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Dedication

"Come Do not lust in your heart after her beauty or let her captivate you with her eyes, for the prostitute reduces you to a loaf of bread, and the adulteress preys upon your very life. Can a man scoop fire into his lap without his clothes being burned?"

Proverbs 6:25-27 

To every submissive man consumed by lust for a woman whose gaze drifts elsewhere, indifferent and untouched by your devotion.

Beware the flames you cradle alone—they will scorch your soul before she ever notices.

Seek a partner who welcomes your surrender, for true submission blooms in shared desire, not forced upon the unwilling.

With love and a knowing smile,

Elara xxx


Join My Tribe
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Five Hours

8:00 a.m., Roger Whitfield's House, Kentwood, MA

Roger Whitfield, a retired federal judge widowed for three years, lived in a spacious four-bedroom colonial in the quiet suburb of Kentwood, Massachusetts, a home that had once buzzed with dinner parties and purpose but now echoed with emptiness. At seventy, he found himself adrift in a vacuum of routine, his days stripped of the courtroom's authority and any lingering spark from a marriage that had grown distant long before his wife's passing; intimacy had eluded him for over twenty years, a fact he accepted with quiet resignation, though it left him untouched by desire or connection. He had tried gardening, joining a local chess club where he played occasional games against other retirees, even volunteering at the library, but nothing ignited a true passion—money from his pension ensured comfort without extravagance, yet without goals or hobbies to fill the hours, life blurred into monotony, his distant children scattered across states and countries offering only sporadic calls that underscored his isolation.

Each morning, he awaited the thump of the Boston Globe on his doorstep, retrieving the crisp paper edition with a ritualistic eagerness that marked the highlight of his day; he pored over it in detail at the kitchen table, black coffee in hand, his broad-shouldered frame—softened by age into a heavy, imposing build—hunched slightly under rectangular dark-framed glasses, his thick white-grey hair neatly combed, and his blunt, lined features carrying a melancholy seriousness. Beyond that, he contributed occasional columns to a monthly legal affairs magazine, opining on politics and jurisprudence from his study, but even those felt like echoes of a sharper mind, leaving him in a gloom where wealth provided shelter but no light.

At eight o'clock sharp, the doorbell chimed, pulling Roger from the headlines of the Boston Globe he still clutched in his chubby, out-of-shape hands as he shuffled to the front door in his usual slacks and button-down shirt that strained slightly over his heavy midsection. He opened it expecting another interchangeable cleaner from the agency—sometimes they stuck with the same person for weeks, sometimes not—but instead found himself face-to-face with a girl who stunned him into silence, a slender, delicate teenager who couldn't have been more than eighteen or nineteen, her long, glossy dark brown hair falling past her shoulders in a sleek cascade that framed an oval face of quiet, harmonious beauty: large almond-shaped hazel-green eyes with a dreamy, disconnected gaze, a small straight nose, full lips, and smooth light skin that made her look both vulnerable and impossibly cute, like something out of a painting rather than real life. A rush of raw, worshipful desire hit him first, not the crude hunger of a younger man, but the aching reverence of someone who knows he has no right to even look at her. His cock stirred unbidden at the sight of her lithe, impossibly youthful form, yet the feeling that flooded him most strongly was awe—she could have been his granddaughter, young enough for family holidays and innocent stories. The shame that followed was sharp, but it dissolved almost instantly into something deeper: a trembling need to serve her, to make himself useful to something so perfect. Her beauty placed her on a pedestal he could never climb, and that very fact made his knees weak with submissive longing.

She didn't smile or offer a hello, exuding a non-personal indifference that bordered on detachment, as if small talk—or any talk—with an old man like him held no interest. She simply stepped inside without introduction, carrying a small bag in one hand. The warm spring weather allowed her to dress lightly: a simple gray t-shirt that hugged her slim shoulders and a pair of fitted jeans, paired with casual black flip-flops that revealed her small, bare feet and delicate toes with every step. Roger’s gaze flicked involuntarily to those bare toes as she walked past him, the sight sending another sharp jolt straight through him.

Roger stammered first, his voice catching as he tried to fill the void. "You must be from the cleaning service—come in, please. They'll have you here for about five hours, right?"

She nodded faintly, her expression withdrawn and cool, not warm or engaging in the least—it was clear she lacked the spark for conversation, focused solely on the job as she glanced around the foyer with that faraway look, like someone not fully connected to the moment. "Where can I change?" she asked flatly, without preamble or eye contact.

"Of course, of course," Roger replied, jumping to accommodate her, his heart suddenly pounding as he pointed down the hall. "The guest bathroom's right there—it's big enough, and there's a shower if you need it."

She headed straight for it without a thank you or even a glance back, closing the door behind her with a soft click, leaving Roger standing there, newspaper crumpled in his grip, his blood rushing through him in a way it hadn't in decades, making him feel shockingly alive. He had never seen such a beautiful girl, not even in magazines—her features so perfectly balanced, so compelling that he wanted nothing more than to keep looking, to drink in every detail—and the thought baffled him: how on earth was someone like her, so young and stunning, reduced to cleaning houses for strangers?

When she emerged a few minutes later, Roger's eyes widened in shock at the transformation. Her shirt was now a pale blue, the tails casually tied in a knot just above her navel, revealing a teasing sliver of her tight, flat stomach and delicate belly button. Below that, she had changed into scandalously short cut-off jeans that clung to her hips, the frayed edges riding high enough to reveal the soft, tantalizing curve of her ass cheeks as she shifted. Her slender, shapely legs were bare, and her small feet padded delicately on the cool floor without shoes, sending an electric jolt straight to his cock that made his breath hitch and his body tremble with raw, unspoken desire. It was audacious, almost provocative—why would she dress like this for cleaning?—yet it drew his gaze like a magnet, his eyes popping as if to escape their sockets. The sight of this petite, stunning young woman in his house, half-bare and effortlessly comfortable, tormented him with an ache he couldn't express, leaving him frozen in a mix of awe, frustration, and overwhelming worship.

He imagined, in that heated moment, not extending his hand for a shake but pulling her into a hug, wrapping his arms around her small frame, feeling her warmth against him—but he shoved the thought down, his hand shaking visibly as he tried to be friendly, extending it awkwardly. "My name is Roger," he said, his voice unsteady, then pointed at her with a hesitant gesture, as if bridging her detachment required emphasis, like she might not grasp the words.

"Abigail," she replied flatly, without meeting his eyes or taking his hand.

"Nice to meet you, nice to meet you," Roger echoed, feeling a flush of awkwardness creep up his neck as she still hadn't looked at him since arriving, her gaze fixed somewhere distant.

Remembering himself, he perked up, trying to draw her out of that detached posture with a bit more energy. "Let me show you where everything is," he said, leading her to the kitchen and opening the cabinet below the sink. "You see here, you have the soap for general cleaning, shampoo for the floors, this one's for fatty surfaces to cut through grease, and detergent for the rest."

She peered in briefly, then uttered a single word: "Gloves?"

"Just a second," Roger said, kneeling down with a grunt to rummage deeper inside. "Yes, yes—these are medium size. Is that okay?"

She nodded without comment.

"What do I need to clean?" she asked next, her tone matter-of-fact, still avoiding his gaze.

"Oh, um, nothing special—just the usual," Roger replied, straightening up. "Start with the kitchen; it's pretty dirty and needs a thorough wash. Then dusting around the house. But I have just one thing— I don't like it when people just mop and move the dirt from one spot to another. It looks shiny for a second, but once it dries, the grime's still there. I prefer you pour water, move the furniture if needed, mix in the cleaner, and really wash it properly."

He led her outside to the patio to show the supplies. "See, there's a bucket here, the broom, the mop—that thing over there is a squeegee to pull the water all the way across to the guest bathroom where you can drain it. You have to actually wash the floors throughout the whole house; that's the important part. The rest isn't so critical—just whatever you can fill your five hours with."

Roger paused and looked at her intently, trying to gauge if she had been listening at all, if she truly understood a word he'd said. He wasn't sure anymore—her averted eyes and motionless stance made him doubt; maybe she was from another country, one of those young immigrants who came for work like this, and English wasn't her first language, or perhaps not her language at all. He decided not to indulge the thought too deeply, not to probe further and risk making her uncomfortable, but it was then that the lust surged in him again, unbidden and fierce, as he stole another glance at her softness—the way her petite, childlike frame  stood there so vulnerably, stirring a deep, aching lust that made his chest tighten and his thoughts swirl with forbidden desire. Wow, my goodness, he thought, I have to hold myself back, I have to show as if I'm completely detached from this overwhelming lust, this burning need to reach out and touch her, to pull her close; yet it was so difficult, the lust coiling tighter in his gut, making every second in her presence a torment of restraint. And before he could utter another word to clarify or extend the moment, it seemed like his instructions were enough for her—or perhaps nothing at all, as if she hadn't processed them, leaving him suspended in his lustful haze—she abruptly turned without letting him catch his breath or process the intensity of his lust, heading straight to the kitchen sink to wash away the dirty dishes first, diving into the work with that same indifferent efficiency.

One Hour Later...

Roger returned to reading his newspaper would have been a blatant lie; from the moment Abigail entered the house, he had been utterly obsessed with her whereabouts and actions, though he strove to appear disinterested, treating her presence as purely professional—as if she were just there to clean and he had no stake in her as a woman. Internally, however, he burned with longing, imagining how he would love to caress her delicate form; she was so small, so young with a childish innocence in her appearance that made her even more enticing, her bare feet padding across the wet floors as she washed them exactly as instructed, pouring water and scrubbing diligently, her scandalously short cut-off jeans riding high to reveal the soft curve of her ass cheeks and the smooth, youthful contours of her legs that suggested bones still pliant with youth, her pale blue t-shirt clinging slightly to her modest, small breasts that were perfectly proportioned for her slender frame, rendering her adorable and cute in a way that stirred an impossible urge in him—one he knew could never be fulfilled, given his age and her indifference.

He told himself he would surprise her, be good to her in some small way, and about one hour later, as she finished the kitchen—leaving it spotless—and prepared to head upstairs with her bucket and mop, he called out to her, but she didn't respond; he noticed the small earbuds tucked in her ears, blocking out the world, and she continued toward the stairs without a care, so he hurried after her, his chubby belly jostling as he moved, and gently patted her shoulder—the mere touch sending a thrilling arousal through him.

She turned abruptly, and now they stood very close, her stunning beauty magnified up close: those large, almond-shaped hazel-green eyes gazing up at him with detached curiosity, her full lips slightly parted, her oval face so harmonious and childlike in its smoothness that it amplified her allure, making his heart race and arousal stir in his groin, though he masked it with an indifferent smile.

"Wait," he raised his voice slightly, beaming warmly down at her—if she couldn't understand the language, he realized, then he should speak in short words and sentences, using gestures to make her feel comfortable and convey his warmth.

She removed the earbuds without a word, still looking at him blankly, her expression unchanging.

"Surprise," he said, theatrically animating the word with wide eyes and spread hands.

And as she kept looking at him with those amazing hazel-green eyes, it became obvious to him that there was a language barrier, so he continued.

"No more work today."

Then he added yet another simple sentence in basic English.

"One hour—enough."

She shocked him with her fluent English, replying evenly, "But I came here for five hours. I'm paid for five hours—you have to pay me for five hours, and I don't want to rest."

What a fool he felt, realizing she understood perfectly; "Yes," he explained more fully now, his tone shifting to normal conversation. "You worked one hour, and the kitchen is so clean—everything looks beautiful. I don't think a young girl like you needs to work so hard."

She still looked at him strangely, as if not quite grasping his intent.

"Don't worry about it," he assured her, waving it off. "I'm telling you, don't worry. I'll pay you for ten hours. Just be my guest. Come, come sit over there," he pointed to the living room.

"You gonna pay me?" she asked, her tone carrying a subtle edge, like a quiet threat.

"Yes," he nodded eagerly.

Without saying okay or showing any gratitude, she simply walked to the living room and sat on the sofa, crossing her legs casually.

He followed quickly, eager to please, and asked, "What do you like to eat?"

She gave him a strange look, then glanced away without replying.

"I'll prepare a nice sandwich for you, and coffee," he pressed on. "How do you drink your coffee?"

"With milk and two sugars," she said flatly, her demeanor still intrigued or wary, as if questioning the whole situation.

Before heading to the kitchen, she added, "But you're sure you're going to pay?"

"Of course I'm going to pay," he reaffirmed, pulling out his wallet. "You get thirty dollars per hour, right?" He counted out three hundred dollars and placed it on the table. "Here, this is for ten hours."

She took the cash without hesitation, slipping it into the back pocket of her jeans, then leaned back on the sofa, trying to relax with her legs tucked up slightly.

Roger hurried to the kitchen, his pulse still quickened by her presence, and quickly assembled a sandwich—fresh turkey on whole grain bread with lettuce, tomato, and a touch of mustard, something simple yet thoughtful. He brewed a fresh pot of coffee, pouring her a mug with milk and two sugars as she'd specified, then arranged everything on a tray with a napkin folded neatly beside it.

When he returned, he found her sitting motionless on the sofa, completely absorbed in her own world. She was typing very fast on her phone with that effortless speed only young people seem to master, probably chatting with her friends, lost in her own social life. Every now and then she would pause, lift one hand to examine her nails with quiet interest, turning them slightly as girls often do, clearly finding them more engaging than anything else in the room. At the same time, she casually stretched her bare legs and wiggled her pretty toes, the small, delicate movements slow and absent-minded, as if she had no idea how erotic the simple gesture was.

Roger stood there for a moment, tray in hand, utterly transfixed. The sight of her wiggling those perfect, petite toes sent a fresh wave of weakness through him. His cock twitched hard and he had to pause, steadying himself, just to regain his composure. Then, with renewed determination, he stepped forward and set the tray down on the coffee table.

"There you go," he said cheerfully, his voice overly bright as he handed her the sandwich. "I assume you like turkey—it's fresh, and the bread's from the local bakery. And here's your coffee, just how you wanted it."

She took the sandwich without acknowledgment, biting into it delicately while her eyes fixed on the screen, completely ignoring him as if he were part of the furniture. Roger sat down carefully on an armchair across from her, not daring to join her on the sofa out of respect—or perhaps fear of overstepping, even though every fiber of him yearned to be closer, to wrap his arms around her small, enticing frame, to kiss and hug and lose himself in her. She had stirred something profound in him, like an angel descended from heaven to upend his dull existence, but he forced himself to sit still, watching her with barely concealed longing.

She sipped the coffee slowly, still absorbed in the TV, and when she set the empty mug down, Roger jumped up immediately, scooping up the plate with the sandwich remnants as well. "Let me get that," he murmured, rushing back to the kitchen to refill her mug. He returned promptly, placing it before her with a fresh napkin, and sat again, already feeling himself slip into a servant's role—eager, attentive, almost obsequious.

She accepted the second coffee without a glance in his direction, no thank you escaping her lips, her indifference like a quiet command that only heightened his arousal. Roger fidgeted, then dashed to the kitchen once more, this time bringing a thermos of hot coffee to keep refilling as needed; whenever she took a sip and the level dipped, he leaned forward to top it off, his hands trembling slightly with the thrill of serving her.

