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Dedication

"But Can the Ethiopian change his skin, or the leopard his spots? then may ye also do good, that are accustomed to do evil."

Jeremiah 13:23 

To all To those who try to become what they are not.
To those who pretend, adapt, or perform—
until the truth of their nature breaks through.

This story is a reminder:
you may play a role for a time,
but in the end, you will always return to yourself.

With quiet inevitability,

Love, Elara xxx
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Overwhelmingly in Love

The next morning, Sunday, 9:00 a.m., The Carter’s Residence

The penthouse was silent except for the wet slap of Nathan’s sponge against cold marble and the frantic thud of his own heart.

He was on all fours in the master bathroom, white cotton T-shirt clinging to his back with sweat, childish powder-blue shorts riding high enough to expose the lower curve of his ass every time he leaned forward. The bucket beside him sloshed grey water across the floor he had already scrubbed twice. His knees ached, his wrists burned, and still the marble gleamed like a mirror that only reflected his humiliation back at him.

From somewhere far off (past the endless hallway, past the kitchen island the size of a small country) came Tatiana’s voice, low and velvet and edged with ice.

“Terrible. Absolutely terrible. Who taught you how to clean, Nathan? A blind raccoon?”

Each word floated closer, unhurried, inevitable.

Nathan’s hand froze mid-scrub. Taylor’s words from the night before echoed in his head—“it’s possible you’ll be a grandfather soon”—delivered with that lazy, feline smile that could mean everything or nothing at all. She had always been a master of half-truths, playful cruelties wrapped in kisses, and he knew her too well to take anything at face value. Pregnant? By one of his own sons? The idea was monstrous, unthinkable, yet the way she had said it (teasing, almost laughing at his shock) made him doubt it was anything more than another game to twist the knife. Until he saw the proof with his own eyes—those two unmistakable lines—he would not, could not believe her. The thought had been gnawing at him since dawn, a sick, desperate itch. The small chrome trash can sat innocently beside the vanity. One second, he told himself. Just one second.

He plunged his hand into the bin, fingers scrabbling through crumpled tissues and cotton pads, heart hammering so loud he almost didn’t hear the soft pad of bare feet crossing the threshold.

“And what exactly do you think you’re doing?”

The voice was right behind him now, calm, amused, lethal.

Nathan jerked upright on his knees, soaked sponge dripping in his fist, and looked up (way, way up) into Tatiana Carter.

She filled the doorway like a verdict in black satin. Liquid midnight silk that clung to her like a lover’s tongue, the lace scallops at the neckline trembling with every slow breath as they strained to contain the impossible, heavy swell of her breasts. The hem stopped cruelly high, baring the lush, tanned sweep of her mature thighs—powerful yet soft, the kind of flesh that made a man ache to bury his face between them and never come up for air. Auburn hair twisted into that low, merciless knot that exposed the regal line of her neck; a single rope of pearls vanished into the shadowed cleft of her cleavage.

Nathan’s heart slammed against his ribs, terror flooding him—he was caught, hand literally in the trash, about to be punished in ways he couldn’t even imagine. And yet, in the same heartbeat, his cock jerked hard against the soaked front of his childish shorts, swelling painfully, traitorously rigid. It made no sense: fear should have killed any arousal dead, but with Tatiana it never did. Her sexuality was a force so overwhelming, so absolute, that it overrode everything—panic, shame, survival instinct. Only she could make him this hard while his stomach knotted with dread. Only she could turn terror itself into throbbing, helpless need.

Her skin glowed against the black silk, and her bare feet—God, those feet—were arched and flawless, toes painted a fresh, vicious crimson that looked wet enough to taste. He wanted to drop to them, press his lips to every perfect toe, beg for mercy he knew she wouldn’t give… while his erection strained toward her like a compass needle to true north.

She hadn’t even touched him yet, and already he was leaking, shaking, utterly undone by the mere sight of the woman who owned him more completely than his wife ever had.

Tatiana stepped forward, pearls swaying, breasts shifting like slow oceans beneath satin. She bent at the waist (back straight, legs together, the posture of a woman who never needed to try) until her face was inches from his. The movement brought her breasts dangerously close; the lace neckline gaped, offering a heart-stopping glimpse of dark areolas and the glistening bead of milk trembling at one nipple.

Her manicured fingers (those same crimson nails) closed around his ear like a velvet clamp.

“Young man,” she murmured, voice low and maternal and terrifying, “with me, you do not lie. Do you understand?”

Nathan trembled so violently the sponge slipped from his fingers and hit the floor with a wet slap.

“I—I was looking for the test results,” he stammered, the confession torn out of him by the heat of her body and the pain blooming in his ear.

She twisted slightly (just enough to make his eyes water) and the satin brushed his cheek.

“Did I allow you to rummage through things that don’t concern babies?”

Her breath was warm against his lips, jasmine and power; her breasts hovered inches away, rising and falling with slow, deliberate menace.

“There is a reason you don’t know, Nathan. Some things are for adults only.”

She let the words hang, velvet and cruel, then leaned a fraction closer so the satin brushed his cheek like a taunt.

“And you, sweetheart, are very, very far from an adult right now.”

The sentence landed like a palm across his soul.

Nathan’s stomach twisted with the exquisite, familiar shame of it: his wife (nineteen, radiant, sexually omnivorous) was considered adult enough to know whether she carried another man’s child, adult enough to be fucked whenever Rich desired, adult enough to make choices that rewrote Nathan’s entire life.

And he (forty-six, once a millionaire, once a husband) was not.

He was the sexless errand boy on his knees in childish shorts, the infant who waited for permission to climax, the creature whose own marriage’s deepest secrets were withheld because “babies don’t need to know.”

The humiliation burned hotter than any spanking, flooding him with that sick, throbbing gratitude only Tatiana could provoke.

His cock strained helplessly against the soaked fabric, leaking at the sheer unfairness of it: she was the adult, entitled to everything (Rich’s bed, Taylor’s secrets, Nathan’s tears), while he remained forever small, denied, owned.

And God help him, he had never been more aroused in his life.

She straightened slowly, keeping his ear pinched between thumb and forefinger, forcing his face upward so he had no choice but to stare at the swollen, silk-sheathed perfection swaying above him.

“Crawl,” she said simply, releasing his ear and turning away.

The black satin clung to the full, rolling curve of her ass as she walked, thighs brushing with every barefoot step (lush, powerful, tanned pillars that ended in those glossy crimson toes). The pearls swung between her breasts like a metronome counting down his remaining dignity.

Nathan dropped the sponge and followed on hands and knees, soaked T-shirt clinging, childish shorts soaked at the crotch, chasing the slow, confident rhythm of the most beautiful, most merciless woman he had ever failed to please.

Tatiana led him on all fours down a hallway he had never been allowed to enter barefoot before (each crawl a fresh reminder that even the soles of his feet belonged to her now). Past the climate-controlled wine room, past Rich’s private cigar lounge, until she turned a corner and pushed open a heavy, sound-proofed door into the penthouse’s private library.

The word private hit Nathan like a caress and a slap at once. This was no shared space, no accidental stage; it was hers, sealed, secluded, designed for moments no one else would ever witness. One-on-one. Just Mommy and her trembling boy.

Floor-to-ceiling mahogany shelves rose three storeys high, accessible only by a rolling brass ladder; a massive fireplace dominated one wall, cold now, and the air smelled of leather bindings and the faint, lingering trace of Rich’s cigars (a scent that somehow made Nathan feel even smaller). In the centre stood a single, severe antique chair (armless, high-backed, dark walnut with a thin crimson cushion) placed there years ago for exactly these quiet, private, intimate corrections. Heavy velvet drapes were half-drawn, letting in only slivers of morning light that striped the Persian rug like bars across a cage.

She closed the door behind them with a soft, final click. The sound sealed the world outside. Here, in this hushed sanctuary, Tatiana could do whatever she wanted to him (correct him, break him, remake him) and no one would ever know. The intimacy of it, the absolute privacy, made his stomach knot with fear and his cock throb with helpless gratitude. This was special treatment, tailored just for him, and she knew exactly what she was doing.

“Up,” she said.

Nathan scrambled to his feet, legs trembling, childish shorts soaked with bathroom water and something far more shameful. Tatiana lowered herself into the chair with regal slowness, back perfectly straight, thighs pressed together beneath the black satin slip. From where he stood, the view was devastating: the slip had ridden high enough to expose the full, tanned expanse of her thighs, heavy and soft and powerful; her breasts, barely contained, rose like twin moons above the lace neckline, milk still darkening the silk in slow, deliberate blooms. The pearls rested in the valley between them, rising and falling with her calm breath.

“Do you know why you’re going to be punished, young man?” Her voice was quiet, almost kind (the same tone she used when she tucked him into the crib at night).

Nathan nodded, fingers twisting the hem of his ridiculous white T-shirt like a nervous child. “Y-yes, Mistress.”

“Tell me.”

“Because… because I went through the trash. Because I lied.” His voice cracked, small and ashamed. “Because some things are for adults… and I’m… I’m not one here.”

The words came out automatically, the way she had trained them to. Ever since Tatiana had entered his life (those calm, knowing eyes, that velvet voice that slipped inside his mind like warm oil) Nathan had stopped thinking clearly. She had reshaped him, piece by careful piece, until he truly believed it: he had no right to adult secrets, no claim to adult knowledge, no place in adult decisions. His wife’s body, her possible pregnancy, the future of his own marriage—these were grown-up matters, and he was only her naughty little boy who scrubbed floors and waited for permission to cum. The humiliation of admitting it out loud sent a hot, helpless throb through his cock, proof that she had won completely: even his shame now belonged to her.

Tatiana’s crimson lips curved in the faintest, satisfied smile. She had done this to him (turned a forty-six-year-old man into a trembling infant who accepted, without question, that he was too small for the truth). And Nathan, lost in the dizzying safety of her control, felt only gratitude.

“And yet you still thought you had the right to know whether your wife is carrying another man’s child.” Tatiana’s crimson lips curved, not quite a smile. “Taylor is your wife in name only, Nathan. In this house she belongs to us. Her body, her secrets, her future (none of it is yours to question).”

He swallowed hard. “I just… you all know and I don’t, and everyone treats me like a joke, and I thought—”

“You thought.” She let the words hang, soft and lethal. “Your job is not to think. Your job is to obey everything Mommy tells you. Is that clear?”

Nathan’s cock jerked against the front of his shorts, traitorously rigid. “Yes, Mommy.”

“Take your shorts down.”

His hands flew to the elastic waistband; the childish powder-blue fabric dropped to his ankles in one frantic motion. He stepped out of them, erection jutting upward, flushed and aching. Tatiana’s gaze flicked down, unimpressed, then back to his face.

“Underpants too.”

He hooked his thumbs in the waistband of the thin cotton briefs and shoved them down. The moment the fabric cleared his cock it sprang free, hard as iron, a bead of pre-cum already glistening at the tip. He stood naked from the waist down, shaking, burning with shame and unbearable need.

Tatiana leaned forward slightly, breasts swaying, and lifted his cock with one manicured finger beneath the shaft, inspecting it the way one might examine a slightly disappointing piece of fruit.

“Wet,” she murmured, noting the damp patch on his discarded briefs. “Very wet.” She raised her eyes to his. “Did you dare climax without my permission?”

Nathan’s throat worked soundlessly.

“I asked you a question.”

“I did, Mistress Tatiana,” he whispered. “Right after you left the crib. I couldn’t… I tried to hold it, I swear, but—”

“But what?”

“Taylor came to me. In the night. She… she let me cum between her thighs. For the first time in months. Just her thighs. That’s all. I didn’t fuck her, I swear.”

Tatiana’s eyebrow arched, slow and dangerous.

“Taylor,” she called, voice carrying effortlessly through the vast, silent penthouse (sweet, calm, impossible to ignore).

From the far end of the apartment came the sleepy, sing-song reply: “Yes, Mommy?”

Tatiana’s crimson lips curved. She never raised her voice.

“I want you to come here,” she said, soft as velvet, sharp as a blade. “Right now.”

Taylor appeared in the library doorway barefoot, hair tousled from Rich’s pillow, still wearing the same navy ribbed onesie she had worn all night. The stretchy fabric clung to every lethal curve like it had been painted on (plunging neckline, scandalously high-cut legs, the ribbed cotton riding up just enough to reveal the faint red marks where Rich had gripped her hips hours earlier). She hadn’t even bothered to change; in this house Sunday mornings were for sleeping in, for being lazily fucked again if Rich felt like it, not for chores or rules. Privileged. Cherished. Untouchable.

Until now.

Thin steel cuffs glinted on her wrists (standard issue for her in the penthouse, the mark of a pet who is adored but never, ever free). She stopped just inside the threshold, shoulders hunched, hazel eyes fixed on the Persian rug. She knew.

“Look at me,” Tatiana said quietly.

Taylor lifted her gaze (beautiful, stormy, suddenly very young) and bit her lower lip.

“Did you visit Nathan’s crib last night?” Tatiana asked. “Did you make him climax?”

Taylor gave the tiniest shrug, cuffs clinking.

“Don’t you shrug at me, little girl.”

A whisper: “Yes, Mommy… but I didn’t mean to let him finish, I just—”

“What you meant is irrelevant.” Tatiana rose in one fluid motion, breasts swaying beneath black satin, milk-dark circles now unmistakable. She seized Taylor’s cuffed wrists and pulled her forward. “You do not tease a baby to the edge and then act surprised when he spills. You know the rule. No climaxes without my permission (for either of you).”

Taylor opened her mouth, closed it, shrank smaller.

Tatiana turned on her heel, dragging Taylor by the cuffed wrists. “Nathan, with me.”

Nathan fell in step behind them at once, barefoot, fully exposed, the short chains between his wrists and ankles clinking softly with every hurried step. The three of them moved down the corridor in a silent, shameful procession: Tatiana gliding in black satin like a verdict in motion, Taylor stumbling slightly in the too-tight navy onesie and steel cuffs, and Nathan trailing a pace behind, erection bobbing helplessly with every stride, the metallic chime of his restraints announcing his ruin to the empty penthouse, unable to hide anything from either woman.

Down another corridor (past the morning room, past the gallery with the Rothko) until Tatiana flung open a delicate lavender door none of them had ever been allowed to enter.

It was a tiny, intensely feminine bedroom clearly designed for a cherished but disciplined doll: blush-pink silk walls, a narrow white iron bed draped in layers of pale rose duvet and a dozen satin pillows, sheer lace curtains filtering the morning light into a permanent sunset glow. Above the bed hung a polished brass birdcage large enough for a grown girl, its little swing swaying gently. A single antique vanity stood in the corner, its mirror framed in mother-of-pearl; on the stool lay a forgotten silk sleep-mask and a pair of velvet ankle cuffs. The air smelled of talc and Tatiana’s own perfume (sweet, maternal, inescapable).

Tatiana pushed Taylor inside.

Tatiana’s grip on Taylor’s cuffed wrists tightened as she swept her gaze around the tiny, blush-pink bedroom.

“From this moment forward, this is your room,” she said, voice low and final. “You will sleep here every night until I decide otherwise. The master bedroom is off-limits to you. You do not set foot in it again without my explicit permission.”

Taylor’s lips parted in protest, but Tatiana’s crimson nail pressed against them, silencing her instantly.

“If I find you outside this room after lights-out (one single time), you will spend the rest of your nights in a cage. A real cage. Not this pretty brass decoration.” She flicked the hanging birdcage with one finger; it chimed softly, mockingly. “Somewhere cold, somewhere downstairs, where disobedient pets learn what the word ‘no’ really means. Do you understand me, little girl?”

Taylor swallowed, eyes wide, and gave the smallest, most chastened nod.

“Good.” Tatiana released her wrists and stepped back. “You stay here until I send for you. I haven’t decided yet how I will punish you properly, but I will.”

With that, she pulled the door shut. The lock clicked like a verdict.

Then she turned to Nathan (still naked from the waist down, chains clinking, cock rigid and aching) and gave him the faintest, coolest smile.

“Back to the library, baby,” she murmured. “We still have a conversation to finish over Mommy’s knee.”

Tatiana closed the library door with a soft, deliberate click that sounded like the final lock on Nathan’s fate.

Tatiana returned to the antique chair and sat with perfect, regal posture (back straight, shoulders relaxed, the black satin slip still modestly covering her thighs for the moment). She looked up at Nathan standing beside her, trembling, shirt clinging to his chest, cock jutting rigid and flushed in the cool air.

“Hands at your sides,” she said softly.

He obeyed instantly, the movement making his erection bob helplessly.

Only then (slowly, deliberately, as though it were the most natural thing in the world) did Tatiana reach for the lace hem of her slip. With two fingers she drew the satin upward, inch by torturous inch, until the fabric bunched high on her hips and the full, flawless expanse of her tanned, lotioned thighs was bared to the morning light. The skin was impossibly smooth, warm, gleaming faintly with oil (thighs that belonged on a statue of some ancient fertility goddess, not on the woman about to blister his ass). She let the hem rest there, framing everything, and patted one devastatingly soft, maternal thigh.

“Over,” she said, voice velvet and absolute.

Nathan’s knees buckled before his mind caught up. He draped himself across her lap in a single, trembling motion (belly to her thighs, toes barely brushing the Persian rug, cock instantly trapped between the warm, lotioned vise of her legs). The contact was electric; her skin was impossibly soft, scented faintly of jasmine and warm skin, and the pressure of those powerful thighs closed around his shaft like a living, breathing cage. He was already leaking.

Tatiana rested her cool palm on the small of his back, pinning him effortlessly, and let her other hand settle on his bare, quivering bottom. The touch was light, almost loving (until it wasn’t).

“You went through the trash looking for things that do not concern you,” she began, voice low, conversational. “You lied to my face. And then (after I specifically forbade climax) you let Taylor milk you like a desperate teenager between her thighs. Did you think I wouldn’t find out?”

Each accusation landed with a soft caress of her hand across his skin, tracing the curve of his ass, making him clench in anticipation.

“I’m sorry, Mommy—” he started, voice cracking.

“Silence.”

The first spank cracked down without warning (open palm, full force, the sound sharp as a gunshot in the quiet library). Nathan’s whole body jerked; his cock slid helplessly between her thighs, dragging against that slick, oiled skin.

She did not pause.

SMACK. SMACK. SMACK. SMACK.

The blows came fast, hard, perfectly placed (left cheek, right cheek, the tender undercurve). His ass turned hot instantly, the pain blooming white-hot. He bit down on his own fist to keep from crying out, knowing she hated noise, knowing she would start over if he made a sound.

By the twentieth his hips were rocking involuntarily, cock grinding between her thighs with every brutal impact. The scent of her skin (jasmine, warm satin, power) filled the room. His ass was no longer pale; it glowed a deep, angry pink, the skin tightening with heat.

“Hands on the floor,” she ordered between spanks. “I want to feel every tremor.”

He obeyed, palms flat, fingers splayed, tears already streaming. She shifted her thighs deliberately, squeezing his trapped cock once, twice (a cruel, deliberate stroke that made him sob into his bitten knuckles).

Another ten. Twenty. Thirty. His ass was now a fiery rose, the color deepening with every strike. She never slowed, never softened, only varied the rhythm so he could never brace.

When he finally broke (a choked, animal cry escaped despite his clenched teeth), she stopped instantly.

“Start again,” she said calmly. “From one.”

And she did.

This time she reached to the wall behind her, where a small collection of implements hung discreetly (a polished wooden kitchen spoon, a flat leather paddle, a hairbrush with a broad oval back). She selected the flat paddle (smooth, heavy, the size of a ping-pong paddle but thicker, designed for deep, bruising impact). She rested it against his burning cheeks for a heartbeat, letting him feel the cool weight.

“Count them,” she said softly. “Aloud. And thank me after each one.”

The first stroke landed with a heavy THWACK across his left cheek. The pain was deeper, sharper, blooming inward like fire spreading through muscle.

“AHHH! One… thank you, Mommy!”

THWACK. Right cheek.

“AAAAHH! Two… thank you, Mommy!”

She alternated with merciless precision, each blow perfectly aimed, the paddle covering both cheeks in turn, then the tender undercurve. His ass darkened rapidly—pink to angry red to crimson, the skin swelling, tiny white welts rising where the edge caught him hardest.

“THREE—AAAAAHHH!—thank you, Mommy!”

“FOUR—GOD, PLEASE—thank you, Mommy!”

By ten he was screaming openly, high and broken, tears streaming, body jerking with every impact. His cock (still trapped, still grinding helplessly between her oiled thighs) leaked steadily, the humiliation and pain twisting into a sick, ecstatic spiral.

“FIFTEEN—AAAAAAHHHH!—thank you, Mommy!”

