small huff of amusement.

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

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

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

He fell silent immediately.

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

The seconds stretched.

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay,” Taylor replied, her tone unreadable.

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

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

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

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

A pause. Then, sharper, irritated.

“Of course because of you.”

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

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

He tried his luck.

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

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

Nathan fell silent.

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

Taylor wasn’t that kind of girl.

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

She was fooling him.

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

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

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

No man could resist her.

No man should resist her.

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

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

Nothing.

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

Silence.

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

Still no response.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Taylor giggled. “Did you just stop stroking?”

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

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

“Yes, of course… Ma’am.”

“Don’t call me Ma’am.”

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

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

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

“Go on,” Taylor purred. “Go on.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Cum.”

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

Nathan broke.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then—click.

She was gone.

The silence settled around him.

The pleasure faded.

And as his senses returned—so did the realization.

Yes. She fucked Nick.

She did.

And she fucked his brain too.

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

The full extent.

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

It had, indeed, been a sleepless night.


Out Played

9 p.m. Taylor and Nathan’s residence

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The volume rose again, words firing like bullets.

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

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

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

A sharp inhale.

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

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

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

Silence.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Taylor.

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

She looked young. Too young. Effortlessly radiant.

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

Nathan’s pulse slowed.

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

Only her.

A whisper left his lips, unbidden, reverent.

"My medicine."

His gorgeous, untouchable medicine.

And just like that, he was calm again.

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

Because she asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nathan couldn’t hear a word.

And he didn’t care.

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

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

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

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

She was exquisite.

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

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

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

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

Nathan's jaw tensed slightly.

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

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

For now, he would just watch.

His medicine.

His gorgeous, untouchable medicine.

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

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

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

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

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

And yet—he dared not.

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

It was about her disappointment.

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

And yet, the pressure in his bladder became unbearable.

There was no choice left.
He called her.

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

"Oh, hi, honey!"

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

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

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

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

A pause. Then, hesitation.

"But I have a bigger problem now."

She gasped playfully. "Oh?"

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

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

Nathan froze.

She had forgotten.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

How gracious she was.

And how little it all mattered to her.

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

Something he couldn't name.

Something worse.

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

But of course, Destiny noticed him.

"Oh, hi, Mister Whitmore."

He froze.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But inside?

Inside, he felt unbearably small.

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

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

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

Just passing through.

They had witnessed Nick fucking his wife.

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

It was all there.

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

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

He was only talking because he had no choice.

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

But the moment had passed.

Now, all he could do was smile.

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

They held a card he didn’t.

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

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

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

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

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

But even here, he could hear them.

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

"Oh, stop it, Matthew."

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

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

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

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

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

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

His house.

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

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

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

And his mind couldn’t stop.

That night.

Right here.

In his house.

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

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

Taylor.

His Taylor.

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

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

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

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

A bond.

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

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

Something Nathan hadn’t experienced since they married.

Because Taylor didn’t fuck Nathan.

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

Not the way she let Nick in.

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

Nathan saw it.

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

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

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

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

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

Nathan’s cock throbbed painfully, traitorously.

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

His wife had made love to another man.

And that was something he couldn’t unsee.

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

His stomach turned, but his cock remained hard.

God.

What kind of man was he?

The weight of it crushed him.

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

That it turned him on.

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

That this feeling wasn’t new.

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

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

There was no return from this.

No denying it.

No escaping it.

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

And all he could do was endure it.

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

"She’s such a cheater."

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

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

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

"God, she’s so sexy."

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

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

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

And then—

“Hey, Mister Whitmore, you’re here.”

A voice.

A young voice.

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

He hadn’t heard him coming.

Hadn’t expected it.

And yet—it was so expected.

Nick.

Right there, standing at the kitchen entrance.

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

"Oh… hi."

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

What else could he do?

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

Would see how hard he was.

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

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

And those hands had held Taylor.

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

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

His own fingers looked pale. Weak. Made for keyboards and spreadsheets, not for Taylor’s curves. Not for Taylor’s pleasure.

"Why would she even look at me," he thought, the words rising like a sickness in his throat, "after she’s been so thoroughly held by these hands?"

And then—his mind betrayed him again.

Taylor’s hands.

So small. So delicate. The contrast burned into him. Her fingers, soft and pale, the kind that painted watercolor sketches and traced lazy circles on warm skin, had once brushed his own face with reverence. But now, in his mind’s cruel theatre, they were sliding across Nick’s chest, wrapping around his neck as she pulled him closer.

Those gentle hands, so feminine, so precise, had clutched at Nick’s shoulders as she gasped, had curled behind his head as they kissed. She held him—not just his body, but his face, his jaw, like he was precious to her. Like he belonged to her. And he did. In that moment, they belonged to each other.

Fingers interlaced, breath shared, her hands anchoring them to a rhythm only they understood. Her touch wasn’t just aroused—it was connected. They weren’t just having sex. They were making love. Holding each other. Claiming each other.
And Nathan… Nathan wasn’t in that equation.

Nick’s voice was easy, casual, oblivious to the storm raging inside Nathan’s chest.

“Do you by chance know where she put the beers?”

Of course. He had come to grab more beer.

Nathan gritted his teeth, still smearing the peanut butter in slow, mechanical strokes, as if this stupid, pointless act could somehow anchor him, distract him, keep him from falling apart.

He forced himself to breathe, to respond, to act like a man who wasn’t on the verge of total collapse.

"Oh… I assume it’s at the lower shelf."

He wanted to add a ‘duh’, but even in his state, he knew better than to push it.

Nick walked over, opened the fridge, crouching slightly as he searched inside.

Nathan didn’t dare turn.

The moment dragged, stretching too long, too tense, too unbearable—until Nick’s voice broke through again.

“Nope. Can’t find the beer.”

Nathan forced a breath, his fingers tightening around the counter, his legs tensed, as if he were preparing for an impact that hadn’t come yet.

"Then I’m afraid I don’t know where she put it."

There. Safe. Neutral. Dismissive.

But Nick wasn’t done.

He moved to the second fridge, the larger one, pulled it open, scanning the shelves with ease, with familiarity, as if this wasn’t just Taylor’s house, but his house, too.

Then, with an amused half-laugh, he found what he was looking for.

“Then what do you know, Mister Whitmore?”

Nathan stiffened.

The words were sharp, casual, but something about the way he said them—the slight pause, the edge of amusement, the hint of condescension—it seared into him like a hot iron.

Nick wasn’t even looking at him as he said it, just grabbing twelve beers in his strong, veined hands, his forearms flexing as he stacked them effortlessly.

But Nathan felt it.

Felt the weight of the insult.

Felt the weight of what it implied.

"What do you know, Mister Whitmore?"

Nathan clenched his jaw so tightly it hurt.

He wanted to turn. He wanted to face him, wanted to say something cutting, wanted to grab the nearest bottle and smash it against that perfect, strong jawline.

But he didn’t.

Because even if he wasn’t hard, even if he wasn’t so completely compromised, he knew—deep in his gut, in his bones, in the rawest part of himself—that he stood no chance against this man.

This young, virile, superior man.

Nick had fucked his wife.

Had treated her beautifully, wrapped her up in his strength, protected her, satisfied her in ways Nathan never could.

And if Nathan ever tried to step between them, ever tried to assert himself, claim her, take back his place—

Nick would knock him out with a single punch.

And Taylor would watch.

She would stand there—stunned at first, maybe, or maybe not—her lips parted in surprise, her hand fluttering to her chest. Matthew and Destiny and Daniel all frozen around her. But her gaze wouldn’t stay on Nathan, slumped and unconscious on the floor like discarded furniture.

No—her eyes would go to Nick.

To the man still standing. The one who won.

And slowly, with that soft, instinctive pull of gravity, she would step toward him. Her bare feet padding across the hardwood. Her body drawn to his like silk to flame.

She would reach him. Lift her face.

Nick’s arm would slide around her waist, claiming her like something already his, his hand flat and warm against the small of her back.

And then—she would rise onto her tiptoes.

Just a little.

Just enough to press herself into him, her lips brushing against his cheek, her voice a breath, a secret meant only for him.

“Oh my God… baby… you knocked him out.”

And Nick, calm and gentle now, still catching his breath from the swing, might say, “I wasn’t even going hard.”

And she’d laugh—quiet, dazzled, breathy. “But you are strong.”

Her fingertips trailing up his chest, her body curling in against him, melting into his strength.

She’d look down once, just once, at Nathan—her husband, her past—motionless on the floor. Then she'd lift her chin again, offer her lips upward, and he’d lower his head just slightly to meet her.

Because that’s how it was now.

She rose to reach him.

He held her steady.

They were a pair.

A couple.

And Nathan?

Nathan was just the man who used to be part of this story.

And as Nick left the kitchen, effortlessly balancing the twelve beers in his arms, he didn’t just leave.

He muttered it again.

Softly. Under his breath. Just loud enough.

"What do you know…"

Nathan heard it.

And he knew exactly what it meant.

He knew nothing.

But his Taylor did.

And she had known it with him.

With the winner who takes it all.

Nathan, still trying to calm his racing heart, bent over the counter to ease the pressure in his pants. It had been so close, but now that Nick was finally gone, he could breathe, and the pain of his arousal could, hopefully, subside. He needed to get rid of this erection fast—it was unbearable.

He opened the fridge, rummaging for ice cubes to cool himself down, anything to calm the storm inside him. When he finally found what he was looking for and turned back, he was face-to-face with Destiny.

Destiny stood there, her smile already in place. She was barefoot, having kicked off her heels at the poker table, her polished toes quiet against the tiles. She wore a soft, cream-colored knit top that clung to her curves, low-cut and sleeveless, revealing the full shape of her ample cleavage with casual confidence. Her skin glowed golden under the kitchen light, and the brightness of her look—the pastel tones, the soft fabrics, the bare feet—made her seem almost angelic, if not for the way her body spoke an entirely different language.

"Oh, hi Nathan. Oh, I’m sorry, I must have scared you!"

She hugged him tightly, pressing her ample breasts right into his face as she did, her warmth completely enveloping him. He stiffened, unsure what to do. Her presence was overpowering, and he felt a wave of anxiety hit him. What could he say? How could he react?

"What are you doing here?" she asked, her voice soft and teasing, but the way she looked up and down at him, Nathan was sure she had noticed. There was no way she hadn’t seen the bulge in his pants—the proof of how uncontrollably aroused he had become.

But she wasn’t deterred. Not at all.

Destiny was a force. Nathan had never been able to avoid her magnetic pull, the way she made him feel both nervous and desired all at once.

"Wow, you’re shaking, Nathan. I think you have a fever," she said, concern lacing her voice as she stepped back slightly, examining him with those knowing eyes. "Where do you keep the painkillers, baby? Seriously."

Nathan felt himself wilt under her gaze. His body betrayed him. He didn’t want to admit anything, didn’t want to reveal how vulnerable he was, but her touch was so comforting, her presence so nurturing. His emotions swirled, and before he knew it, his voice escaped with a sense of defeat.

"No, no, I swear I’m fine, I shouldn't have come here... I mean, I’m not in your league," he said, almost embarrassed.

Destiny was unfazed. She was so motherly, so reassuring, that Nathan’s eyes glazed over as she continued to stroke his shoulders, the gentle pressure of her hand a comfort he didn’t realize he was craving.

"Give me a hug," she said, pulling him close again, her voice low and soothing.

"No, no, Taylor doesn’t allow..." he stammered.

But Destiny’s grip tightened, and her voice softened as she whispered, "Give me a hug. Yes, tighter. Don’t worry about Taylor. We are such good friends, and I’m here to help you."

She placed a hand on his forehead, checking for fever, and Nathan felt a wave of disorientation.

"No, you’re not sick," Destiny said, her fingers brushing over his skin. "What’s going on, Nathan? Seriously, we’ve known each other for months now, and I haven’t seen you like this."

Her words, her touch—it broke him. The rush of endorphins hit, and he found the confidence to speak, to ask what he had been wondering since the moment Nick had left.

"Destiny, it’s nothing. Nothing really." He tried to sound dismissive, but his voice betrayed him, shaky, unconvincing.

Destiny tilted her head, studying him. "Should I call Taylor?"

Nathan’s breath hitched. Panic shot through him.

"No, no," he pleaded quickly, his voice almost desperate. "Please don’t. I’m begging you. Please."

He breathed heavily, and Destiny watched him, her eyes filled with something curious, something almost knowing.

"You okay?" she asked, her voice now gentle but insistent.

"Yes," Nathan said, swallowing hard. "I just wanted to ask you something."

Her eyebrows raised slightly, her lips curving into a teasing smile. "Yes?" she said, as though this was just a casual conversation. But she was so close. Too close.

"Can I trust you that it’ll stay between us?"

He straightened up, trying to compose himself, trying to feel like the man he should be, but his bulge was worse now, more obvious after the closeness, after the intimate physical touch.

"Of course, Nathan," she said, her voice soft, almost lulling. "What is it?"

Nathan hesitated, then finally closed the refrigerator door, the coolness of it shaking him further. He stepped closer, standing next to Destiny at the counter.

"It’s about the day before yesterday," he started, his voice low.

Destiny paused, then looked at him with mild curiosity. "Doing here?" she repeated, almost to herself. "We were studying, Nathan. You know how it is at college. Studying isn’t as difficult as at MIT. So unless there’s a test, we tend to play."

Nathan’s heart raced. "Yes, that’s what I was aiming for."

His bulge refused to relax, but he stopped. The discomfort was unbearable.

Then Destiny placed her hands around his neck, pulling him closer, her grip warm, possessive, and soft. "You don’t have to talk," she whispered. "You can whisper it in my ear. See? I won’t tell anyone."

Her breath was hot against his skin, and Nathan could feel himself swaying between needing to step back and being drawn in. She was doing this on purpose, manipulating him, but there was something so liberating in this closeness, in being wanted even if it was only a brief moment of comfort.

"Whisper in my ear," she said again, a command wrapped in comfort.

And he asked, voice trembling, "Is there a chance that Taylor, I mean... my wife, was doing hanky-panky stuff?"

Destiny’s response was instantaneous—she detached from him, grabbing him by the shoulders with surprising force, shaking him as she looked into his eyes.

"Taylor? Never!" she snapped. "Do you know how much she loves you?"

Nathan nodded, but she wasn’t done. She shook him again, more urgently this time. "No, but do you realize how much?"

She shook his shoulders, and Nathan felt a strange comfort in her grip.

"Taylor can’t stop talking about you, boasting about you. You’re the best catch ever. What do you mean, 'hanky-panky'?"

Nathan lowered his head slightly. "I meant... maybe... maybe she had sex. Or perhaps, okay, maybe just showering with a man. Things like that."

Destiny’s hands tightened on his shoulders. "Look at me when I’m talking to you," she ordered.

He looked up, his eyes still glazed, unable to pull away.

"Read my lips, Nathan," she said, her voice firm, unyielding. "Look here. Look at my lips. N O   W A Y."

She looked at him for effect, and Nathan’s heart dropped.

He lowered his head, the weight of her words crushing him.

"Now come, let’s play some poker," she said, grabbing his hand and pulling him toward the living room.

"No, I really prefer to be left alone," he said, his voice low, but still full of that same humiliation.

Destiny looked at him one last time, pausing, before turning away with a sigh. "Oh, okay. Of course."

She turned on her heel, heading back to the group, leaving Nathan standing there, shaking, unsure of anything anymore.

Nathan barely had time to process Destiny’s departure before Taylor rushed into the kitchen, moving with urgency, concern, and overwhelming affection.

"Poor baby!" she gasped, hopping onto him, wrapping her arms around his neck, squeezing him tight, like she never wanted to let go. "What is it, baby? Destiny said you have a fever? My poor baby."

Her scent swallowed him whole, the intoxicating mix of warmth, sweetness, and something uniquely hers. The pressure of her grip, the way she molded into him, made him light-headed. A surge of endorphins flooded his bloodstream, and suddenly, everything felt better.

She was so small, so impossibly gorgeous, and yet she held him so completely—her presence commanded every space she entered.

"What is it, baby? What?" she cooed, stroking his hair, pressing kisses against his cheek.

Nathan could barely think, his mind swaying between surrender and control. "It’s just that I didn’t eat for so long, and I felt like my blood sugar—"

"Then eat," she interrupted firmly, like it was the simplest thing in the world.

Still wrapped in his arms, still resting against him, she reached for his bread on the counter and brought it to his lips, feeding him like a queen tending to her king.

And he let her.

She held it for him, guiding the food to his mouth as if he was hers to care for, hers to nourish. The fact that she was sitting in his arms, weightless yet completely overpowering, meant she couldn’t see his persistent erection pressing against his pants. He was still hard, still aching, but in this moment, it didn’t matter.

She even grabbed a napkin, dabbing at the edges of his lips, taking care of him with an effortless authority that made his entire body melt into her.

"Why are you here alone?" she asked softly.

Nathan hesitated, then spoke, his voice tinged with quiet self-deprecation.

Nathan hesitated, his throat tightening.

"I just… I didn’t want to bug you guys." His voice was low, uncertain.

Taylor, still cradled in his arms, broke off a small piece of bread, bringing it up to his lips.

"Eat." Her tone wasn’t a request.

He obeyed, taking a slow bite, his lips brushing against her fingers for a second before she pulled away. The warmth of her touch lingered.

He chewed slowly, staring at her, at this impossibly beautiful woman in his arms, feeling himself sink deeper into her presence.

"I mean… you know. I’m not your age group." His voice wavered, like he was second-guessing himself even as he said it.

Taylor stroked the side of his face, watching him, listening.

Nathan took another bite, barely tasting the food, his chest feeling too tight, too full.

"And seriously, I don’t feel… I don’t know, worthy? Like I should enjoy myself in this life. Like… I don’t know." His words faltered, tripping over themselves.

Taylor tilted her head, waiting.

"I only have you." His voice was softer now, like the admission was being pulled out of him.

She pressed a light kiss to his jaw, her grip tightening around his shoulders.

Nathan swallowed, his voice barely above a whisper now. "That’s all I really care about."

Taylor smiled, pleased, as if this was exactly what she wanted to hear.

She brought the bread up to his lips again, and he took another slow bite, his eyes never leaving hers.

"Other than that…" He paused, chewing, hesitating.

"I had some issues with the South America supply chain. I had to take care of it this evening."

She nodded, still watching him, her fingers idly brushing through his hair as he spoke.

"I didn’t want to bug you." His voice faded out, like he wasn’t even sure he believed it anymore.

Taylor let out a soft “Mmm”, as if she understood everything without him needing to say more.

She wiped the corner of his mouth with a napkin, then leaned closer, her lips brushing against his ear.

She listened, feeding him another bite, her soft hands cradling his face, her full lips pouting in concern.

"Yes, but at least come and say hello, okay?" she pressed, her voice so sweet, so insistent.

Nathan wasn’t comfortable with that idea—the thought of facing Nick, Destiny, Matthew, all of them—but Taylor was pressing him so hard, her presence so commanding, that eventually, he sighed.

"Okay. But just for a few minutes."

She beamed, pressing one last kiss to his lips, her excitement undeniable.

Still holding her, he realized he could use her as his shield, a way to block his obvious erection from view. He stood up, lifting her in his arms, her arms draped around his neck, and carried her toward the living room, feeling her warmth, her weight, her control over him in every step.

As they approached, he whispered, "Where’s your chair?"

She giggled, shaking her head, her gorgeous eyes twinkling up at him.

"No, no. You sit in my chair. I sit on you."

The second he lowered himself onto the seat, she immediately settled onto his lap, adjusting comfortably, her body molding into his as if she belonged there.

Then, without missing a beat, the little woman grabbed a $10 chip and took her five cards, leaning back against his chest, sliding the cards into her hands, revealing them only to herself and him.

"What do you say?" she asked, her voice light, teasing, but serious about the game.

Nathan was barely focused on the cards. Just holding her, this petite, intoxicating creature, leaning back into him, letting him wrap his arms around her, made him feel like the most powerful man in the world.

She placed another $10 chip.

"I found this $100 on the table in the kitchen," she murmured, her voice casual, absentminded. "So I bought ten such chips. I was about to tell you."

Nathan felt a surge of possessive warmth. He kissed her temple, gripping her waist slightly tighter.

"You don’t even have to ask. It’s $100, baby. It’s nothing."

He guessed she was happy the others heard that, happy that everyone knew she could take as much as she wanted—because she could.

Feeling emboldened, powerful, assured, Nathan pulled out another $100 from his wallet.

With deliberate ease, he tossed it across the table to Nick.

"Let me have a $100 chip."

Nick glanced at him, then silently placed his money in the metal box, sliding a black chip across the table toward Nathan.

Taylor giggled, shifting slightly on his lap, her small shoulders bouncing with delight.

"Careful, Daddy, you haven’t played poker in a while. These are sharks here," she teased, leaning her head against his chest.

Daniel laughed. "Sharks?" he repeated, amused. "There’s no such thing in this game—it’s all luck and lying."

No one wanted to go head-to-head against Nathan with his $100 chip—except for Nick, who placed another matching chip against his.

Nathan’s confidence built.

As the game played out, Nick lost.

Nathan felt a rush—a small moment of victory, a piece of his pride restored.

"Oooooh, bravo, bravo!" Taylor cheered, kissing his cheek, her arms wrapping around his shoulders. "My husband is the best in the world!"

Matthew chuckled. "He is a great poker player."

Taylor nodded enthusiastically. "True!"

Then Matthew, ever the troublemaker, smirked. "And he’s great in bed."

The group burst into laughter.

Taylor gasped, giggling, then threw a green chip at Matthew, hitting his nose.

"Don’t you dare!" she scolded playfully.

Nathan’s chest tightened.

He felt it again.

That undercurrent.

That silent, unsaid thing that loomed in the air.

That every single person here knew he wasn’t the one sleeping with Taylor.

Taylor, still resting against him, completely relaxed, gazed absently at the ceiling.

"Come on, baby. Teach them a lesson or two," she murmured.

Nathan’s pulse steadied.

It was at that moment that he decided.

He was going to teach them a lesson.

With a nonchalant confidence, he murmured against her silky dark hair, "Go fetch from my table a $10,000 pack."

Taylor stilled for a moment, blinking at him, still sitting in his lap.

"No, seriously?" she asked, studying his face.

Nathan nodded, solid, assured.

"Yes, seriously. Bring Daddy that pack and come sit on me."

There it was again.

That shift in his voice. That power.

She beamed, thrilled, and jumped off his lap, darting up the stairs.

Nathan leaned back, watching her go, the room silent for a moment, the others processing what had just happened.

And then, with the ease of a man who controlled the board, Nathan exhaled slowly, fingers tapping his chip, waiting.

Waiting for Taylor to return.

Nathan watched from across the room as Taylor returned, practically skipping, holding the pack of money high in the air.

"This was the only one I could find!" she shouted with excitement, her voice light, youthful, delighted—not calculated, not dominant.

There was something so innocently girlish in her. She didn’t play the queen, didn’t bark orders, didn’t say "Go fetch the money, and come back to me." Not at all.

Nathan had come to see it clearly—Taylor didn’t consider herself dominant, even though she held more unspoken power than any woman he’d ever known. There were times—rare, fleeting—where he even felt she was submissive, or at least unaware of how thoroughly she ruled the room.

And now, with a $10,000 stack of crisp hundred-dollar bills in her small hand, she paraded back to him like a child showing off a birthday card. There was no guile in it—just joy, glee, a sweetness that made her irresistible.

She settled onto his lap again, curling into him as she placed the stack in his hand like a gift.

In that moment, Nathan felt it—that flicker of the man he used to be.

That’s why I fight the Indonesians. That’s why I negotiate with Brazilian mills and ruthless U.S. logistics chains.

So I can sit here like this. With her. With $10,000 in my hand, as if it’s nothing.

It wasn’t nothing, of course. It was a lot, even for him. But it felt good to pretend. To perform the part of the man who could drop that kind of money just to show that he’s the one feeding the most beautiful woman in the room.

For a moment, he let go of the quiet knowledge that everyone here knew—that Taylor didn’t sleep with him.

That he was, in many ways, just a well-dressed spectator in his own marriage.

But she was warm on his lap. And Destiny had said there was nothing going on. And the way Taylor curled into him, the endorphins, the touch, the love—it was enough.

Even if he knew, deep inside, that with the tiniest twitch of her little finger, he’d be on his knees again.

He didn’t count the bills. Just placed the stack on the table and slid it toward Nick.

Nick looked down at the money, then back at Nathan.

"Oh wow, Mister Whitmore… That’s big money. I don’t think we could—I mean, we’re students. Most of us are on student loans."

Taylor turned to Nick, a glint of pity in her eyes.

Then, without warning, she unbuttoned the top of Nathan’s shirt and slid her fingers against his chest, resting her palm against his skin.

"Yeah, Nathan… maybe better not. That’s big money, honey."

Nathan's jaw clenched.

"Gimme twenty purple chips," he said flatly.

Nick held his gaze for a beat, then placed the stack into the metal box and slid the chips across the table.

Nathan pushed them forward in one smooth motion—all of them.

Taylor’s breath hitched faintly. Still perched on his lap, she leaned in, her small body soft and warm against his, her mouth brushing the edge of his cheek as she pressed a kiss there—gentle, sweet, but burning with unspoken desire.

Then, lips grazing his ear, her voice barely audible, she whispered, “You are such a turn-on when you play bold like this. Do you know that?”

Nathan didn’t answer. He didn’t need to.

Taylor smiled against his skin, her voice even lower now, sultry and trembling with delight.

“I wanna make love to you tonight, my hero.”

Destiny, Matthew, and Daniel leaned back, stunned.

Only Nick leaned forward, slowly pulling his car keys from his pocket. He placed them on the table.

"My car’s worth a bit more," he said, smirking. "It’s yours if you win."

Nathan nodded, trying to keep the nonchalance of a man who had nothing to prove.

Daniel leaned forward, curiosity flickering in his eyes.
"Mister Whitmore—what’s your business, if I may ask?"

Nathan gave a casual shrug.

"Oh, I have several. Always working on new ideas. I’m... an idea guy."

Daniel pressed. "But your main one?"

"Well, I suppose you’d call it... premium household paper goods," he said, sidestepping the word toilet paper.

Matthew chuckled. "Oh wow, that’s amazing, isn’t it? I mean—everyone uses that."

Nathan laughed, playing along. "I guess so."

Nick tilted his head with a grin. "Well, I guess that joke was a real wipe-out, huh? Sorry, couldn’t resist."

Everyone laughed—everyone but Nathan.

Taylor slapped Nick’s shoulder lightly. "You’re so mean!"

Nick chuckled. "Sorry, babe. I take it back."

Nathan stiffened. Babe.

He said it like it was nothing. Like he had the right.

Nathan couldn’t find the words. He stared at the chips, at the table, at everything and nothing.

Nick tilted his head slightly, smile still in place, his voice low but clear.
"So? Are you sure you want to play balls?"

It wasn’t mocking — if anything, it sounded almost... considerate. A chance to back out gracefully.

Nathan’s throat was dry. He gave a small nod.
"Yes."

Nick shuffled smoothly and slid five cards across the table.

Before Nathan could even touch them, Taylor snatched the cards with a grin, holding them the way only she liked to — tilted at a soft angle, hidden from everyone but her and Nathan, her back leaning into his chest like she belonged there.

They were good. Strong. Winning cards.

Nick met his eyes and slowly added another key to the table.

"That one’s for my sister’s car."

"Still in?" he asked, a mocking tilt to his voice.

Nathan swallowed.

Taylor leaned in, voice rising with tension.

"Do we have another pack, honey? Another ten?"

"No. I’m afraid we don’t," Nathan said. "And besides, I’m going to cut losses here."

He placed his cards face down beneath the chips — surrendered.

"Noooooo!" Taylor cried, her voice full of disappointment.

Nick smiled gently. "Are you sure, old fellow?"

"Yes." Nathan’s voice was barely audible. His hands were shaking.

Nick laid his cards down. They were terrible.