As he settled back into his chair, unsure what to do with himself—torn between the impossibility of starting anything with her and the magnetic pull she exerted—he noticed her attention had drifted from the TV to her phone. She scrolled rapidly, thumbs flying in that effortless way teenagers did, utterly detached from him.

He cleared his throat, attempting small talk. "So, you said your name is..."

She paused, not looking up immediately, then murmured, "Abigail."

"Oh, Abigail—that's a beautiful name, you know? Biblical, strong yet graceful," he said, trying to draw her out.

She didn't respond, her focus on the screen.

"So, do you live nearby?" he ventured.

"Yes," she replied flatly.

"Are you a student?"

"Yes."

"Oh, very nice. What do you study?"

"Art."

"Art, that's fascinating," Roger said, leaning forward in his armchair, his voice eager as he tried to bridge the chasm between them with conversation, his lust simmering just beneath the surface, making every glance at her petite form a fresh torment. "You know, there's this painter, Rembrandt—have you heard of him? He was a master of light and shadow in the 17th century, capturing the human soul in ways that still resonate today. Or Van Gogh, with his swirling colors and emotional depth; I once saw 'Starry Night' in person, and it felt like staring into madness itself." He rambled on, citing names and eras that meant something to his generation but clearly held no spark for her—she could have been his granddaughter, the generational divide yawning wide, her blank expression confirming that his words landed like dust in an empty room.

As he spoke, he noticed the room felt a bit stuffy, the afternoon light streaming in too harshly, perhaps annoying her though she said nothing; driven by his obsession to make her comfortable, to serve her in any small way that might earn a flicker of attention, he stood and dimmed the lights with the switch on the wall, softening the ambiance to something more intimate. "There, that's better—is the temperature okay? A little chilly maybe?" Without waiting for a response, he fetched a soft throw blanket from the hall closet, returning to drape it gently over her legs, his fingers brushing her knee for the briefest instant—a touch that sent lust surging through him like fire. "Just in case," he murmured, his heart pounding.

Emboldened by the proximity, he sat down on the sofa beside her—not too close, but near enough to feel the warmth of her body, the subtle scent of her skin fueling his fantasies, his cock hardening instantly against the fabric of his pants as he landed next to her, the pressure building with an insistent throb that made him shift uncomfortably. Oh, how he wished he could wrap his arms around her, let her feel his 'fatherly' protection in a tight embrace—nothing sexual, of course, he told himself at first. But the thoughts escalated inevitably. In his mind he saw himself on his knees before her, kissing and smelling her perfect bare feet, gently licking between her dainty toes while she looked down at him with that detached, slightly amused expression. He imagined her laughing softly at the sight of this old man debasing himself so completely, using him as nothing more than a footrest or a toy for her amusement. The fantasy of being allowed to worship her in such a lowly way, while she remained beautifully indifferent, sent a deep, shameful thrill through him. Yet even as these images gripped him, Roger knew deep down they were nothing more than an uncontrollable illusion. In reality, he wasn't entitled to any of it. He didn't consider himself worthy of even touching her, let alone receiving any form of intimacy. She was so far above him — a goddess on a pedestal — and he was inadequate, physically, emotionally, utterly unworthy. A woman like Abigail would never take a second look at him in that way. Reality crashed back in, overriding the fantasy, and of course, he did nothing, clenching his fists hard in his lap to restrain the overwhelming lust that threatened to consume him, forcing a strained smile instead.

He adjusted the thermostat on his way back from another quick kitchen trip, bringing her a small plate of cookies he'd baked earlier that week—chocolate chip, still soft in the center. "Here, try these—they're homemade. Goes well with the coffee." She took one without comment, nibbling absently while scrolling her phone, her presence so intoxicating yet utterly unattainable.

Desperate for connection, he ventured his most daring comment yet, his voice low and trembling slightly. “Has anybody ever told you that you’re beautiful?”

The words hung in the air like a cheap, stale pickup line. Abigail didn’t even glance at him. Her eyes remained glued to her phone, thumb moving with lazy precision across the screen as if he had never spoken at all. The silence that followed was immediate and crushing. It stretched, coiled tighter around his throat, and suddenly the air between them felt thick enough to choke on. Roger’s face burned. He had just handed her the most predictable, unimaginative compliment a man could offer, and she had dismissed it so completely that it felt like a slap.

His gaze dropped helplessly to her hands. God, those hands. They were slender and delicate, the kind of hands that instantly marked her as a beautiful young girl — smooth, lightly tanned with just the right warm tone, graceful without being fragile. The fingers were long and slim, elegantly tapered, each one perfectly proportioned. Her nails were long enough to add graceful length to those beautiful fingers, yet still practical — not too long for cleaning houses or scrolling on her phone. They were completely natural, with a healthy pinkish-white tip that gave them an effortless, almost French-manicured look without any polish. On her left hand she wore two delicate rings, and one on her right — simple, tasteful pieces she had probably collected over time, each with its own quiet story. As she scrolled, her fingertips danced lightly across the glass with soft, rhythmic clicks. One hand occasionally rose to tuck a strand of hair behind her ear, the motion so casual, so effortlessly feminine, so completely indifferent to his presence.

He couldn’t stop staring. Those perfect hands and slender fingers, crowned with those elegant natural nails, held an almost humiliating power over him. For a brief, shameful moment his mind wandered to darker places — imagining how those beautiful nails would feel lightly scratching his balls when his cock was rock-hard, or how incredible it would feel to be stroked by those delicate fingers. He hated himself for thinking it. She was a goddess, far beyond such crude thoughts. Real men — her boyfriends, men her own age — might one day experience her touch, but not him. He would never deserve it. The fantasy was wrong, unworthy of her. He quickly pushed the thought away, ashamed, yet the aching reverence only grew stronger.

The awkwardness swelled into something almost unbearable. He wanted to vanish. He wanted to take the stupid compliment back, to rewind time and never open his mouth. Yet he remained frozen, eyes locked on her hands as they continued their private little performance on the phone. Every tiny swipe, every soft tap of a nail against the screen, reminded him how insignificant he was right now. She wasn’t even pretending to acknowledge him. She simply didn’t care. And somehow, that cold, beautiful indifference — combined with the hypnotic movement of her perfect fingers — made the silence hurt even more.

The silence stretched, his lust coiling tighter in the face of her dismissal, until he cleared his throat. "Come, I want to show you the house."

She paused, then stood up reluctantly, following him without protest—after all, he was paying, the money already tucked away in her pocket, binding her to his whims in this strange, unspoken way.

Roger led the way, his heart pounding with a mix of lustful excitement and nervous energy, her presence behind him like a magnetic force pulling at every step. "You're already familiar with the kitchen," he said, gesturing vaguely toward it as they passed, his voice a bit too loud in the quiet house. He pointed to the guest bathroom next. "And you've seen this already—it's yours to use whenever." The living room came into view, where they'd just been sitting, and he waved a hand at it awkwardly. "Nothing new here, I suppose."

Fidgeting, unsure how to fill the time or hold her attention, he headed for the front door. "Did you see the yard? Come, I'll show you." He stepped outside into the lush, sun-dappled garden, the air fresh with the scent of mowed grass and blooming shrubs, the colonial house's gray clapboard exterior rising elegantly behind a winding brick pathway that curved through the verdant lawn, flanked by mature trees and neatly trimmed hedges—a picture of serene suburban beauty. He stood there like a schmuck, hands in his pockets, glancing back expectantly, but she remained at the threshold, not venturing out, just nodding faintly with that detached gaze.

"You see those chairs on the porch?" he continued, pointing to the pair of yellow cushioned seats under the covered entry. "You could sit here and just enjoy the view. I have a gardener who keeps everything looking so beautiful—this house, the whole yard, it's like a little paradise." His words tumbled out, laced with his underlying lust, the sight of her framed in the doorway only intensifying his obsession, but when he saw her lack of interest—her eyes glazing over slightly—he deflated and shuffled back inside. "Anyway, up after me," he said, almost commanding as he led her to the stairs, his chubby frame ascending with a slight huff.

On the second floor, Roger stepped into his study first—a messy room cluttered with shelves of law books, volumes on politics and history stacked haphazardly, an old leather chair in the corner, but no computer in sight, as he had always shunned them. “This is where I do my writing—columns for a magazine, that sort of thing,” he explained, hoping to impress as he turned to gesture at the shelves, pointing out a few favorites. But when he spun back around, she was no longer at the doorway. Instead, she had wandered off slowly down the hall, her bare feet padding softly against the hardwood floor.

The sight hit him like a fresh wave of lust. Those small, naturally perfect feet — delicate arches, smooth creamy skin, and unpainted toenails that were kept at just the right length — moved with such casual grace through his home. The nails had a healthy pinkish-white tip that gave them an effortless, almost French-pedicured look without any polish, each one sufficiently long and well-shaped, even the tiny little toenail bed looking attractively proportioned. Each step made her scandalously short, frayed cut-off jeans ride up a little higher on her youthful thighs, revealing even more of those tantalizing curves. She walked barefoot as if she already owned the place, completely comfortable, completely at ease. Roger couldn’t stop staring at her feet: the gentle flex of her soles, the way her bare toes spread slightly with each step, those naturally beautiful, buffed nails catching the light. They were so pretty, so feminine, so perfectly formed. The simple fact that she was walking around his house without shoes felt strangely intimate, almost possessive. He swallowed hard, suddenly aware of how dry his throat had become.

He hurried after her, his chubby frame moving faster than it had in years, his eyes fixed on the sway of her hips, the bare skin of her legs fueling his obsession, making his cock twitch painfully against his pants. She had reached the doorway of his bedroom, peeking inside with that detached curiosity, standing right in the frame as if claiming the space without a word.

"Oh, this—this is my bedroom," he stammered, rushing up behind her, his voice breathy with excitement and desire. He wanted to step inside to explain, but she blocked the way slightly, forcing him to brush past her—his arm grazing her soft, feminine side, the brief contact sending an electric erotic thrill straight through him, intensifying the bulge in his pants that he prayed she wouldn't notice. Flushed and desperate to hide it, he rushed ahead toward the window, facing outward as he opened it to let in a breeze, gesturing vaguely. "You see from here—the trees, the quiet street—it's peaceful." Turning back to her, his face still hot with a sudden boldness born of desperation and lust, he said, "I have an idea, but please don't laugh."

She raised an eyebrow slightly, her expression unchanging otherwise.

"How about if you become permanent here? Just stop working with that agency and come live with me. You get thirty dollars per hour, be here twenty-four hours a day—that's seven hundred and twenty dollars a day. Good money, right?"

"What do you mean?" she asked, her tone flat but with a hint of curiosity.

"I'm paying you to be with me," he blurted, then clarified hastily. "I mean, to do some cleaning here and there, some chores. As you can see, I'm a widower—three years now. I'm a very lonely person, you know? What do you want me to do, get a cat? I think you're a charming young girl, and you can continue studying your art or whatever. It's like... company."

"And this bedroom," he added, gesturing grandly, "you know what? I won't sleep here anymore. It's going to be yours."

She looked at him steadily. "And where will you sleep?"

"I'll sleep downstairs in the living room, on the couch," he replied without hesitation.

"Are you serious?"

"Yes, I'm serious." Eager to prove it, he went to the cupboard, pulling out fresh bed sheets. "Here, let me get rid of all this—new sheets for you. You won't have to even smell how it was. And I'll use the guest bathroom from now on. Don't worry about me." He gathered his toothbrush, a few toiletries, and some clothes, bundling them up. "I'm gonna prepare it right now. You just go back to the living room, let me arrange the room for you. Don't worry."

She stared at him as if he were crazy, her hazel-green eyes unreadable, then simply turned and left him alone in the room, her footsteps fading down the stairs.

Roger worked relentlessly in the bedroom, his chubby hands moving with uncharacteristic haste as he stripped the old sheets from the four-poster bed, bundling them into a hasty pile and shoving them into the hamper, then yanking fresh linens from the cupboard—crisp white cotton, untouched since his wife's passing. Sweat beaded on his forehead, his breath coming in short puffs, driven by a frantic lust-fueled urgency not to miss a single minute without her downstairs, as if her presence were a fleeting dream that might vanish if he lingered too long. He smoothed the new sheets with quick, jerky motions, tucking corners sloppily but efficiently, his mind racing with images of her small, perfect body claiming this space, stirring his arousal even as he hurried.

Finished in record time, he rushed down the stairs, taking them two at a time despite his heavy build, his heart already pounding with anticipation. But much to his surprise, the living room was empty—Abigail was nowhere in sight. His heart sank like a stone into icy water, a shock ripping through him that left him breathless, his face paling as panic set in. "Abigail?" he called out, his voice cracking. He darted to the kitchen, peering around the spotless counters she'd cleaned earlier—no sign. Then to the foyer, the guest bathroom, even flinging open the back door to scan the yard, the porch chairs empty under the dappled sunlight. He ran outside, circling the house frantically, checking the garden path and behind the hedges—wow, she was nowhere to be found. She was gone, vanished with his three hundred dollars tucked in her pocket.

He staggered back inside, feeling like an utter fool, his chest tightening with regret as the reality crashed over him. He'd crossed the line, been too pushy with his wild idea—offering her the bedroom, the money, the companionship like some desperate old man trying to buy affection. How he wished he hadn't arranged the bedsheets so fast, hadn't left her even one second without his watchful presence; he should have guarded her, kept her close, not trusted her to stay. Now she had disappeared, perhaps fleeing to the police—who knows what she'd say? That he'd harassed her, propositioned her? She must have had enough of him, his awkward attentions, his lust-disguised kindness. Of course, nobody loved him, nobody wanted him—that was the bitter truth, etched into his lonely existence. He hadn't done any harm to her, had he? He asked himself desperately, pacing the empty living room. Wasn't he nice? He'd prepared the sandwich, the coffee, served her like a devoted attendant, refilled her mug obsessively—just wanted her to rest, to feel good under his care, to let him serve her a little more. But no, he'd scared her off, and now the house felt emptier than ever.

In a surge of despair, he picked up the phone and dialed the cleaning agency, his fingers trembling as he gripped the receiver. When a polite but indifferent voice answered—"Bright Clean Services, how can I help?"—he blurted out, "This is Roger Whitfield. The girl you sent today, Abigail—she left suddenly. Where is she? I need to speak with her."

There was a pause, the sound of typing. "Sir, I'm sorry, but our cleaners operate independently once on site. We don't track their locations in real time. Did she complete the job satisfactorily?"

"No, that's not—listen, she was here, and then she just... vanished. I paid her extra, but I need her back. What's her phone number?"

"I'm afraid we can't share personal contact information for privacy reasons, Mr. Whitfield. But we can send someone else—there's a very nice guy available, strong and reliable, he can handle heavy lifting and get a lot done in five hours."

"No, I don't want a guy! I want her—Abigail. She's the one I need."

"We can't get a hold of her right now, sir. If she checks in, we'll note your request."

He gripped the phone tighter, his voice rising in anger. "The minute she arrives there or contacts you, tell her I'm looking for her. I want to know immediately—call me back."

"We'll pass along the message if she reaches out," the voice replied coolly, unmoved. "Is there anything else?"

Roger hung up angrily, slamming the receiver down, his face red with frustration and defeat. He sank onto the sofa, the despair washing over him in heavy waves. After a moment he rose and walked slowly to the guest bathroom. Her small bag with the change of clothes was gone — she had taken it with her. He returned to the living room and stood before the couch where she had sat. The cushion still held the faint indentation of her body. On the coffee table sat her half-drunk mug of coffee, lipstick faintly marking the rim, and a few crumbs from one of the home-baked cookies lingered on the plate beside it. These were the only traces left of her divine presence.