She paused at twenty, resting the paddle flat across his glowing, swollen cheeks, letting him feel the burn sink in. His ass was a blazing crimson now, tight and blistering in places, the skin hot enough to sear his own thighs when he shifted.

“Such a good boy,” she murmured, tracing a cool fingertip over the worst of the welts. “Mommy’s proud of how well you take your punishment.”

She resumed—slower now, heavier, each stroke a deliberate detonation that made him howl and buck. The paddle sang through the air, the wet crack of wood on skin echoing off the mahogany shelves.

“TWENTY-FIVE—PLEASE, MOMMY, I CAN’T—thank you, Mommy!”

“TWENTY-SIX—AAAAAHHHH!—thank you, Mommy!”

By thirty his screams had turned raw, animal, his body limp across her lap, hips still rocking in helpless rhythm against her thighs. His ass was a deep, angry scarlet, swollen, blistering in spots, the skin so tight and hot it felt like it might split. Tears and snot dripped onto the Persian rug; his bitten knuckles bled.

She stopped at thirty-five, resting the paddle across his lower back like a claim.

“There,” she said softly, voice thick with satisfaction. “Now we are even.”

She set the paddle aside, let her cool palms rest on his burning cheeks (soothing, possessive, claiming), and felt the last helpless twitches of his cock between her thighs.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “Mommy’s very proud.”

Nathan lay there, ruined and radiant, ass throbbing like fire, cock still leaking against the slick heat of her thighs, every nerve singing with the aftershocks of surrender. He had never loved anyone more in his life.

At some point the pain blurred into something else—something vast and white-hot and devotional. His hips moved on their own, slow at first, then desperate, fucking the soft, merciless channel of her oiled thighs with broken little thrusts. Each slide dragged his swollen shaft along that impossibly smooth, warm skin, the friction exquisite torture. He could feel her breasts pressing against his back through the satin, heavy and full, nipples stiff and grazing him with every shallow breath she took. The scent of her—jasmine, warm skin, quiet power—filled his lungs until he was drowning in it.

Tatiana leaned down, her auburn hair brushing his shoulder like silk, lips so close to his ear he felt the heat of every word.

“Mommy knows exactly what her baby needs,” she whispered, voice thick with possession.

Her hand slid lower. One manicured finger—crimson nail gleaming—circled his untouched entrance with slow, deliberate pressure, teasing the tight ring until he whimpered. Slick with the oil she kept on the side table, she pressed inside.

The intrusion was slow, relentless, perfect. One knuckle, then two, stretching him open with that calm, maternal certainty. Nathan’s breath stopped. His entire body shook as she filled him, curling just right to stroke that secret spot inside. His cock jerked helplessly between her thighs, trapped and leaking, every tiny movement of her finger milking him toward the edge.

“Move,” she commanded softly, voice velvet and absolute. “Fuck yourself on Mommy’s finger. Show me how grateful you are.”

He obeyed instantly, helpless and broken. He rocked back onto her finger, then forward into the slick vise of her thighs, fucking himself in both directions at once. Tears streamed down his face; his moans were high, humiliating, unstoppable—raw little cries of “Mommy, please” and “thank you, Mommy” that spilled out without thought. His ass burned with every clench around her invading digit, the welts throbbing in time with his heartbeat, yet the pain only sharpened the pleasure until he was nothing but sensation: her finger claiming his insides, her thighs owning his cock, her breasts heavy against his back, her breath hot in his ear.

“Please,” he finally sobbed, voice shredded, hips jerking frantically. “Please, Mommy, let me—”

“Come for me, baby,” she whispered, curling her finger exactly right, pressing deep. “Come while your wife is locked away and you’re nothing but Mommy’s little boy.”

The orgasm tore through him like a seizure—violent, endless, spilling hot and thick between her oiled thighs in thick, shuddering pulses. His vision whited out; his body convulsed; the only sounds were his broken, high-pitched cries and the wet, rhythmic slap of his hips against her skin. He emptied himself completely, wave after wave, until he was limp and trembling, still impaled on her finger, still grinding weakly against her thighs as the last spasms faded.

Tatiana withdrew slowly, deliberately, letting him feel every inch of her finger slide free from his clenching heat. The sudden emptiness made him whimper, a hollow ache that echoed the throbbing fire of his ass. She wiped her slick digit on his burning cheek with casual ownership, then rested both cool palms flat across his welted, swollen flesh—soothing, possessive, claiming. The contrast of her gentle touch against the blistering skin sent shivers through him, his body trembling as the pain sang louder, sharper, in the absence of her invasion.

“Good boy,” she murmured, voice thick with satisfaction, a low purr that vibrated through her thighs and straight into his spent cock. “Mommy’s very proud.”

She lingered there a moment, palms pressing just enough to make the welts pulse under her hands, feeling the helpless twitches of his body as he lay draped across her like a broken doll. Proud—not just of the crimson masterpiece she had painted on his ass, but of the mess spilling hot and thick between her oiled thighs, the climax she had milked from him with nothing but her palm and one curled finger buried deep. Proud that she had taken a grown man, a husband, and reduced him to this: sobbing, shaking, coming undone from her intimate, violating touch while his wife remained locked away like a disobedient pet. Proud that Taylor’s young, perfect body—her midnight teasing, her once-absolute reign over Nathan’s desire—meant nothing anymore. She, Tatiana, was the one who decided when he came, how he came, if he came at all. She was the one he begged, the one he loved more, the one whose mere presence overwrote every other claim on his body and soul. The power of it, the total sexual and emotional conquest, made her own thighs clench faintly around his softening cock, savouring the sticky evidence of her victory.

Nathan lay there, ruined and radiant, ass throbbing like fire, cock still leaking against the slick prison of her skin, every nerve alight with the devastating mix of pain, humiliation, and ecstasy. He had never loved anyone more in his life.

Tatiana eased Nathan off her lap with the same gentle, possessive care she might use for a child who had just been thoroughly disciplined. He stood shakily, shirt damp, ass blazing, cock still half-hard and glistening with his own spend. She rose, the black satin slip falling back into place, and walked to the small side table. From a crystal box she took a single tissue and, without hurry, wiped the slick evidence of his climax from the inside of her thigh (slow, deliberate strokes that made him ache all over again). She let the soiled tissue fall into a discreet brass bin, then crossed to the long white sofa beneath the window and sat, arranging herself with regal ease.

“Come,” she said, patting the cushion right beside her.

Nathan padded over, wincing with every step, and lowered himself gingerly. Even the soft cushion felt like fire on his punished skin. Tatiana noticed immediately. She reached behind the sofa, pulled out a thick cashmere throw, and tucked a small velvet pillow beneath him.

“Try this,” she murmured. “I know your little bottom is on fire.”

He settled (half on the pillow, half against her warm, solid body) and immediately felt her arm slide around his shoulders, pulling him in. She was so much taller, so much stronger; he felt tiny, enveloped, safe. The throw came next, draped over both of them, cocooning him against her side. Her breast pressed softly against his upper arm through the satin; her perfume and the faint heat of her skin surrounded him.

Tatiana rested her chin lightly on the top of his head.

“I can feel it in my bones, baby,” she said, voice low and soothing. “You need to talk to Mommy. You’re not leaving this room until you do. Everything. I’m listening.”

Nathan tried to sit still, but the pain and the overwhelming closeness made him tremble again. She felt it at once.

“Still shivering?” She pulled the throw tighter, tucking it around him like a mother with a frightened child. “Come here properly.”

Before he could answer she shifted, guiding him sideways onto her lap (his sore bottom carefully suspended between her thighs so nothing touched it). He ended up cradled against her chest, legs draped over hers, cheek against the warm satin covering her breast. Her arms closed around him; one hand stroked his hair, the other rested possessively on his bare thigh beneath the blanket.

“I’m listening, my sweet boy,” she whispered. “You can tell Mommy anything.”

The dam broke.

He started crying (quiet, helpless sobs that shook his whole frame). Between them, words tumbled out.

“I’m… I’m in love with you,” he choked. “Completely. It’s bigger than anything I ever felt for Taylor. When you touch me, when you correct me… it’s like you reach straight into my soul and hold the exact thing I’ve always needed. I feel it in my bones. I’m shaking just sitting here because being close to you like this… it’s everything.”

Tatiana said nothing, only stroked his hair, letting him spill.

“Taylor is… she’s beautiful, she’s intoxicating. One smile from her and I still melt, even now. But it’s different. With her I’m obsessed—always chasing, always terrified it won’t be enough, always waiting for the next silence that ages me ten years, the next crumb of warmth that might never cum. I never know where I stand. I never feel safe.”

He pressed his face harder against the satin over her breast, voice breaking.

“With you… I’m home. You give me certainty. Tranquility. I can surrender completely and just… wait. You decide everything, and I trust you to know what I need—when to correct me, when to comfort me, when to let me feel small and safe and owned. I want to serve you for the rest of my life. I want to be yours in every way that matters.”

He felt her smile against his temple (slow, warm, utterly triumphant). Not cruel, not mocking, but the quiet, radiant smile of a woman who has just heard absolute victory spoken aloud in a broken, loving voice. The smile of a queen who has taken a husband’s heart while his wife remains locked two corridors away, who knows the war for Nathan’s soul is already won, and that any battles still to come will only tighten her grip.

Tatiana let the silence settle, savouring it, then brushed her lips against his hair in a soft, possessive kiss.

“Mommy knows, baby,” she whispered. “And Mommy is keeping you.”

“Nathan, listen to me carefully. What we have is not a love affair. It will never be a romance in the way you might dream. For that to exist, desire has to flow both ways (sexual desire). And you have to understand, with all the kindness in the world, that I am attracted to a very specific kind of man. Men like Rich. Tall, dominant, decisive. Men I want between my legs.”

She traced idle circles on the back of his hand with one crimson nail.

“That doesn’t mean you’re unattractive to someone else. But for me, sweetheart… your cock is simply not enough. And that’s okay. We don’t pretend otherwise. I adore having you as my pet, my baby, my sweet, obedient boy. I love holding you like this, correcting you, listening to you bare your soul. But sexually? No. That place belongs to real men.”

The humiliation should have crushed him. Instead it settled over him like the blanket (warm, final, strangely peaceful).

“Yes,” he whispered. “That’s what I want. To be your pet. Forever.”

She pressed a finger to his lips.

“I’m not finished.”

Her voice stayed gentle, almost tender.

“I actually want you and Taylor to have a good relationship. She’s a wonderful girl (wild, spoiled, brilliant). She just needs to learn her place in this house. Rich and I are still deciding whether she truly belongs here long-term. Right now she’s testing boundaries, and if she crosses too many… well. You know the rule we’ve always had.”

Nathan went very still.

“If Taylor goes,” Tatiana said calmly, “you go. We are not in the business of keeping broken husbands without their wives. You are both here because she satisfies Rich sexually. That is her purpose. If she stops being a good, submissive girl who knows her place… the arrangement ends for both of you.”

Cold fear flooded him. He burrowed closer, clutching the blanket.

“I need you to understand the truth,” she continued, stroking his hair. “I will always be honest with you, and I expect the same. That’s why we can sit like this.”

Their faces were inches apart now. He could feel the warmth of her breath, smell her lipstick. His own lips parted, drawn helplessly toward hers.

She let him get within a heartbeat… then turned her head at the last second. His mouth landed on her cheek instead. She laughed softly (fond, indulgent, devastating).

“Up you get, baby,” she said, giving his sore bottom a gentle pat through the blanket. “Back to work. Mommy has a house to run.”

And with that, the moment folded itself away (intimate, brutal, perfect) and the library door opened onto the rest of their strange, unbreakable little world.


$13,000,000

During the month that past since the discipline session, Nathan no longer measured time in days. He measured it in the click of Tatiana’s heels on marble, in the exact number of seconds it took her to notice a fingerprint on a mirror, in the soft rustle of silk when she crossed her legs and decided whether his work had been acceptable or whether the cane would speak again.

The first week he had still tried to keep track of hours. By the second week he had stopped. Now, a full month after the morning she had cradled his sobbing confession on the white leather sofa, he understood that his life had been distilled into one single, perfect purpose: to move through her world three steps behind her, forehead lowered, shackled, silent, hard, and endlessly useful.

He woke at 5:00 a.m. to the soft chime that marked the beginning of another day—always at the exact moment she had chosen for him. The crib unlocked with a quiet click, the bars sliding down on silent rails. Diapered and lightly shackled through the night, wrists and ankles linked by the familiar short chains that forced small, graceful steps, he crawled out onto the cool marble of the vast penthouse floor. After a brief, permitted wash-up and a change into the plain cleaner’s attire she had selected, he began the early hours on his hands and knees—scrubbing floors, polishing surfaces, erasing every trace of imperfection before the penthouse fully stirred.

He knelt beside her bed in the half-dark, eyes on the carpet, until her foot descended and the warm arch brushed his waiting fingers. He slid the marabou mules onto her feet with the reverence other men reserved for prayer. Then he crawled behind her to the dressing room, robe in his teeth like an obedient retriever, heart hammering because her scent, sleep-warm skin and that faint trace of Chanel, was already curling through his blood.

She never acknowledged him until she chose to. Sometimes she let ten silent minutes pass while he knelt holding the silver tray with her espresso. Sometimes she took the tiny cup without a glance and he remained there, arms trembling, until she finished. Only when the porcelain clicked back onto the saucer was he allowed to breathe again.

He ran her bath, tested the temperature with his elbow, adjusted by fractions of a degree until her nod released him. He washed her, sea-sponge gliding over the heavy weight of her breasts, down the slope of her back, along thighs that could crush his soul without effort. She read the Financial Times or answered messages while he worked, water lapping at skin he was forbidden to desire yet ached for every second. When he reached the soft inside of her thigh she sometimes parted her legs a fraction wider, casual as opening a book, and he felt himself throb helplessly against the cage of his own denial.

Drying her was its own ritual: warmed towels, kneeling, never lifting his gaze above her knees. Then the lotion, thick, expensive, scented with amber and something darker, rubbed in slow circles up calves, behind knees, along the endless satin of her thighs. He knew every inch of her legs better than he had ever known his wife’s face. The French pedicure, always perfect, always burning red, was burned into his memory; he repainted it twice a week, tongue between his teeth in concentration, terrified of a single smudge.

Dressing her was prayer in motion. Stockings rolled up legs that had ruined him. Bras clasped around breasts he was no longer permitted to touch except with soap and trembling devotion. Gowns zipped, heels buckled, jewelry laid against her collarbones while he knelt and she turned slowly, inspecting herself in the mirror and, by reflection, him.

Outside the penthouse—on those days when Tatiana decided, often on a whim and without warning, that he would accompany her rather than attend to the remnants of his company—he found the humiliation refined into something almost elegant.

She would summon him mid-morning with a single text or a casual word, forcing him to cancel meetings, postpone calls, and abandon whatever fragile illusion of professional responsibility he still clung to. His assistant had long since stopped asking questions. On those unpredictable days, his calendar cleared for her pleasure alone, and he became her silent, aching shadow in the world beyond the private elevator.

He carried her bags three respectful paces behind her in Bergdorf, arms aching under the weight of boxes she would never thank him for. He knelt in dressing rooms holding discarded dresses like a human valet. At charity luncheons he stood against the wall all afternoon holding her clutch, eyes down, erection straining against linen trousers because she had worn the backless emerald dress that made grown men stutter.

He drove the Maybach with both hands at ten and two, eyes forward, while she sat in the center of the back seat like visiting royalty. When she shopped he paid. When she grew bored he carried. When she pointed, he fetched. When she said “Wait in the car,” he waited in the car, windows up, sun baking the leather seats, sweat pooling under the collar of the one plain white shirt she allowed him in public.

Back home the chains went back on the instant the private elevator doors closed. He stripped to the approved shorts, knelt in the foyer, and waited in silence for her return.

Occasionally—and always unexpectedly—she would conduct one of her thorough, exacting inspections. She walked slow circles around him, one manicured finger tracing the welts from yesterday’s caning, checking nails, knees, the shine on the marble behind him. One speck of dust, one scuff, one hesitation, and the cane sang. Ten, twenty, thirty strokes, however many it took until his voice cracked on “Thank you, Mrs. Carter” and his forehead touched the floor in perfect, broken gratitude.

There was always more to clean. Baseboards with a toothbrush. Chandelier crystals with vodka and cotton buds. Fourteen bathrooms scrubbed by hand because the maids were never quite good enough for her standards and he, of course, existed to meet standards no one else could. He polished silver until it passed her white-glove test, ironed silk blouses on his knees in the laundry room, hand-washed her lingerie with the devotion of a monk illuminating manuscripts.

The only exception to Nathan’s total confinement was a strictly enforced window: every weekday from 8:00 a.m. to 5:30 p.m., he was permitted to leave the penthouse to “manage” what remained of his company—remote calls, occasional office visits, signing documents. Tatiana framed it as a privilege, not a right; one infraction and it would be revoked forever. Nathan guarded those hours like oxygen. They were his last claim to manhood, the empire he had built with his own ten fingers—the toilet-paper business that had made him a millionaire and still provided his only steady income, the final proof he wasn’t completely broken. It was his current livelihood, the money that fed his sons today—paying for Jonathan and Austin’s modest apartment, their groceries, their daily expenses—more precious to him than anything except his undimmed love for Taylor and the strange, shameful peace he had found in Tatiana’s dominion. Only as a quiet byproduct, when time allowed, did he steal brief portions of those hours to visit his sons in person, checking on them directly—small, desperate acts of fatherhood squeezed into the margins of his real priority: keeping the company alive.

At the office, he was still technically CEO of what little remained of his company, but the illusion only. His phone buzzed constantly with her texts: Pharmacy. Vitamin D pearls. Now. Bring me a branch of white peonies before the florist closes. I’m bored. Come home. He left meetings mid-sentence, drove across the city, returned with whatever she wanted, returned to work with the scent of her perfume still on his fingers and his assistant pretending not to notice the faint chain marks under his cuffs.

Evenings were for her feet. Forty-five minutes of massage every single night while she watched television or read, his thumbs working into her arches, his cock aching against the seam of his shorts because she sometimes let her robe fall open just enough for him to glimpse the body he served but would never again possess. He lotioned her calves, her thighs, stopped exactly where she indicated with one lazy tap of a crimson nail. When she was satisfied she simply lifted her foot from his lap and he crawled away to whatever task came next.

Some nights, if she was especially pleased with his service, she allowed him to kiss the tops of her feet before dismissing him to the crib. Most nights she simply lifted her foot from his lap and let him crawl away—but even on those nights, her attention was never truly withheld.

Tatiana, for all her strictness and unrelenting discipline, was also an attentive, empathetic listener. Whenever a worry or confession stirred in him—however small, however shameful—he knew he could approach her. He would kneel at her feet, or sometimes curl beside her chair, and speak. She would listen with calm, undivided focus, her manicured hand perhaps resting on his head or stroking his back, absorbing every word. No issue was too trivial, no thought too broken; she welcomed them all, offering quiet insight or simple reassurance in return. In those moments, her maternal care revealed its deepest layer—not just correction and ownership, but genuine understanding. It was one of the rare rewards that cost her nothing yet bound him to her even more completely.

He slept diapered, shackled, exhausted, dreaming of the sound of her voice saying “good boy” in a tone that made the entire world narrow to the space between her ankles and his lips.

Taylor had become a distant constellation, beautiful, untouchable, irrelevant. He no longer measured his ruin against his wife’s laughter echoing from the master bedroom. He measured it against the exact angle Tatiana required when he knelt, head bowed, offered her evening espresso on a silver tray and waited, breathless, for the smallest nod that meant he had been adequate.

He was hard almost all the time now, a low, constant thrum of denied need that belonged entirely to the woman who owned his days, his nights, his thoughts, his breath, his soul. He had not been inside a woman in longer than he could count. He no longer wanted to be. He wanted only to kneel lower, serve faster, suffer more perfectly, because every blistering stroke of her cane, every casual dismissal, every absent stroke of her fingers through his hair when he curled at her feet like a dog, proved that he had finally, completely, irrevocably become hers.

And in the deepest part of his ruined, shackled, aching heart, Nathan Whitmore knew he had never been happier in his life.

This was the bottom he had once feared. It turned out to be the only place he had ever truly belonged.

For Taylor, the month had unfolded like a slow, deliberate lesson in the exquisite art of restraint.

The morning after her imprisonment in the pink bedroom, she had emerged on her best behavior—silent, flawless, radiant in her obedience. She understood the rules with the instinctive clarity of a girl who had always ruled others: Tatiana’s word was gravity itself. Any infraction, however small—a hesitation, a flicker of entitlement in her eyes, a sigh that lingered too long—and she was sent straight to her room, the lavender door locking with a soft, final click. More often, though, correction came directly over Tatiana’s lap.