But he’d won. With nothing at all.

The table fell silent.

Nathan tried to salvage something. He picked up the two keys and forced a chuckle.

"Well, the other key was for my scooter, actually."

Everyone laughed.

Taylor tried not to. But Nathan saw it—the way she looked away, trying not to meet his eyes, her shoulders quivering as she giggled silently.

That broke him.

Daniel suddenly stood, grabbing the bottle of expensive red wine Nathan had brought out earlier—the one he had saved for special occasions.

"Wait, wait," Daniel said with a smile, already tipping the bottle over the line of glasses. "Before we settle anything—let’s do this right."

He poured generously, clumsily, the deep ruby liquid sloshing a bit over the rims as he moved from glass to glass, filling each one nearly to the top, emptying the entire bottle without hesitation.

"I’d like to raise a toast," he announced dramatically, lifting his own brimming glass, his eyes dancing with giddy energy. "To the winner of this evening..."

He let the pause hang, looking toward Nick with exaggerated reverence. Then, with a grin:

"Nicholas—who is better known by his naaaaame—N I C K!"

They all burst into laughter, raising their glasses.

"Nick!" they echoed in unison, their voices loud, cheerful, careless.

Nathan forced his smile. He lifted his glass and joined the clinking of crystal, the sound sharp and celebratory.

But his throat ached with a rising lump, and behind his wine-blurred vision, he could feel the sting—his eyes watering, not from the alcohol, but from something far more bitter.

He smiled anyway.

Because what else could he do?

Nick wasn’t just stronger. He wasn’t just smarter. He wasn’t just better in bed.

He was a gentleman.

"You want your money back, Mister Whitmore?" Nick asked softly.

Nathan didn’t even look up.

"No."

Nick began peeling off bills, distributing the money to the others.

$1,000 to Destiny.

She slid it into her jeans without hesitation.

$1,000 to Daniel.

He took it sheepishly.

"You sure you don’t want a thousand back?" Nick asked Nathan again.

Nathan sat there, heavy, his face pale.

"No," he whispered.

Taylor was still curled up on his lap. She placed the last $1,000 on the table in front of him.

"Here, baby—no need to fuss. This is all in good spirit, right?"

Nathan said nothing.

He stood.

Lifted Taylor gently off his lap, placed her softly on the chair.

And walked away.

Stiffly. Quietly.

He climbed the stairs, one by one, his eyes burning.

In the bedroom—their bedroom—he pulled the covers up around him. One blanket. Then another. Then another.

Three blankets.

The weight helped.

But it wasn’t enough.

He lay in the dark, in silence. Alone. Sad. Defeated.

And the laughter from downstairs still echoed in his ears.

After five long, aching minutes, the door opened with a quiet click. Taylor stepped in slowly, barefoot, eyes soft with concern. She didn’t speak. Just climbed gently onto the bed, pulling back his fortress of blankets.

"Always those three blankets," she murmured with a small smile, crawling in beneath them like a kitten burrowing into warmth.

Her small body found his instinctively—arms wrapping around his waist, legs curling up over his, her warmth so delicate yet completely engulfing him. She pressed her face to his chest, kissing the fabric of his shirt, again and again.

"I know how you feel, baby," she whispered, her voice barely audible under the layers. "It’s okay. I know it hurts. I’m here. I’ve got you. You’re mine."

She kissed his collarbone, his jaw, his lips. "You’re still my man. Always."

Her hand moved up into his hair. "You don’t have to prove anything to anyone, you hear me? Not to them. Not to me."

Nathan lay still.

"No need to feel sorry for me, Taylor," he said softly. "It’s okay. I’ll just mourn here. Alone."

Taylor pulled back just enough to look into his eyes.

"Baby, no," she said, genuinely hurt. "You don’t have to make such a big deal out of this. I know you’re talented. I know you’re the best."

"No, you don’t."

She blinked.

"How could you say that?" she whispered. "You see where I am, Nathan? I left all of them downstairs. I came here to you. Because you’re my man. My winner. And I don’t care if you’re good at poker. That’s not what I married."

She clung to him again, holding him tighter, her words like balm.

"They do that all day. That’s their thing. But you? You’re out there making money. For us. For me. You work hard, and that’s what matters to me."

Silence.

Long. Heavy.

And then he said it.

"I want them out of this house."

Her body tensed.

"You want to exclude me from my friends? You want me to sit here and be your little miserable housewife?"

"I want them out of this house."

She sat up.

"So what—if I go study with them in the dorms, you won’t know what we’re doing, right? That’s what you’re afraid of?" Her voice was sharp now. "You wanted us to meet here. That was your idea. Because you’re such a control freak."

Nathan’s eyes didn’t waver.

"I want them out of this house," he repeated. And then, "That, or we part ways."

Silence again. The kind that hurts.

He could feel it—the pounding of his heart in his ears, the physical pain in his ribs.

Taylor stared at him. Her voice was quiet now.

"Wow, Nathan. That hurts. That hurts very, very much."

"Do you realize," she said, choking back tears, "that the only reason I invited them to play poker here—in our house—instead of meeting at the dorms... was for you?"

He didn’t respond.

"Yeah. I did this for you. Because I knew you were worried. Because I knew you’d be watching. Because I didn’t want you sitting up here alone, spiraling, inventing stories in your head. I thought—if you could see me, if you knew what I was doing, you’d feel better. Safer. Less... left out."

Still, he said nothing.

"It would’ve been so much easier to do this at Daniel’s. He offered. They have a whole student pool there, sort of like a community hangout. No rules. No limits. We could’ve gone wild. But I said no. I said I wanted to host. I said I wanted it to be here—at home. Our home."

Her voice was rising now, trembling but sure.

"I told them this was the better place. And they said ‘Oh wow, yes!’ And they came. Because I wanted it this way. For you. Out of love. Out of care. Out of devotion. And now—now you want to send them away? Back into some unknown space where your imagination can run wild again?"

Nathan still didn’t answer.

"And on top of that... you threaten to leave me?" Her voice cracked. "You would leave me? I would never do that to you, Nathan. Never."

She paused. The room felt thick with it.

"You’re my husband. You’re my best friend."

She slid away from him, peeling her body from his like silk from skin, and the absence was immediate and brutal.

"Fine," she said, voice suddenly cold. "I’ll chase them away."

Then she was gone.

Nathan curled beneath the blankets, crushed under the weight of them. The weight of missing her.

Downstairs, he heard the echo of her clapping. Her voice loud, crisp, cutting through the walls.

"Alright, guys. Party’s over."

Chairs scraped. Shoes shuffled. A door opened. Then another. Car doors slammed.

And just like that, they were gone.

It was quiet now.

Too quiet.

She returned to the room.

He turned toward her, heart held out in silence—waiting. Hoping. Maybe she would come back to him. Maybe she would slip under the blankets, melt against his chest, kiss the hurt from his lips and forgive him without saying a word. His body tensed with readiness, not for confrontation, but for surrender. For relief. For her.

But she didn’t join him.

She moved with quiet purpose, eyes downcast, face unreadable. She took her pillow. Then one of the blankets—the one that smelled faintly of her—and walked out. Not in anger. Not in tears. Just gone.

He didn’t know where she went. A couch? A guest room? The hallway floor? He didn’t know. He only knew that she was no longer there. The door didn’t close. The silence did.

And that silence was unbearable.

Nathan lay back, the remaining blankets pulled tight over his chest like the lid of a coffin. But the cold crept in anyway—through the fabric, through his skin, into his lungs. It wasn’t temperature. It was absence. The loss of her weight, her scent, her nearness. Her.

His mind raced with images—her bare feet retreating down the hall, her hair spilling over the pillow in another room, her face turned away from him in sleep. It wasn’t jealousy. It wasn’t even heartbreak. It was something worse. An emptiness that pulsed through him like pain. A hollowness he couldn’t name.

God, he thought. This is pain.

Not a metaphor. Not language.

Pain in the ribs. In the throat. In the marrow.

She was perhaps only a room away.

But to Nathan, it felt like another life.


The Father, the Son, and the Holy Taylor

2 a.m. Taylor and Nathan’s residence

The room was perfect.

Too perfect.

Two thick blankets lay over him like velvet weight, the kind that should have brought comfort. The mattress beneath him was plush, king-sized, the sort of thing people dream about in glossy catalogs. The bedside lamp glowed softly, casting long amber shadows across the room, while beyond the bay windows, a full moon hung high in a crisp, cloud-swept sky. The trees outside swayed in a late-summer breeze, their branches dark against the pale light, and the houses across the street were quiet—windows glowing faintly, unaware of the quiet collapse happening inside his.

But none of it mattered.

Not without her.

Nathan turned onto his side. Then his back. Then again. The silk sheets whispered with each movement, cool against his skin, but his body remained tense, too wired, too raw. It wasn't just emotional anymore. It was physical—the ache in his limbs, the tremor in his breath, the throb behind his eyes. An addiction without the drug.

I was so ruthless. Such an idiot.

He stared at the ceiling, the slow swirl of shadows dancing there like ghosts.

"Who lost at poker? Me. I lost. So why the hell did I blame her friends? She’s an angel—pure, young, perfect—and I’m the one who screwed up, then dumped it on them." Then he slapped himself, hard, the sting a weak echo of his guilt.

His fingers clenched the sheet.

I could’ve won it. I had the better hand. But no—I wasn’t proficient. So instead of being a man, instead of being resilient, I ran upstairs like a child. And who came to care for me?

His eyes closed tightly, and for a moment, the memory wrapped around him like the warmth he missed so desperately.

Other women wouldn’t have. But not Taylor. Not my Taylor.

A pause.

No—no longer mine.

She had come upstairs that night like a goddess descending, slipping beneath the covers with no judgment, no mockery—just pure magnetism. She had curled against him, arms around his ribs, head tucked beneath his chin, her breath like silk against his chest.

She held him.

Cooed to him.

Reassured him with the kind of closeness that made him feel, just for a second, like maybe he was still worthy.

And I—God—I should’ve appreciated that.

He turned again, pressing his cheek against the pillow, fingers gripping the edge of the blanket.

She was like that because I obeyed her. Because I was hers. Because I surrendered. And instead, I—

He groaned and raised a hand. It came down hard against his temple with a dull thud.

“Stupid,” he whispered. “Stupid, stupid.”

I told her to get her friends out. I threatened her.

His breath hitched.

Those were her friends. Her joy. Her audience. And yes, I know now—she slept with Nick. In front of them. I’m sure of it. And I told her they wouldn’t be allowed back. That they’re not welcome. What a mistake. What a colossal mistake.

He looked toward the window. The moon sat in the sky like an indifferent god, watching him suffer. Outside, the trees swayed gently in the wind, their leaves rustling against the dark. The world was quiet. Too quiet.

The bedroom—designed to be serene—felt like a museum. Beautiful. Empty. Lifeless.

And worst of all, the cameras were silent now. No more poker nights to spy on. No more secret feeds to check. No way to know what was happening when she wasn’t here. He’d cut off his own access—his own power—trying to control her.

What a fool I am. A zero. Nothing.

He rolled onto his stomach, burying his face into the sheets that still faintly smelled like her perfume.

I’ll beg her to bring them back. I know I will. And when I do, it’ll be full circle again. Another layer peeled off. Another inch I fall into her hands.

His breath slowed.

Every time I try, I fail. Every act of resistance only proves how little I understand her. She sees right through it. She knows I’m not leading. I’m pretending. I’m performing. And she… she’s just waiting for me to stop.

A tear slipped down his cheek, lost in the fabric.

She’s worth more than this. Way more. She’s young, radiant, ethereal. She doesn’t need me. Doesn’t need my money. At her level of attraction, she could have anyone.

His voice cracked.

She chose me because I’d built something. Because I’d achieved something. She respected that. Loved it.

A pause.

And I ruined it. Shot myself in both legs trying to prove I had a spine.

He pressed his forehead to the mattress, hands fisting the blanket.

The luxury of the room closed in around him. The lamp, the fine wood furniture, the designer curtains—all of it mocked him now. What was comfort without her little body pressed to his? Wealth without her to hold?

She was just a room away.

And yet she felt like a world apart.

And then came the realization.

He had threatened her.

He’d actually said it—“Either your friends move out of the house… or we part ways.”

What a mistake.
No.
What a grave, unforgivable mistake.

Normal couples don’t talk like that. Not ones built on love. It didn’t even make sense—how could he have said it? Where had that cruelty come from? Was it fear? Ego?

He’d convinced himself she was with him for the security. That he held the power. That money would always be the invisible leash. But she hadn’t recoiled in fear when he made the threat. She hadn’t scrambled to make peace. No—she was hurt. Really hurt. And that… that was the moment he should’ve seen everything more clearly.

He could hear her voice in his mind, plain as day:

“Wow, Nathan. That hurts. That hurts very, very much.”
“I was doing this for you. So you wouldn’t spiral. So you could see what I’m doing. Because you were watching anyway.”
“And I’m not giving up on you.”

And then she left his arms. Slid out of them like silk. And the cold that rushed in to take her place was something no blanket could ever warm.

That’s the worst thing I’ve ever said to her, he thought. The most terrible line I’ve ever uttered. Like putting a knife to the throat of the only person who was trying to save me.

Now he would have to grovel. Not just apologize. He would need to prove that he saw her. That he understood what he nearly destroyed.

I’ll give her everything. Everything I have. Every cent. Every hour. I just want her back.

His chest ached. His fingers curled into the sheets.

She’s everything a man could dream of—she’s affectionate, she has values, she listens, she gives, and I—

He choked on his own thoughts.

So what if she doesn’t want to sleep with me? So what if she never does again? That’s not what love is. That’s not what she is.

Not everything in this world is fucking. If the books say that a man is supposed to fuck a woman, then let the books burn. I don’t need that. I’ll masturbate to her every night if that’s what it takes. I’ll sleep at her feet, snuggle against her back, hold her in silence if that’s what she allows. I just want the warmth of her near me again. The weight of her presence. The comfort of her breath.

If she only gave me a chance… Just one.

He was lost. But in the clarity of that loss came one undeniable truth.

I have to talk to her.

His body moved before the thought even finished forming. He stood, his feet numb beneath him, and began walking. Down the stairs. Through the quiet hush of the house that now felt too large, too echoing, too empty. The place looked like a mansion, but without her, it felt like a cave.

And there she was.

At the far end of the living room. Tucked into the corner of the couch, her legs curled beneath her, face resting gently against a throw pillow. She wasn’t even occupying half the space—small, silent, soft.

So precious.

He didn’t speak. Didn’t clear his throat. Didn’t dare startle her.

He simply knelt.

There, before her, his knees pressing into the hardwood, hands resting on his thighs. Not to be seen. Not to be forgiven. Just to be close.

It felt like praying.

To God.
Or to his goddess.

She didn’t look up.

But it didn’t matter.

All he wanted—more than touch, more than answers, more than anything—was to hear her giggle again. That sound. That sparkle. That unfiltered joy.

That was his only remedy.

And tonight, it felt impossibly far away.

He didn’t want to scare her. But he had to speak.

“Taylor,” he whispered. “Taylor… do me a favor, okay? Taylor, honey?”

No reply.

She was either in deep sleep—or pretending to be. Or, more likely, toying with him. Playing with his soul in that quiet, catlike way she had. A game he would never be able to win.

“Baby,” he said softly, “all I want is to take you back to bed. I promise I won’t bug you. I just want you to sleep well. In our bed. My bed.”

She opened her eyes.

The moonlight stretched across her face like silver lace. She looked ethereal. Untouchable. And then, as if granting a prayer from a kneeling priest, she whispered the word he’d been aching to hear:

“Okay.”

God. God.

She was such an angel. Such a soul. His voice cracked as he smiled.

“Okay then… I’ll pick you up. You don’t have to do anything, my little princess. Nothing at all.”

She didn’t react.

Slowly, carefully, he slid his arms beneath her—one beneath her knees, the other around her shoulders—and with effort, lifted her into his arms. The blanket stayed wrapped around her, her weight delicate, her body still slack with sleep. He held her like a sacred offering, cautious with every step, mindful not to tip on the stairs.

She was the most precious thing he had ever carried.

Up to the second floor. Into the wide bedroom. Into the very center of the king-sized bed where she belonged. He set her down as though laying a child into a cradle. She stirred slightly, stretching like a kitten, then folded into the sheets with a soft sigh.

For a moment, Nathan just stood there, watching.

Then—carefully, reverently—he lay beside her, pulling the blanket up to cover them both. His eyes drank in her sleeping face. The strands of her impossibly soft hair falling across her cheek. Her breath warm and even.

She’s here, he thought. She’s really here.

And then she spoke.

“No. Don’t stay here.”

The words sliced through him like a serpent’s bite.

He flinched. Pulled back. Slid from the bed and knelt beside it again, like a dog cast from the master’s table.

His voice cracked. “But… why? What did I do?”

She turned onto her back, eyes open, staring at the ceiling. Her voice was quiet. Steady.

“You hurt me, Nathan.”

“How? Tell me.”

“You said you’d leave me,” she said. “Do I have to remind you?”

And then he saw it—a tear, slow and silver, slipping down her cheek, into her ear. He was paralyzed.

“So now what?” he whispered.

“Now… I just need time alone.”

“But we’re friends,” he said, the words desperate, childlike. “We’re twin souls.”

She nodded faintly. “Yes, Nathan. And it will take me some time to believe that again.”

The cold hit him hard. His spine, his hands, his chest. She didn’t feel like they were together. Not really. Not anymore.

Still… she hadn’t said it was over.

There was still a thread. A fragile, shimmering thread.

She was kind. Even now. Even after everything. He wanted to thank her—tell her how grateful he was that she was even speaking to him.

“Okay, Taylor,” he said, his voice trembling. “Really… thank you for even talking to me. I wish I could explain how—”

“Shut up and go,” she said, cutting him off mid-sentence.

“Yes. Yes, of course.” He nodded quickly. “I’ll just lie here. On the floor. Where I belong. At the bottom of your bed. Not mine anymore.”

He slid down, back against the frame, eyes up at the ceiling. She was out of sight now. He couldn’t see her anymore. Only hear the silence between them.

Then came her voice.

“No, Nathan. Don’t lie here. Go out of this room.”

He blinked. “What…?”

“It’s not your room anymore. Off-limits.”

That hit him harder than anything else she’d said.

But still—she was talking about the future. About rules. About space. That meant something. It meant she wasn’t done. Not yet.

And then came the final blow:

"That is… if we continue together, of course.
For now, I want you to go to the guest Bathroom.
On the first floor.
Close the door.
And stay there until I decide to let you out.
Go."

The dagger landed.

He stood—frantic, clumsy—without replying. He didn’t want to say yes, ma’am. He didn’t want to give her the satisfaction of full obedience. A part of him, deep and flickering, still wanted her to worry. To think that maybe she’d gone too far. That maybe he would leave.

But he didn’t.

He went.

Down the stairs. Through the dark, sprawling silence of a house that no longer belonged to him.

Into the guest bathroom—too small to lie down in, too clean to feel like punishment, and yet still a cell. A holding pen.

He sat. Back against the wall. Hands in his lap. The click of the door lock echoed in his head.

He closed the door, and there it was—a full-length mirror, mounted on the inside, right in front of his face. He tried to avoid it, eyes darting to the tiled floor, but it was impossible. The mirror caught every angle, forcing him to see himself—a man who’d once had everything, now slumped in a tiny bathroom, the stained toilet and pink toilet paper rolls framing his shame. His wrinkled shirt, his hollow eyes, his trembling hands—he wasn’t proud of this reflection, not one bit. Humiliation seared through him, the shame of submitting to her will, to a woman barely 18, a girl who held him in her palm.

No matter where he looked—he saw his image in that mirror. The only option was to look down at the floor, but that wasn’t sustainable—his neck ached, his eyes strained. He could face the wall, but the tight space meant those blank tiles loomed just inches from where he sat, too close to bear without standing. And standing to stare at a wall? That felt worse—more humiliating than the reflection itself, a surrender to nothing. Trapped, the mirror watched him like a relentless eye, forcing him to confront his slumped shame. At last, he reached for the light switch and turned it off. Freedom, if you could call it that—freedom to sit in the darkness like a fool. He thought, Wow, the only freedom I have is to turn off the light and hide from myself. Then, Oh, and I can flush the water—a privilege indeed. These were the scraps of control this 18-year-old goddess had left him, caged in her deliciously cruel jail.

Oh, and I can also stand up—so he stood up.

It felt improper to sit in front of God.

He raised his head toward the ceiling, toward the heavens, toward anything above him—hands slightly trembling, voice caught somewhere between reverence and desperation.

“Dear God,” he whispered, “you’ve been great to me. All my life. And I never thanked you properly, so… I’m thanking you now. From the bottom of my heart.”

A pause.

His lips tightened, his throat dry.

“And now… I’m just asking for one more chance. That’s all. Just one more. Please. Let her accept me back. Let me make it right.”

His voice cracked.

“I’ll be her slave. Her utter, devoted slave. I mean—it doesn’t work any other way. I can’t go against her. It’s against nature. Against the molecules you created.”

He stopped himself, suddenly ashamed of the drama. As if he’d insulted God’s intelligence.

“I’m sorry,” he muttered, backing into the wall, lowering his eyes. “Just… please. Make her agree.”

And then, quietly:

“Amen.”

Silence.

He couldn’t stop thinking of Taylor, up there in the lavish bedroom—sprawled across the king-sized bed, silk sheets clinging to her beautiful body in that sexy nightwear, surrounded by luxurious pillows and his three blankets. She was sleeping soundly, a princess in her spacious, richly decorated sanctuary, with all the room to stretch and spread out. Taylor’s bed. Taylor’s bedroom—now off-limits to him. And here he was, caged in this tiny restroom, no sheets, no pillows, no blankets, just the cold tiles and the stained toilet. It was unfair, drastically so—he didn’t deserve this, but he accepted it, craved it even, to prove he’d sacrifice for her, to show he was sorry and would make it up to her. Just for tonight, he told himself. He could endure it for one night. Things would be better tomorrow. But the contrast gnawed at him, her up there in comfort, him down here in nothing, all because she’d commanded it.

The air in the guest bathroom was still. Sterile. He could hear the faint hum of the house beyond the door. The ticking of a clock somewhere. Maybe her breathing upstairs. Maybe not.

I could open the door and just go, he thought.

It’s not like I’m physically trapped. She’s not chained me. She’s asleep. She wouldn’t know.

But he didn’t open the door.

Not because he couldn’t.
Because he wouldn’t.

Because of her. Because of respect. Because I’m trying to earn back the right to see her.

And then, his body betrayed him.

His cock swelled—slowly, heavily, pressing against the fabric of his underwear, throbbing with its own pulse, as if mocking the prayer he’d just spoken.

No, he thought. This isn’t about sex. It’s about love. It’s about—

But the ache between his legs said otherwise.

I’m here, I thought bitterly, locked in my own house. Not because she made me… but because I’m afraid.

Afraid of her.

Afraid of what she might do. Afraid of the silence. Afraid of that cold, impossible stillness she can summon when she’s done with me. Afraid of her wrath—not anger, not screaming, not drama, but that distant, elegant kind of punishment she wields like silk over steel.

I’m afraid of her eyes when they harden.
I’m afraid of her voice when it goes quiet.
I’m afraid of the moment she looks at me and decides she’s done.

She wouldn’t need to yell. She wouldn’t even need to cry. She’d just walk away—without a word, without a glance—and I would cease to exist.

I have no power. Not really. Nothing to offer that she couldn’t get better, fresher, younger, faster. I can’t protect her. Can’t dominate her. Can’t even keep her interest without performing like some grateful little toy.

She’s so beautiful it hurts to think about. It physically hurts.

And she knows.

She knows exactly what she is.

She knows how rare she is—how valuable, how hypnotic, how unreachable.

She could have anyone. Anyone.

And I know, deep in my chest, if I disobey her—if I cross some invisible line—she’ll be gone. And I’ll be left with nothing but the echo of her steps and the scent on the pillow I bought her.

That’s the truth.

She’s worth more.

More than me. More than this house. More than this life I built thinking I’d be the one holding the reins.

I’m not staying in this room because I have to.

I’m staying because I’m terrified of what would happen if I didn’t. Because the moment I defy her, the moment I act like a man who still believes he has agency—she’ll walk.

And she won’t look back.

She didn’t threaten that. She didn’t have to. I felt it. In her stillness. In the way she told me to go here. In the way I obeyed, without even blinking.

Obey her or lose her.

That’s what it comes down to.

And if that’s not religion, I don’t know what is.

He leaned against the door.

I’m shaking. I’m anxious. I’m caged like an animal while she’s upstairs—calm, nestled in the spacious bed that lets her think, feel, and connect with her thoughts. Probably dreaming. The humiliating contrast makes me so hard.

And yet…

Why does this make me so fucking hard?

He let out a breath through his nose, chest heaving.

Look at you, Nathan. Just look. A 45-year-old man. A self-made businessman. Built a company from scratch. Provided everything. And now you’re here—in a bathroom barely big enough to stand—because an 18-year-old girl said so.

He closed his eyes.

She turned 18 three months ago. I gave her a car. We got married two months ago. And look where it’s already gone.

He gripped himself through his pants, breath shallow.

Did I create this? Is this my fault? Did I make a monster?

Then he shook his head.

No. No, she’s not a monster. I didn’t make her. She was born this way. Beautiful. Entitled. Giggling. Controlling. Cheating. Free. And yet—

He bit down on a moan.

It’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.

He freed his cock just for a moment, just enough to feel the full, humiliating arousal of it in his hand. His knees nearly buckled.

She’s not even trying. She doesn’t posture. Doesn’t play-act. She just is. And I—

He stroked once, twice—then stopped, panting.

No. Not now. Not yet.

He gripped the edge of the sink, knuckles white, cock standing hard against the cold air of the room.

She dominates without trying. She humiliates without cruelty. She owns me—just by existing. And I—God help me—I love it. I fucking love it. What is wrong with me?

His body trembled.

I should be angry. I should be standing tall. But instead… I’m here. Shaking. Desperate. Addicted.

And in that moment, everything inside him collapsed into one aching truth:

I was made to serve her.

Not because she demanded it.

Because he couldn’t do anything else.

He stood there, cock twitching, breath unsteady, eyes wide with the terrifying clarity of his own need.

She’s intoxicating. She’s everything. She’s the center.

And he…?

He was just orbiting.

9:00 a.m.–Guest Bathroom, Taylor and Nathan’s Residence

Nathan had spent most of the night on his feet.

He didn’t dare sit—not in front of God, not when she had ordered him there. He stood with his back against the door, hands trembling, body aching, cock hard and throbbing for hours. Time barely moved. Minutes stretched like torture. And all he had was his imagination—his endless, spiraling, humiliating imagination.

Every fantasy began and ended with her.

Taylor.

Always Taylor.

He stroked himself slowly, reverently—careful never to climax. That would’ve been disrespectful. Unworthy. He hadn’t earned that kind of pleasure. Not yet. Not without her blessing.

Besides, he still clung to that one shining promise she’d made while he was alone in that cold hotel room in Germany. She had actually promised they would make love. She said he deserved it.

He remembered how he had nearly wept with joy. He even suggested canceling the client meeting, booking the next flight home. But she said no.

She was right, of course. She always was. He had obeyed then, too.

Now, hours later, he was still hard. Still waiting. Still trembling on the edge of some sacred threshold. His body frail. His mind wrecked. His soul? Somewhere far beneath her feet.

Then, finally, came her voice.

Melodic. Soft. Effortless.

“Okay. You can come out now.”

He opened the door slowly, breath held.

And what he saw made his knees weaken.

There she stood, barefoot on the hardwood, her hair still wet from a long, luxurious shower. She’d taken her time, clearly. Water still clung to her skin in glistening beads. And she wore a short, sleeveless floral dress—black with deep red and soft pink roses scattered like kisses across her body. It hugged her in all the right places. Breezy. Girlish. Devastating. Her fragrance, fresh and divine, wafted toward him—a stark contrast to the damp, sterile air of the guest bathroom he’d endured all night.