Roger picked up the mug with trembling hands, feeling the last remnants of warmth against his palm. He brought it to his nose and inhaled deeply — the faint scent of her lips mixed with the coffee, sweet and intimate, a ghost of the girl who had been here only minutes ago. He pressed his face into the cushion where she had been, breathing her in, the soft fabric still carrying the delicate warmth of her body and the faint trace of her perfume. The sadness hit him like a physical blow: such a youthful, beautiful girl had come into his home, sat right here, let him serve her, and then simply vanished without a hint of goodbye. She had slipped from his grasp, escaped the cage he had foolishly thought he could build around her with money and kindness. He had trusted her, believed she would stay, and she had simply taken the cash and run, leaving him hollowed out and alone.

The silence pressed down on him like a physical weight. He had wanted to serve her, to make her comfortable, to worship her in his own awkward way — paying for her time, making her life easier, giving her everything she might want. Now all that remained were these pathetic remnants: the mug, the crumbs, the empty indentation on the couch. The house felt emptier than ever, echoing with the crushing loneliness of his routines, his distant family, his fading memories. He wondered desperately if he would ever see her again.

6 p.m.

The hours that had passed since Abigail's departure dragged on like an eternity, during which Roger stopped doing anything at all, surrendering to the void. He lay sprawled on the sofa in a strange, undignified position—his knees risen awkwardly, legs dangling over the armrest as if his body had given up on propriety, his thick white-grey hair disheveled against the cushions. He cycled through waves of desperation, anger, and lust, then back to desperation again, his mind swirling in a daze as if he'd downed a bottle of whiskey, though he hadn't touched a drop. Her brief coming and abrupt going had shattered his fragile equilibrium, casting a harsh new perspective on his existence: his days, his routines, his very life were worth nothing without her enigmatic presence, but that was the cruel reality—she was gone, and there was absolutely nothing he could do about it, no verdict he could render to summon her back.

Just then, the doorbell chimed, piercing the heavy silence like a lifeline. Roger jumped up, his chubby frame propelled by a surge of hope, rushing to the front door with his heart hammering—hoping, praying it was her. It had to be her. He flung it open, and indeed, there she stood: now dressed in long jeans that hugged her slender legs, a simple shirt accentuating her understated femininity, holding a small backpack slung over one shoulder—likely packed with her clothes and essentials, a sign she was moving in.

He was speechless, his blunt features frozen in astonishment, but she didn't wait for a welcome; she simply stepped inside with her usual indifference, starting to walk toward the living room. "Where do I put this?" she asked flatly, gesturing to the bag.

"Oh, the bag—of course, let me," Roger stammered, snapping out of his stupor. "Make yourself comfortable on the sofa." He snatched the backpack from her and rushed upstairs to the bedroom, careful this time—throwing it inside without lingering, then bounding back down, his pulse racing with fear that she might evade him again, might escape while his back was turned. But no, she was still there, sitting calmly on the sofa, her long dark hair cascading over her shoulders, her hazel-green eyes fixed on nothing in particular.

When he realized—my god, she was sitting there, the princess had returned—it was the culmination of his tumultuous emotions, a floodgate bursting open. He approached her tentatively, his voice shaky. "Dinner, right? Dinner—this is what you need, right? Dinner."

As the words tumbled out, his turmoil peaked; all of a sudden, his voice cracked, and he started crying like a child, tears streaming down his lined cheeks while he stood there, waiting for her answer on what she wanted to eat. The sobs wracked his heavy frame, and in a moment of complete unraveling, he fell to his knees before her, holding out his hands in supplication. "Excuse me," he gasped between tears, "I'm not proud of this... you know, it's a little bit scary, right?" It was an overreaction that would have horrified the stern judge he once was—a man supposed to handle crises with gravity—but here he was, completely undone, broken by the whirlwind of lust and longing she'd ignited.

She looked at him with some sort of intrigue, her large almond-shaped eyes widening slightly as she tilted her head to one side, studying his breakdown with the detached fascination one might give an animal performing an unexpected trick—curious but untouched, watching this old man's tears like an odd, unfolding drama. But she remained emotionally detached, not connected to his pain, not understanding the fuss—why this stranger was crumbling before her.

He kept talking through the tears, explaining in a rush. "I mean, you were gone, and I thought... I thought you weren't coming back ever again. That I'd never see you, that you were done with me..."

She tilted her head faintly. "I went to fetch my clothes."

He wiped his eyes, sniffling. "So you're staying, right? You're staying with me?"

"Yes," she said simply. "We said so, no?"

Roger nodded vigorously, relief washing over him like a balm, though the emotional storm lingered. Understanding there was no point in pressing her for more — her answers were sparse, her communication minimal — he turned on the TV for her, flipping to a light entertainment channel she might like, then rushed to the kitchen, his mind already whirling with ways to please her. He prepared a quick dinner — grilled chicken with steamed vegetables and fluffy rice, something hearty yet simple that he hoped would delight her — and brought it out on a tray with fresh coffee, milk and two sugars as before. "Here you are, Abigail — is this good? Does it look appetizing?" he asked, his voice eager and servant-like as he set the tray before her, hovering nearby like a devoted attendant.

She nodded faintly, a subtle amusement beginning to flicker across her harmonious features—her full lips curving just slightly, her hazel-green eyes softening with a quiet intrigue—as she picked up the fork and took a small bite, gradually settling into the role of being served hand and foot, her indifference easing into a nascent pleasure, as if discovering the effortless luxury of it all. Roger adjusted the blanket over her legs without prompting, tucking it gently. "Is it a bit chilly? Let me warm you up—there, better?" he murmured, seeking her confirmation with a hopeful glance, then refilling her mug the moment it dipped low, tweaking the thermostat for her comfort, fetching an extra napkin or utensil before she could even think to ask—this time, he didn't dare sit next to her, having learned his lesson that such proximity might overwhelm him or push her away.

He hovered instead, a unidirectional stream of service, his lust simmering beneath the attentiveness, feeling more complete in this role than he had in years—submissive, below her, reveling in the act of making her happy, for what else did he have in his life? No goals, no passions, just this beautiful bird that had landed in his house, stirring his deepest needs to serve, to give her pleasure without expectation. In his mind, her sheer beauty meant she never had to exert effort; the world arranged itself around her, and now he was amplifying that, convinced he was providing the service of her life, her faint amusement confirming it as she nibbled slowly, watching the screen with growing ease. "Is there anything—absolutely anything—that you want me to do for you? Anything at all?" he ventured carefully, not exaggerating to avoid annoying her like some clingy leech, his thoughts racing with caution even as his enamored heart swelled.

She paused, nodding approvingly at the food, then said softly, "Do you still have those cookies from before?"

"Oh, yes—of course!" Roger exclaimed, completely enamored, rushing back to the kitchen to fetch them, plating a fresh batch and returning with a beam, thrilled by her small request as if it were a royal decree, her responses brief and unengaged yet laced with that emerging, amused pleasure, making his service feel all the more fulfilling in her quiet world.

Roger hovered nearby as Abigail finished her meal, his eyes darting to her with barely concealed lust, the way her full lips parted for each bite stirring him deeply. "Is the chicken tender enough? More rice, perhaps?" he asked, his voice servile and hopeful, seeking any sign of approval. She nodded faintly, a subtle shift in her expression—her arched brows relaxing, a hint of amusement playing at the corners of her mouth—as she savored another forkful, gradually leaning into the pampering, her indifference warming to a quiet enjoyment of being tended to without effort.

"The coffee—still hot? Let me top it up," he continued, refilling her mug with care, his hands steady despite the simmering desire beneath. "And if it's a bit chilly, I'll adjust the thermostat again—there, warmer now?" She glanced at him briefly, nodding her confirmation, her hazel-green eyes holding a spark of intrigue, as if the novelty of this unrelenting service was beginning to please her, her beauty requiring no exertion on her part, the world—or at least this old man—bending to her whims.

He felt a profound completeness in it, submissive and fulfilled, positioned below her in his own mind as her devoted servant, his lust triggered by the act of making her happy; what else did he have, after all? No goals, no fire—until this beautiful bird had alighted in his home, and now he poured himself into pleasing her, convinced her faint amusement meant he was giving her the service of her life. "Is there anything—absolutely anything—you want me to do for you? Anything at all?" he ventured softly, careful not to overdo it, not to cling like a leech and risk annoying her, his thoughts a whirlwind of restraint even as his enamored gaze lingered.

Seeing her relax further, the steam of the coffee curling around her delicate features, Roger suggested tentatively, "Perhaps you'd like to take a shower? Freshen up after the day?"

Her eyes brightened slightly, a rare spark of genuine interest crossing her face—she seemed quite happy about it, nodding as she set down her mug. Without a word, she stood and headed straight for the guest bathroom downstairs, the one she knew from earlier.

"Oh, no, no, no, no, no," Roger interjected quickly, hurrying after her, his voice eager and guiding. "You'll take the bath upstairs, of course—of course. The one adjacent to your bed, to what used to be my bedroom. It's much nicer—spacious, with everything you need."

She turned, ascending the stairs with her effortless grace, her long jeans swishing softly, and he followed close behind, his lust mounting with each step, the proximity to her intoxicating. As they reached the master bathroom, he pointed out the amenities breathlessly. "You have soaps here—lavender and unscented—and shampoos, conditioners, everything I left for you except my toothbrush and a few things. Towels in the cabinet, fresh ones."

"That's fine," she said flatly, her tone hinting that it was time for him to leave, her detached gaze brushing over him like a command.

He backed out reluctantly, closing the door behind him, but lingered in the bedroom instead of leaving entirely—the knowledge that she was in the adjacent room, stripping down, stepping under the water, sent waves of arousal crashing through him. She was completely naked there, her slender body glistening under the spray, steam rising around her smooth light skin, her dark hair wet and clinging— the mere thought was unbearably erotic, his cock straining against his pants as he paced quietly, imagining the water tracing her subtle curves, her small breasts, the harmonious lines of her form like a nymph in a private ritual, her feminine scent soon to mingle with the soap's fragrance, filling the air with an intoxicating allure.

A few minutes later, he heard the water running, the shower's hum vibrating through the wall, heightening his torment, his breath shallow with lustful fixation.

"Roger!" her voice shouted suddenly from inside.

He froze— she shouldn't know he was lingering there, listening—so he bolted out of the bedroom, shouting from afar down the hall. "Yes? What is it, Abigail?"

"Where is the towel?"

"Oh, the towel!" He rushed downstairs to the guest bathroom, grabbing two fluffy, oversized ones—soft and white, the best he had—and bounded back up, his heart racing. "They're here," he called, approaching the slightly ajar door.

She snatched them from his hand through the crack, her annoyance palpable in the sharp tug, steam billowing out like a veil, carrying the warm, feminine scent of her freshly washed skin—clean, subtly floral, utterly arousing.

Finally, she emerged from the bathroom, the room thick with steam that wafted into the bedroom, enveloping her like a misty aura. She was wrapped in one towel, the fabric clinging to her damp body, hinting at the naked perfection beneath—her smooth light skin glowing, her narrow neck and slim shoulders exposed, the towel's edge teasing the tops of her thighs, her subtle femininity on full, confident display. Another towel turbaned her head, her long dark hair hidden but her face bare of makeup, raw and breathtaking: large almond-shaped hazel-green eyes clear and piercing, full lips naturally flushed, her oval features harmonious and childlike yet profoundly adult in their allure, a nymph fresh from the waters, radiating an effortless sexuality that made Roger's breath catch, his lust surging to painful heights as the scent of her—warm, clean woman mingled with soap—filled his senses, confident in her near-nudity beside him, as if his presence were inconsequential.

He stood transfixed, unable to tear his eyes away, the steam curling around her like an erotic haze.

She met his gaze with those almond eyes, steady and unyielding. "Let's set a small rule here. When I'm half-decent, when I'm not wearing clothes, I don't allow you to look at me."

"Of course, of course," he stammered, immediately dropping his eyes to the ground, his face burning with a mix of shame and intensified desire. "Absolutely, it's not a problem at all."

Without another word, she walked past him like that—towel-clad, nothing else—descending the stairs with casual poise, her bare feet silent on the steps, and settled back onto the sofa. She picked up her phone, browsing lazily, her towel-draped form relaxed and commanding in its vulnerability, instructing him with her mere presence, arousing him beyond measure as he followed at a respectful distance, his submission deepening in the face of her indifferent power.

It was then that Roger rushed after her, his chubby frame moving with desperate instinct, dropping to his knees in front of the sofa without a second thought, eyes fixed on the floor so as not to break her new rule. “Is there anything—absolutely anything—that you need from me?” he asked, voice trembling with submissive eagerness. “Really, don’t be shy to ask. I’m okay with that.”

Abigail paused her lazy scrolling, her towel-wrapped body relaxed against the cushions, steam still faintly rising from her skin. “Yes, in fact,” she said flatly, as if the request were the most ordinary thing in the world. “Bring me my sketchbook and pencils. They’re in the backpack upstairs.”

He obeyed instantly, scrambling to his feet and hurrying up the stairs, returning moments later with the thick drawing block and a handful of pencils. She took them without looking up, settling the block on her lap and beginning to draw with smooth, confident strokes.

Roger disappeared into the kitchen again and returned with a steaming mug of herbal tea—fresh mint leaves steeped gently, sweetened with just a touch of honey. “I don’t know if you’re a tea drinker,” he said softly, placing it on the coffee table within easy reach, “but I think you’re going to enjoy this. It’s mint with a little honey to give it flavor. It’s so good.”

She nodded once, still absorbed in her drawing, the pencil moving steadily across the thick paper. Roger stood quietly for a moment, then dared to glance at the page. She was sketching a dog—remarkably lifelike, every strand of fur rendered with delicate precision, the eyes alive with depth and character. Such talent in someone so young, so breathtakingly beautiful; the sight only deepened the ache of lust and reverence inside him.

He sank to his knees again in front of her, hands clasped in supplication. “I want to suggest something,” he began, voice low and reverent, “but really you don’t have to agree. It’s just… my pleasure.”

Abigail continued drawing, not even glancing at him, her tone carrying the faintest edge of impatience. “Go on.”

“It would bring me lots of pleasure,” he whispered, cheeks burning, “and I hope it might bring you some too… if you allow me just to massage your feet. I’m very good at it. I studied it once.”

She shrugged, the movement barely disturbing the towel around her body, her pencil never stopping. “Yes. Why not.”

A thrill of submissive ecstasy surged through Roger as he remained on his knees, waiting for her to finish her current line before gently reaching for one of her bare feet, the first intimate contact he had ever been granted.

Roger very gently took her small right foot into both of his large, trembling hands. The moment he cradled it, a jolt of pure lust shot through him. It was so tiny, so perfectly formed—barely longer than his palm—yet exquisitely proportioned, the arch high and delicate, the skin impossibly smooth and creamy even after a day of walking barefoot across floors and cleaning. The faint, warm scent of her recent shower still clung to it: soft feminine soap, a trace of lavender, and something deeper, unmistakably her. The five little toes were dainty, perfectly aligned, the nails short and natural, unpainted, gleaming with the moisture of the bath. His cock throbbed painfully hard against the confines of his pants, straining as though it might burst at the mere sight of her bare foot resting so trustingly in his lap.

