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Dedication

"But I tell you that anyone who looks at a woman lustfully has already committed adultery with her in his heart. If your right eye causes you to stumble, gouge it out and throw it away. It is better for you to lose one part of your body than for your whole body to be thrown into stranger."

Matthew 5:25-28 

To all the husbands who believed they could taste the forbidden fruit and still keep their souls, who knelt at beauty’s altar thinking the offering would be returned, who surrendered house, honour, and heart to two goddesses only to discover the altar drinks deeper than they ever imagined— this story is your mirror and your warning. Love may begin as worship, but it ends in chains. Some fires do not warm; they consume. Heed the warning, or learn, as Nathan did, that the lowest place of all is the one you begged to occupy.

With fierce affection and solemn truth,
Love, Elara xxx
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Deprived

4:00 p.m., Taylor (& Nathan)’s Demolished Mansion

Nathan Whitmore stood at the edge of the world, watching his life disappear into dust.

Where his mansion once existed—a symbol he had carved out of ambition and years of calculated risk—there was now only violence masquerading as work. Bulldozers snarled and lunged with cold purpose, their hydraulic jaws ripping through brick and timber like predators tearing flesh. Every crashing wall sent a tremor through the earth and through him. Memories—birthday candles, holiday dinners, heated business calls that turned into victory celebrations—were being pulverized into a choking brown storm.

He tried to move, but his body had hardened to stone. His fingers were numb. His blood felt cold in his veins. Some primitive part of him understood the truth before his mind could bear it: everything familiar is gone.

His house was not just a structure. It was the last living proof that a man named Nathan Whitmore had ever mattered, that he had built something solid enough to hand down to his sons, something that carried his name and his honour. And now it was being murdered in front of him, in broad daylight, while he stood powerless to stop it.

His pool—his sanctuary, his morning ritual for over a decade—was a jagged pit filled with broken tile and dust. A backhoe scooped what remained of the marble edge, tossing it aside with mechanical indifference. The outdoor kitchen where he toasted both sons’ graduations. The cedar wine cellar where he stored the good vintages waiting for his future grandchildren. The master bedroom where he once believed Taylor whispered love more than power. Gone. All gone.

Even the safe was visible now—its pale steel corner jutting from a mountain of rubble like a cruel joke. Cash. Contracts. His father’s cufflinks. The last tangible links to the man he used to be. Soon to be landfill.

Beneath the panic, a colder thought slid in like a blade: This didn’t happen to me. She did this to me.

He swallowed hard. Anger tried to rise—at Rich, at Tatiana, at Taylor—but it never made it to the surface. The shock was too numbing, too total. He could barely breathe. His thoughts dissolved into static. What will I wear tomorrow?
Where do I sleep?
How do I show up to work like this?

He was a millionaire whose pockets suddenly felt empty.

He stumbled toward a foreman—orange vest, bleached hard hat, clipboard gripped like a shield. Nathan’s voice cracked against the roar of machinery.

“Stop! Please—stop! My things are still inside! Everything I own is in there!”

The man turned, brows pulling together as though puzzled by Nathan’s existence. His stare wasn’t cruel—just blank. As if Nathan were a ghost yelling at the living.

“I can’t—there’s cash, computers, my—my life—” Nathan grabbed his arm, desperation shaking his voice.

The foreman didn’t touch Nathan’s hand. He simply reached inside his vest, unfolded a single sheet of heavy cream paper, and tilted it just enough for Nathan to glimpse the elegant signature at the bottom:

Tatiana Carter

Beneath it, in smaller, colder letters: Proceed as planned.

As another wall caved in with a shattering groan, a fresh blast of dust engulfed them. Nathan staggered back, coughing, tears streaming from raw eyes. When he finally blinked the world into focus again…

His home no longer existed.

Only raw earth and broken beams.
Only noise and dust.
Only absence.

The ground still shook from demolition, but a new vibration crept into the scene—smooth, low, almost luxurious. A long shadow slid over his shoes. Nathan turned, wiping grit from his face.

A black limousine.

Sleek. Silent. Out of place among steel and rubble. It idled on the ruin of his driveway like a cat stretching in the sun. The windows were so deeply tinted they reflected his ruined expression back at him—small, hollow-eyed, dust-covered.

Then the rear window lowered with a soft, expensive sigh, smooth as silk in the dust-choked air.

And it was Tatiana Carter.

No—before he even registered her face, his eyes betrayed him.
The first thing he saw was the impossible expanse of her breasts.

They were right there—fleshy, shining, barely contained in a black latex halter veined with streaks of white like cracked marble. The plunge was criminal, obscene—so low it looked surgically precise, designed to expose and taunt. A faint sheen glistened along the soft inner slopes of her cleavage, sweat or lotion or both, catching the sun like oil on water. He saw too much. Way too much. He saw enough that the mind filled in what the latex barely didn’t show.

He blinked. Looked away. Looked back. And still—there they were.
They dominated the window.

The latex clung to her with erotic aggression, defying good taste, defying gravity, defying mercy. For a moment—a horrible, humiliating moment—he found himself asking: Can she really be showing that much? Are those... are her nipples visible?
It was vulgar.
It was calculated.
It was cruel.

And then her face. That smile. The red mouth curving in a half-smirk that saw everything. Auburn hair spilling over one shoulder. Diamonds at her ears catching the dust-filtered light. A flute of champagne resting lazily in her hand.

“Hello, Nathan,” she said, as if this were a cocktail hour and not the demolition of his life.

He couldn’t speak at first. His throat was raw with dust. But also—shame. A flash of arousal had cracked through the wall of his grief, and it made him want to vomit.
“Hello?” he croaked. It came out thin and broken.

Tatiana tilted her head, smiling wider. “Are we no longer friends, sweetheart?”

He couldn’t answer. The words caught. He looked down, not at her chest—never again at her chest—and then up, trying to find a spot on her forehead, or maybe the skyline behind her. Anything that wouldn’t drag him back into those swollen, shimmering, weaponized breasts.

She had seen him look.
And she knew.
And now he was caught. Again.

The machines behind him were still tearing through his past like wolves, but it felt like the real violence was inside the limo.

“Of course we’re friends,” he said hoarsely. “But can’t you see what they’re doing?”

“I can’t hear you, darling,” she called out lightly. “Come inside. We’ll talk.”

He hesitated. The limo felt like a trap lined with perfume and latex. A black sarcophagus upholstered in butter-soft leather. His instincts screamed no.

But when he looked at her again—those eyes, that expression of effortless superiority—he was already moving.
Of course he was.
He always did what she wanted.

He circled the long hood and stepped into the car. The door shut behind him with a soft, final click.

Inside, the scent hit him like memory and sin. Leather, orchids, faint champagne, and something musky he could never name but always associated with her. The demolition sounds were muted now, like war behind glass.

He didn’t look at her. He couldn’t. Not after that first betrayal of his gaze. He fixed his eyes on the seat in front of him, on the chilled metal trim, on his own dusty hands.

Tatiana watched him, eyes glittering.

“Why so tense, sweetheart?”

“They didn’t wait,” Nathan burst out. “You said Tuesday. I thought Tuesday onward. I didn’t pack. Everything—cash, computers, clothes, my whole damn life—is under those heaps now. I begged the site manager to stop. He looked at me like I was air.”

Tatiana said nothing at first. Just a stillness in her eyes—something tightening. Something listening.

Then she turned her head slightly and tapped the intercom. “Bring me Roberto,” she said, her voice even.

The driver was already moving. Through the dust-blurred glass, Nathan watched him approach the foreman—the same one who had dismissed him—and lean in with a murmur. Roberto turned, startled. He removed his hard hat as if by instinct, then quickened his pace toward the limousine.

The rear window lowered halfway.

“Ma’am,” he said, stopping just outside, voice rough with dust and nerves.

Tatiana didn’t even glance at him. “Shut the engines down. All of them. Now.”

Roberto hesitated for half a second—then ran.

Within moments the demolition began to die, one monstrous scream at a time. The excavators fell silent. The bulldozers rumbled into stillness. And then, nothing.

A silence so thick Nathan could hear the wind sigh through skeletal beams. Far off, metal creaked. Dust settled in slow, lazy spirals.

Tatiana turned her head with languid grace. “That’s better,” she murmured, voice low and smooth as poured cream. “Now we can have a civilised conversation without shouting over the savagery.”

She let the silence hang just long enough for discomfort to bloom, then added softly, “Wouldn’t you agree?”

“Yes, of course, Ma’am,” Roberto answered at once, eyes lowered, the weathered foreman who had ignored Nathan only minutes earlier now meek as a scolded schoolboy. The entire crew stood frozen in the dust, gazing at the limousine in open awe, waiting for her next word as though it were law.

Tatiana regarded Roberto (really regarded him), and the temperature inside the car seemed to plummet several degrees.

“There were items inside that house,” she said, each syllable measured and velvet-wrapped. “Cash. Computers. Clothing. Sentimental things. And this gentleman (my guest) was standing on your site, begging you to stop because his entire life was still buried beneath your machines.”

Roberto’s face flushed crimson. He dropped his gaze to the gravel. “Ma’am… I—I thought the property had been cleared—”

It was then, in the reflection of the smoked-glass partition, that Nathan caught it: the faintest, most private smirk curling at the corner of Tatiana’s crimson mouth. She was scolding the foreman with perfect maternal calm, yet that tiny curve of her lips betrayed everything. She had orchestrated the entire disaster. She was delighted.

“Did you look?” she asked, voice still soft, almost kind.

“I—no, Ma’am, but we were told—”

“You assumed,” she cut in, the words silk over sharpened steel. “Like a machine. Like a dull, mindless claw that crushes whatever it is aimed at.”

Another flicker of that secret, involuntary smile (gone in an instant, yet it seared itself into Nathan’s mind). He felt the pleasure radiating from her, warm and unmistakably sexual. She was aroused (deeply, quietly aroused) by the knowledge that she had left him stripped bare, homeless, utterly vulnerable. The same woman who once bent him over her knee for old-fashioned, tear-soaked spankings had now, with one elegant fingertip, erased every material trace of his life. He hated her for it. He hated himself more for the instant, helpless rush of blood to his cock. She was pure sadist, and his body was answering her with shameless gratitude. It made no sense, and it made perfect, terrifying sense.

Tatiana’s eyes never left Roberto, but Nathan knew (beyond any doubt) that she felt his reaction, tasted it, savoured it like fine wine.

What came next shocked Nathan so deeply that, for one dizzy second, he almost convinced himself he had imagined the whole thing.

“What are you, Roberto?” Tatiana asked, voice soft as a lullaby. “A robot? Or a man?”

Roberto shifted, mortified. “I—I’m sorry, Ma’am. I didn’t mean—”

“No,” she interrupted, gentle and merciless. “You didn’t think. That’s the problem.”

She let the silence stretch until it hurt.

“You’ve been working under our umbrella for how long?”

“Three years, Ma’am.”

“Three years,” she echoed, and this time the sadistic little laugh was unmistakable, a low, private ripple of delight that danced across her lips before she smoothed it away. It was unmistakable: she was drunk on her own power. “And in all that time you never once thought to understand who we really are? You buried a man’s entire life in dust and didn’t even pause.”

Roberto’s face went scarlet. “I can fix it, I swear, just—”

Tatiana lifted one manicured finger. The gesture was tiny, almost tender. It stopped him colder than any shout ever could.

“No. You won’t,” Tatiana said, the words falling like polished stone. “You are fired. As of this moment.”

Roberto’s mouth opened, closed, opened again. Shock drained the colour from his weathered face.

“Ma’am, please—”

The plea died the instant he met her eyes. That look, cool, faintly amused, unmistakably triumphant, was all it took. Roberto dropped to his knees in the gravel right beside the open window, hands clasped in desperate supplication. It was his livelihood, his crew’s livelihood, everything. His men stood frozen behind him, witnessing their boss grovel in the dust, yet he no longer cared.

Tatiana regarded him with serene indifference, but Nathan saw it clearly now: the faint flush rising along her throat, the subtle quickening of her breath, the way her tongue touched the corner of her lower lip for the briefest second. She was aroused. Deeply, unmistakably aroused by the sight of a grown man on his knees begging while she destroyed him with a whisper.

This woman, the same woman who had just held Nathan like a frightened child, had a vein of pure, exquisite cruelty running straight through her heart.

“I don’t want to hear another word,” she said, almost kindly. “I don’t want to see your face again. You and your entire crew, off this property.”

Her hand lifted, one elegant flick of dismissal, delicate and final as the closing of a fan.

Roberto stayed on his knees, mouth working soundlessly. No one spoke as the window rose with a whisper, sealing them back into the perfumed cocoon of the limousine.

Tatiana tapped the glass partition once with a lacquered nail. A single beat of silence. Then the limousine eased forward, tyres crunching softly over broken stone. In the tinted rear window the mountain of Nathan’s past shrank with every foot, until it was nothing more than a brown dust against the sky.

Inside, only the low purr of the engine, the whisper of air vents, and the delicate click as Tatiana set her empty flute back into its crystal holder.

Nathan stared at her, stunned. She was radiant, cruel, untouchable. He felt the truth settle in his bones: she had allowed this. She had watched his life crushed to powder and felt it as pleasure (deep, sexual pleasure). The knowledge should have broken him. Instead blood surged south so violently he had to shift in the seat to hide the sudden, shameful ridge in his trousers. Wow… what a woman, he thought, half-horrified, half-worshipping.

Tatiana turned to him fully, expression softening into something almost maternal.

“I’m sorry,” she said, voice low and genuine. “That should never have happened.”

Nathan couldn’t answer. His pulse still hammered, lungs working too fast, eyes stinging from dust and something else.

She reached for his hand, closed warm fingers around his trembling ones.

“Look,” she continued, velvet-soft, “I am terribly, terribly sorry. If I had known Roberto’s crew would be this… enthusiastic, I would have made damn sure every last sock was removed first. This is on me, Nathan. Truly.”

The sincerity in her tone (calm, steady, almost motherly) cracked the frozen place inside his chest. He swallowed hard, clinging to the lifeline she offered, telling himself she meant it. She had to mean it.

“I just… I thought I’d have time,” he said, his voice raspy. “I was going to crash at Jonathan and Austin’s place, but I don’t even have a toothbrush. Forty-three thousand in cash, my laptops, my suits… everything is under that mountain of rubble.”

Without a word, Tatiana reached toward a narrow panel between their seats and slid it open. Inside sat perfect, pristine bricks of hundred-dollar bills, bound in glossy bands like luxury candy bars.

She peeled one off and pressed it gently into his hand.

“Here,” she said. “Ten thousand. A gift. Groceries. Hotels. Underwear. Dignity.”

Nathan looked down at the stack, stunned. It barely registered in her expression—it was nothing to her. A favor, a flick of generosity. But to him, it was a rope thrown down into a pit.

“Thank you, ma’am,” he whispered, cheeks burning.

“Don’t thank me, sweetheart,” she said gently, cupping his chin. “Not for this. Not today.”

Her hand held him there, steadying his gaze—not allowing him to flinch away, not even when the full swell of her breasts moved into view again, straining the latex like they were trying to escape it altogether. Each breath she took made the glossy black plunge lower, threatening exposure. Half of each areola was already visible, gleaming faintly in the shadows.

Nathan’s eyes darted to the window, the floor, the sky—anywhere but her.

“I know how this feels,” she said, brushing a thumb across his cheek. “Rich has dragged me through it more than once. One week we’re counting pennies, and the next he’s mortgaging castles in Guatemala or buying condemned towers in Kazakhstan because he ‘sees something.’ I thought he’d gone insane. And then—every time—it turns. He wins. Big.”

Her fingers drifted into his hair, combing gently, grounding him.

“You’re in good hands, Nathan. Rich knows what he’s doing. You and Taylor are in the boat with him now. He’s turning that old skyscraper into pure gold. You’ll see numbers you’ve never even imagined. This is just the hard part. The uncomfortable part. But you’re not alone.”

She pulled him gently toward her and cradled his head against her shoulder. Her perfume—jasmine and heat—wrapped around him like a blanket. Her latex-draped breasts pressed into his chest with no attempt to disguise or soften the contact. One hand ran slow circles down his spine, the other stroked the back of his neck, firm and steady.

“You’re not alone,” she whispered again.

The words melted something deep inside. And with that melting came heat. Nathan’s body stirred as if someone had lit a fuse. Blood surged south, breath caught, and in seconds the ridge in his trousers had become undeniable.

He clenched his jaw, mortified. His trousers—business wool, not denim—offered no protection. He shifted, but it only made the erection more pronounced. His face burned with shame.

Tatiana, of course, noticed. She said nothing. Her hand just kept stroking his arm, as if acknowledging the state of his body with the same maternal neutrality she’d offer to a fever. Her smile was small, knowing, devastating.

Nathan stared out the window, pleading with his own body.
I’m married to Taylor. Don’t look. Don’t move. Don’t breathe.

And yet, in the edges of his vision, the latex dipped lower. Were her nipples really not visible? Was it even possible?

He would not look.

He would not.

Tatiana tilted his chin one last time, eyes locking with his. Her gaze was warm, green, endless, and calm. “We’ve arrived, sweetheart.”

He blinked. The car had stopped.

Outside, the familiar red brick of Jonathan and Austin’s apartment building waited like a forgotten lifeboat.

She smiled and nodded toward it. “Go see if your boys have a couch for their newly homeless father. If not…” Her eyes twinkled. “You have my number. Call me. Day or night.”

He nodded, mute. The driver opened the door. Cold air swept in, smelling like autumn and traffic and anything but jasmine.

Nathan stepped out, the stack of bills hot in his pocket, his erection throbbing with no hope of resolution, his heart hammering with some new, confused hope.

Behind him, the tinted window glided up with a whisper. The limousine pulled away without a sound.

And Nathan stood there, motionless, while the dust of his former life slowly settled behind him, and the warmth of her touch refused to leave his skin.

Nathan pushed open the door of the apartment and stopped dead.

The place looked as if a small hurricane had passed through it. Furniture was shoved to one side, rugs were rolled up, half the hardwood floor glistened with soapy water. Jonathan and Austin—bare-chested, barefoot, wearing nothing but tight black boxer-briefs—were working at frantic speed: Jonathan on his knees scrubbing the baseboards with a sponge, Austin dragging a heavy bookshelf across the room, both of them sweating and breathing hard. The air smelled of lemon cleaner and male panic.

Jonathan glanced up first. “Dad… she’s here.”

Austin didn’t even pause, just muttered through clenched teeth, “She showed up an hour ago. Said the mansion is gone, so now we all live here. You and her get the master bedroom. Jonathan and I share the second. Spring-cleaning has to be finished tonight or we’re ‘in trouble.’”

Nathan’s stomach sank like a stone. “Where is she?”

“Long bath,” Jonathan answered, wringing the sponge so hard water splashed across his chest. “She’s been in there forty minutes. Singing.”

Austin snorted bitterly. “Singing while we move our entire lives into one room.”

Nathan stepped inside, closing the door softly behind him. The living-room couch—the expensive leather one he had paid for—was already claimed: Princess lay sprawled in the very centre like a triumphant dictator, ribbon in her topknot, glaring at the humans who had dared disturb her nap.

Jonathan lowered his voice. “New rule: when Princess is on that couch, none of us are allowed to sit on it. Ever.”

Nathan opened his mouth, closed it again. The apartment suddenly felt half its real size.

Jonathan, still barefoot like Austin, had kicked his sneakers off by the door the second Taylor’s heels clicked in earlier; now he stood frozen in damp socks, terrified she might notice even that small rebellion.

The sight before him was surreal. His two sons, barely older than Taylor herself, were half-naked and obedient, racing against a deadline neither of them dared miss. Not because they feared punishment—at least, not the kind he would have understood at their age—but because this girl, this lithe eighteen-year-old goddess fresh from a bubble bath, had managed to rearrange their universe with the casual flick of a perfectly manicured hand.

He remembered how it began: her insistence that the boys move out the day after the wedding. Eighteen years old, not yet out of college, and yet she had stood in the middle of the mansion’s foyer and declared she would not share a house with two twenty-something men. She wanted to walk naked. She needed space. She had rules. And he—they all—had listened.

That same authority radiated through the apartment now. The boys didn’t question it. They didn’t smirk or roll their eyes or pretend to resist. They followed instructions. They obeyed.

And now, here he was—forty-six, exhausted, broke, homeless except for this borrowed couch and the mercy of his sons. But more than that: he was a man on the brink, trying to remember if he was still the one in charge, or just another body orbiting the impossible gravity of Taylor Whitmore.

At that moment the bathroom door opened.

Taylor emerged in a halo of steam, her skin dewy and golden, wrapped in a white bathrobe so plush it looked stolen from a five-star hotel. It stopped at mid-thigh, revealing long, glistening legs still traced with droplets, each step leaving faint, perfect footprints on the hardwood. Her damp hair was twisted into a loose towel-turban, and the scent of jasmine body wash trailed behind her like a second skin. She was eighteen. She was beautiful. And she was the queen of this domain.

Both sons stiffened instinctively. Austin’s mouth parted slightly as if to speak, then closed again. Jonathan’s gaze dropped, hands frozen mid-polish on the brass door handle.

Taylor moved as if she were alone. She didn’t spare Jonathan a glance. She crossed the wet tiles barefoot, robe slipping just enough to tease, and went straight to Austin.

She cupped his face in both hands, kissed his cheek slowly—lingering, deliberate—then ruffled his hair with the proud, possessive smile of a mother showing off her favourite.

“My clever boy,” she purred, voice carrying through the whole apartment. “Top of his compiler-design class—did you know that, Nathan? And I’m taking interior-design as an elective at Boston Shoreline College… so now we match, don’t we, baby?”

She let her fingers trail slowly down his arm, eyes shining with genuine pride.

“And that adorable rooftop garden of his… the colours, the perfect composition, the way he arranges every single flower… it’s pure art. He really is a gifted gardener,” she declared to Nathan and Jonathan, as though unveiling a prodigy to an admiring audience.

Then she turned back to Austin, cupped his flushed face, and murmured against his cheek, “You’re just too perfect, baby.”

She sealed the words with another soft, lingering peck.

Austin flushed scarlet, breath catching, eyes flicking to Jonathan before dropping to the floor.

Jonathan didn’t move. Didn’t blink. The sting of her deliberate exclusion was familiar now—ritualized, refined. Once, she had chosen him. Once, she had taken him like a secret she couldn’t wait to unwrap. Since then? Cold air. A flicked glance. A shrug. Nothing.

Nathan stood there as if behind glass, watching the tableau with a mixture of longing and dread. He knew what came next.

Taylor turned, at last, to him. Her robe had slipped just enough to hint at one full, soft curve of breast. Her expression didn’t change.

“You should shower, baby,” she said lightly, already looking past him. “You smell like dust and defeat.”

The words floated out sweet as candy and landed like a slap.

Smells like Defeat, he thought, or in other words – get out of my sight loser. Of course I am a loser. She considered me a loser ever since Munich, ever since I had swallowed her betrayal and apologised for causing her to cheat on me. From that day forward she lost all respect for me.

He also knew (God, he knew) the instant that bathroom door closed behind him, obedient and dismissed, the stage would be clear for her next act. One minute he wasn’t looking and she was already teasing, seducing, taking whatever she wanted. It was always like this.

“But I don’t have any clothes,” he tried, voice small.

She lifted one finger (lazy, imperial) and pointed to the corner. A single battered suitcase stood there. His. Next to it, gleaming like a trophy, her own Louis Vuitton weekend bag.

“I took care of everything,” she said, smile sharpening. “Stop complaining and go wash. We have so much to organise.”

She was smiling. A sweet smile. A ruthless smile.

Nathan bent to retrieve the suitcase, and the sharp yip of Princess startled him. The tiny white Pomeranian was perched dead center on the couch—eyes narrowed, legs splayed like a conqueror claiming a throne. She barked again, high-pitched and imperious.

Before Nathan could speak, Taylor’s voice cracked like a whip: “Jonathan.”

He snapped to attention.

“Are those socks on my clean floor?”

Jonathan stammered. “The floor was slippery, I just—”

“No shoes in the house,” she said flatly. “And if you disobey me next time then I will have you clean the house totally naked.”

Nathan winced. Jonathan’s jaw flexed. He nodded slowly and began untying his laces.

Nathan opened the bathroom door, stepped in, and closed it behind him. The lock clicked—a cheap, plastic sound.

He leaned against the door, eyes closed. Her scent was everywhere. Jasmine and steam. The space was thick with it. For a moment, he did nothing but breathe.

From beyond the door, her voice floated through like a song wrapped in silk:

“All right, boys. It’s six. By eight, everything must be perfect. Jonathan, you’ll come and get me when it’s ready for inspection. Understood?”

Two voices, low and resigned, answered in unison.

“Yes, ma’am.”

Nathan turned the shower to full blast and stepped under the punishing spray. It hit him like a wall—heat and noise and force—chasing the chill of the evening, the demolition dust, the quiet of the limousine, and the unbearable silence of Taylor’s voice. For a long moment, he just stood there, head bowed, letting the water strike his skull like a gavel.

But the heat did nothing to quiet the ache.

It was her—Tatiana—burned behind his eyelids like a fever dream. The latex clinging to her like molten glass, the slow reveal with every breath, every shift. Not once. Three times he’d looked—he had to—and each time more was visible. First the tight pressure of those orbs under the gloss. Then the areola were half exposed, darker than skin, heavier than thought. And finally, when she leaned in, when she held him close: her nipples, completely exposed and shameless, soft as sin. Not a flash. A gift. A threat.

She knew.

Of course she knew.

The way her arm had wrapped around him like a velvet rope, her fingers at his nape, her voice in his ear like silk dragged across a blade. She’d seen the rise in his trousers. She’d felt it against her ribs. And she just kept speaking in that warm, low voice, stroking his arm, his back, his shame. As if his erection was just a polite reaction. As if she had orchestrated it all.

His hand moved before his mind caught up.

He closed around his cock, half-hard and climbing, slick under the steam. The image bloomed behind his eyes—her breast, full and heavy, not behind latex now but fully exposed, big, obscenely big and ripe in his palm, real and warm and giving. His mouth ached for it, not just with hunger but with need, the kind of ancient mammalian craving that whispered: this is where safety lives. This is what heals you. She would press his face to her chest, cradle him with that terrible mercy, and for a moment he would vanish into the scent of jasmine and power and just suck hungrily as a starved infant.

He gasped, his cock was hard as granite and he kept stroking, vigorously.

Then Taylor appeared.

Her robe. Her voice. Her indifference. The little kiss to Austin’s cheek. The absence of one for him.

And still, he wanted her. Not just wanted—ached. The ache had weight and shape and direction. It pointed toward Taylor, as it always had. Toward her mouth, her warmth, her approval. Even now, even after all of it. His cock throbbed in his hand thinking about her.

He stopped.

Chest heaving. Palm still tight.

He turned the water cold.

Ice stabbed across his back, raising goosebumps, biting the inside of his thighs. He clenched his teeth and stayed there, shaking, breath hitching, staring at the pale tiles as if they could rewrite this part of his body.

No he wouldn’t climax like this, he has to stop masturbating so helplessly.

Not tonight. Not now. Not for that.

Because maybe—just maybe—Taylor would see what today had cost him. Maybe she’d remember. Maybe she’d slide beside him, pull him close, speak gently, whisper now into his skin. Just once. Not because she wanted it. Not because it turned her on. But because she was his wife. Because she had brought him here. Because she owed him the smallest corner of her mercy.

Tonight she would let him, finally, oh finally, fuck her. He would grip her hips and bury himself deep, and thrust and thrust and thrust and fuck her to a standstill.

She will remember I am hers.

He dried off quickly, slipped into the soft cotton pajama pants Taylor had left folded on the counter (no underwear, of course), and stepped out with the towel draped loosely over his shoulders. The apartment was quiet except for the frantic rustle of cleaning. Barefoot and still faintly damp, he padded through the living room. Jonathan and Austin were still at it—shirtless, sweating, moving in the desperate choreography of men who know rent itself hangs on a eighteen-year-old girl’s mood.

Taylor was not there.
He pushed open the bedroom door and stopped breathing.

She stood before the full-length mirror, back to him, adjusting the delicate straps of something that looked like liquid sin poured over flesh. The 1993 Versace oro-ton metal-mesh mini dress—vintage, impossibly rare—hung from her like molten gold spun into fabric, the kind of dress that once made supermodels look naked on the runway. The mesh shimmered with every breath she took, clinging to the curve of her hips, the lift of her breasts, the impossibly high arc of her rear like it had been sculpted for her and her alone. It caught the lamplight in ripples of soft gold, glittering so finely it became translucent at the edges—more suggestion than garment.

And in that merciless light there was not the faintest shadow of underwear, no line, no fabric, nothing—just endless golden skin and the dizzying certainty that absolutely nothing stood between the dress and her body.

Her hair was still damp from the bath, cascading down her back in dark, lazy waves. The hem of the dress stopped just shy of indecent, framing the undercurve of her ass and baring endless stretches of golden thigh, broken only by the gleam of thin, crystal-encrusted stiletto straps winding around her ankles like jewelry. She was barefoot royalty pretending to play dress-up.

Then she turned—slowly, like unveiling art—and the front was somehow worse. A deep plunging halter dropped down her sternum, framing her breasts like treasure on display, the shimmering links barely veiling her nipples. With the smallest tilt or intake of breath, the whole thing looked ready to collapse. It was a dress designed to provoke surrender.

She met his eyes in the mirror—softly, lazily—and smiled. A small, knowing smile. Merciless.

“Feeling better, baby?” she asked, her voice smooth and lazy, silk unspooling in the dark.

And then—without waiting for his answer—she moved past him. The hem shifted like a whisper as her hips rolled forward. He caught the flash of under-butt as she walked, the gold dancing in sharp sparks against her skin. The scent of her perfume—something expensive and impossible—wrapped around him like a noose.

Nathan stood rooted, towel tenting again, heat flooding his face and groin in equal measure, heart thudding out a silent plea he had whispered so many nights in secret:

Please, just tonight. Let me be close to you.

He followed her into the living room like a man walking into bright sunlight after months underground.

Taylor had already claimed the only velvet armchair—the throne, really, in a kingdom no longer his. One bare leg crossed high over the other, the mesh dress riding up with every idle shift, exposing more of her toned, shimmering thigh than any lover should be allowed to see in public. The crease where her leg met hip peeked out in bold, indifferent flashes—effortless, unintentional cruelty.

Princess was curled in her lap like a beloved ornament, head tucked under Taylor’s chin while her ruby-painted nails scratched slowly behind one fluffy ear. The dog moaned in pleasure. The same long, sensual strokes Nathan had been aching for all day were reserved for six pounds of pampered fur.

Both sons were still working—Jonathan on his knees, wiping the coffee table with meticulous effort, Austin bent over a box, skin gleaming with fresh sweat, lifting with the kind of athletic tension that begged for attention. But both boys kept glancing up. Their gazes weren’t even covert anymore. They were hypnotized.

Nathan stood there, frozen. There was nowhere to sit that didn’t feel like surrender, so he remained upright, hands loose at his sides, exposed.

Taylor finally lifted her gaze. Slow. Languid. Amused.

“Do you like the dress?” she asked, her voice featherlight.

He cleared his throat. “It’s… unbelievable. You’re… unbelievable.”

Across the room, Austin muttered, “So beautiful, ma’am,” then blinked, startled by his own voice, face flushing crimson as the words left his mouth.

Taylor didn’t even turn toward him. Her smile only widened—dimples flashing like fangs. The compliment had landed exactly where she wanted it.

Princess yawned and shifted in her lap. Another long stroke followed.

Taylor’s fingers lingered, scratching behind one tiny ear the same way she used to scratch Nathan’s scalp when he was allowed to lay his head in her lap—months ago, in another life.

Jealousy throbbed in Nathan’s gut—sharp, shameful, and instantly, traitorously echoed by a hotter, harder throb between his legs.

He lasted five more seconds before his knees folded. He dropped to the floor in front of her chair, hands resting on his thighs, head bowed. He tried to keep his voice low, so neither son could hear the rawness in it.

“Taylor… please. Can we talk? In the bedroom?” He swallowed. “I need to talk to you. Alone.”

She tilted her head like she’d just noticed him. Princess licked her wrist.

“Wine first,” she said absently. “The Sancerre in the fridge. You know which one.”

He stood slowly, as if rising underwater. Went to the kitchen. The bottle was there. Chilled. Of course.

He poured a single glass—crystal, stemmed, hers—and returned, kneeling again, offering it to her with both hands.

Taylor took it without a glance, sipped once, and let out a soft, dramatic sigh.

“Perfect.”

Then silence.

She turned to him again, eyes gleaming over the rim of the glass. “Now… what was it you wanted?”

He glanced toward the boys. “In private,” he whispered. “Please.”

Taylor’s lashes dipped. She knew. Of course she knew. She let the silence stretch, like pulling elastic until it might snap.

Then, with a slow exhale, she stood in one liquid movement. Princess leapt down with a quiet growl.

Taylor strolled back toward the bedroom, hips gliding, wine glass in hand, the golden mesh catching every soft beam of light like she was wrapped in sunlight. Every step made the dress shift dangerously—revealing almost everything and promising even less.

Nathan followed two paces behind, towel clinging to his hips, pulse in his throat, shame and need mixing until they were indistinguishable. Behind him, both sons watched her walk away. And neither of them even tried to hide it.

Inside the bedroom, she closed the door with a soft click. The sound had finality to it, like a seal over a confessional. She set the wine on the nightstand and perched delicately on the very edge of the bed, legs crossing with unconscious poise, the dress riding even higher, exposing more thigh than should be legal. The gold mesh caught the lamplight again, clinging like sin.

She patted the space beside her.
“Sit.”

Nathan obeyed instantly, sitting carefully, so careful not to let his thigh touch hers — not because she told him not to, but because the boundary was unspoken, carved into his muscle memory. He didn’t want to break the spell.

Taylor tilted her head, playful now, eyes soft. “So. Where should you start?”

He opened his mouth, closed it, tried again. “Taylor, I—”

She bumped her shoulder into his, light and girlish. “Yes? I’m listening.”

Her face was close enough to kiss. Lips glossy. Dimples flashing. The scent of jasmine curled into his lungs. Her eyes were wide and warm — so warm it hurt. He could have leaned in. He didn’t. Because he knew — some part of him always knew — the invisible wall would still be there. Stronger than steel.

She sipped her wine, watching him over the rim, her legs bouncing slowly, rhythmically, like a metronome of sexual tension. “Tell me everything, baby,” she said softly. “I’m all ears.”

His voice cracked the moment he began.

“You know exactly how it felt… I came home and the house, our house, was already half gone. The safe, the computers, forty-three thousand in cash, my father’s cufflinks… everything crushed like garbage. I begged the foreman, Taylor, I begged, and he looked through me like I didn’t exist.”

The words poured out of him in a rush, like a pressure valve had finally been cracked. His voice trembled. His shoulders shook. For a long moment, Taylor didn’t move — she just listened, sipping her wine like a goddess absorbing a prayer.

Then, without a word, she set the glass aside, slid toward him, and wrapped her arms around his neck.

The gold mesh was cool against his chest. Her body was warm. Small. Unyielding.

“Shhh, baby, I’m here,” she whispered, threading her fingers through his hair, stroking his scalp in slow, maternal circles — not petting, not sexual — soothing. Like taming a trembling dog.

“I’m with you in this.”

Nathan clung to her, eyes shut, jaw clenched, breath catching in his throat. Her touch, her voice — it disarmed him. Disassembled him.

“This is the opportunity of a lifetime,” she murmured. “We reached Rich. Do you know how rare that is? I trust him. I believe in him. I’m forty percent into this, Nathan. You’re ten. So technically…” — she laughed softly against his ear — “I’m hurting four times more than you.”

He wanted to laugh too. He didn’t. He nodded, helplessly, into her shoulder.

“I want this to explode,” she continued, voice laced with conviction. “Not just for me. For us. Because I believe in you. You’re brilliant. You’re the only one who ever saw me clearly. You’re the reason I’m even in this game.”

She pulled back just enough to cup his face in her palms. Her eyes searched his.

“I could’ve stayed with Rich tonight.” A pause. “He offered.”

The world cracked a little inside his chest.

“But I didn’t,” she continued, stroking his cheekbone with her thumb. “I came back to you. To the boys. You’re my husband. You’re my family.”

She leaned in, whisper-soft. “Look at me.”

He looked. Her face — her impossible face — hovered just inches from his. Her breath tasted like wine and promises.

“I love you, Nathan. I love you so much. Stop fussing. It’s going to be okay.”

She tapped his forehead gently, like he was a boy. “Even if this one deal flops — which it won’t — if I dropped you on the moon with a hundred bucks and a shoelace, you’d come back a millionaire. That’s who you are.”

Then she let herself fall backward onto the bed, arms spread, hair fanned like dark silk. The gold mesh dress shifted with gravity, settling against her body like skin.

Nathan followed without thinking, collapsing beside her. Their bodies didn’t quite touch, but it felt like they did.

They lay face to face. Her fingertips traced soft, random paths across his back, his shoulder, his neck — the kind of touch that says I own you more than any collar.

He started crying quietly. Not sobbing — just slow tears sliding across the bridge of his nose. His forehead pressed gently to hers.

“I needed this so much…”

“Don’t cry,” she whispered, kissing the tears at the corner of his eye. Her lips were soft. “You have two beautiful sons. You have me. Because I choose you. Nobody else.”

He nodded again, lips trembling, throat tight.

While she spoke, her hand slipped under the waistband of his pajama pants, fingers curling confidently around his cock. He gasped, hips jerking involuntarily. In seconds he was achingly hard, every nerve focused on the slow, possessive stroke of her small hand.

She watched his face with a half-smile that was almost tender, almost mocking.

“You see?” she whispered, thumb circling the head, spreading the bead of moisture. “I’m right here.”

He couldn’t speak, could only stare at her dimples, her dimples, her wet black hair, the gold dress glittering on the floor like shed skin.

She gave him that crooked little smile that always destroyed him.

“Hey… let me show you something I learned just lately.”

Before he could breathe she was between his thighs, pajama pants gone, small hand wrapped around his cock with lazy ownership. One slow stroke and he was steel in her palm. She studied him the way an artist studies a canvas she intends to ruin beautifully.

“Look,” she whispered, and lowered her open mouth over the head.

Warm, wet air enveloped him (no lips, no tongue, just her breath stroking the sensitive skin like a promise that would never be kept). His entire body locked. One millimetre. Just one. Please, God, let her close her mouth.

Why won’t you? It’s so simple. Every wife on earth does this for her husband. One little suck and I’d come so hard I’d forget my own name. Why is that too much? Why is even this tiny mercy forbidden?

She held him there, suspended in the furnace of her breath, then pulled away with a soft, cruel laugh. Did it again. And again. Each time the same exquisite distance, the same unbearable absence.

His hips jerked helplessly, chasing contact that never arrived. Pre-cum welled, slid down the shaft in a shining thread. He watched it happen through vision blurred with unshed tears and pure animal frustration.

She’s proud of this. Proud she can make me shake without giving me anything at all.