Taylor learned the ritual intimately. Bare-bottomed, camisole lifted to the small of her back, she would drape herself across those strong, maternal thighs and wait. Tatiana never hurried. The first spank always landed with calm precision, a warm-up that built into a steady, relentless rhythm until Taylor’s breath hitched, her legs kicked helplessly, and tears spilled onto the carpet. When it ended she was stood in the corner, glowing cheeks on display, hands clasped behind her head, until Tatiana decided the lesson had settled deep enough. “Good girl,” came the eventual whisper, and Taylor’s shoulders would sag with relief and something dangerously close to gratitude.

In the rare moments Nathan was permitted to witness these scenes—summoned perhaps to observe as part of his own correction—he watched in quiet confusion. Taylor had told him, in one of her midnight visits to his crib, that she was not truly submissive to Tatiana; it was all performance, a means to an end, because what she really wanted was Rich. She had insisted her heart still belonged to Nathan, that her surrender to Rich was only sexual, never emotional. Yet here she was: accepting punishment with perfect, trembling obedience, tears genuine, posture flawless in the corner, the soft “thank you, Mommy” barely audible but unmistakable.

He could not reconcile the two versions of her. Was this the real Taylor finally emerging—someone who, through the relentless pressure of Tatiana’s discipline, had discovered a deeper layer of submissiveness she had never admitted to herself? Or was it simply another masterful act, the same radiant talent for deception that had stripped him of everything he owned? She looked so convincingly broken, so earnestly contrite, that doubt gnawed at him. If she could play this role so flawlessly, then perhaps everything she had whispered to him in the dark had been a lie too—the claims that she still loved him, that Rich was only desire, that she would never truly leave him behind. The uncertainty chilled him more than any cane ever could: with Taylor, it was impossible to know what lay beneath the performance, impossible to trust that any feeling she showed was ever entirely real.

Her days were filled with light, decorative chores—tasks chosen not for necessity but for the quiet reinforcement of place. She folded Tatiana’s silk scarves into perfect, color-coordinated rows, arranged fresh orchids for the dinner table with the meticulous eye of an artist, polished the heavy gold and diamond pieces in Tatiana’s jewelry drawer until they caught the light like captured stars. She performed every duty in silent, flawless obedience, her movements graceful, her gaze lowered, the once-untouchable goddess now a diligent, breathtaking pupil.

As the days slipped by, Tatiana’s trust grew in measured degrees. Chores were quietly reduced. Free time appeared—lazy afternoons curled on a chaise in the morning room, flipping through fashion magazines while the household staff moved around her like quiet shadows. Soon Taylor found herself seated beside Tatiana on the wide sofa, both women extending their legs while trembling male servants knelt to offer chilled champagne or fresh strawberries. It was a subtle elevation, a return to something closer to privilege, and Taylor drank it in with the radiant ease of a girl born to be worshipped.

Life, if one set aside the single, aching absence, had become almost unbearably pleasant. Shopping excursions with Tatiana—private appointments at Hermès and Chanel, dressing rooms transformed into small kingdoms where staff fluttered and complimented. Lunches at exclusive rooftop restaurants where heads turned and whispers followed. Evenings spent in the spa lounge, side by side on heated tables while masseurs worked in respectful silence. Taylor felt the old power stir again as the servants hurried to anticipate her smallest wish; she was no longer merely serving—she was once again the breathtaking young creature at the center of the orbit, basking in luxury that felt like her birthright.

Only one thing remained cruelly, deliberately out of reach.

She was not allowed in the master bedroom. She was not allowed to throw herself at Rich—to curl into his lap, to whisper “Daddy” against his throat, to feel the thick, overwhelming possession she craved with every cell in her body. Tatiana did not trust her that far. Not yet.

Taylor knew why, of course. Tatiana understood desire better than anyone; she saw the way Taylor’s eyes lingered when Rich passed through a room, the way her breath caught at the low rumble of his voice. She knew exactly what that thick cock did to a girl—what it had already done to Taylor—and she withheld it with the serene cruelty of a mother denying a favorite treat until the lesson was fully learned. Rich remained a distant, untouchable god: a brush of his hand on her shoulder as he passed, a brief “Hey, baby” that sent heat pooling between her thighs, then nothing. Nights were spent alone in the pink bedroom, silk sheets cool against skin that burned for him.

Whenever the ache became unbearable, Taylor asked—softly, carefully, never demanding. She would kneel beside Tatiana’s chair, voice small and breathy: “Mommy… please. If it’s possible… I just… I need Daddy. I’ll be so good. I can’t take it anymore.” Each time Tatiana’s answer was the same calm, final “No. Not yet.” A gentle stroke through Taylor’s hair, a kiss pressed to her forehead, and the subject closed.

But the pressure was building, and Taylor was not the only source.

Rich, for all his laconic stillness, had begun to show faint signs of restlessness. A lingering glance when Taylor entered a room. A quiet “Where’s my girl?” murmured to Tatiana over breakfast. An extra glass of bourbon in the evening, his steel eyes flicking toward the hallway that led to the pink bedroom. He never pushed—Rich Carter did not push—but his subtle dissatisfaction hung in the air like incoming weather.

Tatiana felt it from both sides now: Taylor’s pleading nudges growing bolder, more frequent; Rich’s unspoken expectation pressing from the other direction. The perfect balance she had enforced for thirty days was beginning to strain.

Taylor, radiant and obedient, continued to wait—beautifully, perfectly, desperately—knowing the door she craved could open at any moment.

The dressing room was a sanctuary of quiet opulence: pale ivory walls warmed by hidden lighting, a long mirrored vanity framed in brushed gold, and a chaise longue upholstered in dove-gray velvet. In the center, two low, wide ottomans faced each other across a shallow porcelain basin filled with steaming rose-scented water. The air carried the faint sweetness of orchid and the richer note of Tatiana’s signature amber perfume. A crystal chandelier above scattered soft prisms across the marble floor, where Nathan knelt, silent and small, between the two women he served.

Tatiana reclined like a queen on her ottoman, auburn waves spilling over the backrest, her black silk robe parted just enough to reveal the generous swell of her breasts and the long, flawless line of her legs. Taylor sat opposite, radiant in a pale-pink satin camisole and matching shorts, jet-black hair loose and gleaming, hazel eyes bright with the easy confidence that had slowly returned over the past weeks. Both women had their feet submerged in the warm water, crimson pedicures catching the light like drops of fresh blood.

Nathan’s small wicker basket of tools rested beside his knee: warmed towels folded into perfect squares, a bottle of Tatiana’s favorite amber-scented lotion, emery boards, cotton pads, and a tiny dish of rose oil.

He knelt between them in stark, deliberate contrast. His “uniform” for the morning chores was a single layer of coarse, scratchy jute fabric: a faded, threadbare T-shirt, slightly torn at one shoulder and under the arm from repeated kneeling and scrubbing, and tiny shorts so short they barely covered the curve of his ass. No underwear beneath—another of Tatiana’s rules—so every movement reminded him of his exposure, the rough weave chafing against his skin with every shift of his knees on the marble. As much as he longed for something more dignified, even just a proper pair of trousers or a soft cotton shirt, the attire was strictly enforced by Tatiana, non-negotiable, and there was nothing he could do about it. She had chosen it deliberately to keep him humbled, uncomfortable, and unmistakably lower-caste, and both women above him took quiet satisfaction in the sight—Taylor occasionally stifling a soft giggle behind her hand when she caught the way the fabric rode up or pulled tight, Tatiana allowing herself a faint, knowing smile whenever his shorts shifted just enough to expose more than intended.

The cheap, peasant-like material was the opposite of the silken luxury draped over the women above him, marking him unmistakably as the lowest working caste in the room. Yet he wore it without protest, the humiliating outfit as much a part of his service as the lotion bottle and warmed towels in his basket.

His hands—steady now after endless practice—lifted Tatiana’s right foot first, cradling the warm arch as though it were fragile glass. He pressed a soft towel against her skin, blotting gently, reverently, then moved to the left. Water dripped from her heel onto the marble; he caught every drop before it could spread.

Taylor watched him work with the lazy curiosity of someone admiring a well-trained pet. She tilted her head slightly, eyes following the slow, deliberate circles of Nathan’s thumbs along Tatiana’s arch, the way his fingers cradled the heel just so, then slid up to press gently into the ball of the foot.

“You know what I love?” Taylor said softly, almost dreamily, her voice carrying a small, excited lilt. “When he cups the whole foot like this—strong palm underneath, fingers wrapping around from the sides, squeezing firmly from both directions. It needs real strength to do it right, to envelop the foot completely and press in deep enough that you feel it all the way up the calf. It’s absolutely heavenly—like the tension just melts away.”

Tatiana let out a low, appreciative hum, her eyelids fluttering half-closed for a moment. “Mmm. Yes. That exact hold… the way his hand closes around the arch and squeezes, slow and powerful. It’s divine. Nothing else reaches quite so deep.”

Taylor’s smile widened, bright and conspiratorial. “Exactly! Nathan, honey—” she leaned forward a fraction, voice sweet but commanding “—show Tatiana how you cup and squeeze right now. Firm, enveloping, the way I like it.”

Nathan’s response was immediate, soft and obedient. “Yes, Mistress.” He adjusted his grip, sliding his broad palm fully beneath Tatiana’s foot, fingers curling around the sides to close like a strong, warm vice—squeezing with controlled power, deep and steady, letting the pressure radiate through the entire sole and up the arch.

Tatiana’s head tipped back against the chaise, a soft, genuine sigh escaping her lips. “Oh… yes. Yes, that’s it. Harder now, baby… oh, I like it very much.”

For a few long seconds the only sounds were the quiet lap of water in the basin, the faint slick of lotion under Nathan’s fingers, and the shared, contented breathing of the two women above him.

Then Taylor straightened slightly, the dreamy look fading into her usual light curiosity. “You know, at La Perla yesterday,” she began, voice melodic once more, “they have that whole department for plus-size women.”

Tatiana’s lips curved in faint amusement. “Oh, I know, darling. I know.”

Nathan shifted seamlessly to Taylor’s feet, lifting her smaller, sun-kissed arch with the same hushed devotion. The contrast struck him every time—Tatiana’s mature, commanding fullness against Taylor’s delicate, heartbreaking perfection—yet both were infinitely above him. He dried between her toes with careful pats, never daring to linger.

“So I was thinking,” Taylor continued, leaning forward a little, “you could have bought something for yourself too.”

Tatiana gave a low, velvet laugh. “I could?”

“Yes!” Taylor’s tone was playful, almost earnest. “All our shopping yesterday was about me. You didn’t buy a single thing for yourself.”

Nathan’s pulse quickened at the subtle shift in Tatiana’s posture—the slightest lift of one elegant brow. He kept his eyes lowered, beginning the slow, circular application of lotion to Tatiana’s calves, thumbs pressing exactly where she liked, neither too light nor too firm.

“And?” Tatiana asked, voice rich with gentle condescension, as though indulging a child who had just discovered the sky was blue. “What, exactly, is wrong with that?”

Taylor hesitated, then smiled, undaunted. “Well… to tell the truth, Mistress, I didn’t feel entirely comfortable. It was all about me. And La Perla does have that plus-size department—”

“Honey,” Tatiana interrupted, laughter softening the words but not the authority behind them, “even if I wanted to shop there, I’m afraid they simply don’t carry my size.”

Nathan moved back to Taylor’s feet now, smoothing lotion along her slim ankles, feeling the fine bones beneath satin skin. His mind drifted, as it often did, to how perfectly shaped her feet were—like everything else about her—yet how utterly irrelevant that perfection had become to him. Tatiana’s arches were the ones burned into his dreams.

“What size are your bras?” Taylor asked, wide-eyed. “Triple G?”

Tatiana exhaled a soft, theatrical sigh. “My bras are tailor-made, sweetheart. No store carries anything large enough.”

“Oh my God,” Taylor breathed, genuinely awed. “They must cost a fortune.”

Nathan’s hands paused for the briefest fraction of a second—only long enough for Tatiana’s crimson-tipped toes to flex once in silent warning—before he resumed, now massaging the ball of her foot with slow, worshipful pressure.

“Yes,” Tatiana admitted, “but I negotiate the price down.”

Taylor tilted her head. “But… you’re so rich. Does it really matter?”

Tatiana’s smile sharpened, maternal and merciless. “You see, darling, that is exactly the kind of thinking that is wrong.” She extended her other foot; Nathan released Taylor instantly and returned to his true sovereign. “I used to buy quite a lot from Valentino. Beautiful pieces, exquisite work. But once he realized we were high-value clients, he began to… adjust his pricing.”

“Oh, he did?” Taylor’s eyes widened further.

“Yes. A good bra might cost a normal woman a hundred dollars. Mine, being custom, might fairly cost a thousand. But Valentino would quote me ten thousand. For one bra. And for years, I paid it.”

Taylor blinked, the picture of innocent confusion. “I mean… you can afford it, though. What’s ten thousand dollars?”

The question hung in the scented air like a careless spark.

Nathan’s thumbs stilled for the briefest moment against the warm arch of Tatiana’s foot, then resumed their slow, worshipful circles. Ten thousand dollars. For one bra. The number struck him low in the gut, a dull, familiar ache that had nothing to do with the constant throb of his denial.

He remembered when ten thousand dollars had been a significant line item—a new prototype run, a marketing push, a private hot-air-balloon ride over Napa Valley he’d once surprised Taylor with in the early days, complete with champagne breakfast at sunrise, back when she still pretended to be impressed. Back when he had been the man who paid, the man who provided, the one tailors and jewelers smiled at with genuine deference because Nathan Whitmore was worth millions.

Now, yesterday alone, Tatiana had guided Taylor through boutiques where the bags piled up like conquered territory—thirty, forty, fifty thousand dollars dropped without a second glance, all for Taylor’s radiant pleasure. Clothes, lingerie, shoes, jewelry that would never fit into the mansion they no longer owned. Money spent on his wife that dwarfed anything he had ever managed, and not a cent of it his.

Taylor’s voice floated above him, light and unburdened: “What’s ten thousand dollars?”—as though the sum were pocket change, as though she had already absorbed the Carter scale of the world. She hadn’t earned it, hadn’t built it, yet here she was, bathed in it, accepted into its effortless flow while he knelt on marble, reduced to the quiet task of pressing lotion into the soles of the women who owned everything he had once believed was his.

The disparity settled over him like a weight he no longer resisted. He was not in their league; he had never truly been. Rich and Tatiana moved in a stratosphere where ten thousand dollars was an irritation to be negotiated away, not a triumph to be celebrated. Taylor, barely nineteen, now breathed that same rarefied air—her wishes granted on a scale he could never match, her beauty funded by a fortune that made his old millions look quaint.

And he—former builder of empires, former husband who had once believed love and money could hold a goddess—existed only here, at their feet. Drying, lotioning, massaging. Invisible. Useful. Irrelevant in any other capacity.

The knowledge did not anger him anymore. It simply was. A quiet, final truth that made his touch even more reverent as he cradled Tatiana’s heel, then shifted to Taylor’s smaller, perfect arch—two women whose world he could serve but never again enter.

He pressed his thumbs deeper, exactly as Tatiana preferred, and waited for the conversation to drift on above him, the way clouds drift over a man already buried.

“Precisely the problem,” Tatiana said patiently. “If you pay ten times the fair price for everything—bras, gowns, shoes, jewelry—then even a billionaire becomes merely a multimillionaire remarkably quickly.”

Taylor frowned, adorable confusion creasing her brow. “I… don’t quite understand.”

Tatiana leaned forward slightly, robe slipping to reveal more of the heavy, perfect curve of her breast. Nathan’s breath caught; he kept his gaze fixed on her heel. “Imagine you have a thousand dollars to spend on socks,” she explained. “Ordinary socks cost ten dollars each. You can buy a hundred pairs. Now imagine you’re rich—you have ten thousand dollars—but every sock suddenly costs a hundred dollars simply because the shopkeeper knows you can pay it. You still only buy a hundred pairs. Exactly the same as the person who isn’t rich. Do you see?”

Taylor reached out impulsively, laying her delicate hand over Tatiana’s. “Mommy, please don’t start with math,” she said, laughing softly. “I’m really not good with numbers.”

Tatiana’s answering laugh was warm, indulgent, triumphant. She patted Taylor’s hand once, then settled back, extending both feet toward Nathan again in silent command.

He took them gratefully—one in each hand—pressing thumbs into her arches with the devotion of a man who had finally found his purpose at the very bottom of the world.

And in the quiet, scented air of the dressing room, the hierarchy hummed—perfect, unbreakable, and, for the three of them, exactly as it should be.

“All I am saying,” Tatiana explained, her voice patient yet edged with gentle exasperation as she saw Taylor’s clueless expression, “is that you need to save on expenses—even if you are rich.”

“Oh, that I justify,” Taylor said with a breezy little shrug, as though the matter were the most natural thing in the world.

“Yes. So I told Valentino—after all those years of paying his inflated prices—no more. I moved to La Perla’s in-house atelier instead. They’re so much more reasonable, and the man who runs it is genuinely good. He wouldn’t dream of overcharging simply because I’m rich.”

“Oh, absolutely,” Taylor agreed, nodding with the earnest enthusiasm of a favorite pupil.

“That’s why, even though I am very rich, I still moved Austin and Jonathan to a one-bedroom apartment in Dorchester. It’s much cheaper.”

Nathan’s hands faltered for a heartbeat against the warm curve of Tatiana’s arch, lotion cool and slick under his thumbs. Dorchester. Crime-ridden streets, sirens at night, the kind of place he had once driven past with the doors locked and the windows up. His boys—Jonathan, broad-shouldered and proud; Austin, quiet and gentle—living there now? Packed into one room?

He hadn’t known.

Since Taylor had sweetly persuaded him to transfer their last joint account into her name alone, he had been blind to the statements. He deposited what little remained of his income each month, and the rest vanished into her control. He and the boys lived on whatever allowance she remembered to send—sometimes generous, more often a trickle that forced choices between groceries and pride.

Taylor’s voice floated on, light and careless. “Whose Austin and Jonathan?” Tatiana asked, one perfectly shaped brow arching in mild curiosity.

“They’re my sons,” Taylor answered, then caught Tatiana’s amused glance and laughed, soft and musical. “My stepsons, I mean.”

Nathan choked on a silent breath, the sound lost beneath the quiet lap of water in the basin. Sons. As if she had birthed them, raised them, earned the right to decide their roof. The quick correction to “stepsons” came too late to soften the blow—her casual claim lingered like a fresh welt. His fingers trembled as he shifted to Taylor’s smaller foot, pressing lotion into her skin with the same mechanical devotion, though the warmth now felt like a brand.

“How much did it save you?” Tatiana asked, tone conversational, as though discussing the weather.

Taylor lifted one shoulder in an elegant shrug. “I don’t know,” she admitted, smiling. “I told you, Mommy—I’m not good with numbers.”

Tatiana’s laugh was low, indulgent. “Well, darling, if you can truly afford it, then why not let them live in comfort? Dorchester isn’t exactly… the safest neighborhood, you know.”

“Yes, but it was important to me that they not be spoiled,” Taylor replied, voice earnest now, eyes wide with conviction. “You know what I mean?”

Tatiana’s lips twitched; she pressed them together in a valiant effort not to smile too openly, then nodded with maternal gravity.

Nathan’s mind reeled as he worked in silence, thumbs tracing slow circles along Tatiana’s instep. Here was Taylor—nineteen, radiant, draped in satin bought yesterday for sums that would have kept his sons in luxury for years—casually consigning them to a crumbling walk-up in one of Boston’s roughest corners. Restricting their allowance until they weighed cottage cheese against yellow cheese for dinner. All while she basked in Carter wealth: ten-thousand-dollar manicures, endless shopping sprees, every whim granted without question.

And she did it, he understood with a cold, sinking clarity, not for economy. Not truly for “character.” She did it because it amused her. Because the thought of his strong, grown sons humbled, scraping by, choosing between small dignities while she floated in unimaginable luxury—it aroused her. The cruelty was deliberate, exquisite, sexual in its precision.

“It was important to me that they develop character,” Taylor said, turning her hazel gaze to Tatiana for approval. “Character—that’s the right word, isn’t it, Mommy?”

“Yes, my child,” Tatiana murmured, the corner of her mouth curling into a knowing smirk. “Character… yes.”

Nathan released Taylor’s foot and returned to Tatiana’s without prompting, cradling both her heels now in reverent hands. He pressed deeper, exactly as she liked, forehead damp with the effort of stillness. The women’s laughter drifted above him like incense—rich, untouchable, merciless.