He began to massage, pressing his thumbs slowly into the warm, yielding sole, working the ball of her foot in firm, reverent circles. The flesh was supple, almost buttery, giving way beneath his touch with a silky resilience that made his breath catch. He kneaded deeper, rolling each tiny toe between his fingers, stroking the sensitive skin between them until a soft, involuntary giggle floated down from above.

“It’s a little bit ticklish,” she murmured, the sound light and amused, almost surprised.

Roger froze for a heartbeat, shocked by the sound of her laughter, but he dared not look up—her rule still burned in his mind—so he simply held her foot more firmly and continued, his thumbs gliding along the arch with slow, worshipful pressure. She sighed, a small, contented sound, and he felt her shift. The sketchbook slid from her lap onto the cushion beside her; she leaned back fully against the sofa, stretching her legs a little more toward him, surrendering to the sensation.

He glanced up then, unable to resist. Her eyes were half-closed, lashes heavy, lips parted in quiet bliss. She looked hypnotized, as if the simple act of having her feet tended to had melted something inside her. The sight sent another fierce pulse through his aching cock.

“Is this… your first time?” he whispered, voice hoarse. “Has anyone ever massaged your feet before?”

She gave no answer, only a faint, dreamy smile, eyes drifting shut again as she sank deeper into the pleasure.

The words spilled out of him then, unstoppable, overwhelming. “You defeated me,” he breathed, still working her foot with reverent care. “I am defeated. I admit it. I am completely defeated by you. You took over my soul in the blink of a second, and now… now I feel like your utter servant. I will do anything you want. Anything at all.”

She made no correction. She did not laugh, did not tell him he was ridiculous. She simply lay there, eyes closed, a faint, satisfied curve on her lips, letting his confession wash over her like warm water. The money—seven hundred and twenty dollars a day for nothing more than existing—must have felt like the most natural thing in the world to her. In his mind, she was entitled to it all: the house, the service, the old man on his knees. Her beauty had always made the world bend; now he was simply the latest to kneel.

He could not stop himself. The need was too strong, too primal. Still massaging with one hand, he lowered his head and brushed his lips reverently against the warm, silky instep of her foot. Then another kiss, and another—soft, worshipful pecks along the arch, the ball, the delicate curve beneath her toes. Each one was a silent vow of surrender.

Only this morning she had walked into his house as a cleaner. Now, barely twelve hours later, he was on his knees, kissing her bare feet like a slave, his heart pounding with the most exquisite submission he had ever known. She had said almost nothing, asked for almost nothing, and yet she owned him completely—because she was young, because she was beautiful, because she was feminine in a way that required no effort at all. And in that effortless dominance, she had become his entire world.

As Roger lay prone on the floor, face down in complete submission, his lips pressed soft, reverent kisses to the warm, flawless instep of her foot while his thumbs kneaded the tender base with worshipful devotion — the smooth, creamy skin yielding like silk under his touch, her petite toes curling slightly in response — he felt a sudden shift. Her foot moved, not gently, but with a casual, dismissive flick, kicking him aside as if he were nothing more than an inconvenient piece of furniture, a rug to be nudged out of the way. The demeaning force of it sent a shameful thrill through him. She hadn’t even looked at him. She hadn’t needed to. That complete indifference, that total lack of acknowledgment, made him feel small and unworthy — and that very feeling made his cock throb even harder with submissive arousal.

She stood then, her beautiful feet—small, perfect, the arches high and natural, toes dainty and unadorned—planting firmly on the floor before him. He dared not look up, his gaze fixed on those flawless soles, but as she started to move, he found himself in her path; another light kick from her foot pushed him aside, effortless and dismissive, sending a thrill of submissive humiliation through his core, his cock throbbing harder at the casual dominance she wielded without a word.

Abigail walked toward the stairs, her bare feet padding softly yet purposefully on the hardwood, leaving him prone and scrambling to trail after her. Did he do something wrong? The question burned in his mind as he followed, his eyes locked on her heels, the subtle flex of her arches with each step fueling his obsession. Had the kisses been too much? He hadn't licked, just pecked reverently—surely that wasn't the offense. Or was it his confession, admitting he was defeated, her utter servant? Maybe she wasn't into female domination at all—surely not, what a stupid thing to assume. He blamed himself fiercely, the self-reproach twisting with his unrelenting lust, making him ache to beg for forgiveness, to ask what it meant, what had happened, but he dared not speak, dared not disrupt her indifferent march up the stairs.

Why was he so concerned about her feelings, her thoughts? The beautiful girl who had ignited everything in him—his purpose, his desire, his willingness to give her absolutely everything—now strode ahead like a queen, her silence a wall he couldn't breach. As she reached the main bedroom—his former sanctuary, now hers—she entered without a backward glance, no goodnight, no acknowledgment, simply closing the door behind her with a firm click, followed by the unmistakable turn of the lock.

Roger was left outside, frozen in the hallway, his heart pounding with a storm of lust, fear, and obsession. Had he ruined it all? Would she leave in the morning, taking his soul with her? Or was this just her way—indifferent, entitled, dominant without trying—drawing him deeper into submission? The questions tormented him, his body still humming from the taste of her feet, the rejection a cruel aphrodisiac that left him desperate for more, hanging on the precipice of what tomorrow might bring.


Compulsive Obsession

Two weeks later, 10:00 a.m., Roger Whitfield's House, Kentwood, MA

In the two weeks that followed Abigail's arrival, a peculiar rhythm settled over Roger Whitfield's house, transforming it from a mausoleum of solitude into a shrine of unspoken devotion. Abigail, ostensibly hired as a housekeeper, never lifted a finger to clean. Roger forbade it, insisting instead that he handle every chore himself—and with a fervor he had never known before. The floors gleamed brighter, the counters shone spotless, the linens were pressed with meticulous care. It thrilled him, this labor, knowing that while he scrubbed and swept, she lounged in effortless repose, her presence alone justifying the effort. For her, the arrangement was a windfall: thirty dollars an hour, around the clock, amounting to seven hundred and twenty dollars each day, simply for existing in his world. Girls her age rarely commanded such sums, and her initial wariness—that he might be some lurking pervert—faded as she came to see him for what he was: harmless, almost pitiable, a man who craved nothing more than the privilege of her company, paid for in cash and ceaseless service.

She had no prior encounter with the concepts of submission or female domination; the words "femdom" meant nothing to her young, uninitiated mind. Yet Roger introduced her to it all unwittingly, simply by existing at her feet. From that first bewildering evening when he knelt before her, weeping and pledging his servitude, she had stared down at him with mild confusion, unsure how to process a grown man crumbling so completely. But over the days that followed, a quiet, almost lazy pleasure had settled in her chest — the strange satisfaction of watching someone arrange his entire world around her comfort, without her ever needing to ask or even care.

Foot massages became a daily ritual, sometimes repeated several times, his hands reverent on her small, flawless soles. She never asked for them, but she never refused them either. Over the days he noticed her toes beginning to flex and curl under his touch—small, involuntary movements that told him her body was responding even when her face showed nothing. Once, during a particularly long session, her eyes drifted shut and a soft, almost inaudible sigh escaped her parted lips, and Roger’s heart nearly stopped. Soon the ritual expanded: he began giving her pedicures, carefully painting her dainty toes in soft pinks and nudes while kneeling before her like a personal nail technician. She would sit above him, legs crossed, texting her friends on her phone and barely glancing down, treating the whole scene as nothing more than a pleasant background to her day. From cleaning girl to princess to goddess — she accepted it all without a word of thanks, her quiet entitlement growing more natural with every stroke of the brush.

Her beauty amplified everything: that dark, glossy hair framing her delicate features, those muted green-hazel eyes that held a world unto themselves. She understood, on some instinctive level, the power she wielded over him, an exaggeration of the entitlement she had always known. Men had forever bent to her whims, offering company, favors, whatever she desired without her needing to ask. But Roger's lust was a force unto itself, raw and consuming, driving him to such extremes that it both amused and affirmed her.

Every morning began the same: she would request the seven hundred and twenty dollars laid out on the table upfront, a crisp stack of bills that he provided without hesitation. He cooked her every meal, laundered her clothes with the care of a devotee handling sacred relics, and chauffeured her to and from the community college. The house became hers in all but name. She wandered its rooms in scandalously short cut-off jeans or simple tees, leaving her bedroom door ajar with the silent rule that he was never to look when she was undressed. For much of the day she was gone, sitting through classes that barely held her interest, but whenever she returned she would kick off her shoes, stretch out on the couch or armchair, and lose herself in her sketchbook. Roger noticed how her face softened the moment her pencil touched the paper. He began to love that small, private smile she wore when she was drawing — the only time her usual calm indifference warmed into something almost pleased. It made his chest tighten with a strange, painful joy: the knowledge that he was the one enabling this quiet pleasure of hers, even if she never thanked him for it.

Upon her return each afternoon, the ritual resumed: she would kick off her shoes, scattering them carelessly across the floor, and he would gather them like sacred offerings. Sometimes, when he carried them to her room and knew she wasn’t watching, he couldn’t resist pressing one of her warm flats to his face for a secret, guilty breath — the faint, intimate scent of her feet sending a fresh jolt of shame and arousal through him. Then he would kneel to massage her soles. Over the days, her enjoyment had grown more open. She would sigh softly, flex her toes against his palms, and occasionally glance down at him with a faint, lazy smile — the kind of quiet pleasure someone feels when a warm bath is drawn exactly to their liking. She had discovered, without any real surprise, that her mere existence could bring a grown man to his knees. It felt as natural and unremarkable to her as warm sunlight on her skin.

Meanwhile, Roger's lust burned unchecked, a fire he could neither extinguish nor conceal entirely. When her back was turned, he grew achingly hard, his hand sometimes stealing to stroke himself in furtive moments, his mind flooded with visions of her slender, fragile body—so small and delicate, her bones seeming as soft and yielding as a child's, though she was undeniably a woman at eighteen. He followed her with his eyes relentlessly, unable to tear his gaze away, even as it unsettled her; whenever she looked up, there he was, devouring her with that insatiable hunger. To him, she was perfection incarnate, a living masterpiece in his home, and the cost—over ten thousand dollars in those fourteen days—mattered not at all. What else was there to live for?

Deep in the hidden corners of his heart, Roger nursed a fragile hope that it was more than the money drawing her back each day. If he served impeccably, if he proved his kindness and devotion, perhaps she would open up, see him as something beyond a benefactor. Maybe, just maybe, it could lead to intimacy—the kind men shared with women, a physical union that his lust craved above all. He told himself he wasn't so unappealing: not that bad-looking, distinguished even, with his thick white-grey hair and air of faded authority. But it was self-deception, pure and painful; he was chubby, out of shape, seventy years old—a man whose desires clashed grotesquely with reality. Still, the illusion sustained him, fueling the cycle of obsession and quiet torment that defined those two weeks.

---

If an unsuspecting visitor had stepped into Roger Whitfield's colonial home that morning, the sight in the living room would have defied explanation—a tableau so bizarre it bordered on the surreal. There, on the low coffee table that typically held newspapers and remote controls, Roger knelt utterly naked on all fours, his large, chubby frame contorted in deliberate humiliation. His ass was thrust high into the air, as far as his aging body could manage, while his back arched deeply downward, stomach sagging toward the polished wood beneath him. Sweat beaded on his weathered skin, and his thick white-grey hair hung slightly disheveled from the effort of holding the pose. His cock, rigid with unrelenting lust, pointed stiffly upward, untouched yet throbbing from the sheer intensity of the moment. He had been frozen like this for nearly an hour, every muscle straining, his breath shallow and ragged.

Across from him, seated comfortably in a deep armchair with her legs crossed casually, Abigail focused intently on her sketch block. Her pencil moved with fluid precision across the paper, capturing lines and shadows in her understated, talented way. She wore simple shorts and a loose tee, her dark hair falling sleekly over one shoulder, her green-hazel eyes narrowed in concentration. It wasn't her idea to draw him; Roger had orchestrated the entire charade that morning, after laying out a thousand dollars in crisp bills on the kitchen table—far more than her daily rate, but he insisted it was for the "art." He had gushed about her gift, how remarkable her sketches were, claiming he wanted a piece to frame and hang in his study as a testament to her talent. But that was a flimsy pretext. What he truly craved was this: to strip bare before her, exposing every sagging inch of his seventy-year-old body, and to bask in the rare gift of her undivided attention. For once, she had to look at him—not at her phone, not at the wall or the TV, but directly at him, her gaze tracing his form as she rendered it on paper. It ignited his lust like nothing else, a fire that burned hotter with every passing minute.

Roger's eyes remained locked on her throughout, drinking in the subtle curve of her full lips, which today held a faint, amused tilt—different from her usual indifferent flatness. That amusement only deepened his humiliation, sending waves of self-loathing and arousal crashing through him. He felt exposed, ridiculous, yet profoundly alive in his submission.

She paused, switching pencils with a soft click, her expression detached yet absorbed.

“You’re forgetting again,” she said, and this time there was something different in her voice—not warmth exactly, but a sharpness that carried the faintest edge of enjoyment, the tone of someone who had discovered she liked giving orders more than she expected. “Lift your ass higher. And tilt your head to the left.” Her eyes flicked up from the page for just a second—not to his face but to the arch of his back, the strain of his muscles, the ridiculous vulnerability of his pose—and the corner of her mouth twitched upward before she returned to her sketch.

He obeyed instantly, adjusting his pose with a grunt, his heavy frame shifting on the table. "Yeah, I tend to forget," he replied, his voice breathy and eager. "It's not natural, but that's how I wanted it—like, you know, as if I'm a girl, with my buttocks up like this and my stomach down."

He started giggling then, a nervous, self-deprecating sound that bubbled up uncontrollably. "I feel like I'm a Playboy playmate, arching my back like this."

She didn't laugh, didn't even glance at him with warmth. "Well, if you start moving again, I'll have to stop this."

"Okay, okay, okay," he stammered, the giggles fading into silence. "I'm quiet. I'm quiet now."

She resumed drawing with that same cool concentration, her pencil scratching faintly against the paper. In his mind, Roger spun fantasies of domination: she saw him not as a man, but as an object—an experiment in light and angles, mere furniture to serve her artistic whims. He conveniently forgot that he had initiated all of this, that the money was his bribe for her participation. Instead, he imagined her commanding him, forcing this degradation upon him. On purpose, he would twitch slightly—scratching his nose or leaning onto his elbows—just to provoke her.

"No, no, you moved again," she said mildly, a hint of exasperation in her tone. "I can't concentrate like that."

The scolding sent a thrill through him, his cock twitching harder, his lust swelling to unbearable levels. How he wished she would rise from her chair, approach him, and deliver a firm pat to his raised ass—some physical assertion of her control. But she never did. She remained seated, depriving him of any human connection, her cold detachment a exquisite torment that only made him crave her more. In her indifference, she wielded a power she didn't even acknowledge, reducing him to this: a naked, humiliated devotee, aching for the slightest scrap of her regard.

As the minutes stretched on, Abigail's pencil finally stilled. She set it down with a soft clack against the sketch block, her expression unchanging. "Okay, I'm done. Wanna see?"