She didn’t even look at him when she spoke.

“I’m hungry,” she said.

That was it.

Nathan straightened immediately. “Yes, of course—of course, my princess. Where would you like to take your breakfast?”

She gave the faintest smirk. A flicker at the corner of her mouth. She knew exactly what she was doing to him. She didn’t need to tease him anymore. His obedience was already complete.

“In the patio,” she said, already turning away.

He hurried to catch up, adjusting her chair before she sat, gently pushing it in behind her with both hands. His heart was racing. His cock still hard. His soul still kneeling.

“At once,” he said softly. “Really, Taylor—it shall take just a few minutes.”

She nodded, eyes forward, unmoved.

He rushed inside.

And all he could think, with a burning joy that bordered on religious, was:

She let me out.

In less than five minutes, Nathan returned with the first tray—small salad, buttered toast, a folded omelet, garnished neatly with herbs, just the way she liked it.

“There you go, my princess,” he said, voice theatrical, chipper, almost singsong. He bowed slightly as he presented the tray, trying so hard to smile—but his throat was thick with unshed tears. Just the fact that she had said she was hungry—it was like she’d cracked open a window and let the air back into his world.

“Anything else for you, my princess? Anything at all?” He stood at attention, tray held to his heart like a soldier offering peace.

She didn’t look up, her attention fixed on her phone, scrolling through Instagram and checking messages with a casual ease that made his chest tighten. Her hands—God, those hands—were a vision: narrow, delicate, with long, slender fingers that moved with effortless grace. Her nails, perfectly manicured, gleamed in the morning light, painted a deep, glossy crimson that caught the sun like drops of blood against her pale skin. Each tap, each swipe, was quick, precise, her fingers dancing over the screen with a rhythm that was almost hypnotic, a display of elite beauty that made his cock throb painfully against his pants.

“Yeah,” she said casually, smirking, still not looking at him. “Do you guys serve coffee, too?”

He nearly laughed—relief mixing with an emotion so intense it spilled over. A tear dropped down his cheek, then another. He wiped at his face quickly, trying to keep the facade, but the performance was breaking.

“But of course,” he whispered, cracking a smile through the tears. “One cappuccino. At once.”

She raised an eyebrow, noticing the tears, but didn’t comment. Instead, she played along—like the spoiled princess she was.

“I’ll have a cappuccino,” she repeated, as if placing an order with hotel room service.

Nathan nodded reverently. “Of course. One cappuccino. Absolutely.”

He didn’t ask which kind. He didn’t want to burden her with decisions. All he wanted—desperately—was mercy. A glance. A giggle. A scrap of her affection.

Just the sight of her looking up at him from beneath those lashes, damp hair brushing against her cheeks, still fresh from the shower, still glowing—it was enough to buckle the knees of any man with blood in his veins. How does the universe create such perfection?

He rushed to the kitchen.

When he returned with the cappuccino—steaming, with a dusting of cinnamon—he placed it carefully beside her plate.

“Anything else for the princess?” he asked softly.

She didn’t answer at first, just looked at him with amusement. Then came that smirk.

“You and your theatrics.”

And that broke him.

He dropped to his knees, the tray still in hand, and then lowered it to the ground as his shoulders began to shake. His voice was thin, choked with emotion.

“I just wanted to tell you—” he began, but couldn’t continue. His throat locked. His body trembled.

She kept eating, slowly. Delicately. But he was so close to her now, kneeling beside her chair, tears falling freely.

“I love you,” he whispered. “Beyond reason. Beyond anything.”

She didn’t reply.

“I’m begging you,” he said. “For your forgiveness.”

She was lost in thought, chewing quietly, absentmindedly spreading butter onto her toast.

With that, he dropped fully prone—flat against the ground, face down at her feet. He reached out with both hands, trembling, and took her small, perfect foot into his palms. Her skin was still warm from the shower, the scent of her body wash lingering faintly on her ankles.

He kissed her instep gently. Then again. Then again.

“Taylor,” he whispered between kisses, “Taylor, give me one more chance. I was bad, I was mean, I didn’t mean to stop the group meetings, I swear. That wasn’t me. I didn’t mean it.”

He didn’t mention the ultimatum. The threat. The “we part ways” line. He hoped she wouldn’t bring it up.

But then her foot twitched—gently, but firmly—shaking him off.

He rose to his knees, eyes full of desperation.

She continued to eat in silence, carefully placing a slice of omelet on her buttered toast.

Then, finally, she spoke.

“It’s okay, Nathan. It’ll be okay. I believe that.”

His heart swelled. Hope flickered.

“I’m still… reconciling,” she added softly. “You said words I can’t just accept. I can’t digest them. I’m working on myself to figure out how I can live with that.”

“But I didn’t mean any of it,” he whispered.

She looked straight ahead. “You said you’d leave me, Nathan. You did it once—you’ll do it again. That’s how it works.”

He was silent. He couldn’t argue with her. Not because she was right—though she probably was—but because of the way she said it. Calm. Certain. Like someone who had already decided what was true.

She was only 18. And yet—so composed. So devastatingly poised. To say something like that at her age... it wasn’t just maturity. It was a kind of clarity about how the world operated. Like she'd already learned that people repeat their patterns. That words once spoken can’t be unsaid. That men, especially, do what they’ve done before.

It was frightening—how calmly she could see him. How easily she accepted the rules of human nature. Not bitter, not cynical—just aware.

She had the air of someone who’d lived a hundred lives before this one. Someone who hadn’t just dealt with men—she’d understood them. She knew how to toy with them. How to forgive them. And how to hold them exactly where she wanted—without lifting a finger.

“I’ve decided,” she said, sipping her cappuccino, “that the second floor is off-limits for you.”

He thought of his home office, of the master bedroom, of the life he had lived upstairs.

But he didn’t argue.

“Yes,” he said softly. “Of course.”

She smiled faintly—smirked, really. She saw what it did to him. How restricting him, carving away his space, thrilled her more than scolding ever could. It was sexy. It was power. It was natural.

Soon she could confine him to a cage, and he would agree. He knew that now. She’d gotten everything she ever wanted from him this way.

It always began with his attempts to reclaim power—and ended with him handing over more than before.

That’s how his adult sons ended up relocated, quietly moved into rented apartments.

That’s how she established the right to roam nude through the house, her bare body an untouchable shrine, while he was not allowed to lift his gaze above her feet.

That was the dynamic.

And he had to take it.

“I think I’ll go to college now,” she said casually, brushing crumbs from her lap. “And you’ll go to your office. Yes?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

This time, she didn’t correct him.

She let it land.

She owned him now—and they both knew it.

“Oh, and bring me my stilettos,” she added. “They’re next to the door.”

“Of course. Right away.”

While she sipped her cappuccino in slow, elegant silence, he rushed to retrieve her heels—black patent leather with a razor-sharp heel and a red sole. The shoes of a goddess.

He returned on all fours, presenting them like relics.

Taylor crossed her legs slowly, extending one bare foot toward him.

He took her ankle gently, cradling it in his palm. Her skin was flawless, smooth, still dewy. Her arch impossibly delicate. Her toes perfectly manicured—nude pink, the polish fresh, glistening in the morning light. Each movement of her foot was casual yet hypnotic—wiggling her toes, tapping softly against his chest as she waited. Before slipping on her heels, he paused, his fingers brushing the sole of her foot to wipe away any tiny specks of dust, lint, or grit that might have clung to her damp skin. He checked carefully, ensuring the bottom of her foot was pristine—he’d do this for her, even if she didn’t notice or care, compelled to make sure she wouldn’t walk with any imperfections tainting her perfection.

He held her foot close, kissing her instep again as he slid the shoe on slowly, reverently, guiding her heel into place.

Then the other.

She stood, towering now in those stilettos. Bare legs smooth, toned, commanding. She adjusted her sunglasses, took the car keys from the tray, and walked to the door—her steps sharp, echoing through the house.

He followed her on all fours, eyes fixed to the swing of her hips, the click of her heels, the length of her legs.

She opened the door without looking back.

And she left.

Eighteen years old.

And already the undisputed governess of the house.

11:00 a.m.–Boston Shoreline College

“Daniel! Daniel!”
Nathan’s voice called out across the quad as he jogged awkwardly behind the younger man. Daniel had just finished his only lesson of the day, a class on Introduction to the History of Modern Thought, and after parting from Taylor—who’d driven home—he was lazily walking back to his dorm. He turned, squinting against the sun, hoodie half-zipped, earbuds dangling.
“Oh goodness,” Daniel said, grinning. “What brings you to our beautiful academic palace? Planning to study philosophy?”

“Heh. Sort of,” Nathan replied, catching up, breath unsteady. “Why not, right? Thought I’d come by for a little… chit-chat.”

“With me?” Daniel laughed. “Out of everyone here, you picked me?”

“Of course. Who else, actually.”

Daniel gave a little shrug. “Well hey, studying here at age 45 actually does make some sense when you think about it. Tax deductions, certificate programs, flexible credits. They love attracting older students. Fourth-tier schools live for that demographic.”

Nathan just nodded, following him as they made their way toward the dorms.

“Oh, and we have these certificate programs—you can study, like, Chinese,” Daniel continued casually. “They’ve got HSK1 and HSK2 levels. Pretty solid if you’re into that.”

Daniel kept talking, his voice a nonstop stream of explanations about the cafeteria, subsidized food, and random campus perks—details Nathan didn’t care about and hadn’t asked for, his mind too consumed to listen. All Nathan wanted was the truth about that night two days ago, when he’d been on a business trip in Germany, watching his house through surveillance from his hotel room: did Taylor cheat with Nick or not? There was no proof, just his spiraling suspicions—her little hand curled around Nick’s wrist as she led him to the bathroom after losing a poker bet, the two of them later emerging in the bathrobes he’d bought for her birthday, their hair damp from a shared shower. Daniel had been there, he’d seen it, and with his habit of “singing” information without a filter, he was the perfect target, Nathan’s only chance to salvage the truth. Deep down, Nathan couldn’t believe his Taylor would betray him—no way, not his Taylor, even if the robes haunted him.

He unlocked the door and pushed it open.

The place was rough.

Old linoleum curling at the corners, a musty smell of sweat, ramen, and mildew. Laundry was draped across a beat-up futon like the remnants of a storm. Crumpled papers, empty cans, and the faint scent of weed drifted through the air like it paid rent.

“Don’t laugh,” Daniel said quickly. “We used to host parties here last month.”

“Parties?” Nathan echoed.

Daniel hesitated. He’d said too much.

“Coffee?” he offered, already putting water on to boil.

“Black,” Nathan murmured, eyes scanning the chaos.

The kitchenette looked like it hadn’t been wiped down since spring. Dishes were stacked like modern art, sticky with unnameable sauces. A poster of a half-naked anime girl hung by a single piece of tape above a dented microwave.

“Oh, so your dorm’s on the ground floor,” Nathan said, stepping outside and glancing through the grimy window. “And there’s a pool?”

Daniel brightened. “Oh, yeah. Full-blown pool. It’s kind of legendary, actually. In the middle of the party, we’d dive in.”

Nathan raised an eyebrow. “Clothes on?”

Daniel laughed. “Well… some wore clothes. Some… disposed of them.”

Nathan stared at him. “Ah. So a girls and boys kind of thing.”

Daniel chuckled again. “Of course. What’d you think—just a bunch of hairy dudes swimming naked in a chlorine puddle?”

Nathan tried to join the laughter, but he was running on fumes. No sleep, barely holding it together. His hands were shaking.

“And Taylor?” he asked, trying to sound casual. “She came to the summer parties?”

Daniel hesitated. “Yeah. Of course.”

“Naked, I presume.”

A silence.

Daniel glanced down. “Nathan… I don’t think you want to get into that.”

Nathan forced a smile. “Why not? It’s not like we were married back then.”

Daniel gave a sheepish grin. “Ah… yeah. Maybe that’s why she was a bit…”

He trailed off, suddenly aware of the edge they were approaching. He poured the coffee, placed the mug on the table, and sat down opposite Nathan.

“A bit what?” Nathan asked, wrapping both hands around the warm ceramic, hoping it would calm the tremor in his fingers.

Daniel scratched the back of his head. “A bit… wild,” he said apologetically. “But, you know, she’s changed. We were young.”

“We’re talking about August,” Nathan said. “That’s two months ago.”

Daniel blinked, caught in his own timeline. “Right. Yeah. Huh. That was August…”

Nathan sipped the coffee. It was instant, bitter, barely drinkable.

“So. No more parties here?”

“Nope,” Daniel said quickly. “Not lately. But the pool’s still working if you wanna—”

“I don’t.”

Daniel shrugged.

Nathan leaned back, eyes narrowing slightly. “So where do you guys party now?”

“Well, I mean…” Daniel shifted in his seat. “Lately we’ve just been studying at your house. Not really partying, you know? With midterms and term projects, it’s just…”

Nathan gave a small, tight smile. But inside, something coiled.

Right, he thought. Studying for thirty minutes. Watching my Taylor getting fucked for the next thirty. How lovely.

Daniel kept talking, but Nathan didn’t hear it.

His hand tightened slightly around the mug. The warmth did nothing for his shaking fingers.

He nodded along, politely.

But inside?

He was screaming.

About that time, 11 a.m. Taylor and Nathan’s residence

Jonathan, Nathan’s eldest son, stood at the front door, one hand gripping the strap of his military duffel, the other hovering awkwardly near the bell. He’d rung it at least three times. Nothing. No footsteps, no response, no voice. His keys no longer matched the locks—Taylor had changed them when she exiled him and his brother to their own apartment, claiming they needed independence. Now, he was just a visitor to what used to be his home.

Strange, he thought. He invited me. Didn’t he?

He adjusted the weight of the bag on his shoulder—a heavy canvas sack stuffed with laundry from three grueling weeks of field training. His uniform was crisp, sweat-dried at the collar, the insignia of a First Lieutenant catching the late morning light. He looked every bit the young officer: tall, broad-shouldered, lean, alert. But now he was just standing there, in front of a house that felt more like a stranger’s than a home.

Then he heard it—footsteps behind him, light but quick. He turned just as she came jogging up the drive.

Taylor.

She'd been up since she let Nathan out of the guest bathroom at 9:00 a.m. eating breakfast on the patio before rushing to Boston Shoreline College for her 9:30 a.m. class. As always, she was late, arriving around 9:45 a.m. for Introduction to the History of Modern Thought, which ended at 10:30 a.m.—a light schedule, typical for a low-pressure school, not MIT. She drove home, arriving around 10:50 a.m., changed into her running attire, and squeezed in a quick jog around the neighborhood, finishing just as Jonathan arrived. Damp from her run, flushed, radiant, her jet-black ponytail bounced against her shoulders, and her mauve crop top clung to her chest, darkened with sweat at the seams. Her leggings, painted onto her legs, seemed to sculpt her rather than cover her. She was breathing hard, but in control—like she’d only allowed herself to be winded.

“Oh goodness,” she said, smiling. “You must be Jonathan, right?”

He blinked. “Uh—yes, ma’am.”

She stepped closer, extending her hand without hesitation. Her palm was warm, damp with sweat.

“So nice to finally meet you,” she said brightly.

He hesitated, then took her hand. “Nice to meet you too,” he replied, then faltered. “It’s just that... sorry, what was your name?”

She tilted her head, amused. Petite but composed. Completely at ease.

“Oh, I’m Taylor, silly. Your stepmother.”

There was a beat. He processed the word like a foreign language. Jonathan had been stationed overseas during his father’s whirlwind marriage to Taylor—a proposal and wedding that happened almost overnight, one he couldn’t attend due to military duties. By the time Taylor moved in, he and his brother had already been relocated to their own apartment at her insistence, leaving him no chance to meet her until now.

“My father’s... girlfriend?”

She grinned wider. “No, sweetheart. I’m his wife.”

“Right. Yes,” Jonathan said quickly. “I knew that.”

Taylor unlocked the front door and pushed it open with her hip. She paused just inside, bending down to untie her sneakers and peel off her socks, leaving them neatly by the door—a habit that made the house feel distinctly hers. “Come in. Did you bring laundry?”

He nodded, still absorbing everything. “Yeah.”

“Perfect. Come on—I’ll show you where we moved the machine.”

He followed her inside.

The house was pristine. Quiet. Too quiet. Not a sound of his father anywhere. Just Taylor, barefoot and commanding the space like she’d been born in it. Her scent drifted in the air—warm skin, shampoo, a faint trace of vanilla and sweat. She wasn’t just attractive—she was arresting. And she didn’t apologize for it.

She led him down the hall, hips swaying with unconscious rhythm. “We moved the machine over here,” she said, gesturing toward the wall-mounted laundry nook.

“Ah. Right,” he said. His voice cracked slightly. “Nice setup.”

She stood beside him as he opened the bag and started unloading: fatigues, gym shorts, socks, boxers. She watched without shame or discomfort, one hand on her hip, sipping from a glass of water she’d grabbed on the way.

“Good thing we’ve got a big machine,” she said with a smile. “That’s a lot of laundry.”

He laughed, trying not to look at her. “Yeah, well, three weeks in training adds up.”

“You’re always welcome to wash here,” she said easily. “What a silly thing to even ask.”

He loaded the machine, added detergent, and pressed the button. It began its low mechanical hum.

When he turned back around, she was still watching him.

And not hiding it.

He leaned back against the counter, casual. She stepped slightly closer.

“It seems like each generation gets taller,” she said, eyes drifting up his chest, over his shoulders.

He smiled awkwardly. “Well, they say we eat better than our fathers did.”

She laughed softly—dimples flashing. Her mouth was full, naturally curved, with small white teeth like pearls. Her lips looked soft, parted slightly from her breathing. The kind of mouth that could deliver sweetness or cruelty in equal measure.

“You’re going to stay in those?” she asked, nodding toward his uniform as she turned toward the kitchen.

He followed without thinking.

“Ah—yes. I mean, maybe I’ll change later.”

She reached the coffee machine, fluid and unbothered, and glanced over her shoulder.

“Black or cappuccino?”

“Black,” he replied with a small smile. “You’re... very kind.”

She turned slightly, one brow lifting with playful curiosity.

“I didn’t imagine you so...” he hesitated.

“So?” she teased, the corner of her mouth tugging upward.

He looked down, suddenly flustered. He couldn’t say pretty, even though the word sat like a lump in his throat. So instead, he defaulted to the safe—and the absurd.

“Well, I mean... you’re quite young, aren’t you?”

She giggled, her pearly teeth flashing, her mouth—pink, plush, undeniably sensual—tilting into something just shy of mockery.

“Well, you were expecting a 45-year-old woman, weren’t you?”

He blinked. “I... I didn’t expect anything specific, I just—God. I mean, you’re technically my... my mother. My stepmom.”

She smiled as she turned, reaching for their mugs. “Not technically, sweetheart. I am your stepmom,” she said, pouring the coffee smoothly. “And you’ll treat me as such.”

The line dropped like a brick in a still pond.

He stood there, stunned, watching her stir his coffee like nothing had just happened. But something had. Something subtle. Something irreversible.

His pants tightened.

What does that even mean? he thought. That I have to defer to her? Obey her? Is that what she’s implying? But she’s so young. She’s so—

His thoughts refused to land.

It didn’t make sense. Nothing about the dynamic made sense. And yet, somehow, it did. Deep down, somewhere primal, it clicked.

He followed her to the table, coffee in hand, watching the lines of her back as she walked. Her shoulders bare. Her hair still damp. Her hips moving like the house already knew who was in charge.

And for the first time in a long time, Jonathan wasn’t sure what his role was anymore.

“Oh, don’t be stressed by what I said,” Taylor said, smiling sweetly. “I’m not that strict. You can ask your father.”

Her tone was soft, almost warm—but it struck Jonathan with more force than a command barked in the field. I’m not that strict didn’t deny strictness—it confirmed it. It meant: I am strict. Just not unbearably so. It meant there would be rules. And he would be expected to follow them.

And it was then that he felt it.

That slow, aching warmth building between his legs. A low, maddening pressure. He shifted slightly, trying to ignore it, but his body was betraying him—responding not just to her beauty, but to her authority.

She took another sip of her coffee, then said almost offhandedly, “That said, I do have some rules. Ones I enforce.”

He blinked. “Such as?”

She glanced down, then back up at him, slow and deliberate. “Well—for example, you’re not supposed to walk inside my house wearing shoes.”

My house. The words hit him harder than they should have. Her house? This house belonged to his father. And yet she said it with the certainty of someone stating a fact. Not a claim. Not a flex. Just… reality.

He looked at her, confused, maybe even slightly offended. Up close, her face was breathtaking—flawless skin, sharp cheekbones, and those dark, knowing eyes that seemed to see right through him. She was a woman who understood her impact on men, who wielded her beauty like a quiet weapon. The dissonance was jarring: she spoke as his stepmother, yet exuded a raw, unapologetic sexuality that made his thoughts scatter, leaving him caught between respect and a stirring, forbidden attraction.

She raised one brow. Waiting.

“I wasn’t aware,” he said finally. “That’s why I’m still wearing them.”

“But there has to be some logic, right?” she said, her voice calm, even playful. “You just came from army training. I assume your boots are dirty. And now you’re walking across clean floors. Doesn’t something about that feel… off?”

He hesitated, his heart pumping hard in his chest, flustered and disoriented by her words. A rule? She’s setting rules for me? The thought made his mind reel—my goodness, he was so confused, caught off guard by how casually she asserted control over a space that wasn’t truly hers. He nodded slowly, trying to steady himself. “Yeah. Now that you say it—”

“So do it,” she said simply.

“Do what?” His voice came out softer than he intended, almost a whisper, as he looked at her, still grappling with the surreal moment. She leaned closer, her body shifting toward him with a fluid grace, her eyes locking onto his with a playful intensity. A teasing smile curved her lips as she murmured, “You’re not really listening, are you?”

He stumbled over his words, his gaze dropping to her thick, plush lips, so close now he could see their natural sheen. “No, it was just one moment that I—”

“I said,” she cut him off, her voice low and deliberate, pausing for effect as her smile deepened, “take them off.” Her words hung in the air, charged with an intimacy that made his breath catch, his eyes still fixed on her mouth, the way it moved, the way it commanded him without effort.

And suddenly he felt it. The shift. She wasn’t just asking—she was commanding him, but it went beyond mothering. She was a woman, first and foremost, her presence intoxicating, her authority laced with an allure that didn’t make sense for a stepmother. She was mothering him, yes, but also enticing him, taking him off balance, igniting sexual thoughts he couldn’t suppress—a potent mix of power and seduction that left him reeling, his body responding in ways he couldn’t control.

He dropped his gaze and leaned down to untie the long laces. That’s when he saw them.

Her feet.

So small. So perfectly shaped. Not pale and washed out, but flushed with warm, even tone—like they'd been kissed by sunlight. Her arches were elegant, sculpted, her toes delicate and painted in a glossy, vibrant red that caught the light with every shift of her weight.

And she was flexing them.

Purposefully.

Subtly.

One ankle crossing over the other. A soft roll from heel to toe. It wasn’t overt. It wasn’t flirtatious.

But it was intentional.

He felt the blood rush to his groin so fast it made him dizzy. For one brief, mad second, he wanted to kneel. Not out of duty. Out of need. He wanted to press his face to those feet. Let her use them. Let her humiliate him. Whatever it took just to stay in her favor.

She was breathtaking.

And she knew exactly what she was doing.

Once he had the boots off, she pointed with a manicured finger toward the corner, near the washing machine.

“There,” she said. “Line them up neatly.”

He rushed to obey, hiding his arousal as best he could, every step stiff and mechanical. He returned to her side, breath shallow, cheeks burning.

She didn’t even look at him.

She just sipped her coffee.

And let him simmer.

“Now tell me”—she said—“do you have a girl friend?” Of all the questions in this world she has chosen to put him with his back to the wall. “Ahm girlfriend,” he repeated, “ahm no.”

“How come?” she asked suddenly, her eyes on him like she already knew the answer. “You do realize you’re a stud, right?”

Jonathan blinked. That was... not something a stepmom should say. Or anyone’s stepmom, especially not one barely older than him.

“A stud?” he repeated, trying to smile, but his voice was too unsure to land.

“Yeah,” Taylor said, tilting her head like she was talking to someone far younger. “Absolutely.”

Her hand, soft and warm from the coffee mug, reached out and gently rested on his. The touch wasn’t flirtatious—but it wasn’t distant either. It felt like comfort. Reassurance. Guidance. Like she was the adult in the room.

“I mean, come on,” she continued. “Don’t you notice the way girls look at you?”

He looked down at the table. His posture stiffened. “I guess... a little.”

“A little?” she teased, eyes still on him. “Jonathan, you’re the kind of guy that makes people stare. You’re what half the campus is dreaming about at night.”

He let out a breathy laugh, uncomfortable, red in the face. “You’re only saying that because you’re my—uh, well, you’re trying to build up my confidence, right?”

“No, sweetheart,” she said softly. “I’m not saying it for your sake. I’m just telling you the truth.”

Her fingers lightly traced the back of his hand as she spoke. Her voice remained casual, her tone still warm. But the way she said it—so certain, so calm—left him feeling like he’d just been read like an open book.

“When you get shy like that,” she said, “you even get dimples. Did you know that?”

He didn’t know what to say. His throat tightened. Her hand was still on his, and every part of him was screaming to move, to stand, to do something. But he sat still, completely caught.

She tilted her head, eyes narrowing with just the faintest smile. “I’m making you uncomfortable, aren’t I?”

He nodded without meaning to.

“Well,” she said, withdrawing her hand at last, “no more questions like that today. I promise.” She stood from the table with a fluid grace that made him look away. “Now go upstairs, use the bathroom in my suite, and take a proper hot bath. I’ll make you mushroom soup—my best.”

He looked up, stunned. “Really?”

“Of course,” she said. “Do we have a deal?”

Something in her voice had changed. She wasn’t asking anymore. She was guiding. Like it was a household with rules. With structure. With her at the top of it.

“Yes, Taylor,” he said.

She turned. Her tone dropped just slightly. “What did you just say?”

He froze. “Sorry—I didn’t mean to be so casual. I should’ve addressed you properly.”

“Mmm,” she hummed, pouring another cup of coffee.

“Well then,” she said, looking over her shoulder. “How should you address me, Jonathan? We’re not friends. And I am your stepmom. Some deference would be... appropriate, wouldn’t you say?”

He nodded. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Good.” She didn’t look at him when she said it. Just sipped her coffee, as if his obedience had been expected all along.

“Now go,” she added, with the softest edge of command.

His heart raced, blood to his loins as he pushed back his chair and made his way toward the stairs—fast, almost clumsy. He needed to breathe. Needed space. Needed... distance.

Because whatever was happening here, it wasn’t what he thought he was walking into.

About that time—Boston Shoreline College

“Look, Nathan—I respect you. I really do,” Daniel said, shifting in his seat. “But you’re cornering me here. This is getting... uncomfortable.”

Nathan’s fingers curled tight around the lukewarm paper cup in his hand, nearly crushing it. The coffee inside was cold, bitter, forgotten. But he couldn’t let go. Not yet.

“Daniel,” he said, voice low. “She’s my wife. This isn’t a game. I just need to know. Tell me whatever you’re comfortable with—but tell me something.”

Daniel looked uneasy, glancing toward the window like he wished someone would interrupt.

“She’s also my friend,” he said finally. “I can’t just... talk about her like that. Not behind her back.”

“You’re not telling a stranger,” Nathan said, leaning forward. “You’re telling me. Her husband.”

Daniel rubbed the back of his neck. “I mean... people were saying she was showering with him. That’s what I heard.”

Nathan’s heart stopped. “But you didn’t see it.”

“No. I didn’t,” Daniel said quickly. “I swear. I didn’t see that.”

“So who did?” Nathan pressed. “Who saw?”

Daniel hesitated. “It’s not about who saw. It’s... hard to prove. You know?”

Nathan didn’t blink.