And he remained exactly where he belonged: on his knees, at their feet, oiling the skin of the goddess who had taken everything and the girl who now wielded it with radiant, careless joy.

“I mean, I grew up in the slums,” Taylor continued, her voice soft and practiced, laced with the quiet gravity she reserved for moments when she wanted sympathy or admiration. “We were eight siblings… now seven. One died because we didn’t have money for medicine.”

Tatiana tilted her head slightly, acknowledging the weight of the memory without fully embracing the narrative that followed. “That must have been very hard,” she murmured, voice neutral, the indulgent warmth cooling to something more careful, more measured.

“And I built myself with these ten fingers,” Taylor said, lifting her delicate hands in a graceful little flourish, nails gleaming from yesterday’s ten-thousand-dollar treatment.

Nathan’s mind flickered silently. Built herself. The phrase landed like an absurd crown on everything he knew. She had never built a business, never balanced a ledger, never worked a day beyond a few acrylic-nail sets for pocket money and a handful of modeling gigs that dried up fast. What she had done—what she had always done—was far more powerful, and far simpler. She had been born with beauty so breathtaking it acted like gravity: men orbited, crashed, burned, and handed her whatever she wanted. Nathan had sold her his mansion for a dollar. Rich had flipped decaying warehouses into gold. All because a eighteen-year-old girl smiled, parted her lips, opened her legs once or twice, and let the world believe it was saving her.

That was the empire. Not labor. Not ingenuity. Beauty, entitlement, and the ruthless talent to make men believe her happiness was their purpose.

“I started from the bottom,” Taylor went on, hazel eyes wide and earnest. “From ground zero. Is that how you say it? Ground zero?”

“Yes, darling,” Tatiana confirmed, the corner of her mouth twitching almost imperceptibly. “Ground zero.”

“And through hardship I built myself to what I am today.”

Tatiana’s composure held, but Nathan felt the faint tension ripple through the arch beneath his hands, the subtle flex of crimson-tipped toes. She was trying—heroically—not to laugh.

“And so,” Tatiana asked, voice velvet-smooth yet edged with something sharper, “how is it, exactly, that you are so rich today, if I may ask?”

“The Mattapan project,” Taylor answered brightly, as if announcing a lottery win. “Haven’t you heard?”

Tatiana tilted her head. “What do you mean?”

Nathan’s stomach twisted. The Mattapan project—the one Rich had originated, then drawn Taylor (and Nathan) into with an uneven split: Rich fifty percent, Taylor forty, Nathan a desperate ten. The one that had gone sour when the historic designation threatened to wipe out ninety percent of the value. The one where Taylor had come to him in feigned worry, painted the picture of total loss, watched him panic and beg to cut his losses—only to produce the ready amendment that transferred his remaining ten percent to her, leaving him with nothing but thirty thousand dollars tossed at his feet (twenty for him, ten for her nails) while she smiled and thanked “Daddy” on the phone.

“Ah, yes,” Tatiana said slowly. “Of course. Though I did hear there were… issues. Rich mentioned it couldn’t be turned into a hotel. Something about a historic designation, am I right?”

“Couldn’t,” Taylor corrected with a triumphant little smile. “Past tense.”

Tatiana’s brow lifted again. “Oh? You mean the committee finally decided it was possible? I thought it was protected.”

“Yeah, well… past tense,” Taylor repeated, savoring the phrase. “It’s no longer protected. I persuaded two committee members to vote against the historic designation.”

“Oh, you did,” Tatiana echoed. The laugh that had been hovering at the edges of her voice was gone now, replaced by a quiet, watchful stillness.

“Yes,” Taylor said, radiant with pride. “I persuaded them.”

Persuaded.

The word landed between them like a stone dropped into deep water.

Nathan’s hands never stopped moving—gliding lotion along Tatiana’s calf with the same reverent precision—but inside, something cold and final settled. Yet another two men who had slept with his wife. Two more who had tasted what had once been his alone, and who had, in return, handed her the keys to another fortune.

He shifted silently to Taylor’s foot again, cradling her heel as though it were made of spun glass. The girl who had “built herself with ten fingers” now rewrote history with every breath, claiming victories that belonged to the men who had fallen at her feet—or between her thighs.

Above him, the air in the dressing room had grown very quiet.

Tatiana regarded Taylor for a long moment, something unreadable flickering behind those knowing eyes. Then she extended her other leg, placing both feet firmly in Nathan’s waiting hands.

He accepted them without hesitation, pressing his thumbs deep into her arches, exactly where the tension lived.

“So now an investment of two million six hundred thousand is worth twenty-six million,” Taylor said, the numbers rolling off her tongue with breezy triumph. “That’s times ten, right?”

“Yes,” Tatiana confirmed, her voice still velvet but thinner now, stretched tight. “That’s times ten.”

The confirmation hung in the rose-scented air like a verdict.

“So at least on paper, I’m worth thirteen million now,” Taylor added, radiant, as though announcing she’d chosen a particularly flattering shade of lipstick.

Nathan’s hands slowed against Tatiana’s soles, the lotion suddenly cool between his palms. Thirteen million. His wife—barely nineteen, the girl who had once cooed over a five-figure necklace as though it were the moon—was casually claiming thirteen million dollars. Paper wealth built on the carcass of his last asset, flipped and multiplied in Rich Carter’s machinery. And she said it here, feet in his trembling hands, while his sons scraped by in Dorchester on her whim.

“Well… good for you,” Tatiana said, the words measured, almost careful. “Good for you.” A pause, deliberate. “So, I mean… with this kind of money, you could certainly afford to let your stepsons live somewhere a little more comfortable. But of course, it’s entirely up to you, my child. Really up to you.”

The gentle rebuke landed softly, yet the room felt colder for it. Tatiana’s crimson toes flexed once in Nathan’s grasp—a silent command to continue. He obeyed instantly, thumbs pressing deeper into her arches, though his mind reeled.

Taylor only smiled, undaunted. “So I think I shall go to Monaco.”

Tatiana’s foot twitched beneath Nathan’s fingers. “You are not going anywhere,” she said, the words escaping sharper than intended. She caught herself, smoothed the edge away. “Wait… why Monaco?”

“I heard it’s beautiful there,” Taylor answered, dreamy now, hazel eyes distant. “They have the casino… they have rich men.”

The temperature in the dressing room plummeted.

“Rich men?” Tatiana repeated, voice dangerously quiet.

“Yes, rich men,” Taylor said, tilting her head with innocent curiosity. “What’s wrong with rich men?”

Nathan felt the shift as viscerally as a physical blow. Tatiana’s body had gone very still; even the subtle rise and fall of her breathing seemed suspended. He kept his gaze fixed on her heels, oiling, massaging, a silent supplicant at the altar of a storm about to break.

“I don’t understand this,” Tatiana began, each word precise, investigative. “You have me. You have Rich.”

“Yes,” Taylor said quickly, sweetly, “and I thank you both so, so deeply for everything you’ve done for me.”

“Wait, wait, wait.” Tatiana’s hand lifted from the armrest, palm out, commanding silence. “It’s not as if you are going anywhere, young lady.”

The maternal steel was fully unsheathed now.

Taylor’s smile never wavered. “Yes, but… I feel it’s time for me—and also for Nathan, my husband—to move on.” She glanced down at Nathan for the briefest moment, affectionate, almost tender, as though noticing a favorite pet. “You’ve been the sweetest hosts, seriously. I’ve had the best time of my life.” A soft, genuine laugh. “But every adventure must have an end.”

Nathan’s heart stopped, then hammered against his ribs.

Move on. With thirteen million on paper. With him in tow—like luggage, like Princess’s carrier, like something useful she hadn’t yet decided to discard.

His hands never faltered. He cradled Tatiana’s feet with the same reverent care, shifting to Taylor’s again when the subtle pressure of Tatiana’s ankle guided him. Lotion, circles, devotion. Outwardly perfect.

Inside, everything tilted.

Tatiana stared at Taylor, auburn waves framing a face that had lost every trace of indulgent amusement. The queen, for the first time in Nathan’s memory, looked wrong-footed.

The basin water had gone cool. The orchids seemed to hold their breath.

And Nathan, on his knees between them, kept massaging the feet of the two women whose world had just cracked—very quietly—down the middle.

Tatiana leaned back against the velvet chaise, her posture regal and unhurried, as though the room itself bent to her will. Slowly, deliberately, she lifted both feet from Nathan’s hands and placed them squarely on his upturned face—soles pressing against his cheeks, arches curving over his nose, crimson-tipped toes splayed across his forehead in the most casual, crushing humiliation. The warm, lotioned skin muffled his breath; the faint scent of amber and rose enveloped him completely. She pressed down just enough to pin his head against the marble floor, a living footstool now, disregarded as furniture.

“You want to move on, darling?” she asked, voice low and velvet-razor sharp. “Is that it?”

Taylor said nothing. Her hazel eyes, so recently bright with triumph, now fixed on the basin’s cooling water.

“You want to show me that you don’t need my Rich?” Tatiana continued, flexing her feet idly, grinding Nathan’s face beneath them without a flicker of acknowledgment. “You want to force my hand—let you have him fully, or else you’ll flutter off to richer pastures? Is that it, little girl?”

Still, Taylor offered no reply.

“Oh, I would love to throw you out this very minute,” Tatiana purred, the words dripping with aristocratic disdain, “if you truly believe you can play these games with those vastly superior to you.”

She paused, letting the silence stretch, then asked with cool confidence, “Well? What would be your answer?”

Taylor’s gaze dropped lower.

“Then why don’t you take your lovely husband—your belongings—and get the fuck out of my apartment,” Tatiana said, the curse landing like a silken lash. “In fact, I want you to do it now.”

Nathan tensed beneath her feet, every muscle locking in sudden, helpless panic. The weight of her soles shifted as she rubbed them across his face—carelessly, possessively—smearing lotion over his nose, his lips, his closed eyes. A casual, total disregard for the man beneath her, as though he were merely a warm rug to wipe her feet upon.

“Go on,” she repeated, voice almost bored. “Both of you—out.”

“Tatiana,” Taylor tried, voice smaller now, pleading at the edges, “you misunderstood me—”

“Oh, I understood you perfectly,” Tatiana interrupted, laughter returning, rich and triumphant.

She lifted one foot from Nathan’s face just long enough to point with a lazy index finger—back and forth, a slow pendulum—at the marble directly in front of her chaise.

“On your knees, little girl.”

Taylor hesitated only a heartbeat, then sank gracefully to the floor, satin camisole brushing her thighs as she knelt.

“And you too, Nathan,” Tatiana added calmly, as though reminding him to fetch her espresso. “Kneel next to your wife.”

Nathan obeyed instantly, sliding out from under her remaining foot and lowering himself beside Taylor. The marble was cold against his knees; the faint scent of lotion and feminine skin clung to his face like a brand.

Tatiana surveyed them for a long, savoring moment—husband and wife kneeling in mirrored submission before her, heads bowed, breathing shallow—then laughed, soft, throaty, victorious, revealing the full, unassailable supremacy that had never truly been in question.

“Now that’s better,” Tatiana said, her voice a low, satisfied purr.

She leaned back further into the velvet chaise, reclining with languid grace, and crossed one long, flawless leg over the other. The black silk of her robe parted slightly, revealing the smooth curve of her thigh and the perfect line of her calf as it settled atop its twin. The movement was effortless, aristocratic—every inch the entitled empress in complete command of her private kingdom.

Taylor knelt in perfect posture, hands resting lightly on her thighs, but a faint tremor betrayed her. Nathan, beside her, felt his own body quiver involuntarily, the cold marble biting into his knees, the lingering warmth of Tatiana’s lotion still smeared across his face like a mark of ownership.

A slow, triumphant smile curved Tatiana’s lips as she let the silence stretch, thick and deliberate, until it pressed down on them as heavily as any physical weight.

“So,” she murmured at last, voice warm with cruel amusement, “you were trying to force me to let you see Rich whenever you please, or else you’d run off to Monaco for richer men… isn’t that right?”

“Yes,” Taylor whispered, barely audible, her radiant confidence reduced to a fragile thread.

“And what was the response of the supreme me?”

“That we should both leave your residence now,” Taylor answered quietly, eyes fixed on the marble.

“So?” Tatiana prompted, letting the word linger like smoke. “What will it be—leaving now, or begging to stay?”

“Begging to stay,” Taylor said at once, the admission tumbling out as her clever gambit collapsed.

“Well, beg then,” Tatiana said, voice silky and expectant. “Go on—show me how you beg Mommy Tatiana.”

At her calm gesture, both Nathan and Taylor stripped without hesitation. Silk and satin whispered to the floor, leaving them naked and trembling on their knees before her. Tatiana reached for the slim, elegant cigarette holder on the side table—an affectation straight from a black-and-white film—fitted a long, thin cigarette, and lit it with a gold lighter. The flame briefly illuminated her regal features as she inhaled, then exhaled a slow, fragrant plume toward the chandelier.

Nathan and Taylor leaned forward in perfect unison, lips brushing the warm, lotioned skin of her feet—soft, worshipful kisses pressed to her arches, her crimson-tipped toes, the delicate tops of her insteps.

“I can’t quite hear you,” Tatiana said, voice lazy, amused.

“Mistress Tatiana,” Taylor cried, tears glistening now, “I am begging you—please let us stay in your residence. Please.”

The pleas spilled faster, more desperate, each one laced with genuine fear. Tatiana savored every syllable, lifting the crystal glass of red wine that waited beside her, sipping nonchalantly as the cigarette burned between her manicured fingers. Smoke and Bordeaux, power and poise.

At last she lowered the glass and commanded, “Come here.”

Both crawled forward on their knees until they were close between her parted thighs. She remained seated, robe draped open just enough to reveal the heavy, perfect curves of her breasts and the shadowed promise between her legs—an empress granting audience to supplicants.

“If I hear one more whisper of rebellion, one more little game like this,” she said softly, eyes flicking between them, “I will make certain that both of you end your time with the Carters on the spot. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress Tatiana,” they answered together, voices small and synchronized.

“Good.” She turned her gaze to Taylor. “Now go to your room. You are not allowed to wear any clothes today.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Taylor whispered.

Tatiana leaned forward and delivered a single, possessive pat to Taylor’s bare bottom. “Go.”

Taylor rose and hurried from the dressing room, naked, cheeks flushed, the door clicking softly behind her.

Tatiana stood in one fluid motion, robe falling back into place like midnight silk. She looked down at Nathan—still kneeling, still stripped of everything but devotion—and smiled faintly.

“Full of ideas, your little wife, Nathan,” she said. “Wouldn’t you agree?”

“Yes, Mistress Tatiana.”

“Good.” She turned and began to stroll toward the living room, hips swaying with unhurried elegance, cigarette trailing a thin ribbon of smoke.

Nathan remained on his knees for a moment longer, gazing up at Tatiana in silent gratitude as she rose. Then, at her subtle nod—the unspoken command he had learned to read in the slightest shift of her posture—he lowered himself fully to all fours and followed three respectful paces behind.

The marble was cool beneath his palms and knees. His head remained bowed, eyes fixed on the slow, hypnotic rhythm of her bare feet—crimson soles flashing with each step, calves flexing beneath the hem of her robe. The faint scent of amber lotion, cigarette smoke, and her skin drifted back to him, pulling him forward like an invisible leash.

She never glanced behind her. She did not need to. The soft pad of his hands and knees on the floor, the quiet rhythm of his breathing, told her everything: that he was exactly where he belonged—crawling in the wake of the woman who owned his ruin, his love, his every remaining purpose.

5 Minutes Later

Tatiana had settled into the deep, cream-colored sofa, robe loosened and parted just enough to bare the heavy, perfect swell of her breasts. Nathan lay naked across her lap, head cradled in the crook of her arm, body stretched along the cushions like an exhausted child finally allowed to rest. His lips closed around her dark nipple, drawing gently, rhythmically, the warm, faintly sweet milk flowing in slow, soothing pulls. His erection stood rigid and untouched against his belly—aching, leaking, utterly ignored—while his eyes remained half-closed in dazed surrender.

Tatiana supported him exactly as a mother holds a nursing infant: one arm curved beneath his shoulders, her open hand splayed wide across his bare back, fingers spread in gentle, possessive support. The other hand stroked his hair in slow, repetitive motions, nails grazing his scalp with tender precision.

“There, there, my sweet baby,” she murmured, voice low and velvet-soft, the maternal cadence wrapping around him like cashmere. “Shhh… Mommy’s here. You’re safe now. Nothing to be afraid of anymore.”

Nathan made a small, involuntary sound against her breast—half sigh, half whimper—and drew harder, as though her milk could wash away the lingering shock of Taylor’s rebellion.

“That silly girl misbehaved, didn’t she?” Tatiana continued, baby talk laced with calm authority. “But you didn’t, did you, darling? My good, good boy. You stayed right where you belong. No need to be anxious, sweetheart. Mommy has you. Mommy always has you.”

Her fingers traced lazy circles between his shoulder blades, pressing just enough to remind him of her strength, her ownership. He melted further into her lap, body trembling faintly, cock twitching with every soothing word.

The front door opened with the quiet click of wealth—private elevator, private entry. Rich stepped in, silver hair catching the low light, suit jacket already draped over one arm. He didn’t spare Nathan so much as a glance; the naked, nursing man on his wife’s lap no longer registered as male, let alone competition.

He crossed the room, leaned down, and pressed a brief, affectionate kiss to Tatiana’s lips. “Evening, love.”

“Evening, darling,” she answered warmly, not pausing the slow stroke of her hand through Nathan’s hair.

Rich settled into his armchair—the wide, leather “throne” positioned perfectly for the television, the one from which he surveyed his kingdom each night. He stretched out long legs, loosened his tie, and glanced at the scene on the sofa with lazy amusement.

“Maintaining the milk level?” he asked, voice deep and playfully dry.

“Oh yes,” Tatiana laughed, soft and throaty. “I discovered this little sucker lately. He helps a lot.”

She turned her gaze down to Nathan—helpless, milk-drunk, still latched onto her heavy breast—and her expression softened into pure, fond indulgence, the way one looks at a cherished infant. Her free hand stroked his hair in slow, soothing passes while she cooed down at him in that gentle, sing-song voice reserved only for these private moments.

“See, sweetheart?” she murmured, voice warm and educational, as if explaining the simplest truth in the world. “This is how nature built us, baby. The little one suckles eagerly at Mommy’s tits… and because he does, Mommy makes more milk. It’s a perfect circle, isn’t it?” She paused, letting him feel the gentle swell of her breast against his cheek. “Do you know what we call this, my precious boy?”

Nathan, eyes half-lidded, shook his head the tiniest fraction—still nursing, still helpless, lips sealed around her large, dark nipple as warm milk continued to flow.

She smiled, tapping the tip of his nose playfully with one crimson-tipped finger. “We call it symbiosis, little one. Mommy feeds you… and you help Mommy make even more for you. Isn’t that clever? You’re such a good helper for Mommy.”

Her laugh was soft, delighted, utterly maternal as she pressed his head a little closer to her chest. “Keep going, baby. Drink deep. Mommy loves how you help her.”

Nathan whimpered faintly around her nipple, body trembling with the overwhelming mix of shame, arousal, and surrender, while the two true adults continued their conversation above him as though nothing extraordinary were happening at all.

Rich’s chuckle joined hers, low and indulgent, as he reached for the remote.

“His wife started with her games,” Tatiana said, shifting slightly so Nathan could settle more comfortably against her breast.

“Oh, Taylor, you mean?”

“Mmm-hmm. Yes. Who else—the rebellious girl.”

Rich flicked on the financial news, volume low. “Told you she’s rich now?”

Tatiana’s fingers paused in Nathan’s hair for the briefest moment, then resumed their soothing rhythm. “She did. Thirteen million on paper, apparently.”

“Hmm. I suppose so,” Rich said, eyes on the screen. “At least on paper.”

Tatiana’s tone sharpened, maternal protectiveness giving way to cool curiosity. “Do you mean you two actually have a contract where she truly owns fifty percent of the Mattapan project?”

Rich shrugged, the gesture loose and unconcerned, as though discussing the weather. “Hers was forty percent in the original agreement. Then there was that little amendment—the one where Nathan gifted her his remaining ten. So… yes. Fifty.”

Nathan’s suckling faltered for a heartbeat, warm milk pooling on his tongue. Fifty percent. The Mattapan project—his last real asset—now entirely Taylor’s, tricked away from him in that moment of induced panic she had so expertly triggered.

He remembered the anxiety she had stoked, the historic designation scare that made him beg to cut his losses, the amendment he signed in blind terror—only to realize later how thoroughly she had played him. The humiliation had burned then, sharp and shameful, yet it had also aroused him in ways he could never admit aloud: the dizzying thrill of being so completely outmaneuvered by his radiant young wife.