Roger sprang up immediately, his naked body slick with sweat, eager to close the distance and stand beside her, perhaps brush against her in the process. But she anticipated it, extending her arm to hand him the page at a safe remove, her gaze already drifting elsewhere. He took it carefully, standing there exposed next to her armchair, his eyes scanning the drawing. It was remarkably lifelike—photorealistic in style, capturing every blunt line of his face, the sag of his heavy midsection, the arch of his back in that humiliating pose. The details were uncanny: the creases in his skin, the shadows playing across his form, even the faint veins on his rigid cock.

"Wow, this is absolutely amazing," he breathed, his voice thick with feigned admiration. "You're using a photorealistic style, right? Very accurate—it's so close to a photograph. And my face... that's really me."

He glanced up from the page, searching her expression for some sign of flattery, a spark of pleasure at his praise. That was all he truly wanted—to make her happy, to draw even a flicker of warmth from her. But when he looked, she was already absorbed in her phone, thumb scrolling idly, as if he weren't there at all.

"I want you to shower," she said without lifting her eyes.

He blinked, realizing then how he must appear—sweaty, disheveled, his scent probably clinging to the air around her. "Yes, of course, ma'am," he replied instantly, the honorific slipping out as it had for the past week, despite the absurdity of addressing an eighteen-year-old who could be his granddaughter with such deference. He hurried off to the guest bathroom, the one he had relegated himself to since surrendering the master suite to her.

Under the hot spray, he scrubbed vigorously, emerging refreshed and determined. He dressed in his best underwear—loose, comfortable boxer shorts in a bold plaid pattern, crisscrossed lines of blue and white that strained slightly over his chubby frame—and pulled on a simple orange t-shirt that clung to his broad shoulders. It was his attempt at presentability, a small bid for dignity before what he planned next.

He returned to the living room, dropping to his knees before her armchair with a tremor that shook his entire body. It could have been the chill of the air on his damp skin, or the lingering coolness from the shower, but more likely it was the proximity to her—the intoxicating nearness of her slender form, her flawless feet tucked casually beneath her. His heart pounded as he gathered his courage.

"I wanted to ask you something," he said, his voice quivering with excitement.

She raised her beautiful green-hazel eyes to meet his, a rare privilege that sent a jolt through him.

"I hope you won't be angry," he continued, the words tumbling out in a rush, "but this is something I've been thinking about and craving for a long time. It's something I really want to do, and actually, it's good for you—"

Her annoyance flashed briefly, a subtle furrow in her brow at the drawn-out prelude. "Then say it."

He swallowed hard. "Well, you know, in the world of female domination, men are typically in this chastity device. I mean, they can't climax without her permission. I know you don't understand it, but just think about it. It's some sort of device—"

She rolled her eyes, her attention shifting back to her phone, fingers tapping the screen.

"No, no, don't think negatively immediately, please," he pleaded. "Please listen. It locks me so I can't be hard—you know what I mean? Because, for example, earlier when you drew me, I was hard like that, and maybe it's not proper for you to see me like this."

He scrambled for justifications, anything to frame it as beneficial to her, skirting the truth: that he yearned for her to hold the key, to control him utterly. "So it's for your safety."

At the word "safety," her eyes snapped back to him, sharp and menacing. She didn't care about his convoluted explanations; he was a means to an end, a source of easy money. But if this implied any threat, she'd be gone in an instant.

"No, no, no, you don't get it," he backpedaled frantically. "It's not a must, really. You don't have to agree, and you know I'm a very good puppy—I wouldn't do anything. It's just that it increases your safety."

She paused, her expression flattening. "Okay, so what is it?"

"Well, it's called a chastity device, and I'm just putting it on my... on my cock. Want me to show you?"

"Don't show me," she cut him off sharply. "I'm not interested. So what, you wear it?"

"Yes," he said eagerly. "And then I give you the key."

"Okay, and what if I lose the key?"

"No, no, you're not supposed to lose the key, because then I'm locked forever. I'd have to go to a locksmith or something to get it off. So you have to keep it safe. Do you... do you have it? I mean, are you okay with that?"

She shrugged indifferently. "Yes."

His face lit up. "Do you want to see how I'm wearing it?"

She interrupted mid-sentence: "No."

"Okay, so I'll go and put it on if it's okay with you."

"Well, I don't mind."

He rushed off again, retrieving the device he had bought in advance and prepared in secret. It took only moments to secure it—the cold metal enclosing him, the click of the lock a thrill that made his confined arousal ache. He returned, kneeling once more, and extended the small key toward her on his open palm.

She took it between two fingers, held it up for a moment, and a tiny, lazy smile touched the corner of her mouth — the same quiet, satisfied look she got when he brought her favorite sweets or massaged the exact spot on her foot that made her sigh.

"It seems like you're a little bit happy with this, no?" he asked, voice shaking.

She slipped the key into her pocket, then gave him the smallest amused smile. "I like it that you are locked for me."

Those words were ecstasy. Recognition that his submission pleased her, even in the smallest way, sent him soaring. He collapsed prone on the floor, pressing fervent kisses to her flawless feet. "It makes me so happy to hear that it pleasures you," he murmured against her skin. "So happy, so happy."

She endured it for a beat, then kicked him lightly aside. "Go prepare my lunch. You're wasting time here."

20 minutes later

Roger waited patiently until she finished her dessert, watching from his kneeling position as she savored the last spoonful of the parfait, the berries staining her full lips a faint red. She dabbed them delicately with the napkin he had provided, her movements unhurried and regal, before setting it aside. Roger remained silent, not wanting to bug her further, his eyes tracing the smooth lines of her legs in quiet reverence. Only when she leaned back, content, did he rise quietly to clear the table—gathering the empty bowl, the salad plate, and the iced tea glass onto the tray with trembling care. He returned moments later with a damp cloth, wiping the low coffee table clean in smooth, circular motions, erasing every crumb and smudge as if purifying an altar.

Now, he thought, the moment felt right. She was ready; he was ready. It was now or never—the perfect alignment of her calm and his resolve. Heart hammering in his chest, he raised his head slowly from her feet to her face, gauging her mood with the caution of a devotee approaching a goddess. She looked contented, at peace, a soft smile playing on her lips as she watched something amusing on the TV, her green-hazel eyes alight with quiet interest. The sight of her like this—serene, beautiful, utterly unattainable—only fueled his lust, making his caged cock strain anew against its confines. Clutching the sheaf of documents in his trembling hands—the official letter from the government and the registration papers—he coughed lightly to clear his throat, the sound betraying his nerves, and spoke in the third person, a submissive's way of objectifying himself further. "Do you mind if this slave says something important to you?"

Even in his deference, attuned as he tried to be—not suffocating her with attention as before—it grated on her. She raised an eyebrow, on the verge of annoyance, leaning back as if he'd shattered the pleasant bubble of her TV viewing. Her gaze shifted to him, cool and expectant. "Now what?"

"I'm so sorry, ma'am, for interrupting," he stammered, his voice quivering. "But this is something so big—something I've worked on from the day you came here. It's a decision I made, and I don't regret it."

Her annoyance deepened, a subtle furrow in her brow. "Could you get straight to the point?"

He swallowed hard. "The point is that I've transferred this house to your ownership."

She stared at him as if he'd fallen from the sky, her head tilting slightly. "What do you mean?"

"Yes," he rushed on, eager to explain, unfolding the papers and holding them out for her to see. "I registered it, filled out all the documents, and earlier today I got this confirmation letter from the government—look, here it is, all in your name. This house belongs to you now. I even replaced the nameplate outside—it says 'Abigail's Home.' It's yours, actually. I don't own it anymore. I'm just living here with you at your behest, my queen. You can do whatever you want with it." He placed the documents on the low coffee table before her, the proof laid bare for her inspection.

She blinked, processing, a mix of wonder and amusement flickering across her face—the first time she'd shown such curiosity. She let out a soft laugh, tilting her head further. "Um, are you crazy?"

"No, I'm not," he replied earnestly, his hands clasped in supplication. "I've gathered all sorts of wealth during my life, and this house was built with love over many years. But since we're developing some sort of relationship here, I wanted to show you that I'm serious about it."

"What relationship?" she asked, her tone flat, though laced with that faint amusement.

He trembled as he spoke, his lust and obsession bubbling up. "Perhaps, Your Highness, you don't grasp it fully—you think it's just easy money, that you're providing expensive babysitting services. But I'm telling you, I know, and God has shown me, that this is more. I know you enjoy it. I know you want me as your utter slave."

Her expression shifted, a hint of wariness creeping in, as if she suddenly feared he might truly be unhinged. Before she could respond, he pressed on. "I am completely sane, and I'm telling you—if you were in my shoes, you'd do the same. There's no meaning to this big house without you, without being in your orbit. It fulfills me to be your slave."

She paused, realizing now the gravity of his words, her amusement returning with a pragmatic edge. "You mean I can do whatever? Live here?"

He nodded vigorously.

"And sell it? Buy another?"

"Yes," he affirmed, his voice steady despite the pounding in his chest.

She absorbed it, a spark of genuine happiness lighting her eyes—the entitlement he'd always sensed in her blooming into quiet satisfaction. "Well, thank you."

It was the first time she'd thanked him, that small word carrying immense weight, a rare acknowledgment that pierced him like ecstasy. His lust surged, humbled by her casual acceptance of his grand sacrifice.

She then took her phone from the armrest, her slender fingers dancing across the screen with rapid, effortless taps—likely WhatsApp, messaging friends or family, perhaps even sharing the absurd news of her sudden homeownership. Roger couldn't be sure, but he followed the mesmerizing blur of her typing, those delicate hands moving with a grace that captivated him. A light amusement sparkled in her green-hazel eyes, a warmth she reserved for those in her inner circle, never for him. It was rare, this glimpse into her private world, and it stirred a quiet ache in him, a reminder of the vast distance between them.

Once she set the phone aside, that contented, amused expression lingering on her face like a soft afterglow, he mustered the courage for his second suggestion. "Just one more thing that I'm actually begging you to consider, please," he ventured, his voice tentative from his kneeling position.

She looked down at him, her gaze sharpening as if bracing for him to retract his earlier gift. But he pressed on: "It would be an immense pleasure for me if I could sit next to you on this chair—you know, perhaps just to feel you a little bit closer now, since we're in this relationship."

"Relationship?" she echoed, her tone laced with skepticism as she glanced at his subservient form on the floor. "Relationship?"

He faltered, backpedaling quickly. "Well, I mean, let's say more like an arrangement, okay? And... and I'll pay you."

Her eyes narrowed slightly, but he caught the subtle churn of calculation behind them—the wheels turning at this new opportunity. "How much will you pay me?"

"I'll pay you a thousand dollars if I can have you sit on me," he blurted, his begging eyes locked on hers. "Just sit on me, like you're sitting on the couch. That's it. I'm not asking for anything else."

Amusement flickered openly across her face now, her full lips curving in a way that betrayed how effortless this all was—money flowing her way without a shred of effort on her part. She hadn't even showered that morning, her natural scent lingering faintly in the air, yet here he was, offering fortunes just to be near her. She regarded him strangely for a moment, then countered: "Two thousand dollars."

"Well, of course," he agreed instantly, his voice eager as he explained, "Yeah, because it only makes sense—you're worth every penny, and more. It's so easy for you, and you deserve it."

"In cash. Now."

He hesitated, glancing up at her with a pleading look, silently seeking permission to rise and fetch it. She responded with an imperious swivel of her finger, gesturing toward the door like a queen dismissing a servant—yes, go. He stood immediately, bowed deeply, and rushed up the stairs to his home office on the second floor. Lately, with the escalating expenses of indulging her every whim, he'd prepared stashes of cash throughout the house, always ready to provide whatever she desired.

He returned breathless, placing a neat stack of twenty one-hundred-dollar bills on the low table. She leaned forward, spreading them with her fingers to count, and he hurried to assist, fanning them out fully. "You see? It's twenty."

"Okay," she said simply, pocketing the money with casual entitlement. She stood then, pointing to the armchair. "Okay, sit."

He lowered himself into the chair, his chubby frame sinking into the cushions, heart racing in anticipation. She turned and settled onto his lap without ceremony, her light weight landing softly, her ass pressing against him through her simple shorts—not heavy at all, but ethereal, like a delicate dream made flesh. He was speechless, his heart pumping wildly in his chest—my goodness, this baby, this girl, this queen is sitting on my lap, doing her thing as if it were the most natural act in the world. Her feminine scent enveloped him, a subtle mix of warmth and youth, clean skin with a hint of her natural musk, intoxicating and pure. She was so light, so amazing, her slender form molding effortlessly against his broader one. He wanted desperately to grab her, to slide his hands over her trousers, feel the curve of her hips, but he dared not—his arms remained rigidly at his sides, trembling with restraint.

She lifted her phone again, typing away, and from his vantage, he caught a glimpse of the screen: the number "2000" prominent, likely boasting to someone about this sucker who'd just paid her a fortune simply to sit on his lap. He felt her quiet happiness in the way her body relaxed slightly, a subtle vibration of contentment that radiated through her. It fulfilled him utterly, this submission—he was in heaven. For him, this was a relationship, the pinnacle of his desires. Age be damned; this girl was destined to be his queen, to own everything he had, whether he paid her or not. She already commanded his world.

At one point, overwhelmed, he managed to mutter brokenly, "This... is... heaven," the words emerging separately, his voice hoarse with emotion.

Much to his amazement and surprise, she leaned back then—all the way back, her lithe form reclining fully against him until her back pressed into his chest, her dark hair brushing his shoulder, and her ear hovered mere inches from his mouth. "How so?" she asked, just two words, her voice soft and close, laced with a quiet curiosity.

The eroticism of it pierced him—her breath warm, her tone touching his very essence as a male. It was impossible not to respond viscerally; his cock strained furiously against the chastity cage, a regretted barrier now, aching with the wish to fill her, to claim her figure in that intimate press. She was so close, her voice drifting in a half-dreamy murmur, peaceful and almost trusting—it felt truly intimate. He told himself, no, we are intimate; she's leaning on me like this, opening up in her way.

"To have you so close to me like this," he whispered directly into her ear, his face inches from hers, his body shaking violently, heart thundering. "Intimate."

"I am in heaven," he added, the words barely coherent.

Then he heard it—felt it—her giggling, a soft, bubbling sound that vibrated through her body into his. She'd never giggled before, not with him, and it was so close, so profoundly intimate, that the urge overwhelmed him. "Really?" she asked, just one word, her tone light and teasing.

In that moment, he couldn't hold back; his hands cupped gently around her tummy, drawing her closer, and his mouth moved involuntarily toward her ear, seeking a kiss.

She stood up abruptly, breaking the contact like a snapped thread, as if he'd violated an unspoken boundary. He froze, looking up at her from the chair, his face a mask of confusion and regret. Had he taken it too far? She'd teased him by leaning back—that extra intimacy he hadn't even paid for—and now she was standing, arranging her sleek dark hair with casual flicks of her fingers, here and there, as if nothing had happened. He didn't know what to think, his lust and submission swirling in a torrent, leaving him adrift.

And then, much to his joy, she wasn't angry. Instead, she simply announced, "I'm going to take a shower," her voice casual, as if the moment of near-intimacy had never happened. With that, she turned and walked toward the stairs, her slender form moving with that effortless grace that always left him breathless.