“I mean,” Daniel continued, “they came out wearing those matching bathrobes, right? Her hair was still wet. His too. That doesn’t... prove anything. But it kind of—”

Nathan’s voice was barely a whisper. “—means something.”

Daniel shrugged helplessly. “I don’t know. Maybe. I mean, what do you think they were doing in there?”

Nathan said nothing.

Daniel’s voice softened. “Taylor’s... innocent, you know? She’s usually just this really sweet, good girl. I’m telling you. She's not—she’s not wild like that.”

Nathan stared at him. “Typically. Yes. Typically, Daniel. Go on.”

Daniel exhaled. “She’s young, man. We’re all young. And for someone like her... it’s still exciting, you know? A guy with abs. With confidence. That energy.”

“So that’s it?” Nathan said, voice rough. “She’s excited?”

“That’s not what I’m saying,” Daniel said quickly. “I’m saying... this is all new for her. The attention. The freedom. The curiosity.”

Nathan looked away, jaw tight.

Daniel leaned back. “But to jump from that to accusing her of showering with Nick? I mean... yeah, I get the suspicion. But I still can’t believe she’d actually do that.”

About that time—Taylor and Nathan’s Residence, 2nd Floor Bathroom

Jonathan leaned back into the steaming water, letting his arms rest on the smooth marble edges of the tub. The warmth wrapped around him like silk, and for a rare moment, his body stopped bracing. The bathroom around him—this lavish, softly lit sanctuary—was nothing like the standard-issue showers he was used to. In the field, showers were lucky luxuries. Cold, metallic, rushed. Here, the air smelled faintly of rosewater and eucalyptus, and every surface glowed with polished marble and gold fixtures.

This space hadn’t looked like this before Taylor moved in.

It had been renovated fast. Thoroughly. What used to be a sterile master bath now pulsed with a woman’s presence—soft textures, curated fragrances, perfectly rolled towels, and an impossible sense of belonging. Not his. Not Nathan’s.

Hers.

He closed his eyes, letting the calm lap over him.

And then he heard her voice.

“You know,” Taylor said, casually, like she wasn’t doing anything at all, “when I was little, we used to bathe three kids at a time. Save water. Save time.”

Jonathan’s eyes flew open. She was standing beside the tub—already inside the room. Completely naked. Folding her damp hair up with her fingers, securing it in a loose clip. Her skin was glowing from her shower, and she was saying something about her childhood like this was just... normal.

“I had seven siblings,” she added, glancing down as she stepped toward the tub, deliberately choosing the spot right beside where his head rested against the marble edge. She dipped her toes into the water, her feminine foot just a foot from his face, wet now, so clean and well-taken care of, her 18-year-old toes symmetrical and painted in that glossy, vibrant red he’d noticed earlier. She swirled her foot seductively, wiggling her toes with a teasing conviction, the water rippling around them as she spoke of her childhood. Jonathan, shocked by her naked presence—a privilege even Nathan wasn’t allowed—looked down to avoid staring, only to find himself mesmerized by the elegant motion of her foot, the way it moved with purpose, drawing him in despite himself. “So you got used to being around other bodies. Boys, girls, didn’t matter,” she continued, her voice light, almost innocent, before adding with a playful smile, “So you wouldn’t mind then if I joined you, to save water, you know, save time…”

Before he could react, she was sliding into the water beside him.

The temperature didn’t change—but everything else did.

He sat perfectly still, frozen with confusion and heat and a rush of something he didn’t have a name for, as Taylor leaned back against him, her luscious, naked body pressing softly against his chest. Her youthful curves—shapely, pretty, and impossibly tempting—molded to him with a teasing ease, her skin warm and silken in the steaming water. She sighed as the water reached her shoulders, her voice light, almost mundane, as if this intimate entanglement were the most ordinary thing in the world. “When you’re little,” she said, continuing her story with a casual lilt, “you don’t think about it. It’s just how it is. Except once… well, once there was a scare.”

Her fingers drifted through the water and traced the soft curls on his chest, a gesture so casual it seemed thoughtless, yet every touch felt like a deliberate tease, a perfect seduction from the ultimate temptress. Her other hand rested at the nape of his neck, cradling him with quiet possession, her control as effortless as her beauty. The heat of the jacuzzi paled in comparison to the warmth of her nearness—he was completely wrapped in her presence, her body, her scent, her command, his senses overwhelmed by the way she played with him, her every move a dance of allure and power.

“My baby sister, Donna. She slipped under when no one was looking. Completely silent. Just… floating there, staring up.”

Jonathan tried to nod, to respond, to do anything that might make him seem unaffected. But her presence was overwhelming. The softness of her voice. The way she filled the room like steam.

“Someone noticed just in time,” she said. “Since then, my parents never left us alone in the tub.”

He swallowed. “Yeah. I guess that makes sense.”

Taylor tilted her head toward him, her lips just inches from his ear, eyes half-lidded and unreadable in the steam. “You and Austin… you’re close in age, aren’t you?” Her voice was low, almost playful, but there was something sharper beneath it—curiosity laced with quiet provocation.

“Yeah. I’m twenty-two. He’s twenty.”

“Mmm. I always thought that was nice. Having someone close to grow up with. Someone who sort of... saw the world the same way.”

Her voice lingered in the steam, soft and slow, like the last warmth of daylight stretching across water.

And so did her gaze.

She wasn’t smiling. She wasn’t frowning. She was simply… watching him. Studying the way he absorbed her nearness, her words, her touch. Letting the silence swell, not as a pause, but as part of the conversation.

And in that stillness, he understood something.

This wasn’t about what she was saying.

It was about the music in her tone, the weight in her pause, the way she allowed the moment to hang—thick with something unspoken. It was about how she chose to say it, and what her presence—so near, so deliberate—was daring him to feel.

“Let me ask you this,” she murmured, her voice low and almost playful as her small hand slipped beneath the water, gliding along his abdomen, sending a jolt through his body that made his breath catch. Jonathan’s mind reeled—this was his stepmother, a woman he’d met mere hours ago, now naked with him in her personal bathroom, her shapely body pressed against his in the steaming tub. The surreal intimacy of it, the sheer unexpectedness of how quickly they’d gone from strangers to this, left him dizzy with shock and a burning arousal he couldn’t suppress. Her fingers traced slow, invisible lines below the surface, each touch a deliberate caress that made him painfully hard, his body tensing under the overwhelming sensation. “You don’t have to answer,” she added softly, her tone dropping quieter, not teasing, just curious, “not if it makes you uncomfortable.”

Her hand moved lower, skimming the edge of his inner thigh, so lightly it barely registered—and yet it was all he could feel, a teasing whisper of touch that made his cock throb painfully beneath the water. “You mean—” he began, voice faltering, his body crawling in his skin under her gaze, the heat of her naked body pressed against his, their wet, young skin glistening in the steam, gliding against each other with every subtle shift.

But she hushed him softly, a single finger brushing his lips with a featherlight touch, sending a shiver down his spine, before she leaned in and pressed the gentlest, most lingering kiss to his cheek, her lips warm and soft, the contact electric in its tenderness. “Have you ever been with a woman before?” she whispered, her breath warm against his skin, her voice a sultry murmur that made his heart pound harder.

Beneath the water, her hand moved with quiet confidence, fingers gliding lower until they reached his balls—cupping them so tenderly it stole the air from his lungs, the gentle splash of water echoing in the intimate space as she held him, her husband’s son, in her grasp. The sensation was overwhelming, her touch both possessive and delicate, his hardness straining against the heat of the water, their bodies so intimately close he could feel every curve of her against him.

He gasped, or maybe tried to speak again, but only managed, “Well, I—” his voice tight with arousal and embarrassment, the words caught in his throat as she held him there, skin to skin.

She repeated it, mimicking his stammer with a quiet laugh: “Well, I…” Her eyes sparkled through the haze of steam, her focus unbroken, all of her attention wrapped around him like the heat, delighting in his vulnerability.

“I suppose that…” he began, cheeks flushed, heart pounding, his body tensing beneath her touch, the water gently splashing with every movement as their wet skin slid against each other.

She didn’t wait. She giggled softly, teasing but never cruel, and finished it for him: “…that you’re a virgin.” Her voice was light, but her gaze was steady—no mockery, no judgment, just the thrill of discovery, her power over him palpable in the way she held him, both literally and emotionally.

He let out a sheepish laugh, his body trembling with the intensity of her touch, the water glistening on their skin as he admitted, “Well, yeah… sort of. I mean—never had sex,” the words tumbling out, honest and unguarded, his arousal and tension laid bare before her.

He shifted slightly, and only then did he notice—some of the water had been drained. Enough that the thick steam no longer concealed him.

His cock stood exposed now—hard, flushed, and glistening in the warm air. Unapologetically erect. Her hand still wrapped around it with that same maddening tenderness.

“Oops,” he muttered, half-laughing, trying to mask the flush creeping up his neck. “Looks like… the water’s leaking or something…”

His voice cracked at the edges, like a boy pretending to be casual while his whole body betrayed him.

But she didn’t laugh.

Instead, she leaned in closer, lips grazing the shell of his ear as she whispered, sultry and amused, “The water isn’t leaking out.”

He turned to glance at her, confusion flickering in his eyes—until she added, voice like warm silk, “I emptied a bit.”

Her fingers gave the slightest, deliberate stroke, making his breath hitch.

“Doesn’t it feel better this way?” she asked, almost innocently, as if she were talking about a breeze or a glass of wine.

As if she weren’t slowly stroking him in the open air, her eyes still locked to his, watching every flicker of sensation move across his face.

He swallowed hard, unable to answer.

Because the truth was, it did feel better—too much better.

Too real. Too close. Too intimate.

And yet, he couldn’t look away. Couldn’t move. Couldn’t stop the way his hips subtly responded to her touch, or the way the shame in his eyes mingled so helplessly with awe.

“Y…yes,” he managed to breathe, voice trembling like the rest of him.

His eyes were wide, glazed with awe, lips parted as he gasped for air like it was thinner in the room now.
“Goodness… you’re…” he stammered, exhaling shakily, “you’re out of this world.”

His pulse thundered in his ears. Arousal coiled deep in his belly, so intense it was almost unbearable.

She smiled then—not coyly, but with quiet satisfaction. Like a sculptor admiring the moment just before her work came to life.

“Such a nice cock you have,” she murmured, her fingers giving one last affectionate stroke. “Isn’t it a waste that you’re still a virgin?”

His mind was a haze, utterly consumed. All thought melted under the overwhelming force of her presence—her voice, her touch, the inescapable tension that tethered him to her like gravity.

“…Yes,” he whispered, the word all he could muster.

Her hazel eyes deepened, shimmering with something richer than desire—intent, a glint of purpose beneath their luminous mischief.

“Well then,” she murmured, her voice soft as if bestowing a tender gift, “let’s fix that little problem… shall we?”

And with that, she rose from the bath, water cascading off her skin in slow, shimmering rivulets. The air caught the glisten of her body—the soft curves, the gleam of her thighs, the elegance in every motion.

He could only watch, transfixed.

She stepped from the tub with unhurried grace, droplets trailing behind her on the tiles, and turned at the bathroom door, her silhouette radiant in the muted light.

“Come,” she said, her voice a promise. A challenge. A calling.

About that time—Boston Shoreline College

“I’m at my wit’s end,” Nathan said—and then he collapsed.

Right there in front of Daniel, shoulders caving, face in his hands. It was unclear if it was for effect, if it was a plea for sympathy—or if something in him had genuinely snapped. But when the tears came, they were real. Not quiet. Not neat. The kind of crying that makes people uncomfortable.

This wasn’t a woman sobbing, or a child breaking down. This was a grown man—successful, well-dressed, powerful—weeping. And it was terrifying in its unnaturalness.

Daniel just sat there. Frozen. The nerd. The bystander. The accidental witness to a slow collapse.

“Nathan,” he said gently, awkwardly. “It’s okay. I’m here with you.”

Nathan looked up, red-eyed, voice cracking. “You’re here—but you’re not helping.”

“I am trying,” Daniel said, sitting up straighter. “I swear I am. But I don’t know if Taylor showered with Nick. I wasn’t in there. I didn’t see it.”

Nathan wiped his face with a trembling hand. “But you didn’t deny it,” he whispered. “That’s the point. You didn’t even say, ‘No way, not Taylor. She’d never do that.’ That’s all I needed.”

Daniel exhaled through his nose, leaning back in the flimsy dorm chair. He looked at Nathan for a long moment—the crumpled suit, the crushed coffee cup, the quiet wreckage of a man unraveling over love, power, pride, and beauty.

Daniel had never seen anything like it.

And he didn’t know what to say.

After a long stretch of sobbing—loud, theatrical, soaking through his sleeves—Nathan shifted in his chair. He wiped his face again, but the tears had already started to dry. The breakdown had done its job. Now came the real play.

He wasn’t crying anymore. Not really.
He was performing.
Trying to draw Daniel in. Trying to squeeze the truth out of him with guilt, pity, and pressure—by continuing to fake the tears.
“So what did you see?” he asked—emphasis on did, like a spotlight cutting through fog. He’d had enough of Daniel’s hesitation. Enough of maybes and feelings.
He wanted specifics. He wanted the truth.

Daniel leaned forward, elbows on knees. His eyes flicked around the room like someone checking for exits.

“You have to promise me,” he said. “You can’t tell anyone I said anything.”

Nathan let out a tired laugh, half-sob. “Daniel, please. If you tell me, why the hell would I tell anyone else? She’s my wife.”

Daniel hesitated. Then: “Okay. But this isn’t... it’s not who she is, Nathan. It didn’t feel like her. She wasn’t herself.”

“Just tell me,” Nathan snapped, his voice cracking, already bracing for the blow. “Please, for the love of God, just say it.”

Daniel exhaled. “He called us from the bathroom.”

Nathan’s heart hitched. The walls felt like they were bending inward.

“And?” he whispered.

“We went in,” Daniel said, his voice low. “The door wasn’t closed. It was open. Like it was meant to be.”

He hesitated.

“We weren’t sneaking around. We didn’t peek. We walked in. All of us. And they didn’t stop. They just… kept going.”

Nathan’s fingers dug into his knees, knuckles whitening.

“I just want you to know,” Daniel went on, voice uneasy, “she didn’t look… coherent. Not like she usually is. It wasn’t her.”

“Daniel.” Nathan’s voice had lost its tremble. It was low now. Icy. “Stop explaining. Just tell me what you saw.”

Daniel swallowed, a visible knot in his throat. “She was on her knees.”

Silence swallowed the room.

Nathan blinked slowly. “And?”

“She was… moving her head,” Daniel said, gesturing vaguely. “Forward. Back. You know…”

Nathan stared at him. “Moving her head? What does that mean? Was she—what—praying?”

Daniel gave a hollow laugh, sharp with disbelief. “Jesus, Nathan. No. She was ...” He hesitated, eyes flicking away. “She was sucking his cock.”

The words dropped between them like a blade.

Nathan didn’t move.

“And Nick,” Daniel added, more quietly, “he was just standing there. Hands on his hips. Like some kind of fucking king. Proud. Like he’d conquered something. Like he wanted us to see.”

Nathan’s breath came shallow now.

“He looked right at us,” Daniel said. “Then down at her. Like he was saying, ‘Look what I’ve done. Look what she needs.’ She didn’t stop. She didn’t even flinch. It was like… like she wanted it. Needed it.”

Nathan’s body tensed, a slow shudder crawling up his spine. Fury pulsed through him, hot and blinding. That was his wife. That smug bastard—Nick—had flaunted her like a trophy, reduced her to something to be possessed, devoured. And yet…

There was something else.

Something darker. A warmth coiling low in his stomach. An ache. A rush of blood he couldn’t ignore. Even as his heart pounded with rage, his cock stirred—thickening in denial, in confusion, in some shameful, electric arousal he couldn’t explain.

"Look, Daniel… I swear I don’t feel well," Nathan said, one hand gripping the edge of the table.

Daniel’s eyes widened. “Do you want me to call someone? An ambulance?”

“No,” Nathan said quickly, shaking his head. “No. Just… a glass of water. Please. Just some water.”

He was grateful for the table in front of him—grateful it hid the hard truth pressing painfully against his pants. His cock, stiff and unrelenting, betrayed everything he should be feeling. Grief. Rage. Humiliation.

But no. His body had made a different choice.

His mind was reeling, spinning like he'd been sucker punched—but his blood surged, thick and hot. It was devastating. Overwhelming.

She—his wife, Taylor—was out of control. While he was breaking his back working long hours in Germany, she was in his house, on her knees, pleasuring another man like she craved it.

Cheating. Not some vague betrayal. Not a misunderstanding.

No—this was cheating. Raw. Visible. Undeniable.

And the worst part?

It turned him on. Not just a flicker, not just a twisted curiosity—but a full-blown, dizzying arousal. Like his body had bypassed his conscience. Like something deep and dark inside him wanted to see her like that—claimed, used, adored by another man while he stood powerless, furious, and... throbbing.

Nathan clenched his jaw, fighting the nausea, the heat, the shame—and yet unable to deny the electric pulse beating between his legs.

About that time Taylor and Nathan’s residence, Taylor’s bedroom

The bedroom around them was awash in clear, radiant daylight, the kind that filled every corner with clean, coastal brilliance. Sunlight streamed through the tall, white-trimmed windows, catching the cool blues and creams of the room in sharp, luminous contrast. The grand bed beneath them was a cloud of crisp white linens and billowy pillows, now tousled and warm with the heat of their bare skin. The soft knit throw had slipped halfway to the floor, forgotten—just like the world outside—while the room seemed to hum quietly with the tension growing between them.

Both of them were naked—completely. Their bodies still shimmered faintly from the jacuzzi, beads of water catching light along the delicate curve of her spine and the sculpted planes of his chest, the air thick with the scent of salt, jasmine, and something more primal now. Taylor lay on her stomach, her petite, youthful body stretched out like a feline at play—her smooth legs tucked beneath her, her golden skin glowing against the pale bedding, every curve of her delicate frame accentuated as her jet-black hair spilled down her back in a sleek, damp cascade, framing her face as she lowered herself between his thighs. Jonathan was on his back, his broad chest rising and falling as though he’d just run miles, his muscles taut with anticipation, his hands gripping the back of his head in a desperate attempt to anchor himself, his eyes locked on her—this stunning, dark-eyed siren who seemed to have emerged from fantasy into reality just to undo him. She glanced up at him with that sly spark in her eye, brushing her fingertips along the length of his thick cock before taking it slowly into her mouth, her gaze never wavering as she watched him unravel.

A groan escaped him—low, helpless, like his body had betrayed him. She smiled around him.

Then she paused, pulling back with deliberate slowness, letting the tip of her tongue trace the rim of his shaft. Her voice, when she spoke, was light and amused—almost academic.

“You know,” she murmured, still holding his cock with her hand, “the thing most people don’t understand... is that women love sucking cock just as much as men love getting it sucked.”

Her hazel eyes flicked up to his—playful, assessing, alive with a mischievous glint. “It’s not just about giving. It’s about watching you unravel beneath me.”

She licked him again, slowly, as if to prove a point. And when he moaned—louder this time, completely unguarded—she paused again and tilted her head, grinning.

“You were saying?” she teased, her voice silk-wrapped laughter.

Jonathan tried to speak, but all that came out was a breathy sound that collapsed into another groan as she took his cock all the way in with practiced, devastating grace.

“I don’t quite hear you,” she murmured, not missing a beat, eyes still locked on his. She adjusted her rhythm, adding just enough suction, just enough pressure to pull another sound from him—something between surrender and disbelief.

He was lost. Completely.

And she was loving every second of it.

“He should probably be back home any moment,” Jonathan said, his voice strained with worry, though it trembled more from what she was doing to him than the thought of anyone walking in.

Taylor didn’t pause. She glanced up, her lips still wrapped around the thick base of his cock, eyes gleaming with amusement and control. After a slow, teasing flick of her tongue, she pulled back just enough to speak, her voice low and sultry.

“Well, this bedroom is off-limits to him,” she said matter-of-factly, then dipped back down, running her lips along the length of him in a kiss that was almost reverent.

“But...” Jonathan’s breath hitched. “It’s his bedroom.”

She laughed softly against him—an intimate sound full of mischief—and kissed the swollen tip again. “Mmm. Technically, yes. But the entire second floor? Totally off-limits for him.”

He moaned again, his head rolling back into the pillows. “God, you’re so sexy. And so in control.”

Taylor smirked, licking slowly, her voice warm and unbothered. “Yeah, I guess I am,” she said, like it hadn’t even occurred to her until now. “But hey—look at the bright side, right? It gives us time to enjoy ourselves... completely uninterrupted.”

Jonathan could barely breathe, let alone think. His body felt like it was vibrating under her mouth, every nerve alive. “Do you... do you even understand what you’re saying right now?” he gasped, his voice cracking. “Do you understand how terribly sexy it is?”

She lifted her head just enough to meet his eyes again, her lips glistening, her expression a picture of devilish satisfaction.

“Of course I understand,” she said casually, her tone laced with mischief. “I’ve been confiscating vast areas of this house ever since we got married. It gives me the privacy to do what I want.”

She leaned in again, her tongue tracing the sensitive spot beneath the head of his cock—right along the frenulum—with precision. She watched, delighted, as he moaned uncontrollably, hips twitching in helpless response. She was so good at it, so attuned to male pleasure, that with the smallest shift—just the right angle, the right pressure—she could pull another moan from his lips. And then another. And another.

“You see, I found a reason to punish him,” she murmured, grazing the side of his swollen cock with her thick, plush lips, her breath warm against his skin. “I don’t quite remember what the reason was,” she added, her tongue languidly licking his frenulum, sending him into a spiraling heaven of sensation, “but anyway, it allows me now to have complete freedom to fuck whoever I want—” She swallowed the tip of his cock head, her lips enveloping him with a teasing warmth, then released it with a soft, wet pop, looking up at him with a half-laugh, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Any time I want,” she continued, twirling her tongue around his frenulum with deliberate, tantalizing swirls, “and actually, wherever I want.” She dipped deeper, her movements turning aggressive, sucking and slurping with a fierce rhythm, the wet sounds echoing in the air, before raising her head to smile at him sweetly. “See what I mean? The possibilities are endless,” she purred, kissing the head of his cock fondly, her touch careful as she sensed he was teetering on the edge of release. “I can do it in bed here,” she said, kissing the other side of his cock, pressing it hard against her lips with a possessive intensity, then releasing it to whisper, “I could do it in the shower, in the bath.” She looked at his cock, gauging the tension as she held it tightly, careful not to spill his cum, watching as pre-cum dripped uncontrollably over the edges. She smirked at the sight, her gaze lifting to meet his again. “Actually, come to think of it, I could do it in his home office,” she said, sucking his cock briefly before retreating, “on the table,” she finished, continuing to suck his cock expertly, her movements a masterful dance of control and seduction.

“Ohhhh... oh God... Taylor... what a sexy woman you are...”

Her eyes never left his. Calm. Commanding. Unblinking.

She was the storm and the calm.

And Jonathan was utterly, hopelessly lost.

About that time—Boston Shoreline College

On that wintry evening at Boston Shoreline College, the world outside lay blanketed in silence, but within the confines of a dimly lit café, the air was thick with tension. Nathan, a man torn by suspicion and an unspoken hope, grappled with the shards of his fractured tranquility. His voice, barely above a whisper, clung to a threadbare theory: "But you know that technically," he murmured, the words tasting bitter, "as long as there was no penetration—it wouldn’t be called cheating." He seemed to be pleading more to himself than to his companion, seeking solace in a loophole.

Daniel, his friend and unfortunate bearer of truths, sensed the depth of Nathan’s desperation. He responded, not with comfort, but with the clinical detachment of someone who relished intellectual debate, even in the most personal of crises. "Well indeed, if there’s no vaginal penetration, then this isn’t really sex... it’s just fooling around," Daniel reasoned, his voice steady, analytical. "It’s a very good point, Nathan. Also, consider kissing—as long as it is not emotional—there’s nothing to it. Why, even my aunt kisses me every time I visit."

The silence that followed was heavy, a foreboding cloud that neither man wanted to dispel. Nathan’s face was a mask of torment, the lines deepened by the flickering candlelight. His next question was a whisper, fraught with dread. "And was there... penetration?"

Daniel hesitated, the weight of his next words threatening to shatter the fragile veneer of academic detachment. "Well..." he started, the reluctance palpable.

"For heaven’s sake, just tell me!" Nathan exploded, his voice filling the café, raw with agony. "Tell me so that I shall once and for all know!" The desperation in his cry was heart-wrenching.

"Yes, of course he penetrated her, this is Nick he wouldn’t be satisfied with just a blowjob, Nathan," Daniel confessed, his voice barely audible against the storm of Nathan's grief.

Nathan’s reaction was visceral; he slumped, his head cradled in his hands, a gesture of utter defeat. Daniel reached out, a feeble attempt at consolation, but recoiled at Nathan's next words. "Are you kidding me, Daniel? Are you toying with me? Did it really happen?" His voice was thick with anger and disbelief.

"Well... kind of," Daniel said hesitantly, each word measured, afraid of further breaking his friend.

The conversation spiraled, each question from Nathan more pained than the last. "You mean Taylor, my Taylor, she opened her leg wide for another man?" His voice broke on the words, the admission of betrayal too cruel, too stark.

Daniel nodded, resigned. "Yes, Nathan. These are adults, no? That's what adults do."

Nathan’s reaction was one of a man untethered from his reality. He leaned back, his face a portrait of anguish, trying to breathe, to find air in a room suddenly devoid of it. "This is a lie, Taylor would never let another man penetrate her" he stammered, disbelief and hope warring within him.

The silence that settled between them next was profound. Daniel stood, his movements slow, suggesting another coffee, a mundane offer in the face of existential pain.

"Sit down, idiot," Nathan rasped, his voice raw. He then softened, the anger seeping out in his next breath. "Sorry, buddy, I am lost."

Daniel sat, the atmosphere thick with unspoken words. "Did he fuck her hard?" Nathan asked, a whisper of a man seeking the morbid details of his own heartbreak.

"Very hard," Daniel replied.

"And so now," Nathan’s voice was a ghost, "you are going to tell me that he came inside her?"

"Yes."

In the dim light of the café, as shadows danced upon the walls, two friends sat across from each other—one shattered by truth, the other burdened by its delivery.

A bit later, Taylor and Nathan’s residence—still in Taylor’s bedroom

What began with a long, slow blowjob—expertly performed, almost instructional in tone—had evolved into something far more consuming. Taylor had edged Jonathan for what felt like forever, controlling his pleasure with absolute precision. She had teased him, coaxed him, praised him in soft, sultry tones that both calmed and electrified him. He had moaned her name like it was a prayer and clutched the sheets beneath him as if they were his last anchor to reality.

Then, her lesson shifted.

Lying back on the bed, amidst the dreamy chaos of ivory linens and tangled pillows, Taylor spread her legs and welcomed him with the same calm authority that had guided every stroke of her tongue.

She taught him everything. How to align his cock. How to push, slowly. “All the way,” she whispered, voice low and steady. “That’s it. Don’t be shy. Yes… just like that.” She guided his hips, her hands gentle but firm, telling him when to press deeper, when to pull back, how to build rhythm, how to own it.

At first, he followed with quiet obedience—focused, reverent, unsure.

But something changed.

With every thrust, something primal began to stir in Jonathan, something that had been caged and trembling, waiting for the right touch to awaken it. Her soft instructions gave way to guttural sounds as he began to move on instinct, losing himself in the feeling of her tight warmth, the way her body responded to him—tightening, pulling, opening.

Then came the breaking point.

He wasn't following anymore.

He was taking.

Taylor gasped when the rhythm shifted—when his hands gripped her thighs harder, when his hips began to drive forward with fierce, relentless purpose. Her words caught in her throat. His moans had deepened into growls. She had summoned a lion, and now he was devouring her.

“J-Jonathan…” she tried to speak, but it dissolved into a moan as he rammed into her again, harder.