Another breath, hotter, closer, almost… almost… He made a broken sound, half-sob, half-prayer.

Taylor finally rose, crawled up his body, and lay face-to-face, still stroking lazily, eyes glittering.

“Wasn’t that nice?” she purred, thumb circling the slick crown. “Feeling my warm breath on your cock?”

He could only nod, jaw clenched, every muscle trembling. “She knows she is frustrating me. She knows. She is asking this naively as if she were doing something that would pleasure me, but in fact she knows she is frustrating me.”

She rolled onto her back and started laughing. Not cruelly — not even mockingly — just… lightly. Like something inside her had been tickled by his pain.

Nathan hovered above her, still flushed with tears, still warm with the illusion of closeness. His body was trembling, but not from cold.

“Taylor,” he whispered, throat dry.

She stretched luxuriously, one arm over her head, the gold mesh shimmering like wet sunlight across her breasts.

“What?” she said, voice feather-soft.

“Would it…” he mumbled, eyes locked on her lips, “I mean… would it be possible…”

He swallowed. His mouth worked but the words didn’t come. “That… that…”

Taylor didn’t move. Just looked at him.

“Spit it out,” she said gently, like encouraging a shy student.

“That you will allow me to fu—fu—fu—fuck you?”
The last word cracked from his throat like a breaking branch.

“Of course not,” she said.

Silence. For a heartbeat, the air thinned.

“But… why?” he choked. “Why not, Taylor? Just on this day — the worst day of my life — can’t you just…”

His voice faltered. She was already shifting, tension growing under her skin like storm pressure.

“No, Nathan,” she said, sitting up sharply. “I’m not a robot. You can’t just wind me up when you decide it’s convenient. I’m not a damn slot machine. I’m not ‘on demand.’ You can’t make me want sex when I’m not in the mood.”

“But you’re never in the mood for sex,” he said, more softly than he meant to — not angry, just heartbroken.

Taylor’s eyes flashed. Her shoulders stiffened. The softness was gone, peeled away like a mask.

Just then: a knock on the door.

“Yes?” she snapped, not bothering to modulate her tone.

“Ma’am?” Jonathan’s voice, muffled. “You asked to report when we were done. It’s eight p.m., and everything is clean. Would you like to inspect?”

Taylor closed her eyes for a second, pinched the bridge of her nose.

“Not now, Jonathan,” she said, barely containing her irritation. “Maybe later. I want both you and Austin to shower, and then you’re free to do whatever you want.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

She turned her head toward Nathan. Her eyes were cold again.
“Anything else?” she asked. No warmth. Just administrative tone.

He hesitated. Shame already creeping over his skin like cold water.

“I was just thinking… maybe it’s okay if I… just like last time… if I rub and cum in your hand. I don’t even need to touch you. Just your hand…”

The sound of the bathroom door opening and closing across the hall sliced the air like a blade.

Taylor looked at the door, then at him, her voice dead.

“No.”

“But why?” he begged, voice breaking. “It’s just like before. You didn’t mind it then.”

She was already rising.

“Because,” she said sharply, “you annoyed me earlier.”

Nathan froze. That was it. That was the reason. Because he’d annoyed her.

Taylor stood up, fixed the hem of the shimmering dress — as if his pleading had soiled it somehow — and walked toward the door.

She paused in the doorway.

“You stay here,” she said without turning. And then she left.

The door clicked behind her, not softly this time, but with quiet finality. Nathan remained on the bed, erection still throbbing with unshed hope, heart lurching, soul collapsing inward like a car spinning its wheels in a trench of mud — going nowhere but deeper.

Immediately after that he could hear the bathroom door open and closed.

“Goodness, that means she entered the bathroom while one of my boys was showering”

Nathan lay frozen on the bed, cock still painfully hard, heart hammering with the sick, crystal-clear certainty that Taylor had just slipped into the shower with one of his sons.

Nathan couldn’t stay on the bed. The silence after the bathroom door closed a second time was worse than any noise.

He crept into the corridor, barefoot, heart hammering against his ribs. The boys’ bedroom door was ajar; Jonathan sat on the edge of his bed in nothing but boxer-briefs, elbows on knees, staring at the floor with the same sick, helpless expression Nathan felt on his own face.

So it was Austin inside with her.

Nathan edged closer to the bathroom door. At first only muffled voices (Taylor’s sharp, scolding tone). “…ridiculous… you think I wouldn’t notice… next time you hide it better…” Austin’s low, shaken apologies.

Then silence.

Then the soft clatter of the shower curtain, the hiss of water, and the unmistakable rhythm began.

Thump. Thump. Thump.

The cheap cabinet against the wall rocked with every thrust. Taylor’s breath came in quick, greedy gasps, rising into that familiar, throaty moan she made when someone new was inside her. Austin (quiet, studious Austin) let out a stunned, broken groan that turned into a desperate, rhythmic grunt.

“Harder,” she ordered, voice husky, laughing under the words. “Come on, baby, give it to me properly.”

The pace doubled. Water slapped tile, bodies slapped together, the cabinet rattled like it might tear off the wall. Nathan could picture it perfectly: Taylor’s back pressed to the cool shower wall, legs wrapped high around Austin’s hips, golden skin slick, small hands clawing at his shoulders while his twenty-year-old son drove into her with frantic, first-time urgency.

Each impact sent a dull shock through the thin wall into Nathan’s palm.

He should have been furious. He should have kicked the door down. Instead his cock throbbed so violently it hurt, pre-cum already soaking the front of his pajama pants.

Footsteps behind him (Jonathan, drawn by the same helpless curiosity). Nathan darted into the kitchen, heart in his throat, pretending to make a sandwich he would never eat. Jonathan appeared in the doorway a second later, face flushed crimson, eyes glassy, the front of his briefs tented exactly like his father’s.

They didn’t speak. They didn’t have to. Both of them knew what was happening ten feet away, and both of them were hard because of it.

Back at the bathroom door the sounds climbed: Taylor’s sharp, delighted cries, Austin’s raw, overwhelmed groans, the wet slap of skin on skin growing faster, wilder, until her voice cracked on a long, triumphant moan and Austin gave a strangled shout that sounded like surrender.

Silence. Running water. Soft laughter (hers).

The bathroom door opened. Bare feet on tile, then on hardwood.

Taylor strolled into the bedroom completely naked, skin still damp and flushed, hair dripping down her back. She didn’t even glance toward the kitchen where father and son stood frozen like guilty teenagers. She simply climbed into the bed, rolled onto her back, stretched luxuriously, and closed her eyes with a satisfied little sigh.

Nathan slipped under the covers a minute later, cock still aching, mind spinning. Taylor lay on her back, arms loosely at her sides, eyes fixed on the ceiling as though it held the secrets of the universe. He propped his head on one hand and simply looked at her: the faint flush still on her throat, the damp hair fanned across the pillow, the small, satisfied curve at the corner of her mouth.

Silence stretched, thick and humming.

Finally he found his voice. “Did you… just have sex with him?”

Her answer came flat, almost bored. “That is definitely none of your business.”

“I—I was only asking. I mean… curious.”

She didn’t reply. She kept staring upward, the tiny smile growing.

Nathan leaned closer, studying her face. “You’re smiling.”

She turned her head at last, hazel eyes bright, amused. “Yes. I am smiling.”

“May I ask why?”

“Nope.”

He swallowed. “Look… I know you can sleep with whoever you want. I really don’t have a problem with it. I was just—”

Taylor rolled away from him, presenting the smooth golden line of her back. “Hug me,” she ordered softly. “Spoon me. I want to sleep, not listen to an interrogation.”

His body obeyed before his mind caught up. He slid in behind her, chest to her back, arm draping over her waist, cock nestling (still painfully hard) against the cleft of her ass. She gave a small, contented sigh and settled deeper into the pillow.

Within minutes her breathing slowed, became shallow and even. She was asleep.

Nathan lay wide awake, spooning the woman who had (ten minutes earlier) taken his younger son’s virginity in the shower, who had told him she “wasn’t in the mood,” who had left him trembling on the edge and then walked naked down the hall to find someone she suddenly was in the mood for.

His arm tightened around her involuntarily.

Why is it always like this? She says no to me, then fucks whoever she feels like five minutes later. Because I’m not enough. Because I’m inadequate. Because even when she’s in my bed, I’m still on the outside.

Her breathing stayed soft, peaceful, utterly untroubled.

He pressed his forehead between her shoulder blades, inhaled the faint scent of sex that wasn’t his, and held her closer, because that was all she had allowed him tonight.

And somewhere in the dark, the same sick certainty settled over him again: he would stay exactly like this (hard, frustrated, spooning her warm, sated body) until morning, or until she decided she wanted something else.

Whichever came first.


Best Girlfriend

9:00 p.m., Jonathan’s rented apartment

The apartment smelled of butter and mushrooms and quiet male panic. Jonathan had cooked the way he did everything when he felt the walls closing in: with military precision. A single tall omelette, folded into a perfect golden half-moon, now sliced into three equal wedges. A bowl of cottage cheese dotted with chives. Rye toast cut into precise triangles, still warm from the oven. Simple, honest food that tried to pretend this was still a normal family having a normal dinner.

They were dressed tonight. T-shirts, sweatpants, bare feet. No one had been ordered to strip. No gold Versace mesh dress had swept through the door at eight sharp. Taylor simply wasn’t home, and the clock on the wall had already crawled past eleven.

Nathan’s phone lay face-up beside his plate (volume on, screen mercilessly dark). He had glanced at it ninety-four times in the last hour. He knew because he had counted.

Jonathan broke the silence first.

“You remember Munich, Dad?”

Nathan’s fork stopped halfway to his mouth.

“You were in Germany,” Jonathan continued, voice low, controlled, the same tone he once used when he had to tell a eighteen-year-old private his best friend wasn’t coming home. “Working eighteen-hour days, closing whatever deal was going to ‘secure our future.’ And while you were gone, Taylor turned the mansion into a casino. Poker nights. Beer bottles on the marble. Destiny dealing cards like she owned the place. And Nick,” Jonathan’s lip curled with pure disgust, “Nick coming and going like he had his own key.”

Austin’s eyes flicked up, then down again to his untouched cottage cheese.

“You knew,” Jonathan said. “You watched the cameras from your hotel room. You saw her take him by the hand, saw them disappear down the hall, heard the bathroom door close for twenty-seven minutes. You sat there in Munich jerking off while your wife—” He stopped, jaw working. “And you did nothing. One phone call, Dad. One single ‘Tell your friends to pack up and go home right now or we are done’ and we would still have the house. We would still have the accounts. We would still have a say in our own lives.”

Nathan set his fork down with deliberate care. The small clink sounded enormous in the stillness.

Jonathan wasn’t finished. “Then you came back from Los Angeles. She didn’t even take you home first. She drove straight here. Walked into my apartment like she was the landlord—which, let’s be honest, she basically is now—and suddenly you and I are standing naked in my own living room, hands behind our backs, cocks hard, while she inspects the baseboards for dust. I told you right there, Dad. I looked at you, both of us humiliated, both of us terrified she’d hear, and I said, ‘Look at us. Look what she’s turned us into.’ And you hissed ‘shut up’ through your teeth because God forbid she caught you complaining.”

Austin finally spoke, voice soft, almost apologetic. “She’s not even here tonight and we’re still waiting for permission to breathe.”

Jonathan gave a short, humourless laugh. “Permission she can revoke any second she feels like it. Rent? Hers to cut. Tuition? Hers to cut. Internet bill, phone bill, groceries—hers. Underwear while we scrub the floors? Optional. And if she decides she wants to fuck whoever she feels like—” His gaze sliced to Austin, sharp and accusing. Austin’s eyes dropped instantly to the omelette like it had personally betrayed him.

Nathan’s right hand twitched toward the phone, then froze. He forced it back to his lap.

Jonathan noticed. Of course he did.

“You’re waiting for her to call,” he said, quieter now. “You’ve been staring at that screen like it’s a bomb that might go off. She told you not to phone her when she’s out, right? Said it annoys her. Said it makes her feel ‘controlled.’ So you’re sitting here dying inside and you still won’t call because you’re terrified she’ll get angry again.”

Nathan’s throat worked. He reached for his orange juice, drank half the glass in one pull, set it down too hard. The table rattled.

Austin tried, gentle, careful. “Daddy… do you even know where she is?”

Nathan’s eyes flicked to the phone. Still dark. Still silent.

Jonathan leaned forward. “Because we do. Or we can guess. Destiny’s apartment. Some bar downtown. Or maybe she finally got Rich Carter’s attention and she’s in the back of his Maybach right now with her legs over his shoulders. And you’re sitting here eating cottage cheese wondering if you should risk texting ‘are you okay?’”

Nathan’s hand clenched around the edge of the table.

Jonathan kept going, relentless. “You had the red flags, Dad. Munich. Los Angeles. The night she made us stand naked in this exact room. Every single time you could have drawn a line and you chose not to. And now the house is rubble, the money is hers, and we’re three grown men waiting for a eighteen-year-old girl to decide if we’re allowed to eat tomorrow.”

Silence stretched, thick and suffocating.

Nathan’s gaze drifted back to the phone. Still nothing. No missed call. No text. No little green bubble that said on my way, baby.

He could picture her perfectly: hazel eyes sparkling under club lights, jet-black hair swinging as she laughed at something Destiny whispered, some man’s hand on the small of her back, her bare foot in six-inch heels dangling a Louboutin like a threat and a promise.

He wanted to call. God, he wanted to call. But she had said, quietly, sweetly, lethally, that if he ever checked up on her again she would be “very, very disappointed.” And disappointment from Taylor was worse than anger.

So he sat. And waited. And hurt.

Jonathan watched the whole silent battle play out on his father’s face.

“You’re not even listening to us anymore,” he said, almost wonderingly. “You’re sitting here taking everything we throw at you and the only thing you care about is why your wife isn’t home yet.”

Nathan’s fist slammed down on the table so hard the plates jumped, the orange juice sloshed, and the silverware rattled like bones.

“ENOUGH!”

Nathan’s fist crashed down on the table so violently that the plates leapt, orange juice slopped over the rim of his glass, and the silverware clattered like startled birds. His face was scarlet, veins standing out at his temples, eyes wild with something the boys had never seen aimed at them before. Pure, boiling rage.

Jonathan’s mouth snapped shut mid-word. Austin actually flinched, his fork clattering to his plate. For one stunned heartbeat the apartment was nothing but the echo of that single word and the ragged sound of Nathan’s breathing.

They had touched a live wire. They saw it instantly. This was not the quiet, patient, endlessly accommodating father they had spent the last year dismantling piece by piece. This was the man who had once built an empire from nothing, who had stared down boardrooms and competitors and never blinked. The man who only ever lost his temper when Taylor was not in the room.

Nathan’s chest heaved. His hands shook. He looked at them, really looked, and whatever he saw in their faces (guilt, shock, fear) made something inside him collapse. He shoved his chair back so hard it screeched across the hardwood.

He didn’t say another word. Didn’t explain. Didn’t apologise. He simply turned and stalked to the master bedroom, slammed the door behind him, and left the two boys staring at the empty doorway like they’d just survived a bomb blast.

Inside the bedroom Nathan threw himself face-down on the bare mattress, still clutching the phone in one fist. The screen was dark. He stared at it through the blur of unshed tears, chest heaving, every muscle locked tight.

She was angry at him. She had to be. Last night he had begged (actually begged) to be inside her. Just once. Just to feel close again. And she had looked at him like he was something small and pathetic and said, “I’m not in the mood,” in that cool, final way that cut deeper than any slap. Then she had walked to the bathroom, taken Austin against the tiles while Nathan stood outside the door like a eunuch, come back flushed and glowing, crawled totally naked into his bed still smelling of sex, and ordered him to spoon her like a good little husband.

He had spooned her.

And now, 24 hours later, she still hadn’t come home and still hadn’t called, and maybe (just maybe) he had finally broken the one thing that kept him breathing.

He pressed the phone to his forehead, eyes squeezed shut, willing it to light up. Willing her to call and tell him he was forgiven. That he was still hers.

The screen blinked.

Taylor.

His entire body jerked as if electrocuted. He fumbled, nearly dropped the phone, swiped with shaking fingers.

“Hi,” he croaked.

A pause. Then her voice, low, a little husky, unmistakably needy.

“I want you to come over here.”

Nathan’s breath left him in a broken rush. Tears spilled instantly, hot against the pillow.

“Now?” he whispered.

“Yes. Now.”

It was 11:37 p.m.

He sat up, dizzy, clutching the phone like a lifeline. “Something happened? Are you okay?”

“No,” she said, and the word cracked something open inside him. “I just want you.”

He made a sound (half sob, half laugh) pressing the heel of his hand hard between his legs because he had to feel the pressure, had to know this was real and not another dream that would leave him aching and alone.

“You want me?” he asked, voice cracking like a boy’s. “You really want me?”

A soft, impatient exhale. “Nathan. Come.”

“Where are you?”

A beat.

“I’m at Rich’s penthouse.”

The world tilted. His heart slammed against his ribs so violently he thought he might be sick.

“I’m… allowed?”

“Yes,” she said, and the call ended.

Click.

For one stunned second he simply sat there, phone still pressed to his ear, listening to the silence.

Then frenzy.

He exploded off the bed, tore open the nylon duffel that held what was left of his wardrobe, yanked out the best shirt he still owned (charcoal, Italian, the one she used to love on him), fumbled with trembling fingers through belt loops, shoved feet into loafers, rushed to the bathroom. Splashed cold water on his face, dragged a comb through his hair, stared at his reflection with wild eyes. Red-rimmed, desperate, forty-five years old and crying because his eighteen-year-old wife had said I want you.

He looked like a man who had just been thrown a rope from a sinking ship.

He grabbed his keys and bolted.

In the kitchen the boys were silently cleaning up (because Taylor was viciously particular about the kitchen being spotless before anyone went to bed), sleeves rolled high, moving like automatons. Plates clinked softly, the sponge scraped, water ran. They looked up when he burst through, hair still damp, shirt half-tucked, eyes shining with something feverish.

Jonathan opened his mouth, closed it again.

Nathan didn’t even slow down.

“I have to go,” he muttered, already at the door.

Jonathan managed a stunned, “It’s okay, Dad. Go. We know.”

Nathan didn’t answer. Didn’t look back. The door shut behind him with a soft, final click.

In the car he floored it through empty streets, windows down, city lights streaking across wet eyes. Every complaint his sons had hurled at him, every accusation, every truth, evaporated the instant she had said those four words.

I just want you.

He didn’t care that it was Rich Carter’s penthouse. He didn’t care that it was almost midnight. He didn’t care that tomorrow the boys would still be angry and the accounts would still be frozen and the mansion would still be rubble.

Taylor wanted him.

That was air. That was blood. That was everything.

He pulled up to the private elevator, straightened his shirt one last time in the mirrored wall, smoothed his hair, wiped the last trace of tears from the corners of his eyes.

He looked at his reflection, took one trembling breath, and pressed the button.

The doors slid open.

He stepped inside and pressed the penthouse floor.

As the elevator rose, he closed his eyes and whispered the only prayer he had left.

Please let her still want me when I get there.

The elevator doors sighed open.

Tatiana was waiting.

White long-sleeve top so sheer it was basically a dare, nipples dark and proud against the fabric, midnight-blue leggings painted on every impossible curve. Auburn hair loose and messy, barefoot, red toes, that slow, wicked smile.

Nathan’s eyes betrayed him instantly, dropping straight to the heavy sway of her breasts before snapping up to her face. Blood slammed south so hard his knees nearly buckled.

Tatiana’s smile deepened. She knew.

“Look at you, sweetheart,” she purred, voice honey and razor blades. “Did we interrupt your bar mitzvah, or did you dress up just for us?”

Nathan opened his mouth. Nothing came out.

She stepped closer, breasts brushing the air between them. “We’re very casual here. As you can see.” A deliberate glance down at herself, then back up. “Don’t I look comfortable?”

His face was on fire. “Yes, ma’am. You look… absolutely wonderful.”

“Wonderful how?” She tilted her head, green eyes glittering.

He clutched the hem of his charcoal shirt like a lifeline. “Your face is radiant, you look so—”

“But you said I dressed nicely,” she cut in, stepping even closer. “Didn’t you?”

Nathan swallowed. “I… your shirt is perhaps a little transparent, so it’s… very nice—”

Tatiana threw her head back and laughed, rich and delighted, then cupped his burning cheek and kissed the corner of his mouth, soft and maternal and devastating.

“Come,” she whispered. “Taylor’s waiting.”

She turned and walked ahead, hips rolling, ass a hypnotic pendulum in those leggings. Nathan followed, half-hard and dizzy, through corridors of marble and money until the living room opened up like a private kingdom.

Rich Carter owned the corner of the massive sectional like it had been built for him alone.

Slate-grey plush robe open almost to the navel, thick belt barely knotted, silver chest hair on full display, one powerful arm stretched along the back of the sofa. The NBA game blared low on the eighty-five-inch screen. A bowl of roasted pecans sat on the ottoman, a cold beer sweating in his fist.

And on his lap, straddling him shamelessly, was Maddison.

Golden-blonde hair in wild waves, black-metallic micro-dress slipped off both shoulders, sheer enough that her nipples were dark coins beneath. One arm draped over the back of Rich’s neck, fingers constantly massaging the thick muscle there. The other hand alternated: feeding him a pecan from her fingertips, tipping the beer bottle to his lips when he wanted a drink, then sliding down to lazily stroke the dense silver hair on his chest, nails scraping through it like she was petting a lion who already belonged to her.

Rich didn’t look away from the screen.

“Reeves again,” he rumbled. “Kid’s unguardable. Clips let him walk? Dumbest move since they hired Lue.”

His eyes flicked up, finally noticing Nathan.

“Well, well. Mr. Bar Mitzvah.” He lifted one hand without shifting Maddison an inch. “How’s it goin’, buddy?”

Nathan crossed the room on autopilot and took the offered hand.

Rich’s grip was casual steel. Nathan’s knuckles crunched. Pain flared up his arm, but he didn’t dare pull away.

“Pretty well,” he managed, voice thin. “You?”

“Lakers up by one.” Rich released him, turned back to the game like the conversation was over.

Then Taylor was there.

She unfolded from the far end of the sectional like white fire, micro-romper clinging to every lethal curve, jet-black hair cascading to the small of her back, hazel eyes huge and glassy and fixed only on him.

She grabbed his hand, tugged him down beside her, and the instant his ass hit the cushion she was in his lap, knees on either side of his hips, arms looping around his neck.

“I missed you,” she whispered into his ear, breath trembling, lips brushing the shell. “I missed you so much.”

Then she was kissing him, deep, desperate, grateful, mouth soft and hungry, tasting of white wine and tears. Her fingers threaded through his hair, nails scraping his scalp, body pressing so tight he could feel her heartbeat hammering against his chest.

Nathan’s brain went blank. His hands found her waist on pure instinct, pulling her closer, drowning in the scent of her, the warmth, the impossible reality that Taylor, his Taylor, was clinging to him like he was the only solid thing in the world.

On screen, Luka buried another three.

Rich grunted approval. “There it is. Boy’s a cheat code.”

Taylor laughed softly against Nathan’s mouth, then turned her head just enough to call out, “He was fouled twice already, ref’s blind tonight.”

Rich gave a short, approving “Ok, ok” without looking away from the screen.

Maddison giggled, fed Rich another pecan from her fingertips, then tipped the beer bottle to his lips. Her other hand never stopped its slow, possessive massage at the nape of his neck.

Tatiana appeared as if summoned, gliding in with a silver tray: tiny espresso cups, warm miniature chocolate cakes dusted with gold leaf. She bent to set it on the low table, breasts swaying heavily under that criminal white top, nipples dark and obvious.

“There you go,” she said sweetly, straightening with a smile that cut straight to Nathan’s balls. “So tell me, Taylor… how does it feel?”

Taylor’s arms tightened around Nathan’s neck. She didn’t answer. Just buried her face in his shoulder and held on like he was the only thing keeping her from falling apart.

Nathan sat there (Taylor curled in his lap, kissing his jaw, feeding him sips of cold Chardonnay from her own glass, whispering “I missed you” like a prayer), and for one dizzy, golden moment he felt like the luckiest man alive.

Tatiana pulled a low, velvet-upholstered stool directly in front of them (close enough that her bare knees almost brushed Nathan’s), and settled with the lazy grace of a woman who owned every room she ever entered. The little circle was now sealed off from the rest of the penthouse: Rich and Maddison thirty feet away, lost in the glow of the game and each other, the blonde’s fingers still kneading the thick muscle at his nape, feeding him pecans, tipping beer to his lips like a pampered emperor.

Tatiana’s green eyes fixed on Taylor, soft and maternal and merciless.

“How’s my girl doing tonight?” she asked, voice honeyed, intimate, the same tone she once used when Taylor was still learning how to make a grown man cry with a single raised eyebrow.

Taylor’s answer came out strangled, a small choke in her throat.

“Quite… quite good. As good as it can be.”

Her lashes were wet. One tear trembled, clung, then slipped free.

Nathan felt it land warm on his neck. His arms tightened around her instinctively, thumb rising to brush the next tear from her cheek. She let him. She even leaned into the touch, small and trembling, like a child who had finally been allowed to be held.

Tatiana tilted her head. “Why are you crying, baby?”

Taylor laughed (a brittle, watery sound) and the motion squeezed more tears loose.

“Never mind me. I’m fine. Just… happy to see Nathan.”

Tatiana’s smile didn’t waver, but something dangerous flickered behind it.

“Don’t you dare lie to Mommy, little girl. You know better.”

Taylor tried another laugh. It broke halfway. The tears fell faster.

Nathan’s heart cracked open. He looked helplessly at Tatiana (his oldest confidante, his secret confessor, the only woman who had ever cradled his head against those impossible breasts while his life burned down around him). Tatiana met his eyes for a fraction of a second and gave the tiniest shake of her head: Stay quiet, sweetheart. This isn’t about you.

Taylor’s voice dropped to a whisper, raw and childish.

“I see Rich has a new girl. Good for him. I’m… happy for him.”

Then the dam broke. She buried her face in Nathan’s neck and sobbed (soft, hiccupping, heartbroken sounds that should never come from a girl who ruled three grown men with a lazy flick of her wrist).

Tatiana reached out, stroked Taylor’s hair like she was soothing a favourite pet.

“Rich is very particular about what he wants,” she murmured. “You know that, darling. Sometimes there are little things… choices… that make him lose interest.”

Taylor pulled back just enough to stare at her, eyes swollen, mascara smudged.

“What did I do?” A broken whisper. “I was such a good girl. I did everything he wanted.”

Tatiana’s perfectly shaped brow lifted.

“Everything?” A gentle, devastating smile. “Refusing the crib was a big one, sweetheart. He found that… disappointing.”

Taylor opened her mouth, closed it, fresh tears spilling.

“I wanted to,” she whimpered. “I just… I have a husband. I have to go home sometimes. I have to pretend—”

Tatiana’s fingers kept stroking, soothing, relentless.

“And pretending is exactly what he doesn’t want. If you want to be his good girl, you sleep cuffed in the crib. You wear what he chooses. You give up the last little piece of pride. That’s the price.”

Taylor’s whole body shook. She clung harder to Nathan, fingers digging into his shoulders like he was the only real thing left.

“I’m married,” she whispered, voice cracking. “I can’t just… disappear.”

Tatiana leaned in, voice soft as velvet, sharp as glass.

“Then you keep your wonderful husband,” she said, glancing at Nathan with fond amusement. “Cherish him. Feed him pistachios like the sweet little monkey he is. Love him. Because Rich doesn’t share, darling. And he doesn’t wait.”

Taylor went very still.

Nathan felt her heartbeat hammering against his chest, felt the tremor in her thighs where they straddled his. He smelled the salt of her tears, the wine on her breath, the faint jasmine of her hair.

And for the first time all night, the truth crashed over him like cold water.

She wasn’t clinging to him because she had chosen him.

She was clinging to him because the man she really wanted had just replaced her with a blonde who didn’t mind sleeping in a crib.

Taylor pressed her wet face into his neck again, body shaking with silent sobs.

Nathan held her (helpless, hard, heartbroken), and stared over her shoulder at the television where Rich laughed at something Maddison whispered, fed her a pecan from his own fingers, and never once looked their way.

Tatiana rose gracefully, tray empty, smile serene.

“Enjoy the rest of the game, children,” she said, and glided away.

The section ended there.

No more words.

Just the low roar of the crowd on the screen, the soft clink of Maddison’s laughter, and Taylor crying quietly in Nathan’s lap while the man she would have burned the world for watched basketball with someone else.

2 a.m. Jonathan’s rented apartment

The bedroom was almost completely dark, only the thin silver of city light slipping between the blinds and painting faint stripes across the bed.

Taylor lay in the exact centre, claiming the mattress like a throne. She wore that glistering rose-pink satin pajama set: a whisper-thin camisole with delicate black piping that skimmed the swell of her breasts and ended just beneath them, tiny matching shorts that barely covered the curve where thigh met ass, and a robe of the same liquid silk, open, useless, sliding off one golden shoulder. The fabric caught every shard of light and turned it into liquid rose-gold. She looked like a candy somebody had decided to unwrap very, very slowly.

Nathan was propped on his left elbow beside her, head resting in his hand, gazing down at the impossible creature who owned him. His right hand lay gently on the warm satin over her stomach, thumb tracing idle, worshipful circles.

Taylor stared at the ceiling, voice soft, almost shy (a tone he rarely heard).

“You saw me today… vulnerable. Crying like a little girl.” She swallowed. “Does it make you love me less? Do I seem… less attractive now?”

Nathan’s heart cracked wide open. He leaned down and brushed his lips against the corner of her mouth, reverent, trembling.

“God, no. I only love you more. When you were shaking in my lap, those naked shoulders quivering, tears falling on my neck… I’ve never felt closer to you. I wanted to wrap the whole world around you and keep you safe.”

Taylor turned her head on the pillow, hazel eyes searching his face, dimples flickering uncertainly.

“Are you sure it doesn’t kill my dominance over you?”

He smiled, helpless, adoring, cock already aching against the sheet.

“Dominance?” He laughed softly, wonderingly. “Baby, I don’t care if you’re the cruelest queen on earth or a broken little girl sobbing in my arms. I’m so in love with you it’s pathetic. You could be anything (dominant, submissive, goddess, wreck) and I’d still be on my knees. You’re the most attractive creature I’ve ever seen in my life. I’m completely, stupidly in awe of you.”

His cock was rock-hard now, straining, obvious. Taylor glanced down, saw the tent in his boxers, and her smile turned slow and wicked.

“I know,” she whispered, voice sliding back into that lazy, regal cruelty he lived for. “That’s why I keep you… my perfect little secret girlfriend.”

The word girlfriend hit him like a sweet slap.

He blinked, stunned, arousal and humiliation colliding in his chest.

“Girlfriend?” he repeated, voice cracking just a little. “I’m… I’m your husband. Your man.”

Taylor laughed (soft, fond, devastating).

“No, baby. You’re my girlfriend.”

He swallowed hard. “In… in what way?”

She rolled onto her side, facing him fully, silk sliding against silk, one bare leg hooking casually over his.

“For example, today… when Tatiana and I had our little girls’ talk (just the three of us girls, you, me, and Tatiana), I didn’t have to watch my words at all. I could talk freely about boys, about Rich, about everything. I didn’t have to pretend or censor myself just because you were sitting right there. I could say anything, describe anything, and I never once worried about hurting your fragile male ego. Because you’re not a threat, sweetheart. You’re my safe little girlfriend I can gossip with about real men.”

Nathan’s breath hitched. His cock pulsed so violently he had to bite back a groan.

“Really?” he asked, feeling every drop of blood in his body rush straight to his cock.

“Yeah,” she said, lazy and certain. “I mean, it’s not new to you—the rule we set together.”

“What rule?” he whispered.

She looked at him like it was the most obvious thing in the world.

“That if I decide to be intimate with Rich, you’re going to support it.”

She tilted her head, smile sharpening, eyes locked on his stunned, painfully aroused face.

“Isn’t that right?”

He could barely breathe.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he managed, voice shredded.

Taylor reached down, palmed the rigid length of his cock through his boxers, and gave one lazy, possessive squeeze that sent him straight to heaven.

Taylor kept staring at the ceiling, voice dreamy, almost conversational, as if she were gossiping with a girlfriend over iced coffee instead of dismantling her husband in the dark.

“You know I can talk to you exactly like I talk to Destiny. If I want to describe Rich’s cock (how big it is, how it feels), I don’t have to stop and apologise, don’t have to add ‘oh but yours is big too, baby, don’t worry.’ I can just say the truth.”

She turned her head, hazel eyes locking on his, checking he was listening.

“You understand what I mean?”

Nathan’s cock gave a helpless, painful throb. He managed a strangled nod.

Taylor’s gaze drifted back to the ceiling, satisfied.

“Because the story’s already over, sweetheart. You’re not the competition. You’re not even in the same league as Rich. When it’s soft it’s already thick, heavy… maybe six inches just hanging there. But when I take it in my little hand—” she made a slow squeezing motion in the air, “—it grows. And grows. Veins everywhere, head so fat I can’t wrap my lips around it no matter how wide I open. I have such a tiny mouth, Nathan… and still, when I just kiss the tip, it swells even more. Like it’s alive only for me.”

She reached over without looking and pinched his forearm lightly, playfully, to emphasise her point.

“And yet, even though my mouth is so small… when I kiss it, it gets thicker, longer… I swear it doubles. I feel like I control a monster.”

Her hand drifted down, pointed lazily between her own thighs.

“Lick my pussy.”

The command was so casual it stole his breath.

Nathan blinked, stunned. “Now? You want me to—”

“Yes, why not?” She lifted one brow, amused. “I’m describing things that turn me on. They turn you on too, because you’re a girl. When you hear about a real cock, you get this inevitable little hard-on. So come here.”

He lowered himself at once, trembling, and discovered the satin shorts had no panties beneath (just slick, swollen, perfect pink, already glistening). He buried his face with a broken moan.

Taylor kept talking above him, voice hitching with every slow lick.

“It’s such a massive thing… I swear it doubles in my hand. Do the math, baby. If it starts at six soft… how big do you think it gets hard?”

Nathan’s muffled voice, desperate to please: “I—I don’t know… twelve?”

She laughed, delighted. “I don’t want calculations. I just want you to say it. Say he has a big cock.”

Humiliation burned through him, delicious and scalding. His hips ground against the mattress.

“Well… I mean… he has a twelve-inch cock when it’s hard, so—”

“No.” Her fingers tightened in his hair. “No numbers. Just admit it. Say Rich has a big cock.”

His cock jerked so hard it hurt.

“Rich has a big cock,” he choked out, face soaked, grinding helplessly.

“But I have a big cock too, right?” he added in a pathetic whisper. “Better for your little pussy, more comfortable—”

Taylor ignored him completely, as if he’d spoken in another language.

She rolled her hips, riding his tongue.

“I love to jerk him off… just like in the observatory, remember that first time? Feeling all that power throb while he watches the game. And when he finally comes—” her breath caught, thighs tightening around his ears, “—the amount… God, Nathan, it’s like he’s never emptied before. Because he’s a real man.”

Nathan licked harder, tears mixing with her wetness, utterly lost.

She threaded her fingers tighter into his hair.

“Now do you know what happens when you rub it a lot?” she asked, playful, dangerous.

Nathan tried to surface, voice muffled against her slick heat.

“I—I’m not sure what you mean—”

She tugged his hair hard enough to sting.

“For goodness’ sake, Nathan. If you know, just say it.”

He could feel her annoyance crackling above him like static. Fear and arousal twisted in his gut.

“I believe… he… climaxes,” he whispered, face burning.

Taylor’s hips stilled.

“That’s it?” Her voice went flat. “Climaxes?”

She waited.

“You know the amount of semen he has?” she pressed, cruel curiosity sharpening every word.

“I know… I know he has a lot of semen,” he choked out, hips grinding helplessly against the mattress.

“Why?” One word, soft and lethal.

Nathan felt the humiliation flood him, hot and total. She was forcing him to say it aloud, forcing him to name his own inferiority while his tongue was buried in her.

He opened his mouth, searching for the words—

The slap came fast, her open palm cracking across his cheek as hard as she could reach from her position. It wasn’t brutal, but the sting bloomed instantly, shocking and perfect.

“You’re disappointing me,” she said, cold, quiet, devastating.

She rolled away from him in one fluid motion and dropped onto her stomach, face turned toward the pillow, body language shutting him out like a slammed door.

His chance to please her was evaporating.

“No—no, I’ll tell you, I swear I’ll tell you why he has so much semen—” Nathan blurted, voice cracking with panic.

Taylor didn’t even glance back.

“No. You will not tell me.” Her tone was pure ice. “You always make me say things twice. You never do it the first time I ask.”

Nathan’s heart hammered. “I’m telling you—he has lots of semen because he’s a real man. He’s a real man.”

She laughed (short, sharp, delighted at his capitulation) and lifted her hips just enough, reaching back with one lazy hand to hook her thumbs into the waistband of the satin shorts.

In one smooth tug she peeled them down, baring the perfect, golden curve of her ass completely (no panties, nothing left to the imagination). The shorts bunched just beneath the swell, framing her like a gift unwrapped for him alone. The sight stole his breath: flawless, round, impossibly smooth, the tiny pink star of her asshole suddenly right there, inches from his face.

She wiggled once, impatient.

“You know how to lick my anus, right?” she asked, casual as ordering coffee. “We’ve done it before?”

Nathan swallowed, face burning against the mattress.

“I… we did. I mean, before the marriage. Ever since we got married… I haven’t been inside you at all. And… this… not so much either.”

Taylor turned her head, cheek on the pillow, eyes glittering with cruel amusement.

“Not so much?” She repeated his words like they were the punchline of the century. “You mean never. For anything. Yeah. That’s correct. You will never fuck me. And you will never lick my ass again unless I decide to throw you a bone.”

She settled her hips higher, presenting herself fully.

“I’m letting you lick my ass now, and you better do it very, very fast, because I’m thinking about Rich and I want to cum while I’m thinking about Rich.”

Nathan’s voice cracked, small and desperate.

“But… what about me?”

Taylor’s laugh was low, wicked.

“You’re just an ass-licker, baby. That’s what you are. Ass-licker.”

He lowered his face at once, tongue tracing the warm, bare skin, circling, worshipping the tight, perfect ring she had just bared for him (and only him, tonight). The taste of her, the scent, the sheer humiliation of it—he was shaking.

She sighed, pleased, and kept talking, voice husky now.

“But sometimes I prefer when he really fucks me. You know what I mean? Not just handjobs or blowjobs. I like it when he puts me on my back—I’m so small compared to him—”

Nathan, face buried, mumbled against her skin, “You’re small even compared to me…”

Her whole body tensed.

“Why do you have to stuff yourself in the middle of my fantasy when I’m telling you I want to think about Rich and come thinking about Rich?”

Nathan froze.

“I—I’m sorry, I’ll be quiet—”

“No,” she snapped, “you will not be quiet. After I’m done with you, you’ll spend one full hour in the bathroom. Naked. As punishment. You hear me?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he whispered, voice trembling against her bare skin. “But of course.”