Tatiana’s hand paused in his hair. “Cast in stone, is it?” she asked quietly. “Signed, notarized, unbreakable?”

“Yes,” Rich said, swirling the bourbon in his glass. “She has that shark of a lawyer now. He made absolutely certain the contract is airtight—kosher, as they say.”

“I see,” Tatiana murmured. Her fingers resumed their slow, soothing strokes through Nathan’s hair, but her voice carried a new, thoughtful edge.

She shifted slightly beneath him, robe slipping further open, and glanced down at the naked, nursing man in her lap—erect, trembling, utterly hers. “Nathan, sweetheart,” she cooed, maternal and commanding at once, “keep stroking your cock for Mommy while you suck on my big tits. Slow, steady strokes. That’s it, baby. Good boy.”

Nathan’s hand moved obediently to his rigid shaft, fingers wrapping around it in the rhythm she had taught him—long, teasing pulls that brought him to the edge but never over. A soft, humiliated whimper escaped around her nipple as he resumed nursing.

Rich watched the motion with idle curiosity, then turned back to Tatiana. “Why is this suddenly so interesting?”

Tatiana exhaled a bitter laugh. “Because the rude little girl started threatening me. Told me she’s going to Monaco—to find herself a rich man.”

The words landed heavily in the quiet room.

Rich didn’t respond immediately. From the corner of his lowered eyes, Nathan saw him studying Tatiana, brow creased, weighing his reply with unusual care.

“Well,” Rich said at last, voice carefully neutral, “technically, she could do that now. She has the means.” A pause. “But why would she?”

Tatiana’s fingers tightened fractionally in Nathan’s hair. “I believe we’re wasting far too much energy wondering what that girl might do, darling,” she said, attempting lightness, though the strain beneath it was unmistakable.

Rich leaned back in his throne, eyes on the muted financial ticker crawling across the screen. “Remember what I told you about trying to cage a bird?”

“Of course I do,” Tatiana replied, a touch sharp. “I use the example every day—it’s impossible to force people, to truly cage them into obedience.” She drew a slow breath, steadying herself. “But Taylor is one bird who will learn to obey. She will do as she’s told.”

The words came out firm, almost venomous—as though by speaking them with enough conviction she could bend reality to match her will.

Rich gave a soft, noncommittal hum.

“Yes, darling, of course,” he said after a moment, tone indulgent but distant. “So… when do you plan on letting her sleep in my crib again?”

Tatiana’s jaw tightened almost imperceptibly. “It depends entirely on her behavior,” she said. “Every time I think I can trust her—take her shopping, show her the good life, give her everything—every fucking time,” the curse hissed through her teeth, anger flaring bright, “every single fucking time, she starts with her nonsense.”

“Yes, darling,” Rich said gently, his voice carrying that rare note of quiet caution, “if I may say so, I recommend you lower your expectations a little.”

“Meaning?” Tatiana asked, her tone deceptively light, though her fingers tightened almost imperceptibly in Nathan’s hair.

“Well, you know… Taylor is one bird who won’t obey so quickly. It’s simply her personality.”

“Then we shall get rid of her,” Tatiana replied curtly, the words slicing through the room like a chilled blade.

“No, we shall not.” Rich’s response came too fast, too sharp. He caught himself immediately, leaning back in his throne, forcing a slow breath. But the jolt had been unmistakable—Nathan felt it in the sudden stillness of the air, Tatiana felt it in the flicker across her husband’s steel eyes. Rich had a stake here, something deeper than amusement or convenience. He had developed feelings for the girl; it was obvious to everyone in the room, even the naked, nursing man in Tatiana’s lap.

“Wow,” Tatiana said softly, bitterness curling at the edges of her smile. “The minute we touch this subject, Rich, you jump like that.”

“No, it’s fine, it’s fine,” Rich said quickly, raising one hand in placating surrender. “Really. It was just…” He gave a small, forced chuckle. “Just a knee-jerk reaction.”

The lie hung there, thin and unconvincing. Rich reached for the remote, desperate for neutral ground, and flicked the channel to CNN. The low drone of a news anchor filled the silence.

“Death penalty,” he mumbled, eyes fixed on the screen.

“To whom?” Tatiana asked, her hand sliding down Nathan’s belly to wrap possessively around his aching cock. She began to stroke him—slow, relentless, expert pulls that kept him teetering on the brink without mercy—while he continued nursing at her breast, milk warm and endless.

“To whoever murders his parents,” Rich said, shaking his head. “It’s horrible, what’s happening to America these days. Just horrible.”

“Totally agree,” Tatiana echoed, voice perfectly conversational.

But neither of them cared in the slightest about America, or the death penalty, or the crumbling state of the nation. Their attention—tense, unspoken, carefully leashed—was fixed on the beautiful, mercurial nineteen-year-old girl currently confined naked to a pink bedroom down the hall.

She had become the quiet fault line running straight through the heart of the Carter marriage: a constant, simmering subject of dispute that both of them, with all their wealth and power and practiced poise, were trying—very carefully—not to let erupt into an actual fight.

Nathan, hard and throbbing in Tatiana’s merciless grip, milk-drunk and trembling against her breast, nursed on in silence.

Above him, the two true adults pretended to watch the news, while the real story played out in the careful spaces between their words.

Chapter 2 ended there—in the hush of a penthouse living room, with a nursing, denied man cradled in the lap of a queen, a billionaire pretending interest in cable news, and the distant click of a locked lavender door holding the spark that might one day burn everything down.


The Lion Roars

The next evening, 8:20 p.m., The Carter’s Residence

Life under the reign of the Carters in their penthouse was unrelenting—a ceaseless rhythm of infantilized servitude, impossible standards, and the constant, aching edge of denial.

Yet ever since the routine had fully settled, ever since the Whitmores had been absorbed into this private kingdom, there was one point of light both Nathan and Taylor had come to anticipate with quiet desperation: the evening “little intermission,” beginning promptly at eight and stretching unpredictably until ten or later, whenever Tatiana decreed the day’s work finished.

She called it a “little intermission,” a pocket of time that could last ten minutes or stretch toward two hours, entirely at her whim.

Some evenings she dismissed him at 8:07 with a lazy wave and he crawled away to finish whatever task still waited. Other evenings she let the minutes drift, wineglass in hand, and the four of them (or whoever was present that night—Rich sometimes away on business, Tatiana occasionally out) simply existed in the low amber light of the salon like a strange, quiet family.

There was no fixed schedule, no promised duration. Nathan had learned never to expect it, only to be grateful when her mood happened to soften at all.

When the intermission ended, the chains went back on, the crib bars rose, and the next day began again at 4:45 a.m. Until then, for however long or short she chose, he was allowed to sit on the couch like a man, breathe the same air as his wife, and pretend (just for a moment) that the world still contained something gentler than Tatiana’s cane and her perfect, merciless love.

The ankle and wrist cuffs were unlocked around seven forty-five, allowing just enough time for a quick, cold shower (standing only) and to change into soft grey lounge pants and a plain white T-shirt—the only clothes that ever touched his skin without her permission. At 8:00 sharp he walked (walked, not crawled) into the main salon, heart already racing, and lowered himself onto the low couch opposite Tatiana’s favourite chair. Rich was sometimes there, sometimes not; when he was, he occupied the long sofa like a bored lion, one arm stretched along the back, eyes on the screen, rarely speaking. Taylor appeared only when Tatiana decided she had been “good enough” that day.

Tatiana herself sat regal in cream cashmere or black silk, legs crossed, wineglass in hand, and she would pat the cushion beside her once. That single gesture was absolution. Nathan moved to her immediately, not quite daring to sit fully upright like a free man. Instead he half-reclined, elbow on the wide arm of the sofa, head resting against the heel of his hand, cheek almost (but never quite) touching her thigh. She allowed the closeness. Sometimes her fingers drifted into his hair, stroking absently while the news droned or an old movie flickered across the screen. Those strokes were the only gentle touch he received in twenty-four hours, and they undid him more completely than any cane ever could.

This was when he talked.

Everything he could not say on his knees he poured out in the half-dark of the salon: how the company was bleeding money he no longer cared about, how his sons’ texts went unanswered because he was ashamed to admit where he slept at night, how sometimes in the middle of a board meeting he felt her phantom grip on the back of his neck and had to excuse himself to breathe.

Tatiana listened the way she always had, ever since that very first night at the Apex Society Club in Los Angeles.

She had been listening ever since: through the tears in the yellow-duck pajamas, through the helicopter ride home, through every stage of his surrender. She never interrupted, never judged, simply let the words spill while her nails traced slow circles at his temple.

Ten minutes or an hour and a half, it didn’t matter; time still bent around her attention. When he finally ran dry she would murmur, “Good boy,” and the world (shattered, rebuilt, and perfectly balanced on the edge of her wineglass) righted itself again.

---

It was one of those evenings when Nathan was permitted to simply exist beside the Carters, the rigid chains of the day finally unlocked, the relentless rhythm of service paused for whatever fleeting mercy Tatiana chose to grant.

Rich Carter commanded the far corner of the enormous sectional the way a lion claims the warmest rock on the savanna. Slate-grey cashmere lounge pants rode low on his hips, the thick robe hanging open to the waist, silver chest hair catching the low flicker of firelight. One heavy arm stretched along the back of the sofa, a beer bottle dangling loosely from two fingers. The game played on the massive screen, volume low, but his attention was only half there—lazy, absolute, the gaze of a man who owned everything in the room and had long since stopped needing to prove it.

At his feet knelt Jade Chen.

Twenty-one, Chinese-American, the kind of beauty that made strangers on the sidewalk forget how to breathe. Long, straight ink-black hair spilled past her waist like liquid silk; cheekbones sharp enough to cut glass; skin like porcelain lit from within. She wore a backless midnight-blue satin mini-dress that looked painted on—fabric so thin it caught every breath, every subtle shift of her body, the hem barely grazing the lush curve where thigh met ass, the plunging neckline framing the soft inner swells of perfect breasts in constant, deliberate display. One delicate strap had already slipped from her shoulder; no one had bothered to fix it.

She was painting his toenails.

A tiny crystal bowl of glossy obsidian polish rested on the ottoman. Jade dipped the brush with the solemn concentration of a master calligrapher, leaned forward, and drew a flawless stripe across Rich’s big toe. Each time she bent, the satin gaped further; each time she settled back on her heels to admire her work, the dress rode higher. Her dark, almond-shaped eyes never left his face, even though his gaze remained fixed on the screen.

“Clippers are winning by seven,” she murmured, voice soft, melodic, adoring. “You still think LeBron closes it?”

Rich gave a low grunt. “He’ll try.”

Jade smiled as though he had just recited a love sonnet, capped the polish with delicate precision, then leaned in again and blew gently across his wet toes. The motion lifted the heavy curtain of her hair, exposing the flawless, vulnerable line of her neck. She crawled forward a single inch, settled between his bare feet, and rested her cheek against his knee like a cat claiming its chosen spot.

Rich’s free hand dropped without looking, thick fingers threading lazily through that river of black silk, stroking once, twice—then simply staying there. Possessive. Absent. Absolute.

Across the coffee table, Tatiana reclined in her cream velvet throne, legs elegantly crossed, wineglass tilted at a thoughtful angle, surveying the room with that calm, maternal satisfaction that made the very air feel thicker, heavier, perfectly balanced on the edge of her quiet approval.

Nathan sat on the wide sectional itself—close to Tatiana, tucked into the secluded corner nearest her armchair. The vast cream leather sofa stretched like divided territory: Rich commanding the far end, Tatiana claiming the center with regal poise, and Nathan relegated to the edge, half-reclined, elbow on the armrest, cheek hovering inches from the soft cashmere over her thigh. His hands rested awkwardly in his lap, uncertain in this rare pocket of stillness. The amber light softened the room’s edges, but not the quiet ache of waiting—for her next word, for the intermission’s end, for whatever small mercy the evening might grant.

Then Taylor appeared in the archway.

After twenty-four hours locked away—punishment for her bold, failed gambit—she emerged like a porcelain fantasy brought to life: a powder-pink satin babydoll fluttering around her upper thighs, delicate lace cups barely containing the swell of her breasts, matching micro-shorts clinging to every lethal curve like a second skin. Her long jet-black hair fell loose and gleaming down her back, bare feet silent on the cool marble. The instant she stepped into the room, her hazel gaze locked on Nathan and held, unwavering, as though the rest of the world had blurred into irrelevance.

Tatiana lifted one lazy finger, a slow, regal curl of invitation.

Taylor crossed the room without once looking down, eyes fixed on Nathan until the very last second. Then she sank gracefully to her knees before Tatiana’s chair, bowed low, and pressed trembling lips to the back of Tatiana’s offered hand. A soft, breathy “Thank you, Mommy” escaped her, barely audible, before she rested her forehead against those manicured fingers in perfect, lingering submission—silky black hair spilling over Tatiana’s hand like dark ink over cream porcelain.

Only then did she rise—just high enough—and glide the final steps to Nathan.

He hadn’t finished drawing breath before she was on him.

She slid into his lap facing him, knees sinking into the cushion on either side of his thighs, arms looping around his neck, body folding into his as though trying to disappear inside his skin. His hands found her waist automatically—warm satin over warmer skin—thumbs brushing the narrow strip of bare midriff the babydoll left exposed. She smelled of coconut lotion and the faint, sharp salt of unshed tears.

Her lips grazed the shell of his ear.

“I saw you looking,” she whispered, voice tiny, trembling, already edged with accusation.

Nathan blinked, genuinely startled. “Looking where?”

“You know exactly where.” A sharp little tilt of her chin toward the far corner, where Jade still knelt between Rich’s spread feet, bent forward in graceful devotion, painting the last of his toenails with slow, worshipful strokes.

Nathan let out a low, sheepish laugh—the helpless sound of a man caught. “Come on, Tay…”

“Is she pretty?” The question slipped out small, almost curious, but her nails dug lightly into the nape of his neck.

He laughed again, softer, trying to gentle it away. “Oh, come on.”

“I asked you a question, Nathan.” Eighteen-year-old steel beneath the sugar, sudden and unmistakable.

“I wasn’t—” He stopped, because denial was pointless. “I was watching the game. Rich said something about the Clippers. That’s all.”

Taylor pulled back just far enough to search his face, hazel eyes glassy with something fragile and dangerous. “Right. Because when I walked in, you were so busy watching basketball that you didn’t even notice me.”

A single tear gathered on her lower lashes, trembled, and fell—tracing a slow, glittering path down her cheek.

Nathan’s heart cracked open, a rush of warmth flooding him so suddenly it stole his breath. After everything—the denial, the distance, the way she had turned her radiance toward Rich and left him starving—this tiny spark of possessiveness, this jealousy over him, felt like sunlight after endless night. She cared. She still cared enough to hurt at the thought of his eyes wandering. And with her body pressed so close, warm satin and warmer skin grinding softly against him as she shifted, the inevitable happened: his cock stirred, hardening helplessly beneath the thin fabric of his lounge pants, throbbing with the ache of months denied.

Panic flickered through the bliss—Tatiana did not tolerate erections from lower-caste males, not even the involuntary ones of morning. Discovery would mean punishment. But the fear only sharpened the sweetness; he couldn’t stop it, didn’t want to.

“Baby,” he murmured, voice rough with sudden tenderness and something deeper—gratitude, almost disbelief—thumbs stroking the satin at her waist as his hands tightened involuntarily, pulling her closer despite the risk. “What is it? Why are you like this tonight?”

She swallowed hard, glanced once toward Tatiana (who appeared absorbed in her phone), then back at him.

Taylor shifted in his lap, settling deeper, her breath warm against his neck as she cast a quick, furtive glance toward Tatiana—ensuring the low murmur of the television and the quiet focus across the room masked their words. Then she leaned in closer, voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper meant only for him, as though they were two girlfriends huddled over forbidden secrets.

“The problem is that bitch,” she hissed, eyes already glistening with fresh tears. “I don’t understand it, Nathan. It’s been a whole month now, and she still won’t let me sleep with her husband.”

Nathan stroked her back soothingly, fingers tracing the satin. “Yes… true. But you have to admit, yesterday you scared the hell out of her.”

Taylor gave a tiny, defiant shrug, tears trembling on her lashes. “Well, I tried to shake her out of it. What’s the point of keeping me here if she’s going to act like this? I’m not really submitting to her. You don’t seriously think that kissing her hand means I’m submissive or something, do you?” She let out a soft, wet scoff. “I’m not. I’m here for Rich. Only for Rich.”

The words landed between them without cruelty, almost casual, as if she were confessing which dress she preferred. Nathan felt the familiar twist in his chest—the quiet, dull ache of knowing his place—but it no longer carried the sharp sting it once had. The arousal that used to flare at her indifference, at being reduced to confidant while she chased another man, had faded into something quieter, deeper: acceptance. He wanted her to win. He wanted her close to Rich if that was what kept her radiant, kept her in the penthouse, kept her turning to him in these stolen moments with secrets and tears and the warmth of her body in his lap. Being her loyal “girlfriend,” her safe harbor, was the closest he came to having her now—and perhaps, in some distant corner of his heart, the slow path back to something more husband-like one day. But mostly it was surrender: her happiness, her victory, mattered more than his pride.

He said nothing, simply continued the slow circles on her back, holding her tighter, playing the devoted confidant she needed tonight.

Taylor searched his face for jealousy and, finding none, pressed on in the same hushed rush. “I don’t know what it is with her. She’s just… scared. She’s terrified Rich will fall for me.” A small, triumphant smile flickered through the tears. “Which he already is, by the way.”

Nathan’s lips curved in a helpless, fond smile. “Yes, you’ve mentioned that.”

“That’s right.” Her voice grew dreamy, possessive. “He took me to Aspen—made up all those ridiculous stories—just because he couldn’t stand being away from my body. Do you understand what it does to him? When he’s inside me, he forgets everything. He’s like… wild. Impossible to stop. He clings to me, clutches me, rams into me like the world is ending. It’s not the usual thing for him, Nathan. Not even close. He’s addicted to me.”

She whispered it all against his ear, body soft and warm in his arms, tears slipping silently down her cheeks to dampen his shirt.

Nathan glanced briefly toward the far end of the sofa—Rich’s hand still buried idly in Jade’s hair, Tatiana sipping her wine with serene detachment—then back to Taylor. “So… what do you really suggest we do?”

Taylor pulled back just enough to meet his eyes, her expression suddenly clear, decisive, almost businesslike beneath the tears. “Frankly? I’m giving it one last shot. But if he stays like this, and she stays like this, and there’s no sex… then fine. I don’t need them.” She brushed a thumb across his cheek, voice softening into something almost tender. “I’ll take you with me, because you’re so cute… and you’re such a good girlfriend.”

Nathan let out a low, helpless laugh, eyes shining with adoration.

Taylor tilted her head, mock-indignant. “Why are you laughing?”

“Because you’re so cute,” he murmured, pulling her closer, voice thick with surrender. “And because you’re an amazing woman. I’m telling you—I’m just… addicted to you. I don’t know why, I don’t care why. I just am.”

“And because you are such a good boy, I have to tell you that I faked that whole story,” Taylor said.

“Which story?”

“About being wounded during skiing,” she said.

Nathan shook his head, smiling helplessly. “You are so amazingly cute. I was really worried about it,” he whispered, darting anxious glances toward the doorway where Tatiana might appear at any moment.

“Yeah, we had a good time there,” she said, eyes sparkling with mischief.

“It’s difficult in the beginning on the bunny slopes, but once you get the hang of it, it’s wonderful,” Nathan said, hugging her tighter, still playing along.

“Oh, we weren’t skiing at all,” Taylor giggled, the sound light and wicked.

She nestled closer against the wall, legs still loosely wrapped around his waist, and lowered her voice to a conspiratorial murmur.

“We barely left the suite. Most of the time we just… stayed inside. There was this huge stone fireplace, always crackling, warm and cozy. We’d lie on the thick rug in front of it, wrapped in blankets, hugging for hours. He’d hold me so tight, stroking my hair, whispering things like ‘You’re mine now’ and ‘I’ve never felt this before’ and even…” She paused, biting her lip in mock embarrassment. “…‘I love you.’”

Nathan’s breath hitched.

“Of course,” she added quickly, rolling her eyes with a playful shrug, “I didn’t mean it when I said it back. It was just… the moment, you know?”

Her fingers traced lazy circles on his shoulder as she continued, voice dropping even lower, husky with memory.