Her hands clawed at his back, fingernails dragging down skin as he pounded her into the mattress. Her legs wrapped tightly around his waist, body arching, helpless beneath his weight. He was no longer tentative, no longer asking permission. He was pure, burning need—ravaging her with a force that made her feel small, claimed, broken open in the best possible way.

“God… oh my God…” she cried, unable to keep her voice steady. Her walls clenched around him as he pushed deeper, deeper still. “Yes, yes—fuck, don’t stop—”

He didn’t. He couldn’t.

The bed creaked violently beneath them, the headboard tapping rhythmically against the wall as he thrust into her with a kind of passion that bordered on madness. His body gleamed with sweat, muscles tight, jaw clenched in a silent snarl of focus and desire.

Taylor was being overwhelmed—physically, emotionally, sexually. This wasn’t a boy anymore. This wasn’t even a lover. This was raw, masculine power taking her to pieces, thrust by thrust.

Her moans became choked, feral, her mind flickering in and out of coherence as she was tossed around in the storm she herself had unleashed. She had led him into this—nurtured his confidence, molded his movements—and now she was drowning in the very heat she’d helped create.

Each thrust was a confession. Each gasp from her lips was a surrender.

And when he finally cried out—loud, broken, his whole body convulsing above her—she shattered beneath him, the orgasm crashing through her like lightning, her hands clawing uselessly at the air, her body spasming around his cock as it filled her.

He collapsed on top of her, breathless, spent, their skin sticking together with heat and sweat.

For a long time, there was no sound but the ragged rhythm of recovery.

Taylor’s eyes fluttered open. Her body ached. Her lips were swollen, thighs trembling, hair tangled like seaweed across the pillow. And yet a smile ghosted across her face—exhausted, elated, and deeply, deeply satisfied.

She had taught him.

And then he had ruined her—in the most exquisite way.

Just then, Taylor and Nathan’s residence

Nathan fumbled at the door, breath shallow, hands trembling. The keys slipped once, twice—what should have been a simple gesture had become an impossible task. His bladder ached with urgency, but his nerves were worse, frayed like the hem of an old prayer. He hadn’t worked today. There had been no boardrooms, no signatures, no strategies. There had only been Daniel—Daniel and the slow, surgical dismantling of Nathan’s illusions.

Afterward, too wrecked to return home, too afraid to do nothing, he wandered through the campus and ducked into a restroom. The smell was sharp—metallic and human. But it didn’t matter. He locked himself in a stall and, with shaking hands, brought himself to orgasm—not from lust, but from the unbearable weight of what he now knew. Taylor had not just played. She had claimed. She had taken Nick, body and breath, and given herself to him without apology.

Nathan had come not with pleasure, but with panic.

He’d tried to nap in his car. He couldn’t. So now, mid-afternoon and depleted, he returned home early, muttering to himself that Taylor was probably still at college. Probably.

The moment the door finally gave way, he bolted to the downstairs bathroom, barely making it. Then to the kitchen, desperate to silence the gnawing in his stomach. Bread. A slice of cheese. Something warm, anything. Hunger, after all, was a form of gravity. And once the basics were restored—shelter, water, food—desire returned. Always desire.

He moved on instinct. Carried by the rhythm of old routines, he climbed the first few steps toward the second floor—and then froze. Midway. His foot hovered in the air, then slowly returned to the step below. No. That space no longer belonged to him.

The second floor was hers.

Taylor’s.

He backed away from the stairs like they were sacred ground and he a blasphemer, head bowed, eyes lowered. He stood at the base, still and reverent, like a monk at the foot of an altar. How he loved to bow. To yield. To offer himself to the goddess who had taken everything from him and made it feel like a gift.

This morning, she’d given him something—hope. A soft word, a half-smile, a sense that perhaps—just perhaps—he wasn’t entirely discarded. And that small mercy was enough to spark a vow deep in his marrow: he would be good. Better. Perfect. An obedient boy. A grateful servant. Whatever she wanted.

But now, with food in his belly and warmth in his limbs, the deeper hunger stirred.

Sexual.
Raw.
Endless.

He retreated into the guest bathroom, disrobed, and stepped beneath the water, hoping the steam would rinse away the tremor in his spine. But it didn’t. It only gave his mind room to wander.

Taylor.

Always Taylor.

She had gone into the shower with Nick.

She had taken a boy—barely older than her, a supposed friend—and instead of undressing for the game, she had pulled him away with a lazy, casual flick of her wrist. Like it was nothing. Like he was hers to take. She had walked into that bathroom, fingers laced with his, and shut the door.

And now—Nathan knew what happened inside.

She did with Nick what she had never done with him.

He imagined her hands, delicate and sure, lathering Nick’s cock under the warm spray of the shower. Not just touching it—adoring it. Worshipping it. Kissing him, maybe, her wet hair clinging to her back, her lips soft and hungry as her fingers slid along that thick shaft. And Nathan knew—knew—she appreciated the size. The weight of it. The sheer, unmissable girth.

He’d seen it once. Just a glimpse. When Nick came to grab beers from the kitchen, his sweats hanging loose, careless. The outline unmistakable.

It had hung. Even soft, it had presence. Effortlessly bigger than Nathan. Probably eight inches, maybe more. Not just long—but wide. A cock with weight, with power. The kind of cock you didn’t guide. The kind you served.

And Taylor—his Taylor—must have been overwhelmed.

He imagined her eyes widening, her mouth parting slightly, her voice soft with reverence: “It’s so big.”

And Nick, strong and amused, might’ve stroked himself slowly under the water, watching her kneel. Daniel had said as much. That she was on her knees. For Nick.

She had never knelt for Nathan. Not once.

But for Nick, she had.

Maybe he laid down a towel. Maybe not. Maybe he wanted her to feel it—that slight ache in her knees, the pressure, the discomfort. A beautiful girl kneeling in submission. His girl, now. Not Nathan’s.

Nathan gripped the tiled wall harder, his forehead resting against the slick porcelain as the water washed over him. His heart pounded. His cock ached with shameful need.

He could see it so clearly:

Nick holding his cock just out of reach, teasing her lips. Dominant. Calm. In charge. Taylor, desperate now, eyes wide, mouth open, so eager.

“Do you like big cocks?”
And she, breathless: “Yes.”

But Nick wouldn’t let her off easy. No. He was that kind of man. The kind who trained girls like her.

“Yes what?” he would press, hand tight around the base of his thick shaft.

“Yes, Daddy.”

Nathan nearly came at the thought. The words stung and thrilled in equal measure.

Nick’s low growl, “That’s a good girl.”

And then, perhaps, he stood above her like a god, cock pulsing in his fist.

“What do you want to do with this cock, princess?”

And Taylor, flushed and dripping, her voice a trembling whisper: “I want to suck your cock, Daddy.”

Nathan came then—again—his climax sudden, unwelcome, filthy. He gasped, body convulsing under the spray as he painted the tiles with shame. His hand sticky. His legs weak.

He stood there afterward, head bowed, guilt and arousal coiling together in the pit of his stomach. At least now he could shower properly. Clean himself. Dress. Be presentable when she returned home.

Because she would return. Eventually.

And when she did, he would be ready to serve.

He grabbed a can of beer and sank onto the couch, flipping on the TV absentmindedly. At least he’d showered—small victories. He wasn’t sure where he was supposed to sleep now that the second floor was off-limits, but that was a minor concern. What truly hit him—what settled deep—was the realization that he accepted it. Fully. She had the right—utter, unquestionable right—to seek her pleasure.

That was when he heard it: the sound of heels—sharp, deliberate—echoing above.

“Goodness, she came back from college early,” he muttered, rising like a well-trained soldier to greet her. He walked to the bottom of the stairs and looked up.

And then he saw her.

She was standing at the top of the staircase, one hand resting lazily on the banister, her hair pulled tightly back into a sleek, high-shine style that caught the hallway light like black glass. The severe updo transformed her—no longer the flirtatious girl in sundresses, but something far more commanding. She looked older, colder, higher. A headmistress. A governess. A sovereign creature born to rule. Nathan’s jaw slackened, and in the blink of a second, he understood everything. The events of the past day—his night exiled to the guest bathroom, his weeping gratitude when she let him serve her breakfast, the way he’d crawled after her on all fours as she left for “college”—had revealed a truth she now wore like silk: he needed her far more than she needed him. She had stood tall while he fell. And in that imbalance, she had discovered the divine pleasure of control. Now, she looked down on him not just literally but positionally—regal and untouchable, a woman who had ascended to her rightful throne. And though it shamed him, though it hollowed him out… it aroused him.

A black evening dress clung to her like shadow turned to silk—thin, shimmering, sheer enough to promise without giving everything away. The bodice cupped her breasts perfectly, holding them high, unapologetically present, while the delicate spaghetti straps skimmed her shoulders like afterthoughts. Every inch of the fabric glistened under the hallway light, as if the dress itself was spun from moonlight and secrets. It ended high on her thighs—scandalous, provocative—revealing endless legs that ended in a pair of dagger-like black stilettos, patent leather with an impossible arch, the kind that lengthened her stride and dared you to look away.

And then she began to descend.

Each click of her stilettos against the hardwood was its own decree. The staircase might as well have been a red carpet—laid not for admiration, but for submission. Her legs came into view first, impossibly long and bare, crossed slightly at the ankle with every slow step as though walking for no one but herself. The hem of her glittering black dress skimmed high on her thighs, riding ever so slightly with each movement, revealing just enough to wound him.

Nathan’s breath caught. By the third step, his knees gave out. He lowered himself automatically—kneeling at the foot of the stairs like a servant awaiting a monarch. He didn’t think. He knew.

This was ceremony now.

Her gloved hands, sheer and delicate, rested at her sides, swaying with the rhythm of her body like silk pendulums. As she descended further, he saw them more clearly—arms like sculpture, long and elegant, her skin gleaming between the mesh. And then the earrings: silver, cascading, cruel in their beauty. They danced beside her neck with every movement, catching the light like icy daggers. Her jawline—sharp. Her expression—unreadable. Somewhere between amusement and boredom.

She wasn’t walking toward him. She was arriving.

Nathan’s heart thundered as she stepped onto the final stair. Her gaze didn’t soften. She didn’t smile. She extended one gloved hand, palm down, like a queen expecting tribute.

He took it with trembling reverence, bowed his head, and kissed the back. Then, gently, he rested his forehead there, breath hot against her knuckles.

She let him linger a second.

Then, with an almost theatrical sigh, she slid her hand away and stepped past him, her heels clicking decisively as she made her way toward the kitchen.

“No need to be theatrical, Nathan,” she said, with the dry bemusement of someone long past being impressed. “You’re exaggerating.”

It wasn’t cruel. Just clinical. Like a teacher correcting a child who’d spilled ink on a page.

Nathan scrambled upright, adjusting his collar, trailing behind her like a ghost.

At the round kitchen table, she sat with regal ease, crossing her legs slowly as she adjusted the hem of her dress. He rushed to her side and pushed her chair in with careful precision.

“Early dinner, Ma’am?” he asked softly, his voice light, hopeful.

“No,” she said simply—and then pointed to the chair across from her.

He hesitated.

Then sat.

His heart beat so loudly he could hear it in his ears. She never invited him to sit. Not like this. Not face-to-face. Not with that expression—the one that meant she’d already made a decision.

And now she was watching him.

Still. Silent.

And he knew—whatever came next would change everything.

Taylor was seated in perfect stillness, save for the delicate drumming of her manicured nails against the table—each tap a soft warning. Her gaze was lowered, contemplative, as if weighing how to begin the sentencing.

Then, her voice: calm. Almost gentle.

“I’m afraid I don’t have great news, Nathan,” she said, her tone polished and patient—like a warden reviewing parole, or a headmistress announcing expulsion. It wasn’t cruel. It was worse. It was final.

His stomach clenched.
“This heavy feeling I had since last night—it’s still with me.”

He reached out instinctively, both hands trembling as he tried to cradle hers.
“But why?” he pleaded, voice cracking.

She didn’t pull away. But she didn’t hold him either. Her hands remained light and uncommitted, like he was barely touching her.

“Because I’m not a robot, darling,” she said simply, almost with pity. “I’m a human being. And what you said yesterday... it’s a problem. A big one.”

She let the words hang there—a big one—like a mother patiently correcting a child who should know better.

Nathan felt the room tilt. Fainting didn’t seem impossible.
“But I told you, Taylor—I begged you. I explained it was a mistake. A terrible, stupid mistake.”

She nodded slowly, her gaze unreadable.
“Yes, Nathan. But it wasn’t just what you said. It was what you were thinking.”

Her voice didn’t rise, but it settled deeper—cooler, heavier.
“You didn’t say it out loud, but I felt it. The assumption. That because I need your money, there’s some kind of unspoken exchange happening. That I give you myself—the stunning Taylor—and you give me this lifestyle.”

She offered the faintest shrug, elegant and indifferent.
“But it doesn’t work like that. Not for me.”

She glanced away, toward nothing in particular—disengaged. Her fingers drifted across the edge of her opposite hand, tracing one manicured nail after another as if evaluating the polish.

“That’s not why I was with you,” she continued, her tone like glass—clear, cold, untouchable. “I told you, remember? I chose you because you were strong. Because I believed no matter what happened, you’d land on your feet. You’d know how to provide. That energy—that certainty—made me feel safe with you. That was the deal I made.”

She let the silence stretch. Let it bruise.

“But if you could threaten me... if you could hang your money over my head, even once...”
She shook her head softly, eyes still on her nails.

“Then the game is over.”

Nathan slid to the floor as though his bones had liquefied. He kissed her shoes—not her skin, not her ankles, not even the edge of her hem. Just the patent leather. He didn’t dare reach further.

“Taylor,” he whispered, “I swear to you, it was a stupid moment. I was scared. Jealous. Wrong. I’ve learned my lesson—I’ll never say something like that again.”

She let him stay there for a moment, bowed and broken.

Then her voice came—level. Neutral.

“Sit down, please.”

He scrambled upright and returned to his chair, dizzy with hope and fear.

She folded her hands calmly.

“Here’s what we’re going to do. To prove—to both of us—that I’m not here for your money.”

He stiffened. Dread slithered down his spine.

“Like what?” he asked, barely above a whisper.

She looked at him with clinical precision.

“I want this house transferred to me. In my name. I’ll buy it from you for one dollar.”

The words hit like cold water in the lungs.

Nathan blinked.

He was falling—descending into oblivion with her. But strangely, it didn’t feel wrong. It felt true. Like the world snapping into focus.

He hesitated. Thought of his bedroom. His office. The weight of the mortgage once shouldered with pride.

She stared at him. Stern, stunning, unblinking.

Then came the countdown.

“I’m going to count to three,” she said softly. “If you don’t agree, I’ll understand exactly how much—or how little—you value me.”

“One.”

But there was no need for two.

“Yes,” he said, breathless. “Of course, I’ll transfer it tonight. It’s yours. What’s the point of this house without you in it?”

A flicker of satisfaction touched her lips. A girlish smile. Small, but undeniable. And he saw it for what it was—his reduction. She had made him a benefactor to his own undoing.

“Good,” she said. “You’ll do it online. Tonight.”

“Yes, Ma’am. It’s not a problem at all.”

Only then did he manage to lower his gaze. His eyes caught something on the table—just inches from his trembling hands.

A single dollar bill.

Crisp. Perfectly placed. Mocking in its simplicity.

She must have laid it there while he was on the floor, kissing her shoes like a dog. The realization hit with nauseating clarity.

She had known. She knew he would surrender.

His chest tightened with humiliation—bitter and raw. He looked up at her slowly, as if trying to decipher whether this final flourish was cruelty or comedy.

She met his eyes without a word, and then—just barely—lifted one perfectly sculpted brow.

“Take it,” she said. “It’s all yours. My part of the deal.”

But thirty seconds later, as silence settled between them, Nathan felt the heat. The shame. The unmistakable arousal that followed humiliation. If the house belonged to her… then she could cast him out. Literally. She could tell him to sleep in the yard. Or the street. And he’d have to ask—beg—for permission to come inside. While she entertained a younger man. Inside.

The image twisted inside him like a wire pulled tight.

She watched him.

Studied him.

Then, like a knife:

“A penny for your thoughts?”

He flinched. His breath caught.

“No… nothing. Nothing.”

“Say it,” she commanded.

And he broke.

“I was thinking about the house. About how… if it’s yours, and you tell me to go, I’ll be standing outside. Knocking. While you’re inside. Having sex with…”

He trailed off. Swallowed hard.

“And?” she asked, tilting her head slightly.

He couldn’t lie. Not to her.

“And I think you’re so sexy,” he whispered. “You don’t even know it. You’re the culmination of erotic. Any man would worship you.”

And then—casually, like it was barely worth mentioning—Taylor said:

“By the way… your son is here.”

Nathan nearly reached for his chest.

A heart attack? A stroke? Permanent cognitive damage? Any of those would’ve been easier to process than her.

“He’s here? Who—Jonathan?”

She didn’t reply. Just raised her voice, clear and commanding:

“Jonathan, come down here. At once.”

Nathan’s pulse spiked. His head swam. He couldn’t think. Couldn’t breathe. It was the way she said it—calm, expectant, without pause. She wasn’t asking. She was summoning. As if she'd already stepped fully into the role of stepmother, governess, mistress of the house—and he was expected to obey without hesitation.

From upstairs came Jonathan’s voice, strained:

“I don’t have any clothes! You took everything to the laundry!”

Taylor smirked.

Nathan saw it. Felt it.

That subtle flicker at the corner of her mouth said everything: this had been orchestrated. She’d made sure Jonathan had no clothes—left him stranded, off-balance, scrambling to respond to her call with nothing to wear. She turned to meet Nathan’s eyes, and that hidden smirk bloomed into a full, innocent smile.

It was the smile of a girl caught red-handed—and utterly unbothered.

As if to say: Yes, I did it. Yes, I reduced another one.
And this time—it’s your son.

His son, the army officer. The strong, disciplined commander. Reduced to a flustered boy, pacing in search of something—anything—to wear. And all because she had quietly, effortlessly made sure there wasn’t.

“Wear the white robe,” Taylor called up, her voice smooth, unhurried. “And come down here. Now.”

Just like that, he appeared.

Jonathan began descending the stairs, and Nathan's breath caught.

The robe.
That robe.
White. Plush. Familiar.

It was the same robe Nick had worn two nights ago when he emerged from the bathroom with Taylor—his hair damp, his body warm from the steam, glowing with a post-coital ease. The robe Nathan had chosen for her, carefully wrapped and tied with a ribbon, a birthday gift meant to wrap her in their intimacy. The robe she had once called perfect.

And now—Jonathan was wearing it.
Not by chance.
Not by choice.
She had told him to wear it. She had made him wear it. He was familiar with it. He knew which robe she was referring to.

The moment Jonathan appeared, robed and quiet, Nathan felt like the walls were closing in. His mind split into shards—flashes of Nick, the bathroom, her wet hair, her glowing face, that wine glass. The robe had haunted him once. Now it was back. On Jonathan.

His son.

And the message was clear, it was so bold.
But what Nathan didn’t know—what unraveled him—was what might have happened before this moment.

The thought slipped in like poison: Had she dried Jonathan off?
Had she showered with him? No. That wasn’t possible. It couldn’t be. Not even Taylor would go that far. Or would she? Taylor was bold, and for her, it was all a game.

Nathan's heart raced. The very idea—the barest possibility that she had taken things with Jonathan into the space she once shared with Nick—made his head swim. It was absurd. Unthinkable. It made no rational sense.

And yet…
What if she had?

There he was, just hours ago, interrogating Daniel, chasing scraps of memory about Nick—about what had happened two nights ago.

The irony was piercing him. While he was searching for answers, she was busy creating new ones. While he clung to the notion of what was, she was rewriting what is.

Nathan’s body betrayed him, and it seemed like all the blood in his body rushed to his loins, making his arousal undeniable, strong, unyielding, insisting on announcing itself.

“Hi, Dad,” Jonathan said, appearing at the edge of the room like a guest in a life that no longer belonged to him. He adjusted the robe—white, soft, familiar—and walked toward the table.

“Sorry again for just—”

Taylor raised a hand. “Enough.“

“You have a beautiful son, Nathan,” she said sweetly. “You should be proud. An officer and a gentleman. Inside and out.”

Nathan swallowed hard. His throat burned.

“What… what are you doing here, Jonathan?” he asked, barely finding his voice.

“You told me to come over and do laundry,” Jonathan replied simply.

“Which is,” Taylor cut in, “where I come into the picture.”

Silence followed—immediate, absolute.

She smiled into it. Not coyly, not kindly. With the satisfaction of someone who knew the silence belonged to her.

“Your father and I were having a little back and forth earlier,” she said lightly, almost singsong. “And we’ve decided that this house shall now belong to me.”

Nathan felt something twist deep inside him. He looked at her—helpless, small—and saw, unmistakably, how much she was enjoying this.

An eighteen-year-old girl, calmly telling a twenty-two-year-old army officer: “Your father and I…”

She wore the stepmother role like tailored couture—and no one could stop her.

“Never mind the why behind our decision, Jonathan,” she added, waving her hand with mock delicacy. “I don’t discuss household matters with the children, of course.” She glanced at Nathan, not for approval, but with the unmistakable air of a matriarch asserting authority.

And just like that—she excluded him. Not just Jonathan.

Nathan.

She had stepped into the space of parental power, and in doing so, placed them both—father and son—beneath her.

“But I will say,” she added smoothly, “that it relates to certain… dynamics between your father and me. Of the more intimate variety.”

Her eyes lingered on Nathan again, warm and knowing. And he—God help him—nodded.

“So, Jonathan,” she continued, now with breezy finality, “while I appreciate your visit—it’s always such a joy to see you—please inform me next time before you drop in. All right?”

Jonathan blinked. “I did—I left my dad a message—”

“No, honey,” she interrupted, with patronizing sweetness. “Ask me. All right? Your daddy’s working very hard out there in the fields…”

She giggled.

The cruelty was surgical.

Nathan didn’t work in the fields. But she wasn’t joking about labor. She was joking about relevance—mocking their powerlessness, playing with them like two boys who’d wandered into a game far above their league.

She was NBA.
They were junior varsity.

“Understood?” she asked, locking eyes with Jonathan.

“Oh—yes. Of course, Ma’am,” he replied quickly. “So I’ll ask you… I mean—what’s your number?”

Without hesitation, she reached for his phone. This time, she wasn’t the regal governess—she was a sharp, fast, glitter-nailed teenager, typing with practiced precision.

“There,” she said, handing it back. “No more excuses.”

Jonathan grinned. “Oh, it says ‘Step Mommy Taylor.’”

He chuckled.

She arched one brow—trying to maintain her facade—but couldn’t help it. A soft laugh escaped her lips. Then a second. And suddenly the two of them were laughing together, immersed in the electric camaraderie of youth.

Two beautiful people. Two young people.

Laughing.

And Nathan?

Nathan sat across the table. A man out of time. Out of power. Out of use.

A shmuck.

With tears in his eyes.

As the laughter between them subsided, Taylor’s tone shifted.

“Oh—and good thing I remembered,” she said, turning her gaze to Jonathan. “Earlier, you shouted across the house that you didn’t have anything to wear. Do you remember that?”

“Y…yes.”

“I do not allow that,” she said simply.

Jonathan blinked. “But how could I let you know I couldn’t come down? I mean—I didn’t have clothes.”

“Jonathan, Jonathan,” she cooed gently, placing her small, gloved hand over his. Her voice was pleasant, her touch light—but the air shifted.

“We do not shout in this household.”

She was still smiling, still sweet—but there was steel behind her words, unmistakable. Something in her tone that told him—and told Nathan, too—that this wasn’t a suggestion.

“This is a civilized home,” she added softly. “And I’d very much like to keep it that way.”

Nathan looked at her, unable to speak. The hypocrisy rattled inside him. Civilized? She was lecturing about tone, about etiquette—after what she had done in his shower, with Nick, while her study group laughed downstairs. She’d turned his house into a stage for seduction—and now she wanted peace, quiet, and decorum?

But of course, he said nothing. He couldn’t. That version of him—the man who corrected, who questioned—was gone.

Taylor stood.

“Now, boys, you must excuse me. I really have to get going—we’ve got a party tonight, and I promised I’d help with the preparations.”

She turned slightly. “Jonathan, come here. Give me a kiss goodbye.”

Jonathan sprang to his feet and leaned in to kiss her cheek.

“And finish your laundry, okay?” she added, already turning away.

“Oh—yes, of course,” he stammered.

“And make sure you hang the robe nicely before you get dressed. Do I have to repeat that?”

Jonathan, still stunned, shook his head. “Oh no, Ma’am. Everything’s clear.”

Nathan rose instinctively. “Is it possible to know… which party?”

She turned halfway, her silhouette breathtaking in that glittering black dress. “Nathan, please don’t start,” she said gently, with a note of weary humor. “We’ve been through this, haven’t we?”

Her voice darkened just slightly—just enough. “I hosted every study group, every poker night, right here. You said you didn’t want that anymore. You sent my friends away. I’m still hurt by that. Deeply.”

Nathan followed her as she crossed toward the door.

“Taylor… Taylor—please.”

She stopped. Turned to face him.

She was radiant. So young. So far above him now, he could barely look her in the eye.

“What?” she asked, her voice light, almost teasing.

“Look,” he said, choking on the words. “You have no idea how sorry I am for what I said. I beat myself up about it—I physically do. I swear to you, I’ll be on my best behavior. Just… please. Come back to me. Come back to the cute little Taylor that you were.”

Her eyes softened.

She reached up with one gloved hand—sheer, delicate—and traced his cheekbone, his jaw.

“It will be great between us,” she said gently. “Just give me some time. It’ll all be fine.”

And then she left.

When Jonathan followed soon after, Nathan was alone.

He collapsed onto the couch, pulling a blanket over himself like a child retreating from the world. His body was heavy. He hadn’t slept the night before. He wanted to go to that party, to see what she was doing, to protect… something.

But the truth settled over him like a second blanket.

He would never stop her.

Watching would only hurt more. He couldn’t endure it. He was already exhausted—body, mind, soul.

As he drifted into sleep, her words echoed in his head like a lullaby:

It will be great between us… Just give me some time… It’ll all be fine.

And with that, he slipped into the first real sleep he’d had in days.


Fetch!

Saturday, 4 p.m. Taylor’s house, pool

Nathan’s chest heaved as he treaded water in the deep end of the half-Olympic pool, his muscles burning from the tenth grueling swim to the 10-foot bottom, where he’d retrieved the tiny neon-green golf ball yet again. The pool stretched 25 meters, a shimmering expanse of blue that mocked him with its serene beauty, its shallow end lapping gently against the modern mansion that used to be his—now Taylor’s, claimed for a dollar. Each time his head broke the surface, the water pressure still throbbing in his ears from the dive, his eyes snagged on the sleek lines of the house, and a deep humiliation clawed at him, raw and unrelenting. He still couldn’t come to terms with it—how her twisted logic and his own dazed infatuation had tangled him up, how his obsession with her, his fear of her leaving, had somehow convinced him to sign it all away for a single dollar. The more he thought about it, the more he felt her manipulation, a shame so profound it sank into his bones, all because he’d been too confused, too enthralled, to see it coming. But that was a settled fact now, and here he was, lungs screaming as he dove through the crushing depth, arms trembling against the water’s resistance, fetching one of his own golf balls. They’d once sat in an ancient wooden box on the mahogany table in his home office, surrounded by ostentatious furniture meant to impress—conversation pieces for visitors, a chance for him to boast about his golfing days. Ever since Taylor had found them there, she’d been fascinated, turning those vintage relics of his pride into her cruel little game. Instead of driving them across fairways, he was now chasing them down in what was no longer his, but her pool—his exhaustion transformed into her amusement.