“Good. Now keep licking my ass.”

Nathan obeyed instantly, tongue tracing the warm, bare skin of her cheeks, then circling the tight, forbidden ring she had bared for him. The taste of her there (intimate, humiliating, absolute) flooded his mouth. His nose was buried between her perfect globes, every breath filled with her scent. His cock ground helplessly against the mattress, leaking, aching, while his tongue worshipped her rosebud with frantic, reverent strokes. The degradation of it burned through him: married nine months and this was the closest he had come to her body in all that time.

Taylor’s breathing turned ragged above him. Her hips lifted slightly, pressing back against his face, using him.

“God, Nathan… when he first pushes in…” Her voice trembled with memory. “I’m so tiny down there… and his cock is just monstrous. The head alone feels impossible. I have to breathe, have to force myself to open, because it’s so thick it burns at first. I’m dripping, I’m begging, and still it’s like trying to take something too big for my body.”

Nathan’s tongue kept moving, lapping at her asshole in desperate circles, the humiliation of servicing her most private place while she fantasised about another man searing his mind.

“But once he’s past that first ring… once my pussy finally gives and swallows him… everything changes. I get so wet it’s obscene. The stretch turns into this perfect, aching fullness. It doesn’t even matter how long he is. It’s the width. He’s so thick, so wide, it spreads me open like I’m being rebuilt around him. Every thrust drags against every wall, every nerve. I feel owned. I feel ruined. I feel perfect.”

Her hips rolled harder against his face, grinding her asshole on his tongue.

“Yes… Rich… oh fuck, Rich—”

She flipped suddenly onto her back, thighs splaying wide, one hand fisting his hair and yanking his face straight to her soaked pussy.

“Lick.”

She crushed him against her, hips bucking, using his mouth like a toy.

“Yes, Rich—fuck me—harder—harder—”

Nathan’s world narrowed to the taste of her, the pressure of her thighs clamping his skull, the sound of his wife screaming another man’s name while he serviced her like a forgotten appliance.

Rich. Rich. Rich.

Where was he in this picture? He was her husband. He paid for everything. He loved her more than breath. And yet here he was, tongue buried in her pussy, cock grinding the mattress raw, while she moaned for the man who didn’t even have to try.

The thought flashed, hot and shameful: Stand up. Say something. Take your dignity back.

But he didn’t. He never would. He licked harder, tears mixing with her wetness, because even this (being erased, being nothing) was the closest he would ever get to her again.

She came like the world was ending.

Her whole body seized, back arching off the bed, thighs clamping so violently his nose throbbed with real pain. A raw, animal scream tore from her throat (Rich’s name, over and over, until it broke into shattered sobs). Hot liquid flooded his mouth, his chin, his cheeks; she came in violent, pulsing waves, hips jerking, pussy clenching against his tongue again and again and again, each spasm harder than the last, until the scream fractured into helpless, blissful sobs.

She held him there through every shudder, grinding, riding the last shocks against his trapped face, until finally her legs fell open and her grip loosened.

Silence.

Nathan stayed exactly where she had left him: nose buried in her, tongue still inside, motionless, waiting (subservient, used, invisible). A perfect service object.

Taylor exhaled one long, satisfied sigh, stroked his hair once, almost tenderly, then let her hand fall away.

She rested.

He waited.

A hesitant knock sounded at the bedroom door (three soft taps, uncertain).

Taylor didn’t move.

Nathan lifted his head just enough to croak, “Yes?”

Austin’s voice, muffled and worried. “Everything okay in there?”

Taylor’s answer came instantly, cool and absolute.

“Yes, everything is fine. Get back to bed at once.”

The hallway went silent. Footsteps retreated.

Taylor’s eyes fluttered half-open, glowing with lazy satisfaction. She looked at Nathan (face still glistening, lips swollen) and burst into soft, delighted laughter.

“Now that was so good,” she sighed, biting her lower lip, eyes sparkling.

Nathan rose slowly from between her thighs, every muscle trembling, and crawled up the bed to meet her face. She was still giggling, radiant, cruel, perfect.

“Go wash your face, sweetheart,” she murmured, amused.

He stumbled to the bathroom on shaky legs, rinsed the taste of her from his mouth, splashed cold water on burning cheeks, stared at his own wrecked reflection for one stunned second, then hurried back.

She was propped on one elbow now, sheet barely covering her breasts, still laughing softly at the sight of him.

He slid in beside her, wrapped his arms around her, tried to kiss her mouth.

Taylor turned her head at the last second, offering only her cheek.

Deprived.

He swallowed, voice small and pleading.

“So… now, Taylor… would it be possible… that I… that I could climax too?”

Silence.

She didn’t even acknowledge the question. Her eyes were half-lidded, dreamy, a slow smile curving her lips as little aftershocks rippled through her.

“I can still feel the spasms,” she whispered, almost to herself, voice hushed with wonder. “Deep inside… my pussy keeps twitching… like it remembers him.”

Nathan’s cock throbbed painfully against her thigh.

“You still feel the spasms, Ma’am?” he echoed obediently, because that was what was expected of him, because that was all he was good for tonight.

“Yes,” she breathed, eyes fluttering closed, biting her lip in serene, selfish bliss. “Little waves… over and over…”

She drifted (content, satisfied, utterly replete), while Nathan lay beside her, elbow propped, head resting on his hand, watching the woman he worshipped more than God fall asleep with another man’s name still on her tongue.

He stayed awake a long time, tracing the rise and fall of her breathing with his eyes, feeling the ache in his untouched cock and the deeper ache in his chest.

And he loved her more than ever.

3 a.m. Jonathan's rented apartment

The room was perfectly still. Only the low hum of the city through the half-open window and the soft, even rhythm of Taylor’s breathing.

Nathan hadn’t moved in twenty minutes. He lay on his side, elbow propped, head resting in his hand, eyes tracing every line of her sleeping face like a man memorising scripture. The rose-pink satin had slipped off one shoulder entirely; her hair spilled across the pillow in a dark, glossy river; her lips were slightly parted, lashes casting faint shadows on golden cheeks. She looked impossibly young, impossibly serene, impossibly beautiful.

He asked himself (for the thousandth time) how it was possible to never grow tired of looking at her. What was it about the curve of a woman’s cheek, the bow of her mouth, the delicate fan of lashes that turned a man into a pilgrim who only wanted to stare and stare and stare until the end of time?

His own climax (still denied, still aching) felt distant, unimportant. Secondary.

What mattered (what made this night sacred) was that she was here. In his bed. In his arms. Content. Calm. Satisfied.

She could have gone to Rich. She could have driven across the city, slipped into that crib, let the cuffs click shut, become his little girl for the night. But she had chosen to come home. To him.

Gratitude swelled in Nathan’s chest until it hurt. He tilted his head back, eyes lifting to the darkened ceiling, and whispered (soundless at first, then aloud, reverent):

“Thank you, God. Thank you.”

Taylor’s lashes fluttered.

She opened her eyes (hazel, sleepy, luminous) and looked straight at him.

“Who are you talking to?” she murmured, voice husky with sleep.

Nathan’s heart stumbled.

“I… I was talking to God Almighty,” Nathan whispered, cheeks burning like a schoolboy caught praying.

Taylor didn’t acknowledge it. She just stared at the ceiling, voice suddenly small and cracked.

“You know… all of a sudden I’m overwhelmed with sadness.”

Nathan’s arms were around her in an instant, pulling her close, then easing back just enough to search her face.

“What sadness, baby? How can my princess be sad?”

She didn’t look at him.

“It’s Rich… well, Tatiana said it’s probably solvable, right? You were there. She said maybe he’s pulling away because I’m still holding on to my dignity. That he wants me in the crib at night, cuffed, naked… completely surrendered. And I didn’t give him that. So now he has Maddison instead. She’ll do anything.”

Nathan’s throat tightened. He tried to keep his voice gentle.

“Yes… well… there is a limit to how much you can sacrifice, right?”

Taylor’s gaze stayed fixed on the ceiling.

“If I wasn’t married,” she said, voice barely above a whisper, “I would have tried it. I would have gone all the way. I would have lived as his slave girl.”

The words hung in the air like smoke.

Nathan couldn’t breathe.

Taylor’s eyes welled up.

“Just think about it,” she continued, tears slipping free. “He’s playing with my soul. He brought that girl tonight (she’s not even as pretty as me, I know she’s not) and he touched her, let her touch him, right in front of me. So possessively. And I couldn’t do anything.”

She started crying (soft, broken sobs that tore Nathan apart).

He pulled her closer, kissed her temple.

“Don’t cry, baby. He knows you’re the most beautiful princess in the world.”

Taylor shook her head against his chest.

“The fact that he knows doesn’t help me. He’s doing this on purpose. He wants to break my heart. He’s breaking me into pieces. It’s been like this from the first minute (Shark Tank, the observatory). I’ve been chasing him ever since. I had to give him handjobs just to get him to look at me. I had to suck that thick cock, beg him to fuck me, beg him to use me… and even when he finally did, it hurt so much because he’s too big for my little pussy. You were right, Nathan. It doesn’t fit. But I wanted it anyway. I wanted to please him.”

Her voice cracked completely.

“He’s unattainable. He’s out of reach. And I’m dying for him.”

Silence settled between them (thick, heavy, aching, absolute).

Nathan knew exactly what she was doing. He could feel it in his bones: she was steering him, slow and deliberate, toward the one sentence she wanted to hear. She was painting the picture (the crib, the cuffs, the total surrender) and waiting for him to hand her the brush.

He kept his mouth shut. He would not say it. He was her husband, not her pimp.

Taylor’s tears slid sideways across her temples, disappearing into her hair.

“And it makes me sad…” she whispered to the ceiling.

She turned to him suddenly, eyes shimmering, voice soft and devastating.

“You’re my best friend, Nathan. My best girlfriend. More than a friend, even. Because real men (they always want something). They want to shove their cock inside me the second I open up. But with Destiny… and with you… I can just talk. I can be sad, I can cry, I can be a complete mess over another man, and you don’t try to fix it or fuck it away. You just listen.”

Nathan’s heart twisted (humiliation and honour braided so tight he couldn’t tell them apart).

“You’re the only one who’s ever seen me like this,” she continued, voice cracking. “Crying over a man. Miserable. And you still hold me.”

He swallowed, throat raw.

In his head the thoughts raced, frantic, rationalising, bargaining:

She’ll go to him. It will just be sex. Rich collects pretty girls like trophies (he bragged about his album, hundreds of them). Taylor will never be the last. When he’s done, when he discards her like the others, she’ll come back to me. Because I’m the one she cries to. I’m the one she trusts. Being her “best girlfriend” is still being her everything.

Before he could stop himself, the words spilled out (quiet, trembling, inevitable).

“I mean… if it would make you feel better… I don’t mind you sleeping in his crib. It doesn’t matter that much, right? You’re still my best friend. I’m still yours… right?”

The corner of her mouth lifted (just a flicker, a tiny, knowing smirk).

She didn’t answer. She didn’t jump to kiss him. She simply watched him, letting the silence stretch, letting him feel the hook sink deeper.

Nathan’s pulse hammered. He had walked straight into it and he knew it.

He tried again, voice cracking, desperate to fill the void.

“I—I mean, you don’t need my blessing. You can do whatever you want. Always could.”

Taylor finally turned to him fully, eyes luminous, voice soft as silk and sharp as glass.

“I know I can do whatever I want,” she murmured. “But you’re my husband. My little confidant. My sweet, sucking girlfriend who listens when I’m broken. You let me come screaming another man’s name and you still hold me after. That’s why, before I do something like this (something big), I need to know you want it too.”

She reached up, brushed a tear from his cheek with her thumb, and smiled (small, fond, merciless).

“So tell me again, baby… do you want it?”

He saw it the instant the trap closed.

One heartbeat he was the husband offering generous permission; the next, he was the man begging to be allowed to give it. She had flipped the board so smoothly he hadn’t even felt the table turn.

His heart slammed against his ribs.

“Taylor—”

“Yes?” Soft, neutral, waiting.

“This is… this is a big decision.” His voice cracked. “Do you… do you allow me to sleep on it? Just one night to think?”

She looked at him (those huge hazel eyes, still wet from earlier tears) and the answer came out flat, final, devastating in its politeness.

“Okay.”

Just that. One word. Cold as a slammed door.

He reached out instinctively, fingers trembling toward her cheek, needing to touch her hair, needing any scrap of warmth to prove they were still connected.

She moved his hand away before it made contact (gently, but unmistakably).

“Oh, we’re okay,” she said, voice like glass. “I said yes. But you’ve turned all cold and serious, and it’s… inconvenient. Surely you want me to mean it when I say something this big, right? You don’t want me just jumping to please you.”

Every syllable was perfect, reasonable, caring, and it flayed him alive.

He stammered, desperate, hating the whine in his own voice.

“I—I just want to be sure… that we’re still friends, still—”

“I said I don’t want to talk about it anymore.”

Her eyes filled again (genuine tears this time, or the best performance of her life; he couldn’t tell).

“I’m very tired, Nathan. Let me sleep. Tomorrow I’ll be able to think.”

She turned away, presenting the smooth satin of her back, the delicate line of her spine disappearing under rose-pink silk.

“Good night.”

The silence that followed was worse than any shouting.

Nathan lay on his back, staring at the dark ceiling, heart racing, mouth dry. He had asked for one night to think, and in return she had frozen him out completely. No touch. No reassurance. No warmth.

He had disappointed her.

The next day 10 a.m. - The Velvet Orchid – private spa, invitation only

Nathan stood at the reception desk feeling like a trespasser in a palace of flesh and money.

Everything was black marble shot through with gold, low amber light, the hush of wealth so thick it pressed against his eardrums. Behind the desk, a tiny Chinese-American receptionist in dove-grey silk scanned her tablet with perfect composure.

“Nathan Whitmore,” he said, voice cracking on the second syllable.

She didn’t blink. “Nathan Whitmore… ah. Tatiana Carter.” A warm, conspiratorial smile. “She expecting you. Please.”

A second woman appeared (petite, delicate, maybe five feet in her spa slippers, hair in a sleek black bun). She spoke maybe ten words of English total, but her smile was sunshine.

She took his hand (small, soft, firm) and tugged.

“Sawa,” she said brightly, already leading him down the corridor.

Nathan stumbled after her. “Sorry, sawa?”

She nodded enthusiastically, pushed open a door. “Sawa, sawa!”

Inside: a marble shower the size of a bedroom. He understood. Shower. Of course.

He stripped in seconds (shirt, trousers, boxers, socks). When he stepped out dripping, his clothes were gone. Vanished. Not folded, not waiting. Gone. The petite woman simply smiled, handed him a thick white robe and paper slippers like it happened every day, and gestured: follow.

He did (bare beneath the robe, heart hammering, cock already half-hard from the memory of Tatiana in that limousine two days ago: the latex, the impossible cleavage, the way her breasts had pressed against him when she held him, nipples visible, real, unforgivable). The images hadn’t left him since. They lived behind his eyelids now, permanent residents.

Corridors of teak and frosted glass. Through open doors he glimpsed the impossible: a Russian model getting diamond dust rolled across her cheekbones, a Saudi princess having her feet worshipped by two attendants, a famous actress face-down while four hands worked gold oil into her back.

Finally, a heavy sandalwood door.

The woman opened it, gave a tiny bow, and nudged him inside.

The room was womb-dark, lit only by flickering candles and the red glow of a salt wall. Cedar, ylang-ylang, warm skin.

In the centre: the massage table.

Tatiana lay face-down, completely naked except for a small white towel folded low across the swell of her ass (barely covering the cleft, riding up with every breath). A tall, sculpted African masseur (muscles gleaming with oil, hands huge and sure) worked her back in long, deep, possessive strokes. Every press drew a low, contented moan from her throat.

Nathan stood frozen just inside the door, robe suddenly feeling paper-thin, clutching the belt like it might save him.

Tatiana lifted her head, auburn hair tumbling loose, and smiled (warm, maternal, devastating).

“Nathan, sweetheart.” She extended one lazy hand without rising, fingers open.

He crossed the room like a man walking to the gallows, took her hand. She gave his a gentle squeeze (more greeting than handshake), then let it go.

“You wanted to talk to me, baby?”

The masseur never paused. His oiled hands slid down the perfect curve of her spine, thumbs pressing into the dimples just above the towel.

Tatiana turned her cheek on the cradle, eyes finding Nathan’s.

“Stand here,” she murmured, patting the spot beside the table, level with her shoulder. “So I can see my favourite boy.”

Nathan moved, legs trembling. The new position put him inches from her bare arm, her face, the slow glide of those powerful hands across her flawless skin. His cock (still tortured from Taylor’s games and now from the living memory of Tatiana’s breasts pressed against him in that limousine two days ago) stirred helplessly under the thin robe.

Tatiana’s smile softened, maternal and merciless.

“So… how was your first real day after the demolition, darling? Did you manage to settle in with the children? Is Jonathan’s little apartment big enough for all of you? Do you feel… comfortable?”

Her voice was pure velvet concern (while the masseur’s hands kneaded deeper, making her sigh with pleasure).

Nathan felt very uncomfortable because it wasn’t the private conversation he had imagined. The thing with Taylor was burning inside him like acid, and here she was asking about yesterday’s problems as if the world hadn’t tilted on its axis since.

He glanced nervously at the tall African masseur (muscles gleaming, hands gliding over Tatiana’s oiled skin) and lowered his voice.

“Well… Taylor insisted on spring cleaning. She’s very strict about cleanliness, you know that from before. The boys worked for hours, moving furniture, scrubbing… the apartment smells completely different now. And… no shoes inside, of course.”

Tatiana listened, cheek resting on her folded arms, eyes half-lidded with pleasure as Mambo’s strong hands kneaded deeper.

She raised one lazy hand (a tiny, regal gesture).

“This is not what you’re concerned about, is it, sweetheart?”

Nathan swallowed, shifting his weight from foot to foot. “No, ma’am.”

“So what is it, baby?” Tatiana asked, voice soft and coaxing. “What’s on your mind?”

Nathan’s gaze flicked desperately to Mambo (then back to Tatiana), his eyes wide, almost pleading, motioning with tiny jerks of his head toward the masseur: I can’t talk with him here.

Tatiana’s lips curved (slow, indulgent, maternal).

“Oh, don’t worry about Mambo here,” she murmured, reaching back to pat the masseur’s hand without looking. “Mambo doesn’t understand a word of English when I don’t want him to. Isn’t that right, darling?”

Mambo answered in perfect, amused English, deep voice rumbling with humour.

“Oh, absolutely, Miss Carter. Even if I did, I wouldn’t understand a word you’re saying.”

Tatiana and Mambo burst into warm, shared laughter (an old, private joke).

Nathan stood there like a schmuck, cheeks burning, not knowing where to look.

Tatiana’s eyes softened on him again.

“Okay, okay… Mambo, that will be all for now.”

Mambo gave a small bow, wiped his hands, and left the room without another word (unhurried, unbothered, vanishing as silently as a shadow).

Tatiana pushed herself up in one fluid motion. The tiny towel slipped away completely (forgotten, discarded). She sat on the edge of the table, legs crossed, breasts jutting forward proudly, shoulders rolling back in a luxurious stretch that made everything sway. Naked, golden, utterly unashamed.

The sight slammed into Nathan like a fist.

Oh God, no. Not more. Not again. He jerked his gaze away, cheeks burning, heart hammering. She’s doing this on purpose. She knows exactly what this does to a man (to any man, mammal, human being with blood in his veins) and she’s taunting me with that luscious, overripe body because she can. Because she enjoys watching me squirm.

She rose and walked the few steps to where her robe hung. The movement gave Nathan a merciless view of her ripe, heavy ass swaying with every step (big, tanned, perfect, built for rough, endless sex). It was the kind of ass that broke men without even trying. And she knew it. She had told him already on the first night, calm and clear, that he would never be the kind of man she allowed near it (he was just a humiliated, deprived, sexless errand boy in her eyes).

She slipped into the thick, fluffy white robe, cinched the belt with lazy expertise, and turned to him with a wide, maternal smile.

“You know, you arrived just when Mambo was about to fuck me,” she said lightly, her gaze flicking deliberately between his stunned face and the small, obvious tent now pressing against the front of his spa robe. “But never mind that, sweetheart. Come. We’ll find a nicer place to talk.”

She turned on her heel and led him out (bare feet silent on the warm wood, robe brushing her calves).

Nathan followed her down the dimly lit corridor, every step pure torture.

Under the loose, fluffy spa robe there was nothing (no boxers, no barrier, just his cock hanging free, burning hot, rigid as steel). The thick terry cloth brushed against the sensitive head with every movement, the uneven weave grazing the swollen crown like a teasing tongue. The friction was maddening: soft, rough, relentless. Heat pooled low in his gut, suffocating, inescapable. Pre-cum had already started to bead, smearing against the fabric, making the robe cling in damp patches.

He walked stiff-legged, trying not to thrust into the accidental strokes, trying not to groan. Yet another man (one more in an endless line) trailing after Tatiana Carter with a helpless, aching hard-on tenting the front of a borrowed robe. A hard-on no amount of willpower could prevent.

She knew. Of course she knew. She always knew.

And she never slowed her pace.

They entered a small, candlelit tea room (plush velvet sofas, low rosewood table, the faint scent of chamomile and honey drifting in the warm air).

Tatiana walked ahead, robe swaying, and just before she sat she glanced back over her shoulder (catching Nathan’s helpless stare glued to the lush curve of her body beneath the thin fabric). Her smile curved, slow and knowing.

“I trust you have nothing personal against chamomile tea?” she asked, voice honeyed, amused.

Before he could stammer an answer she patted the cushion right beside her.

“Sit, baby.”

He sat. Their thighs pressed together (robe against robe, her skin still radiating the heat of Mambo’s hands). The contact sent another helpless throb through his cock; the thick terry cloth grazed the bare, swollen head again, cruel and perfect.

Tatiana lifted two elegant fingers to the waiter.

“Two chamomile teas, please. The good one.”

Then she turned fully toward him (one arm draped along the back of the sofa, body angled close, robe parting just enough to reveal the smooth inner curve of one heavy breast). She smiled (soft, maternal, devastating) and said:

“I’m all ears, sweetheart. What’s really on your mind?”

Nathan echoed the question under his breath, buying time, then let out a shaky laugh that wasn’t a laugh at all.

“Taylor,” he said simply. “Always Taylor.”

Tatiana’s eyes warmed. “I noticed.”

“She’s… she’s toying with my soul,” he whispered, the words scraping out raw. “And it feels incredible and it’s killing me at the same time. I swear I’m losing my mind.”

Tatiana leaned in just a fraction (close enough for him to feel the heat radiating off her skin), but kept her hands to herself, giving him the rare, precious gift of pure listening.

“Tell me what happened, baby.”

He swallowed hard.

“It’s Rich. She’s… destroyed over him. The sadness coming off her last night… I’ve never seen her like that. And I’m terrified it’s not just physical anymore. It’s emotional. It’s everything.”

Tatiana gave a small, sympathetic hum. “Those two things usually travel together, darling.”

“She wants him so badly,” Nathan continued, voice cracking, “but something’s blocking her. You said yesterday (when we were at your place) that it might be the crib… that she refused to give up that last bit of dignity and sleep cuffed in it like he wants.”

Tatiana tilted her head, gentle but precise.

“I said it was a possibility,” Tatiana corrected softly, voice like velvet over steel. “I’m not inside Rich’s head.”

Nathan’s face was tight, eyes over-bright.

“She latched onto that,” he said, voice rough. “She started saying that if she became his little slave girl (sleeping where he wants, wearing what he wants), maybe then he’d finally choose her. She’s… she’s heartbroken, Tatiana. Seeing Maddison on his lap tonight tore her apart. I can’t stand watching her like this. I can’t live when she’s sad.”

Tatiana reached out, cupped his cheek with warm fingers.

“You’re such a good husband,” she murmured, thumb stroking his skin. “So kind to your wife.”

Nathan gave a bitter little laugh. “But here’s the thing… I’m starting to feel like she’s manipulating me.”

Tatiana’s brow lifted, amused but gentle.

“Well, who doesn’t, darling?” When he looked confused, she continued, maternal and matter-of-fact. “We’re social animals, Nathan. We say things, we do things, to get what we need. That’s not manipulation; that’s just being alive.”

He absorbed that, shoulders sagging. “Yes, ma’am… I suppose. It’s just—”

“Just that?” she prompted, voice soft.

“It’s just that sometimes I feel like a fool. Like she doesn’t really love me. I’m not in her league. Never was. She’s with me for the money, and now the money’s slipping away and—”

Tatiana’s fingers tightened slightly on his cheek.

“But you don’t have much left now, do you?”

He lowered his gaze. “I still have the business.”

“And yet she’s still here,” Tatiana pointed out, calm, relentless.

Nathan’s voice dropped to almost nothing. “That’s what terrifies me. That once the house is truly gone, once there’s nothing left to pay for… she’ll finally leave. I keep asking myself what she even sees in me anymore.”

Tatiana took his hand in both of hers, warm, reassuring, devastating.

“I’m no oracle, baby. I can’t see inside her head. But one thing I do know: you can’t cage another person. You can’t stop Taylor from being Taylor. She has needs (real, deep ones), and no matter how many locks you put on the door, she’ll find a way to feed them. Today it’s the crib. Tomorrow it will be something else.”

She sighed, leaned back, robe shifting to reveal more of that lethal curve.

“You came here tonight to ask if it’s all right for her to sleep in that crib,” she said gently. “And I’m telling you (for the sake of whatever you two still have), don’t block her. It’s unavoidable. Today it’s Rich. Tomorrow it could be another man.” A pause. “It could even be one of your sons. I’m sorry to say it so bluntly.”

Nathan’s breath caught. He stared at the floor, unable to meet her eyes.

Tatiana lifted his chin with two fingers, forcing him to look at her.

“She took your sons, didn’t she?” Tatiana asked (soft as a lullaby, sharp as a blade).

Nathan’s voice was barely air. “I… I don’t know. I don’t have proof. I don’t know.”

Tatiana cupped his cheek, thumb brushing away the wetness there.

“No matter what it is, Nathan,” she murmured, “the truth is you’re together. You love her. And right now she’s choosing to come home to you every night. That has to count for something.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he whispered, eyes pleading. “You’re so wise… but do you think… do you think she’ll stay?”

“I’m no oracle, baby.” Her fingers stroked his skin, warm, maternal, merciless. “I just follow my instincts. And my instinct says the kindest thing (for both of you) is to let her chase what she needs until she’s done chasing.”

Nathan’s tears spilled freely now.

“Just talking to you…” His voice cracked completely. “It’s such a release… you have no idea…”

Tatiana pulled him in, possessive and gentle, until his cheek rested inches from the heavy curve of her breasts beneath the robe.

“Shhh. Be a good, obedient boy for Mommy, yes?”

He clung to her, trembling. “You mean… for you?”

A low, melodic hum that sent molten heat straight to his trapped cock.

“Of course, darling. You’ll be the perfect husband for Taylor… but more importantly, you’ll be my sweet, faithful little puppy.”

“I want to,” he breathed, face pressed to the warmth of her. “I need to.”

“Good boy.”

Her hand drifted down, settled over the rigid length straining beneath his robe. She didn’t stroke (just held him there, palm cupping, fingers shaping the outline through thick terry cloth, claiming without granting). The pressure was exquisite torture.

“Now keep that for Taylor,” she said, voice velvet and steel.

He whimpered against her skin. “Mistress Tatiana… you’re mesmerising me…”

She gave one last, deliberate squeeze (enough to make him throb helplessly), then released him.

“Off you go,” she said, sadistic little smile blooming. “Go home. Tell your wife you want her to sleep in our crib. Be a very good boy and run along.”

Nathan rose on shaky legs, robe tented obscenely, subspace singing in his blood. He bent, kissed the back of her hand with desperate reverence, and stumbled toward the door (hard, aching, utterly owned).


$26,000

9:30 p.m., Jonathan’s rented apartment

The apartment smelled of garlic, rosemary, and something faintly sweet; Jonathan had seared chicken breasts in butter and white wine, then finished them with a quick pan sauce and a scattering of fresh thyme from Austin’s rooftop pots. There was a bowl of creamy polenta swirled with parmesan, another of roasted broccoli still bright green, and a small pitcher of the reduced sauce on the side. Simple, comforting food again, but different from last night’s omelette. Jonathan always cooked like a man trying to keep the world from tilting any further off its axis.

They were dressed again tonight: soft T-shirts, old sweatpants, bare feet on cool hardwood. No orders to strip. No gold mesh dress sweeping in at eight sharp. Taylor still wasn’t home, and the clock on the microwave now read 9:17 in cold blue digits.

Nathan’s phone lay face-up beside his plate exactly where it had been for the last hour. Screen dark. Volume on. No vibration. He hadn’t looked at it in almost four minutes, which was a new record.

The three of them ate in near silence until Jonathan set his fork down with deliberate care.

“Daddy,” he started, voice low and careful, the same tone he once used when he had to ask a superior for permission to speak freely. He glanced at Austin, who gave the tiniest nod of encouragement. “If it’s okay… Austin and I, we’d like to say something.”

Nathan lifted his eyes. They were bloodshot, ringed in bruise-coloured shadows, the eyes of a man who had slept maybe ninety minutes the night before. He nodded once, slow, like the motion hurt.

Jonathan swallowed. “Yesterday… what we said at this table… that wasn’t fair. We were angry, we were scared, and we unloaded all of it on you when you were already…” He searched for a word that wasn’t cruel. “When you were already carrying everything. We didn’t mean to hurt you like that. I’m sorry. We both are.”

Austin’s voice came softer, almost shy. “It was the worst possible moment to pile on. The house (our house) had just been turned into rubble the day before. You’d spent the whole night God-knows-where, and you came back looking like death. And we still decided that was the perfect time to kick you while you were down. That wasn’t right.”

Nathan stared at his plate for a long moment, then gave a small, tired shrug. “It’s okay,” he said, voice raspy, barely above a whisper. “I accept the apology.”

Another silence, gentler this time.

Jonathan drew a slow breath. “We see how much you love her, Dad. Like… really see it. The way you look at that phone. The way you flinch every time the elevator dings in the hall. It’s…” He glanced at Austin again, hunting for the right words. “It’s not weak. It’s huge. And we get it now.”

Austin leaned forward a little. “We’re infatuated with her too. Both of us. It’s not the same as what you feel; it’s not love like that; but we’re in it. Deep. And she…” He gave a tiny, helpless laugh. “She’s the best thing that ever happened to this family. Even when she’s tearing it apart, she’s still… the centre of everything.”

Jonathan nodded. “So when we see you sitting here, waiting, barely eating, jumping every time a car door slams downstairs… we get it. We’re not on the outside judging you anymore. We’re in the same boat. Just… different seats.”

Nathan’s hand moved toward the phone, stopped halfway, retreated to his lap. He smeared a little more butter on a corner of chicken that didn’t need it, eyes fixed on the plate.

Jonathan’s voice dropped even lower. “Even right now, while I’m talking, you’re wondering why she hasn’t texted. You’re counting the minutes, aren’t you?”

Nathan’s mouth twisted into something that might have been a smile if it had any life in it. He didn’t answer, but the answer was written in every line of his body.

Then the words came, quiet and cracked open, like he was confessing to a priest instead of his own sons.

“Yes. I love Taylor. I love her very much… for exactly what she is.” His voice shook. “I know she’s not… nice to me. Maybe not to either of you. But there’s something about her that drags me down to my knees and I can’t resist it. I’m addicted. Completely.”

Jonathan exhaled, slow and shaky. “Daddy… you have no idea. I feel the same thing. Exactly the same.” He rubbed the back of his neck, cheeks already burning red. “There’s this… power in her. She doesn’t even have to try. She just walks into a room and something inside me drops. I’ve never felt anything like it.”

Nathan nodded, small, exhausted, grateful. “Yes. I know exactly what you mean. Some girls… maybe one in a million… they have this combination. Extreme beauty and this… personality that just,” he laughed once, a broken sound, “that just kills you.”

His eyes filled. The tears came sudden and unstoppable, sliding down his cheeks and dripping onto the tablecloth. Austin was already moving, pressing a napkin into his father’s hand.

“Daddy…” Austin’s voice was gentle, almost reverent. “I’ve been reading about this. A lot. Middle-aged men who fall this hard… it’s rare. But the forums, the studies, whatever you want to call them; they all say the same thing.” He hesitated, then smiled, small and earnest. “You’re lucky. You’re actually lucky.”

Nathan let out a wet, incredulous laugh, wiping his face. “Do I look lucky to you?”

“You do,” Austin insisted. “Because most men just… drift. They marry someone safe, someone vanilla, and they stay out of inertia. That’s not love. That’s just not being brave enough to leave. But what you have with Taylor? That’s real. It’s insane and it hurts like hell, but it’s alive. You’re living a second adolescence, a second great romance. Most people never get even one.”

Nathan stared at his youngest son, stunned.

Jonathan’s hand settled on Nathan’s wrist, warm and steady. “It’s more than that,” he said quietly, face still flushed crimson. “At least for me. She’s… unearthing things I spent my whole life hiding.” He swallowed hard. “I’m submissive, Dad. Deep down. I always have been. I just buried it under uniforms and push-ups and pretending I was the toughest guy in the room. Taylor saw it in five seconds. And now I can’t put it back in the box.”

He risked a glance at Austin, then back to Nathan. “She turns me on in ways I didn’t know were possible. And I respect her; God, I respect her so much it scares me. That’s why I blush like a kid every time she looks at me. That’s why I drop to my knees the second she raises an eyebrow.”

Nathan bit his lip, eyes shining again, but this time the tears didn’t fall. He just nodded, slow and deep, like a man hearing his own secret spoken aloud for the first time.

“I know exactly what you mean, Jonathan,” he whispered. “I know exactly what you mean.”

The phone lit up with her face (that perfect, heart-shaped face framed by jet-black hair), and the world narrowed to a single point of light in the dark apartment.

Nathan’s chair scraped back so violently it almost tipped. He was already moving, phone clutched to his ear, the bedroom door banging shut behind him before either son could draw breath. He threw himself onto the bed fully clothed, on his back in the pitch black, heart hammering so hard he could feel it in his teeth.

“Taylor,” he breathed, the name half prayer, half sob.

“Hi, baby,” she answered, soft, a little sleepy, a little amused. “How are you?”

“Now that you’re calling?” His voice cracked wide open. “Much better. Much, much better.”

He was crying instantly, silently. Tears welled, spilled, ran sideways across his temples and into his ears because he was lying flat. He didn’t bother wiping them away.

“How are you, sweetheart?” he managed. “Really, how are you?”

A long pause. Then, small and sheepish: “I feel… idiotic.”

He swallowed hard. “Why? What happened?”

A tiny, embarrassed laugh. “Well… as you can probably guess, I’m in the crib.”

His heart lurched. “In the crib,” he repeated, reverent.

“Yeah… hands cuffed, the whole thing.” A soft rustle of satin, the faint metallic clink of steel. “Tatiana put me in this ridiculous baby-pink ruffled set, shorts so tiny they’re basically a suggestion, little bows everywhere, and told me to climb in. So here I am. Feeling like a total idiot.”

Nathan’s breath caught. “But… this is what you wanted, right?”

“Not exactly,” she said, the sweetness thinning just enough to remind him of the blade underneath. “I wouldn’t call it my idea.”

He tripped over himself to fix it. “Of course it was mine. I begged you. I’m sorry, baby—”

“Shh. It’s fine.” A small, tired exhale. “Anyway… Rich isn’t even here.”

Nathan blinked into the dark. “He’s… not?”

“Los Angeles. Flew out this morning.”

He couldn’t stop the question. “Then why are you in the crib if he’s—”

“I don’t know, Nathan, and you’re asking too many questions.” The whip-crack in her voice shut him up instantly.

A second later she continued, calmer, almost amused. “He’s got this girl waiting for him out there. Samantha.”

“Samantha…” The name tugged at his memory. “She was modeling for Vogue…”

“Was,” Taylor drew the word out like a purr. “Past tense. Now she’s just Rich’s little cuffed doll in the LA apartment. Spends her days on her knees waiting for him to come home.”

Nathan swallowed. “And her husband…?”

“A true cuckold,” Taylor laughed, bright and careless.

“Oh… you mean you know him?” Nathan asked.

“Tatiana told me. Everyone knows him. Founder of BLUSH Cosmetics.”

“Was,” she added before he could speak.

Nathan’s stomach dropped. “He… doesn’t own it anymore?”

“Nope. Rich does.”

A small pause. Then Nathan dared, voice barely above a whisper: “You’re thinking what I’m thinking, aren’t you?”

Taylor giggled, light and dismissive. “I’m not thinking. What’s there to think about?”

He hesitated, then pushed on. “Well… that one day you and I end up as the Boston version of Samantha and her subby-hubby, keeping the apartment spotless for the Carters.”

Taylor snorted. “In his dreams.”

“I’m quite rebellious, if you happen to know me,” she said, playful but with steel underneath. “The only reason I’m still in this stupid crib is because Tatiana chained my wrists to the bars before she left.”

“Jesus,” Nathan breathed, the word slipping out before he could stop it.

The image slammed into him like a fist: Tatiana, calm and maternal, leaning over the crib, clicking the cuffs shut around Taylor’s delicate wrists while Taylor pouted and obeyed. His cock stiffened instantly, traitorously hard. With a frantic little shove he yanked his sweatpants and briefs down to his knees, freeing himself completely, and wrapped his bare fist around his shaft. He started stroking (slow, guilty pulls) while Taylor’s voice still poured into his ear. Anything involving Tatiana was unbearably erotic to him, and he couldn’t stop.

He didn’t dare speak. Didn’t dare let even a breath betray that he was jerking himself raw to the thought of Tatiana owning her.

Finally he managed to force the words out, voice thick and shaking: “And… how do you feel about it?”

He prayed it sounded normal.

“It’s okay,” Taylor said, the shrug audible in her voice. “I don’t mind. I don’t really care. I guess it’s just entertainment for her, knowing I’m her little captive, her little girl, while she, the grown-up, gets to do whatever she wants.”

Nathan was so ashamed of himself. Here he was finally talking to Taylor, the love of his life, and just the mention of cruel, sadistic, domineering Tatiana (those heavy breasts swaying as she calmly cuffed Taylor away like a doll) set fire to every secret fantasy he had. His fist was already moving, frantic, desperate, and for one terrifying second he thought it was too late.

He froze, ripped his hand away from his cock, and prayed (actually prayed) that he wouldn’t come right there on his stomach. Any further touch, even the brush of fabric, would have finished him. His breath came in shallow, panicked bursts until the wave receded and he knew he’d escaped.

He swore to himself he wouldn’t touch again. Not while Taylor was on the line. He had to be careful, so careful. Tatiana had carved herself deep into his psyche, deeper than he ever wanted to admit. While his sons sat at the table praising his great love for Taylor, here he was, hard and leaking, secretly throbbing for another woman’s dominance.