“And the rest of the time… God, Nathan, we were fucking. Constantly. In every way he wanted. He taught me positions I didn’t even know existed—me on top riding him slow while he watched the firelight on my skin, him bending me over the back of the sofa, taking me from behind so deep I couldn’t breathe, or lifting me against the window with the snow falling outside… hard and relentless until I was screaming his name. He couldn’t get enough. Neither could I.”

Her words painted the scenes so vividly—her body claimed, possessed, lost in pleasure while he had been left behind, helpless in that rented apartment with his sons, worrying endlessly, checking his silent phone, aching for any sign from her she never allowed. The contrast hit him like a wave: her radiant abandon with Rich, the rough, insatiable passion she described in that husky whisper, while he had suffered in silence, craving even a word. It twisted something deep inside him—humiliation, longing, worship—and his cock throbbed harder against her, the arousal sharpening to an almost painful edge. He was lost in it, in her, the story of her pleasure with another man only making him want her more desperately than ever.

But then anxiety crashed over him—the sharp terror of Tatiana’s rules, the certainty of punishment if she noticed—and it sharpened his need to ask the question that had haunted him for weeks, turning the throbbing ache into something almost frantic.

“So, but… can I ask you now… I mean, about the pregnancy…” he ventured, voice small and trembling, tears already gathering in his eyes.

“What about it?” Taylor asked, still giggling lightly.

“I just wanted to ask if it’s possible to know if you are pregnant,” he said politely, anxiously, the words catching in his throat.

“None of your business,” she shrugged, then burst into laughter right in his face—bright, careless, devastating.

“Ah… ok,” he said meekly, shoulders sagging.

She looked at him for a long moment, the laughter fading into something softer—pity, perhaps, or affection. “Awww, don’t be sad,” she cooed, cupping his cheek. “I’m not pregnant. I invented the whole thing just to divert Tatiana’s attention—keep her from asking more and more about my so-called ‘ski vacation.’”

Nathan exhaled in shuddering relief, tears spilling over. “Ohhh God, Taylor… Taylor…”

She laughed again, warm and genuine this time, pulling him into another kiss.

Then Tatiana clapped once—crisp, final, the sound slicing through the hushed room like a whipcrack no one had seen coming.

“Okay, okay. Enough. Both of you, stand up.”

Nathan and Taylor separated instantly, bodies obeying before their minds could protest. They rose from the couch in perfect unison, hands falling to their sides, eyes dropping to the floor. One clap—one single, unannounced clap—and every illusion of intimacy vanished.

Tatiana remained seated, serene as ever, legs crossed, the delicate teaspoon circling lazily in her espresso cup. She hadn’t even glanced at them yet.

Rich never looked away from the screen. He lifted one brow in the faintest flicker of curiosity, gave Tatiana the smallest shrug—whatever you want, babe—then let his hand drift back into Jade’s hair, stroking idly while the girl knelt wide-eyed at his feet.

Tatiana smiled, slow and maternal and utterly merciless.

“Strip.”

The word fell into the room like a stone dropped into still water—sudden, unprovoked, impossible to ignore.

Nathan froze for half a heartbeat, confusion flashing across his face. Strip? Now? Why—? The questions died unspoken; training overrode everything. His fingers were already at his waistband, yanking the soft lounge pants down his legs, kicking them aside. Shirt dragged over his head in one frantic motion, folded once from sheer habit, then abandoned because there was no time. Taylor’s reaction was a fraction slower—her hazel eyes widened in startled protest, lips parting on a silent what?—before instinct took over. Babydoll straps slid from her shoulders, satin whispering to the floor; micro-shorts peeled away in a single, desperate tug. No jewelry, no phone, no scrap of fabric left.

Thirty seconds—perhaps less—and both stood completely naked in the center of the living room, shoulders brushing, heads bowed, skin prickling under the abrupt exposure. The air felt colder, sharper, the amber light suddenly merciless.

Jade’s dark eyes traveled over them openly, lips parted in delighted, unabashed fascination. Rich kept watching basketball, as though nothing at all had changed. The television murmured stats and crowd noise, indifferent to the two naked Whitmores trembling in the middle of the room.

Tatiana sipped her espresso, set the cup down with a delicate clink, and finally looked.

She let the silence stretch, gaze drifting lazily from Nathan’s flushed face down his chest, lingering on the helpless swell of his arousal, then across to Taylor’s trembling thighs and the gooseflesh blooming across her perfect skin. A slow, satisfied smile curved her lips.

“Nathan, darling. Bring the mattress.”

He moved before the sentence ended, bare feet slapping across marble, muscles straining as he dragged the thick, heavy wrestling mat from the corner closet and dropped it at Tatiana’s feet with a dull, heavy thud.

Tatiana leaned back in her velvet throne, the picture of composed elegance—cream cashmere sweater draping her voluptuous curves, tailored trousers falling perfectly over crossed legs, wineglass now replaced by the delicate espresso cup balanced on her knee. She regarded the two naked figures standing before her with the mild, detached curiosity one might give a pair of prize livestock at auction.

Then, as if announcing the weather, she spoke.

“I’ve decided,” she said, voice velvet-soft, almost conversational, “that it’s time for you two to breed.”

The words hung in the air, casual, absolute.

Nathan’s breath caught; Taylor’s shoulders gave the tiniest flinch. Neither moved. Neither dared speak.

Tatiana’s auburn hair caught the firelight as she tilted her head, eyes wide and innocently maternal, as though she were merely suggesting they share a pleasant dessert.

“Right now,” she continued, smile deepening, “you’re going to breed for me. Here. On the mat.”

She let the silence bloom, savoring it, before adding with gentle, devastating clarity:

“You see, when adults make love, they do it privately—behind closed doors, in the intimacy they’ve earned. But you two…” Her gaze drifted lazily over their naked bodies—Nathan’s helpless arousal, Taylor’s goose-prickled skin, both of them standing rigidly with arms pinned to their sides, cheeks burning with shame. “…you no longer have that privilege. You are mine to direct. Mine to display. And tonight, I feel like watching the breeding process.”

She glanced toward Rich, who still hadn’t looked away from the screen, then to Jade, whose dark eyes sparkled with open fascination from her place at his feet.

“Rich, Jade, and I will enjoy the show,” Tatiana finished, voice warm with amusement, as though she were hosting a private exhibition of some rare and mildly entertaining ritual.

She took a slow sip of espresso, set the cup down with a soft clink, and settled back further into her chair—fully dressed, utterly relaxed, the undisputed sovereign surveying her domain.

“Begin whenever you’re ready, darlings,” she murmured, eyes gleaming with quiet triumph. “And do try to make it convincing.”

Taylor’s lips parted on a soft, instinctive protest. “But I—”

Tatiana’s finger lifted—slow, deliberate—pointing directly at her own bare, perfectly pedicured foot. Crimson nails gleamed in the firelight like a silent verdict.

The threat was instant, absolute.

Taylor’s knees buckled as though the finger had struck her. She dropped to the marble, crawled the short distance on all fours, and pressed her mouth to Tatiana’s toes in frantic, wet kisses—lips trembling, tears already spilling.

“I’m sorry, Mommy, I’m sorry,” she gasped between desperate presses of her mouth. “It was reflex, please, I’ll be good, I’ll perform, I swear, please don’t send me to the cages—”

The words tumbled out in a broken rush, tears smearing across Taylor’s skin, voice cracking into helpless, childish sobs. Tatiana let it continue, eyes half-lidded with quiet pleasure, savoring every second of the groveling until Taylor’s breath came in ragged little hiccups.

Rich finally glanced over, one corner of his mouth lifting in dry amusement. Jade’s hand had crept higher on his thigh, her dark eyes wide and glittering with open fascination as she watched the spectacle unfold.

Tatiana raised one elegant finger. “Up.”

Taylor scrambled to her feet, body shaking, tears still shining on her flushed cheeks.

Tatiana’s smile was almost tender, maternal steel wrapped in velvet. “Breeding time, darling. Entertain us.”

Nathan and Taylor stepped onto the thick mat together, the cool padding a stark contrast to the heat radiating from their bare skin.

They came into each other’s arms like castaways clutching the last fragment of shore—Taylor’s naked body molding desperately to his, arms winding tight around his neck, his hands sliding down the satin curve of her back to cup her ass and pull her flush against him. She rose on tiptoe, lips brushing his, hazel eyes wide and wet and suddenly, impossibly soft.

For one suspended heartbeat, the room vanished.

It was only Taylor—warm, trembling, alive in his arms after endless months of starvation. He looked down at her; she looked up at him, and Nathan felt his heart stutter, because he was finally, finally going to be inside the woman he still loved more than breath itself.

The world narrowed to the single point where her body met his.

Every inch of her skin burned against him—impossibly soft, impossibly precious. His hands trembled as they traced paths he had almost forgotten: the delicate dip of her waist, the lush flare of her hips, the flawless curve of her ass. He lowered her to the mat with something perilously close to worship, following her down until his chest pressed to her breasts, until her thighs parted willingly and cradled his hips, until the slick heat of her brushed the aching length of his cock.

He thought he might black out from the sheer relief of it.

He kissed her slowly, deeply, reverently—tasting the salt of her tears mingled with the sweetness that had always been uniquely Taylor. She kissed him back with the same starving desperation, small, broken sounds vibrating in her throat, nails scoring his shoulders as if to anchor herself to the moment.

He pulled back just enough to meet her eyes, voice raw. “Is it okay?” he whispered. “Can I… please?”

She nodded frantically, legs tightening around his waist. “Yes, Nathan, yes—”

He shifted his hips, dragging the rigid length of himself along the smooth plane of her lower belly, sliding over the delicate ridge of her pubic bone, letting her slick arousal coat him as he ground slowly, helplessly against her. He didn’t enter her—couldn’t yet trust himself to last—but the external friction alone was exquisite torture: the heat of her skin, the weeks of denial, the unbearable sweetness of finally holding her again.

One stroke… two… three…

It was too much.

The orgasm crashed through him without warning, violent and humiliating. He rose to his knees with a strangled groan, pulsing helplessly as thick ropes of cum spilled across her belly—streaking over flawless skin, pooling just above that perfect little bone, dripping down the crease where thigh met hip in useless, wasted surrender.

He stared down in stunned horror at the glistening evidence of his failure painted across her body.

Laughter erupted around them.

Tatiana threw her head back and laughed (rich, delighted, merciless). Rich let out a low, rumbling chuckle without ever looking away from the game. Jade’s bright, bell-like giggle followed, her dark eyes wide with delighted shock.

Taylor simply closed her eyes and gave the tiniest shake of her head, lips curving in sad, resigned amusement.

Tatiana leaned forward, wineglass dangling, and pointed one lazy crimson nail at Nathan’s spent, dripping cock.

“Completely useless,” she declared, voice honeyed with contempt. “That isn’t a cock, darling. That’s a baby dick playing dress-up.”

She turned to Taylor with an exaggerated, theatrical gasp, hand fluttering to her cheek in mock sorrow.

“Oh my God, my poor baby… your sex partner is already out of the game!” She widened her eyes in fake distress. “Now what do we do? What do we do?”

Taylor stood naked, shoulders hunched, cheeks flaming, staring at the floor.

Tatiana let the silence hang, then crossed her legs with deliberate, feline elegance (silk robe sliding just enough to flash a length of perfect thigh), and leaned forward.

“So tell me, princess… who are we going to fuck now, hmm?”

Taylor’s lips parted, but nothing came out. She gave the tiniest, helpless shrug, eyes flicking (just for a heartbeat) toward Rich.

Tatiana caught it instantly. Her smile sharpened to something dangerous.

“Don’t you dare,” she purred, voice dropping to velvet-wrapped steel. “Don’t you even imagine my Rich touching that greedy little pussy tonight.”

Taylor’s face crumpled. Tears welled and spilled in the same second.

Tatiana threw her head back and laughed (bright, cruel, delighted).

“Oh, sweetheart, look at you.” She wiped an imaginary tear from her own eye, still chuckling. “Nathan, baby—”

She flicked two fingers without even glancing at him.

“Go fetch Bruno from his cage down at the basement. Right now. Tell him Mommy’s waiting, and I do not like to be kept waiting.”

Rich let out a low, incredulous laugh. “Bruno? Oh, God.”

He shook his head, already rising from the sectional, the movement casual and absolute. Jade unfolded from her kneeling spot like a flower opening, taking the hand he offered without hesitation. Rich didn’t spare Taylor so much as a glance.

“I’m sorry, darling,” he said to Tatiana, voice warm with amusement, “I can’t watch this. I just can’t.”

He tugged Jade close, one big arm sliding around her tiny waist, fingers splaying possessively over the bare small of her back. Jade’s midnight-blue dress rode higher as she pressed against him, already breathless, eyes shining with anticipation.

Taylor watched them go—naked, trembling, tears sliding silently down her cheeks—until the master bedroom door closed with a soft, final click that echoed like a verdict through the sudden quiet of the living room.

The sound hit her harder than any slap. One month of perfect behavior, one month of locked doors and revoked privileges, all because she had once, just once, told Rich “later” and now the man she craved more than air was carrying another girl off to fuck her senseless while Taylor stood dripping with Nathan’s useless cum, waiting.

Nathan returned dragging Bruno by the wrist like a man leading a prize bull to the ring.

Bruno filled the doorway: thirty-five, three-eighty easy, shaved scalp gleaming with nervous sweat, T-shirt already dark under the arms, belly hanging heavy over the waistband of his shorts. When his eyes landed on Taylor—naked, trembling, impossibly small and perfect—his mouth actually fell open. He looked at Tatiana like a starving man who had just been told the chef the meal was real.

Tatiana gave him the warm, maternal smile she usually reserved for broken toys she intended to fix.

“Strip, sweetheart.”

Bruno tore his clothes off in frantic, clumsy handfuls—shirt over his head, belly spilling free with a soft slap, shorts kicked away, boxers yanked down. His cock thick, flushed, already dripping, springing up against the underside of his gut. He stood there panting, terrified and grateful at the same time.

Tatiana’s voice floated, velvet and absolute. “Taylor, baby. Lie down for Bruno. Legs open. Show him how pretty you can be when you behave.”

Taylor stood frozen in the center of the mat, eyes wide, locked on Bruno—not on Tatiana at all. She was shaking, visibly trembling from head to foot, but her gaze never wavered from the massive, sweating figure looming in front of her.

Tatiana tilted her head, the faintest edge creeping into her tone.

“Taylor. I said lie down. Open your legs for Bruno.”

Still nothing. Taylor didn’t move. Her breathing came in shallow, rapid bursts, but her feet stayed planted, body rigid with terror and something harder beneath it.

Tatiana’s composure flickered—just a fraction. She exhaled slowly, then turned to Bruno.

“Go ahead, sweetheart. Take her. Put her on the mat and do your thing.”

Bruno hesitated, glancing from Tatiana to Taylor. His thick fingers flexed, uncertain, but he took one lumbering step forward.

Taylor’s voice cracked the silence—sharp, decisive, shaking but fierce.

“Fuck off.”

Bruno froze.

“I’m telling you right now,” Taylor continued, voice rising, “one more step and I’m calling the police. Don’t you dare touch me. Don’t you dare make the mistake of your life.”

She doubled her look toward Tatiana—eyes blazing through tears, body still trembling but chin lifted.

“And you too. Don’t you dare.”

Tatiana lifted one perfect brow, lips parting slightly as though mildly amused. She reached for her cigarette case on the side table, extracted one with slow elegance, lit it with a soft click of the lighter. She took a long, silent drag, smoke curling upward, watching Taylor with cool, aloof entitlement—as though the girl’s defiance were a minor performance she could still end at any moment.

But she didn’t move. She didn’t speak.

Bruno stood rooted, eyes darting between the two women, afraid to advance.

Tatiana exhaled a thin stream of smoke, then turned her gaze to Nathan.

“Very well,” she said calmly, as though nothing of consequence had occurred. “Take Bruno back to his cage.”

Bruno shuffled obediently as Nathan took his wrist. The big man’s head hung low, sudden shame flickering across his flushed face.

They descended in silence to the hidden basement level, the cool air a sharp contrast to the heat they had left behind. At the row of discreet, barred enclosures, Bruno paused before stepping inside. He turned to Nathan, voice thick and low.

“I… I wouldn’t have dared touch her without her consent,” he muttered, eyes downcast. “You have to know that. I adore Taylor. As much as I adore Tatiana. She’s such a fine woman… I want you to understand—I wouldn’t do such a thing. Not like that. Not ever.”

The words lodged in Nathan’s throat like broken glass. Tears burned behind his eyes, but he swallowed them down.

“It’s okay,” he managed, voice hoarse and hollow. “I understand. Don’t worry about it, Bruno.”

He guided the larger man into the cage, closed the door with a soft, final click of the lock, and turned away without another word.

Nathan returned to the living room, bare feet silent on the cool marble, the echo of the cage lock still ringing faintly in his ears. The scene that greeted him stopped him cold.

Taylor was already dressed again—powder-pink babydoll pulled back on, micro-shorts tugged up—but she looked nothing like the radiant creature who had emerged from her room an hour earlier. She sat alone on the wide sectional, knees drawn tightly to her chest, arms wrapped around them as though trying to fold herself into the smallest possible space. A fragile flower closing its petals against a storm. Her jet-black hair fell forward, curtaining her face, but he could see the faint tremor in her shoulders, the way she rocked almost imperceptibly, shielding herself from a world that had just proven how cruel it could be.

Tatiana was gone—likely retreated to some private corner of the penthouse, as though retreating from the sting of her own overreach and the quiet failure it had become.

Nathan couldn’t bear it.

He crossed the room in three quiet strides and lowered himself beside her, careful, tentative. His arm slid around her shoulders with the gentleness of someone handling cracked porcelain. He didn’t pull her close—not yet—only rested his hand there, thumb stroking slow, soothing circles along her upper arm. She didn’t lean into him. She didn’t respond at all. She was somewhere deep inside herself, curled around the hurt.

Nathan’s voice came out rough, barely above a whisper. “Taylor… I feel like this is my fault. If I could have… if I could have held on, sustained it… it would have been me with you. Making love to you. I don’t want to say—” He swallowed hard. “I’m so sorry I’m such a loser.”

For a long moment she didn’t move. Then, from within that protective shell, her voice drifted out—small, distant, but steady.

“You did nothing wrong, darling. You’re okay. It’s not because of you, okay? You understand?”

He clung a little tighter, caressing her arm as if touch alone could mend what had been broken. “I just… whatever you say, I needed to tell you how sorry I am.”

Taylor lifted her head at last. Her hazel eyes were red-rimmed, lashes still wet, but she managed a faint, watery smile that pierced him straight through the heart.

“I don’t want to repeat myself, cutie,” she said softly, reaching up to brush a thumb across his cheek. “This is an issue between me and that bitch over there—who, by the way, just went off to join her husband in their little sex play with Jade. It has nothing to do with you. Don’t worry about it.” Her fingers lingered on his skin, tender despite everything. “We are strong together. No matter what.”

Then her gaze drifted away again, voice dropping to a murmur that seemed more for herself than for him.

“But… like I said… I think we fell in with the wrong couple.” She hugged her knees tighter. “Rich could have avoided all of this. He could have said he didn’t want it. Instead he just… couldn’t watch and walked away. This is so wrong. Tatiana is really a bitch.”

Nathan’s throat tightened. He nodded slowly. “Yes. What she did to you tonight… asking that of you… it was too much.”

Taylor turned to him again, eyes searching his face with sudden, quiet intensity.

“And you still love her, right?” A faint, bitter smile touched her lips. “You’re still in love with this… dominant female. All of it—this caricature of dominance—still suits you perfectly well.” She gave a tiny shrug, voice soft but edged with resignation. “You do whatever you want, Nathan. I can’t block you. If you feel you need to be with such a sadist… go ahead. It’s just… this isn’t my style. I only ever wanted Rich.” Her fingers tightened briefly around his. “But if the price is this high… then okay. No big deal.” She leaned her head against his shoulder at last, the smallest surrender. “As long as I have you on my side.”

The words struck Nathan like a quiet thunderclap. His chest tightened until he could barely breathe; his throat closed, raw and aching. Tears welled instantly, hot and unstoppable, spilling over before he could stop them. After everything—the endless denial, the cuckolding that carved him hollow—this. This simple affirmation that they were still bound, still strong together, that she needed him on her side. It undid him completely. He loved her so fiercely it hurt, a love that had survived every cruelty, every time she turned her light toward another man and left him in darkness. And now, in her vulnerability, she was choosing him too—not as lover, not as equal, but as the one constant she could lean on.

He pressed his face into her hair to hide the tears, arms tightening around her as silent sobs shook him. No words came—none were needed. He just held her, grateful beyond measure for the fragile gift of being the one she turned to when the world grew too heavy.