Roger knew exactly what to do—it was as if she had trained him without uttering a single command. Over those two weeks since he first laid eyes on her, she had shaped their dynamic into one of complete servitude, where he existed as her attendant, always hovering nearby, ready to fulfill any need. She never had to raise her voice for a towel or soap; he anticipated, he provided, he served. And yet, the ironclad rule remained: he was forbidden to gaze upon her nudity, a boundary established from her offhand comment on that first day and reinforced by his own desperate will to be nothing more than her supplicant, her slave, her furniture.

He followed her up the stairs at a respectful distance, his heart still racing from the lap-sitting episode, the chastity cage a constant, tormenting reminder of his locked desire. She entered the master bathroom—the one that had once been his, now hers—without a backward glance, standing freely beside the clawfoot tub and glass-enclosed shower. Then, unexpectedly, she added, "I have to shower to get ready."

He wasn't sure what she meant—ready for what?—but he muttered meekly, "Yes, ma'am," his voice barely above a whisper.

She stood there, facing away from him slightly, her back to the door. And then, in that same detached tone, she said, "Strip me."

The words hit him like a thunderbolt—unbelievable, urgent, profoundly sexual. His mind reeled; this was beyond anything he'd dared hope for, a command that ignited his lust into a blazing inferno. "You mean... to strip you?" he asked, his voice cracking with disbelief and arousal.

She didn't reply. From their so-called "training"—the unspoken routines she'd imposed through sheer indifference—he knew that silence meant assent, or at least that he should proceed without making her repeat herself. She despised repetition, and he lived in fear of displeasing her. So, with hands trembling violently, he approached, his breath shallow and ragged. He started with the hem of her loose tee, his fingers brushing the soft fabric hesitantly, nudging it upward inch by inch. The skin of her lower back revealed itself—smooth, warm, flawless light tones that made his caged cock throb painfully against its confines. She raised her arms without prompting, a silent facilitation, and he slid the shirt up and over her head, her dark hair cascading back down like a glossy waterfall. The eroticism of it overwhelmed him: the subtle curve of her spine, the delicate play of muscles under her skin, the faint feminine scent of her body—unwashed from the morning, raw and intoxicating—wafting up as the fabric lifted away. His lust surged, a fire in his lap he could neither quench nor ignore, every nerve alight with the privilege of this proximity.

Next, he knelt slightly to reach her shorts—scandalously short cut-offs that hugged her lithe legs and revealed the subtle curve of her ass cheeks. His fingers fumbled with the button, then the zipper, the sound echoing in the quiet bathroom like a forbidden whisper. He tugged them down slowly, reverently, over her slim hips, past her thighs, until they pooled at her ankles. She stepped out effortlessly, one flawless foot at a time, her high arches and dainty toes brushing his hands as he gathered the garment. The sight of her bare legs so close—creamy, smooth, endlessly long despite her delicate build—sent waves of obsession crashing through him. He was hard, achingly so, the cage biting into his flesh as punishment for his desires.

Rising unsteadily, he moved to her bra, his breath hot against her shoulder as he unclasped it with shaking fingers. The straps slipped down her narrow shoulders, and he eased it away, revealing the gentle swell of her small, understated breasts—though he dared not look directly, catching only peripheral glimpses that fueled his torment. Her nipples, pert in the cool air, brushed the fabric as it fell, and he folded it neatly, his mind swimming in lustful haze. Finally, the panties—simple pale pink cotton, still warm from her body, clinging softly to her hips. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband, sliding them down with agonizing slowness, exposing the soft mound of her pubic area, the intimate crease where her thighs met. She shifted her stance to stand astride, legs parted confidently, allowing him to draw them fully away without resistance. He had washed these same panties every day, secretly pressing them to his face when she wasn’t looking, but feeling them warm and fresh from her body was overwhelming in a completely new way. She knew—he knew she knew—that he was harmless, a neutered servant who would never dare more than she permitted. To her, he was furniture, an extension of her will, and that knowledge deepened his submission, his self-disgust mingling with ecstatic relief.

Naked now, she stepped into the shower enclosure without a word, the frosted glass door left ajar—unabashedly confident in his obedience. He averted his eyes fully, staring at the tiled floor, but through the translucent pane, he caught fragmented silhouettes: the elegant curve of her arm as she lathered soap, the arch of her back as water cascaded down, the subtle sway of her hips. The steam carried her scent—warm, clean, mingled with the floral shampoo he kept stocked for her—filling the room like an aphrodisiac. The door remained open, a test of his restraint; she performed her most intimate ablutions without concern, washing away the day's residue, her hands gliding over places he could only fantasize about in his obsessive reveries. He stood sentinel, ready if she called for a towel or adjustment, his lust a constant ache, the cage a cruel barrier to the erection that begged for release.

While she showered, Roger’s eyes drifted to the open wardrobe that had once been his. It was filling up with new things — delicate lace bralettes, soft cashmere sweaters, expensive designer flats, a thin gold necklace, and a sleek silver watch that caught the light. The realization hit him hard: she was spending his money freely, without hiding it, without a single word of thanks. The cash he handed her every morning, plus the extra payments for posing and for sitting on his lap, was being turned into these quiet luxuries. He now understood why she had started insisting he drive her to the mall after school. He would wait in the car for two or three hours while she shopped, happily squandering his hard-earned pension on herself. She had quickly learned that everything he wanted from her — a foot massage, a sketch session, even a moment of attention — came with a price, and she was more than happy to let him pay it. To her, it was all effortless fun. To him, it was another layer of delicious, painful submission.

When the water shut off, she emerged, dripping and unselfconscious, walking straight toward him completely naked, her wet footprints trailing across the oak floor of what was now her master bedroom. His eyes remained glued to the ground, fixed on her flawless feet and the pooling water around them—he dared not raise his gaze above her knees, knowing it would violate the sacred rules. Those boundaries had evolved from her initial dismissal, amplified by his own desperate need to prove himself as nothing more than a slave, a piece of furniture unworthy of witnessing her full glory. "Towel," she said simply, her voice calm and expectant. He handed it to her immediately, the soft white fluffy fabric unfurling from his grasp without a word. She stood there confidently, water beading on her skin, and he caught glimpses of the towel's lower edge swaying as she dried herself—brushing over her legs, her movements efficient and private. Then it fell to the floor with a soft thud. He lowered himself at once, picking it up reverently and setting it aside for the laundry later. Unconcerned, she moved on completely naked to what had been his wardrobe, now hers, and began dressing herself from the rack—no invitation for him to assist, just her quiet efficiency as she slipped into fresh underwear. From his limited view, he saw her lifting one leg then the other, the fabric sliding up her smooth calves, but beyond that, he couldn't discern more as she shifted and moved about, her form a tantalizing blur just beyond his permitted gaze.

As she fastened her bra, she said casually, "As for your home office over there, I want to make it my office. So take away everything and arrange a nice place for me to sit."

The words choked him; he no longer owned the house—it was hers now—and evacuating his last private space felt like the final surrender. She wanted privacy, a domain of her own, and the thought twisted in his gut, a mix of humiliation and fulfillment. Before he could respond, she added a single word: "Now."

He rushed to obey, bowing low as he backed out of the room, his mind already racing to dismantle his study for her comfort.

As Roger labored through the remaining hours of the day in his former home office, sweat beading on his broad forehead, he methodically emptied shelves and drawers into cardboard boxes, hauling them one by one to the detached garage that served as a makeshift warehouse on the property. The room grew steadily barer under his efforts—books stacked away, case files archived, his old judicial robes folded like relics of a past life—until it stood empty and pristine, ready for whatever furnishings she might deem fit. A simple desk and chair would suffice for her sketching or laptop work, he decided, arranging them with care in the center of the space. But as he worked, a gnawing unease settled in his chest. My goodness, this isn't good at all, he thought. Until now, she had lounged in the living room, her presence a constant feast for his obsessive eyes, allowing him to hover, to serve, to steal glances at her harmonious beauty. But with this private sanctuary, she would retreat indoors, immersing herself in her art or studies behind a closed door. He might go days without seeing her—her dark hair falling over her sketchbook, her muted green-hazel eyes lost in thought. If he dared offer a meal or coffee, it would require a timid knock, a hesitant entry only upon her permission, supervised and fleeting. She had enslaved him without effort, claiming his house as her own, and now she would vanish behind that barrier, leaving him alone in the vast, echoing spaces he no longer owned. The whole house would be his in name only, but without her to gaze upon, it was a hollow shell. He couldn't feast his eyes on her perfection anymore; she was probably doing this because she couldn't stand lifting her gaze only to find him staring back with his stupid, mug-like face, his lust etched in every line. It hurt him deeply, a self-inflicted wound of humiliation, yet he had no choice. The house was hers now—she could evict him with a word if she wished.

Lost in these thoughts, he paused mid-box, only to hear her voice calling from down the hall: "Roger."

He dropped everything instantly, rushing to her bedroom door like a summoned pet, his chubby frame lumbering with urgency. "Yes, ma'am?" he replied, breathless, standing just inside the threshold.

"I want you over here," she said, her tone commanding and utterly natural, as if directing a servant were second nature. "Come over here."

He entered the room obediently, his eyes lowering in deference, but not before catching a glimpse of her standing before the full-length mirror. She ignored him completely, as if his presence were incidental, her attention fixed on her reflection. She was dressed in a casual yet alluring outfit that accentuated her understated femininity: form-fitting white leggings that hugged her lithe legs and the subtle curve of her ass, molding to her like a second skin; a simple white tank top that clung to her slender torso, hinting at the gentle swell beneath; and a light gray cropped zip-up hoodie left open, draping off her shoulders and exposing a tantalizing sliver of her toned midriff. Her dark hair hung sleek and straight, still slightly damp from the shower, framing her oval face as she turned this way and that, assessing herself with quiet absorption. From behind, the leggings revealed her curvy silhouette in exquisite detail—sexy, youthful, sending jolts of raw arousal straight to his caged cock, the metal biting harder as his lust swelled. The fact that she ignored him, making him wait in silence like an afterthought, only deepened his submission, a delicious torment that left him trembling.

He stood there mutely, not daring to speak, afraid any word might annoy her and shatter the fragile privilege of being in her presence. After a moment, she turned to him with that detached, dreamy look in her eyes, as if emerging from her own world. "What do you think?"

The question caught him off guard, but he seized it eagerly, words tumbling out in a flood of exaggeration. "Wow, this is so beautiful—absolutely stunning, ma'am. The way it fits you, it's perfect, like it was made for your figure. You look incredible, so elegant and—"

She raised her hand sharply, cutting him off with a hint of annoyance flickering across her full lips. "Enough. Go."

He scuttled away from the room like a startled rabbit, his face burning with self-reproach as he retreated down the hall to resume his tasks. “Again, I exaggerated,” he thought miserably. “Every time I’m near her, I show her it’s better not to have me around—talking too much, being too clingy.” He took the blame entirely on himself, while she remained completely relaxed, enjoying her time in serene entitlement.

Later, when curiosity—or perhaps his insatiable need to be near her—drove him to check on her progress, Roger peeked into her bedroom only to find it empty. He descended the stairs quietly, his heavy frame creaking on the oak steps, and spotted her in the living room on the ground floor. She was back at the TV, though it played unnoticed in the background, her attention riveted to her phone. A soft smile graced her full lips as she typed furiously on WhatsApp, her thumbs flying across the screen in that rapid, effortless way young people do—holding the device casually in both hands, oblivious to the world around her.

As he approached tentatively, hovering at the edge of the room like a shadow, she lifted her eyes for just a second, barely acknowledging him. "I want you to arrange for us a table," she said offhandedly, her voice quick and distracted. "With candles and wine and pasta."

The word "us" sent a thrill through him—he assumed it meant him and her, a shared intimate evening, perhaps the budding of that "relationship" he so desperately clung to. But before he could seek clarification, his mouth opening in hesitant excitement, she raised her hand dismissively, palm out like a barrier. It was clear: she'd had enough of him for now. Off you go. The gesture stung, but he obeyed without protest, retreating to the kitchen to prepare.

He worked with frantic devotion, boiling water for al dente pasta, simmering a simple marinara sauce with fresh basil and garlic, uncorking a bottle of red wine to let it breathe. In the living room, he transformed the mahogany dining table: spreading a rich red tablecloth, lighting slender white candles in silver holders that flickered romantically, setting out fine china plates, polished silverware, and crystal glasses. Every few minutes, he glanced toward her on the couch, where she remained absorbed in her phone, typing away with that same absorbed smile, communicating with whoever held her true interest. His lust simmered, mixed with a hopeful ache—perhaps this was for them, a step closer.

Just as he finished, arranging a small vase of fresh flowers from the overgrown herb garden as a final touch, the doorbell chimed—a melodic ring that echoed through the quiet house. Roger rushed to answer it, not with anticipation but with irritation, his heart pounding in annoyance at the interruption. Since Abigail had arrived two weeks ago, any phone call, chime, or external distraction that pulled him away from serving her felt like an unwelcome nuisance. "Now what?" he muttered under his breath, echoing her own dismissive words, eager to dispatch whatever it was and return to his world—her, everything to him, the center of his obsessive universe. He wiped his hands on his orange t-shirt as he swung the door open, ready to wipe out the intrusion.

Roger swung the door open, his irritation giving way to confusion as he laid eyes on the young man standing on the porch. The boy—slim and boyish, no more than eighteen, with a clean-shaven, childlike face that screamed innocence rather than machismo—wore fitted jeans, a nice button-up shirt tucked in neatly, and slightly polished sneakers that suggested a modest effort to impress. He wasn't strong or imposing, just a good boy, nervous and unassuming, shifting his weight from one foot to the other.

"Hello, hi," the boy said, his voice tentative, glancing at the new nameplate beside the door. "Abigail's Home?"

"Yes," Roger replied curtly, his authoritative judge's tone slipping through despite everything. "What do you need?"

But before the boy could answer, Roger felt a light tap on his shoulder—Abigail's delicate touch, standing just behind him. "Adrian, come in," she said evenly, her voice carrying that quiet command.

Roger was dumbfounded, his mouth falling open as Adrian stepped inside hesitantly. The two exchanged a subtle cheek-to-cheek kiss, the kind young Americans shared with friends or casual acquaintances from their circle—nothing passionate, just familiar and understated, a brush of skin that spoke of easy comfort rather than romance. Adrian looked even more nervous now, shy under the older man's bewildered stare, while Abigail smiled softly. "Come, come—you came to the right place."

"Wait, wait—what's this?" Roger stammered, his world tilting as he gestured vaguely at the scene.

Abigail turned to him, her green-hazel eyes narrowing in clear irritation, understanding his confusion and resenting it all at once. He met her gaze and immediately knew he'd pissed her off. "Roger," she said sharply, "get outside. Stand outside the door and wait."

He was astounded—this was his home, or had been—and yet her words propelled him backward, stepping out onto the porch before he could process it. He looked at her with pleading eyes, as if to say, But we're friends—what do you mean? What about us? He glanced at Adrian with the same bewildered hurt, but the door shut firmly in his face, leaving him alone in the cool afternoon air.