At the shallow end, Taylor and Destiny sat on the smooth stone deck, their legs dangling into the water, their cute feet tapping playfully against the surface, sending tiny ripples outward. Taylor’s hair was swept up into a high, messy bun, a sleek black clip holding it in place, a few glossy strands trailing down her sun-kissed neck, her golden skin glowing under the afternoon sun. Her electric blue bikini hugged her curves, the tiny triangles of the top tied with thin straps, her eyes glinting with mischief as she leaned toward Destiny, her dimpled smile wide and carefree. Beside her, Destiny’s platinum-blonde hair cascaded down her back, shimmering like gold, her hot pink bikini straining against her voluptuous chest, gold chains dangling between the cups, her icy blue eyes sharp with amusement. Their toes, painted in matching shades of coral, dipped in and out of the water, a teasing dance that mirrored their girlish giggles, their bikinis a vibrant contrast to the pool’s cool blues.

Nathan reached the shallow end, gasping, and held up the neon-green golf ball, his voice hoarse as he croaked, “57 seconds.” Taylor and Destiny barely glanced at him, their expressions casual, almost bored, as if he were a fleeting distraction from their deep conversation—a toy they’d grown tired of winding up. At first, they’d watched him with glee, like spectators at a seal show, giggling and clapping when he’d surfaced with the ball on those early rounds, Taylor’s voice teasing, “Good boy, but faster next time,” her dimples flashing as Destiny pointed and laughed. But now, after the sixth or seventh fetch, the novelty had worn off, their attention drifting back to their own world—a world he wasn’t allowed to enter. Their voices hummed softly, a barrier he strained to pierce, while they kept him busy, tossing the ball again and again, a task to occupy him so they could carry on undisturbed. On the first round, he’d caught a snippet—Taylor’s voice, light but firm, “Up to you, Destiny, but I mean SPF of 4 is as if you’re not protecting your skin at all.” Destiny had tilted her head, listening but not fully agreeing, her foot tapping the water thoughtfully. By the second round, Destiny was drawing slow circles in the water with her leg, not looking at Taylor, her voice softer, more heartfelt, “Well, Steve isn’t the kind of man I’d date, though I know you wouldn’t agree.” Taylor listened intently, her eyes focused, her posture regal as she sat above Nathan, her beauty a quiet command that made his chest ache—an ache sharpened by how little he mattered now, his breathless performance reduced to a child’s plea for notice they no longer bothered to give.

From his view in the water, looking up at her, Taylor was the most beautiful and regal woman he’d ever seen—her jet-black hair a stark contrast to her golden skin, her clipped-up bun accentuating the elegant curve of her neck, her bikini a bold statement of her untouchable allure. She sat like a queen on her throne, the house now hers, her presence a blend of girlish charm and effortless authority, her eyes flickering with concern as she tried to help Destiny with her little problem with men. But when the ball landed beside her, she barely acknowledged Nathan, offering only a brief, distracted smile—her dimples flashing for a heartbeat—before she tossed the ball again, as far as she could, the neon-green sphere arcing toward the deep end with a splash. And then, after the splash, the ball disappeared, sinking fast to the very bottom, where Nathan had to follow, diving to find and fetch it and bring it back, all over again. It was deliberate, a way to buy their privacy, each throw stretching out their conversation, forcing Nathan to swim harder, to announce his times—“53 seconds,” “61 seconds”—his exhaustion a price they paid no mind to, their giggles a wall he couldn’t breach.

Nathan stood in the shallow end, water lapping at his waist, his chest heaving as he held up the neon-green ball, voice raspy with a flicker of pride, “48 seconds.” He’d beaten his last time, a small triumph, but Destiny caught the ball before Taylor could, her eyes flashing with mischief as she leaned forward. “Wait, wait, wait there, Nathan—where do you think you’re going?” she teased, her voice a low purr. “Is it true you no longer own the house, and it’s now registered under Taylor?” Her lips curled into a sly smirk, her toes tapping the water as she dangled the ball just out of reach.

Taylor giggled, her clipped-up bun swaying slightly, a few loose strands grazing her sun-kissed neck. Her electric blue Versace bikini hugged her golden curves, a striking, luxurious splash of color, with matching Versace sunglasses perched atop her jet-black hair. “Destiny, knock it off,” she chirped, her dimpled smile flashing as she lunged for the ball, trying to dodge the question. But Destiny yanked it back, her laughter spilling out, “No way—let him answer first!” The two dissolved into giggles, their feet splashing in the shallow water, bikinis glinting under the sun—Taylor’s blue Versace a bold, regal flex, Destiny’s pink Gucci a vibrant counterpoint, her own Versace sunglasses resting atop her platinum-blonde hair. Nathan, panting from the effort, silently thanked God for the pause, but before responding, he flicked his eyes to Taylor, seeking her nod, his chest tightening under the familiar pull of his submission.

Taylor smiled, closing her eyes as if to disapprove, her dimples flashing, but Destiny jabbed her playfully, “Come on, Taylor, let him talk!” Taylor burst into a fit of giggles, her laughter light and carefree, “Okay, okay, Nathan, you can tell her.” Nathan felt like the most humiliated man alive—two months into their marriage, stripped of his house, standing in the shallow water, waiting for Taylor’s permission to speak. The shame burned, igniting an unbearable erection in his tight, small swimsuit—what Taylor mockingly called his “child’s swimsuit”—its pitifully scant fabric so tiny it left him utterly exposed, outlining every throb of his arousal with no way out, no chance to conceal it from their piercing stares. He wouldn’t dare cover it with his hands, not with the memory of Taylor slapping them away, her voice cutting, “Don’t you dare,” still echoing in his trembling nerves, a lesson that pinned him in helpless surrender. He swallowed hard, voice low, “Well, yeah, I guess this house is no longer mine.” Destiny’s eyes widened, her grin wicked, “Wow, Nathan, how could you do such a thing?” She leaned back, laughing, then teased, “Okay, okay, Nathan—and your car, can you move it to my name too?” Her jab sent both girls into another peal of laughter.

Taylor snatched the ball from Destiny’s hand, her giggle sharp and delighted, and with a flick of her wrist, she hurled it as far as she could, the neon-green sphere arcing through the air and splashing into the deep end, 10 feet down. “Fetch!” she shouted, her voice bright and commanding, a playful edge to her tone that cut Nathan deeper. He groaned inwardly, his erection throbbing painfully as he pushed off into the water again, swimming with a hard cock, diving to the bottom, the pressure of the water doing nothing to ease his shame. Their voices faded to a distant hum as he submerged, their giggles a cruel melody he was forced to chase, Taylor’s effortless control wrapping tighter around him with every stroke.

After a few more grueling rounds, Nathan dragged himself back to the shallow end, water reaching his waist, his body trembling as he coughed violently, too winded to announce his time. The neon-green ball slipped from his shaking hand, bobbing beside him, but Taylor, perched on the pool’s edge with Destiny, barely glanced at his score, her attention elsewhere. She leaned forward, her clipped-up bun swaying as she tilted her head, a playful smile tugging at her lips. “Destiny here is saying you’re such a good boy, and that I should allow you to return to the second floor, to my bedroom—what do you think?” Her voice was light, teasing, the word “allow” dripping with innocent condescension that crushed Nathan’s pride, the question landing like a weight on his chest. Taylor smirked, glancing at Destiny, who bit her lower lip in wicked anticipation, her eyes glinting as they both turned their gaze down at him, towering over the shallow water where he stood, trembling and exposed before them.

Nathan felt tears prick his eyes, his throat tight with a mix of exhaustion and shame, his voice barely a whisper as he looked up at her, “Well, I mean, whatever pleases you, Taylor—you know me, I live for you.” His words trembled, raw with devotion, and Destiny pressed a hand to her chest, her eyes softening as she cooed, “Aww, wow, isn’t he the sweetest?”. Taylor’s expression melted, her dimples deepening as she slid off the deck into the shallow water, tears shimmering in her eyes. “Oh, you’re telling me?” she cried, real tears spilling down her cheeks as she buried her head in Nathan’s chest, her golden skin warm against his. She tried to speak, her voice breaking with sobs, “You… you telling… you telling me, Destiny, you telling me the man that I married?” She paused, rising on her tiptoes to kiss his cheek, her lips soft and trembling, “This—and I’m telling you, guaranteed, this is the most charming husband ever, I’m so proud of having him.”

Nathan stood there, overwhelmed, tears streaming down his own face, his heart swelling with a painful mix of love and surrender as Taylor clung to him, her tears soaking his skin. Destiny watched from above, straightening her impossibly small bikini top to keep a nipple from slipping free, her smirk returning as she teased, “Wow, look at you two lovebirds—now how could you keep such a sweet thing out of your bedroom?” Her tone carried a playful warmth, a nod to Taylor’s victory. Taylor pulled back slightly, her arms still around Nathan, her tear-streaked face glowing with affection. “Of course he’s coming back, of course he’s allowed now to the second floor,” she declared, her voice firm despite the emotion, and she hugged Nathan tightly, her body pressed against his, her control as effortless as her tears.

Taylor, still giggling alongside Destiny, pulled back slightly from Nathan’s embrace, her voice teasing as she nagged him, “Now what must you say to Destiny?” Her tone was light, but her control was absolute, her arms still loosely around his neck as they stood in the shallow water. Nathan’s voice was hoarse, his throat tight with emotion, “That I am thanking her,” he managed to say shyly, his eyes darting to Taylor. She laughed loudly, dragging the word, “Nooooo—tell her, not me!” Her laughter echoed off the pool’s surface, Destiny joining in, their giggles a shared melody of amusement at his expense.

Nathan, still holding Taylor in his arms like a baby, her golden skin warm against his, shifted to face Destiny, who watched from the pool’s edge. “Ma’am, I would like…” he started, then choked, the words catching in his throat, “would like…” Taylor, sensing his struggle, kissed his neck softly, her voice encouraging, “Say it, baby,” her lips brushing his skin as she prompted, “Ma’am…” Nathan let out a shaky “wooohaa,” as if to release the lump in his throat, then tried again, “Destiny, Ma’am, I would like to thank you…” He coughed, his voice breaking, “from the bottom of my heart for suggesting that I return to the second floor.”

Destiny smiled warmly, leaning forward, her eyes softening, “Oh, you’re welcome, sweetheart—and it’s only because I think you’re wonderful.” Taylor, still held by Nathan, pressed her little finger against the top of his chest, her voice brimming with pride, “This is the most wonderful husband ever. Do you realize that only this week he made $200,000?” Destiny’s eyes widened, “Oh gosh.” Taylor’s voice cracked, her tone shifting to something more vulnerable, “We were eight siblings—Mama and Papa couldn’t afford new shoes for school, not even secondhand ones.” She paused, her breath hitching as if to calm herself, “$200,000—that was their life’s income, not savings, income, and this man did it in a week.”

Nathan, ever modest, intervened softly, “If I may, Ma’am, I still need to deduct tax from that.” Taylor burst into laughter, Destiny joining her, their giggles filling the air as Taylor shook her head, “You see what I mean?” she asked, her voice bright with delight. Destiny nodded, still laughing, as Taylor continued, “So humble, never bragging, never showing off his muscles like Nick.” Destiny had to correct her there, smirking, “Well, but he doesn’t have muscles.” Taylor tilted her head, still cradled in Nathan’s arms, and laughed, “Ok, then it wasn’t a good example, but then again, for his age.” Destiny chimed in, “Yes, for his age,” their laughter bubbling up again, a shared delight as Nathan held her, his humiliation and love for her intertwined, her effortless control wrapping him tighter with every word.

Taylor detached herself from Nathan’s arms, her voice dripping with sweetness, “Can you be a sweet dear and bring us all cold lemonade, honey?” She climbed the steps out of the pool, her movements graceful, and as she ascended, her backside came into full view—those ripe, glistening ass cheeks barely covered by the micro bikini clinging to her wet, golden skin. The sight jolted Nathan into a fresh wave of subservience, her eroticism a force he couldn’t resist, his breath catching as she stood outside the pool, astride, arranging her hair into a sleek ponytail, the clipped-up bun now undone, the glossy strands cascading before being tamed. She joined Destiny at the plastic table under the shade of the patio’s sleek, white pergola, its slatted roof filtering the sunlight into soft patterns across their skin.

In less than five minutes, Nathan returned with a tray of cold lemonades, pouring for the girls, but they were already deep in conversation, their focus elsewhere, not even offering a thank you. Taylor’s voice cut through, sharp with curiosity, “Who?” Destiny, visibly uncomfortable with Nathan sitting between them like a schmuck, formed the word “Da-ni-el” with her mouth, her lips moving silently. Taylor frowned, “I don’t get it, Destiny—who told whom?” Destiny stopped, glanced at Nathan, then leaned back. Taylor’s tone softened, but her command was firm, “Nathan, could you be a dear and fetch Princess for me, honey? She’s been locked at home all day.” Nathan stood, bowed slightly, and went to fetch the dog, his anxiety spiking to the highest level yet—Destiny knew about Daniel, knew he’d spilled secrets about what happened in the house last week while Nathan was in Germany.

When Nathan returned, holding Princess in his arms—a small, white-furred poodle with a shrill bark and a fluffy coat that made her look like a cotton ball—he saw the intent, breathtakingly beautiful look on Taylor’s face as she interrogated Destiny, her eyes sharp with focus. “Ohhhh, Princess, Mommy missed you so much!” Taylor cooed, taking the dog into her hands and cradling her like a baby, her voice a melodic lilt. “Ohhhh, such a sweet girl—you know how much I love you,” she said, nuzzling the poodle’s tiny head. Ever since moving into Nathan’s house, Taylor had brought this noisy poodle with her, a constant presence that barked at the slightest provocation, its shrill yaps echoing through the halls. Time and again, Nathan had come to believe that this female dog, this annoying, barking Princess, held a much higher status than he did—Taylor doted on her, fed her gourmet treats, let her sleep on silk pillows, while Nathan was relegated to fetching balls and groveling for approval, a bitter hierarchy that gnawed at him.

“Oh, look at you—I think she has a problem with her skin, perhaps we’ll take her to the vet this Monday,” Taylor mused, inspecting Princess with a tenderness she rarely showed Nathan. She lifted her gaze to him, standing there with his hands behind his back, his face a mask of reluctant obedience. “Nathan, go swim 20 rounds and then report back to me, okay, honey?” she said, her voice sweet but unyielding. “Yes, Ma’am,” he replied, his tone heavy as he reluctantly made his way back to the dreaded pool, wading into the shallow end, his body already aching. As he swam away, he couldn’t help but wish he could turn to Princess and ask, Hey, what were they talking about?—the dog, in his mind, closer to Taylor’s secrets than he’d ever be, a cruel irony that deepened his shame as he began his laps, the girls’ voices fading into a distant hum.

As Nathan swam his laps, the water dragging at his aching limbs, he couldn’t shake how helpless he’d become. Taylor and Destiny were the adults, whispering things he wasn’t meant to hear, sending him to swim 20 grueling laps just to keep him away. He was almost sure they were discussing his talk with Daniel—Destiny’s silent “Da-ni-el” haunted him—but he couldn’t know, relegated to the pool while they arranged their privacy. He could stop after five laps and return; Taylor wouldn’t know. But he didn’t dare, trembling at the thought of her wrath, the icy calm that could freeze him out. He lived in constant fear, desperate to comply with her every command.

Now that the house was hers, her victory over him complete, Taylor had turned sweet again, and that twisted in Nathan’s gut. He felt that only after he’d surrendered—learned the cost of defying her and become her well-trained puppy—had she let her flirty, tender side bloom. She’d pushed him to the edge with fear, claimed the house, and now, with his submission secured, her giggles and kisses felt like a reward, his fear amplifying his need for her. The adrenaline of her control made her sweetness a drug, binding him tighter as he swam, too scared to stop, too broken to resist.

As Nathan swam his laps, his gaze darted to the pool’s edge, where he noticed Taylor absently set Princess down on the stone deck. The small white poodle immediately dashed toward the pool, her tiny legs a blur, and from that moment, she wouldn’t leave Nathan alone. As he swam the length of the half-Olympic pool, Princess ran alongside, barking furiously, her shrill yaps marking his every move, her fluffy white fur bouncing with each step. Nathan’s frustration boiled—oh, how he hated that dog. Why couldn’t the world be peaceful without pet lovers bringing their dogs and cats indoors? But what bugged him most was that every time he reached the shallow end, where Taylor and Destiny sat having their adult talk, Princess’s barking interrupted them, her noise piercing through their conversation.

At one point, Taylor glanced around, her expression distracted, “Where’s this noise coming from?” she muttered, the barking making it impossible to talk. Destiny shrugged, sipping her lemonade, but Nathan’s hatred for the dog surged. The next time he reached the shallow end, Princess was there, yapping at him relentlessly, her tiny body vibrating with energy. Unable to take it anymore, Nathan pushed her away with disdain, his hand shoving the poodle aside in frustration. It was a grave mistake—the dog let out a sharp yelp, a sound like a beaten animal, followed by a series of even more intense barks, her cries echoing across the pool.

Taylor’s head snapped up, her eyes flashing with rare anger as she stood. “What do you think you’re doing?” she reprimanded, her voice raised, a sharp edge cutting through the air—one of those rare moments when her sweetness turned to steel. She scooped Princess into her arms, hugging and soothing her, “Oh, poor thing, did the bad guy hurt you?” She walked toward Destiny, motioning that their time by the pool was over, “Where, where did he hit you? Tell Mommy.” The trio—Taylor, Destiny, and Princess—headed toward the house, ignoring Nathan completely, their backs to him as they crossed the stone deck toward the glass doors.

Nathan hesitated, thinking he might stay by the pool, but he knew exactly how this would play out. He rushed after Taylor, desperate to make it inside, but just as he reached the glass door, she turned to him, still cradling Princess, her voice seething as she stretched the syllable, “Noooo.” Nathan backed off, his heart sinking, and she continued, her tone icy, “Yes, yes, out, out—time for you to feel what it feels like to be a left-behind dog.” With that, she slid the glass door shut, the barrier between the pool and the living room sealing him out, and disappeared into the house, still hugging and soothing Princess, Destiny trailing behind with a smirk. Nathan stood there, the sun beating down on his wet skin, a dagger of shame and rejection butchering his chest, left behind like an abandoned stray as he stared through the glass at Princess, her fluffy white fur nestled against Taylor’s lap. Look at me, Nathan, he imagined her smirking in his mind, I’m inside now, sprawled on the plush white couches, and now Taylor, your wife, gives me all the love, petting me while I purr, and you’re stuck out here, a nobody to her now.

Three hours later

The sun had dipped below the horizon, giving way to the orange glow of sunset, then evening, and finally darkness, the pool outside now a glassy black mirror reflecting the faint glow of the house’s lights. From his vantage point on the porch, Nathan watched Taylor and Destiny through the glass doors, their figures illuminated by the soft glow of the living room TV. They were deep in a long girls’ camaraderie, gossiping and laughing, the air between them light and carefree. Taylor moved in and out of the kitchen, bringing snacks and drinks, her yellow sundress with white floral print swaying as she walked, the light fabric clinging to her golden curves, her bare feet padding silently on the hardwood floor, no shoes to interrupt her casual grace. Destiny lounged on the couch, her matching yellow sundress equally airy, the floral pattern doing little to hide her voluptuous bosom, her bare feet tucked under her as she laughed, the two women a picture of effortless intimacy.

Nathan stood outside, his body slumped against the glass, broken and aching, the hours of exile carving a hollow in his chest. The darkness pressed in around him, the heat of the porch leaving him sweating, his skin slick against the glass, while the cool air inside taunted him through the barrier. It was nothing compared to the longing that gnawed at him, the hurt of being left behind like a stray dog. His heart twisted with regret, his mind replaying the moment he’d pushed Princess, a mistake that had shattered everything. “How I wish I hadn’t pushed that dog,” he muttered to himself, his voice a hoarse whisper in the dark, “everything was perfect until I made that mistake.” He pressed his forehead against the glass, his breath fogging the surface, “If she’d only let me in, let me apologize, look at me—look what I’ve become, Nathan, wake up.” He’d been out here for hours, yearning to get inside, yearning for everything to be okay with her, his body trembling with the weight of his exclusion, his love for her a desperate ache that left him hollow. And yet, he knew this was her way—Taylor always had a spot to hold him, whether it was the guest restroom, the pool fetching balls, or now this sweltering porch, confining him without chains or cages. He knew that in their dynamic, she didn’t have to worry about him escaping; he had to admit to himself he was afraid of her wrath, shaking to the core at the thought of it, the fear of disrespecting her, of disappointing her, of displeasing her binding him tighter than any lock, a leash he’d forged himself, sweating out here because defying her was unthinkable.

Inside, Taylor and Destiny were still laughing, their voices a melody of shared delight, when Taylor, mid-giggle from something Destiny had said, marched toward the glass door where Nathan stood. She knew he’d be there, waiting, his silhouette a shadow of defeat against the night. Still chuckling, she slid the door open, her laughter lingering as she looked at him, her anger gone, her voice quiet but firm, “Come in.” With that, she turned and walked back inside, her bare feet light on the floor, her sundress swaying as she called back to Destiny, “No, but here’s the thing—he didn’t know that she didn’t have a ticket, see?” Her laughter bubbled up again, and Destiny burst out laughing, her own giggles echoing as Taylor landed right next to her on the couch, wrapping an arm around her in a girlish embrace, their party continuing as if Nathan’s hours of exile had been a mere footnote.

Nathan stepped inside, the air-conditioned chill of the house a sharp relief from the oppressive heat he’d endured on the porch, his skin still sticky with sweat from hours in the evening warmth. His heart remained heavy, though a fragile hope flickered as he watched Taylor’s carefree joy, her laughter a bittersweet reminder of the sweetness he craved, even as it underscored his place on the outside of her world. He looked at her, and all he wanted was to gain her sympathy back—this woman had broken him, dominating him with such ease that it was erotically choking. One minute she elevated him to unbelievable heights, the next he was down, wounded, hurt, almost dead, so dependent on her that all he craved was her hug.

Slowly, shyly, terrified of her wrath, he approached where they were seated on the plush white couch, the anxiety searing him, though the warmth in his loins was undeniable. When he was close enough, he dropped to his knees, and it was then that Taylor noticed him, still engrossed in the TV. She glanced at him, then looked again, smiling softly, “Come here—we shouldn’t be angry forever, right?” She held his head with her two little hands, her sundress with white floral print glowing in the dim light, her bare feet tucked beneath her. “Sometimes Mommy is angry, not every day, right?” she cooed, caressing his head in a condescending manner, her hands moving in tandem along the sides of his head, “We don’t have to keep resentment, right? We’re friends here, yes, the best friends—husband and wife.” Nathan whispered, “Yes,” but tears flowed from his eyes, and she wiped them with both thumbs, her touch gentle yet commanding.

Destiny, watching from the couch, muted the TV. “Oh my God, now look at how you’ve reduced him,” she said to Taylor, her tone a mix of awe and amusement. Taylor, without looking at her, replied softly, “Oh yes, I suppose so.” Destiny continued, speaking of Nathan as if he were a cherished child, “He’s so subservient—I mean, from here, I’m looking at his face, and he’s in a state of a dream or something.” Taylor held Nathan’s chin, lifting his face to show Destiny, “You mean this?” Destiny leaned forward, intrigued, “Yeah, what is this look? Is he hypnotized or something?” Taylor smiled, “I think he once told me—he’s reading those fendon books.” Destiny corrected, “Femdom.” Taylor nodded, “Yeah, femdom, and he said it’s called subspace.” She looked at Nathan, “Isn’t that right, honey? Isn’t that the state you’re in now?” Nathan nodded, a lump in his throat, “Yes, Mistress,” he whispered. Taylor giggled, “You see? So now he calls me Mistress—other times he calls me Ma’am.” Destiny smiled, “Well, he adores you, respecting you, I guess.” Taylor sighed, “I know, but still, it makes me look old, as if I were a 42-year-old—Ma’am.”

She turned to Nathan, her voice firm, “So now, what must you say?” Nathan’s voice trembled, “Taylor, I apologize—if you could only feel 1% of the sorrow I have for pushing your dog, if only God gave me a sign before and I could have avoided…” He choked, “My circuits are frayed, Ma’am,” then quickly corrected, “Taylor.” He continued, “I’m in such a need to feel you, to embrace you—I’m obsessed with you, need your forgiveness, please forgive me, my governess.” Taylor positioned him between their bare legs, but his attention was solely on her. Destiny remarked, “Wow, I’ve never seen such a thing, ever—you dominate him completely.” Taylor caressed his cheek lightly, “But you know what you could do to compensate for the horrible wrongdoing of earlier, yes?” Nathan waited, hanging on her words. “You can be the best friend to Princess—take her out for a walk, prepare her food, wash her,” she said, “things, like that,” she paused, “You see, this will make me happy.”

Nathan, in his submissive state, was willing to do anything, “Of course, Taylor, really, it’s not a problem—you just tell me where her food is.” Taylor’s tone sharpened, “You see, Nathan, this is one thing that annoys me.” Nathan froze, shocked, “What annoys you, Taylor?” She sighed, “That I have to explain things—read the internet, search, ask, learn about such dogs, and then you can be the best at your craft. I’m not your helpdesk, darling.” Nathan nodded quickly, “Yes, of course, of course.” It dawned on him then—she was there to enjoy Princess, while he was to become Princess’s attendant—no, he corrected in his mind, her slave, a role that cemented his place beneath even the dog in Taylor’s world.

Taylor looked at Nathan, her gaze stretching his nerves taut, her eyes glinting with a quiet authority as he looked back, waiting for her verdict, his breath shallow with anticipation. In that moment, Taylor, in a way, was dominated too—or more accurately, led, following Destiny’s unspoken guidance, looking to her as a mentor guiding her into a world of dominance she hadn’t fully realized she could command. Destiny moved her head between the two, her mouth slightly open, her eyes wide with curiosity, a silent spectator to the unfolding power play, as she hugged her knees on the couch, waiting to see how it would play out.

“Go fetch your little basket, Nathan,” Taylor said, her voice soft but unyielding, a command wrapped in sweetness. “Yes, Taylor,” Nathan replied, his voice barely above a whisper as he scurried to the second floor, the humiliation searing him like a brand. Now she wanted him to attend to her feet while Destiny watched, his submission laid bare for an audience. He returned, carrying a stiff fiber basket, its woven texture rough against his hands, filled with an array of lotions and oils—jasmine-scented cream, a small bottle of lavender oil, a eucalyptus balm, all neatly arranged for Taylor’s pleasure.

Nathan knelt before Taylor, placing a low stool in front of her, his hands trembling as he gently lifted her bare feet, her skin soft and warm from the day’s heat, and set them on the stool. He began a basic pedicure—no nail work, just a massage—starting by warming a dollop of jasmine-scented cream between his palms, the floral scent filling the air as he rubbed it into her arches, his thumbs pressing slow, firm circles into the tender spots. He moved to her heels, kneading gently, then up to the balls of her feet, his fingers gliding with the oil, the lavender adding a soothing undertone as he worked, his touch methodical, reverent, every motion a silent apology for his earlier mistake.

Taylor leaned back on the couch, her eyes fluttering shut as she let out a soft, almost-moan, “Mmm, that’s so good,” her voice a breathy whisper of pleasure, her body sinking deeper into the cushions, her head tilting back in bliss. Destiny, sitting beside her, wrapped an arm around Taylor, hugging her close, her own sundress clinging to her curves as she watched in awe, her voice low and husky, “Wow, it makes me wet, what you’ve made of this man.” She stared at Nathan, her gaze a mix of fascination and arousal, her words a public unveiling of his submission, exposing his secrets against his will.

Nathan, on his knees, felt the heat of humiliation burn through him, his privacy stripped bare as Destiny witnessed his devotion, his submission no longer a private act but a public spectacle. He was as hard as a rock now, the shame too overwhelming, and he didn’t know where to bury himself, his hands still working Taylor’s feet—now massaging her toes, the eucalyptus balm cooling her skin as he pressed into the spaces between them—his eyes downcast, unable to meet Destiny’s stare, his longing for Taylor’s approval now a shared stage, his vulnerability raw and exposed.