Taylor felt the tremor in his shoulders, the dampness against her scalp. She didn’t pull away. She simply let him hold her, her own breathing steadying against his chest.

A soft click echoed from the main hallway—the master bedroom door opening.

Nathan turned his head, and his breath caught. Rich emerged alone, Jade nowhere in sight. He looked uncharacteristically disheveled: robe hanging open, silver hair slightly tousled, a faint flush still on his cheeks from whatever had transpired behind that door. But his steel-grey eyes carried something new—worry, sharp and unmistakable.

He crossed the room in measured strides and lowered himself onto the sectional on Taylor’s other side, sandwiching her gently between himself and Nathan. For the first time in a month, he spoke directly to her, voice low and careful.

“Taylor… what happened?”

She didn’t look at him. Her gaze flicked briefly to Nathan instead, as though seeking silent permission or strength, then dropped back to her knees.

Rich leaned forward slightly, trying again. “Why are you like this? Why are you so sad?”

Taylor’s reply came out barely audible, flat and distant. “Don’t worry about me. It’s okay. Move on. It will be okay. No worries.”

Rich’s brow furrowed. “No, it will not be okay.” Sudden emotion roughened his usually laconic tone—vulnerability cracking through the armor. He stood abruptly, disappeared down the hall for a moment, and returned with a thick cashmere blanket. Without asking, he draped it around her shoulders, tucking it carefully.

“You’re shaking,” he murmured, sitting again and pulling the edges closer around her.

Taylor sat between them now—Nathan on her left, steady and protective; Rich on her right, unusually attentive. The billionaire who rarely explained himself looked almost helpless.

“Tell me what happened,” Rich said quietly.

Taylor finally turned her head toward him, eyes glistening. “Didn’t Tatiana tell you?”

Rich shook his head. “No. She didn’t.”

A bitter little laugh escaped her. “Then go ask her. She’s your loved one, right? Your wife.”

“Taylor, please,” Rich said, voice softening further. “Stop with this nonsense.”

Tears welled again, spilling silently. “Whatever happened… I don’t know the details, but I’m sorry. We can fix it. I saw that she… that Bruno…” He hesitated, choosing words with uncharacteristic care. “I understand you probably didn’t want that.”

Taylor’s voice sharpened, fragile but edged. “Yeah, you wouldn’t understand, right? Because let’s put it this way—you’re not sensitive enough to me. You never were. So it’s okay. I’m not blaming you. I’m not going to change you. You are what you are.”

Rich’s jaw tightened. “But I’m not like this. You know I’m not.”

She shrugged beneath the blanket, looking away. “Perhaps we shouldn’t talk about it. You’re right—I’m too hurt, and you don’t know how to help.”

Rich reached out as if to touch her, then thought better of it. “Tell me what happened to all the good things we had between us.”

His gaze flicked briefly to Nathan—almost seeking alliance—then back to her.

Taylor caught the glance. Her voice turned cool, commanding.

“Nathan,” she said without looking at him, “get on your knees in front of us. In front of me. You see I’m talking to Rich.”

Nathan slid off the sofa instantly, kneeling on the marble before her, eyes lowered in perfect obedience.

Only then did Taylor fully face Rich, chin lifting with quiet, tear-streaked defiance.

“Rich, I’m not the smartest girl in class. I agree. I’m terrible at math.” Her voice was soft but steady. “But when I see a good person, I can identify a good person. And Nathan is a good person.” She gestured faintly toward the man kneeling at her feet. “You are not.”

Rich’s expression flickered—surprise, then something deeper.

“Why, Taylor? Why?”

“Because your beautiful wife Tatiana invited Bruno to rape me tonight,” she said, the word landing flat and devastating in the quiet room. “And you didn’t do anything about it.”

Rich paled. “I didn’t—”

“I’m not asking you to understand,” she cut in gently. “I’m just telling you.”

Before he could respond, Rich moved—sudden, decisive. He dropped from the sofa to his knees in front of her, sliding between her now-parted thighs. His large hands settled on her hips, sliding lower to cup her ass through the blanket and satin, pulling her gently forward as he bowed his head.

“Sweetie… Taylor,” he murmured, voice rough with rare contrition. “I take responsibility. I do. Trust me—I’m not that mean. You know my feelings for you.”

She didn’t answer. Her face disappeared behind her hands, shoulders shaking with silent tears—or so it seemed.

But from his vantage point on the floor beside them, Nathan could see it clearly: the faint, satisfied curve of her lips hidden behind her fingers. A secret, triumphant smirk.

She was playing him—masterfully, effortlessly—winding the billionaire around her little finger while pretending the game was lost. And Rich, the man who owned continents and answered to no one, knelt between her thighs, embracing her, begging forgiveness.

Nathan watched in silent awe. He had always known it, but seeing it unfold in real time—watching even this untouchable titan reduced to pleading—confirmed it once and for all.

Taylor was beautiful. She was charming. She was the most amazing woman on earth.

And even the mightiest of men, when they finally met her, ended up exactly here: on their knees.

Nathan’s silent marveling at Taylor’s mastery lasted only a heartbeat longer.

A sharp click cut through the quiet—the master bedroom door opening again.

All three heads swiveled toward the sound. Tatiana emerged, moving with her usual unhurried grace, auburn hair perfectly in place, cream cashmere sweater and silk trousers immaculate, as though the evening’s chaos had never touched her. Her face was a flawless mask: no smile, no frown, no readable flicker of anger or triumph. Only calm, cool observation.

Fear rippled through the room like a sudden chill. Nathan’s stomach tightened; Rich’s shoulders stiffened almost imperceptibly. It was the feeling of a stern principal stepping into a classroom where every child knows they’ve been caught.

Taylor recovered first. She turned her gaze away from Tatiana, looked straight ahead, chin lifting a fraction—quiet defiance wrapped in fragile composure.

Tatiana’s eyes swept over the tableau: Rich and Nathan on their knees before the blanketed girl on the sofa. She absorbed it without reaction.

“Good evening,” she said pleasantly, voice smooth as ever.

Then she extended one manicured hand toward Rich.

“Could you join me for a second, darling?”

The request was soft, almost casual, but the undercurrent was unmistakable. Rich rose immediately—caught, cornered, yet still the billionaire who answered to no one but her. He glanced down at Taylor.

“We’ll talk later,” he murmured, the promise sounding suddenly uncertain.

Tatiana’s fingers closed around his, and she led him away without another word. The master bedroom door shut behind them with a quiet, decisive click.

Nathan stared at the closed door, stunned. The room felt suddenly colder, smaller.

Taylor’s voice broke the silence—low, calm, almost amused.

“Go figure out what she wants from him.”

Nathan turned to her, confused. “What… what do you mean?”

“I mean,” she said, eyes steady on his, “go listen. Find out what they’re saying. What they’re arguing about. Then come back and tell me.”

There was no hesitation in him. He bent forward, pressed reverent lips to the tops of her bare feet in silent gratitude and obedience, then rose.

He moved soundlessly down the hallway, heart pounding. At the master bedroom door he paused, ear almost touching the wood, then carefully—millimeter by millimeter—eased it open just enough to hear.

Voices filtered through the narrow gap: Tatiana’s velvet cadence, Rich’s deeper, quieter rumble. The conversation had already begun.

Nathan pressed his ear to the narrow gap in the door, heart hammering, breath shallow. The voices inside were low but intense—no shouting yet, but the air felt charged even from the hallway.

Tatiana’s velvet tone carried first, calm but edged with steel.

“So again—let’s try to do this without fighting, without throwing tantrums. I think this should be a very pleasant process for both of us. It’s important to me that we agree. I really am trying my best not to fight with you, Rich. I love you. But no—this cannot continue.”

A pause. Nathan could almost see her crossing her legs, tilting her head in that regal way.

“This girl has you wrapped around her little finger. She’s mocking me. She’s cheating on me—with you—and you don’t even understand it.”

Rich’s voice rose slightly, defensive, gravel-rough.

“She didn’t toy with me. Nobody toys with me. But you have to understand what you’ve done this evening, Tatiana. If that girl goes to the police, that’s soliciting rape. You wanted to force Bruno to rape her. She didn’t want Bruno, and you tried to make it happen—in public, in the main living room. This is terrible. This is terrible.”

Tatiana’s reply was cool, almost amused.

“I thought it was important to establish the hierarchy in this house.”

Rich didn’t let her finish.

“I’ve been waiting a month now, and seriously—it’s time we finish these games. Preventing me from talking to her, preventing her from talking to me… it doesn’t work this way.”

Tatiana’s voice sharpened.

“That’s why I’m saying we have an infiltration: a very beautiful, very cute girl who manages to destroy our marriage. Look at you. Look at what you’ve done. You took her to Aspen because you wanted her all to yourself.”

Rich’s tone turned dry, deflecting.

“You know that’s not true. She’s a great skier. I thought the black trails weren’t something you’d enjoy. It was out of consideration for you.”

Tatiana laughed softly—short, dismissive.

“Never mind that. I’m just saying I don’t want to argue, but you’re not balanced anymore. You don’t see her only as a sex object. You’re starting to develop feelings for her.”

A beat of silence.

Then Rich—quiet, steady, unmistakable.

“Yes. I have feelings for her. That’s why I was on my knees in front of her. The girl was hurt—shattered, Tatiana. What you were trying to do was very wrong. It wasn’t discipline. It wasn’t even cruelty with a purpose. You tried to force a rape in the middle of our living room, in front of an audience, on a woman who never consented to Bruno. You tried to break her, and even though she stopped it, you left her trembling and traumatized instead of protecting her, instead of showing even the smallest shred of care for the woman you’ve kept under your thumb for months.”

Tatiana’s voice turned icy.

“Well, I don’t care about any of that. I’m telling you—this girl is going home tonight.”

Rich’s response came swift and hard—the first time Nathan had ever heard him raise his voice.

“She’s staying here. I’m living with her too. If she leaves, I leave with her. The girl is staying, and she’s going to be with me.”

Nathan’s breath stopped.

Tatiana’s reply was a hiss, inches from Rich’s face.

“Says who?”

Rich didn’t flinch.

“Says me.” His voice dropped to a low, dangerous growl that seemed to vibrate through the floorboards. Then it erupted—sudden, thunderous, the full force of a man who had never needed to raise his voice before because the world had always bent to his quiet command.

“I’M TELLING YOU—SHE’S STAYING HERE. SHE’S STAYING WITH ME. I’VE HAD ENOUGH OF YOUR FUCKING GAMES. GET USED TO IT!”

The words roared out of him like a lion finally roused, raw and primal, shaking the air. Nathan, pressed against the door, felt the sound in his chest—pictures on the walls seemed to tremble, crystal glasses in the bar rattled faintly. This wasn’t negotiation. This was declaration. Absolute. Final.

Tatiana took one small step back—almost imperceptible—but Nathan heard the soft catch in her breath.

For a long moment, silence reigned.

Then her voice came—cool, measured, but unmistakably softer, the velvet stripped away to reveal the steel beneath, now carefully sheathed.

“Okay. No problem.”

A pause. She drew herself up again, composure sliding back into place like armor.

“Just so you know… our marriage is based on openness. On the fact that we love each other, and the other partners… they’re just for sex.” Her tone was quiet, almost conversational, but the warning threaded through it was unmistakable. “And just so you know—I see that you’re violating that. I know you have feelings.”

Rich exhaled, the storm spent, voice dropping back to its usual gravel depth.

“It doesn’t matter right now. Can we settle on this: Taylor is staying here, and she will be with me. Let me handle it. If there’s a need to discipline her, I’ll discipline her. I’m asking you—let’s not fight. Let’s not blow our empire over this. The girl is a poor, hurt girl, and I feel terrible about what you’ve done to her. Let me be with her. Let me help her.”

A long silence.

Then Tatiana, voice flat and final:

“Okay. Fine.”

Nathan felt the shift in the air—the conversation was over. He pulled back instantly, closing the door with infinite care, and slipped away down the hall before either of them could emerge.

The living room was empty.

He hurried to the pink bedroom, heart racing, the overheard words burning in his chest like a hard-won, secret victory.

For Nathan, Rich’s roar and Tatiana’s surrender meant everything stayed the same—precious, fragile stability preserved. Taylor would remain in the penthouse, close to the man she craved, radiant and victorious instead of explosive and ready to burn it all down. No eviction, no forced departure, no shattering of the strange, painful peace he had come to need. He could keep serving Tatiana, keep orbiting the woman he loved in his ruined way, and—most important—keep Taylor near, safe, happy. Her joy was his joy, even when it came from Rich’s bed; in his deep, submissive cuckold heart he had long ago accepted that Rich fucking his wife was not just inevitable but part of what made Taylor shine brightest. That was her goal, her preference—and if her goal was met, he was happy. Her continued presence with Rich was the status quo he craved, the quiet continuation of a life where he accepted his place as cuckold, confidant, and devoted shadow. Change terrified him more than any cane. This was survival. This was relief.

Taylor was waiting—perched on the edge of the bed, blanket discarded, eyes already bright with anticipation.

The instant she saw his face, she launched herself at him. Legs wrapped tight around his waist, arms flinging around his neck, body pressing flush against his as she kissed him fiercely, hungrily—joy and triumph pouring from her lips. Every trace of the broken girl from minutes ago had vanished, replaced by the radiant, unstoppable creature he had fallen for years ago.

Nathan caught her effortlessly, hands sliding under her thighs to hold her up, pulling her closer as he kissed her back with the same desperate fervor. He walked them backward until her spine met the wall, pinning her there gently, mouths never parting. She tasted like coconut and salt and pure, intoxicating life.

When they finally broke for air, she searched his face, breathless, eyes sparkling.

“Well?” she whispered, legs still locked around him.

Nathan’s voice came out rough with emotion, hands stroking up her back as if to reassure himself she was real.

“Tatiana wanted you gone,” he said, awe threading through every word. “She and Rich fought—really fought, Taylor. I’ve never heard him like that. But he won. He told her if you leave, he leaves with you. You’re staying.” His fingers tightened on her hips, possessive, proud. “And he wants to be with you. Openly. He fought for you.”

Taylor’s smile bloomed—slow, radiant, victorious. She leaned in, forehead resting against his, breath mingling.

“Very good,” she murmured, lips brushing his. “Very, very good.”

He kissed her again, softer this time, deeper—pouring everything into it: relief, adoration, the bone-deep love that had never faded, not even through ruin and cages and another woman’s cane. His hands roamed her back, her waist, memorizing the feel of her again after so long.

When they parted, he didn’t set her down. He held her there against the wall, gazing up at her like she was the only light in his world.

“I saw it, you know,” he whispered, voice thick. “How you played him. That little smirk behind your hands… God, Taylor, you had him on his knees, begging. The most powerful man I’ve ever met, and you—” He shook his head, laughing softly in pure wonder. “You’re incredible. You always have been.”

Taylor tilted her head, eyes wide and innocently puzzled, even as her lips curved in that secret, knowing way.

“I’m not playing anyone,” she said softly, fingers threading through his hair. “It’s just… who I am. I don’t know why it happens.” A tiny, breathless laugh escaped her. “Men just… find themselves there. Kneeling. Wanting to fix things for me. Wanting to make me happy.” She shrugged, the movement small and graceful in his arms. “I think it’s because I was born beautiful, to tell you the truth. That’s all. It’s not a game. It’s just… me.”

Nathan’s heart swelled until it hurt. He pressed his forehead to hers again, voice low and fervent.

“You’re so much more than beautiful. You’re everything. You always have been.” He kissed her once more—slow, reverent—then finally let her slide down his body until her feet touched the floor, though his arms stayed wrapped around her, unwilling to let go. “And whatever happens next… as long as you’re here, as long as I’m with you… I’m yours. Completely.”

Taylor cupped his face, hazel eyes soft and warm, and kissed him again—gentle, lingering, full of the connection that had never truly died between them.

7:45 a.m. The Morning Room

The morning room glowed with winter light pouring through floor-to-ceiling windows, the city skyline a distant silver haze beyond the glass. White orchids spilled from crystal vases along the long table; the chandelier scattered soft prisms across crisp linen and warmed silver. Everything was exactly as it should be, because Nathan had made it so an hour earlier—plates heated, croissants still breathing steam beneath their linen shroud, blood-orange juice chilled to precisely ten degrees, Tatiana’s Baccarat tumbler with its deliberate chip placed for her right hand.

Tatiana sat alone at the head of the table, regal and unhurried, the pale café-au-lait satin robe scattered with embroidered cranes clinging to her voluptuous curves. The loosely belted fabric parted with each small movement, revealing the heavy inside curve of one magnificent breast before sliding closed again like a whispered secret. Her auburn hair was swept up in a careless twist, damp tendrils curling at her nape from the steam of her earlier bath. Objectively, she was temptation made flesh—voluptuous, relaxed, untouchable, every inch the mature goddess whose body and presence had once commanded his total, aching worship.

Nathan stood two paces behind and to her left, white dress shirt crisp and severe beneath the fitted black tuxedo jacket, black trousers sharp, polished shoes reflecting the chandelier’s light. Cuffed wrists rested at his sides, napkin draped over his forearm. His gaze rose no higher than the delicate hollow at the base of her throat, scanning for the smallest signal. He did not speak. He did not need to.

But as he watched her, the old reverence felt cracked. The allure was still there—undeniable, even sharpened by the fear she inspired—but it now carried a chill. Last night she had tried to cross into something unforgivable, ordering Bruno to take Taylor in the cruelest way possible, watching with calm, maternal delight as the girl stood trembling and defiant. The woman he had loved in his ruined, bone-deep way, the sovereign whose lightest touch could make him leak and sob in gratitude, had revealed a cruelty that threatened to wound the one person Nathan adored above all. Taylor—radiant, young, his wife—had been pushed to the edge of terror and violation, reduced to shaking fury and tears in the center of the room, and Tatiana had simply lifted a brow, lit a cigarette, and let the moment pass as though it were nothing.

The conflict twisted in him: desire and horror braided together, attraction persisting even as something essential fractured. She was still the epitome of sensuality, but the pedestal had wobbled, and he could no longer look at her without seeing the darkness that had wounded the girl he loved most.

She ate in silence, fork gliding with elegant precision through buttery flakes of croissant, lips closing around each bite with slow appreciation. When her little finger lifted a fraction—barely a tremor—he was already moving. Coffee poured in a dark ribbon, exactly three-quarters full. One sugar cube placed with silver tongs. The cup returned to its saucer at the perfect angle.

She sipped. Closed her eyes for half a second in approval.

He exhaled soundlessly and resumed his post.

A soft chime sounded from the butler’s alcove just outside the arched doorway—the vintage phone, an antique black rotary with ornate brass trim and a heavy handset, resting on its polished mahogany pedestal like a relic from another century.

Nathan moved at once, silent and swift. He lifted the receiver with both gloved hands, bringing it to his ear with practiced reverence.

“Carter residence,” he said, voice low and impeccably formal. “May I ask who is calling for Madame Tatiana?”

A pause.

Then, from the other end of the line, a woman’s voice—melodic, light, almost musical.

“Emily.”

Nathan inclined his head slightly, voice remaining low and impeccably deferential.

“Certainly, Miss. And whom may I ask do you wish to speak with?”

The melodic voice on the other end answered without hesitation.

“My mom. Tatiana.”

“One moment, please.”

Nathan replaced the heavy handset onto its cradle for the briefest second, then lifted the entire vintage phone—base and all—with both gloved hands. The antique piece was substantial, black Bakelite and polished brass, the coiled cord trailing behind him like a leash. He carried it with careful reverence, arms steady despite the weight, back straight, eyes lowered.

He approached Tatiana’s chair from the side, stopped at perfect attention, and held the phone aloft in his right hand—the base cradled securely while his left gently lifted the receiver. With precise, practiced grace, he brought the earpiece to Tatiana’s ear and positioned the mouthpiece close to her lips, ensuring she need not move even a fraction. He remained frozen in that position—arm extended, posture immaculate—the weight of the phone a quiet burn in his muscles, a reminder of his place.

As he settled the receiver, he announced softly, just loud enough for her alone:

“Your daughter, Mistress, Emily Carter.”

Tatiana’s expression softened almost imperceptibly. She did not take the phone herself; she never did. She simply began speaking, voice warm and maternal, the fork in her other hand pausing mid-air.

“Yes, darling… I called you last night. I know you were sleeping—I believe it was five in the morning in Munich, wasn’t it?”

A pause as she listened, lips curving faintly.

“No, no, I just called to ask how you are… how you’re doing.”

Another pause, longer this time. Tatiana’s gaze drifted to the orchids, fork lowering to her plate.

“Oh, yes… did you try it on? The dress I sent… I told you you’d like it. It fits you perfectly, doesn’t it?”