His face flushed, hot and choking, as the shameful desire surged up his throat. He wanted it too. God help him, he wanted to be reduced by Tatiana just as thoroughly.

He coughed, throat dry. “Do you… do you think she’d ever let me visit? Just to see you? To spend a little time there in the penthouse?”

A soft, amused huff. “Darling, living here is no picnic. Tatiana is strict. Way stricter than me.”

His hand went straight to his cock again. He just couldn’t help it; he was helpless against the wave of arousal that was sweeping him.

“And besides,” Taylor went on, “to get you inside I’d have to beg.”

“Beg?” he echoed, voice cracking.

“Uh-huh. That’s the protocol. Servants don’t ask. Asking is for normal people. Servants beg.” A tiny laugh. “I’d have to strip completely naked, no watch, no phone, lie flat on the marble, and suck her toes while I plead for mercy.”

“Goodness,” Nathan whispered, yanking his hand away from his cock as if it burned.

“Goodness indeed,” Taylor repeated, mock-prim. “I guess I’m not that submissive. I still have my pride.”

“Yes, Taylor,” he said instantly, reverent. “You’re not.”

She giggled, bright and careless, the sound he lived for. “You know, it’s so good talking to you. You really are the sunshine of my day.”

“You too, sweetie,” he breathed, clinging to the phone like a lifeline.

“That’s why I love you so much,” she murmured, almost to herself. “That’s why I called. Because I knew you’d listen. You’re such a perfect cuckold subby-hubby.”

“Yes, Taylor,” he whispered, addicted to every syllable.

“So… when are you coming home?” he asked, tentative.

“I don’t know. It doesn’t depend on me anymore. I’m cuffed here, and if I ask for anything Tatiana gets angry…”

“It’s okay, whatever you decide,” he rushed. “Just—if you’re not happy, tell me. I want you to have the best life can give you.”

“I know,” she said softly. “But it all depends on Rich now. Whether he even notices I’m in his crib. He’s got other apartments, other women, his mother in Montreal, his daughter in Munich… nobody knows his schedule. He works, too.”

A short silence.

“We’ll see,” she said. Then, suddenly hushed: “Wait—Tatiana’s coming. Gotta go.”

Click.

The line went dead.

Nathan lay on his back in the dark, sweatpants shoved down to his knees, cock rigid against his stomach, slick at the tip, pulsing with every heartbeat.

He tried to breathe. He tried to feel guilty. He failed at both.

The conversation replayed in broken flashes: Taylor’s bored little shrug, the clink of cuffs, the way she had said Tatiana chained my wrists to the bars like it was nothing. And underneath it all, the image that had nearly finished him: Tatiana, calm and maternal, leaning over the crib, those heavy breasts swaying beneath the open robe, clicking the steel shut around Taylor’s wrists while Taylor pouted and obeyed.

His hand moved on its own, slow, guilty circles around the head.

But the thought that truly haunted him (the one that had followed him all day, through meetings, through meals he barely tasted, through every ordinary moment) was Mambo.

He had tried to erase it. Driving to the office, eating lunch, talking on conference calls—he kept seeing it: the thick, unmistakable ridge under Mambo’s white towel, the way it had pressed forward like a heavy rod, impossible to ignore. He had glanced for only a second, praying no one noticed, but when he dared raise his eyes Mambo had been looking right at him, a faint, knowing smile on his lips. The masseur knew exactly what Nathan had been staring at.

Nathan had told himself a hundred times: I’m not thinking about cocks. It’s just… Taylor said I’m her girlfriend now. She talks about Rich’s cock all the time, describes it in detail. That’s why it’s stuck in my head. That’s all.

But the lie crumbled the moment he inhaled the faint leather-and-foot warmth from Taylor’s discarded flat.

Because it wasn’t Rich’s cock he kept seeing.

It was Mambo’s.

He pictured the towel dropping. Mambo’s cock sprang free (thick, dark, impossibly heavy, the head already glistening, veins standing proud along the shaft, the whole thing so large it looked almost obscene in the candlelight). Nathan’s breath caught in his throat.

Then Mambo reached down, picked up the tiny white towel that had barely covered Tatiana’s ass, and draped it over his own erection like a careless afterthought (as if hanging a washcloth to dry). The scrap of fabric was laughably small against that monstrous length, barely covering half, the head still peeking out, defiant.

Tatiana flipped onto her back with fluid grace, legs parting wide, eyes half-lidded with that same calm, maternal smile. She didn’t look at Nathan. She didn’t need to.

Mambo climbed onto the table, positioned himself between her thighs, the towel sliding off and falling to the floor.

Nathan knew he wasn’t allowed to watch this. This was for adults. This was for real men with real cocks. He was just the little boy with the cute wee-wee who had interrupted. In his mind Tatiana’s voice floated in, soft and kind: “Run along now, sweetheart. Mommy will be with you in a little while.”

The fantasy cut him out completely. He was already outside the door, waiting in the tea room like a good puppy, while inside Tatiana took every thick inch with those low, contented moans he had heard through the wall.

His hand tightened on his own cock, stroking faster, ashamed and harder than ever.

Because even in his dreams he knew the truth: he wasn’t allowed to see it. He wasn’t built for it. He was the child who got sent away so the grown-ups could play.

The fantasy shifted (relief, almost). Tatiana finished with Mambo, skin glowing, satisfied in a way Nathan could never manage. She slipped into her robe, walked out to the tea room where he waited, and sat beside him on the velvet sofa. That devastating maternal smile. Her elegant hand sliding beneath his towel. Warm fingers wrapping around his aching cock (no fabric, no mercy). She stroked once, slow and possessive, thumb smearing the pre-cum over the head. “Good boy,” she whispered, maternal and cruel. “So hard for Mommy. You’ve been such a patient little puppy.”

In the fantasy she pumped him deliberately, the way a woman strokes a pet she owns completely. Her heavy breasts pressed against his chest, nipples hard through the open robe. Every downward pull dragged a helpless whimper from his throat.

He was close. So close it scared him.

She never let him inside her (never that). Just her hand, steady and merciless, working him while she watched his face with that calm, amused smile.

“Come for Mommy,” she whispered in the fantasy, voice velvet and steel.

And he did.

Nathan’s hips jerked off the mattress. He bit down on his forearm to muffle the broken sound that tore out of him as he came harder than he could remember (thick, endless pulses spilling over his fist, his stomach, the sheets). The orgasm rolled through him in brutal waves, each one dragged out by the image of Tatiana’s elegant fingers wrapped around him, milking every drop while she praised him in that soft, devastating voice.

He had been deprived for so long, always postponing, always edging, always stopping himself in frantic hope that Taylor would finally say yes, that she would spread her legs for him again and let him inside her.

And the woman who owned the hand in his fantasy would never, ever touch him in real life.

Five minutes later the fire was gone.

The last pulse had left his cock soft and wet against his stomach, the slick cooling fast. The frantic heat that had ruled him (Tatiana’s imagined hand, her calm voice, the cuffs, the crib) simply vanished, swept away like smoke through an open window. His erection wilted, shrank, disappeared. No trace of arousal remained, only a sudden, bone-deep chill.

Nathan pulled his briefs and sweatpants up with trembling fingers, dragged the duvet over himself, then another blanket on top because it still wasn’t enough. He curled into a tight ball, teeth almost chattering, and felt the truth rise up clean and merciless now that lust no longer clouded it.

Taylor.

Not the sex. Not the games. Not the cage or the cuffs or the billionaire who might or might not ever look at her again.

Just Taylor.

He missed her the way a drowning man misses air. He missed her bare feet padding across the apartment floor, the weight of her head on his chest when she finally crawled into bed at four in the morning, the way she sometimes whispered “love you, baby” in her sleep and meant it for half a second before she rolled away. He missed cooking for her, missed kneeling to paint her toenails, missed the casual brush of her fingers through his hair when she walked past his chair.

He would scrub floors on all fours for the rest of his life if it meant she came home and let him hold her. He would hand her to Rich on a silver platter, carry the crib himself, pay every bill until the last cent was gone, if it made her eyes light up again.

He wanted her happy (truly, desperately happy), even if her happiness lived three hundred miles away in a penthouse crib with another man’s name on the lock.

But God, he wanted her home.

The longing was physical: a hollow ache behind his ribs, a weight on his sternum, a cold that blankets couldn’t touch. He pressed his face into the pillow that still smelled faintly of her shampoo and let the tears come again (quiet, adult tears this time, not the frantic ones of minutes ago).

He loved her. Not the version that denied him, not the version that laughed while his sons cleaned in their underwear, not even the version that came screaming Rich’s name on his tongue.

He loved Taylor. The impossible, untouchable, eighteen-year-old storm who had taken everything and somehow, in the ruins, become the only thing he needed to breathe.

And right now she was cuffed to a crib in another man’s bedroom, waiting for a man who might never come.

Nathan curled tighter under the blankets, shivering, and whispered into the dark the only prayer he had left.

“Please come home, baby. Please just come home.”

4 Days Later, 10 a.m. Jonathan’s Rented Apartment

Four days.

Ninety-six hours without a single sign of life. No text, no emoji, no “still breathing,” no “good-night, baby.” The phone had become a flat, dead stone in his hand. Every time it lit up with a work e-mail or a calendar reminder he felt the same nauseating lurch, followed by the same hollow crash when it wasn’t her name on the screen.

He hadn’t slept more than forty minutes at a stretch. He would drift off, then jerk awake gasping because in the dream she was already gone forever. The apartment felt too big and too small at the same time. Jonathan and Austin moved around him like ghosts, speaking in soft voices, leaving plates of food he barely touched. He lost six pounds in four days; his cheeks looked sharp, his eyes sunken, the skin under them the colour of old bruises.

Food tasted like nothing. Water tasted like nothing. The only thing that still had flavour was the panic at the back of his throat.

He kept seeing flashes of her everywhere: Taylor padding barefoot to the fridge in one of his old T-shirts. Taylor curled against his chest at 4 a.m., warm and smelling of someone else, still letting him be the big spoon. Taylor’s fingers idly tracing circles on his forearm while she scrolled her phone and ignored him. All of it gone. All of it possibly gone forever.

He understood, with perfect, brutal clarity, what he had done. By telling her “stay in the crib as long as you need,” he had handed her the exit ticket. Tatiana’s calm, velvet words echoed on an endless loop: you can’t cage another person… let her chase what she needs. He had let her go. And now she was gone.

He kept picturing the rest of his life without her. Waking up in that rented bedroom for the next forty years. The silence where her laugh used to be. The cold side of the bed that would never be warm again. He pictured holidays, birthdays, ordinary Tuesdays, all of them empty because the centre of gravity had walked out the door and never looked back.

He wasn’t angry. He wasn’t even jealous anymore. He was just bleeding.

And then, at 10:03 a.m. on the fourth day, in the middle of a conference room full of investors and patent lawyers, his phone buzzed once on the table.

Taylor.

One line: I want you over here. Now.

The room went still. Eight faces turned toward him as he stood up so fast his chair rolled back and crashed into the wall. He didn’t apologise. He didn’t explain. He simply left (phone clutched in his fist, tie flapping, jacket forgotten on the chair).

He ran.

Down twenty-three floors, through the lobby, into the parking garage. He drove like a maniac (running red lights, horn blaring, heart trying to punch through his ribs). Traffic was a snarl of brake lights and horns, but he didn’t feel it. He was nothing but forward motion, a missile aimed at the only coordinates that still mattered.

The elevator in the Carter building took a thousand years. He stood alone in the mirrored box, chest heaving, staring at the wreck of a man staring back: unshaven, wild-eyed, shirt damp with cold sweat. Over and over, like a heartbeat, the same four words hammered inside his skull:

Please don’t be done with me. Please don’t be done with me. Please don’t be done with me.

The car slowed. The soft chime. The doors slid open with a whisper.

And there she was.

Taylor was waiting.

She stood alone in the vast marble foyer, barefoot, perfectly still.

Jet-black hair drawn into a severe, low knot at the nape of her neck (not a single strand out of place). A plain black maid’s dress, high-necked, long-sleeved, the white collar and cuffs crisp as paper. A narrow white apron tied tight around her waist. Her hands rested in front of her, joined by a short length of dull, age-darkened chain (eight inches of play, no more). The links caught the morning light like old iron.

But her face (God, her face) was pure sunshine.

Hazel eyes shining, lips parted in a smile so bright it hurt to look at.

“Nathan,” she breathed, and the chain gave a soft metallic clink as she took one eager step toward him.

He dropped his keys. They rang out on the marble like a gunshot.

Two strides and he had her (arms crushing her to his chest, lifting her clear off the floor). She rose on tiptoe, wrists trapped between them, face buried in his neck, breathing him in like he was oxygen. He felt the cool chain against his shirt, the frantic beat of her heart against his ribs.

“I missed you,” he rasped, voice breaking. “I missed you so much, baby, I missed you—”

“I missed you too,” she whispered into his skin, lips brushing his throat. “So much.”

He set her down only to cup her face, thumbs stroking her cheeks, terrified she would vanish. She leaned into his palms and kissed him (slow, open, hungry). The chain chimed softly between their bodies.

When they pulled apart she was still smiling, radiant, eighteen, impossible.

She turned (the chain forcing her to move carefully) and started walking deeper into the penthouse. From time to time she glanced back over her shoulder, eyes bright, making sure he was following. Sunlight poured through floor-to-ceiling windows, turning the endless rooms into rivers of gold. Every surface gleamed; the air smelled faintly of lemon polish and orchids.

He trailed behind her, dazed, drinking in the sight of her in that severe dress (the way the crisp black fabric shifted over her hips when she walked, the soft rattle of the chain marking each careful step across the endless sunlit marble).

They had already crossed half the penthouse (past the living room, the gallery hallway, the glass-walled winter garden) when he finally found his voice.

“Where… where are the Carters?” he asked, the words coming out rough, almost afraid of the answer.

Taylor stopped, turned fully to him, sunlight pouring over her shoulders. Her smile was slow, radiant, a little wicked.

“Out,” she said simply, stepping close again. “Rich is crazy busy (some board thing across town). Tatiana’s at a charity lunch or whatever.” She tilted her head, hazel eyes sparkling. “It’s just us, baby. The whole huge penthouse… completely alone.”

She stopped in the middle of the huge living room, turned fully to him, and the smile faltered just a little.

“Where’s my Princess?” she asked first, voice soft but edged with real concern. “How is my baby doing? Is she eating okay? Did she miss Mommy?”

Nathan swallowed, the question landing like a quiet slap. “She’s… fine. She’s been sleeping on the couch. We’re not allowed to move her.”

Taylor’s eyes warmed instantly. “Good boy for remembering the rules.” Then, only then, did she really look at him.

“Your face is sunken,” she said, worry flickering across her features. “You don’t want to eat something?”

He swallowed again. “I… haven’t eaten in four days.”

Her eyes widened, genuine concern flooding them. “Oh my poor boy,” she whispered, voice soft and maternal. “Come.”

She headed toward the enormous open kitchen, chain clinking softly, glancing back once more to be sure he was still there.

He followed, heart so full it hurt.

“I’m so happy you’re here,” she said, voice light and warm, and the penthouse suddenly felt like the safest place on earth.

She moved around the huge kitchen like she belonged there, chain clinking softly with every step, opening the Sub-Zero, pulling out containers, sliding things into the microwave. Avocado, sourdough, smoked salmon, little dishes of berries, a bowl of soft-boiled eggs still warm. She set them on the small breakfast table one by one.

From the moment she set the plates down she simply slid onto his lap, chain clinking softly, thighs warm across his, one arm looped around his neck for balance while the other kept feeding him (avocado toast torn into pieces, smoked salmon folded onto the bread, berries placed straight onto his tongue).

Nathan ate like a starving man, mouth full, eyes locked on her face, hands resting on her waist because touching her was the only thing keeping him upright.

He swallowed hard, finally able to speak. “You’re… still sleeping in the crib?” he asked, voice hoarse from disuse and emotion.

She nodded, bright, unbothered. “Every night.”

He glanced at the severe black dress, the crisp apron. “And… this is what you wear to bed?”

Taylor laughed, soft and fond. “God, no. When it’s bedtime they put me in this tiny baby-doll thing which they call ‘fuck-me uniform.’”

His stomach flipped, but he kept his voice gentle. “Who is ‘they’?”

“Rich and Tatiana,” she said, popping a berry into his mouth. “But Rich is crazy busy, so most of my day-to-day interaction is with Tatiana.”

Nathan chewed slowly, trying to keep the tremor out of his words. “And how’s Tatiana… Do you guys get along okay?”

Taylor shrugged, the movement shifting her weight deliciously on his lap. She leaned in until her lips almost brushed his ear, her breath warm, voice dropping to that low, melodic whisper that always turned his knees to water.

“She’s intense,” she murmured, the words curling against his skin. “Super strict. Has all these little rules she loves to enforce.” A tiny, private laugh vibrated against his neck. “Everything has to be spotless. Every morning she makes me do a little light cleaning… just enough to remind me exactly where my place is.”

She let the sentence linger there, soft and intimate, her lips grazing the shell of his ear with every hushed syllable, the chain resting cool across his forearm while her body stayed warm and pliant against his chest.

He swallowed again. “Cleaning?”

“Mm-hmm.” She traced idle circles on his wrist with one chained hand. “Nothing heavy. Just… dusting, mostly. She loves watching me walk around with one of those long ostrich-feather dusters.” She mimed the motion, hips swaying slightly, chain chiming. “Says it keeps me in the right headspace.”

Nathan’s pulse thudded in his ears. He knew she did the actual cleaning in the severe black maid dress she was wearing right now, but his mind (traitorous, desperate) instantly replaced it with the truth she had just confessed: the tiny silk baby-doll she wore for bed.

He saw it perfectly: Tatiana standing in the centre of the living room, elegant, fully clothed, arms folded, that calm, possessive smile on her face, while Taylor (stripped to almost nothing, chain chiming between her wrists) trailed the long ostrich-feather duster over every surface, hips swaying, breasts spilling from lace, every movement offered up for Tatiana’s quiet approval.

The real uniform was modest. The fantasy version was pure sin. And the fantasy was winning.

Finally he managed, voice barely steady, “So… is she bisexual or something?”

Taylor laughed, soft and airy, right against his ear. “God, no. She’s all about men. But servants?” She let the word drip like honey. “Servants are different. She loves them humble and obedient. Men especially. Though when a pretty girl like me is around… well, she’s not going to waste the view.”

She brushed her lips along his jaw, almost absent-mindedly. “She’s gentler with me than with the boys, though. Barely spanks me at all… anymore.”

Nathan’s breath stuttered. “Spanks you?”

“Mm-hmm.” A tiny, wicked smile curled against his skin. “Always finds some little flaw. A smudge on the mirror, a cushion out of place… anything. Then it’s straight over her knee.”

He swallowed hard. “And… you keep your clothes on?”

“Only for the first few,” she whispered, amused. “After that everything comes off. She says skin remembers lessons better.”

His cock surged against her thigh; there was no hiding it now.

“Do you…” His voice cracked. “Do you like it?”

Taylor pulled back just enough for him to see the faint flush on her cheeks, the honest little spark in her eyes. “I do,” she admitted, soft and wondering. “It stings, but then it turns into this deep, warm glow… and I feel so small, so perfectly in my place. It’s strange how good it feels to just… surrender.”

Nathan’s heart was pounding so hard he could barely hear himself ask, “And do you think you actually deserve it?”

She bit her lip, nodded slowly. “Yeah. I really do. At the beginning I fought her on everything. Now I try so hard to be good… and when I still earn it anyway?” A shy, secret smile. “It feels right. Like I’m exactly where I’m supposed to be.”

Nathan sat frozen, breathing ragged, cock aching against the weight of her, staring at the girl he loved more than life itself as she casually confessed that another woman regularly stripped her bare, put her over her knee, and spanked her until she felt warm and small and perfect.

All he could do was pull her closer and try not to lose himself completely.

When the last bite was gone, he set the fork down with a clink and looked at her, voice small.

“Taylor… these four days… did you miss me at all? Did you ever think about me, about sending even one message?”

She went very still on his lap, then leaned in until her lips brushed the shell of his ear, her voice a low, velvet confession.

“The truth?” she whispered. “I let go. Completely. I told myself I’d follow every urge, every instinct, every single drive inside me… and baby, none of them pointed to you.”

The words sliced straight through his chest, sharp and clean. His heart stuttered, breath catching on a silent sob.

But she cupped his face in her chained hands, thumbs stroking his wet cheeks, and kissed the corner of his mouth (soft, almost tender).

“That doesn’t mean I don’t love you,” she murmured against his lips. “I love you insanely. I love sitting right here on your lap, feeling you hard and helpless under me. You’re my perfect little pet, my sweet errand boy, my sexless best girlfriend… and I missed this.”

She slipped her index finger between his lips. “Suck,” she ordered, voice suddenly cool, amused. “Suck my finger, baby. Right now. Or you can get up and go home.”

His mouth opened on pure reflex. She pushed in to the second knuckle, slow and deliberate, watching his eyes glaze.

“Good,” she cooed, twisting the finger gently. “See how easy it is? Boys like you… the second you’re near me you turn into this. Look at you—sucking my finger like it’s the only thing keeping you alive.”

She laughed (low, delighted, cruel), right in his face. “Keep going, sucker. Don’t you dare stop.”

Humiliation burned through him, hot and perfect. His cock throbbed painfully against her thigh, trapped in his pants, leaking already.

“This is what happens to boys like you,” she whispered, eyes glittering. “You’ll do anything (anything) to stay close to me. Even suck my finger like a desperate little baby.”

He whimpered around her, tongue working obediently, cheeks hollow.

She slid her free hand down, cupped the rigid bulge in his trousers, squeezed once (hard). “My sexless errand boy,” she purred. “That’s all you are. Say it.”

He tried, garbled around her finger, drool shining at the corner of his mouth.

She pulled the finger out just long enough for him to gasp, “I’m— I’m your sexless errand boy—”

Back in it went. “Again.”

He repeated it, muffled and broken, while she stroked him through the fabric (slow, possessive, never enough).

She leaned in, replaced her finger with her tongue, and kissed him deep and filthy (owning his mouth the way she owned everything else). Her hand kept its lazy rhythm on his cock, thumb circling the wet spot blooming through his pants.

When she finally pulled away, a string of saliva still connecting their lips, she smiled like an angel.

“Stay right there, pet,” she said, sliding off his lap with liquid grace. “Mommy’s going to make coffee.”

She walked away, chain chiming, hips swaying under the modest maid dress, every inch the untouchable goddess who had just reduced him to a drooling, denied mess with nothing more than a finger and a few words.

Nathan sat trembling, cock aching, lips swollen, tasting her on his tongue, and knew (without a shred of doubt) that he would crawl through fire if she asked it.

When she returned with the two cups, she didn’t reclaim his lap. She simply pulled the chair right up against his, sat, and let her knee rest against his thigh (close enough to feel her heat, not close enough to give him what he needed).

Nathan’s hands shook a little. He had to know.

“Taylor… how are things with Rich?” he asked, voice low, careful.

She smiled, small and dreamy, stirring her coffee. “Good. Really good. He finally noticed me the way I wanted.”

His heart did a sick little flip. “So… you’re spending a lot of time together?”

She gave a tiny, almost shy shrug. “When he’s actually here, yes. But he’s in and out (meetings, calls, flying off somewhere). Most of the time I’m just… waiting.”

Nathan swallowed, throat dry. “And when he is with you… does he…?”

She knew exactly what he meant. Her smile faded into something quieter, almost puzzled. “That’s the weird part. He hasn’t been very… physical lately.”

The words landed like a blade between his ribs. Nathan’s breath caught. “You mean… even after you gave him everything, the crib, the waiting, all of it… he’s still holding back? Still playing with your soul?”

Taylor set her cup down, leaned in just enough that her chained hand brushed his wrist. Her voice dropped to that intimate, velvet whisper that always unravelled him.

“That’s what I thought at first,” she murmured. “That he was keeping me aching on purpose. But no… it’s not games this time. Something else is eating at him.”

“No,” she said quietly, “I don’t think he’s toying with me. He’s just… distracted. Something’s off. He’s tense, short-tempered. Not his usual self.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well… it’s a business thing,” she said, voice suddenly quieter.

Nathan let out a thin, nervous laugh that cracked halfway through. “Which business?”

She met his eyes, steady, almost gentle. “I really shouldn’t be talking to you about it.”

“No—no, tell me,” he blurted, panic clawing up his throat. “What business?”

She held his gaze a second longer, then sighed.

“Ours. The Mattapan project. Rich is fifty percent. I’m forty.” A tiny, deliberate pause. “You’re ten.”

His heart started hammering so hard he could hear it in his ears.

“What do you mean?” he whispered.

“Shhh, stop panicking,” she said, reaching over to rest a calming hand on his wrist. “It’s not as bad as it looks right now. Just listen.”

In his head the numbers were already collapsing—the mansion money, his life’s work, everything he had poured into that deal evaporating like smoke. Of course she was calm; she hadn’t spent thirty years earning it. For her it was just another game.

He was furious before she even opened her mouth again.

“Could you please just get to it?” he asked, voice shaking. “Tell me what the problem is.”

“Look at you,” she said, her voice still soft but edged with a faint, unmistakable irritation. “Everything else you take like a saint, but the moment it’s about money you fall apart like a little kid.”

“Taylor, please, honey… just tell me what’s going on.”

She drew a slow breath.

“Okay. Three days ago the Boston Landmarks Commission voted to designate the entire block a local historic district. It had been in the works for eighteen months. No one told us.”

Nathan’s hand flew to his forehead. “Oh my God…”

“Stop it,” she snapped, voice suddenly sharp. “Stop acting like a scared little girl and listen.”

“Okay, okay, I’m listening,” he whispered, whole body trembling now, visibly shaking.

She started again, clinical, as if reciting facts for a school report. “The building is a rare surviving 1890s triple-decker with original mahogany millwork and a façade that—”

“Okay, okay, no details!” he burst out, hands flying up. “I don’t need the brochure! Just—just let me say it once, tell me if I’m right.” He dragged in a ragged breath, stared at his shaking hands in his lap. “We were going to turn it into a beautiful boutique hotel. Now it’s a protected historic site we can’t touch. All our plans are dead. We own a piece of Boston history instead of a business. That’s it, right?”

He looked up, desperate for her to contradict him.

Her silence and the tiny, apologetic tilt of her head told him everything.

Then she tried, softly: “Rich says it’s only politics.”

Nathan barked a broken laugh.

“Politics.”

“Yes,” she pressed on, leaning forward. “Any exterior change needs full Commission review (eighteen to thirty-six months minimum), but Rich knows two voting members personally. He’s already talking to them. He’s almost certain he can get the designation modified or get the variances we need. It’s not over, baby. It’s just… delayed.”

This innocent girl was torturing him, absolutely torturing him, he thought, the words hammering inside his skull.

“Are you done?” he asked, voice raw.

“Pretty much,” she said quietly.

“Then ask Rich the only thing that matters.” His tone turned hard, almost a command. “How much is our asset worth right now?”

Taylor didn’t flinch. “I already did.”

She looked straight at him, eyes wide and deliberately sad.

“We put in Rich’s $1.3 million and my $1.3 million… $2.6 million on paper, right?”

He nodded once, stiff, the numbers mocking him as she parroted them back like a schoolgirl reciting homework.

“Right,” he echoed, bitter. “$1.3 million plus $1.3 million equals $2.6 million.”

She gave the tiniest, apologetic shrug.

“I asked him what it’s worth today.”

Nathan’s heart stopped.

“Ten percent,” she said, voice soft as silk. “$260,000.”

She let it land, watched his face collapse, putting on the saddest smile she could muster.

“What?” He shot to his feet, slamming both palms on the table so hard the cups rattled. “Do you even understand what that means?!”

“Shhh… honey, baby, please—”

“NO!” he roared, face crimson. “My share is ten percent—$26,000! Tell your Rich I want my money NOW! Cut the losses—cut them TODAY!”

He was shaking so violently the chair toppled behind him.

Taylor darted to the fridge, yanked out a bottle of cold water, and pressed it into his hands. “Can you please calm down for one second and listen to me?” she asked, voice low but firm. “Can you listen to a wise girl for once?”

A bitter, mocking half-smile twisted his mouth—he couldn’t help it; the idea of her giving financial advice almost made him laugh through the panic. He gulped the water, hands trembling, then forced a tight smile. “Yes, honey,” he said through clenched teeth. “I’m all ears.”

She folded her arms, eyes narrowing. “I hate when you get aggressive like this before you even hear the whole story.”

“But now I’m listening,” he repeated, voice thin and dangerous. “I’m all ears.”

“I’m invested four times what you are—forty percent—and I’m all in. I’m telling you it’s going to be fine.”

“Because?” he snapped.

“Because Rich personally knows two of the committee members. He’s been working them night and day.”

Nathan gave a bitter laugh. “Great. So while he’s saving the world, he still has zero sex drive, his cortisol is through the roof, and he’s terrified. Fantastic leadership.”

Taylor’s eyes flashed. “He’s not panicking like a little girl. He’s fixing it. He’s trying to save the investment.”

Nathan opened his mouth, ready to explode again, then caught himself. He saw the warning in her face—he’d gone too far. His voice dropped to a raw whisper.

“Listen… just listen to me carefully, Taylor.” He swallowed hard, the fight draining out of him. “I want my $26,000. That’s all. Really. You can have fifty percent—enjoy it. Life taught me something: when my bank account is down to $8,000, I’m done playing games.”

He thought he caught the ghost of a smirk on her lips (gone so fast he couldn’t be sure).

Taylor stood, walked calmly to one of the kitchen drawers, and pulled out a single sheet of paper and a pen already waiting beside it.

“As you wish,” she said, placing the amendment in front of him.

He stared at it, then at her. “What does it say?”

“Nothing complicated,” she answered, voice perfectly neutral. “You’re out. I move to fifty percent.”

Seeing the escape hatch (the chance to cut his losses and walk away with something) calmed the panic for half a second… until a colder fear rushed in.

“Taylor… honey,” he whispered, voice cracking, “I didn’t mean to explode like that. Please don’t pull away from me, okay?”

“I’m not pulling away, Nathan. We’re fine.”

“You’re suddenly so cold.”

“I’m not cold.”

He pushed back from the table, dropped to his knees in front of her, and pressed his lips to her knees through the black fabric. “I’m sorry,” he whispered against her skin. “I beg you—forgive me. I’m in pure survival mode. I’m terrified of what I’ll put on the table tomorrow.”

“Understood,” she said, crisp and curt.

“Taylor, please…”

She looked down at him, expression unreadable.

“Just sign the fucking contract, Nathan. Then everything will be fine.”

He dragged himself back into the chair, hands still shaking, and read every line under the heavy tick of the living-room clock. When he finally scrawled his name, he looked up.

Taylor was examining her perfect nails, calm, almost bored. Good sign.

“Done?” she asked without raising her eyes.

“Yes…”

She stood, took the page, folded it once, and slipped it back into the drawer.

“And… the $26,000?” he asked, voice small. “When do I—”

“Wow,” she cut in, already pulling out her phone, “it’s amazing that this is all you care about now. That this is what’s left of us.”

“Why are you saying that?” he started, but she lifted one finger (shh) and dialed.

“Daddy, hi… yes, he signed. He wants his money right now.” A pause, a soft laugh. “Okay, hold on.”

She was already walking, chain chiming, motioning for him to follow.

Nathan trailed after her through the vast penthouse until they reached the master bedroom. There it was: the crib. Not a baby crib—an adult cage, its polished wooden bars rising high enough that anyone inside would have to risk serious injury to climb out. Beautiful, elegant, and utterly inescapable.

Taylor went straight to a built-in cabinet beside the bed.

“The middle one?” she repeated into the phone. “Got it… wait, nothing in there… oh, below.”

She opened a lower panel. Stacks of cash (neat bricks of hundreds, each banded $10,000) spilled out in a soft avalanche. Dozens of them tumbled to the carpet; there simply wasn’t room for them all.

She pointed with her bare foot, motioning at the scattered piles.

“Pick two,” she said curtly.

Nathan dropped to his knees beneath her. From above came her sweetest, girlish voice on the phone: “Yes, Daddy… of course… but can I take one? For my nails? I told you I need them done properly and I’m too lazy to do it myself.” A playful giggle. “Right, Daddy.”

She ended the call, looked down at Nathan already rising with two stacks in his hands.

“Thank you, Daddy,” she chirped, cheerful as a child.

Then, to Nathan: “Pick one more. For me.”

He sank back to his knees to obey. The moment his fingers closed around the third brick, her bare foot pressed between his shoulder blades (gentle at first, then firm, then insistent), pushing his chest down until his forehead touched the cool marble.

Holding the three neat bricks of $10,000 in his trembling hands, Nathan found his face pressed to the cold, expensive floor, the faint scent of lemon polish and her skin flooding his nose.

A single, dizzy thought flashed through his mind: Thirty thousand? That’s… twenty for me, ten for her nails… but I’m supposed to get twenty-six… where’s the other six…?

“You didn’t thank me for solving your little problem,” she said, voice suddenly edged with ice, slicing the thought clean in half. “That was very rude, Nathan.”

“Thank you,” he whispered, voice thick, cock already stiffening against the marble beneath him.

“Is this how I taught you to thank me?” she asked, playful, the giggle floating down from above like champagne bubbles.

Her bare foot slid forward, settling right in front of his lips.

“Thank me properly,” she said, soft but absolute.

They were perfect (of course they were). Small, narrow, impossibly high-arched, the skin porcelain-pale on top, flushed the softest rose underneath. Every toe in perfect descending order, the second just a breath longer than the big toe, nails shaped into gentle squares and painted that crisp, glossy French white that always made his mouth water. A faint trace of her rose-vanilla lotion lingered, mixed with the clean warmth of her skin after walking barefoot all morning.

He lowered his mouth reverently, lips brushing the delicate curve of her arch, breathing her in like a drug.

“Thank you, Taylor,” he murmured against the silk of her foot, kissing the high, trembling instep over and over. “Thank you… thank you for solving it… thank you for taking care of me…”

She giggled above him, light and cruel and perfect, wiggling her toes so the glossy tips grazed his cheek.

His cock throbbed, painfully hard now, trapped against the marble. Deep down he knew (knew with perfect, humiliating clarity) that this had all been a trap: the tears, the sad eyes, the “historic disaster,” the neat little contract, the cash spilling like confetti. She had played him from the second she dialed “Daddy,” maybe from the second she let four days of silence gut him. She had dangled just enough fear to watch him scramble, to watch him beg to give away the last scrap of leverage he had left. Twenty thousand dollars handed over in seconds, while she casually pocketed another ten just for her nails.

And God, he loved it.

He was addicted (helplessly, hopelessly addicted) to the way she toyed with him, the way she stripped him bare with nothing more than a smile and the soft pressure of her foot on his neck. The worst part (the part that made his cock throb even harder against the cold floor even as his chest caved in) was how effortlessly she had done it. With a phone call, a sad smile, and the arch of one perfect foot.

She was richer now. He was poorer. And the difference between them had never felt so deliciously, achingly right.

He kissed her arch again, slower, reverent, tasting the faint salt of her skin.

“Thank you,” he whispered, voice cracking with something that felt disturbingly like gratitude.

Thank you for taking everything. Thank you for making me your perfect, willing sucker.

When he finished, she lifted his chin with the ball of her foot, forcing his gaze up the length of her body. She was laughing openly now, bright, delighted, merciless, eyes glittering with victory.

She knew. She knew she had just stripped him of everything with a few tears, a phone call, and a contract. She knew she had turned his $1.3 million into her fifty percent while he crawled away with twenty thousand dollars and a hard-on.

And she loved it.

The sight of her joy (pure, unfiltered, feminine triumph) hit him harder than any slap. His cock pulsed, thick and aching, trapped against his thigh. Twenty thousand dollars in his hands, ten thousand in hers for a manicure, and the rest (millions) now belonged to the girl giggling down at him.

It was then—before his brain could censor his heart—that the words slipped out.

“You… you fooled me,” he whispered, kneeling upright, offering the third $10,000 stack like sacred tribute.

Taylor plucked it from his fingers with casual grace. “Fooled you how?” she asked, voice dripping innocent confusion. “I don’t understand.” A soft giggle floated down from above.

“You know how,” he breathed, arousal flooding every syllable.

Her delicate foot settled on his face—cool, unmistakably feminine, unmistakably hers. The foot of the sexiest girl in college, the most beautiful woman in Boston. The pressure pinned him, but the cool silk of her skin, the lively flex of her arch, was pure intoxication.

“Maybe I know,” she teased, giggling again. “But I want to hear it from you. Tell me exactly how I fooled you.”

“It’s… it’s more than this, Mistress Taylor,” he managed, voice trembling with overwhelming, delicious defeat. “So much more. You defeated me—totally, utterly.”

He couldn’t understand why surrender tasted this sweet.

“More than this?” She echoed his words playfully. “Then explain it to me. All of it.”

“It didn’t start today,” he confessed, unconsciously grinding his trapped cock against the marble. “It started the day you tricked me into marrying you. And from that very first night… you never let me inside you. Not even once.”

“Wiggle that ass,” she commanded instinctively—no books, no training, just perfect predatory intuition. She felt him trying to still his desperate friction against the floor and pressed her foot harder, denying him even that small control.

“Take your clothes off.”

“But—Taylor, please,” he begged, voice cracking. “I’m too aroused. I’ll… I’ll fail.”

“I said take them off.” Her sole stayed firm on his face, giving no quarter.

With shaking hands he obeyed—tugging down trousers, sliding off underwear, shrugging away his shirt until he knelt completely naked, trembling, harder than he’d ever been in his life.

Suddenly the pressure lifted from his face. A moment later, her cool foot settled possessively on his bare ass.

“I don’t allow you to stop wiggling like the desperate little girl you are,” she said softly.

Nathan plunged deeper into subspace, the world narrowing to the sound of her voice and the delicate weight of her foot on his skin.

“Go on,” she prompted, impatient and amused. “Tell me how I tricked you. I don’t have all day.”

“Yes, Mistress Taylor,” he whimpered. “And then… with just a little pressure, you made me sell you the house—my mansion, years of blood and investment—for one single dollar.”

He opened his eyes to find her other foot hovering inches from his face.

“Well, you agreed to the deal,” she said lightly, then added with a smile in her voice, “Kiss.”

Nathan obeyed instantly, lips brushing the cool, silken instep while his hips kept wiggling against the marble like a serpent in heat. The humiliation flooded him, thick and sweet, drowning every last shred of pride. He told himself he didn’t care anymore—the pressure in his cock was unbearable, the edge of release so close he could taste it, yet utterly forbidden.

“God, you’re so sexy,” he heard himself groan against her skin.

“Why?” she asked, giggling with feigned innocence from high above.

“Because you defeated me,” he confessed, voice breaking. “I admit it—completely. Even now, with the house being demolished when I still owned ten percent… you stripped that away too.” Tears pricked his eyes. “This twenty thousand… it’s the last money I have in the world.”

“It’s an investment,” she teased. “Do you want your ten percent back?”

“No,” he whispered, horrified at the thought. “I know if I took it, something terrible would happen. I want to keep the money safe…”

“So you got it, silly.”