Taylor, her eyes still closed in bliss as Nathan massaged her feet with jasmine-scented cream, murmured dreamily, “You should try it, Destiny.” Destiny shook her head quickly, “Oh no, no, this is too much,” her voice a mix of nerves and intrigue. Taylor giggled, her tone teasing, “Come on, you must, you must, you must—it’s heaven and it’s free, giggling, it’s on the house!” Destiny hesitated, her eyes flickering with contemplation, but Taylor’s eyes glistened with delight as she pressed, “Admit it, you want it—trust me, it’s divine.” She opened her eyes, her voice firm yet playful as she decreed, “Nathan?” He looked up, his hands still on her feet, “Yes, Taylor?” “Lick Destiny’s soles—show her what she’s missing,” she commanded, her words a quiet but unyielding order, her gaze locked on Destiny with a triumphant sparkle.

Nathan froze for a moment, the degradation of the command sinking in—he was already on his knees, but now he had to tongue Destiny’s feet, a public act of submission that scorched his pride. Yet he had no choice, his fear of Taylor’s wrath and his desperate need for her approval chaining him to her will. He leaned forward, his lips brushing the sole of Destiny’s foot, the skin warm and slightly salty from the day’s sweat, his tongue tracing a slow, humiliating line from her heel to her arch. Taylor watched, swimming in pleasure, her voice chiming in, “And her toes, honey—yes, that’s a good boy,” her delight a cruel melody as he complied, his tongue dipping between Destiny’s toes, the taste sharp and intimate, each lick a bitter reminder of his place. Destiny’s breath hitched, her initial resistance melting into a soft, reluctant sigh, her eyes meeting Taylor’s with a mix of shock and arousal as Taylor grinned, “You see? Admit it.”

When Taylor finally said, “Enough,” her tone sharp and satisfied, Nathan pulled back, wiping Destiny’s feet with a cloth from the basket, his face burning with shame, the act of cleaning her soles after licking them a final twist of the knife. Then Taylor nodded, “Now alternate—massage us both.” Nathan shifted the stool slightly, positioning it so both women could rest their feet on it, their bare soles now side by side. Taylor and Destiny leaned back on the plush white couch, their bodies sinking into the cushions as they relaxed. Nathan, still on his knees, worked with trembling hands, warming jasmine-scented cream and rubbing it into Taylor’s arches with his left hand, his thumb pressing firm circles, while his right hand massaged Destiny’s heels with lavender oil, his fingers gliding up to the balls of her feet. Taylor let out a soft moan, Destiny’s breath catching as she whispered, “Oh, that’s nice,” their pleasure a symphony that filled the room, Nathan’s humiliation now a shared stage, his erection straining painfully against his shorts as he served them, broken yet enthralled by Taylor’s dominance.

As the clock ticked, Taylor and Destiny lounged on the plush white couch, eyes shut, basking in the indulgence of Nathan’s skilled hands. His fingers moved with precision, kneading Taylor’s arches with jasmine-scented cream and Destiny’s heels with lavender oil, their contented sighs weaving through the air. Destiny broke the quiet, her voice languid yet probing. “So, back to Steve—do you get why I wouldn’t go for him?”

Taylor, drifting in her haze of pleasure, tended to by her 45-year-old husband now humbled into her foot boy, mulled it over. “Oh, totally,” she said, a giggle bubbling up. “Steve’s got no money.” Destiny tilted her head, a faint smirk playing on her lips. “Sure, but it’s not just the cash, is it?” Taylor let the question hang, her silence a teasing confirmation, her smile widening as she savored the moment.

Then she giggled again. “Fine, okay, money’s a big deal,” she conceded, her tone light and mischievous. “I mean, you’re hunting for a husband, not some fling, right? Am I on the right track?” Destiny nodded firmly. “Exactly. If I’m putting in the time, I want the real deal—someone like your man. Speaking of, where’s he at?” Taylor burst out laughing, the sound bright and unrestrained. “He’s right there rubbing your feet, dummy—forget already?” Destiny blinked, then joined her, their laughter bouncing off the walls.

“I’m parched, though,” Destiny said, her voice dipping into a playful whine. “What’s the fix for that?” Taylor raised her tone just enough to cut through Nathan’s steady rhythm. “Nathan?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he answered, soft and immediate, a reflex of obedience.

“You heard the lady, didn’t you?” Taylor said, her voice calm but edged with expectation. “She shouldn’t have to say it twice, should she?”

“No, Ma’am,” he replied, his tone hushed. “Go get her some lemonade—make it quick. And when you’re back, apologize.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he murmured, rising from his knees and scurrying to the kitchen. As his footsteps faded, Destiny leaned in, her voice a conspiratorial whisper. “You know, I think it’s less about the money and more about him being so… tame.”

Nathan returned in moments, two glasses of lemonade in hand, offering one to Destiny first, then Taylor, his fingers quivering faintly. “I’m so sorry, Destiny, for not anticipating your thirst—I should’ve brought you a drink sooner,” he said, his words heavy with sincerity.

“No biggie, Nathan, sweetie,” Destiny said with a casual flick of her hand, but Taylor cut in, her voice smooth yet firm. “Back to the massage, and we’ll call it even.” She set her glass aside, eyes fluttering shut as she melted back into the cushions.

Destiny took a sip, then mused, “It’s rare, you know—finding a guy who’s loaded and bends like that. It’s like hitting the jackpot.”

“Seriously, you’re so lucky,” she went on, a thread of envy in her tone. “Your life’s basically one endless, delicious vacation now.”

Taylor’s expression turned thoughtful, her mind wandering as Nathan’s hands resumed their work. “Yeah, kind of,” she said, her voice soft and slow. Destiny cocked her head. “What’s that mean?”

Taylor paused, then elaborated, “Well, that’s the catch—and why I didn’t totally write off Steve.” She took a breath, choosing her words. “Every guy’s got something. Steve’s rough, powerful—those muscles. You’ve seen his cock, right?”

Destiny’s eyes sparked with mischief. “Oh, yeah, that time at the pool. He was fooling around with Natasha—let her cop a feel.”

Taylor’s voice dropped low, sultry. “Mmm, same moment I’m thinking of. God, the way he handled her—soaked me just watching.”

“That’s the deal,” Taylor continued, reflective now. “You can have rich, you can have submissive, but that combo doesn’t come with a thick, juicy cock that hits all the spots, you feel me?”

Destiny nodded, her breath quickening. “Oh, hell yes. Gets me going just thinking about it.” Taylor giggled, a sly edge to it. “Might need to call Nathan up for a lick later.”

Destiny’s brows shot up, intrigued. “Wait, he goes down on you while you’re fantasizing about monster dicks?” Taylor smirked. “Just to take the edge off, you know? Purely physical. Otherwise, I’m all about my husband—faithful to the core.”

Destiny erupted into laughter, Taylor joining in, their glee ringing out as they reveled in the moment. For Nathan, each word stabbed like a blade, the humiliation scorching him from the inside out. They’d pinned him in this degrading, servile role, and his cock strained against his swimsuit, pulsing with a torturous blend of shame and desire. He thought briefly of yanking it down, letting it all spill out, but restrained himself, hands still kneading their feet, head bowed in silent surrender.

Taylor sat up, her voice softening, “Tell you what—go upstairs, rest, play, do whatever you want, yes?” Nathan stood, still hiding his lower part, his face flushed as he bowed slightly to the ladies, his voice a hoarse whisper, “Yes, Taylor.” He rushed upstairs, his steps quick and unsteady, retreating to his home office, the searing shame and undeniable arousal a tangled knot in his chest as he left the women behind, their laughter echoing in his ears.

Nathan locked the door of his home office, his hands trembling as he pulled out his mobile phone, the humiliation from downstairs still raw. He dialed Adam, his private detective, and the line crackled to life. “Hey, Nathan,” Adam said, his tone casual. “Hi,” Nathan replied curtly, uninterested in pleasantries. “How are you?” Adam asked, but Nathan’s response was clipped, “Good.” Adam continued, “You know, you shouldn’t call me so late—I typically work until 7 p.m. or so, then it’s time for friends and family.” Nathan’s patience snapped, “Ok, then you’re fired,” he said, ending the call abruptly. The phone buzzed again almost instantly, Adam calling back, “Hey, buddy, no need to be angry, I was just saying—” Nathan cut him off, his voice sharp, “I know what you were saying—now spit it out.”

Adam sighed, “Oh wow, some people… ok, never mind, let me open the file. I can already tell you your wife is a saint.” Nathan’s fury flared, his voice a low growl, “Don’t you dare define my Taylor—don’t you ever describe her. I pay you $870 a day to tell me what she was doing, not to say what she is.” Adam backtracked, “Ok, buddy, relax.” “No, I shall not relax—you say one more word about my Taylor, and I come over there and break your neck,” Nathan snapped, his nerves fraying. “Wow, Nathan, do me a favor, relax—I’ll just describe,” Adam said quickly. “Ok, so Monday, Tuesday, Thursday, and Friday—she studied, nothing else, seriously, she’s such a good—” He stopped, catching himself, wanting to say “she’s such a good girl“ but thinking better of it after Nathan’s warning, though the pause hinted at his own attraction, a private detective ogling Taylor, falling for her charm as so many did. “Again—nothing special,” Nathan interjected, his voice a warning. Adam nodded through the phone, “Drinking coffee with her friend, Destiny, that’s it.” Nathan’s nerves were raw, his voice rising, almost a cry, “Get to the point!”

“Ok, so on Wednesday… she went to this ‘Saint Mary of the Assumption Parish’—yes, that’s the name, familiar?” Adam asked. “Yes, we go there on Sundays,” Nathan replied, his tone softening slightly. “Oh, ok, ok, so she went there,” Adam continued. “She entered the confessional—a small, wooden booth where she knelt before a screen, admitting her sins to the priest in the Sacrament of Reconciliation, pouring her heart out in a private confession.” He paused, “She was in there for about 15 minutes, and when she came out, she had tears in her eyes.” “Goodness,” Nathan whispered, his voice trembling. “Yes,” Adam said. “What does that mean?” Nathan asked, his mind racing. “I don’t know what it means—I’m just telling you the facts,” Adam replied cautiously.

Nathan sighed, his voice heavy, “Ok, I allow you to express your opinion about my wife in that context.” Adam hesitated, then spoke, “It means she has issues—perhaps romantic issues, things that bother her, things that are between her and God.” Nathan’s heart sank, “So you mean she was confessing that she cheated on me?” Adam’s tone was measured, “In my experience, it means she terribly regrets something she’s done and is trying to feel better about it, to ask for God’s mercy.” “That so?!” Nathan exclaimed, his voice sharp, omitting the “is” in his urgency. “May I ask you a question, Nathan?” Adam ventured. “Yes,” came the curt answer. “Has she ever cheated on you?” Adam asked. Nathan contemplated, his voice hollow, “I don’t know—I don’t think so.” Adam pressed, “Yeah, so you better continue employing me so we can find out together.” Nathan nodded to himself, “Yes, I know, I know, but at least it means she’s not cheating on me these days—it’s just her feeling remorse about something in the past.” “I would guess so,” Adam agreed, “I mean, I’ve been on it for what, a week now? When did you call me from Germany?” “Yes, a week,” Nathan confirmed. “Yeah, nothing, for sure—no flirting, nothing, clean and innocent,” Adam paused, “but I think to be sure, we may need to continue at least one more week. Is there a green light from your side?” “Yes, go ahead,” Nathan said, ending the call.

He sat in his manager’s chair, propping his legs on the mahogany desk, still in his swimsuit, the fabric clinging to his skin. “She’s pure,” he told himself, his voice a whisper, “she had this one incident, and she’s full of regret—that’s exactly what I was thinking all along. She’s just an innocent, extremely beautiful teen, that’s what she is, my sugar baby, my baby, and she had one mishap because she was so curious, that’s all.” The words were a mantra, a fragile shield against the doubts that lingered, his mind clinging to the hope that Taylor’s confession meant her heart was his.


Forgive Me, Daddy, For I have Sinned

8:50 a.m. Sunday outside Saint Mary of the Assumption Parish Church

It was 8:50 a.m. on a crisp Sunday morning, just outside the weathered stone facade of Saint Mary of the Assumption Parish Church. Nathan Whitmore stood on the dew-kissed grass, flanked by his two sons, Jonathan and Austin, their presence a reluctant concession to familial duty. Jonathan, at twenty-two, cut a striking figure in a tailored navy blazer, its sharp lines accentuating his broad shoulders, paired with a crisp white shirt and charcoal trousers that hugged his soldierly frame, his polished oxfords gleaming faintly in the morning light. Austin, twenty, exuded a restless elegance in a slim-fit charcoal suit, a pale blue tie loosely knotted against a white dress shirt, his dark loafers scuffing the ground as he fidgeted, his youthful defiance barely contained by the finery.

Austin’s voice pierced the stillness, sharp with impatience. “So where’s your mysterious wife, Dad? Where is she?” he demanded, his tone edging toward a whine. Nathan sighed, exasperation creasing his brow. “Austin, I’m telling you for the third time—please, relax. It’s impossible to carry on like this.” Undeterred, Austin pressed on, his words tumbling out in a rush. “Yeah, but where’s this wife of yours who snaps her fingers and you obey? I need to see this woman with my own eyes.” Nathan’s voice tightened, a plea threading through his authority. “I’m asking you to behave, Austin, please.”

“But Daddy, what’s this church thing on Sunday?” Austin shot back, his hands gesturing wildly. “I don’t want to be here—I’m not religious, I don’t believe in God!” Nathan softened, his tone conciliatory. “Austin, Austin, I didn’t say it’s every Sunday. I’ll speak to Taylor, see if we can make it a onetime thing, alright? I promise.” Austin scoffed, unconvinced. “No, but Jonathan says we can’t even wear shoes at home!” Jonathan, overhearing, erupted into laughter, his deep chuckle rolling across the quiet churchyard. Austin shoved him, irritation flaring. “What’s so funny, Jonathan? What’s so damn funny?”

“Nothing, nothing,” Jonathan murmured, still grinning to himself, his amusement a private rebellion. Austin turned back to Nathan, his voice rising. “Is this the same woman who ejected us from our own home?” Nathan bristled, defensive. “She didn’t eject you—she just thought you boys could benefit from—” Austin cut him off mid-sentence, incredulous. “Benefit from what? Wow, Daddy, you’re so naïve. You’ve really fallen for her.” His words hung in the air, sharp and accusing, but he faltered as he noticed Nathan and Jonathan staring past him, their jaws slack, their eyes wide with unspoken shock.

Austin’s words trailed off, his accusation hanging in the air, when he noticed the stunned silence of his father and brother, their jaws unhinged, eyes fixed beyond him. He turned, and there she was—emerging from a sleek Range Rover Velar, a vision that stole the breath from the morning. Taylor locked the car with a deft click, her back to them, clad in a striking black mini dress that clung to her silhouette like a second skin. The long sleeves began just below her bare shoulders, lending an air of elegance that framed the daring plunge of her back—a revelation dropping to her waist, edged by a cascade of rhinestone fringe that shimmered like liquid starlight with every subtle shift. Her hair spilled down in a glossy cascade, brushing the exposed golden expanse of her skin, a flawless canvas that seemed to glow under the sun’s tender gaze.

She turned, and the world tilted. High heels clicked confidently against the pavement, each step a declaration, as she strode forward with a matching black purse clutched in one hand, its crystal accents catching the light in sync with her dress. Her eyes, luminous and glinting with mischief, locked onto them, and a wide, dimpled smile bloomed across her radiant face, softening her regal authority with girlish charm. Nathan, time and again, felt his heart stutter at the audacity of this trophy wife—his prize, his enigma. “Oh my God, am I late? Were you all waiting for me?” she called, her voice a melodic rush as she swept toward Nathan first, clinging to his shoulders with a warm embrace. “My God, you do know what to wear,” she teased, her tone laced with affection as she pressed herself briefly against him, her perfume—a heady whisper of jasmine and spice—lingering in the air.

Then she turned to Austin, who stood frozen, caught between shock and rapture as this intoxicating woman enveloped him in a hug. “So, I trust you’re my father’s wife?” he stammered, his voice cracking as his senses drowned in her presence, his cock stirring hard against his trousers, a bulge he couldn’t hide as her lithe body pressed briefly against him. Taylor’s girlish smile widened, a teasing glint in her reply. “Oh, you can bet on it,” she purred, her laugh a light, mocking chime. “I’m the one and only Taylor.” All his earlier defiance—his brash vows to slouch rebelliously at the back of the church—melted the instant he laid eyes on her. She wasn’t the frumpy 45-year-old aunt he’d steeled himself for, but a youthful erotic top model, barely three months past 18, who shattered his resistance with a single glance, her bare shoulders glowing above long sleeves that framed a plunging, naked back. Unable to hold back, he lunged for a second hug, arms wrapping tight around her, desperate to feel those fresh, tantalizing curves again, her scent—jasmine and spice, sharp and exquisite—flooding his lungs as he seized this fleeting, once-in-a-lifetime shot. She pivoted to Jonathan, offering a dainty handshake, her touch a whisper of skin. “Hey, Jonathan,” she said, her voice a soft, careless breeze, leaving him with a sting of quiet envy. Nathan stood at the church entrance, chest puffed like a rooster, grinning at the parishioners trickling in, their polite nods for him dissolving into gawks at Taylor’s form—her barely-legal curves molded by the dress, a weekly siren call that lured men to the pews like moths to a flame—while Austin, his rebel streak wiped clean, now burned only to sit beside this breathtaking dish his father had somehow snagged.

“Okay, let’s get in before the ceremony starts,” Taylor declared, her tone brisk yet cheerful as she led the way, flanked by Nathan on her left and Austin, who pressed close on her right, casting quick glances to ensure Jonathan wouldn’t steal his spot beside this gorgeous nymph. They settled into a pew, Taylor at the center, Nathan on her left, Austin on her right, while Jonathan, with a quiet ache, chose the row behind her. His heart twisted—she’d only shaken his hand, a fleeting gesture that left him burning with frustration, no priority given to him despite his longing. From his vantage point, he gazed at her flawless back, the open expanse confirming she wore no bra, the rhinestone fringe swaying gently as she leaned into Nathan. His eyes traced higher, to those young, perfect shoulders—smooth, shiny, exuding a faint jasmine scent that drove him wild—then up her slender neck, a vision so intoxicating he imagined grabbing her from behind, pinning her arms to her sides, and kissing that silken skin, tasting her as she squirmed. She’d been the subject of his wet dreams for nights already, ever since their first meeting, and now she was here, untouchable yet tormenting him. “It’s so good, honey, that you brought the kids today,” she murmured to Nathan, her voice tender. “Father Joseph gives such inspiring messages—I think it’s wonderful for them to hear it, don’t you agree?” Nathan nodded, still grinning at the men craning their necks to nod at him while ogling Taylor, their envy a crown he wore with pride. He had what no one else did—a radiant, untouchable queen who bent the world to her will without even trying.

The Mass unfurled into its sacred rhythm, and from the loft above, the choir’s voices rose like a tide, rich and resonant, filling Saint Mary of the Assumption Parish with the opening strains of the “Gloria.” “Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace to people of good will…” The congregation stirred, hymnals rustling as parishioners joined the swell, their voices weaving with the choir’s in a tapestry of praise. Taylor sat poised in the pew, her striking black mini dress shimmering faintly as the rhinestone fringe caught the dim light filtering through stained glass. She clung to Nathan’s arm, her touch possessive yet tender, her delicate fingers—sheathed in sheer black lace gloves, floral roses and vines tracing their elegance—curling around his sleeve as she tilted her head toward him, her voice lifting in harmony. “We praise you, we bless you, we adore you…” she sang, her tone clear and lilting, memorized from countless Sundays, each note a thread of reverence laced with her effortless charm.

Nathan beamed beside her, his chest swelling with pride as their voices entwined, his baritone steady against her melody, a rooster crowing over his radiant hen. Men in the pews ahead twisted subtly, their nods to Nathan a thin veil for stolen glances at Taylor—her golden skin aglow, her hair cascading down her exposed back. But then she glanced to her right, eyes glinting with mischief, and caught Austin fumbling, his hymnal open to the wrong page, his lips silent, his brow furrowed in that familiar scowl of resentment. He didn’t know his left from his right in this ritual, a stranger to the church’s cadence. Still singing—“We glorify you, we give you thanks…”—Taylor reached across with fluid grace, her gloved hands a vision of delicate provocation—sheer black lace tracing floral roses and vines across her palms, an elegant shroud that hugged her skin, yet stopped just below the knuckles, leaving her fingers bare, exposed, and tantalizingly free. Those naked fingers gleamed with long acrylic nails, pale pink and white, adorned with 3D floral charms and twinkling rhinestones—a glamorous crown to her raw femininity. What was the point of these gloves if not to ignite desire, to make men hard with their whispered promise? The contrast was electric: the refined lace, soft and ornamental, against the bold vulnerability of her uncovered fingertips, each nail a tiny masterpiece that caught the light as she deftly flipped the pages of Austin’s hymnal, landing on the “Gloria” with precision. She pointed to the words, her voice unbroken, guiding him as the choir swelled, “For your great glory, Lord God, heavenly King…” Her feminine power pulsed through that touch, stirring Austin with an ache he couldn’t name, her elegance and exposure a siren’s call.

Austin blinked, startled, his defiance dissolving like mist under the spell of Taylor’s nearness—her jasmine-and-spice perfume curling around him, an invisible thread that tugged at his senses, her touch a fleeting warmth as her gloved fingers tapped the hymnal page. He joined her song, his voice a low, unsteady murmur—“O God, almighty Father…”—a reluctant tremor from the Austin who never sang, who mocked God and spurned the church, now swaying helplessly into her orbit. What a stepmother Father’s unleashed upon us, he thought, his mind reeling, gosh, this is unbelievable. His earlier resolve—to slouch in the back row, cloaked in sullen rebellion—shattered as he gravitated toward her, like every man in the pews who angled for a glimpse of her radiance, her pull an unspoken force he couldn’t resist.

When the words slipped from him again, faltering over “Lord Jesus Christ, only Begotten Son…”, her finger—nails glinting with rhinestones—traced the line with a slow, deliberate precision that felt like a caress. Then she leaned in, her arm draping across his shoulders in a swift, possessive embrace, her voice a whisper of playful torment. “You just follow the words. Easy. See here?” she murmured, her breath warm against his ear, a lilt that sliced through the hymn’s solemnity with wicked charm. The closeness of her—her golden skin brushing his, the rhinestone fringe of her dress grazing his side—sent a shiver ripping through him, electric and unstoppable. Her jeweled nails, pale pink and white, twinkling with 3D floral charms, held him spellbound; he couldn’t tear his eyes away, the hymnal a blur as those flawless fingers hypnotized him, each a tiny masterpiece mocking his focus. His cock stiffened, a shameful, relentless ache—he hated it, but he was powerless. She pulled back, her voice rising into song—“You take away the sins of the world, have mercy on us…”—her dimpled smile wide, her eyes dancing with mischief, fully aware of the chaos she’d unleashed. She pressed the hymnal closer, her gloved fingers—soft, pristine, untouched by labor—lingering as the page settled in his lap, the weight a deliberate friction that pulsed straight to his cock. She knew exactly what she was doing, Austin realized, and she reveled in it, arousing him with every calculated touch.

Jonathan, trapped in the pew behind, couldn’t peel his eyes from her, his chest a furnace of hurt and hunger—Why those gloves? That sheer black lace, woven with roses and vines, clung to her hands like a lover’s whisper, stopping just below her knuckles to leave her fingers bare, a taunting tease that clawed at him. Was she doing this to torture him, to flaunt that fingerless design as a cruel taunt after she’d claimed him days ago? She’d joined him in her bath, slipping in naked, her ungloved hands tracing his chest, then led him to her bedroom—sucking his cock with devastating skill and teaching his virgin hips how to fuck her, whispering, “All the way, just like that.” Now, watching her drape an arm across Austin’s shoulders, whispering to him, her gloved hand flipping the hymnal with those rhinestone-studded nails—pale pink and white, glittering with 3D floral charms—he unraveled. She’d tossed him aside today, a handshake his only scrap, while Austin sat beside her, basking in her touch. His cock throbbed, unbearably hard, and then it happened—he climaxed right there, a humiliating spill soaking his trousers, his body betraying him as he sat, excluded, aching with the sting of being left out. They were a unit in front of him—Taylor, Austin, Nathan—together, while he was alone, not part of them, just a shadow behind her. Yet being behind her was all he had, a bitter consolation as he imagined those lace-clad hands stroking him, the floral pattern rasping against his length, her exposed fingertips curling with command—unlike the bare hands that had once guided him. He stared at his own hands—rougher, larger, scarred from a childhood saw cut—yearning to feel hers, to squeeze that pristine softness and feel her squeeze back. Taylor, this 18-year-old vixen who’d taken his innocence and now ignored him, wielded her gloves like a weapon, her every move a calculated seduction that stoked a fire of jealousy and shame he couldn’t quench, his mind lost in church, drowning in her erotic power.

Father Joseph O’Connor ascended the pulpit, his weathered hands clutching its edges, his voice, softened by age yet thick with conviction, reverberating through the nave. “Dear brothers and sisters in Christ, today’s readings call us to reflect on the sacredness of our vows and the purity of our hearts,” he began, his stern gaze flickering toward Taylor. Her black mini dress clung to her curves, the rhinestone fringe along her bare back catching the dim light, a whisper of defiance in the sacred space. Nathan’s chest tightened, his eyes tracing her silhouette, a trophy radiating both sin and sanctity.

“Adultery is a grave sin, a betrayal of sacred vows, leading the soul astray from the path of righteousness,” Father Joseph pressed on, his tone cutting as his eyes locked onto Taylor, their intensity almost tender, a silent challenge. A flush crept up her neck, a soft rose igniting her golden skin, her lips parting in a faint, cryptic twitch—a secret only he seemed to grasp, pulsing with unspoken heat. Nathan gripped her hand, her stillness a balm, her girlish profile—so delicate, so intent—blinding him to the tension swirling beneath her poise. “It wounds the heart of the betrayed, shatters the trust of marriage, and offends the very love of God, who created us for fidelity and truth,” the priest declared, his stare unwavering, as if carving the words into her flesh. She leaned subtly toward Austin, her voice a husky whisper against his ear, “I can feel this bores you, darling—please, respect the place,” her breath a warm tease as her gloved hand slid onto his thigh, the sheer lace tracing roses and vines pressing into his trousers. She squeezed lightly, her rhinestone-studded nails glinting as he quivered beneath her touch, her naked shoulder brushing him, reigniting his intense arousal. In that moment, she held them all—Nathan, rich and oblivious beside her; Jonathan, broken and yearning behind; and now Austin, trembling under her control—her family, her submissive toys, claimed in plain sight within the church’s hallowed walls.

Jonathan, behind her, felt his breath hitch, her exposed shoulder a vision of past surrender he’d claimed—smooth, flawless, a canvas he’d devoured. He’d known her body, every curve a map etched into his memory, a forbidden terrain he’d once conquered. Her earlier handshake, a dismissive flick, left him hollow, craving her warmth, her erotic pull overwhelming. What a sinner, he thought, a wicked flame drawing every man here—priest included—ravenous to taste her. Oh, how he’d love to ravage her again, to pin her beneath him, to feel her yield as she once had—her scent, her softness, a fever that haunted him. Ever since that night, sleep had fled, his nights a restless tangle of yearning, her absence a wound that pulsed with every heartbeat, a torment he couldn’t quench.

“God’s mercy is boundless for those who repent with a contrite heart,” Father Joseph intoned, and Nathan’s gaze softened on Taylor’s upturned face—exquisite, pure, her lashes trembling as she drank in the promise of redemption. He knew her confession, her tears in that chamber with this priest, her vow to be faithful, a pillar in their little flock. Yes, she’s hot, he mused, but that’s not her fault—she’s a girl at heart, yearning to change.