Humiliation burned through him, but he couldn't stay away. He moved to the nearby window, peering in discreetly. There they were, standing close, chatting softly—Abigail's slender form animated in a way she never was with him, Adrian nodding shyly. Roger told himself, his mind reeling, that he'd thought he was building something real with her, a relationship born of his devotion and sacrifices. But here she was, developing one with this eighteen-year-old boy instead, taking full advantage of the house he'd gifted her, turning it into her domain while he stood exiled outside like a discarded servant.

They chatted a bit more, then moved toward the kitchen, vanishing from view. So now what? he thought, self-pity flooding in. She's going to be friends with him, not me—and I thought by giving her the house, everything, by pampering her endlessly, we'd be close. I was so good to her; she was my world.

Moments later, they reappeared, heading to the dining table—the one he'd prepared with such care, thinking it was for "us," him and her. But no, it was for her and Adrian. He watched through the glass as Adrian helped her into her seat with awkward chivalry, leaning in as she pointed toward the door. Roger hurried back to his post on the porch, heart sinking.

The door opened, and Adrian poked his head out. "Abigail said you can come in," he murmured, avoiding eye contact, clearly subservient to her whims.

The humiliation seared deep into Roger, a scorching mix of shame and anger—anger toward this boy, this intruder who had somehow claimed a place he'd coveted. He stepped inside, standing rigidly at the door, trying to catch Abigail's eye with a pitiful expression, silently begging her to see how good he'd been, how unfair this was.

Adrian didn't address him, simply returning to the table as Abigail pointed to the chair beside hers—a silent command for him to sit. Then, from across the room, she raised her voice slightly, just enough to carry while Roger lingered at the threshold. "Roger."

He avoided "yes, ma'am"—he couldn't humiliate himself like that in front of another man, especially a mere boy. "Yes?" he replied flatly, his voice tight with resentment.

"I want you to come over here," she said, her tone quiet and dreamy, as if lost in her own thoughts.

He approached slowly, his steps heavy with devastation.

She glanced up briefly, still detached. "I couldn't find the courses you prepared. Go to the kitchen and fetch them for us. We want to eat something."

The words hit like a gut punch—complete humiliation, stirring his cock inexplicably in its cage even as he seethed. He couldn't stand it, this reversal, but the governess had spoken. Avoiding a bow, he turned and walked to the kitchen with his tail between his legs, ruined and devastated by this latest twist.

In the kitchen, Roger moved with mechanical urgency, his mind a whirlwind of humiliation and simmering rage. He warmed the pasta in a sauté pan, tossing it gently with the marinara to ensure even heat, while chopping a quick garnish of fresh parsley to sprinkle on top—small flourishes to make the meal impeccable, as if perfection could somehow reclaim his place in her world. Plating it meticulously onto the china, he added a drizzle of olive oil for shine, his hands steady despite the storm inside him. This was for "us," he reminded himself bitterly, though the word now tasted like ash.

He carried the trays back to the table, where Abigail and Adrian sat close—not opposite each other, but side by side, their chairs angled intimately. She was quiet as ever, her green-hazel eyes fixed on him with that dreamy detachment, while Adrian spoke in a low, eager voice, filling the air with soft gossip as they waited. Roger placed the plates before them carefully, the steam rising fragrant, and caught a fragment of their conversation mid-sentence.

"So what did she say?" Abigail asked, her tone casual, barely above a whisper, as if resuming a thread from earlier.

Adrian leaned in slightly, his boyish face earnest. "She said good for you and I wish you have a good life."

Roger lingered nearby, pretending to adjust the candles, his ears straining. Of course she was upset, he thought, piecing together the context—Adrian must have left some girlfriend for her, the fool.

"Of course she was upset," Adrian continued, his voice tentative. "I think she loved me."

Abigail remained quiet, simply listening, her full lips curved in faint amusement as she nodded subtly, absorbing his words without response.

Roger felt his lust stir traitorously amid the devastation, the cage a cruel reminder as he watched her — serene, unattainable, commanding the room without effort. But then she raised her head, her gaze locking onto him coolly. "That would be all, Roger."

He froze, still hoping to hover and catch every word. But she lifted her beautiful hand and, with casual grace, rested it lightly on Adrian’s. The simple touch — her delicate fingers resting gently on the back of the boy’s hand — hit Roger like a physical blow. She had never touched him that way. Not once. Not even when he kissed her feet.

"I want you to stand over there," she said evenly, her voice soft but final. "You are not supposed to listen to what we're talking. Stand next to the TV and wait if we need something."

The command landed like a whip, remote and devastating. Roger shuffled over, his chubby frame slumping against the wall beside the screen, eyes fixed on them from afar. The worst part was the quiet intimacy he was now forced to witness from a distance: Abigail’s hand still resting lightly on Adrian’s as they continued talking, their chairs angled close, their voices a low murmur he could no longer hear. Every soft nod she gave the boy, every faint curve of her lips, every gentle touch felt like a deliberate, sadistic little jab aimed straight at his heart. She knew exactly what she was doing. She was showing him — without a single harsh word — that this kind of easy affection would never be for him.

He stood there, burning with humiliation and helpless envy, while she remained perfectly relaxed, enjoying her time in serene entitlement.

At one point, she murmured something low, and Adrian stood promptly, heading toward the kitchen—clearly subservient to her, eager to please in a way that mirrored Roger's own devotion. Roger clenched his fists, anger boiling over; here was his replacement, a mere boy poaching his role. He stormed after Adrian into the kitchen, his voice low and menacing as he cornered the young man. "What did she ask you to bring? Let me help you— you have no idea what's going on in this kitchen."

Adrian blinked, shy and flustered. "Uh, just the bread basket, I think."

"Here," Roger snapped, thrusting it at him with barely contained fury. "Next time, when she tells you to bring things, tell her I know better."

Adrian nodded meekly and hurried back, leaving Roger seething in the doorway. He returned to his assigned post next to the TV, arms crossed, watching them eat. Adrian did most of the talking, gesturing animatedly between bites, while Abigail looked at him dreamily, her quiet absorption a knife to Roger's heart—his sacrifices, his house, his everything, reduced to this distant vigil.

Roger watched from his distant post by the TV, his fists still clenched in futile anger, as Abigail murmured something low to Adrian. The boy stood up promptly, heading toward the kitchen once more with that eager, subservient gait. Roger hurried after him, his heavy steps muffled by the Persian rug, bursting into the room just as Adrian swung open the refrigerator door, peering inside with uncertainty.

"Hold it, hold it, hold it," Roger barked, his voice a low growl. "What do you need?"

Adrian startled, turning with wide eyes. "She said you prepared some juice, so I wanted to fetch it."

"Yes, the juice is here," Roger snapped, yanking a pitcher of fresh-squeezed orange juice from the shelf and thrusting it toward him.

"Thank you," Adrian murmured, taking it gingerly, his boyish face flushing under the older man's glare.

But before the boy could turn away, Roger lunged forward, grabbing Adrian's collar in a tight fist, yanking him close. The fabric twisted under his grip, and Adrian's eyes widened in fear—he'd never seen such raw anger in an old man's face, the blunt features contorted with possessive fury. "Now listen to what I'm saying," Roger hissed, his breath hot against the boy's ear, "and you're not going to tell her I told you this. You're going to go back there and tell her your tummy's upset—or whatever excuse you can think of—and then you're going to excuse yourself and go home."

Adrian stared, frozen, his slim frame trembling slightly.

"Is that clear?" Roger demanded, tightening his hold for emphasis.

Adrian nodded jerkily, his clean-shaven cheeks paling.

Roger released the collar, straightening it with mock gentleness, his thick fingers brushing the fabric smooth. "Yeah, I'll be watching," he added menacingly. "Don't you dare make me angry." With that, he shoved the boy lightly toward the door and stormed back to his assigned post next to the TV, his heart pounding with a volatile mix of triumph and torment, his caged cock twitching inexplicably at the surge of control amid his humiliation.

From afar, he observed Adrian return to the table, pouring a glass of juice for Abigail with careful hands before sitting back down. The boy leaned in, whispering something to her, their heads close in that intimate bubble Roger so craved. Abigail listened quietly, her dreamy expression unchanging, until suddenly she lifted her eyes, scanning the room until they landed on him. "Roger," she called from across the space, her voice raised just enough to carry, "I want you to come over here."

This came to him as a shock, his heart sinking like a stone into his churning gut. He scurried over to the table, his chubby frame moving with the frantic obedience of a scolded dog, and asked breathlessly, "Yes, ma'am?" Fear gripped him that Adrian had opened his mouth, spilling the kitchen confrontation. He darted a brief, accusatory glance at the boy, but Adrian remained silent, eyes downcast, as Abigail's gaze held Roger captive.

She continued looking at him steadily, her green-hazel eyes cool and unyielding, then said simply, "I want our strange relationship to be over."

"But why? Why?" he blurted, his voice cracking with desperation. "I mean, wasn't I good to you? Wasn't I pampering you, taking care of you—cooking your meals, massaging your feet, giving you everything you wanted? And the house—I gave you the house as a present! All the money, thousands every day, and the good times I tried to give you..." The words poured out in a torrent, his obsession laid bare, listing every sacrifice as if it could bind her to him.

When he finally trailed off, panting, she replied evenly, "You heard me. Take your leave."

"Please, Abigail," he begged, dropping to one knee beside the table, his hands clasped in supplication. "I promise I won't intervene anymore."

She opened her phone without a word, scrolling deliberately until "Police" appeared on the screen, her thumb hovering over the call button. Then, very quietly, she said, "I want you to get out of here. Get lost."

His heart sank further, a hollow ache spreading through his chest. He shrugged helplessly, telling himself this was just temporary—that she was angry because of something that boy had said. I'm going to murder him with my own hands, he seethed inwardly. Rising unsteadily, he turned toward the door, opened it, and stepped out into the cooling evening air, the sky bruising with dusk. He stood there on the porch, unbelieving, the colonial house—now hers—looming behind the shut door. How could she mean "go away" for good? He wouldn't leave, not truly. When she calmed down, he'd talk to her, make her see reason.

3 hours later

Three hours later, Roger found himself in a haze of emotional turmoil, pacing the quiet suburban street like a ghost haunting his own life. He had crossed to the opposite sidewalk at first, staring at the house—Abigail's Home, as the nameplate now proclaimed—his mind cycling through waves of anger at her betrayal, shock at how swiftly she'd discarded him, and a deep, sinking depression that hollowed his chest. But threaded through it all was an inexplicable arousal, a twisted bliss at the thought of how she'd fooled him so effortlessly, using his devotion like a tool before nonchalantly tossing him aside like a piece of garbage, worthless and forgotten. It stirred his caged cock relentlessly, this realization that she'd manipulated him without intent, her indifference the ultimate domination. He returned to the property's edge, peering through the windows—catching glimpses of her and Adrian in the living room, then losing them as they moved to the kitchen or elsewhere, only to reappear later, sitting close on the couch, talking quietly without any overt intimacy. In one such moment, overwhelmed by the erotic sting of his disposability, he ducked behind a bush near the side window, his breath ragged, and yanked down his pants, desperate to touch himself, to feel some relief from the relentless pressure against the chastity device. He tried to shake it, to release the unyielding metal, his fingers fumbling futilely at the lock, but to no avail—it was impossible, the key firmly in her possession, trapping him in frustrated denial. The arousal built to a feverish pitch, erotic bliss mingling with sexual torment as he gazed at her, discarded and aroused by her casual cruelty, unable to find any satisfaction, the cage biting cruelly into his swelling flesh. He was so absorbed, so lost in the humiliating frustration—tugging and pressing in vain while his eyes remained glued to her serene form—that he didn't notice the police car gliding slowly down the street, its lights off in the gathering dusk. Nor did he hear the two officers approach from behind, their footsteps soft on the lawn, until a firm tap on his back jolted him mid-struggle, his pants around his ankles, hands still grappling with the device. Whatever explanations tumbled from his lips—about the house being his, the game, the misunderstanding—fell on deaf ears; the officers, unmoved and uncomprehending, simply cuffed him and led him to the cruiser, driving off into the night as the colonial home faded in the rearview.


The Ghost She Never Knew

Three years later, 10:14 a.m., Briarwood Gardens, MA

The arrest made the evening news before Roger Whitfield had even been processed. A retired federal judge, seventy years old, taken into custody outside his own former home for indecent exposure and criminal harassment—pants around his ankles, hands fumbling desperately at a locked chastity device while spying on the young woman inside. The story exploded across Kentwood like a brush fire through dry grass, fueled by salacious details: the powerful man enslaved by lust, handing over his fortune and home to an eighteen-year-old beauty who barely acknowledged him. Neighbors who had waved to him for decades drew their curtains, whispering about the "perverted old judge" reduced to a peeping tom. The chess club removed his name from the roster without discussion, members exchanging knowing smirks about his "downfall." The monthly magazine that had published his columns on jurisprudence for eleven years sent a brief, unsigned email terminating the arrangement, citing "reputational concerns" amid the scandal.

News channels devoured the case, replaying grainy footage of Roger's arrest and plastering Abigail's photos across screens—her striking, youthful beauty captured in casual snapshots: slender frame in form-fitting leggings, dark hair cascading over her shoulders, those muted green-hazel eyes staring dreamily into the distance. She looked like an innocent siren, effortlessly sexy, and the images served as unintended jerk-off fodder for viewers nationwide, stirring forbidden fantasies of submission to such indifferent perfection. Abigail herself never gave an interview; she wasn't approached, or if she was, she dismissed it with her trademark fragments—"no," "fine,"—continuing her quiet life in the sprawling colonial house Roger had gifted her, pockets lined with his cash, free to sketch and dream without a care for the man she'd unwittingly destroyed.

The trial was a spectacle, far from the merciful brevity Roger had hoped for. Shackled in an ill-fitting orange jumpsuit that strained over his chubby frame, he was led into the courtroom, the chains connecting his wrists to his ankles rattling with every shuffling step—a humiliating symphony that echoed through the packed gallery. Cameras captured it all: the once-imposing judge reduced to a chained prisoner, his thick white-grey hair disheveled, rectangular glasses slipping down his blunt, weathered face as he avoided the stares. The presiding judge was a stunning woman in her forties, with a short, pixie-cut blonde hairstyle that framed her sharp, elegant features, piercing blue eyes that held a strict, unwavering gaze, and soft, naturally pink lips that curved into a line of stern authority. Her nails were manicured to feminine perfection, painted in a subtle sheen that caught the light as she gestured. She wasn't someone from his past—no mentor-mentee bond to soften the blow—but she eyed him with professional detachment, raising a perfectly arched eyebrow at each stammered statement he made, her intimidating presence making him quiver, so afraid of her wrath that he avoided her gaze entirely.

His attorney, a former colleague taking the case as a reluctant favor, pushed for a plea: guilty on the reduced harassment charge, with indecent exposure folded into sentencing. But the judge wasn’t content with summaries. Leaning forward from the bench, her voice smooth and authoritative, she demanded details right there in open court, for the record—and the cameras. “Mr. Whitfield,” she said, her tone laced with cool disbelief, “you were caught with your pants down outside that window, correct?” She raised one perfectly arched eyebrow, letting the silence stretch just long enough for the entire gallery to feel the weight of it. “What exactly were you trying to accomplish there, knowing full well there was no possible way out of that chastity device—especially since Abigail held the only key?”