“But don’t you see?” His voice cracked with desperation. “If the investment succeeds, you’ll be filthy rich—millions richer—while I’m left with nothing. Twenty thousand dollars. I’ll be counting pennies, deciding between cottage cheese or beans for dinner, while you…”

“While I what?”

“While you just took ten thousand dollars for a manicure,” he finished, the words tasting like surrender.

“Are you complaining?” she asked, tone sharpening just enough to sting.

“No,” he said quickly. “It’s just… you’re richer than me now. You have real backing, you’re spoiled, entitled, you have everything—because you’re beautiful, sexy, untouchable. You get to enjoy life while I’m here, terrified to stop wiggling my ass on the floor like a pathetic girl.”

Taylor laughed, bright and delighted. “I want you to admit you signed away your last money for me.”

“I signed away my last money for you,” he repeated, cheeks burning scarlet with fresh, blazing shame—an entirely new layer of humiliation that made his cock twitch helplessly.

“I want you to admit I outsmarted you,” she giggled, flexing her foot against his lips.

“You outsmarted me,” he moaned. “Oh… oh God…” A warm bead of precum leaked from his tip, slicking the marble beneath him. “Mercy, please… you’re… you’re arousing me too much…”

“Admit that I’m richer than you,” she commanded, voice velvet over steel. “Admit that if the investment goes well, I’ll be vastly, filthily rich—while you’ve thrown away your last chance at money. Admit it.”

“I admit it,” he gasped. “I admit my total defeat. When we met I was the rich one—a millionaire. You were just an eighteen-year-old beautiful girl. Now… now you’re still the most beautiful woman alive, and you’ve drained me dry. You’re the one who’s filthy rich.”

“So true,” she laughed, bright and merciless. “And now admit that it turns you on.”

“Ohhhh—” The confession tore out of him like a sob. His entire body seized, hips jerking helplessly against the cold marble. “I think… I had an accid—”

“You better not,” she warned, sharp and dangerous.

“Now tell me you’re my sucker.”

“But you know I am,” he whimpered. “You know I’m completely, utterly your sucker—”

“I want to hear it.”

“I—” The word caught in his throat. “I am your su—”

The climax hit him like a freight train.

His vision whited out. Every muscle locked, then spasmed violently. A guttural, broken cry ripped from his chest as his cock pulsed again and again, thick ropes of release splattering the marble beneath him in hot, shameful bursts. The pleasure was savage—deeper and more devastating than any he’d ever known—crashing through him in endless, punishing waves until his arms gave out and he collapsed face-down, trembling, gasping, utterly spent. His mind floated in blank, exhausted bliss, every ounce of strength drained onto the cold floor along with his dignity.

From somewhere far above, her voice cut through the haze.

“Say it.”

“I am your sucker,” he rasped, voice raw and shaking. “I am. I’m your willing sucker.”

“And look what you’ve done,” she scolded, fingers twisting into his hair and yanking his head up.

She forced him to stare at the glistening puddle beneath him. “Just look.”

“I’m… I’m sorry,” he breathed, small and reverent, cheeks burning hotter than ever.

“After me,” she ordered, turning on her heel.

He scrambled after her on his knees, clutching the two remaining bricks of cash to his chest like a penitent offering. His spent cock throbbed with every humiliating shuffle across the marble while she glided ahead—free, radiant, rich, and laughing softly at the broken man trailing behind.

She stopped at a drawer, pulled out a thick black leather collar and matching leash. With a wicked, sparkling smile she buckled the collar around his neck—snug, heavy, unmistakably possessive—then clipped the leash to the front ring with a sharp, satisfying click.

“I don’t allow you to take this off,” she said, leaning in close, laughter dancing in her eyes as she met his gaze. “Not ever. Not even in the shower.”

Degradation couldn’t sink any lower, he thought, pulse roaring in his ears.

She kicked the two stacks of cash out of his hands. They skittered across the marble in opposite directions.

“Stop clutching them like your life depends on it,” she said, still laughing. “You’ll get them later.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he whispered, the title slipping out before he could stop it.

She arched a perfect brow. “Yes, that’s right. I always told you to call me Taylor… but after that little tantrum? Guess who’s the Ma’am now.”

Humiliation burned through him, hot and perfect. He was rock hard (achingly, shamefully hard) even as the last of his money lay scattered on the floor like trash. The thought that she had financially outplayed him (whether the story was true or not) only made the throb worse. Twenty thousand in his pocket, ten thousand for her nails, and the rest now hers. He was glad to be out of it, glad to be free of the stress, glad to be the fool who’d just handed a goddess everything she wanted.

She gave the leash a gentle tug.

“After me.”

She walked ahead of him, hips swaying under the severe black dress, holding the leash with lazy confidence (two fingers looped through the leather, as if it weighed nothing).

Nathan crawled.

At her calves he stayed, head level with the backs of her perfect knees, eyes fixed on the elegant lines of her legs (long, smooth, the muscles shifting under flawless skin with every unhurried step). The ultimate legs (the kind men dream about and never deserve).

Each time she moved, the hem of the dress brushed the tops of her thighs, revealing and hiding, revealing and hiding. He could smell her (warm skin, faint rose lotion, the intoxicating trace of her arousal from earlier). His cock dragged heavy and aching beneath him, swinging with every shuffle forward, leaking against his belly because crawling behind those legs, collared, owned, was the most erotic thing he had ever done.

She never looked back. She didn’t need to. The leash and the soft, rhythmic tug on his collar told her exactly where her puppy was.

At the front door she stopped.

“Wait here.”

She closed the glass door with a soft, decisive click, sealing him outside the penthouse like an abandoned pet.

Nathan remained on his knees, naked, collared, leash trailing uselessly across the cold marble. Through the transparent panel he watched her—unhurried, radiant—stroll back into the bedroom. She bent with lazy grace, scooped up the two scattered stacks of cash with delicate fingers, then gathered his discarded clothes in the same indifferent motion.

She returned to the door and opened it only a few inches—just wide enough for the bricks and the bundle of fabric to tumble through. They landed beside his knee with two dull, careless thuds.

“Go,” she said.

One word. Flat. Final.

The door closed again.

No laugh. No teasing “just kidding.” No final glance.

Nathan stayed frozen on his knees, leash dangling, thick leather collar snug around his throat, staring at the sealed glass as if it might open by sheer will.

Twenty thousand dollars lay on the floor beside him. Not twenty-six.

The missing six thousand suddenly screamed in his mind like a siren.

She hadn’t forgotten.

She had simply decided—even that small mercy was too generous for him.

The realization seared through him, hotter than the leather biting his neck, and he hated himself for the fresh, helpless throb of arousal that surged straight to his cock.

He waited.

Counted to ten. To thirty. To a hundred.

The door remained shut.

No buzz from his phone. No sound from inside the penthouse.

Only the low hum of the building and the sudden, crushing certainty that this might be the very last time he ever knelt outside this door.

With numb fingers he dressed—clothes wrinkled and smelling faintly of her. He tucked the two lonely bricks of cash into his pockets, the weight of twenty thousand dollars feeling suddenly obscene and pathetic.

The corridor felt a mile long.

The doors opened. He stepped in. They closed.

As the elevator began its descent, his mind spun in frantic circles, louder with every floor.

This is it. Something broke. She threw the money at my feet and walked away. The way she said “go”… like I was nothing. Like we were done.

But the collar. The collar was still tight around his throat. She buckled it herself, laughed in my face, told me never to take it off (not even in the shower). If I really meant nothing, why mark me like this? Why care what I wear when she’s not even looking?

She cares. She has to care. This is just another game. Hot, cold, hot, cold… she always comes back.

But what if this time the cold stays?

The elevator kept dropping.

Twenty thousand dollars in his hands. A leather collar locked around his neck. And no idea where he stood.

Wife? Pet? Ex-husband?

He stared at his reflection in the mirrored walls (collared, red-eyed, clutching two pathetic bricks of cash) and felt the question claw at his chest:

Is this the end… or just the longest, cruelest “cold” she’s ever played?

He had no answer.

The elevator hit the lobby with a soft chime and opened onto an empty, silent hall.

He stepped out, still wearing her collar, still carrying her money, still completely hers… and completely lost.


Three Minutes Late

After 4 days, 9:00 p.m., Jonathan’s rented apartment

Nathan had sworn to himself that if the phone stayed dark after four full days, he would make the call. Not to Taylor (never again to Taylor unless she commanded it), but to the one woman who still answered when broken men rang. The waiting had done its work: the ache for Taylor had not lessened, yet something else had risen alongside it, hot and shameful. Night after night he had pictured Tatiana (calm, voluptuous, forty-eight years of serene cruelty) bending his radiant young wife over her knee, lifting the hem of that severe little maid dress, bringing her heavy hand down again and again on Taylor’s perfect skin while Taylor whimpered and thanked her. The image would not leave him. Maternal authority, bare breasts spilling from sheer silk, the soft, inevitable slap of correction; it all twisted together until he was leaking and shaking in the dark.

So at 9:01 p.m. he locked the bedroom door, stretched out on top of the bed fully clothed, pushed his trousers and underwear down just far enough, and dialed Tatiana’s private number with one trembling thumb while the other hand closed around his aching cock.

“Hey, Nathan, how is it going?” Her voice poured through the speaker, warm, amused, utterly relaxed.

“Hi, Mistress Tatiana,” he managed, the title slipping out before he could stop it.

“How are you, sweetheart?”

“I’m… okay. How are you?” His fist moved slowly, shamefully, under the cover of the duvet.

“Pretty good,” she laughed, the sound of a woman whose evening was perfect. “We’re watching this amazing movie.”

He thought: I’m here trying to survive the end of my marriage, and I have to pretend I care about a movie.

“Oh, what movie?” he asked, polite as a butler.

“It’s called The Age of Disclosure,” she said, delighted. “Do you realise the U.S. government was actually communicating with aliens that landed on Earth?”

In the background he heard the low murmur of the television, the crack of pistachio shells, the easy domestic rhythm of a marriage that only ever got stronger.

“Just a second,” Tatiana said, laughter bubbling. “Rich… Rich, thank you so much for paying attention to me.” A playful pout in her voice. “You took the pistachios earlier and I’m starving.” A pause, then brighter: “Throw, throw them to me!”

He could picture it perfectly: the vast living room, the long sectional sofa, Tatiana curled at one end in something sheer and barely there, Rich sprawled at the other, powerful and indifferent, flicking pistachios across the gap while some documentary about little green men flickered on the eighty-inch screen. Their life was richer, sexier, more amused than ever (an open marriage that collected beautiful pets instead of breaking apart over them).

“Oh, interesting,” Nathan heard himself say, stroking faster now, the humiliation sweet and searing. “I’ve wanted to watch that. Do they actually show the aliens?”

“No, silly,” she said, rolling the word like a caress. “What did you expect, an interview with an alien?”

He forced a shaky laugh. “Haha… you’re so funny, Mistress Tatiana.”

“So tell me, darling,” Tatiana said, voice dipping into that maternal honey that always made his knees weak, “how is it between you and Taylor, honey?”

The question landed like a slap from a velvet glove. Taylor was sitting ten feet away from her; of course she knew there had been no calls, no texts, nothing. For one dizzy second Nathan thought the whole penthouse must be humming with gossip about the pathetic husband wearing a collar in a rented apartment. Then he realised: they barely thought of him at all.

“There’s… nothing going on,” he said, trying to keep his voice level while his fist moved shamefully beneath the duvet. “I visited the penthouse that one morning—”

“Yes, that I know,” Tatiana answered lightly, as if it were a dentist appointment.

“—and since then, nothing. No sign of life. I’m… I’m at my wit’s end.”

A soft, sympathetic hum. “Well, did you call her? If I were you, I’d call. Just to test the water, right?”

“She doesn’t allow it,” he whispered. “It annoys her.”

“Annoys her?” Tatiana repeated, exaggerated distress that somehow still felt genuine. “Taylor, come over here.”

Rustling, the pad of bare feet on marble. His heart stopped.

“Here she is, the most beautiful of them all,” Tatiana cooed. “Taylor, honey, why haven’t you called Nathan? The poor thing has been so worried.”

A muffled answer he couldn’t catch, then Tatiana’s gentle command: “Talk to him now, sweetheart. He’s on the phone.”

And suddenly there she was—his wife, his goddess, his radiant eighteen-year-old centre of everything, voice bright and melodic as if the money on the floor and the slammed door had happened to somebody else.

“Hey, Nathan, sweetie. I was literally about to call you. How are you, my baby?”

The words punched the air from his lungs. Tears flooded his eyes so fast the room blurred. “Taylor—” His voice cracked like a teenager’s. “Wow… I miss you. I miss you so much.”

“Oh, I miss you too, Nathan,” she said, warm and effortless, the way she used to say it when she still curled into his bed. “When are you coming to visit me?”

He almost sobbed aloud. “You… you mean you want me to visit?”

No answer from her. Instead, muffled: “Mommy, Nathan wants to come visit me. Do you allow?”

Tatiana’s voice in the background, low and amused: “Let me talk to him. Now go back to Daddy.”

A soft click, and Tatiana was back, crisp as winter air.

“Yes, Nathan?”

“She… she asked if I want to visit, but I wasn’t given the chance to—”

“No, Nathan,” she cut in, calm, absolute. “It’s nine o’clock and we’re winding down here. I do not allow it.”

“Ah… okay,” he whispered, the refusal settling over him like a blanket he was grateful to be given.

“In fact, Nathan,” Tatiana continued, voice suddenly crisp, final, “I do not allow those visits.”

“Yes, Mistress Tatiana.”

“You want to come here? Then it’s for serving us twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. This is not a hotel. You do not come and go.”

The sentence detonated inside him. His cock surged so violently it slapped against his stomach before he even registered why. Serve them. Twenty-four seven. Under her calm, voluptuous command. Polishing the marble while her bare feet rested on his back. Kneeling at the edge of the sofa while she and Rich watched television, ready for whatever small use they found for him. Reduced to a silent, collared appliance in the same rooms where his wife now slept cuffed in a crib.

He opened his mouth (some plea, some question), but Tatiana was already speaking.

“Sorry, Nathan. You will have to think about that.”

Click.

The line went dead.

“Think about it?” The words burst out of him, loud in the empty bedroom. “Think about what?”

Pre-cum slicked his fingers; his heart hammered so hard he felt it in his teeth. She had just offered (no, commanded) the thing he had never dared imagine: permanent, total surrender inside their fortress. Not as Taylor’s husband. As their thing.

His hands shook so badly he nearly dropped the phone. Before the sane part of his mind could wake up and tell him to wait, to think, to beg politely, he was already pressing redial.

One ring.

Tatiana answered instantly, as though she had been holding the phone, waiting.

She didn’t greet him. She didn’t let him speak.

“I want you here at ten o’clock,” she said, seven calm, flat words that sliced straight through the silence, and then the call was dead again.

No explanation. No invitation. Just the command, delivered before he had even drawn breath, and the line cut as neatly as a guillotine.

She had known exactly why he was calling. She had known exactly what he was going to say. And she had answered the question he hadn’t managed to ask.

He stared at the screen: 9:30 p.m.

Thirty minutes.

Panic flooded him like ice water and fire at once.

He scrambled off the bed, trousers still tangled at his thighs, nearly tripping as he yanked them up. Zipper half-closed, shirt twisted, collar gleaming darkly in the mirror (he caught a glimpse of the thick black leather and felt a fresh pulse of terror and lust). Keys—where were the keys? Wallet, phone, shoes—he was hopping, cursing, heart jack-hammering so violently he could barely hear his own breath. The leash was still tucked in his waistband; he left it there, afraid to waste the second it would take to remove it.

He bolted through the apartment, past the darkened living room where Jonathan’s door was closed. No time to explain, no time for anything. If he was late—if he disappointed her—if the elevator took too long—he would lose the only door that had ever opened for him again.

The drive was a white-knuckled blur. Red lights bled into green, tires squealed, horns blared somewhere behind him. Every second was borrowed. Every heartbeat screamed the same thing: Don’t fuck this up. Don’t be late. Don’t make her change her mind.

He hit the underground garage at 9:57, slammed the car into a space crooked, sprinted for the private elevator, jabbed the penthouse button with a shaking thumb that left a wet streak of pre-cum on the panel.

The doors slid shut.

He stared at his reflection in the polished brass (shirt misbuttoned, hair wild, collar peeking above the fabric like a confession) and felt the final, dizzying lurch of surrender.

10:03 The Carter’s Penthouse 

The door slid open and the world narrowed to a single, merciless point.

Tatiana filled the frame like a verdict made flesh.

The black dress clung to her the way sin clings to skin: thin straps, golden flowers blooming across fabric that looked sprayed on, stretched to breaking point by breasts so colossal they seemed obscene in their perfection. The neckline plunged so low it was almost violent, a shadowed canyon thrust directly into his face, so close he could see the faint sheen of lotion on the inner curves, could smell warm skin and the rich, expensive body oil that some favoured man from her private rotation had spent long, worshipful minutes massaging into her curves earlier that evening. One more heartbeat, one deeper breath from her, and the dress would lose its last battle with gravity. Nipples remained hidden only by cruel design, a deliberate taunt.

She wore black patent stilettos (six inches at least), wicked and gleaming, thin straps crossing elegant feet, toes painted the exact crisp French white of her fingernails. The heels forced her calves into sculpted, lethal curves and lifted that legendary ass into an arc that looked engineered to ruin men. She towered over him now, every inch of height another reminder that he did not belong in the same universe.

And she knew. Of course she knew.

She stood there radiating the kind of fuckable, maternal opulence that made men wreck marriages and bankrupt themselves for thirty seconds of her attention, while her face stayed arctic, regal, disappointed.

“10:03,” she said, voice low, precise, final.

His knees almost buckled. Three minutes. He was three minutes late and the most sexually overwhelming woman he had ever seen was looking at him like he had spit on civilisation itself.

“You let me wait here three minutes.”

The words weren’t loud. They didn’t need to be. They landed like a whip he was grateful to feel.

His eyes flicked up (just once) past the manicured threat of her French-tipped nails, past the obscene promise of that cleavage, to the cool, severe beauty of her face. The warmth he had clung to for months, the soft “sweetheart”, the gentle hair-stroking, the phone calls where she let him cry; gone. Vanished. In its place was the pure, untouchable authority of a woman who had real men oiling those breasts, real men allowed to bury their faces in that valley, real men who never had to beg for a single second of her time.

And him? He was the sexless, collared creature who had dared make her wait.

“Punctuality,” she said, each syllable a cold coin dropped onto his tongue, “is the ABC of society, Nathan.”

His gaze dropped instantly, helplessly, to the floor. He could not hold her eyes; they were too high above him, too forbidden. The same body that dripped sex for the chosen was now a closed cathedral he would never be allowed to enter. He was the caste that scrubbed the steps, never the one invited inside to kneel at the altar.

He belonged beneath her notice. Beneath her feet. Beneath the lowest rung of men who were still men.

And the worst of it (the part that made his stomach lurch and his cock throb with sick, grateful shame) was that she offered him no mercy, no wink, no reminder of the kindness she had once shown. Only consequence. Only the vast, unbridgeable distance between the goddess who took pleasure whenever and with whomever she wished, and the broken toy who had just failed the simplest test she had ever set him.

Three minutes late. Three minutes too late to deserve even the illusion that he still belonged in the same species as the men who got to touch her.

“Follow me,” she said, the words clipped, final, not an invitation but an order.

She turned without waiting, and the view from behind was its own punishment.

The dress barely existed at the back: a single narrow band of black fabric crossing the middle of her spine, leaving acres of smooth, deeply tanned skin gleaming under the light. Below that band the golden flowers resumed, stretched drum-tight over an ass so round, so heavy, so perfectly sculpted it looked engineered for ruin. With every measured step the cheeks shifted and flexed, slow and deliberate, the fabric riding just high enough to reveal the very lowest curve where thigh met glute.

And those legs (God, those legs). Long, oiled, glistening like they had been lovingly polished that very afternoon. The same expensive sheen that coated her breasts now shimmered over every ripe, feminine inch of thigh and calf. Young women would kill, would sell their souls, for thighs that erotic: thick yet firm, soft yet powerful, the kind that promised to crush a man’s face and make him thank her for it. The impossibly high patent stilettos turned her calves into perfect, lethal arcs, the thin straps biting delicately into oiled skin, French-white toes flexing with each precise click against the concrete. From this angle the sides of her breasts were still visible in full, obscene crescents swelling past her ribcage, swaying with the rhythm of her walk, gravity itself bending to her will.

She never looked back. She didn’t need to.

Her body moved ahead of him like a verdict written in living, oiled flesh (one he was required to follow barefoot, naked, and already aching for a woman who would never, ever let him touch what he was being forced to worship with every helpless step).

A sharp right turn, one manicured hand pushing open a heavy service door, and the fairy-tale penthouse vanished.

They descended a narrow concrete stairwell into a hidden world: the servants’ labyrinth. Fluorescent tubes buzzed overhead, casting sickly light on scuffed floors and walls scarred by years of carts and crates. Empty boxes towered in leaning stacks, stainless-steel food trolleys stood abandoned like battlefield wreckage, industrial refrigerators hummed behind dented doors. The air smelled of bleach, old grease, and something metallic that clung to the back of the throat. No marble, no gold fixtures, no soft lighting; just raw, functional ugliness the guests upstairs would never suspect existed.

Tatiana moved through it with the unhurried authority of an owner who knows every cage door answers only to her.

They passed a row of heavy cages (six of them, floor to ceiling, rusted bars set into raw concrete). Inside each one stood a man. Stripped to underwear or less, some kneeling, some gripping the bars, all silent. Collars glinted at every throat. Eyes tracked Tatiana with the helpless, worshipful hunger of animals who had long ago stopped pretending they were anything else. A couple dared to lift their gazes to her swaying hips, her impossible side-boob, then dropped them instantly when her head turned a fraction (conditioned, terrified, magnetised).

She didn’t slow.

“Bedtime is nine p.m.,” she said without looking at him, voice carrying easily in the cold corridor. “At nine the cages lock automatically. If you fail to reach yours in time…” A faint, amused exhale. “You have unsettled business with me.”

Nathan’s stomach dropped through the floor.

The men stared out at him (some with pity, some with dull recognition) as Tatiana led him deeper, heels clicking like a metronome counting down the rest of his life.

The corridor ended in a small, windowless room that felt dug out of the building’s bones. Bare bulb, cracked concrete, the sour smell of fear and disinfectant. Tatiana’s glamour looked almost obscene here: the golden flowers, the plunging cleavage, the swaying ass belonged to another planet, yet she wore it all like armour.

In the far corner stood an old man (seventy if he was a day), naked, grey hair plastered to his skull with sweat. His wrists were bound high above his head to a ceiling hook, ankles shackled wide to iron rings in the floor. His back and buttocks were a map of old and fresh cane stripes, some still weeping. He had been there for hours; Nathan could tell by the tremor in the old man’s thighs, by the way his head hung forward in exhausted surrender. Upstairs, Tatiana had been curled on silk cushions eating pistachios thrown by a billionaire. Down here, she had left a human being to cook slowly in his own misery.

She turned to Nathan, expressionless.

“Take that shirt off,” she said.

He hurried to comply, fingers fumbling at the buttons, yanking it off his shoulders and letting it drop to the floor. But it didn’t end there.

“Pants down.”

No hesitation, no please. Just the calm expectation of a woman who had never been disobeyed in this room.

She didn’t wait to watch. She simply walked to the metal rack, selected a thin, whippy cane (dark rattan, worn smooth by use), and tested its weight with a soft practice swish that made the air hiss.

When she turned back, she noticed he had lowered his trousers only to his ankles, shoes and socks still on.

“Off, off,” she said curtly. “Pants off completely, and also the shoes and the socks.”

Right in front of her eyes he was in a hurry now. A few weeks ago they had been seated in that luxurious restaurant, Taylor radiant beside him, treated as Tatiana’s honoured guests; now it was brutally clear he belonged to a totally different level (hopping, stumbling, red-faced, frantically kicking off shoes, peeling socks, shoving trousers away, terrified of her wrath).

At last Nathan stood in nothing but his underwear and the thick black leather collar, shaking, cock straining traitorously against the cotton.

Tatiana’s eyes flicked to the bulge and away again. Nothing new to her; men were always hard in her presence, though in his case it was strictly forbidden. She decided to overlook it… for now.

She stepped in close (so close he could feel the heat radiating off her skin, smell the faint trace of champagne and expensive lotion). Her beautiful, radiant face hovered inches from his while manicured fingers moved to his throat. With a soft click she unfastened the thick black leather collar, then unhooked the leash, letting both fall to the concrete with a dull thud.

“Taylor…” he began, voice cracking.

She ignored him completely.

“You will not need those,” she whispered, her breath brushing his cheek, her presence so overwhelming he could barely breathe.

She stepped back one pace, surveyed him like a sculptor inspecting flawed marble, and spoke again, calm and final.

“And those too. Underpants down.”

“Mistress Tatiana, there’s a misunder—”

The cane sliced through the air and cracked across the thin cotton covering his ass like lightning. Fire erupted, a perfect, searing line that made him gasp and double forward.

He ripped the underwear down and kicked it away in one frantic motion, terrified of what another second’s delay might earn him.

Now he stood completely naked, hands at his sides, trembling, looking up at her.

She stepped in close (so close the heat radiating from those impossible breasts pressed against his bare chest, the cloud of her perfume drowning him: money, sex, sun-warmed skin, absolute freedom).

Her voice dropped to a velvet whisper against his ear.

“If you speak one more word in your own defence, Nathan, you will discover exactly how grave a mistake that is.”

In that moment the last illusion shattered. Gone was any trace of the friendly, almost affectionate woman who had once sat across restaurant tables from him and Taylor. Gone were the days of being her husband’s business partner, of being treated as an equal. That had ended long ago. Now it was simply this: Tatiana (aristocratic, rich, entitled, spoiled) and Nathan (naked, sexless errand boy, desperate to stay on his best behaviour).

She stepped even closer, the heat of her body pinning his like a wall.

Nathan stood barefoot on the cold concrete, hands rigid at his sides, cock jutting helplessly upward, every inch of him exposed and shaking. In her six-inch patent stilettos she towered over him, predator-close, her perfume and the faint scent of oiled breasts flooding his senses. The cane now rested horizontally in front of his eyes, held loosely in both manicured hands, thick glossy rattan catching the light like a promise of agony.

“Look at it,” she murmured, voice low, intimate, almost tender. “Do you know what this is?”

He swallowed. “A cane, Mistress Tatiana.”

“That’s right.” She tilted it slightly so the length crossed his vision like a bar he would never be allowed to pass. “And it is no toy. When it strikes, it hurts. It hurts a great deal.”

Her eyes glittered, amused, maternal, merciless.

“I love to use it,” she continued, almost whispering, the words curling into his ear like smoke. “I use it a lot. For every tiny infraction (imagined or real). I find boys like you respond beautifully to it. They try so, so hard to be perfect. They scurry, they obey, they hold their breath hoping I won’t notice the smallest flaw… and I always do.”

She leaned in a fraction closer; the upper swells of those lotioned, sun-kissed breasts brushed the air just beneath the cane, a reminder of everything he would never touch.

“And when I find it,” she said, voice velvet and steel, “I cane without mercy. Without pause. Without the slightest interest in excuses.”

Nathan’s breath hitched. His thighs shook. The door behind him was locked; he had heard the bolt shoot home. There was no escape, no negotiation, no amount of money or former status that meant anything down here.

She watched the realisation bloom on his face and a small, delighted smirk curved her red lips.

“For tonight,” she said pleasantly, “three strokes. One for each minute you dared to keep me waiting. One minute between each, so you can feel them properly. That seems fair for a beginner, don’t you think?”

His voice cracked, small and desperate. “Mistress Tatiana, I’m begging you… please, just this once. I promise, I swear, I didn’t know… I’ll be so good, I’ll never—”

Her smirk deepened into something radiant, almost affectionate.

She laid the cane gently under his chin, lifting until his wet eyes had nowhere to hide.

“You will take them because it pleases me,” she said, voice soft, almost loving. “You will take them because making you suffer is pleasant for me. That is all the reason you need.”

A pause. A tiny, cruel smile.

“Bend over the table.”

The words were quiet, yet they struck harder than any cane. Nathan’s body obeyed before his mind caught up (trembling, folding forward, palms slapping cold metal). He wanted to scream that this wasn’t necessary, that he was already obedient, already broken, already hers; why this? Why now?

A cool, manicured hand settled on his bare ass, patting once, twice, possessively, like a buyer inspecting livestock.

“Hmm. What a clean little canvas,” she murmured, fingers tracing the unmarked skin. “Never been properly caned before, have you?”

She bent slightly, peering around to watch his face while her hand still cupped his cheek. Her eyes widened in mock surprise, delighted.

“Look at that quiver,” she cooed. “Your muscles can’t even hold still. They already know what’s coming.”

Nathan’s begging spilled out in a ragged whisper.

“Please, Mistress Tatiana… please, I’m begging you, just one more chance… I’ll be perfect, I swear, I’ll watch the clock, I’ll never be late again, please have mercy, just a little mercy—”

“Shh.” Her palm left his skin. The cane tapped his thighs apart. “Hands flat on the table. Good. Now arch your back… raise that ass for me.”

He tried. God, he tried.

“Not nearly enough.” The cane slid under his belly, pressing upward. “Higher. On your tiptoes. I want it presented.”

He rose, shaking, burning with shame.

“Still not good.” A sharper tap. “Back lower, chest down… yes, exactly like that. Like a desperate little Playboy slut posing for the camera. That’s what you are right now.”

The position was obscene: spine dipped, ass thrust high and trembling, toes barely touching concrete, cock dangling hard and useless between his spread thighs. He had never felt so exposed, so utterly reduced.

Behind him Tatiana admired her work, voice dripping satisfaction.

“Perfect. Hold it exactly like that.”

She stopped touching him. Silence fell, thick and deliberate.

Nathan remained bent, ass high, back arched like a desperate centrefold, toes cramping, thighs shaking. He felt her gaze on his exposed rosebud, the cool air kissing places no one had ever looked at so openly. She was studying him, savouring the view, letting the seconds stretch until his nerves screamed louder than any cane ever could.

Click… click… click. Her heels circled slowly, unhurried. She wasn’t even looking at his face anymore; she was admiring her own handiwork, the trembling offering he had become.

Then, without warning:

SWOOOOOSH-CRACK!

The first stroke landed like lightning made of fire. A blinding white line exploded across both cheeks.

“AAAGHHH!!” The scream tore out of him high and broken, nothing like a man’s voice at all. He lurched forward, palms scrabbling on the table, body trying to escape its own skin. “NO! I can’t— I CAN’T—”

“Back into position.” Cold, amused. The cane tapped his thigh sharply. “Now.”

Hands shaking, tears already streaming, he forced himself back into the obscene arch, ass higher than before because that was what she wanted.

SWOOOOOSH-CRACK!!

The second stroke crossed the first in a perfect, burning X.

“EEEEIIIiiiiii!!!” A shrill, girlish wail he didn’t recognise as his own. His vision went white, then blurred with tears. Snot ran freely. “I can’t stand it! I can’t— please—”

She laughed (low, delighted, utterly aroused).

“Of course you can, sweetheart. You can take so much more than this.”

She adjusted him again, clinical and possessive, pushing his back lower, forcing the ass even higher with the tip of the cane until his calves burned and his toes barely touched concrete.

SWOOOOOSH-CRAAAAACK!!!

“AAAAAHHHHHHHH!!! OH GOD IT HURTS! IT HURTS! PLEASE, MERCY! MERCYYYY!!!”

The third stroke was the cruellest (lower, right across the tender undercurve). His scream ricocheted off the walls like a wounded animal. Legs buckled; he nearly collapsed.

“Stay bent over that table,” she ordered, voice suddenly soft, almost maternal.

Through the haze of tears he saw her pull a silk napkin from somewhere, watched her step close. She crouched slightly, bringing her face level with his tear-soaked one, the way a mother comforts a child who has just scraped his knee.

“There, there, sweetheart,” she cooed, voice soft and syrupy again. “Shh… it wasn’t that bad, was it? Just a little correction.”

With the silk napkin she dabbed gently under his eyes, wiped the snot from his upper lip, even pinched his nose lightly and told him to blow (exactly like a nursery maid with a toddler). Tears still leaked, but she cleaned him until his face was almost presentable again.

“Good boy. Stand up now.”

He unfolded himself on shaky legs, every movement making the fresh welts scream.

“Turn to me.”

He turned.

Through the blur of tears he realised the dress had changed.

The neckline, already scandalous, now hung noticeably lower (one of the thin straps had slipped off her shoulder, or been slipped, and the fabric had been deliberately tugged down just enough). The upper swells of her breasts were fully bare now, and the dark circles of her areolas (rich, velvety brown against the golden skin) were half-exposed, wide and perfect, the very edge of each thick nipple still teasingly hidden by the last millimetre of cloth. It was the maximum exposure possible without actually revealing them: a cruel, calculated promise that made the hidden part even more obscene than if she had bared everything.

He understood instantly: she had done it on purpose. While he was bent and sobbing, she had adjusted herself for this exact moment, for the pleasure of watching his defeated, welted body react.

And react it did. Despite the burning stripes, despite the humiliation, his cock jerked violently upward, rigid and shining, a thick bead of pre-cum already trembling at the tip. The maternal cooing, the gentle wiping of his tears and nose, the way she had called him “sweetheart” while destroying him; everything fused together into a wave of arousal so intense his knees nearly buckled again.

She was the most fuckable woman he had ever seen, half her areolas offered like forbidden fruit, and she had just caned him raw for her own amusement. The contradiction was devastating. He stood there naked, marked, owned, cock dripping helplessly for a woman who would never, ever let him touch what she had just put on display.

Tatiana noticed. A tiny, satisfied smirk. Then she turned and walked away.

He followed, barefoot, naked, three livid, dripping welts blazing across his skin for every caged man to see.

Her legs were a vision: long, tanned, sculpted calves flexing with each click of those vicious patent stilettos, the thin straps cutting delicate lines across perfect feet, French-white toes gleaming. That legendary ass rolled above them, golden flowers stretched tight, the dress riding just high enough to reveal the very bottom curve of each cheek with every step. She moved like a queen through her private zoo, knowing every eye was chained to her whether the men wore bars or not.

At the end of the row she stopped in front of an empty cage.

“Inside.”

He crawled in, knees on cold steel, cock bobbing, dignity long gone.

Click. The door locked with electronic finality.

“On top of the dented cabinet you will find tomorrow’s instructions,” she said, not even looking at him anymore. “You will serve as my personal assistant until I decide otherwise.”

Two cages down, a man straightened anxiously.

“Jeffrey.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” came the instant, nervous reply.

“You are no longer my personal assistant. You will remain caged until I find you another position.”

A soft, broken whimper from Jeffrey.

Tatiana didn’t wait to hear it. She simply turned, breasts swaying heavy and half-exposed, hips rolling, heels clicking once, twice, and glided away (a goddess returning to the world of silk and pleasure upstairs, leaving her animals locked in their cages, staring after her and breathing in the lingering cloud of her perfume).


Deep Submission

10:45 p.m., The Carter’s Residence – Servants Floor

The cage was colder than skin was ever meant to know.

Nathan went to the bars first. Of course he did. They were thick with age, pitted by rust that crumbled against his palms like dried blood. He pushed. He pulled. He rattled them with a fury that begged for at least a sound in return—but the metal stood mute, indifferent. Not even a creak. Just the silence of something ancient, something that had outlived countless failed escapes.

He dropped back onto the narrow mattress—if it could be called that—where the springs rose like bones through skin. Every time he shifted, the welts on his buttocks flared, kissed cruelly by metal. Overhead, a single bulb buzzed with cold light. It was the kind of white that made everything look dead.

That was when he saw it. On top of the dented cabinet, a cream-leather booklet lay waiting, as if it had always known he would come. The gold lettering was pristine, crisp as commandments. It looked old, well-handled—creased, smudged, worn thin at the spine. A thing passed from one desperate soul to the next.

The first paragraph was all soft lies and sweet poison. "We are delighted to welcome you into service. Your comfort and growth are important to us."

He turned the page before the sentence could take root in him.

The tone changed instantly, shedding its silk for steel. "Effective immediately you are designated: Personal Assistant (Day-Job Privileged). Direct Supervisor: Lady Tatiana Carter. Reporting begins: 05:00 tomorrow." And beneath that, a warning in red, shrill with urgency: "Note: Lights off at midnight. Make sure you read and memorize this booklet by that time."

He looked at the clock. 22:41. Seventy-nine minutes left in the light.

He read.

What followed was a downpour of commands—cold, precise, without apology. There was the compulsory shower, the exact uniform, the times, the movements, the posture, the silence. "Orange juice must be served no later than 06:15. Juice must be freshly squeezed. Pulp is an infraction." He blinked and read it again, stunned by the microscopic tyranny of it.

Then another: "You will serve breakfast in silence. You will stand to the left of the Lady's chair, eyes lowered. Do not initiate speech. Do not react."

Every sentence was a brick in the wall closing around him.

The cane-strikes earlier were still burning faintly, but they were almost a comfort compared to the rising panic in his chest. His mind tried to outrun the rules, but they came too fast. "Erections are prohibited. Self-relief is prohibited." He winced. Read on.

"You are not permitted to look at Lady Tatiana above the feet. Should your gaze reach her knees, you are already in violation."

He found his designation. There it was, tucked among the rest: "Servant Type: Day-Job Privileged. You are to be released from ankle and wrist restraints at 09:00 on weekdays. You must return no later than 17:30, dressed in civilian attire with regulation servant uniform worn underneath."

Nine to five-thirty. A sliver of outside. He clung to those hours like driftwood, whispered them aloud as if speaking made them more real. He imagined elevators. Screens. A badge with his name on it. A name.

The final section chilled him. It was labeled simply "Appendix: Corrections." It was brief, but brutal. "Failure to comply with grooming standards will result in Level II correction. Late reporting: Level III. Eye contact above the ankle: Level I if immediate, Level IV if sustained."

He read faster now. Lips moving. The clock ticked on, steady and final.

At midnight, the light vanished.

Darkness poured into the room like water into lungs.

The booklet slid from his numb fingers and landed with a soft, final slap on the cold floor. He curled on his side, the thin mattress springs biting into his welted skin, and let the black close over him.

For a long moment there was nothing but the throb across his ass and the distant, mechanical hum of the building breathing above him.

Then the memories began.

They came unbidden, vivid, merciless.

Taylor’s dimpled smile the day she handed him the contract for twenty-six thousand dollars, her bare foot resting lightly on his neck while he signed. The way Tatiana’s robe had slipped that morning in the spa, revealing the heavy curve of one breast inches from his face. The whistle of the cane through air, the crack against flesh, the tears he hadn’t meant to shed. He thought about how he had become Taylor’s sucker, Tatiana’s sexless errand boy; he even thought about that old man tied standing nude for hours, helpless and forgotten in the shadows of the basement.

Each image arrived with its own pulse of heat, pooling low in his belly, making his cock real hard.