“If you have strayed, if you have betrayed, come before the Lord in the Sacrament of Reconciliation,” Father Joseph urged, his eyes lingering on Taylor, her subtle lip curl a final enigma as she bowed her head. “Confess your sins, for God sees all, and His forgiveness demands true sorrow and a resolve to sin no more.”

The Mass had ended, and Father Joseph O’Connor stood outside Saint Mary’s, his cassock swaying in the breeze as he greeted the departing faithful. He approached Nathan first, his voice warm with a priestly lilt. “Oh, I see you’ve brought the extended family today,” he said, clasping Nathan’s hand briefly. But before Nathan could reply, Taylor swooped in, her presence a burst of girlish charm that stole the air. “Well, we have Nathan, my husband, here,” she said, her tone a playful trill as she reached into her purse. Her hands emerged—gloved in sheer black lace, roses and vines weaving an elegant pattern, fingerless to bare her long, rhinestone-studded nails in pale pink and white. With a coy smile, she tipped a handful of coins into Joseph’s open palm, her exposed fingers brushing deliberately across his skin, a slow, teasing graze that sent a tremor through him. His breath hitched, his balance shaken, though he fought to steady himself, coins clinking as they spilled from her seductive touch.

“And these are my brothers—” she began, gesturing to Jonathan and Austin with a giggle, but Joseph, flustered, managed, “Ohh… oh, the more the better,” his voice catching slightly. Taylor’s laughter bubbled up, bright and disarming. “No, actually, they’re his sons, so practically I’m their stepmother!” she corrected, pouring another coin into his hand, her nails grazing his palm again, a purposeful spark that left him blinking, a flush creeping up his neck. Nathan shifted, disturbed by her lingering play with the priest’s hand, yet his pride souring into unease was eclipsed by adoration—she ruled them all. “Ohh, ohh,” he stammered, then steadied, “Is this to be permanent, Mrs. Whitmore? All the boys here every Sunday?” Taylor’s smile widened, her voice ringing with unshakable confidence. “Of course,” she decreed, her tone a velvet command, then turned to Jonathan and Austin with a pointed gaze, adding, “The boys are looking forward to their Sundays in church, aren’t you?” Her words pinned them, shocking them as their hope of a onetime ordeal crumbled, now bound to every Sunday under her rule, their submission sealed before the priest. Nathan’s heart raced, her dominance the ultimate gift; he worshipped her, enthralled by her decrees, each new rule tightening her grip over him and his sons, a love that thrived on obedience. “Lovely to see such a family,” Joseph said, voice tight, clutching the coins as Taylor’s gloved fingers withdrew, her authority absolute.

Jonathan watched, smirking inwardly—This man knows I fucked her. Who else has she confessed to him? The thought coiled in his mind, sharp and insistent, as he studied Father Joseph’s flushed face, the priest’s grip on her coins a little too eager. Even the priest himself, he mused darkly, I wouldn’t rule out she fucked him too—and in the confession chamber, no less. The image flared—Taylor, her black mini dress hiked up, lace gloves brushing the wooden screen, her breathy whispers turning sacred penance into sin. Then he shook his head, a wry twist to his lips. Nah, he’s in his 70s, weathered and gray—she craves them young, her age, virile like me. Even with Daddy, she’s not doing much, just playing the queen. Her taste ran hot and reckless, he knew that firsthand, her body a wildfire that sought fresh fuel, not the embers of age. And yet, her naughtiness—its wicked sprawl across his thoughts—set him ablaze. It turned him on, that delicious edge of her sin, one more thing to fuel his nights of fevered masturbation ever since their encounter, her memory a relentless pulse he couldn’t escape.

Sunday 3 p.m. Taylor and Nathan’s residence—bedroom

Taylor stood before the mirror, a vision in a silk white camisole that draped her upper body like a whisper, its hem grazing her hips, leaving the rest of her bare. Her legs stood astride, brazenly naked beneath, as she smoothed body lotion over her skin—fingers gliding across her thighs, then kneading the creamy sheen into her ripe, glistening ass cheeks with slow, deliberate strokes. The air hummed with the faint scent of vanilla and her own warmth, her movements a quiet dance of self-possession. Nathan lay sprawled on the bed, phone in hand, pretending to browse, but his eyes devoured her boldness, her shameless grace. This woman unraveled him—her eroticism a pulse that thrummed in his veins. He shifted to the edge of the bed, drawn to her like a moth to flame, hands reaching to fondle those lush curves, palms cupping her ass as he leaned in, lips pressing fervent kisses to her skin. “You’re driving me obsessed, Taylor—wow, I’m obsessed,” he rasped, his erection straining against his briefs, a taut, aching plea. “I can no longer—”

“What did I do now?” she asked, her voice a lilting tease, innocent yet knowing, as she tilted her head to comb her hair—long strands spilling to the left, a knot snagging with a soft “Ouch!” She brushed it free, the motion fluid, her body a symphony of casual allure. “God, you’re so pretty—did you know that?” Nathan murmured, entranced. “No,” she laughed, a bright, girlish sound, as a tiny pair of panties slipped from her hand to the rug below. “Help me into those, please,” she said, and he knelt instantly, a supplicant at her altar. His hands trembled as he lifted her legs—one, then the other—sliding the delicate fabric up her thighs, securing it around the perfect swell of her ass, his lips trailing a worshipful kiss across her taut tummy. She rested a hand on his head, fingers threading through his hair in a tender caress, her touch both command and reward. “There’s something I want to tell you,” she said, her tone shifting to a gentle gravity as she climbed onto the bed. Leaning back against the frame, she patted the spot beside her, summoning him with a quiet, regal gesture to sit, her presence an unspoken decree he couldn’t resist.

Taylor’s voice softened, a weight behind her words. “I needed to get it off my chest.” Nathan straightened, ears pricking, his breath catching—here it was, the confession he’d dreaded yet craved. She paused, her gaze locking onto his, ensuring his full attention, a silent command in her stillness. Then, with a breath, she said, “When you went to Germany, I had a little… how shall I say, a bit of a sexual encounter.” A small silence stretched between them, thick with unspoken truths. “What do you mean, did you have sex?” Nathan’s voice trembled, teetering on the edge of shock. “Yes,” she replied, simple and stark, the word a blade that cleaved his world.

Nathan reeled, the reality crashing over him—so it had happened, and now she was confessing it, her voice making it real. “What do you mean, how did you arrive at such a situation?” he pressed, clinging to the unraveling thread. “Well, we were playing strip poker, and I lost,” she said, her tone casual yet edged with memory. Nathan feigned ignorance, masking the surveillance he’d seen. “Okay, so you lost, but what does it—” She raised her hand, her face hardening, a serious line cutting through her girlishness. “Well, I wouldn’t strip, not in front of them.” Nathan’s mind spun, a storm of questions clawing at him. “Okay, but then what?” “So I promised to show him my naked body, but not in front of all of them.” “Him you mean?” “Wait, and we went to the bathroom. I remember that night—you called like seven times, and I felt like you were choking me with your obsession.”

“And?” Nathan urged, his voice tight, desperate. “And then… well, I have a blackout now.” “Taylor, please, I’m okay, just tell me what happened,” he pleaded, his heart pounding. She sighed, her gaze distant. “He lifted my dress—I don’t know how it was so easy for him, he was so good at that.” “What do you mean, so good?” Nathan’s voice cracked, curiosity and dread entwining. “Well, I became so small next to him,” she said, her tone softening, “and he treated me like a little girl, said, ‘Lift your hands up for me,’ and then he lifted the dress above my hands and threw it aside. And there I was, totally exposed to him, completely vulnerable—so easily he stripped me like that.” Nathan felt his cock stir, rising against his will, her words painting a vivid scene—her girly charm yielding to Nick’s effortless command, her body bared in a breath. “And you were attracted to him?” he asked, voice hoarse. “The truth, Nathan?” She met his eyes, unflinching. “Y… yes.”

He implored, “But honey, Taylor, you’re married—I’m your husband,” his plea a fragile shield against the heat flooding him. “I know you are my husband, and yet you haven’t made love to me for days,” she said, her voice a soft barb, edged with truth. “I haven’t? I wanted to so much—” he stammered, caught off guard. “Yes, but I mean making love to me, not my feet—you know what I mean?” she pressed, her tone sharp yet teasing. “Yes,” he murmured, realization dawning; he’d been too passive, too worshipful, and now he saw he needed to claim her more boldly. “So, okay, he took off your dress—then what?” “And then,” she said, pausing, “well, and then we did all sorts of things.” “Yes, but that’s what I’m asking—what were you doing?” “We did things I don’t think I should share with you.” That statement struck him like a cold jolt, surging through his bloodstream, only to morph a minute later into a ravaging hard-on—his cock so rigid, so unyielding, like polished wood that refused to relent, pulsing with a primal ache.

She noticed, her gaze flickering to his straining boxers, then lifting to meet his eyes, cool and detached. “And that’s it,” she said, a wall in her voice. “But Taylor, please, I’m begging you—I’m your husband, tell me what happened,” he pleaded, desperation cracking his tone. She stayed cold. “Well, if you want to annoy me, then keep asking and poking.” “No, of course not, of course not,” he retreated, chastened. She pressed on, her voice firm, “Because I’m not here to fulfill your curiosity and give you more fuel to feed your masturbations.” Nathan winced, hurt slicing through him, yet her power—mesmerizing, unassailable—held him captive. A long silence stretched between them, heavy and taut, until she spoke again, her tone softer, reflective. “You know, after he took off my dress, I felt so naked in front of him.” Nathan’s breath hitched, arousal spiking; he teetered on the edge of climax, the fabric of his boxers a torment, amplifying the pressure until he couldn’t bear it. With a shaky hand, he slid them down to his thighs, his erection springing free as she watched, her expression faintly disengaged.

“What are you doing?” she asked, her voice flat, almost bored. “I’m just… it’s the pressure, the sexual pressure,” he gasped, breathing hard. “If I leave this on, I’ll cream in my boxers.” “Okay,” she said, disinterested, a queen dismissing a petitioner. “And so you were saying you felt very small?” “Ah, yes,” she continued, her gaze drifting, “I felt small and so naked against him. And then he raised my hands like this above my head and pinned them to the wall.” She bit her lip as she spoke, a flicker of memory tightening her features. “Even if I wanted to be released, I couldn’t.” “Ohhh God,” Nathan groaned, “I can just imagine—please, don’t continue, it’s too much for me.” His breaths came ragged, her words igniting him as she wiggled her feet on the mattress before him, a casual taunt that pushed him perilously close to the edge.

She took a long, lingering look at him, her body still reclined against the bed frame, a silken silhouette of poise and power, while he crouched before her, boxers pooled at his thighs, grappling for composure. His gaze dropped to his relentless wooden cock, throbbing unyieldingly, a traitor to his will. When he raised his head, he met her eyes—childish, girlish, angelic—studying him with a quiet intensity that pierced through his panting haze. “You know, this thing was sitting in my heart,” she said, her voice soft yet weighted, “I felt terrible about it.” He inched toward her, crawling a step closer, drawn by her intoxicating pull, but she lifted her leg with graceful command, pressing her bare foot against his forehead, nudging him back. “Wait, let me finish a sentence,” she said, her tone firm, her sexiness and beauty an inescapable spell that held him rapt. She paused, keeping him there, suspended in her gaze.

“So, as I said, I felt terrible about that,” she continued, “but now, seeing you so hard because of this, I start questioning my guilt.” Her words hung, deliberate, as she tilted her head. “I actually start to understand that I’m married to a pervert.” “No, no, you don’t understand,” he gasped, chest heaving, “it hurts me so much—I’m afraid to lose you, but then again—” She leaned forward, swift and tender, pressing her little finger to his lips. “Sssh, let me finish,” she hushed, her face hardening with resolve. “Yes, yes, Mistress,” he murmured, yielding instantly. She continued, her expression grave, “And so I asked God for forgiveness, and now I’m asking you.” Nathan blinked, her language a foreign tide washing over him. “Asking for… for my forgiveness? I mean, look at me—do I look like the authority? The man who can say anything here?”

A pause thickened the air, her face solemn, unyielding. “I asked for your forgiveness,” she repeated, her voice trembling as she wiped a tear from her cheek, twitching delicately to preserve her eyeliner, a fragile shield against her unraveling. “But of course I forgive you—what a question, of course,” he said, his voice breaking with earnest relief. She pressed on, “So then rest assured, I will never do such a thing to you ever, so help me God,” her words a vow as tears flooded her face, glistening trails of raw emotion. “I love you, Nathan—don’t you get it?” He surged forward, pressing against her raised shin, his hands trembling. “I love you so much—it’s beyond me,” he breathed, “and I wish I could wipe those tears; it’s killing me when you cry.”

“I want to apologize too, my beautiful princess,” he said, his voice thick with remorse. “I am so sorry—really, from the bottom of my heart—that I treated you in such a way that you had to go and do it with others.” She looked at him through her tears, lashes glistening, her girlish curiosity peeking through the sheen. “Like what?” she asked, her tone a tender lilt, innocent yet probing. “Like that I called you obsessively—seven times during the day, seven more in the evening when you had sex with him.” He lifted his gaze, her shin a delicate yet unyielding barrier between them. “I am very, very sorry,” he said, lowering himself to the bed, prostrating before her beautiful foot, its arch a silent sentinel. “I’m asking for your mercy, and I’m promising I’ll never do it again.” As the words spilled out, a bitter tide rose in his mind—how humiliating it was that she’d cheated, yet he was the one begging, his plea tipping the power balance until she could crown him ‘cuckold’ with a smirk and a flick of her wrist.

He looked up, eyes pleading, and caught it—a smirk she tried to veil, a fleeting curl of her lips that betrayed her thrill. She felt it too, this rush of dominion, and it pulsed between them, electric and unspoken. Surely she was wet, he thought, aroused by how effortlessly she’d reduced her husband to this groveling servitude—no cane, no ropes, no raised voice needed. Her beauty alone—radiant, innate, a gift she wielded without strain—had bent him to her will. “I forgive you,” she said, and laughter spilled from her, bright and unrestrained, her head turning aside as if to shield him from its edge. But he saw it, felt the sting—her mirth a blade that cut deeper than her tears, wounding him even as it crowned her queen.

“Thank you, Ma’am, for forgiving this utter slave,” he said, his voice a low, trembling offering. Taylor giggled, a sound both womanly and childlike, her maturity laced with playful innocence, and lifted his chin with her bare foot, the soft arch pressing against his skin as she tilted his face up to meet her gaze. “Wow, those theatrics again,” she teased, her laughter a velvet whip, then slapped his cheek lightly with her foot, a playful tap that sent a shiver through him as she giggled again. “What am I going to do with you?” Nathan seized the moment, her giggle a crack in her armor. “Now, if I may ask, who did you have sex with?” She giggled once more, slapping his face with her foot again, harder this time, her tone light yet unyielding. “I’ve decided I’m not going to share that piece of information with you.” The humiliation seared him, a delicious flame licking through his veins, enveloping him—his cock, pressed against the mattress, throbbed, surely spilling pre-cum into the sheets, a shameful testament to her power. He pressed further, craving the sting. “But why? What’s the reason?” Another slap from her foot landed on his cheek, a teasing rhythm to her game, as she said, “Because I don’t feel like it,” her casual dismissal a spark that nearly tipped him over the edge, his body trembling with the urge to cum right there, tortured by the card she held—the truth he knew but couldn’t voice—while her playful slaps mocked his desperation.

He lifted himself from the mattress, crawling toward her, the weight of sin and forgiveness dissolving into raw need. He could no longer endure this dance—he wanted to fuck her, to devour her body as she’d once allowed before their vows, a hunger too long starved, her sexiness a torment too prolonged. He slid between her legs, his face inches from hers, her beauty a radiant taunt. “So, did he wear a condom?” “No,” she said, flat and unapologetic—a punch to his gut. “Oh my God,” Nathan rasped, clearing his throat, clawing for composure. “Please be honest—was it good? Did you enjoy it?” Taylor paused, her voice softening. “I don’t want to hurt your feelings, Nathan.” He kissed her cheeks, desperate, as she remained passive. “And this was the only time you had sex?” “Maybe,” she replied, her vagueness a lash that frustrated him. “Come on, Taylor.” “Well, we did it a few times before,” she admitted. “During our marriage, you mean?” he asked, voice tight. “Yes, during our marriage,” she said coolly, then added with a tilt of her head, “We’re not counting the men I slept with before we wed, are we, Nathan?”

Nathan’s kisses persisted, uncontrolled, as he said, “Well, it must have been good if you did it with him several times.” “Yeah, I wanted to see his body,” she confessed, her voice a quiet blade. “And did you like his body?” “I said I don’t want to hurt your feelings, but yes.” Another gut punch, sharp and deep. Nathan burned to ask if the man’s cock was bigger than his, the question clawing at his throat, but fear of another blow silenced him. He was certain it was—such a woman, radiant and untamed, wouldn’t settle for less, her allure a magnet for the potent, the bold.

Taylor gauged his state, her eyes tracing his frayed edges, then yawned delicately. “I’m so happy I got this off my heart—you have no idea what a burden it was,” she said, her voice a soft exhale of relief. Nathan’s pulse raced, his hands poised to pull her down from her seated perch and take her, to reclaim her heat—when she murmured, “I’m going to sleep now, okay, baby?” With that, she stretched out on her tummy, hugging the pillow, her silk camisole riding up to bare the curve of her ass. “I like Sunday noons when we can sleep—you know what I mean?” she asked, her tone drowsy, but he teetered on the brink, utterly consumed, passion fraying his nerves. This whole confession, her cheating laid bare, and still no sex? “But, but I want to make love to you,” he said, phrasing it gently, though in truth he ached to ravage her, to consume her body as he once had, to know her again. “No, Nathan, that’s inappropriate,” she replied, her voice firm, unyielding.

Frustration clawed at him, raw and relentless. “But please, so I’ll come on your feet, okay?” “No, Nathan, no,” she refused, even that denied. With the other man—Nick, he knew—she’d parted her legs, let him fuck her to a standstill, an alpha claiming her with primal ease, no talk of feelings, just taking and leaving. And here Nathan was, groveling, apologizing for her infidelity, left with blue balls as she drifted to sleep. Then her voice cut through, soft but relenting. “Okay, okay, you can do it on my hand.” She flipped her hand onto the mattress, palm up, eyes half-closed in slumber. “Okay, okay, thank you, Mistress, thank you so much,” he gasped, flinging his boxers to the floor. He positioned himself, trembling, and carefully rested his throbbing cock in her palm. She giggled faintly, her fingers closing around him, and he thrust—helpless, consumed, desperate—fucking her hand once, twice, thrice. Release crashed over him, a roaring, intense flood, spilling like an inexperienced boy’s first rush, his body shuddering with the force of it.

Spent, he collapsed beside her, his breath a ragged echo, not daring to breach the sacred boundary of her frame—her body a temple he’d worshipped yet never tamed. Her giggles bubbled up, a soft, mischievous ripple, and she turned, sliding into his arms with a possessive ease, her lips grazing his in a playful kiss as she smeared her cum-slick hand across his back—a fleeting claim. “Taylor,” he murmured, voice light now, teasing, “what did you just do?” She giggled, her tone a girlish taunt, “What? I just wiped my hand—what’s wrong with that?” He didn’t care then; she was in his embrace—small, cute, intoxicating—and they drifted toward sleep, side by side, face to face on the vast mattress, their breaths tangling in the Sunday afternoon hush.

But as her eyes fluttered shut, a shadow crept into Nathan’s mind. He gazed at her, her beauty serene yet unreadable, and a silent plea rose to God—Did she mean it? Will she truly stop sleeping around? How could he close on her, cage her wildness, ensure she wouldn’t stray again? Would he be forced to hire detectives forever, shadowing her every step till the end of his days? The arousal had ebbed, logic seeping back, cold and clear, and nine words crystallized in his thoughts, a quiet, damning whisper—She did it once—she will do it again.

To be continued.

Do You Want to Know What Happens Next?

Can you truly believe Taylor has stayed loyal to Nathan? With her international-level beauty—a stunning allure that turns every head—and a personality that captivates without effort, do you think fidelity is in her future? Or will she master the art of bending her husband to her will, transforming Nathan into a devoted errand boy, a cuckold bound in a chastity device, forever at her mercy? The answers lie just beyond the page, waiting to unravel in the next thrilling chapter of their descent. Dive into Femdom Claimed, Book 2 of the Downward Spiral series, to find out.






A Taste of What Awaits You in book 2 - Femdom Claimed

“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 clumsy hand, a few drops staining the tablecloth. “A toast, Nathan—to your intimacy, to your wife’s desires,” she said, her smile mischievous as she raised her glass. Nathan hesitated, then clinked his glass against hers, his expression grim. “He’s not threatening your marriage, dear,” Tatiana continued, her tone reassuring. “But he’s touching my wife so brazenly—right before my eyes—and I’m powerless to stop it,” Nathan said, his voice trembling with helplessness.

“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.
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Do you want to see what happens next? Don’t wait—order Femdom Claimed now and see exactly who is claimed and now.

Click here to continue the journey:
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Click the cover to pre-order Femdom Claimed on Amazon now!

Thank You for Reading

I hope you enjoyed this journey as much as I loved crafting it. Each character, each scene, and every emotion has been meticulously woven to make you feel, connect, and immerse yourself in the narrative.

Your Feedback Matters

If this tale resonated with you, or even if it didn't, please consider leaving an honest review. Your insights will help others discover this story and enjoy it as much as you did.

Review on Amazon!



Did You Spot a Mistake?

If you happen to find a typo, mistake, or have suggestions on how to enhance specific scenes, I'd be grateful to hear from you directly. Please email me at

elarastone@zohomail.com. Your constructive feedback is invaluable.

Join my Tribe

Sign up to receive email alerts about new books, a quarterly newsletter, and the opportunity to read my books for free by joining my ARC (Advance Reader Copy) team.

Join my tribe here.

Begging for a Bonus Chapter?

Did Femdom Infatuation ignite your imagination and leave you craving just a little more? For those who can’t resist, I have an exclusive treat — a bonus chapter filled with raw passion, unrelenting dominance, and Taylor’s unmatched allure.

This special chapter is available only to those who are ready to join my tribe.

To claim your bonus chapter, simply click here and include this exact phrase in your message:

"You haunt my dreams, Ma'am. Please, Ma’am, I am begging you. Could you send me the Femdom Infatuation bonus chapter?"

Remember, precision is key. Deviate from this phrase, and your request will be ignored.

Don’t let this chance slip through your fingers. Join my tribe now and indulge in the next unforgettable chapter of Femdom Infatuation.
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Buy on Amazon

Book 2, ‘Department Femdom’: Continue from where Isabella, now a group manager overseeing 60 employees, nearly ensnares Maxwell, her direct supervisor. The book tracks her ascent and her intricate relationships not only with Maxwell but also with his superior, Walter, and others. Her commanding aura and strategic acumen, combined with her imposing physical presence, make her a formidable force. The interactions reveal her mastery in dominance and emotional manipulation, showcasing a complex character that balances compassion with ruthlessness. 

Buy on Amazon

Book 3, ‘Divisional Femdom’: Starts with Isabella already a director at Vortex, commanding 250 employees. Yet, she aspires for more, aiming for the highest echelons of corporate power. With at least four additional dominant women, some friends and some foes, prepare for the ride of your life as no man can avoid falling to his knees in her presence. 

Buy on Amazon

Book 4, ‘Corporate Femdom’: Begins with Isabella holding a managerial position in R&D, overseeing 3,000 individuals in her early 30s. She plucks Ethan, a project manager from the lower ranks of Vortex, using him for her amusement and ambitions. 

Buy on Amazon

The 'Isabella' series is not merely about corporate ascension; it is a rich narrative that explores psychological depth, sensuality, and the power dynamics within a high-stakes corporate environment. Each book is a tribute to Isabella's indomitable spirit, her ability to command respect, and the profound influence she wields over those fortunate enough to cross her path. 

You can buy all the series in one discounted box set 

Buy on Amazon


The Francesca Series

Thomas Reed, a 32-year-old shy and unnoticed cleaner at his brother’s casino, dreams of escape from his mundane life. Opposite him stands Francesca Rossi, the ruthless 32-year-old head of the Italian Mafia, known for her beauty and feared for her iron-fisted control. She indulges in sadistic pleasures, breaking and commanding the men under her rule. When Francesca, surrounded by eager followers, inexplicably chooses Thomas, it sets the stage for a dramatic unraveling of power, desire, and liberation. Discover why Francesca singles out the unassuming Thomas in this intense narrative. 

Book 1, 'Las Vegas Femdom': In this book Thomas is being abducted. By whom? Why? Who comes to his rescue? I shall leave it to the reader to find out. 

Buy on Amazon

Book 2, ‘Dubai Femdom’: This book is considered as Thomas redemption. Redemption in what sense? Who participate in this? 

Buy on Amazon

No matter who you are and what you are doing for a living, these books shall trigger uncontrolled arousal. It’s inevitable. 


The Beatrice Series

Beatrice Sterling commands a world where dominance meets psychological depth, reshaping the lives of those drawn to her. Known for her beauty and formidable control, she captivates and transforms the men who enter her orbit. Beatrice isn’t simply a dominant woman; she’s a masterful manipulator of the human psyche, using her keen insight to unlock her submissives’ deepest desires and fears.

Book 1, Femdom Therapy: David Townsend’s dull life spirals into obsession the moment he sees his new neighbor, Beatrice. Her commanding presence awakens in him a yearning that goes beyond admiration, pulling him into her world of female-led power.
Buy on Amazon

Book 2, Femdom Obsession: Jasper’s life takes a dark turn when his urge to stalk Beatrice leads him to become her ‘pet.’ Under Beatrice’s control, he discovers that her dominance goes far deeper than her striking looks, forcing him to confront his own submissive nature.
Buy on Amazon

Book 3, Femdom Plucked: Months have passed since David first crossed the street and surrendered to Beatrice’s rule. Now locked in chastity and bound by ritualized servitude, he finds his days consumed by longing and his nights haunted by dreams he can’t control. Beatrice hasn’t just taken his release—she’s taken his sense of self, and David finds he doesn’t miss it. This is a story of what happens when submission becomes obsession, and when a man’s need for approval turns into a beautiful, unbearable torment.
Buy on Amazon

No matter who you are or what you do, these books will pull you in and keep you under Beatrice's spell—resistance is futile.


The Femdom Marriage Series

Discover the transformative journey of Raymond and Juliet Ashford as their mundane, crumbling marriage evolves into a complex tapestry of power, submission, and self-discovery, guided by the enigmatic and seductive Beatrice Sterling. This series dives into the psyche of control and surrender, peeling back the layers of human relationships.

Book 1: Femdom Marriage 1: Raymond and Juliet's loveless marriage takes an unexpected turn when they meet Beatrice Sterling, a therapist with a deep understanding of male submission. Under her guidance, Juliet embraces her dominant nature while Raymond is forced to confront his suppressed desires. As Juliet takes control, their marriage transforms in ways neither could have anticipated.
Buy on Amazon

Book 2: Femdom Marriage 2: Raymond’s submission deepens as Juliet grows more commanding. Beatrice continues to orchestrate their transformation, introducing new layers of humiliation and devotion. With every task and punishment, Raymond finds himself torn between rebellion and surrender. Will Juliet’s newfound dominance bring them closer or tear them apart?
Buy on Amazon

Book 3: Femdom Marriage 3: Raymond’s world is shattered further when a new force, Madame Celeste, steps in to enforce the rules of their marriage. As Juliet's hunger for control grows insatiable, Raymond must navigate a web of power and vulnerability. The stakes are higher, the punishments harsher, and the line between love and domination blurs in this thrilling conclusion.
Buy on Amazon

Step into a world where power dynamics redefine marriage, and resistance is futile. Each book in this series offers a provocative exploration of dominance, submission, and the emotional complexities of relationships. Are you ready to embrace the thrill?
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Elara Stone crafts tales that resonate with those who crave raw emotional intensity and deep character development. Dive deep, feel, and surrender to the myriad emotions her stories evoke.
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