Roger stood chained before her, his face burning under the lights, the rattle of his restraints amplifying his humiliation as he stammered through the confession. "I... I was watching her, Your Honor. Abigail. She was inside with... someone else. I couldn't stop myself. The chastity device—it was locked. She had the key. I pulled down my pants because the arousal was unbearable, the cage straining against me, but I couldn't... release it. I was tugging at it, trying to find some relief, but it was impossible." The courtroom murmured, reporters scribbling furiously, as the judge pressed further, her beautiful face impassive yet insistent. "I'm just trying to understand—I mean, I'm really trying to understand—you were with this girl for only two weeks, and already you found yourself locked in a chastity device for her amusement?" She leaned in slightly, raising an eyebrow as she poked deeper, her voice laced with incredulity that forced him to squirm under the public scrutiny. "How can you explain to me—and to the jury here—that a grown-up man, a distinguished judge like yourself, could in just two weeks find himself locked up by an eighteen-year-old girl? This goes against all reason." She kept probing, question after question, humiliating him more and more as he was required to provide those intimate, degrading explanations, his voice faltering with each revelation.

The questions humiliated him to his core, his voice cracking as he admitted the twisted thrill—the metal biting into his swelling flesh, the erotic torment of her indifference turning his betrayal into fuel for endless, unquenchable lust. She made him recount it all, the words hanging in the air like a public stripping, his chains clinking as he shifted uncomfortably. In the end, she was merciful—eighteen months at the Essex County Correctional Facility, her visible discomfort perhaps a nod to his former position—but as she read the sentence, avoiding his eyes, Roger felt a perverse stir in his groin, the humiliation before this powerful woman echoing Abigail's accidental dominance.

In prison, he was no ghost—at least, not to the inmates. They regarded him with the particular cruelty reserved for men who had once held authority over people like them: a judge, now chained and broken by a woman's beauty. "Hey, Your Honor," they'd sneer in the yard, circling him like wolves, "tell us again how that hot little thing fooled you into giving her everything." Roger offered no resistance, no indignation; the man who had commanded courtrooms was gone, replaced by a submissive shell who found dark ecstasy in the retelling. They made him narrate the story night after night in the dim cell block, their eyes gleaming with vicarious arousal as he described Abigail's slender beauty, her indifferent commands, the foot massages turning to kisses, the chastity device locking away his pleasure while she took his house, his money, his dignity.

"Oh, she was so beautiful," he'd whisper, his voice thick with obsession, "dark hair like silk, those perfect feet I'd worship on my knees. She didn't even try—she just existed, and I handed it all over. Fooled me without a word, left me caged and discarded like trash." The inmates loved it, hooting and demanding more: "Say it again—how she kicked you aside after you kissed her soles? How it felt watching her with that boy, your cock locked up tight?" Close to bedtime, as Roger spun his tales of surrender with the vivid flair of a former columnist—describing her indifferent commands, the ecstasy of her foot worship, the humiliating bliss of the chastity cage—they'd stroke their cocks openly, some climaxing with guttural moans to his detailed recollections, the cell block thick with shared arousal. To heighten the torment, the inmates meticulously cut snippets of her images from any magazines and newspapers they could scavenge, pinning them above his bunk like a shrine he couldn't escape; they didn't allow him to take them down, forcing him to confront her serene, youthful beauty all day long. Some were even AI-generated fakes, depicting her in nude positions she'd never posed for—slender body arched in provocative displays, flawless feet dangling teasingly—images that haunted his vision, stirring endless erections he couldn't ignore. Their mockery stirred something in Roger; the contrast inflamed him—him confined to this concrete hell, orange uniform scratching his skin, while she roamed free in his former home, young and untouched, her future bright with the assets he'd surrendered. Thinking about it turned him on relentlessly, a fixation that never faded. Alone in his bunk at night, he'd jerk off furiously to the memories—how she'd used him, taken everything, tossed him away—his hand pumping until release crashed over him, only for the arousal to build again moments later. It was endless, this masochistic bliss; he'd cum again and again, whispering her name into the darkness, the story arousing not just him but the listening inmates, who grinned and adjusted themselves, feeding off the tale of a man chained by beauty's spell. The corrections officers noted his compliance, his uncommunicative stare during the day, but at night, in the shadows, Roger was alive with the erotic fire that had sentenced him here, his mind forever trapped in Abigail's indifferent grasp. One perceptive officer scrawled in a report: This man is already somewhere else—lost in her.

Their mockery eventually moved beyond Abigail. Once every curve of her body and every detail of Roger’s humiliation had been milked dry, the inmates shifted their obsession for a short while to the beautiful judge who had sentenced him. They discovered her name was Carol Kade — a striking woman in her forties known in certain circles as a quiet believer in female supremacy. They scavenged gossip magazines and old newspaper clippings, pinning new images above Roger’s bunk alongside Abigail’s. Some showed Judge Kade in elegant court attire, others captured her at charity events with a strikingly subdued man they assumed was her husband. The inmates were especially fascinated by photos from the birth announcement of her daughter, Grace. “Look at that,” they laughed, “she named her Grace. Bet the husband doesn’t even remember his own name anymore. That little girl’s gonna grow up knowing exactly who rules the house.”

Night after night they pressed Roger for details. “How did it feel standing there in chains while that hot judge looked down at you?” they demanded. “Were you naked when she sentenced you? Come on, tell us you were stripped bare in front of her.” Roger tried to explain he had been wearing the orange jumpsuit, but they waved it away with crude laughter. “Nah, nah — in our version you were naked, cock caged, balls hanging while she raised that pretty eyebrow and tore you apart.” They made him describe her sharp blue eyes, her short blonde hair, her manicured nails tapping on the bench, and how her authoritative voice had forced him to confess every shameful detail about the chastity device and his obsession with an eighteen-year-old girl. For a couple of weeks the cell block buzzed with crude fantasies about both women, but once the novelty of Judge Carol Kade faded, the inmates’ attention — and Roger’s fractured mind — returned with even greater intensity to Abigail alone. In the end, only she remained. Her image, her feet, her indifferent beauty, and the key she still held became the sole obsession that consumed every waking and sleeping moment of his remaining time in prison.

Even after the inmates grew tired of Judge Kade and moved on, Abigail never left him. In the long, suffocating nights, Roger’s mind began to blur the line between memory and hallucination. He convinced himself she would come to visit — that his beautiful, indifferent princess would walk through the prison doors one day, sit across from him, and let him kneel at her feet once more. He whispered to the darkness about forgiveness, about her missing his devoted service, about her perfect soles pressing against his chest in silent command. Each night he waited for a visitation that would never arrive, his fractured hope feeding on phantom images of her quiet smile and careless authority. In the end, her complete indifference became the cruelest and most perfect form of domination: she had abandoned him forever, yet she would own him for the rest of his life.

He served fourteen months. Good behavior—though behavior implies action, and Roger had simply ceased to act. In normal Earth time, fourteen months were not a long duration, but they had carved him hollow, the relentless humiliations and obsessive retellings in that concrete hell stripping away layers of flesh and will until he emerged a shadow of himself, half the weight he'd carried into the cell, his once-chubby frame gaunt and fragile, skin hanging loose over bones that seemed to ache with every breath. He had stopped talking coherently long before release, mumbling nonsense under his breath—whispers of Abigail visiting him in the night, her perfect feet pressing against his chest in phantom worship, her indifferent voice commanding him from the shadows—hallucinations that twisted his masochistic bliss into a fractured delirium, none of it real but all of it consuming. He was released on a Tuesday morning in October, shuffling out with eyes that stared through the world, and his youngest son, David, who had flown in from Portland, stood waiting by a rented sedan in the parking lot. David had rehearsed things to say on the flight. He said none of them. His father walked toward the car with the slow, careful steps of a man navigating a room in the dark, though it was bright and cloudless. David opened the passenger door. Roger sat. He did not put on his seatbelt until David reached across and fastened it for him.

The house, of course, was gone. It belonged to Abigail now, legally and irrevocably. David had arranged a small apartment in Worcester, thirty miles from Kentwood, far enough that his father would not be tempted to wander back. But temptation requires desire, and desire requires a self, and Roger seemed to have misplaced his somewhere between the courtroom and the cell. He sat in the apartment’s only armchair and looked out the window at a parking lot, mumbling fragments about her—her beauty, her feet, her key—lost in an erotic fog that no one could penetrate. David stocked the refrigerator, left numbers on the counter, and promised to call every day. He kept that promise for three weeks, then two calls a week, then one. Roger answered each call the same way: a long silence, followed by a single word—“yes” or “no”—followed by another silence, until David, helpless and heartsick, would say goodbye.

The collapse, when it came, was not dramatic. There was no incident, no crisis, no moment anyone could point to and say: that is when he broke. It was more like watching a house settle into its own foundation over months, the walls bowing inward so slowly that you only noticed when the door would no longer close. A neighbor in the apartment building called David after not seeing Roger collect his mail for nine days. David called the police for a welfare check. They found him sitting in the armchair, unwashed, unfed, staring at the window with an expression that was not quite vacant and not quite present—something in between, as if he were watching a film only he could see and had forgotten that anyone else existed.

The psychiatrist at the emergency room used words like catatonic features and severe dissociative state and treatment-resistant depression. David signed the papers. Roger was transferred to Briarwood Gardens, a long-term psychiatric care facility on a gentle hillside twenty minutes outside Worcester, where the lawns were kept green and the hallways smelled of antiseptic and chamomile tea and the staff spoke in the soft, measured tones of people who had learned never to expect a reply.

---

The morning was warm for late May. A light breeze moved through the sugar maples that lined the garden path at Briarwood, carrying the faint sweetness of freshly cut grass and the high, clear notes of a song sparrow somewhere in the hedgerow. The sky was a pale, washed blue—the kind of sky that seemed to have no edge to it, just color fading into more color until it reached the horizon. The flower beds along the walkway were in full bloom: yellow coreopsis, white daisies, and clusters of pale lavender that bent slightly each time the breeze passed through.

Nurse Margaret Huang pushed the wheelchair along the flagstone path with the unhurried rhythm of someone who had made this walk a thousand times. She was in her fifties, compact and practical, with reading glasses pushed up into graying hair and the kind of face that settled naturally into patience. She had been at Briarwood for eleven years. She had seen patients arrive in worse condition than Roger Whitfield and leave walking and talking. She had also seen patients arrive in better condition and never leave at all. She did not make predictions anymore. She simply showed up, did the work, and talked to whoever was in the chair—adjusting her words to meet them where they were, especially the ones lost in delirium like Roger.

Roger sat motionless in body, but his mind churned in an endless fog of obsession. His hands rested on the armrests of the wheelchair, pale and still, the fingers slightly curled. He was thinner than he had been—the heaviness that had once filled his frame had receded, leaving loose skin and the vague architecture of bones beneath a fleece blanket draped over his lap. His white-grey hair, still thick, had grown longer than he had ever worn it, brushed back from his forehead by someone else’s hand. His glasses were the same—rectangular, dark-framed—but they sat slightly crooked on his face, and no one had thought to straighten them, or perhaps they had, and they had slipped again. His eyes were open, darting occasionally as if tracking phantoms in the garden, his lips moving in faint, mumbled fragments about the only reality that mattered to him anymore: Abigail.

“Oh, now would you look at that,” Margaret said, slowing the chair near a bed of roses that had just begun to open. She bent slightly, angling her voice toward him the way one might speak to a sleeping child—not to wake, but to include. “Those are the David Austins. They planted them last fall. I told Jim in landscaping they wouldn’t take, but look at them now. That pink one there—see it?—that’s called a Gentle Hermione. Isn’t that a name? Gentle Hermione.”

Roger mumbled something low, his voice a raspy whisper carried on the breeze. “Did... did you tell Abigail? About the flowers? She likes pink... she was here yesterday, wasn’t she? Sitting right there, on the bench... her feet...”

Margaret paused, her training kicking in seamlessly. She never contradicted patients like this; it only agitated them, pulling them deeper into the fog. Instead, she flowed with it, gentle and affirming, like steering a boat on a slow river. “Yes, Roger, she was here yesterday. She asked about the flowers—said the pink ones reminded her of something sweet. And she asked about you, too. Wanted to know how you were doing.”

A faint smile flickered across Roger’s lined face, brief and distant, like sunlight glancing off water. It was the only sign he registered her words at all, his delirium warming for a moment in the illusion of her presence. “Good... good. Where did she go? She promised... the key... she has it...”

She resumed walking, the wheels turning with a soft, rhythmic click over the flagstone joints. A pair of cardinals darted across the path ahead of them and vanished into a boxwood hedge. Somewhere inside the building, a piano was being played badly and with great enthusiasm—a music therapy session, probably, the notes drifting out through an open window and dissolving in the warm air.

“We’re going to sit by the pond today, Roger. You liked the pond last time. Well—I liked the pond last time. The ducks were out. Maybe they’ll be out again. You never know with ducks.”

She laughed lightly at her own small joke. It was not performance. It was the natural sound of a woman who had learned that silence, left entirely alone, became a weight that pressed down on everyone in the room. So she filled it. Not with chatter, but with the ordinary, breathing texture of a life still being lived—weather, roses, ducks, the names of things. Roger muttered again, his words tumbling out in a disjointed stream. “Abigail... she’s over there, by the water... tell her I’m waiting... massaged her feet yesterday... she smiled... didn’t she?”

Margaret nodded, even though he wasn’t looking. “Oh, she did smile, Roger. She’s just stepped away for a bit, but she said she’d be back soon. Asked if you needed anything—maybe some coffee later?”

Another faint smile from him, his curled fingers twitching slightly as if reaching for a memory. They reached the bench beside the small ornamental pond. The water was still and green-dark, reflecting the maples and the sky in a wavering mirror. Margaret set the brake on the wheelchair and sat on the bench beside him, smoothing her scrubs over her knees. She looked at him—really looked—the way she did every morning, searching for something. A blink that lingered. A finger that twitched. A shift in the angle of his gaze that might have suggested he had come back, even for a moment, from wherever it was he had gone.

There was nothing beyond the delirium—no breakthrough, just the endless loop of her name, her imagined visits. He whispered again, eyes fixed on the pond as if seeing her reflection there. “Abigail... did she come this morning? Tell her... the house is hers... everything...”

“Yes, she came by,” Margaret said softly, cooperating as always. “She said thank you for the house, Roger. Said she’s doing just fine, and she hopes you are too.”

The faint smile returned, and he settled a little deeper into the chair, content in his fractured world.

There was only Roger, sitting in the dappled light, his face turned toward the water with the same expression he wore at breakfast, at dinner, at three in the morning when the night nurse checked his vitals—an expression that was not pain, not peace, not absence, but something that had no word in any language Margaret spoke. It was the face of a man who had once held the power to sentence others and who had, at last, sentenced himself to something no court could have devised: a life lived entirely inside a single memory, turning it over and over like a stone in the hand, unable to set it down, unable to look away, unable to remember that there had ever been anything else.

“All right then,” Margaret said quietly. She reached over and straightened his glasses, gently, with two fingers. “Let’s just sit here awhile. The sun feels nice, doesn’t it?”

The sparrow sang. The breeze passed. The roses nodded their heavy heads. And Roger Whitfield, who had once burned with a fire that consumed everything he was, sat perfectly still in his wheelchair by the water, feeling nothing, seeing nothing, holding in his ruined mind the ghost of a girl who had never known his name was something she should remember.

The End
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