He shifted, thighs pressing together, trying to ease the ache.

The rules rose like ghosts in the dark.

Erections are prohibited. Self-relief is prohibited. Failure is monitored.

It was the memory of Tatiana’s hand—cool, confident, sliding along his cock through the thick, fluffy white towel in the spa, appraising its shape with that calm, proprietary curiosity—that nearly undid him. The recollection hit like a surge, and he felt himself teetering on the very edge of climax right there in the dark. He jerked his hand away from his rod as if it had been electrified, breath catching in a ragged gasp.

Gosh, he had been so close. A bead of pre-cum leaked from the tip, warm and treacherous against his thigh. A helpless, whimpering sound escaped his throat. He wanted to climax so much it felt like a physical ache in his chest.

And then the rationalising began.

How would they know?

The question circled, seductive, insistent.

It’s pitch black. No one can see. Just once. Just to take the edge off. Just to sleep.

His fingers closed around his cock, stroking once, twice—slow, careful, the pleasure sharp enough to cut.

Then he froze.

A glint in the ceiling.

Half-domes. Black glass. Three of them, spaced evenly above the cages, invisible until the faint emergency light caught their curve.

Cameras.

Of course there were cameras.

Tatiana would know. Tatiana always knew.

He yanked his hand away as if burned, curling it into a fist against his chest. His cock throbbed harder, denied, traitorous. The ache deepened into something exquisite and unbearable—blue-balled torment in a cage, under watchful eyes he could not see but could feel like fingers on his skin.

He lay very still, breathing through his mouth, counting heartbeats, letting the frustration build and build until it felt like the only real thing left in the world.

Above him, somewhere in marble and silk, Tatiana slept (warm, languid, her auburn hair fanned across silk pillows, the faint scent of orchids clinging to her skin, her magnificent body curled in perfect, untroubled peace).

While he burned in rust and concrete (naked on a thin mattress that offered no mercy to his welts, the cold bars pressing close, the air thick with the metallic tang of captivity and the sharper sting of his own denied desire).

And the cameras watched, silent and patient, recording every denied twitch, every swallowed moan, every second of the long, dark night he spent learning what total surrender really meant.

No release. No privacy. No mercy.

Only the rules, the ache, the total helplessness and the knowledge that tomorrow—at 5:00 a.m. sharp—the cage would open for sixty seconds, and he would step out to serve the woman who had put him here.

He closed his eyes in the dark and waited for dawn, cock hard, heart racing, utterly, perfectly owned.

5:00 a.m., The Carter’s Residence – Servants Floor

The alarm didn’t ring. It screamed.

It wailed like a building in flames, like a system in collapse—shrill, mechanical, unyielding. On. Off. On. Off. As if the world was ending and no one had told the servants it wasn’t.

The cages slid open in a single, synchronized clang. Sixty seconds. That was the rule. One minute to leave the cell or be locked in for the day. One minute before Tatiana’s wrath became a certainty.

Nathan's eyes flew open into perfect blackness.

The lights didn’t come on. They never did. The darkness was part of the ritual. It forced the body to remember what the mind hadn’t yet caught up to. Around him he heard the sound of panic: metal creaking, breath hitching, feet slapping against concrete. No one spoke. No one had the air to spare.

He hadn’t laid out his uniform.

A blind reach. The cold handle of the metal cupboard scraped his palm. He grabbed what he could—fabric, belt, shoes, perhaps. There was no time to check. He would know what he held when it was time to wear it. Right now, he had to run.

He moved, bare feet skimming the floor, dodging boxes, half-unpacked crates, the occasional broom handle jutting out like a trap. He followed the sound of other bodies—six or seven of them, rushing the same direction he did, breathless and barefoot, minds wiped clean by obedience and urgency.

The showers.

He reached them just before the lock clicked shut. Inside the tiled room, warm air mixed with steamless breath. Men undressed in silence. No one laughed. No one looked at each other. There was only the sound of chains clinking to the floor and the splash of water as it hit naked skin.

The water was freezing. A jolt to the spine. Nathan stepped beneath the flow and tried not to cry out. His muscles tensed instinctively—but the cold wasn’t the worst of it.

It was the sting.

Tatiana’s cane had left its mark across his backside just hours ago—three quick lashes, vicious and clean, her arm precise as a blade. Now, as the icy water struck those raw stripes, they came alive again. Not dull echoes. Not fading memory. Fire. Fresh.

He gritted his teeth. Scrubbed fast. Found a shard of soap and ran it over his chest, his thighs, his groin, his back, where the skin trembled under his own hand.

Someone elbowed past him. No one said sorry.

At 5:05, the doors began to close again. They bolted out as one, dripping and naked into the corridor, carrying their belongings like stolen goods. No one wore clothes in the shower. That was the rule. No one dared disobey.

In the hallway, they dressed at a sprint. Pants yanked up over wet thighs, buttons fumbled, sleeves twisted, collars skewed. Nathan’s fingers trembled as he looped something around his neck—part of a uniform, he hoped. He remembered what the booklet said: Be on the residents' floor by 5:15 or remain behind. And if you remain behind, you will be found.

He had no doubt about that.

At 5:13, he stood at the threshold of the residents’ floor, the booklet clutched in his damp hands, his chest heaving.

Beside the entryway, set into the floor, was a shallow steel basin filled with restraints—heavy, rust-streaked cuffs for wrists and ankles, waiting like ceremonial offerings. That was the rule: all servants on the residents’ floor were to be shackled at all times.

He knelt and fastened them. First the wrists—cold iron, chain just long enough for work, but short enough to enforce humility. Then the ankles—tighter, crueler. The chain between them was so short he could only walk in a slow, awkward shuffle.

The rust bit into his wet skin, leaving faint orange stains.

At exactly 5:15, the shackles clicked shut—locking automatically.

He was now bound. Marked. Claimed.

And then the doors opened.

It was like stepping into another world.

The marble underfoot shone with a quiet, expensive glow. The hallway was lined with thick Persian rugs in wine and gold, patterns woven so tightly they looked like tapestries one could walk upon. Chandeliers of cut crystal hung from gilded ceiling medallions, each one catching the warm light like captured stars. The air smelled of lemon polish, orchids, and warmth.

He stood frozen for a moment, taking it in. Only minutes ago, his knees were on concrete. Now, the floor beneath him looked like it had never known dirt.

The contrast was staggering. The beauty above was built on the sweat below. And yet now—now—he was on the same floor. Not beneath her. Not under her. But in her domain. On her level. He stood, damp and sore, breathing the same air.

He thought of Tatiana.

He knew she was sleeping. The booklet had said so explicitly: Do not disturb the Mistress during her morning rest. No sound above conversational whisper. Servants must remain in soft-soled footwear until 07:00.

She was here. In this same space. Sleeping somewhere behind one of these high double doors, while the men she ruled crawled on their knees to ready her day.

He opened the booklet. His orders were precise.

He made his way to the Maple Room Gallery—a corridor room lined with antique mirrors and sunlit from the east. At 5:17, he was already there. On his knees. Bucket beside him. Sponge in hand. One stripe of soap. Circular motion. Rinse with warm water. Polish dry with cloth.
The chain between his wrists dragged slightly along the floor as he scrubbed, occasionally catching on the bucket’s handle or tugging awkwardly against his elbows. His knees bore down into the marble, the cuffs around his ankles biting tighter each time he shifted position. He had to twist oddly to accommodate the limited reach the shackles allowed.

He followed it to the letter. There was no improvisation. Not here. Not in the Carter home.

The marble was cold under his knees. His trousers soaked through, and his palms grew red with scrubbing. The sponge slipped at times, and he caught it before it could hit the floor. His body ached, not just from the lashes but from the ritual itself. The rhythm. The pressure. The desire to do it right.

And still, through it all, his mind wandered to her. She slept while he labored in silence. Her world ran on the panic of others. Her comfort was drawn from the sweat and silence of men labouring on this very marble.

By 5:45, he had begun preparing breakfast.

The kitchen was a ballet of motion. Warm milk poured into glass pitchers. Eggs poached, smoked salmon trimmed, grapefruit sliced and arranged into fanned circles. Espresso brewed thick and dark. He polished the tray, checked each spoon, folded napkins in the shape of swans.

He moved between the cafeteria and the morning room in near silence, his feet whispering across priceless rugs. He filled bowls with fresh strawberries. He spooned chilled cream. He warmed croissants and tested temperatures with the back of his hand.
Every trip became a delicate dance of restraint—his shackled walk robbing him of momentum, demanding balance, demanding grace beneath pressure. The chain between his ankles allowed only the shortest of steps, forcing him into a slow, swaying gait—a ridiculous, humiliating shuffle that made him feel less like a man and more like a duck, waddling helplessly across rugs worth more than his old car. The metal links kissed his skin with every step, a burning reminder of where he belonged.

He never looked up. He didn’t have to.

Tatiana was still sleeping.

But the house was already hers.

At exactly 6:40, the locks released.

No voice. No warning. Just the soft, unmistakable click of automation, triggered by schedule, not mercy.

Nathan stood from the edge of the corridor where he’d been kneeling, stripped out of his damp uniform, and changed swiftly. His day attire waited for him folded on a narrow bench, pressed into neat, institutional perfection.

White dress shirt, crisp and severe. Black tuxedo jacket, fitted close to the ribs. Sharp black trousers, polished black shoes. Each element designed to suppress the man beneath. He dressed quickly, methodically. There was no mirror, only the quiet pressure of correctness.

By 6:50, he was fully clothed.

At 6:51, the shackles returned—first the wrists, then the ankles. The sound of them locking back into place was small, precise, final.

He lowered his eyes and waited.
Then, at 6:55, he entered the master bedroom.

Stillness greeted him. The kind of stillness only wealth can buy—thick, padded, quiet, as if the room itself had learned to respect the sleep of its owners. Golden light spilled through heavy curtains, pooling across silk bedding and the dense weave of the carpet.

Just inside the door was the crib.

Empty.

He paused, disappointment brushing his chest like a hand.

His eyes rose. And there they were.

Tatiana lay nearest the door, curled on her side, facing outward. One arm was tucked beneath her cheek, auburn hair fanned across the pillow in loose, heavy waves. She wore only a feather-light, short white satin robe scattered with faint charcoal-and-coral cranes and drifting clouds. The wide sleeves had slipped down her arms, the loosely tied belt had loosened further in sleep, and the fabric had parted just enough to reveal the deep, shadowed curve of her breasts (nothing more, but the promise of everything). One small shift, one slow breath, and the robe would fall open completely. She slept as though she already knew it wouldn’t matter.

On the far side of the bed lay Rich. Flat on his back. Bare-chested. A man made of calm breath and thick muscle, his right arm stretched wide across the bed’s middle.

And curled close beside him was Taylor.

Eighteen. Beautiful. Still naked under the sheet, her bare shoulder and hip visible in the quiet tangle of fabric. She slept curled against Rich’s body, her cheek resting near his ribs, one leg tucked beneath her, the other faintly exposed.

It was clear what had happened.
Of course it had happened. This was the Carter home.

Rich had taken her from the crib—his crib, his girl—and pulled her into his bed, beside his wife, and claimed her. And now they all slept together in the soft, spent silence of aftermath. There were no secrets here. No need for them.

Nathan’s gaze dropped. He bowed. Slowly. Deeply. Head down, knees pressing into the carpet.

This was his place now.

He had shared jokes with these people once. Shared champagne. A gallery. Even laughter. That world had not just ended—it had inverted. The same eyes that once regarded him as a peer would now pass over him, if they looked at all.

He lowered himself to the floor beside Tatiana’s side of the bed. The booklet had been clear: He must be in position before the Governess’s first movement. Assistance is not to be delayed.

Her slippers were waiting near the bed.

Black satin, open-toed, trimmed with soft black marabou feathers. The heel was narrow, seductive, glinting faintly in the filtered light. They weren’t cute. They weren’t modest. They were designed to be slipped on by another hand. His hand.

He settled into the correct position—flat, forearms to the floor, head lowered, gaze fixed no higher than her ankles.

At exactly 7:00, the alarm chimed.

A delicate, melodic sound, like music from a distant room. Not urgent. Not even loud. Just enough.

She moved.

There was the whisper of silk sliding against sheets, the subtle shift of her weight. Then her legs eased from under the blanket. A moment later, her feet descended into view.

He saw only that—her feet.

The nails were painted a perfect, glossy white. The toes long and clean, evenly spaced. The skin pale, soft, the arches high. Even in rest, her feet carried an aristocratic confidence. They were not casual things. They were sculpted, scented, pampered. They were authority made flesh.

He reached for the first slipper, holding it gently between both hands.

His chain rattled faintly as he lifted it. She made no sound.
He didn’t know if she was watching him. He couldn’t know. He wasn’t permitted to look.

He guided the slipper forward, felt the slightest brush of her skin as she slid her foot in.

Then the second.

Her feet now rested on the thick white sheepskin rug, enclosed in black satin and feathers.

Nathan held his breath as the mule slid home.

The fit was impossible—perfect in a way that felt almost supernatural. The satin cupped her arch as though it had been molded to the exact curve of her foot, the heel seated without the slightest gap, the open toe framing her white French pedicure like a jeweler’s setting for flawless pearls. No ordinary shoe could cling like this; it had to be custom, measured with lasers and crafted by artisans who knew every millimetre of Tatiana Carter’s body. A glass slipper in reverse: not a prince searching for the one foot it would fit, but a goddess whose foot demanded the world be shaped to fit her alone.

She gave the slightest twist, testing the balance, and the mule responded as though it had always belonged there—displaying her foot in all its pampered, regal beauty, a perfect pedestal for the woman who owned him completely.

One heel pressed down into the softness beneath.

Nathan remained on his knees, eyes fixed on the vision inches from his face, knowing he had just been allowed to dress a goddess—and that the privilege would cost him everything.

And then, with that same wordless grace, she rose.

And walked away.

He rose the instant she did, the short chain of his collar tugging once at his throat like a reminder. Tatiana walked ahead of him, unhurried, the feather-light white satin robe drifting around her thighs with every slow step. The fabric was so fine it seemed to float rather than fall, printed with delicate charcoal cranes and soft coral clouds that moved across her body like smoke. The hem barely brushed mid-thigh; the wide sleeves had slipped down her arms again, baring the creamy inside of her elbows; the loosely tied belt swayed and whispered against her hips. From behind, the robe parted just enough to reveal the small of her back, the satin clinging, then releasing, clinging again, so that every stride revealed and concealed the lush curve where thigh met buttock in a rhythm that made his mouth go dry.

He kept his gaze fixed on the floor, exactly as the manual demanded. Even so, the floor betrayed him. Her black satin mules with their marabou trim lifted and fell, the narrow heel clicking softly, and each time her foot rose he glimpsed the tender hollow behind her knee: ripe, velvety, impossibly feminine. A place made for kisses he would never be allowed to give. The white French pedicure gleamed against the dark carpet like porcelain against velvet. Everything about her was deliberate, expensive, erotic in the way only absolute power can be erotic.

She did not speak. She did not need to. She simply expected the world to arrange itself around her waking body, and it did.

In the bathroom the air was already warm and scented with orchid and something darker, something that lived under her skin. Tatiana moved first to the low, marble-clad alcove where the toilet waited (sleek, modern, throne-like in its understated luxury). She gathered the hem of her robe and sat, the pale café-au-lait satin parting and pooling around her hips like spilled cream.

Nathan dropped instantly to his knees on the heated floor, eyes locked on the only thing he was permitted: her feet, resting in the open-toed black satin mules, the white French pedicure gleaming against the dark fabric, toes flexing once, lazily, as she settled.

He heard everything.

The soft sigh of her breath. The delicate rustle of silk. Then the intimate, unmistakable sound: a golden stream splashing against porcelain, steady and unhurried, the private rhythm of a goddess relieving herself in the quiet morning. The scent rose faintly—warm, feminine, human beneath the perfume—and Nathan’s face burned with the knowledge that he was beneath her, inches away, listening to the most ordinary and most sacred of her daily acts.

Designer toilet paper unrolled with a whisper. A soft, deliberate wipe. The flush came like a distant waterfall.

Only then did she rise, robe falling back into place, and step to the vanity.

She paused, lifted one elegant hand, and he was there before the gesture finished—placing the toothbrush into her palm without ever letting his eyes rise above the level of her ankles.

He remained on his knees, heart hammering, the echo of her stream still ringing in his ears, the scent lingering like a brand. She had shared the most private moment of her morning with him, and he—with his gaze chained to her perfect feet—had been allowed to witness it in perfect, awed silence.

She brushed slowly, languidly. Then the soft rustle of satin: the belt sighing free, slithering down the length of her body to pool at her feet. A heartbeat later the robe itself followed, sliding from her shoulders with the hush of expensive fabric abandoning skin. It drifted to the marble in a white shimmer and lay there like a discarded cloud.

Nathan did not look up. He did not dare. Yet he knew (the way a good servant always knows) that Madam was completely nude now, and that Madam had decided to shower this morning.

He dropped to his knees, gathered the fallen robe and belt with reverent, trembling hands, and carried them to the silk-lined hamper. Then, exactly as protocol required, he selected the next robe (pale café-au-lait satin, same drifting cranes, cut even shorter) and laid it across the warmed rail. Beside it he placed the whisper of a white lace bra, cups deep enough to cradle her magnificent breasts, and the tiniest G-string, nothing more than a suggestion of lace and a shade lighter than her skin.

He retreated to the corner as the rainfall shower began its low, luxurious song. Water cascaded somewhere just beyond his downcast vision, tracing paths he was forbidden to follow. The glass door stood wide open; modesty was his burden, not hers. Steam curled around his ankles, thick with orchid and the intimate heat of her body. He stood rigid in his charcoal linen shorts and collar, eyes locked on the marble at the very edge of her feet, pulse roaring, every muscle clenched against the erection that threatened to betray him.

He could hear the soft sounds of water sliding over her skin, the occasional sigh of pleasure when the heat found a new place to settle. He could feel the weight of her indifference pressing down on him like a hand at the back of his neck.

And still he did not look up. He simply stood there, burning, choking on steam and reverence, while the woman he now served with every beat of his heart showered naked three metres away, utterly certain that her servant would rather die than disobey.

She stepped out of the shower and simply stood there, legs apart, water streaming.

Nathan’s eyes stayed obediently on the floor, yet even that narrow band of vision betrayed him. A single drop rolled down the inside of her calf, hesitated at the hollow behind her knee, then fell. Another followed the same path, then another. He could hear the soft, wet sound of her fingers combing through long auburn hair, the faint shake that sent a small rain of droplets scattering across the marble like thrown diamonds.

“Dry me.”

The words were quiet, almost lazy, yet they struck him like a whip. His knees hit the floor before the echo died.

He rose only far enough to reach for the towel (thick, warmed, waiting on the rail) and stepped behind her.

She stood with legs slightly apart, water still streaming in silver threads down the broad, lush curve of her ass. He pressed the hot towel directly to that glorious weight first, cupping both cheeks at once, letting the terry cloth drink the water while his palms felt the impossible plush heat beneath. The towel moulded to her; every slow, deliberate stroke followed the outward flare of her hips, then inward, tracing the deep cleft where droplets still clung like tiny pearls. Each pass of the towel made her skin warmer, softer, more alive under his hands, until the fabric was soaked and her flesh glowed fever-hot through it.

He was shaking so violently now, the towel trembling against her, but he did not stop. He could not. The plush, heavy curves filled his palms completely, shifting with every breath she took, and the knowledge that he was allowed (no, commanded) to touch Tatiana Carter’s naked ass with nothing but a thin layer of warmed cotton between them was almost more than his mind could hold.

A single manicured finger (deep oxblood nail) appeared in his peripheral vision and tapped once, imperious, against the fullest part of her right cheek.

“Kiss.”

The command floated down from somewhere high above him, amused and absolute.

He thought his heart would tear loose from his ribs.

He leaned in, lips trembling, and pressed a single, closed-mouth kiss to the warm, wet curve of her ass.

The instant skin met skin it was like touching living silk soaked in heat. A soft, perfect give, then the slow push back of ripe flesh against his mouth. Nothing in the world had ever felt this good: this simple, forbidden contact, lips to goddess, no tongue, no breath, just the pure, electric miracle of being allowed to rest his mouth on Tatiana’s naked ass for one heartbeat, two, three.

He stayed there, closed lips sealed to her skin, afraid to move, afraid to breathe, letting the impossible softness burn itself into memory forever.

“Properly.”

The single word cracked like silk over steel.

He did not open his mouth. He simply pressed harder, closed lips sealed to her skin with all the devotion he possessed, the way a pilgrim presses his mouth to sacred stone.

The second kiss was longer, firmer, the full weight of his lips flattening against the warm, wet curve of her ass. The softness yielded, then pushed back, and the simple pressure of that contact sent a white-hot wire of pleasure straight through his body.

Another kiss, deeper still, lips sinking into her flesh as though trying to leave an imprint that would never fade. Each one was the same act, only more: more pressure, more reverence, more impossible intimacy. The magic lived in the closed-mouth purity of it (no tongue, no breath, just the slow, deliberate seal of worship against the most perfect ass he had ever imagined).

A tiny, helpless sound vibrated in his throat. She answered with the faintest shift of her hips, pressing back against his mouth for one cruel, glorious heartbeat, letting him feel exactly how much of her he was being allowed to adore.

And still he kept his lips sealed, kissing, kissing, kissing, lost in the single, shattering truth that touching Tatiana’s naked ass with nothing but the soft pressure of his closed mouth was the most erotic thing he would ever be permitted to do.

The same nail traced lower, to the tender crease where thigh meets body, that secret, shadowed fold he had never been forbidden to imagine.

He kissed there too, nose brushing the underside of her ass, breathing her in until his lungs burned. Another kiss, and another, slow, open-mouthed, adoring, while water dripped from her hair onto his shoulders like warm summer rain.

“And dry my legs.”

He obeyed instantly, sliding the towel down the long, strong lines of her calves, her thighs, but his mouth followed the cloth, unable to stop itself now, pressing soft, grateful kisses to every inch of skin revealed. Each time his lips touched her he felt himself sink deeper, disappear more completely into the simple, shattering fact: he was on his knees, kissing the naked body of the woman who owned him, and she was allowing it.

His cock throbbed, rigid and aching against the linen of his shorts, but he was behind her, mercifully hidden. She could not see how completely she had undone him.

Or perhaps she could, and simply did not care.

Either way, he kept kissing, kept drying, kept surrendering, until her skin glowed warm and dry beneath his trembling hands and the only sound in the steamy room was his own ragged breathing and the soft, satisfied sigh of a woman who had decided, on a whim, to let her servant worship her ass with his mouth at seven-fifteen in the morning.

“Enough,” she said, soft as silk, lethal as a blade.

She turned.

The full, shameless weight of her nakedness hit him like a wave. He kept his eyes pinned to the floor, but the air itself seemed to throb with her.

“Dry my breasts.”

He rose on shaking legs, towel in both hands, and stepped forward.

They were enormous, heavy, obscene in the most magnificent way, full, pendulous globes that defied gravity yet surrendered to it all at once, swaying with every breath she took. Water still clung to them in bright rivulets, racing down the steep slopes and dripping from the wide, dusky-rose areolas that spread like dinner plates across each breast. Those areolas were dark, almost purple at the edges, textured, shamelessly prominent, the colour of ripe figs left too long in the sun. In their centres her nipples stood thick and proud, swollen from the heat of the shower, the size of the last joint of his thumb, begging for a mouth he was not allowed to give.

He pressed the warm towel to them with the careful, sexless devotion of a eunuch. The towel disappeared between the deep valley, soaked instantly; he had to use both hands just to lift and cradle the sheer mass of one breast while he dried underneath. They were too heavy to hold properly; they spilled over his wrists, hot and slick, and every time the towel grazed a nipple it stiffened further, as though mocking his restraint.

He was breathing through his mouth now, shallow, desperate, the scent of her skin flooding him until his head swam.

“Kiss my nipples.”

He froze. The words hung in the perfumed steam like a verdict.

He thought he had misheard. Then her hand settled at the back of his neck, guiding without force, and he understood he had heard perfectly.

He leaned in, lips closed, trembling, and placed the first chaste, burning kiss on the left nipple. It was velvet over steel, hot and alive; the moment his mouth touched it a bolt of pure electricity shot from his lips to the base of his spine. He kissed the right the same way (slow, sealed, worshipful), feeling the nipple throb against his lips like a second heartbeat. He could have died happy dying there.

“Enough.”

The hand left his neck. He sank instantly to his knees, forehead to the marble.

A slim, damp foot settled between his shoulder blades, pressing him flat. She shifted her weight, using his back as a living stool while she finished toweling her calves and thighs. The pressure was casual, proprietary; he was furniture now. Water dripped from her body onto his shirt, soaking through to his skin, marking him.

When she was satisfied she stepped off, picked up the pale café-au-lait robe, and let it slide over her shoulders. The satin settled against her still-flushed skin like a lover’s hands. She walked to the illuminated mirror, sat, and began the slow ritual of lotions, serums, the blood-red lipstick she painted on with the patience of a priestess.

He remained on his knees in the centre of the bathroom, collar damp, shirt clinging, cock aching against the linen of his shorts, waiting for the next command that might or might not ever come.

When at last she rose, flawless and regal, she slipped her feet into the waiting marabou mules he held ready. Then, without a glance, she walked past him toward the morning room.

He crawled after her on all fours for the first three steps (until the length of the hallway allowed him to rise), then followed two respectful paces behind, eyes on the swaying hem of her robe, the faint outline of that magnificent ass moving beneath satin, carrying the memory of his own lips still warm on her skin.

Breakfast was waiting. So was the rest of his life.

The morning room was exactly as the Los Angeles one had been, only brighter: the same floor-to-ceiling windows, the same long view over a different city, the same crystal chandelier scattering soft prisms across white linen and orchids. The table was already perfect because Nathan had made it perfect an hour earlier: silver warmed, plates heated, croissants still breathing steam inside their linen cocoon, blood-orange juice standing in a crystal glass at exactly ten degrees, the Baccarat tumbler with the single, deliberate chip on the rim placed precisely where Tatiana’s right hand would fall.

He walked two respectful paces behind her, eyes on the marble until the threshold, then, only then, allowed himself to raise them. The booklet had been explicit:

During direct table service you are permitted gaze up to the level of Madam’s collarbones. You will watch for the smallest signal. You will not speak unless spoken to. You will not wait to be asked.

Tatiana reached her chair (high-backed, burgundy velvet, two extra cushions already in place because he had noticed the faint stiffness in her walk after last night’s long session with the cane downstairs). He was there before her body touched the seat. One hand beneath the chair back, the other guiding the cushions, he eased it forward the exact four centimetres that let her sit without effort. The robe (pale café-au-lait satin scattered with cranes) parted slightly as she settled, revealing the heavy inside curve of one breast and then closing again like a secret. He did not look. He had learned not to look unless the look was required.

He unfolded the heavy linen napkin with a soft snap, let it drift open, and laid it across her lap without grazing her thighs. The motion had to be perfect; he had practised it forty times in the dark basement this morning.

Coffee first. He lifted the silver pot with both hands (left under the base, right never touching the handle) and poured a slow, dark ribbon into the gold-rimmed cup. Exactly three-quarters full. No more. She disliked the taste of the last cold mouthful. A single sugar cube (she never took two) placed with silver tongs, never fingers. He set the cup back on its saucer at the precise angle that lined the handle with the knife.

She lifted the cup. Took one sip. Closed her eyes for half a second in approval.

He allowed himself the smallest exhale.

Then the mistake.

He reached for the small silver dish of almond croissants (her favourite) and, in the terror of trying to be flawless, his thumb brushed the rim of her plate. A sound so tiny only a dog or a terrified servant would hear: the faintest click of nail against porcelain.

Tatiana’s eyes flicked up.

Not angry. Worse. Disappointed.

One perfectly shaped auburn brow lifted a millimetre. That was all. But the temperature in the room dropped ten degrees. Nathan felt it on his skin like ice water. His stomach folded in on itself. The memory of last night’s cane flashed across his welted ass so vividly he almost swayed.

He froze, croissant tongs still in his hand, pulse hammering in his ears.

She let the silence stretch just long enough for him to feel the mistake settle in his stomach like a blade. Then, with the languid, lethal grace she used to ruin lives, Tatiana extended two manicured fingers and tapped once on the flawless linen beside her plate.

Another croissant. Flaky, never the soft one.

His hands moved before his mind caught up. He lifted the silver dish, chose the perfect specimen, broke it so the rose-scented steam curled upward in a single, obedient ribbon, and placed the halves on her plate with the cut sides turned toward her, exactly parallel to the knife. Not a single golden flake dared fall out of line.

She granted him the faintest dip of her chin (whether mercy or indifference he would never know) and lifted her fork.

He stepped back the single permitted pace behind and to the left of her chair, napkin draped over his forearm, gaze now allowed to rise as far as the delicate hollow at the base of her throat, scanning for the next wordless command.

The door opened.

Taylor burst in, radiant and barely covered, still wearing the tiny pink baby-doll nightie Tatiana had forced her into the night before. The satin cups clung to her breasts still flushed from Rich’s hands, the ruffled hem fluttering high on her thighs, one thin strap hanging off her shoulder where Rich had impatiently tugged it down before stripping the whole thing off her hours ago. The fabric was wrinkled, twisted, smelling of sex and champagne, her hair a wild cloud, her bare feet silent on the marble. She looked exactly like a spoiled doll someone had played with very hard and then left half-undressed.

The moment she saw Nathan her face lit up like sunrise.

“Oh my God, there he is!”

She ran straight to him, threw her arms around his neck, and jumped. Legs locked around his waist, body pressed flush against his, the full warm weight of her slamming into his chest. His cuffed wrists jerked uselessly; instinct alone made him catch her, palms sliding under the silk to cup the small, firm globes of her ass and hold her aloft so she would not fall.

For one dizzy heartbeat the universe narrowed to the heat of her against him, the frantic rain of her lips on his mouth, his cheeks, his jaw, the delighted, breathless laugh that vibrated through both their bodies.

She kissed him as if the bulldozers, the slammed door, the twenty thousand dollars thrown at his feet had never happened.

He could not speak (permission had not been granted), so he simply held her, feeling her heartbeat hammer against his ribs while the ghost of another man’s scent clung to her skin.

At last she slid down his body, slow and deliberate, letting every inch of silk drag against him until her bare feet touched the floor. She stepped back, eyes shining, dimples flashing, and looked him up and down with open, possessive delight.

“Oh my goodness, look at you,” she breathed, reaching out to flick the collar at his throat. “You are literally the most adorable servant I have ever seen. So handsome in uniform.”

She spun toward Tatiana, hands clasped under her chin like a child showing off a new toy.

“Mommy, isn’t he the cutest thing? Tell me he isn’t absolutely precious like this.”

Then, remembering herself, the smile faltered for half a second. She skipped the remaining steps to Tatiana, wrapped her arms around the older woman’s neck from behind, and pressed a soft, lingering kiss to her cheek.

“And of course, good morning, Mommy,” she murmured, voice honey-sweet and suddenly, perfectly obedient.

Taylor’s eyes lingered on him for one last heartbeat, drinking in the sight of her husband in collar and cuffs, then she let herself drop into the high-backed chair as though it had been waiting for her since birth. Legs folded beneath her, silk shorts riding high, she looked exactly like a princess who had never once heard the word no.

“I want coffee,” she announced to the room at large, bright and careless. “The sweet one, with that warm milk foam on top, and extra sugar. And strawberries, the little ones, and that soft cheese with the honey drizzled on it, and maybe one of those chocolate croissants if they’re still hot.”

No please. No gesture. Just the calm expectation that the universe would rearrange itself.

Nathan moved at once. Napkin still draped over his forearm, he lifted the silver pot, poured the steamed milk in a slow, perfect spiral, dusted the foam with raw sugar that melted into gold, and set the cup in front of her without a sound. Strawberries followed, arranged like rubies on a chilled plate; the goat cheese appeared already glistening with chestnut honey. Every item arrived before she had finished naming the next. She did not thank him. She did not even look at him again. It was simply the natural order.

Tatiana watched with faint, maternal amusement, the way one watches a beloved but untamed kitten.

Taylor took a long, satisfied sip, sighed like a pleased kitten, and announced to the entire room in her bright, careless voice:

“More coffee, Nathan.”

No gesture, no lowered eyes, no subtlety. Just the simple, sunny expectation that the world would obey.

Tatiana, by contrast, never needed to speak such things aloud. If Tatiana desired coffee, the cup was simply full again before the thought had fully formed in her mind: a servant would have read the fractional lift of her little finger, the slight as the flick of a butterfly wing, and the silver pot would already be moving. That was the language of the house: silent, invisible, perfect.

Taylor had never been required to learn it. She was the favourite, the adored, the one who still slept curled against Rich’s chest while the rest of the household slept in cages. Rules were for other people. So when she called out “More coffee, Nathan” in that clear, happy voice, Tatiana only smiled the small, indulgent smile a mother gives a beloved child who has just used the wrong fork.

She let it pass. With Taylor, Tatiana always let it pass.

Nathan, however, felt the difference like a slap. He was a galaxy below the lower caste, trained to read the air itself for commands; Taylor was the sun, and the air simply rearranged itself around her wishes.

He had not eaten. The booklet had been clear: servants ate the scraps, and only after the ladies were finished. His stomach cramped at the smell of warm butter and chocolate, but he stood motionless, napkin ready, eyes lowered.

“So tell me, little girl,” Tatiana said, voice velvet and concerned, “how is your finger?”

At the exact same moment her little finger lifted again, barely a tremor.

Nathan understood at once: more juice. He stepped forward with the crystal pitcher.

Taylor’s face clouded. “Oh, it hurts, it really hurts,” she said, flexing the bandaged thumb dramatically, completely ignoring the man (her husband) now leaning between them to pour.

For one fatal second Nathan’s body blocked the space between the two women.

Tatiana waited until the pitcher was back on the table. Then, with the same calm precision she used to butter a croissant, she brought the side of her fork down across the back of his hand.

The silver struck bone with a sharp, bright crack.

Pain exploded up his arm, white-hot. He almost cried out. His knees buckled; he bit the inside of his cheek until he tasted blood, forcing the scream back down his throat.

He had interrupted. He had placed his body between Madam and her cherished girl.

He retreated the single pace, hand throbbing, vision swimming, and resumed his post with cuffed wrists pressed to his sides.

Tatiana continued as though nothing had happened, resuming her conversation with the same velvet calm, fork gliding toward her plate.

Taylor, however, could not hide her reaction quite so perfectly.

Her hazel eyes flicked to Nathan (still frozen in place, hand throbbing, face burning), and the corner of her mouth curled in a tiny, wicked smirk. She bit her lower lip to trap the laugh that threatened to spill out, dimples deepening as she quickly looked down at her strawberries. She speared one with deliberate slowness, brought it to her lips, and took a lingering bite, the red juice staining them brighter.

Only then did she glance up at Tatiana through her lashes, the smirk softening into something almost approving—a silent, shared acknowledgment between the two women who now ruled Nathan’s world. The message was clear: Yes, Mommy. He deserved that.

She chewed, swallowed, and gave the tiniest nod, as if to say the correction had been perfectly just.

Then, with the same breath, she turned her radiant smile back to Tatiana, voice light and sweet, picking up the conversation exactly where it had left off—leaving Nathan to stand in throbbing silence, the fork’s sting still singing across his skin, knowing both women had seen, both had enjoyed, and neither would ever mention it again.

“You still haven’t told me how it happened,” Tatiana said, setting her fork down with the softest, most deliberate click. “Was it during skiing?”

Taylor’s face lit instantly. “Yes! Well… kind of.” She leaned in, elbows on the table like a schoolgirl with the juiciest gossip. “Daddy surprised me and flew us to Aspen. He said there were these perfect beginner slopes, super easy, nothing scary at all.”

Tatiana’s fork stopped in mid-air.

“Beginner slopes,” she echoed, the words dropping like crystal into silence.

Taylor’s cheeks flashed rose. “I mean… yes? I’ve never really—”

Tatiana did not let her finish. Her voice stayed velvet, almost tender. “Rich told me you were advanced. He said the two of you would be skiing black diamonds together. That is why he left me behind.”

Taylor’s eyes widened; the penny dropped with an almost audible clink.

“Oh! No, no, I am advanced,” Taylor hurried, sitting straighter, words tumbling over one another. “I just… I’ve never actually done the black runs. But I could have. Totally. I just didn’t feel like it this time.”

Tatiana let the silence bloom, slow and terrible.

Nathan stood frozen, pulse roaring in his ears, watching the girl who had razed his life wriggle on the hook of her own careless tongue.

Tatiana’s gaze never wavered. “So let me be perfectly clear, little girl. My husband told me you were an experienced skier, capable of the most demanding terrain, and that is why he chose to take you to Aspen for four days instead of his wife. Yet now you tell me you have never—”

“Never taken the black trails!” Taylor blurted, cutting in with desperate brightness. “Exactly!”

A nervous laugh escaped her. “Don’t worry, you misunderstood. I’ve been skiing since I was little. Aspen isn’t new to me, I swear.”

Nathan felt his chest cave in. Eight siblings, hand-me-down clothes, a childhood spent in a cramped apartment that smelled of boiled cabbage; there had never been money for lift tickets, let alone Aspen. Every word was a fresh lie, and she delivered them with the same sunny smile that had once convinced him to sign away his house for a dollar.

Tatiana’s smile was small, maternal, and lethal.

“Look at me.”

Taylor’s eyes snapped up.

“Never, ever lie to Mommy.”

“Yes, Mommy,” Taylor whispered, cheeks scarlet.

Tatiana held her gaze one heartbeat longer, then inclined her head with regal permission.

“Go on.”

Taylor exhaled, the bright mask sliding back into place.

“So everything was going great, honestly, and I got a little cocky. I was waving at Daddy like I owned the mountain, forgot how to hold the pole properly, and it slid under the ski. Snap. My thumb got yanked so hard I saw stars.”

She lifted the heavily bandaged finger with a sheepish, dimpled grin. “Ta-da.”

Tatiana took a slow, deliberate sip of coffee, eyes never leaving Taylor’s face.

“An advanced skier,” she murmured, almost to herself, “who forgot to buckle her boots.”

Taylor’s dimples flashed again, guilty and irresistible. “Yes,” she said, the smile plastered on even while her cheeks burned.

Nathan felt the floor tilt beneath him.

Four days in Aspen. While he had waited for a text that never came, believing the deal was collapsing, she had been sipping hot chocolate in a private chalet, wobbling down bunny slopes on rented skis, giggling in Rich Carter’s arms.

And Tatiana’s quiet, deadly smile told him she now understood exactly why her husband had invented an excuse to leave her behind.

The croissant on Tatiana’s plate had gone cold, its layers stiff and forgotten.

“Wait,” Tatiana said, the playful edge gone from her voice, replaced by something cool and precise. “Before you continue this charming story… did my husband fuck you during those four days in Aspen?”

Taylor’s lashes fluttered; the question landed like a pebble in still water. She raised her uninjured hand in a quick, childish Scout salute, dimples flickering.

“Three days, actually,” she corrected, almost proudly. “We came home early because of the thumb.” Then, realising what had actually been asked, her cheeks flamed. She dropped her gaze, voice suddenly small. “And… we fucked only once. The first night. Before the accident, I swear. After that it hurt too much.”

The confession hung in the quiet morning air, soft, shameless, and utterly devastating.

Tatiana’s gaze flicked to the bandaged thumb, then back to Taylor’s face.

“Poor baby,” she whispered, brushing the edge of the gauze with one cool fingertip. “You can feel the pulse throbbing through it, can’t you? Like a little heartbeat of fire.”

Taylor’s eyes filled instantly. “All the time. The doctor said it’s a bad sprain—might need surgery later, but not urgent. It just… hurts so much. I feel dizzy. Sick. I threw up twice this morning, just from the pain.”

Tatiana went very still.

“Dizzy,” she repeated, as if tasting the word. “And vomiting.”

Taylor nodded miserably.

Silence pooled in the room, thick enough to drown in.

Tatiana’s gaze lifted (just for a fraction of a second) and met Nathan’s. In that blink he saw something he had never seen on her face before: genuine worry. The lines around her eyes deepened; for the first time since he had known her, she looked almost old.

She turned back to Taylor, voice softer than Nathan had ever heard her.

“Little doll,” Tatiana said, so gently it felt dangerous, “is it at all possible you’re pregnant? I’m only asking.”

Taylor froze, fork halfway to her mouth. “What? What does that have to do with my thumb?”

“It has nothing to do with your thumb,” Tatiana answered, voice still soft, eyes suddenly sharp. “It would be an entirely separate problem.”

Taylor blinked, genuinely confused. “Why would I be pregnant?”

Tatiana let out a short, bitter laugh (the kind that escapes when something is too absurd to be tragic and too tragic to be funny).

Silence fell again, heavier this time.

Then Tatiana asked, very quietly, “If you were… who would the father be?”

Taylor’s lips parted. Tears welled instantly. “How would I even know?”

“Exactly,” Tatiana murmured. “How would you know.”

Taylor wiped at her eyes with the back of her good hand. “I mean… I was with Austin maybe a week ago? I think.”

“Austin,” Tatiana repeated, perfectly neutral.

Taylor gave a watery little giggle through the tears. “Steve Austin,” she said, as if it were the funniest thing in the world. “You know… the Six Million Dollar Man. Bionic body and everything.”

Nathan felt the knife twist deeper. She had just told Tatiana, openly, that she had fucked his younger son. And now she was covering it with a stupid seventies TV joke, giggling like a schoolgirl while his world cracked open again.

Tatiana did not smile. “Taylor. You do not want to end up over my knee right now.”

Taylor’s mouth shaped a silent word, her little finger flicking almost imperceptibly toward Nathan.

Tatiana understood at once.

Nathan understood at once.

The room tilted. His younger son. His own flesh and blood. Inside the girl who had taken everything from him. He felt his knees threaten to fold.

“Anyone else?” Tatiana asked, voice still calm, almost clinical.

Taylor gave a little wiggle in her chair, as if the question were playful. “Well… there was Rich, obviously. You already know that.”

Tatiana’s brow lifted a fraction. “Go on, darling.”

Taylor sniffed, counting on her fingers like a child listing birthday presents. “Nick… but he’s not new. We’ve been fucking regularly for months, so he doesn’t really count.”

“Go on,” Tatiana said, voice soft as falling ash.

“And… Roberto from the demolition crew,” Taylor added, the name slipping out like an afterthought. “But that was only once.”

Tatiana’s lips curved (just enough to cut).

“Only once,” she repeated, tasting the words. “With that Roberto.”

She remembered him perfectly: the same sun-browned foreman who had stood in the cloud of dust that used to be Nathan’s life, hard hat clutched to his chest, eyes wide with animal fear while she ended his livelihood with a single, velvet sentence. The same man who had dropped to his knees in the gravel when she told him he was finished.

A faint, private smile touched the corner of Tatiana’s mouth. She leaned back; the pale café-au-lait satin slid another slow inch off her shoulder, baring the heavy upper swell of one breast.

Taylor’s chin lifted, tears still clinging to her lashes, cheeks blazing.

“Why are you interrogating me like this?” she demanded, voice cracking. “Because you think I’m some careless little slut who’d be stupid enough to get pregnant? Is that it?”

Tatiana rose from her chair in one fluid, terrifying motion.

“How dare you raise your voice to me.”

Taylor’s bravado collapsed like a popped balloon. “I—I’m sorry—”

“Oh, you will be,” Tatiana said, the words soft as silk and twice as binding. “Over my knee. Right now.”

Taylor’s breath hitched. Tears spilled freely.

Nathan stood rooted to the spot, heart hammering so violently he was certain they could hear it, watching the girl who had ruined him marched toward the same calm, merciless woman who had caned him raw only hours earlier.

And for the first time that morning something colder than fear slid through Nathan’s veins: the sick, helpless certainty that whatever life might now be growing inside the girl he still loved would never, ever belong to him.

Taylor’s face drained of colour. She looked at Nathan (standing rigid, eyes wide with terror of Tatiana’s next displeasure) and understood, in one shattering heartbeat, what was about to happen to her.

The queen he had worshipped was about to be turned bare-bottomed over another woman’s knee while he watched.

“Please, Tatiana,” she whispered, voice cracking, “it was my mistake, I’m so sorry, please—”

“Over my knee,” Tatiana said, calm and final, “or I will fetch the cane.”

Tears spilled instantly. Taylor’s legs gave a small, involuntary tremble as she lowered herself across Tatiana’s lap.

Tatiana’s robe had ridden high when she sat back; the pale café-au-lait satin ended scandalously high on her thighs, barely covering the lush curve where leg met hip. Those thighs were strong, deeply tanned, oiled until they gleamed like warm marble, the flesh full and womanly, knees round and soft yet powerful enough to pin a grown girl in place without effort. They looked made for this: for holding trembling, naughty bottoms steady while justice was delivered.

Tatiana’s manicured fingers hooked into the waistband of Taylor’s tiny silk shorts and panties in one smooth motion and drew them down to her ankles. The fabric whispered over skin and pooled at her feet.

Taylor’s ass was breathtaking (small, high, impossibly smooth, the colour of fresh cream), now quivering in the cool morning air, utterly vulnerable, the delicate cleft and the soft underswell exposed to the entire room. Her thighs pressed together in futile modesty, toes curling against the marble. She looked impossibly young, impossibly breakable.

Tatiana rested one cool palm on the small of Taylor’s back, the other stroking once, possessively, over the trembling cheeks.

“Good,” she murmured. “And for daring to be rude to Mommy, you will count ten. If I decide you need more, you will receive more.”

The first spank landed with a sharp, ringing crack.

Taylor gasped, back arching.

“One,” she whimpered.

The second was harder, the pale flesh blooming pink instantly.

“Two—”

By four her voice was breaking, by six the cheeks were scarlet, by eight she was openly sobbing, legs kicking helplessly, tears dripping onto the marble. Each smack echoed like a gunshot; the flesh jiggled and bounced, the colour deepening to a furious, glowing red, every new handprint overlapping until the whole surface shone.

“Nine, thank you, Mommy—” she choked.

The tenth and final blow landed hardest of all. A broken wail tore from her throat.

Tatiana let her lie there a moment longer, sobbing, utterly undone, then gently lifted her upright.

“Now go stand in the corner, darling. Hands on your head. And don’t you dare rub.”

Taylor stumbled to her feet, face crimson with shame, tears streaming. The silk shorts and panties tangled at her ankles forced her into an awkward, waddling shuffle, red bottom on blatant display, thighs trembling. She reached the corner and pressed her nose to the wall, fingers laced behind her head, shoulders shaking with silent sobs.

Nathan stood rooted, heart thundering, unable to look away from the blazing evidence of Tatiana’s authority: the girl who had ruined him now reduced to a sniffling, bare-bottomed child in the corner, while the woman who owned them both smoothed her robe and reached for her coffee as though nothing at all had happened.

Two slaves, different castes, same owner.

And the morning was still young.

Just then the door opened and Rich stepped in.

White shirt, sleeves half-rolled, collar open, the fabric pulling tight across his chest with every breath. In one hand he carried a small black coffee in a plain glass (he had never allowed a servant to make it for him). He moved like the world had been built to his exact measurements.

“Morning, baby,” he said to Tatiana, bending to brush a kiss across her cheek.

Then he straightened and looked at Nathan.

Two men, one room, an ocean of difference between them. Rich’s grey eyes travelled slowly over the charcoal linen shorts, the thin black collar, the cuffed wrists, the silver tray trembling in Nathan’s hands. No smirk. No cruelty. Just the quiet, absolute certainty of a man who had already won everything worth winning.

“Hey, buddy,” Rich said, easy and warm. “How’s it going?”

The word slipped out before Nathan could stop it. “Fine, Sir.”

Rich gave a small nod (acknowledgement, not forgiveness) and let his gaze drift to the corner where Taylor stood, nose pressed to the wall, scarlet bottom blazing, tears still sliding silently down her cheeks.

“Problems again?” he asked Tatiana, amused.

Tatiana lifted one elegant shoulder. “Nothing I can’t handle.”

Rich didn’t walk over, didn’t speak to Taylor. She was a beautiful toy that had misbehaved; toys waited. He simply checked the Rolex sliding back onto his wrist, finished his coffee in one swallow, and winked at Tatiana.

“Gotta fly.”

The door closed behind him with the soft finality of a vault.

Tatiana glanced at the Patek Philippe on her wrist (white gold, diamonds glittering like frost) and then looked at Nathan.

“Time for you to go to the office,” Tatiana said, voice smooth as warm honey. “On your way home tonight you will stop at the pharmacy and buy two pregnancy test kits. The most accurate ones. For the little girl.”

She tilted her head toward Taylor’s trembling, bare-bottomed figure in the corner.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Nathan whispered. “Anything you say, Ma’am.”

He bowed (slow, low, forehead almost brushing the marble) and backed out of the room, napkin still draped over his forearm like a white flag of surrender.

The door closed behind him with the softest click, and only then, in the sudden hush of the corridor, did the two feelings crash together inside him so violently he had to steady himself against the wall.

Terror first. Terror that Taylor (his radiant, impossible Taylor) might be pregnant with another man’s child. Terror that the girl he still loved with every ruined piece of his heart might soon carry a living, breathing proof that he had lost her forever.

And beneath that terror, deeper and far more powerful, was something he had never felt so completely before.

Looking back through the closed door at Tatiana, he understood that he had just met the absolute ceiling of female power. She was the sovereign, the mother, the goddess whose lightest breath rewrote the laws of his universe. Beside her, even Taylor (the girl who had once ruled him with a smile and a tear) looked suddenly small, suddenly young, suddenly… correctable.

He accepted (joyfully, reverently, irreversibly) that his body, his pride, his very desire no longer belonged to him. They belonged to Tatiana now, offered up in perfect, sexless surrender. He accepted that the greatest privilege left to him was to serve her, anticipate her, suffer for her, and feel her hand (whether in punishment or in rare, devastating tenderness) as the only touch he would ever truly need again.

Taylor was still the love of his life, the bright, cruel star he would orbit until he burned out. But Tatiana… Tatiana was gravity itself.

He loved them both. One with helpless, aching devotion. The other with total, worshipful submission.

And in that moment, walking toward the elevator with the faint welts singing on his skin and two pregnancy tests already on his to-do list, he understood that the rest of his life would be spent trying (and failing) to be worthy of either.

He smiled (small, secret, utterly enslaved) and pressed the button.

The doors closed on the only life he had left.


Between Two Goddesses

5:35 p.m., The Carter’s Residence

He was going to be late.

Nathan knew it before the pharmacy receipt had even finished printing. Traffic, parking, the endless hunt for the right brand of pregnancy test—it had all conspired against him. But deep down, it wasn’t circumstance. It was him. His lifelong habit of cutting too close. Always stacking just one more errand, one more risk. Always dancing on the edge of lateness.

For most people, a few minutes wouldn’t matter.

For him, it could mean everything.
Because for Tatiana Carter, 5:30 meant 5:30.

And the three aching welts still rising across his backside were proof she kept score.

He arrived at the penthouse at the end of the working day, around 5:35.

No way to fix it now.

At the entryway to the penthouse’s resident floor, the basin of restraints waited—heavy, rust-kissed, ceremonial like holy relics. The rules were carved in memory: all servants above the basement level were to be shackled at all times.

Nathan knelt.

Wrist cuffs first. Then the ankles.
Each lock clicked shut, automatic, final.
He shuffled forward, chains clinking softly over the marble. The bag crinkled in his hands, betraying his fear.

He entered the living room.

Tatiana and Taylor were on the white sectional—queen and crowned pet. Taylor wore a skin-tight navy one-piece that was too short to be legal, her long legs folded beneath her, one hand resting idly on Princess. The soft ribbed fabric hugged every curve, the plunging neckline daring the world to look.

But it was Tatiana who owned the air.

She wore a rich scarlet satin wrap dress that shimmered like poured blood. Her breasts, massive and regal, swelled against the delicate fabric, threatening to escape with every shift of her perfect posture. She was barefoot this evening, red polish glinting on her toes, one leg draped over the other with lazy, effortless elegance. She looked like she belonged on a throne carved from men's ribs.

Nathan couldn’t look.
Nathan couldn’t not look.

Then, Taylor moved.

She spotted him, sprang up like a child on Christmas morning, and snatched the pharmacy bag from his hands. No “hello”. No eye contact. Just a blur of motion and bare legs as she ran toward the bathroom. The chain between Nathan’s ankles rattled as he instinctively stepped back—as if dodging a royal procession.

That was when Tatiana stood.

No words. Just the slow, fluid rise of a mature woman who knew exactly how much power her body carried. The silk shifted across her hips like a warning. Her breasts swelled magnificently beneath the crimson satin, her bare feet whispering across marble as she moved — unhurried, unmerciful.

Her scent hit him as she approached: jasmine, sandalwood, and something darker, musky, almost maternal. It curled into his throat like smoke. His mouth went dry.

In one hand, she now held the sleek black remote — a slender device like a TV control, elegant in its simplicity. As she walked toward him, she pressed a single button with her thumb.

Click.
The shackles around his wrists hissed.
Click.
The cuffs at his ankles released.

He didn’t move. Didn’t dare.

She stopped inches away — so close he could feel her body heat, the soft waft of perfume rising from her cleavage. The sound of her breath was soft, steady, terrifying.

Nathan lowered his eyes.

She leaned in, her face beside his, her lips near his ear.

Her voice was quiet. So quiet. No cruelty. No anger. Just the firm, inevitable truth of the powerful speaking to the powerless.

“You will now go to the center of the living room,”
“and strip completely.”

And with that, she turned.

The hem of her gown brushed his calf as she passed — a final, deliberate flick of silk that left his skin tingling. She didn’t look back. She was already moving, gliding down the hallway after the girl who had just vanished with the test kits.

He stood alone in the vast white room, the marble ice-cold under his bare feet, the echo of Tatiana’s footsteps already fading down the corridor.

For two, maybe three heartbeats, he allowed himself the sin he was never permitted: he stared after her. The scarlet satin clung to the slow, hypnotic roll of her hips, the fabric sliding over the full, heavy curve of her ass like liquid. One more step and the gown shifted, offering a fleeting glimpse of the shadowed cleft between those perfect cheeks before the silk fell back into place. He tore his eyes away, cheeks burning, terrified someone might have seen. But no one had. The rule was absolute: a servant’s gaze must never rise above Tatiana’s ankles. Anything higher (knees, thighs, the impossible swell of her breasts) was already theft. To look at the place where her thighs met was blasphemy punishable by screams.

He was still staring at the empty hallway, cock throbbing, when the freed shackles clinked at his feet. He hadn’t even noticed his hands moving. The cuffs lay there like shed skin. She had released them with a single press of a button and walked away, certain (absolutely, arrogantly certain) that he would obey anyway. And the worst part, the part that made his stomach knot with shame, was that she was right.

He toed the chains aside and walked to the exact centre of the living room, stopping on the unforgiving marble itself (no soft rug to cushion him, just the cold, naked floor that rooted him there like a statue carved from humiliation).

The linen shirt came first. He pulled it over his head in one motion, the fabric rasping across welts that still felt raw and alive. Then the shorts. They slid down his thighs and pooled at his ankles. He stepped out of them, naked now, completely naked, the air kissing every inch of exposed skin, raising gooseflesh along his arms, his back, the aching stripes on his ass.

He remained standing.

Cold marble bit into the soles of his feet. His cock jutted upward, rigid, shameless, a humiliating flagpole of need. He tried to will it down. He tried to think of anything else: traffic, taxes, the demolition of his mansion, anything. But the image behind his eyes was merciless: Tatiana rising from the sofa, breasts shifting like slow oceans under crimson satin, the casual, untouchable, maternal, lethal.

It was obscene. She radiated sex the way the sun radiates heat: effortless, constant, indifferent to who burned. And yet the rule was that he, Nathan Whitmore, was not allowed to feel it. He belonged to a different species now. Upstairs were the humans who fucked: Rich, Tatiana, Taylor when she was permitted. Downstairs were the sexless errand boys who carried pregnancy tests, who scrubbed floors, who were caned for being three minutes late. Two castes that could no more mix than a lioness would mount a gelding.

She knew exactly what her body did to men. She dressed for it, moved for it, breathed for it. And then she punished the reaction with serene, maternal disappointment, as if a dog had dared to hump her leg.

The contradiction was the torture.

His eyes darted around the room, frantic, and ridiculous, searching for anything to kill the erection before she returned. There: a heavy crystal ashtray on the coffee table, thick, cold, perfect. He took the three shameful steps, snatched it, and pressed the freezing base hard against his cock and balls.

Pain flared. The erection didn’t even flinch. If anything it swelled harder, as though the humiliation itself were gasoline.

He whimpered, a small, broken sound that echoed off the marble, and set the ashtray back down with shaking hands.

There was no escape. Her scent still clung to the air: jasmine and warm skin and power. The image of her breasts, heavy, creamy, barely contained by that blood-red satin, was burned onto the inside of his eyelids. He could still feel the deliberate brush of her gown against his calf, the casual flick of silk that said I know you want this and you will never, ever have it.

He stood alone on the cold marble floor, hands clasped behind his back, spine straight the way the booklet demanded, cock aching, welts throbbing, heart trying to hammer its way out of his chest.

Minutes stretched like taffy.

Every second was a fresh reminder: She did not need to watch him undress. She did not need to stand over him. She knew he would strip naked on command because she had already taken everything else: his money, his wife, his pride, his future. All that remained was this last, perfect certainty: He would stand here, exposed and erect and terrified, until she decided to come back and correct him for the crime of wanting her.

And the deepest, most shameful truth of all pulsed between his legs with every heartbeat:

He had never been more aroused in his life.

He stood there, naked on the merciless marble, time stretching into something cruel and elastic.

Minutes bled away. Five. Ten. Fifteen.

She did not come. Of course she did not come. Tatiana Carter could keep a man waiting an hour, a day, a lifetime if it amused her.

She was somewhere deeper in the penthouse with Taylor. He could hear the low murmur of their voices drifting down the hallway: Taylor’s quick, breathy, almost childlike cadence and Tatiana’s calm, velvet answers. She was probably cradling the girl against those enormous scarlet-wrapped breasts, stroking the long jet hair, studying the little white stick together.

Nathan was not entitled to know the result. He was still Taylor’s husband, legally, undeniably, but in every way that mattered he had been reduced to the errand boy who carried the pharmacy bag and then waited naked on cold marble. Whatever those two lines said or did not say, the news belonged to the women now. He would be told only what they decided he deserved to hear, when they decided he deserved to hear it, if they ever did.

So he stood. A Roman slave awaiting auction. No dignity, no covering, no right to sit, to lean, to hide the rigid evidence of what Tatiana’s body had done to him. The cold floor burned the soles of his feet. His cock ached upward, untouched, unforgiven.

Then he heard it: the soft, deliberate click-click-click of bare feet on marble.

He did not dare raise his eyes. He saw only feet first: perfect, high-arched, the skin luminous against scarlet polish that exactly matched her dress. Ten flawless toes, smooth heels, the delicate play of tendons as she walked. Every step was a slow, erotic promise she would never keep for him.

He heard them before he saw them: soft footsteps, two sets, perfectly synchronised.

Then they appeared in his lowered field of vision.

Four bare feet moved into view across the marble.

Tatiana’s first: high-arched, flawless, scarlet polish gleaming like wet blood, each slow, deliberate step a display of ownership over the floor itself.

Half a pace behind and to the side came Taylor’s smaller, sun-kissed feet, toes painted a playful rose, the colour of her silk slip. They stayed close, almost touching Tatiana’s, as though even Taylor’s feet knew they belonged beside the queen’s.

The women walked pressed together; he could tell from the way their ankles brushed, the way Taylor’s foot sometimes curled shyly against Tatiana’s calf for balance. Tatiana’s arm must have been wrapped around the girl’s waist or shoulders; Taylor leaned into her so completely that their legs moved as one living thing.

Queen and cherished pet, gliding across the marble in perfect, untouchable harmony.

Taylor peeled away from Tatiana’s side and drifted to the sofa as though gravity itself had softened for her alone.

She folded herself onto the white cushions in one fluid motion, legs tucking beneath her, the navy ribbed onesie clinging to every lethal curve. The fabric was stretched so tight across her hips and thighs that it looked painted on, yet the waist (God, that waist) was impossibly narrow, a breathless, corset-tight span that made the flare of her hips and the weight of her breasts seem almost obscene. A single deep breath would have snapped a lesser girl in half; on Taylor it only looked like a promise.

She settled back, one arm draped along the top of the sofa, the other hand idly playing with a strand of jet black hair. Her hazel eyes rested somewhere in Nathan’s general direction (only six feet away), but not quite on him; more through him, or past him, as though he were furniture that happened to be in the way of whatever fascinating thought currently occupied her mind. Her lips were slightly parted, glossy, the tip of her tongue touching the upper one now and then in absent, dreamy licks.

His agony was background noise; his existence barely registered. She was simply waiting for the show to continue, the same way a bored princess might watch a servant being whipped (mildly interesting, ultimately unimportant, already half-forgotten).

Tatiana did not sit. She stopped two paces from Nathan, the formidable rattan cane (long, thick, pale, vicious) resting casually against her thigh.

Only then did he notice it.

She let the silence stretch until it snapped.

“Ten strokes,” Tatiana said, her voice serene, almost tender, as though she were announcing the time.

“Five for the five minutes you were late (you arrived at five thirty-five instead of five thirty, did you not?). And five more because you have the audacity to stand in my civilized home with that thing pointing at me like an animal.”

A soft, disdainful exhale drifted down from above him.

“Ape,” she murmured, the single word falling onto his skin like a drop of ice water.

No anger. No raised tone. Just facts.

She tapped the cane once against the seat of the low, armless leather chair that stood only three or four feet directly in front of Taylor.

“Bend over the back of that chair. Grip the front edge of the seat with both hands. Legs wide.”

Nathan’s knees almost gave out, but he didn’t need to move far. He simply folded forward from where he already stood.

The cool leather back pressed hard into his belly; the chair’s edge bit into his hips. He stretched his arms forward and clamped shaking fingers around the far side of the seat, knuckles white, elbows locked. The position wrenched his shoulders down and thrust his welted ass high, perfectly framed for the woman on the sofa no less than four feet away. His thighs parted wide until the muscles trembled, cock and balls dangling heavy and exposed in the open space between his spread legs, still swollen, still pointing shamelessly upward like an offering.

Tatiana moved behind him. The satin of her dress whispered against itself as she took position. He felt the faint stir of air as she measured distance, the cane tapping once, twice, against his already-welted skin.

Taylor leaned forward on the sofa, elbows on knees, chin in hands, smiling like a girl watching her favourite show.

The first stroke landed with a sound like a gunshot.

CRACK!

White fire exploded across both cheeks. Nathan’s entire body jerked. “AAAAAGH!”

Before the scream finished echoing, the second arrived.

CRACK!

“AAAAHHH—GOD—PLEASE—”

Third. Fourth. Fifth. She did not pause, did not count aloud, did not offer mercy. The cane sang through the air in perfect, brutal rhythm (left cheek, right cheek, left, right), carving fresh tramlines over yesterday’s swollen ridges.

Six. Seven. Eight.

His legs shook violently. Tears and snot streamed down his face. He clawed at the chair, nails squealing, but he did not move his hands, did not stand, did not beg for it to stop. He knew begging only earned extras.

Nine.

CRACK!

A high, broken animal howl tore out of him.

Ten.

CRACK!

The final stroke landed low, right across the tender undercurve where ass met thigh, and his knees buckled. Only terror kept him upright.

Silence crashed back in, broken only by his ragged, sobbing breaths.

The final stroke cracked home and the world went white-hot and silent.

Nathan stayed bent over the chair, fingers clamped to the seat’s edge, legs trembling, every breath a ragged sob.

Behind him came the soft pad of Tatiana’s bare feet circling slowly. The satin whispered. Her breathing was calm, almost lazy, the cane now resting easy across one shoulder like a riding crop after a pleasant ride round the estate.

He did not dare lift his head high enough to see her. He could not. But he risked the tiniest tilt (just enough to glimpse the sofa six feet away).

Taylor was no longer drifting in her own thoughts. She sat forward now, spine straight, thighs pressed tight together in the navy ribbed onesie. Her narrow waist looked even more impossibly small with the way her back arched like that. Her hazel eyes were wide, glassy, fixed on him with raw fascination. She bit down on her full lower lip, released it, licked the same spot slowly, then bit again (hungry, almost trembling with second-hand pleasure).

Then Tatiana’s hand settled on Nathan’s burning ass.

Warm. Soft. Possessive.

Her palm cupped the blazing, welted flesh with the same maternal tenderness she might use to pat a child’s head after a necessary correction. Fingers spread, she pressed lightly; the pain flared white-hot and he jerked, a broken whimper spilling out.

Tatiana’s thumb traced one fresh ridge of the cane’s kiss, slow, deliberate, as though admiring her own perfect handwriting.

“There,” she murmured, voice low and warm, the word sinking straight into his spine. “Now we are even.”

Her hand lingered another heartbeat (claiming, soothing, owning), then lifted away.

Nathan stayed bent over the chair, shaking, tears dripping onto the leather, cock still traitorously hard, while the two women watched him in perfect, untouchable silence.

Tatiana turned away, hips swaying, cane tapping softly against her thigh, and lowered herself beside Taylor on the sofa with the lazy grace of a woman who owned every inch of the world.

Nathan instantly dropped his gaze to the floor.

From his bent, trembling position he could now see only their lower legs and feet: four perfect, bare feminine limbs stretched out in front of him like a private gallery of conquest.

Tatiana had slipped into low scarlet mules while he was still recovering from the tenth stroke (open-toed, outrageously expensive, the patent leather gleaming, her scarlet pedicure displayed like jewels). One mule dangled from her toes, swinging gently as she crossed her legs. Taylor’s rose-painted toes curled playfully against Tatiana’s smooth calf.

Tatiana’s free hand idly stroked Taylor’s narrow waist while the cane rested across both their laps like a shared toy. Casually, almost absent-mindedly, she extended the cane through the open slats of the chair’s back, letting the tip whisper up the inside of Nathan’s thigh, brush the sensitive skin of his balls, then trace a slow, lazy circle around the head of his still-rigid cock (inches from her, yet completely unreachable) as if she were examining livestock she already owned.

“Now that was quite arousing, wasn’t it, my little girl?” Tatiana murmured, voice soft, intimate, meant only for Taylor.

Taylor gave a breathy giggle, pressing closer. “Oh yes…very arousing, Mommy.”

“You should try it at home sometime,” Tatiana continued, conversational, as if Nathan were not three feet away, bent and burning. “There’s nothing like the sound of a grown man breaking.”

The dangling mule slipped lower, revealing the elegant arch of Tatiana’s foot, the smooth glide of her long, tanned calf, the soft inner thigh that disappeared beneath scarlet satin (forbidden territory he would never be permitted to see, much less touch).

Taylor nudged Tatiana’s arm, voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, “But about what we talked about—”

“Yes, little girl, in a moment,” Tatiana answered sweetly, then her tone shifted (warm honey turning to steel).

“Nathan.”

He flinched, still bent over the chair, tears dripping onto leather.

“Yes, Mistress?” The words came out small, cracked, barely human.

Both women laughed (light, musical, utterly carefree).

“Go put those shackles and chains back on. Bring your bucket and start cleaning this floor. Now.”

The command cracked like a whip without ever needing to rise above a normal speaking voice.

Nathan scrambled to obey, scuttling away on trembling legs, the sound of their soft laughter following him down the hallway like the sweetest, cruelest perfume in the world.

The chains announced him long before he appeared: a low, metallic clinking that grew louder with every shuffling step.

Nathan dragged the two plastic buckets behind him (one filled with steaming, lemon-scented soapy water, the other empty for the dirty), the short ankle chain forcing his knees to scrape the marble. His shoulders burned, his ass was a furnace of fresh welts, tears and snot still running freely down his face from the caning. Every movement reopened the fire across his skin.

He stopped a respectful twenty feet away (far enough that he would not be able to tap on the ladies’ conversation). Tatiana’s low, soothing murmur and Taylor’s tighter, almost tearful voice told him they were deep in something serious. He dared not come closer.

So he lowered himself to all fours and began the work they liked to watch.

He plunged the sponge into the clean water, suds foaming thick and white, the sharp citrus scent rising like perfume. He pressed the sponge to the already-spotless marble and scrubbed in slow, deliberate circles, the wet slap of sponge against stone the only sound besides the women’s voices and the constant jingle of his chains. Dirty water ran in pale grey rivers toward the second bucket; he wrung the sponge with both shackled hands, water cascading in noisy streams. Again. Again. Again.

His back arched painfully, ass high, welts throbbing with every twist of his torso. Fresh tears dripped from his chin onto the floor he was cleaning, mixing with the soap.

Tatiana’s voice suddenly cut through the quiet, gentle but firm.

“Nathan.”

He froze, sponge dripping in his hands.

“Crawl here, sweetheart.”

He shuffled forward on hands and knees until he was two feet from the sofa, head bowed, chains clinking.

Tatiana leaned forward (he could smell her perfume, feel the warmth radiating from her bare thighs). A soft tissue appeared in her manicured hand. She cupped his chin with maternal care and wiped the tears and snot from his face, dabbing gently under his nose, brushing the wet streaks from his cheeks.

“There, there,” she cooed, exactly the way a mother comforts a scraped-knee toddler. “All better.”

Taylor watched, biting her lip, eyes still glassy from whatever weight she carried.

Tatiana set the tissue aside and reached for the small white jar on the side table (thick, greasy, medicinal ointment that smelled faintly of camphor and shame). She scooped a generous dollop onto two fingers.

“Stay still.”

Cool, slick cream touched the first blazing welt. Nathan gasped, a broken whimper escaping as her fingers spread the white ointment in slow, deliberate strokes across every raised ridge (claiming, soothing, marking). She painted him like a child being tended after a spanking: thorough, unhurried, utterly possessive. The humiliation burned hotter than the cane itself.

His cock (hidden beneath him, mercifully out of their direct line of sight) throbbed violently, rigid and leaking against his belly with every gentle circle of her fingers.

When the last stripe glistened white under the ointment, Tatiana gave his ass a final, almost affectionate pat.

“Off you go,” she said pleasantly. “Continue cleaning. And stay back (ladies’ conversation).”

Nathan crawled backwards, chains rattling, tears already starting again, the scent of lemon soap and camphor clinging to his skin.

He lowered the sponge into the warm suds and began scrubbing in slow, aching circles, water pooling around his knees and wrists.

From the corner of his eye (never daring to raise his head fully) he watched them on the sofa.

Taylor was curled tight into Tatiana’s side, knees drawn up, one small hand resting on Tatiana’s thigh as though it belonged there. Her voice was low, trembling, sometimes cracking (whatever she was confessing clearly hurt). But Tatiana… Tatiana listened the way she had always listened to him.

Head tilted, auburn hair spilling over one shoulder, one manicured hand stroking Taylor’s black mane in slow, soothing passes, the other cradling the girl’s waist. Every time Taylor’s voice wavered, Tatiana murmured something soft, wise, perfectly attuned. She leaned in, asked gentle questions, offered insight that made Taylor’s shoulders loosen and her breathing slow.

Nathan’s sponge stilled for a heartbeat.

That was the magic he had fallen into first (long before the cane, before the cage, before the basement). Tatiana didn’t just dominate; she understood. She slipped inside your mind like warm oil, found the exact ache, named it, soothed it, and then (only then) decided what you truly needed. She had been his confidante, his psychologist, his Western Wall. Any crisis, any shame, any fear (he had spilled it all at her feet and she had listened, truly listened, until he felt seen and safe and small).

And now she was giving Taylor the exact same gift.

The same low, velvet voice that had once unravelled him was now unravelling the eighteen-year-old goddess who had taken everything from him. The same gentle fingers that had wiped his tears minutes ago now stroked Taylor’s hair with the same maternal precision. The same woman who had just painted his welted ass with ointment and called him “sweetheart” was now cradling his wife (his wife) against those enormous scarlet-wrapped breasts, offering the same empathy, the same wisdom, the same devastating care.

He stared at the puddle forming beneath his shackled hands, sponge dripping forgotten.

Tatiana Carter was not cruel because she hated men. She was cruel because she understood them perfectly (and loved them enough to give them exactly what their souls begged for, whether they admitted it or not).

And right now, on that sofa, she was proving she could do it to anyone (queen or errand boy, eighteen-year-old goddess or forty-five-year-old ruin).

Nathan dipped the sponge again, throat thick, and went back to scrubbing the already-spotless floor while the two most important females in his universe talked softly above him, twenty feet away in every way that mattered.

It was then that the ladies rose together, their voices never breaking the intimate thread of conversation.

Nathan kept his eyes obediently low. All he saw were legs and feet gliding past: Tatiana’s long, sculpted calves sliding into those scarlet patent mules, the delicate click of each low heel on marble like a metronome of power; Taylor’s sun-kissed thighs disappearing beneath the hem of her tiny navy onesie as she padded barefoot beside her mentor.

They moved to the open kitchen, Tatiana leading, hips rolling with that effortless, devastating sway. From his place on the floor Nathan watched the lower half of the scene: Tatiana opening the huge Sub-Zero, the scarlet satin of her robe brushing perfect thighs as she bent slightly; the soft clink of glass bottles, the rustle of fresh greens, the quiet pop of a cork. She assembled a light dinner with the same calm precision she applied to everything (thin slices of prosciutto, burrata dripping cream, ripe figs split open like secrets, chilled rosé poured into crystal stems).

Taylor perched on a stool at the small round breakfast table, legs swinging, chin in her hands, listening raptly while Tatiana spoke in that low, maternal cadence that made the whole world feel safe and small.

Nathan scrubbed in silence, chains clinking, tears and ointment still streaking his skin.

Then Tatiana’s voice lifted, clear and pleasant.

“Nathan. Here.”

He crawled.

The marble was cool against his palms and knees as he shuffled into the kitchen and stopped beside Tatiana’s chair. Up close he could smell the warm milk she had just heated, the faint sweetness mixing with her jasmine perfume.

Tatiana never paused her conversation with Taylor.

“…and at this stage,” she said, swirling the bottle under hot water, testing the temperature on her wrist the way a mother does, “they’re completely aroused, floating in subspace. Rational thought is gone. That’s when you infantilize them properly. They can’t resist anymore; it’s pure biology.”

She gave the bottle a few practiced shakes, the milk sloshing gently, then screwed on the silicone nipple with a soft click.

Taylor leaned forward, hazel eyes wide, utterly fascinated.

Tatiana turned slightly in her chair, the scarlet satin parting just enough to reveal the impossible swell of her heavy breasts. Without looking down she reached for Nathan’s chin, tilted his head up, and slid the warm nipple between his lips.

“Suck,” she ordered mildly, as if reminding a toddler.

The first pull of sweet, warm milk flooded his mouth.

He knelt upright on aching knees, chains pooled beneath him, hands useless at his sides, mouth latched to the bottle pressed firmly against Tatiana’s silk-covered breast. His cock (still painfully hard for over an hour, untouched, leaking) jerked helplessly against his belly.

Tatiana resumed stroking Taylor’s hair with her free hand, bottle steady in the other.

“You see, darling,” she continued conversationally, “it’s emotional bondage now. The mind is soft, pliant. They’re no longer capable of serious discussion. Treat them exactly like the infants they’ve become. It’s kinder (and infinitely more fun).”

Taylor nodded slowly, lips parted, drinking in every word from the woman whose massive, satin-draped breasts now served as Nathan’s entire universe.

The bottle gurgled. Nathan sucked greedily, eyes glassy, tears still drying on his cheeks, the taste of warm milk and utter, irreversible surrender coating his tongue while the two goddesses above him planned the rest of his life without ever once asking his opinion.

The bottle was still in Nathan’s mouth, warm milk flowing in slow, hypnotic pulls, when the front door opened with the quiet finality of money.

Rich Carter stepped in (silver hair perfect, white shirt rolled to the elbows, the effortless gravity of a man who never had to ask twice). He crossed the room without a glance at the naked, shackled creature kneeling beside the table.

He leaned down and kissed Tatiana on the lips, a brief but possessive claim, even while she continued speaking softly to Taylor. Then he reached for Taylor’s hand, fingers closing around her narrow wrist, tugging gently (the silent command that had always made girls rise and follow).

Taylor didn’t move.

She stayed curled against Tatiana, hazel eyes lifting to him with a sweet, almost apologetic smile, but her body stayed exactly where it was.

“I’m talking to your wife,” she said, voice light, playful, but edged with something new. “Later, okay?”

Rich’s hand stayed outstretched for another heartbeat. His brows lifted a fraction (the tiniest flicker of surprise from a man who couldn’t remember the last time a girl had said no).

Nathan, head tilted back to keep the nipple in his mouth, saw everything from his low, infantilised angle: Rich’s momentary stillness, the faint tightening around Tatiana’s eyes, the way her fingers tightened almost imperceptibly on the bottle she still held to Nathan’s lips.

Rich let his hand drop. Without a word he turned and walked toward the master bedroom, the door closing with a soft, expensive click.

Tatiana’s voice stayed velvet, but Nathan felt the new tension beneath it.

“That was uninvited, little girl,” she said quietly.

Taylor blinked, genuinely confused. “But… we were in the middle of talking. I can’t just—”

“If Rich invites you,” Tatiana cut in, gentle but firm, “you go. Immediately. That is the rule.”

Taylor gave a small, stubborn shake of her head, lips curving in that radiant, dangerous smile. “We were having such a nice conversation. I didn’t want to be rude to you.”

Tatiana exhaled through her nose, the sound of a woman measuring exactly how far the ice had cracked beneath her feet.

“Darling,” she said, voice still soft, still maternal, but now threaded with steel, “go make it up to him. Now. Before you come crying to me that his attention has drifted elsewhere. Do you understand?”

Taylor hesitated one more second, then unfolded herself from the sofa with reluctant grace.

Tatiana removed the nipple from Nathan’s mouth with a wet pop, set the half-empty bottle on the table, and stood.

“Crawl after me,” she ordered without looking down.

Nathan dropped to hands and knees, chains clinking, milk still sweet on his tongue.

He risked one glance back.

Taylor stood in the centre of the living room, small and suddenly uncertain, barefoot in her tiny navy onesie, looking between the closed bedroom door and the hallway Tatiana had just taken.

Then, with a soft sigh, she padded toward the master bedroom (where Rich waited).

Nathan crawled after Tatiana, the taste of warm milk and absolute defeat coating his throat, the vast penthouse swallowing him whole.

Nathan crawled, chains dragging, knees scraping marble, the taste of warm milk still thick on his tongue.

But his mind was racing, trying to stitch together what he had just witnessed.

Taylor had not jumped at Rich’s tug. She had smiled, sweetly, stubbornly, and stayed curled against Tatiana. That single moment rewrote everything.

The girl who once lived to be chosen, who had begged for the crib, who had melted at the mere sight of Rich Carter, had just told him “later” in front of his wife. And Rich (Rich, who never waited for anyone) had walked away.

Nathan’s thoughts tumbled over one another as he crawled behind Tatiana’s perfect calves and scarlet mules.

Taylor was no longer the desperate pet. She had crossed some invisible line. Aspen had not been just another conquest; it had been four days alone with a man who had never before excluded Tatiana. And now Rich’s hand had reached, and Taylor had not followed instantly. That was not submission. That was power.

And Tatiana… Tatiana’s voice had stayed velvet, but Nathan had felt the tremor beneath it. The open marriage had always been on Rich’s terms: he collected, Tatiana refined, everyone else obeyed. But emotions were never part of the contract. If Rich needed Taylor now (needed her the way lesser men needed air), then the throne had tilted.

Tatiana’s mules clicked faster, the sway of her hips a fraction sharper, as though she felt the same earthquake.

Nathan crawled after her, heart hammering, the realisation crystallising in the few seconds between one clink of chain and the next:

Taylor was no longer the lowest creature in the hierarchy. She was becoming the crack in the empire.

And Tatiana, for the first time in Nathan’s memory, was afraid.

The click of Tatiana’s mules stopped.

They had entered the same hidden wing of the penthouse, but everything had changed since that first night.

No narrow cot. No cartoon-duck pajamas.

Only the adult crib stood in the centre of the small, dimly lit room: pale wood, high bars, a thick mattress covered in soft white sheets. The side was already lowered, waiting.

Tatiana turned to him, scarlet satin shimmering under the low light.

“I’ve decided to keep you here instead of the seventh floor,” she said, voice low and maternal, the same tone she used when she explained the world to Taylor. “The conditions down there are too harsh for a sensitive little boy like you. You’ll stay close to Mommy from now on.”

Nathan’s throat worked soundlessly.

She stepped closer, reached down, and guided him (gentle, inexorable) until he was on his knees inside the crib, the bars rising around him like a gilded cage. The mattress was soft beneath his shins. The height was calculated cruelty: when he knelt upright, his face was level with Tatiana’s magnificent breasts.

She lifted a large, fluffy adult diaper, a bottle of talc, a container of wipes (everything laid out like a changing table for a very grown-up baby).

“Babies don’t walk around the penthouse at night,” she murmured, shaking talc into her palm with a soft puff of scent. “If you need to pee, you do it here. Mommy will change you when she feels like it. Understood?”

Nathan nodded, trembling, cock already straining against nothing.

She powdered him slowly, deliberately, her warm, talc-dusted fingers brushing his shaft, his balls, the sensitive skin behind (never lingering, never granting relief). Then the diaper, thick, crinkling, taped snugly around his waist, sealing his aching erection inside a padded prison.

Only when the last tape was fastened did she straighten.

And loosened the belt of her robe.

The scarlet satin sighed open, parting just enough for her breasts (those legendary, heavy, perfect breasts) to spill forward, barely contained by the loosened fabric. No bra. The inner curves gleamed, full and creamy, the weight of them swaying as she breathed.

She looked down at him (kneeling, diapered, locked behind bars, face inches from paradise).

“Do you like Mommy’s big breasts, baby?”

Nathan’s mouth went dry. He managed only a frantic, helpless nod.

Tatiana’s smile unfurled slowly, rich with triumph, eyes glittering with the knowledge that she already owned him.

“Then touch them,” she whispered, the words velvet and lethal. “Show Mommy exactly how grateful her little boy is.”

His hands rose above the bars like a supplicant before a goddess.

The instant his palms slipped beneath the parted satin and closed around her, a broken sound escaped him. They overflowed his grasp: massive, proud, impossibly firm, skin fever-hot and satin-smooth, the weight spilling luxuriously over his trembling fingers. He massaged them with reverent hesitation, torn between terror and worship, desire shaking him so violently he could barely breathe.

“Do…” he choked, voice ragged, “do you… allow me to—”

Tatiana’s low laugh was pure, maternal delight at his ruin.

“Allow what, sweetheart?”

“Allow me… to feel your nipples?” The plea came out small, desperate, drenched in sexual misery.

Tatiana’s eyes softened with mock tenderness.

“Of course I do, baby,” she cooed, as though granting a child permission to hold a favourite toy.

His thumbs brushed her nipples (thick, stiff, perfect). A lightning bolt of pure lust shot straight to his diapered cock; he jerked in the crib, a helpless whimper vibrating against her skin.

Tatiana’s breath hitched, eyes glittering with dark, possessive hunger.

“Now tell me what I want to hear,” she commanded, voice low and husky, breasts rising faster beneath his worshipping hands. “Tell Mommy the truth.”

She leaned closer, nipples dragging across his palms.

“Tell me I am better than Taylor. Compare my breasts to hers.”

Nathan’s voice cracked, raw, worshipful, utterly shattered.

“How could Taylor’s breasts ever compare to yours?” he rasped, fingers sinking deeper into the overflowing warmth. “She’s… she’s only a girl. You are everything. These were made for worship… for feeding… for owning men. Hers could never—”

Tatiana’s fingers threaded into his hair and pulled him hard against her, burying his face in crimson satin and the scented weight of her flesh.

“Good boy,” she breathed, the words thrumming through her chest into his soul.

“You’re making Mommy so happy… so very, very content.”

“And say it,” she pressed, voice dropping to a dangerous, velvet whisper. “Tell me I took you from her. Tell me you belong to me now, sexually, emotionally, completely, to Mommy Tatiana.”

Nathan’s words spilled out in a broken rush, lips brushing her skin.

“You took me from Taylor… I’m only aroused by you… I’m your little boy, desperate to suck your breasts, desperate to serve you, to bow to you… in total, utter submission to—”

She cut him off, impatient, triumphant.

“And while that girl failed to take Rich from me,” she hissed, the words dripping venom, “parading around Aspen with him for three days like she owned him… making my husband stand there in the kitchen like a fool, waiting for her to deign to finish talking to me…”

Nathan felt the tremor in her thighs, the sudden heat of jealousy radiating from her body. She was envious. Possessive. And he, kneeling diapered in a crib, was the living proof of her victory.

“You’ll both learn,” she breathed, voice thick with dark promise. “Both of you will kneel. Our perfect, humbled sex slaves… waiting obediently in this Boston penthouse while identical apartments all over the world hold helpless couples just like you (locked, sexless, collared), waiting for their masters, the Carters, to return and decide whose turn it is to serve.”

Her fingers moved to the loose belt of her robe.

One slow, deliberate tug.

The scarlet satin parted with a whisper, sliding from her shoulders like a curtain falling at the end of a private performance.

Her breasts spilled forward (those impossible, heavy, mature breasts), free at last. Round, vulgarly full, impossibly high for their weight, skin luminous and traced with faint blue veins that spoke only of ripeness, never age. Dark rose areolas spread wide, textured like velvet, crowned by thick nipples already stiff and glistening with the first pearlescent beads of milk.

Nathan’s breath stopped dead in his throat.

She didn’t need to cup them. No bra had ever been required to hold them. They simply stood (proud, shameless, in his face), a living testament to everything Taylor would never be.

“Sometimes,” Tatiana murmured, voice low and maternal, eyes wide with cruel, mocking innocence, “Mommy likes grown men to suck her nipples. Did you know that, baby?”

He couldn’t speak. He could only stare, hypnotised, mouth already watering.

Tatiana leaned closer, the bars pressing into his chest, her nipples now inches from his lips.

“Mommy doesn’t need medicine or pumps,” she murmured, fingers threading gently through his hair while the heavy, perfect weight of her left breast hovered a breath from his lips.

She didn’t touch it, didn’t support it. It simply stood there on its own (massive, proud, impossibly firm), the thick, ripe nipple already stiff and brushing his closed lips in a slow, deliberate tease.

Back and forth. Back and forth. Each feather-light graze of that swollen tip across his mouth sent a jolt of maddening, helpless arousal straight to his diapered cock, leaving him trembling, mouth sealed shut by terror and desire in equal measure.

“Mommy simply makes sure her breasts are thoroughly worshipped by men… real men… mainly in the evenings, after all her slaves are safely locked away naked behind bars.”

She brushed the slick, swollen nipple across his parted lips, painting them with a warm bead of milk that tasted faintly sweet and unmistakably hers.

“It’s only fair,” she whispered, voice velvet and absolute, “that her newest little boy helps keep them full too.”

The first taste (warm, faintly sweet, unmistakably hers) shattered the last of his resistance.

Nathan lunged forward, hands gripping the undersides of her breasts, fingers sinking into soft, overflowing flesh. He latched onto the right nipple with a desperate, greedy moan and sucked.

Milk flooded his mouth in a thick, steady stream.

Tatiana exhaled a low, approving hum, cradling his head, rocking slightly so the heavy globe filled his mouth again and again.

“Good baby… that’s it… drink Mommy dry…”

He slurped noisily, shamelessly, cheeks hollowing with every pull, milk spilling from the corners of his mouth, running down his chin. His diapered cock throbbed uselessly, trapped and aching.

Tatiana’s free hand slid down the front of her loosened robe, fingers disappearing between her thighs. She began to stroke herself in slow circles, eyes half-lidded, breath deepening.

“These,” she whispered, voice husky, “are Mommy’s special erogenous zones. When a good boy drinks like this… when he worships properly… Mommy feels it everywhere.”

Her hips rolled. Her breathing fractured.

Nathan sucked harder, frantic, swallowing her milk in greedy gulps, the wet sounds echoing in the quiet room.

Tatiana’s thighs trembled.

A low, guttural moan tore from her throat (long, luxurious, victorious). She came standing over him, fingers buried inside herself, milk still dripping from the nipple he hadn’t yet released.

When the last shudder left her body she gently detached his mouth with two fingers under his chin.

“Enough,” she said softly, almost tenderly.

She retied her robe, breasts disappearing behind scarlet satin as if they had never been exposed.

Nathan knelt there, lips wet with her milk, face flushed, diaper soaked with pre-cum, eyes glassy and desperate.

Tatiana looked down at him, serene again.

“Mommy doesn’t allow her babies to climax,” she reminded him, voice warm and final. “That’s for grown-ups.”

She raised the crib side (wooden bars sliding up with a soft, inevitable click until they locked at the top).

The overhead light flicked off.

The door closed.

In the sudden darkness Nathan lay alone, tasting her milk on his tongue, cock aching against the thick, humiliating padding, listening to the soft, unhurried click of her mules receding down the hall.

She was utterly free, a queen, a goddess, moving through her palace as she pleased, barefoot or in scarlet heels, robe half-open or closed, deciding on a whim whether to be worshipped, obeyed, or simply left to her own pleasure.

He was caged for her.

Locked behind high wooden bars that rose like a prison tailored for a child, diapered, powdered, milk-drunk, unable to stand, unable to touch himself, unable to follow.

She walked the length of the penthouse whenever she wished.

He remained exactly where she had placed him, a possession stored safely until Mommy decided she wanted to play again.

The disparity was absolute, exquisite, final. Freedom for her. Total, loving captivity for him. And the taste of her milk still coating his tongue told him which side of the bars he would occupy for the rest of his life.

2:00 a.m. The Carters’ residence, Nathan’s crib

The wooden bars slid down with the softest creak.

Nathan stirred from uneasy sleep, blinking into the dimness, and there she was.

Taylor slipped into the crib like a dream made flesh, still wearing the same navy ribbed onesie from earlier—tight, scandalously short, clinging to every lethal curve. That impossible, corset-narrow waist he had worshipped for years now hovered inches from his face.

She curled against him without a word, cool bare thighs sliding over his, her small hand finding the front of his diaper and giving a teasing squeeze.

Nathan woke fully, instantly hard again, heart exploding.

“Taylor—” he breathed, voice cracked from milk and tears.

She silenced him not with a kiss but with a hug—sudden, fierce, almost desperate. Her slender arms locked around him like she was afraid he’d vanish, pulling him into the warm cradle of her body. That tiny waist pressed against his side, her ribs rising and falling fast against his chest, her face buried in the hollow of his neck. She held him so tightly he could feel the frantic beat of her heart through the thin fabric, her breath hot and uneven against his skin. No explanation, no playful tease—just the raw, wordless grip of a girl clinging to something she feared losing.

Nathan lay frozen beneath her, arms slowly coming up to return the embrace, feeling the fragile strength in her small frame, the way her legs tangled with his as if anchoring herself to him.

“What is it, Taylor?” he asked very gently, sensing the storm inside her.

She didn’t answer at first, only held him tighter.

“What happened is that I think what I thought happened… actually happened,” she whispered at last, the words muffled against his shoulder, unclear, heavy with something unspoken.

“I don’t understand, Taylor.”

“It’s okay,” she said, voice thick, as though tears were gathered in her throat.

“What is it, Taylor? My love… sweetie…”

“Don’t,” she cut in, sharp but trembling. “Don’t say ‘my love.’ Don’t use words so lightly.”

“But that’s how I f—”

She pulled back just enough to look at him, eyes glistening in the dim light. “Don’t say you love me when you love her.”

“Ohhh, Taylor…”

“No, don’t ‘oh’ me. I’m not stupid, Nathan. I may have barely scraped into that beach college, but sometimes I’m smarter than you when it comes to life.”

“Oh yes, you are smarter,” he agreed softly, earnestly. “I’ve always felt that.”

“I’m not stupid,” she repeated, voice cracking. “I know you love her. I know I stand no chance.”

“Taylor, look at me,” Nathan said softly, his voice thick with wonder and worry.

“No,” she murmured, clinging to him even tighter, face buried in his neck as if she could hide there forever. Then she rolled onto her back, blinking rapidly, tears spilling silently down her temples into her hair.

Nathan froze. Taylor was crying. Real tears, not the calculated ones she sometimes used to get her way.

“I look ugly, I know,” she whispered, voice small, almost childlike.

“No, Taylor,” he breathed, turning to face her, one hand gently brushing a tear from her cheek. “You look even more beautiful when you cry. Like something precious that’s hurting.”

She gave a watery huff of laughter. “So predictable. I say I’m ugly, you say I’m not. I’m not some shallow eighteen-year-old bimbo, Nathan. Don’t feed me lines.”

“Yes, Taylor,” he said, chastened, aching.

She stared at the ceiling, another tear slipping free. “You just drank her milk,” she said quietly. “You smell like her.”

“I did…” Nathan admitted, voice barely above a whisper.

“But—”

“Don’t ‘but’ me,” she cut in, sharp but trembling. “You cheated on me.”

“I—”

“When I did it, it wasn’t cheating,” she said, turning her head to look at him, eyes fierce even through the tears. “And you know it.”

Nathan fell silent.

She searched his face in the dark. “But you… you fell in love with her.” A statement, not a question. “That’s the difference.”

He couldn’t deny it. Tatiana had overwhelmed him in ways he couldn’t explain.

Taylor looked back at the ceiling. “I understand,” she said, voice softer now, almost resigned. “She’s your age. She gets you in ways I never will. She’s… amazing. I’m nothing next to her.”

“Taylor, no—” Nathan shifted closer, desperate. “You’re everything. You’re the most incredible, adorable thing in my world. Even now, lying here like this, hurting—you’re perfect.”

“Am I?” she asked, turning to him again, eyes wide, vulnerable.

“Oh God, yes,” he whispered, cock stirring helplessly at the sight of her tears, her honesty. “I’m terrified of you. There’s this wall between us, and I don’t know how to cross it. All I want is to kiss you, really kiss you, but I’m afraid you’ll push me away.”

A long pause.

Then, in the smallest, cutest voice: “A little peck on the cheek wouldn’t hurt.”

Nathan leaned in, lips brushing the soft, damp skin of her cheek—barely a touch, yet it sent fire through him. This girl, this woman, could melt stone with nothing more than her nearness.

“But you cheated too,” he finally dared to say.

Taylor went very still.

Then she sat up slowly, swinging her legs over the edge of the mattress as if to leave.

“If that’s how you see it,” she said quietly, voice suddenly cool again, “then good night, Nathan.”

“Nooo, Taylor,” he pleaded, catching her small hand before she could pull away. “You didn’t cheat. You didn’t. I swear I just want to understand how you see it — whatever you say, however you define it.”

Taylor paused, then lay back beside him with a soft sigh.

“Cheating is with the heart,” she said, staring at the ceiling. “Having sex is… different.”

She turned her head, eyes finding his in the dark.

“I never cheated on you. You’ve always been in my heart — and you always will be. Even long after you marry Tatiana and play with her breasts until you’re tired of them.”

“Ohhh, goodness, Taylor—”

“No, it’s okay,” she said, voice gentle now, almost resigned. “You had sex with her. She’s your age. She understands you better. I’ll figure out how to continue with my life. It’s okay, Nathan.”

“We didn’t have sex,” he said quickly.

Taylor looked at him for a long moment… then burst into soft, delighted laughter.

“You’re so cute,” she giggled, eyes sparkling. “So innocent. That’s why I love you so much.”

She leaned in, brushing her lips against his ear.

“I mean, the woman offers you her breasts and you still don’t know how to get your way with her? Isn’t that right?”

Nathan flushed, heart pounding. “Well… I didn’t… you mean she wanted—?”

“Of course, silly,” Taylor whispered, nipping his earlobe. “Even with me here in bed, just the two of us, you don’t know your way.”

She pulled back, eyes dancing with mischief.

“So you mean—” Nathan swallowed, “you actually want sex? With… lowly me?”

Taylor laughed again, light and teasing, the sound wrapping around him like silk.

“Maybe,” she said, drawing the word out, playful and dangerous.

“Oh, Taylor—” He wrapped his arms around her narrow waist, pulling her close.

“What do you think you’re doing?” she asked, one brow arched, lips curving.

“I thought—”

“Oh, you’re so funny, Nathan,” she giggled, pressing a finger to his lips. “So perfectly funny.”

He looked at her — crying or laughing, it didn’t matter. Every expression, every breath, reminded him why his heart had always belonged to her. Tatiana’s milk, Tatiana’s power — gone, evaporated. Taylor was here, real, warm, mercurial, and suddenly the only goddess in the room.

She seemed to sense it. At her young age she read men better than anyone.

“I want to know,” she said softly, “how you really feel about Tatiana.”

Nathan hesitated, then whispered, “Deep submission… just like you feel toward Rich.”

“Oh, Rich?” she echoed, a thoughtful little hum in her voice. “Rich…”

She pondered for a moment, head tilted, eyes distant.

“He has a real cock — massive, yes — and when he fucks me it feels incredible. But Rich? He’s just a man, after all. I think I have him wrapped around my little finger. You call that deep submission?”

Nathan opened his mouth, closed it again.

“When you put it like that… but I…”

“You,” she said softly, finishing the thought for him.

“Well, I—”

“Let me help you, Nathan. You’re not buying it. You really think I’m his little submissive doll.”

“You’re… not?” he asked, voice small.

Taylor shrugged, contemplative. “Sometimes, I guess.”

She was quiet for a long beat, staring up through the bars.

“But with you, Nathan,” she said at last, turning back to him, “it’s not a ‘sometimes’ thing.”

She kissed him gently, lips lingering.

“I love you constantly.”

Her fingers traced the tapes of his diaper, playful yet possessive.

“You never used those words before,” he murmured, dazed.

Taylor smiled in the dark, eyes glittering with something tender and dangerous.

“I’m using them now.”

His hands moved of their own accord, sliding around that tiny waist he had once believed was his to hold forever. She felt so light, so feminine, so perfectly cold against his fevered skin.

“You didn’t change into pajamas,” he whispered, reverent.

“Nope.” She nipped his lower lip. “He wanted me to. I refused.”

Nathan’s heart stuttered. “You… refused Rich?”

A soft, triumphant laugh. “I refused. Yes.”

The words sank into him like warm brandy.

“So you’re not afraid anymore?” he asked, wonder and terror mingling.

“I’m not afraid of anybody,” she said, voice light, almost dreamy. “Told you. I’m addicted to his cock, yes — I love it when he rams that huge thing into me. But that doesn’t mean I jump when he snaps his fingers.”

She turned her head, eyes finding his in the dark.

“And no, I’m not afraid he’ll throw me away for Maddison or anyone else,” Taylor said, voice light but edged with certainty. “I have him wrapped around my little finger now.”

Nathan laughed — soft, awed, a little devastated. “Just like me.”

Taylor’s smile was slow, wicked, fond.

“No, baby. Not like you.” She reached up, cupped his cheek with surprising tenderness. “You’re something special. You’re my little sucker.”

They both laughed quietly, the sound intimate and ancient, the same laugh they had once shared in a different life, in a different bed.

“That’s why I’m always turned on by you,” Nathan whispered, voice rough with wonder. “I’ve told you so many times… you’re amazing, and you still don’t even see it. You turn me on just by existing.”

Taylor rolled toward him, pressing her forehead to his.

Nathan propped himself on one elbow, gazing down at her in the faint glow that slipped through the bars.

“Taylor,” he breathed, the words thick with helpless worship, “you are everything.”

He wrapped both arms around that impossible waist, pulling her flush against him, kissing her with the hunger of a year denied. His palms slid lower, slipping under the hem of the navy onesie, feeling her naked skin — the smooth, bare curve of her ass, the satin warmth of her hips, the breathtaking dip of that tiny waist that had haunted his dreams since the day he first saw her.

“My God,” he rasped against her mouth, “you’re not wearing any panties.”

Taylor’s laugh was soft, wicked. “Rich ripped them off before he fucked me.” She paused, watching his reaction, then added gently, “Is there a problem?”

The words hit him like a slap — sharp, familiar, yet somehow softer tonight.

She noticed the flicker in his eyes and smiled, brushing her thumb across his lip.

“This is sex, Nathan. Just sex. It’s not what we have right now — you and me.”

His hands flew higher, pushing the ribbed fabric up to her ribs, baring her young, perfect breasts — small, high, pale-rose nipples already peaked. He cupped one reverently, thumb circling the stiff bud, while he kissed her lips with desperate hunger.

“Taylor… please… we have to make love.”

She tilted her head, amused, utterly in command.

“Now you’re improving,” she murmured approvingly. “‘Make love’… not sex. Love.”

She leaned in, voice a playful teacher’s whisper.

“Yes, love.”

Nathan felt his cock surge inside the diaper, almost shooting at the simple praise.

“I… I have to fuck you. Please.” He was shivering with passion.

“You want to make love to me,” she corrected softly, a teasing lilt in her voice.

“Yes, yes — to make love to you, my beautiful princess, my wife, the girl I love more than anything.”

“Make love to me with your diaper on?” she asked, voice innocent, eyes wicked.

“Oh, that’s not a problem, not a problem at all,” he panted, already fumbling frantically at the tapes.

Her hand settled gently but firmly over his, stopping him.

“No, Nathan,” she murmured, looking up at him with those huge, luminous eyes. “I don’t think it’s a good idea. Tatiana doesn’t allow it.”

“Tatiana…” he echoed, the name distant, almost meaningless in the haze of need.

“It’s okay,” he tried, voice shaking. “Trust me, I know what I’m doing—”

“But Tatiana doesn’t allow,” she repeated, softer now, almost serious, watching him intently.

For a heartbeat he froze, searching her face — was she mocking him again, winding him tighter until he couldn’t breathe?

“Oh fuck Tatiana,” he gasped, the words bursting out of him like a prayer. “Fuck Tatiana. All I want is my Taylor — my Taylor—”

He tore the diaper away, trembling, half-expecting her to stop him.

She didn’t.

And then he saw it: the slow, triumphant smile spreading across her perfect lips. A smile of pure victory. The smile of a girl who had just watched her husband choose her over the woman who had nearly stolen his soul.

He saw it — saw how completely he had fallen again, how effortlessly she had reeled him back in — and the realisation only magnified his arousal until he was shaking.

“Taylor, please…” he begged, voice ragged. “Please let me make love to you…”

His arms wrapped tight around her newly exposed lower body, face inches from hers, breath ragged.

“Please, Taylor. I’m begging you.”

She rubbed her nose gently against his, eyes dancing, lips curved in that gentle, devastating smile.

And laughed, soft and sweet, right into his face.

“No.”

“But why?” he whispered, voice breaking.

“Because I’m hurt, Nathan. Deeply hurt.” She turned away slightly, but didn’t pull out of his arms. “You cheated on me — with your heart. You gave her your full submission.”

“God,” he thought, a wave of regret crashing over him. What a mistake it had been to surrender so completely to Tatiana when the real, breathtaking miracle was right here in his arms.

“Yeah, I’m hurt,” she repeated quietly. “It’s going to take me a while.”

She shifted, pressing her amazing ass back against his throbbing cock.

“Spoon me, Nathan,” she murmured. “Embrace me. Be kind to me. I’m hurt.”

“But you’re doing it with others,” he whispered, his raging erection rubbing helplessly against her smooth skin. “And never with me.” The words slipped out, raw and cuckolded, bypassing every filter.

“So?” Taylor laughed, her shoulders quivering with the sound. “Do you have a problem with that?”

“No, of course not,” he pleaded, the words tumbling out like a prayer.

She laughed again — light, delighted, merciless — the sound of a goddess amused by her mortal’s devotion.

“Taylor, Taylor, I’m in love with you,” he whispered desperately, rubbing against her. “Believe me. Believe me.”

She didn’t answer, just nestled closer, letting him hold her while his need burned unanswered.

“So at least tell me how it was,” he begged at last, voice cracking. “You gave Tatiana that whole list… and that was only the last month.”

He could feel her little shoulders quivering with laughter — she was delighted with his helplessness, and it was obvious she knew he was hers again. But it was just as obvious she was toying with him.

“I left a few out,” she purred, savouring his desperation. “She doesn’t need to know everything.”

Nathan’s breath hitched, another invisible slap. “Who… who else?”

“None of your business,” she whispered, the words dripping with wicked satisfaction.

“Oh God, you’re turning me on,” he groaned, arms tightening around her narrow waist, pulling her closer.

“I’ll be such a good boy,” he promised feverishly. “You’ll see — just let me—”

“You’re already a good boy,” she cut in, laughing softly right into his face. “Aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” slipped out before he could stop it.

The title hung between them like incense.

She turned to face him, lying side by side now. Taylor’s eyes flared with pure, delighted power. She felt it settle over her like a crown: she didn’t have to try, didn’t have to change, didn’t have to beg. She simply existed — eighteen, radiant, untouchable — and men fell.

Her fingers brushed his cheek, almost tender.

“But you were sleeping with my sons,” he whispered, the last shred of a husband’s pride surfacing. “I know you were.”

“I was?” she asked, eyes drifting to the ceiling, innocent as a child while his hand still mapped every lethal curve.

“Yes,” he rasped, pressing harder, “and it turns me on.”

Taylor’s lips curved. “You know… it’s possible you’ll be a grandfather soon.”

The words detonated inside his skull.

A grandfather. His sons. His wife.

“No,” he choked, the sound small and broken.

“So you are pregnant,” he whispered, voice cracking. “Right?”

“None of your business,” she sang, laughter dancing in her throat.

“Taylor… please. Mercy. I’m your husband.” The words spilled out in pure desperation, his cuckold soul taking over as sexual need overwhelmed every other thought. He looked at her and knew — she was toying with his very essence, pressing every button she had discovered years ago, playing him like an instrument she had mastered.

She could read his mind; she always could.

“Yes. You are my cucko.”

“Cuckold,” he corrected automatically, the word tasting like rust.

“Yes,” she repeated, savouring it. “Cuckold.”

He resumed rubbing his aching cock against her silken thigh, frantic, shameless.

“And you’re my sexless earning boy,” she murmured, voice honeyed steel.

“Errand,” he corrected again, dazed.

“No,” she laughed softly, “earning boy. You’d better keep earning, or I’ll toss you aside like yesterday’s toy.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he breathed, spinning, drowning. “I work for you. I starve so you can have more. Everything I make is yours—”

His hips jerked faster, desperate, the friction exquisite torture.

“Please,” he begged, voice ragged, “just let me come between your thighs. That’s all I ask.”

For the first time that night, a glint of something almost tender flickered in her eyes — soft, fleeting, gone before it could be named.

“Yes,” she said, indifferent as summer rain. “You may.”

Nathan’s breath stopped.

His eyes locked on hers, solemn, reverent, as though she had just granted him absolution. Carefully, trembling, he eased his aching cock between the silken vise of her closed thighs — warm, smooth, impossibly young. The first slow thrust drew a broken moan from his chest.

“I want you to kiss my lips,” she said suddenly. “And I want you to say it.”

“Say what?” He was breathing hard now, pleading, unrestrained.

“Say how much you love me.” Her voice was quiet but firm. “I want to know you love me… and that you don’t love that bitch.”

He moved faster, hips jerking in helpless, worshipful rhythm, every slide of skin against skin a prayer.

“I love you, Taylor Whitmore,” he gasped, raw and honest. “Only you.”

She let him slide deeper between her thighs, a triumphant little smile curving her lips.

“Oh God,” he thought, “she cares. She needs to hear it.”

“Taylor… Taylor… Taylor…”

The orgasm hit him like the end of the world.

His entire body seized, back arching off the mattress, a hoarse, animal cry tearing from his throat as he spilled in thick, violent pulses between her thighs — hot, endless, shattering. The crib rattled with the force of it. Stars burst behind his eyes. For one blinding, eternal moment there was nothing but Taylor — her scent, her warmth, the impossible privilege of being allowed this close.

Then the wave receded.

He collapsed beside her, chest heaving, tears leaking anew — this time from pure, humiliating gratitude. Defeated. Ruined. Utterly content.

She held him tight, cradling him close. “Ssshhh,” she murmured, a soft laugh in her voice. “Sometimes you behave like an animal.”

It was obvious she felt so good about herself — radiant, triumphant, in complete control.

Nathan lay curled against her in the crib, diaper discarded, chains forgotten, breathing the same air as the most beautiful woman he had ever known.

“I am so lucky to have you,” he whispered. “I am the luckiest man on earth.”

“You will be surprised,” she said quietly, still embracing him, pressing a gentle kiss to his temple, “but listen to what I’m saying — and listen well.”

She pulled back just enough to meet his eyes.

“I will give up the others. They mean nothing to me.” Her voice was steady, almost solemn. “But I will never, ever give up on you, Nathan Whitmore.”

With that, she stood.

One last lingering kiss on his cheek — light as a promise — then the wooden bars rose with a quiet, final click.

She was gone. Back, most likely, to Rich.

The warmth vanished with her. Cold rushed in, sharp and merciless. The afterglow curdled into aching emptiness.

Now that the fog of orgasm had cleared, Nathan could finally think.

And what he saw terrified him.

Taylor was no longer the obedient pet who lived to be chosen. She had looked Rich Carter in the eye and told him later. She had smiled at Nathan and said she had the man wrapped around her little finger. She was rising.

Tatiana had felt it too. The things she had hissed while he knelt worshipping her milk-heavy breasts (the venom about Aspen, the muttered threats, the dark promise that both of them would kneel) had not been idle cruelty. They had been fear.

If Tatiana decided the girl was a threat, she would cut Taylor out like a cancer. And the moment Taylor disappeared, Tatiana would have no reason to keep her rival’s broken husband around. The crib, the nightly bottle, the exquisite torment of Mommy’s breasts—gone. He would be discarded the same day.

But if Taylor actually won—if Rich ever chose her over Tatiana—the earthquake would be even worse. Rich would whisk her away to one of those identical apartments across the world, and Nathan would never see her again. Tatiana, humiliated, would toss him out without a second thought.

Either way, one goddess would vanish. Then the other.

He would lose everything that made his ruin bearable.

Nathan lifted his eyes to the dark ceiling, lips still wet with another woman’s milk, and finally spoke aloud to the God he wasn’t sure was listening.

“Why is it always like this?” he whispered, voice hoarse and small in the locked crib. “Why can’t life ever just be… boring? Why are there always problems, always new knives twisting deeper? Why can’t I just have her (only her) without all of this?”

Silence answered, thick and absolute.

Some questions, he understood, would remain unanswered until the future itself decided to speak.

To Be Continued

Do You Want to Know What Happens Next?

As we close this book, one truth burns brighter than all the others: Taylor is rising.

She is no longer the breathless girl who once begged for the crib. She feels it in every glance Rich gives her, every second he lets her “later” hang in the air. He is falling (just like every other man on earth eventually falls) and she knows it in her bones.

But is her new confidence only the glow of a girl who believes she’s finally won the king… or is it the quiet, radiant certainty of a woman carrying his child?

How will Tatiana (calm, possessive, lethal Tatiana) react when the test can no longer be hidden? Will she eject the young couple to protect her marriage, or will she tighten the leash until Taylor and Nathan kneel as the perfect, obedient showpiece of her Boston branch (just like Samantha and William in Los Angeles and every other matched, broken pair across the globe)?

One thing is certain: the spiral isn’t finished. It’s only choosing its final victim.

Dive into Femdom Ruin Book 4 of the Downward Spiral series






A Taste of What Awaits You in book 4 - Femdom Ruin

Tatiana stepped forward, pearls swaying, breasts shifting like slow oceans beneath satin. She bent at the waist (back straight, legs together, the posture of a woman who never needed to try) until her face was inches from his. The movement brought her breasts dangerously close; the lace neckline gaped, offering a heart-stopping glimpse of dark areolas and the glistening bead of milk trembling at one nipple.

Her manicured fingers (those same crimson nails) closed around his ear like a velvet clamp.

“Young man,” she murmured, voice low and maternal and terrifying, “with me, you do not lie. Do you understand?”

Nathan trembled so violently the sponge slipped from his fingers and hit the floor with a wet slap.

“I—I was looking for the test results,” he stammered, the confession torn out of him by the heat of her body and the pain blooming in his ear.

She twisted slightly (just enough to make his eyes water) and the satin brushed his cheek.

“Did I allow you to rummage through things that don’t concern babies?” Her breath was warm against his lips; her breasts hovered inches away, rising and falling, milk threatening to spill with every breath. “There is a reason you don’t know, Nathan. Some things are for adults only. And you, sweetheart, are very, very far from an adult right now.”



Order Femdom Ruin Now!

Do you want to see what happens next? Don’t wait—order Femdom Ruin now and see exactly who is ruined and now.

Click here to continue the journey:
Order Femdom Ruin Now



[image: ]

Click the cover to pre-order Femdom Ruin 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.


Other Works by Elara Stone

The Isabella Series

Embark on an exhilarating journey up the corporate ladder with the exceptionally dominant, charming, and irresistible Isabella Turner in the 'Isabella' series. 

Book 1, 'Office Femdom': Unveil the humble beginnings of a fresh MIT recruit stepping into the complex world of Vortex Innovations as a software developer. Isabella isn’t just any recruit; her captivating beauty, unparalleled intellect, and dominant nature pave the way for a meteoric rise that's anything but ordinary. 

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?


The Downward Spiral Series

A slow, merciless chronicle of Nathan Whitmore’s fall from millionaire husband to the willing, ruined possession of the two most dangerous women he has ever loved.

Book 1: Femdom Infatuation: She Hasn’t Cheated on Him, Or Has She?
Nathan Whitmore believes he has won the ultimate prize: an eighteen-year-old goddess named Taylor. She never studied domination; she simply is dominant. She withholds sex, spends his millions, turns his grown sons into eager servants, and rules with a smile or a silence. When her flirtations with other men stop feeling innocent, Nathan’s devotion twists into exquisite, cuckolded torment. The spiral has only just begun.
Buy on Amazon

Book 2: Femdom Claimed: Can One Couple Own Another?
Rich and Tatiana Carter enter their lives like a storm of money and power. Taylor is dazzled; Nathan is spanked raw, dressed in cartoon pajamas, and locked outside the marital bedroom while his wife calls another man “Daddy.” Between Taylor’s radiant, effortless cruelty and Tatiana’s velvet-gloved mastery, Nathan’s pride, fortune, and identity are systematically stripped away. He fights to save his marriage—only to discover he is no longer fighting for Taylor, but for the privilege of kneeling at her feet.

Buy on Amazon

Book 3 – Femdom Infidelity: How Low Can Her Husband Go?

The mansion is demolished overnight. The last of the money is signed away. Taylor now lives permanently in the Carter penthouse, radiant and untouchable, while Nathan—aching for her, missing her, desperate for any scrap of contact—finds himself demoted to the lowest caste in the household, serving in ways he never imagined possible. Tatiana’s calm, maternal dominance closes around him like a second skin, and Taylor—still never speaking a word of BDSM, still simply being her breathtaking, naturally dominant self—continues to rule him with the same effortless power that once ruled an empire. The descent is absolute.

Buy on Amazon

Book 4 – Femdom Ruin: Just When He Thought the Game Was Over

Inside the hushed Boston penthouse, the rules tighten like a garrote. Tatiana—forty-eight, auburn-haired, the living embodiment of female domination—becomes stricter by the day. Taylor finds herself spanked, deprived, and barred from Rich’s bed for longer and longer stretches. Nathan, meanwhile, sinks into the deepest, most willing submission of his life, dignity erased, every breath belonging to the velvet-cruel mistress who now owns him completely. Just when the hierarchy seems carved in marble, a new visitor arrives: Emily Carter. And nothing will ever be the same again.

Buy on Amazon


The Grace Series

A dark, dystopian vision of total female rule in the year 2065.

Book 1 – Judge Grace In the female-led city-state of Sovrana, men have no rights. When broken ex-lawyer Noah crosses the wrong elite woman, his case lands before the ruthless Judge Grace Kade. One verdict later he is sentenced to Iron Veil Penitentiary… and to private “service” in Grace’s mansion, where punishment, feminisation, and cruel maternal domination slowly remake him into her perfect sissy slave.

Buy on Amazon

Book 2 – Queen Grace Grace’s ambition has no ceiling. As she rises from judge to Prime Minister to absolute monarch, Noah swings between prison hell and the intoxicating torment of her palace. Branded, collared, dressed in frills and gold, he watches the nation kneel while Grace decides whether her broken pet still deserves a place at her feet.

Buy on Amazon


About Elara Stone
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Elara Stone crafts tales that resonate with those who crave raw emotional intensity and deep character development. Dive deep, feel, and surrender to the myriad emotions her stories evoke.

Prepare to be aroused!
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