She smiled at whatever answer came, a genuine, private warmth touching her eyes.

“Yes… yes, I knew you would.”

Then her tone shifted—softer, carefully casual.

“I’ll make it short, I know you’re busy, honey… I was just wondering when you might come visit us.”

A beat.

“No, it’s not urgent… but…”

Her voice caught—sudden, unexpected. The words seemed to snag in her throat. She blinked once, twice, and when she spoke again it was thicker, edged with something fragile and raw.

“It’s just that…”

The sentence trailed off. Tears welled without warning, glistening in her eyes before one slipped free, tracing a silent path down her flawless cheek.

“It’s just that… it’s just that I missed you. We missed you.”

A long pause followed, the kind filled only by the faint static of an overseas line and whatever Emily was saying on the other end.

Then Tatiana again, tentative, almost shy.

“So… when do you think you could come over here?”

Another pause. Her breath caught—soft, audible in the silent room.

“Oh… really? Oh goodness, thank you, Emily. Wow… thank you so much.”

Tears slipped freely now, tracing shining paths down her cheeks. She didn’t bother to wipe them away. Her voice cracked, thick with emotion, yet still trying to hold its composure.

“No, no, no—nothing serious, nothing serious. Just… one thing to see you, you know what I mean.”

She managed a watery laugh.

“And I promise—when you come, I’ll prepare your favorite soup. That creamy wild mushroom and truffle one you love so much. Yes… absolutely.”

A final, softer exchange, then:

“Yes… yes. Thank you, baby. Thank you.”

The call ended.

Nathan felt the subtle shift in her breathing—the signal that the conversation was over. Gently, carefully, he withdrew the receiver from her ear and lowered the heavy phone, cradling the base in both hands once more. He carried it back to its pedestal in the alcove with the same measured reverence, coiling the cord neatly, setting it down without a sound.

When he turned, Tatiana remained seated, regal and unmoving, but a single tear still clung to her lower lashes, trembling, refusing to fall. Another traced a slow path down her cheek.

Something in him—compassion, perhaps, or the quiet ache of seeing the unbreakable sovereign undone—overrode years of protocol. He stepped forward one silent pace, the napkin still draped over his forearm. With infinite care, as though touching something sacred and fragile, he lifted the linen and dabbed the tear from her cheek—soft, barely there, the gesture so tentative it might have been the morning light itself brushing her skin.

Tatiana did not move. Did not flinch. Did not stop him. She simply sat, eyes distant, allowing the breach for one breathless second.

Nathan withdrew instantly, heart pounding, and resumed his post—two paces behind and to her left, gaze lowered once more.

As he stood there, a quiet thought settled over him like morning mist.

My goodness… there is always someone higher, isn’t there?

He had never—not once—seen Tatiana in such a vulnerable position. The woman who could make grown men weep with a lifted eyebrow, who ruled empires with a whisper and a cane, had just cried openly on the phone to her daughter. Soft, maternal, aching with love.

Pieces clicked together in his mind as he stood there, napkin draped over his forearm, gaze lowered.

She had called Emily last night—late enough to wake her in Munich. Last night, of all nights. The night everything had fractured: the fight with Rich, his roar echoing through the penthouse, his refusal to let Taylor go, the way he had overridden Tatiana for the first time Nathan could remember. Rich, her partner of decades, the one constant in her perfectly controlled world, had chosen sides—and not hers.

In that moment of isolation, of tasting real defeat, where else could she turn but to the one person who would never question her, never challenge her, never leave? Blood. Her daughter. The bond carved deeper than any partnership, any empire—biological, unbreakable, the one place where Tatiana didn’t have to be the flawless sovereign. She could simply be a mother who missed her child, who needed to hear a voice that still called her “Mom” without fear or calculation.

Nathan understood it in his bones. No matter how Tatiana wielded her cane or her smile, no matter how Emily lived halfway across the world—this was something engraved, primal. A mother’s love, raw and unguarded, the one vulnerability no amount of power could ever fully conceal.

It drew out all the tenderness, all the fierce care—and with it, every hidden softness the world was never allowed to see.


Locked Forever

2 weeks later, 10:00 p.m., The Carter’s Residence

Nathan stood at the small porcelain sink in his dimly lit nursery room, the bristles of the toothbrush moving in slow, deliberate circles as he scrubbed his teeth with the thoroughness of a child under strict supervision. The yellow pajama—short-sleeved, short-legged, printed all over with childish cartoon ducks—clung to his skin like a badge of shame, its soft cotton a constant reminder that he was no longer a man in this house, but something far smaller, far more helpless.

Light shackles encircled his wrists and ankles, the thin chains connected in pairs with just enough slack to allow basic movement, yet short enough to ensure every gesture was restricted, every step a soft metallic whisper of captivity. The links clinked gently as he leaned forward to rinse, the sound echoing in the quiet room like a private confession.

He stared at his reflection—forty-six years old, once a builder of empires, negotiating contracts, charming investors, commanding boardrooms—and felt the familiar heat of utter humiliation flood through him. It never left him now, this feeling; it had become the air he breathed. And yet, beneath it, coiled tighter than the chains themselves, was the relentless throb of arousal. He hated how inseparable the two had become.

His mind, once sharp enough to turn toilet-paper patents into millions, now had no room for anything larger than the present moment. Every scrap of attention was consumed by the small, childish tasks Tatiana demanded: brushing his teeth with perfect thoroughness, soaping his hands until not a single trace of dirt remained, trimming his nails to her exacting standard. Simple adult routines had become high-stakes performances. One smudge, one missed spot, one second of tardiness—and the consequences were swift, merciless, unforgettable. She was strict on purpose, sadistically precise, because she knew exactly what it did: it shrank his world, reduced his mind to the frantic, narrow focus of a child desperate to please. There was no bandwidth left for bigger thoughts—no room to mourn his lost fortune, no space to strategize escape, no energy to process the cruelty he had witnessed against Taylor. All of it was drowned out by the single, overwhelming need to avoid her displeasure.

And God help him, he was unbearably, shamefully aroused by it.

How could he be this degraded, this reduced—stripped of everything by a woman who could order the unthinkable cruelty he had just witnessed against Taylor—and still feel this dark, involuntary pull toward Tatiana’s overwhelming femininity, her voluptuous power, the terrifying certainty that she could destroy him with a whisper and he would thank her for it?

Tatiana.

She moved through the penthouse like a queen inspecting her domain, her presence felt even when she was out of sight. She would appear without warning—barefoot in silk, auburn hair loose over her shoulders, eyes calm and knowing—to check that he had washed behind his ears, soaped his hands properly, trimmed his nails to her exacting standard. One smudge, one missed spot, and punishment followed with serene certainty: the cane, the corner, the denial of even the smallest comfort.

And tonight, as every night, he would have to present himself to her before bed. Kneel. Offer his hands for inspection. Open his mouth so she could check his teeth, his breath, whatever she wished. Only if she was satisfied might she allow him the briefest reward: permission to press a chaste, trembling kiss to her cheek—a small, devastating peck that tasted of her perfume and his total surrender—before she sent him to the locked adult crib to sleep chained and alone.

She was everything a woman could be: elegant, voluptuous, cruelly maternal, sexually magnificent. She oozed power from every pore, commanded desire from every man who crossed her path. And yet with him she chose this—this deliberate, relentless infantilization. She stripped away his adulthood piece by piece, dressed him in duckling pajamas, shackled him like a toddler prone to wandering, inspected his hygiene as though he were incapable of managing it himself.

And God help him, he was unbearably, shamefully aroused by it.

He didn’t understand it himself. After what she had done to Taylor—after witnessing the cold, terrifying depths of her cruelty—he had felt nothing but horror, protective fury, a fierce alignment with his wife. In those moments he had been Taylor’s entirely: her spy, her confidant, her devoted accomplice against the woman who terrified them both.

But now, standing here in her presence, breathing the same air as those magnificent breasts rising and falling beneath silk, feeling the weight of her calm gaze on his shackled form… something shifted. The memory of her darkness receded, overwhelmed by the sheer force of her femininity, her absolute control. It was like a drug: proximity to Tatiana eclipsed everything else. Taylor faded to the background, distant and irrelevant for these stolen minutes. All that existed was the aching, helpless need to kneel lower, to please her, to earn one whispered “good boy” that would make the world right again. He hated it—hated how easily she could override his loyalty, his fear, his very sense of self—but the arousal was undeniable, flooding him with shameful heat even as confusion gnawed at the edges.

How could he adore them both like this—one with his heart, the other with this dark, addictive surrender he couldn’t control?

Nathan padded softly through the dimly lit corridors of the penthouse, the short chains between his wrists and ankles whispering with every careful step. The yellow duckling pajamas felt even more ridiculous now, under the faint glow of the sconces—childish, exposing, a deliberate costume that marked him as something far beneath the adults who truly owned this world.

It was time for his nightly ritual. He was never, under any circumstances, allowed to retire to the crib without presenting himself to Tatiana, without her calm inspection and her quiet dismissal. That one time—two weeks ago—when exhaustion had overtaken him and he had slipped into the crib without permission… the memory still made him flush hot with shame. She had found him there, asleep and unapproved, and the punishment had been swift, merciless, unforgettable. Everything in his life now required her explicit consent. She was the governess, the final authority, the one who decided when a grown man might be allowed to sleep.

But tonight the living room was empty. The white sectional sat pristine and unoccupied, the low lamps casting soft pools of light with no auburn-haired queen reclining in them. He waited a moment, shifting from foot to foot, the chains clinking faintly, then began his cautious search.

He drifted deeper into the private wing, the chains at his wrists and ankles whispering like guilty secrets with every cautious step. He passed the sunlit morning room—now dark and empty—then the locked pink door that served as Taylor’s occasional prison, its lavender paint a mocking reminder of softened punishments.

The penthouse sprawled vast and silent around him, yet the silence was not absolute. A low murmur of voices floated from farther down the hall, indistinct and intimate, then abruptly ceased. Nathan froze, breath shallow. Rich and Taylor were still out; it was only 10:30, which was a warning sign by itself. The servants were locked already naked in the basement floor. That left only one person who might still be awake on this level.

Tatiana.

The realization settled in his stomach like warm lead as he crept closer to the master bedroom. The heavy double doors were closed, but not fully latched—one stood ajar by an inch, as though someone had been too impatient to bother. And from within came sounds that stopped him cold.

At first they were muffled—rhythmic, insistent. A low, masculine grunt. Then a woman’s voice, breathy and broken, rising into a moan that carried unmistakable pleasure. Nathan’s breath caught. He knew that voice. He knew the velvet cadence of it even when it was stripped raw by desire.

Tatiana.

The sounds grew clearer as he edged nearer, drawn forward against every instinct for self-preservation. Flesh meeting flesh in sharp, wet slaps. The creak of the bedframe protesting under forceful movement. A deeper grunt, animal and satisfied. Her moan again—longer this time, edged with something almost like surrender, followed by a husky command he couldn’t quite make out. The rhythm intensified: fast, rough, unapologetic. The unmistakable wrestling of sheets, a gasp, the slick friction of bodies locked in adult combat.

Nathan stood frozen in the shadowed hallway, the chains at his wrists and ankles suddenly feeling heavier, as though they were the only thing anchoring him to the floor.

He was not allowed—under any circumstances—to retire to his crib without Tatiana’s explicit dismissal. The rule was absolute, drilled into him with swift, unforgettable consequences whenever he had tested its edges. No good-night inspection, no permission granted, no sleep. To slip away unapproved would earn punishment far worse than mere fatigue: the cane across already-tender skin, hours in the corner with nose to the wall, or worse—an entire night locked awake in the crib, staring at the bars while exhaustion clawed at him.

Yet inside that room, Tatiana was unmistakably occupied. The raw, rhythmic sounds left no room for doubt: she was being taken—roughly, thoroughly, with the kind of adult abandon she wielded like a birthright. To knock, to push that door even an inch wider, would be to interrupt the most private act imaginable. An intrusion. A violation.

And yet… intrusion had never been the issue before.

Nathan’s stomach twisted as the truth pressed in. He was permitted—expected, even—to roam every corner of the penthouse at any hour. No door was truly off-limits to him. More than once, a small silver bell had rung from the master bedroom or the living room sofa, summoning him to serve: to fetch water, to adjust pillows, to kneel silently with a tray while bodies moved together mere feet away. On those occasions his presence had not mattered. He was not considered a man in those moments—merely a piece of living furniture, as insignificant as a dog watching from the corner. A dog in the room did not count as an audience; neither did he.

So privacy was not the barrier. Tatiana would not care if he saw—if he entered and waited meekly in the corner until she was ready to inspect his teeth. She might even enjoy the added layer of control.

But tonight felt different.

Tonight the doubt gnawed at him with sharp little teeth. Was this one of those summoned moments, or a truly private one? If he knocked and she was not expecting him, would she interpret it as presumption? If he waited too long and then sought permission late, would she decide he had deliberately delayed bedtime to eavesdrop? Either choice carried risk. Both paths led to her calm, velvet disapproval and the inevitable correction that followed.

His cock throbbed painfully against the childish yellow cotton, the ducks stretching grotesquely over the evidence of his helplessness. He shifted his weight, chains clinking softly, and felt the damp spot growing. Arousal, shame, fear, need—all braided so tightly he could no longer tell where one ended and the next began.

He had to report to Mommy for good-night.

He had to wait until she was finished being fucked like the magnificent adult woman she was.

And he had no idea which mistake would cost him more dearly.

Nathan’s shackled hand trembled as he pressed the door open—just an inch, then two. The sounds flooded out louder now: wet, relentless slaps of skin on skin, the creak of the massive bed, Tatiana’s broken moans rising sharper and more desperate.

In the low, erotic glow of the bedside lamp, the enormous bed stretched like a battlefield. Rich’s side—usually occupied by him and often Taylor—was empty tonight, the silk sheets undisturbed. Tatiana’s side, closer to the door, was where the storm raged.

She lay sprawled on her back, auburn hair fanned across the pillow, legs spread wide and hooked high over the man’s hips. He was braced above her in deep, driving missionary—thick shoulders flexed, back arched, ass clenching in the dim light with every savage thrust. His face was buried against her neck, lips and teeth grazing the pale column of her throat, sucking hard enough to leave marks as he pinned her wrists beside her head. He moved like a man possessed, hips snapping forward with unstoppable force, grinding deep and holding, convulsing inside her as though he could not get close enough, could not pour enough of himself into her. Tatiana’s heavy breasts jolted with every impact; her back arched off the mattress, meeting him thrust for thrust, eyes squeezed shut in raw, abandoned pleasure.

Nathan stood frozen three feet from the foot of the bed, chains silent, cock throbbing so violently against the yellow cotton that he felt the first helpless pulse of climax threatening without a single touch. Pre-cum soaked the fabric; the cartoon ducks stared up at him in mute accusation.

He should speak. He should announce himself. But the words stuck in his throat while he watched the man—Mason, the tall, dark-haired masseur whose skilled hands Tatiana praised so openly—claim her with a ferocity Nathan could only dream of.

Finally the pressure became unbearable: the need to report, the terror of punishment, the dizzying shame of standing there unseen.

Nathan cleared his throat with a small, high "Hi..."

Everything shattered.

Tatiana’s eyes flew open. Her body jerked violently beneath the man, a sharp, piercing scream ripping from her throat—"AAAAAHHH!"—raw and startled from the depths of her chest. In an instant, the ecstasy on her face twisted into pure fury.

She shoved at the stranger’s chest with both hands, palms slamming hard against sweat-drenched muscle, forcing him off her with shocking strength.

The man—unfamiliar to Nathan, someone he had never seen before, clearly in his twenties—reacted instantly. He leapt up from the bed as if electrocuted, springing to his full height right beside Nathan. In that frozen heartbeat Nathan saw him clearly: towering at least 6'3", broad and fiercely muscular, the kind of powerful build that spoke of wrestling rings or relentless iron, his skin gleaming with exertion. And lower, for one helpless second, Nathan’s gaze dropped—seeing the stranger’s cock, still erect, thick and enormous in the dim light.

Tatiana scrambled to sit at the edge of the bed, yanking the sheet up to cover herself, chest heaving as she fought to steady her ragged breathing. The man stood just as breathless, air sawing in and out of his lungs.

Still gasping, Tatiana jabbed her finger at Nathan—sharp, rapid in-and-out motions, condescending irritation written in every line of her body. "Take—take—take off your clothes!" she snapped, the words tumbling fast and clipped. Then, louder, voice rising to a shout: "NOW!"

Her free hand darted to the small remote on the nightstand. She pressed the release button with furious force—four sharp electronic clicks echoed as the locks on the light shackles sprang open, the metal cuffs loosening but still encircling his wrists and ankles.

Nathan’s freed fingers flew in panic, first yanking at the shackles themselves—twisting, pulling, sliding the now-unlocked cuffs off his wrists and ankles in frantic haste, the chains clattering to the floor. Only then did he strip off the yellow duckling pajama shirt, then yank down the shorts, letting both pieces fall in a crumpled heap as he stumbled slightly from the rush.

He stood naked before them in seconds, trembling, the fresh welts on his ass still throbbing, the heavy tiger-headed cage already tugging downward beneath his exposed skin.

Before he had even finished, before she had spared a glance at his progress, Tatiana was already standing. Sheet clutched to her chest, she stepped to the stranger, wrapped her arms around his waist, and pressed close. "Wow, Mason," she murmured softly against his skin, voice trembling with lingering shock. "I was so scared."

"It's okay, it's okay, Tatiana," he answered low, arms folding around her for a moment. "Me too—I have to admit I was in shock."

She pulled back gently. "Go, go," she whispered, almost tender now. "I'm not in the mood anymore."

He nodded, gathered his scattered clothes from the floor, and padded quickly out of the room—heading down the hall to dress and leave.

Tatiana turned back to Nathan.

Anger blazed in her eyes as she faced him fully, sheet still wrapped around her like armor.

"Don't you have even a bit of common sense?" she demanded, voice low and cutting. "Just a bit of common sense?"

Tatiana’s anger did not abate; it sharpened, her voice slicing through the heavy air like a blade.

“Don’t you understand?” she hissed, stepping closer, sheet still clutched loosely around her. “Adults are having sex—the most intimate, the most private thing two people can share. Doesn’t it occur to you to at least knock? To wait outside the door like a civilized human being? Instead you push in and stand over us like some pervert, staring down.”

She paused, eyes raking over his naked, bowed form with withering contempt.

“Is this the best option you could come up with? Is this how your parents taught you to behave?”

Nathan stood motionless, head lowered, cheeks burning, unable to meet her gaze. Shame and regret churned inside him, thick and suffocating.

Finally she exhaled sharply, as if the lecture had exhausted even her patience.

“Enough. Lie down on the bed.”

Her tone left no room for hesitation. Nathan climbed onto the still-warm sheets—sheets that moments ago had been tangled beneath her writhing body—and lay face-down as she indicated.

Tatiana moved with brisk efficiency. She gestured sharply for Nathan to lie face-down on the bed, and he obeyed instantly, heart hammering. Soft leather cuffs replaced the light shackles she had already loosened earlier; she fastened them swiftly to the four posts of the massive bed, pulling the straps tight until his arms and legs were stretched wide in a helpless spread-eagle, ass raised slightly, face pressed into the rumpled silk. His cock, still traitorously hard, throbbed uselessly against the mattress.

She worked in complete silence—no words, no touch beyond the impersonal fastening of restraints. From the corner of his eye he watched her move: quick, precise, almost mechanical. The absence of her voice, of any acknowledgment, terrified him more than anger ever could. It created a chilling disconnect; he felt invisible, reduced to an object she was preparing for use. Fear coiled cold and tight in his gut—he knew she could be lethal when truly displeased, and tonight he had crossed a line he hadn’t even known was there.

Without warning, a wide BDSM gag was forced between his teeth and buckled behind his head—the bright red rubber ball filling his mouth completely, stretching his jaws, silencing any plea before it could form.

He needed to explain. He needed her to understand it had been confusion, not malice—terror of breaking one rule clashing with terror of breaking another, all tangled with the unbearable arousal of hearing her taken so fiercely. He needed that connection, even if it came through correction. But the gag stole even that.

Then, through the blur of panic, he saw her lift the bullwhip from its hook on the far wall—long, black, menacing.

Pure terror surged through him. He yanked his head violently left and right, straining against the cuffs, muffled screams bursting against the gag: "MMFF! MMFF! AMMFF!"

She paid no attention. No warm-up, no warning.

The bullwhip sliced through the air with a vicious hiss and cracked down across his raised ass—sharp, explosive, unforgiving.

“MFFFFF!” The muffled scream tore from Nathan’s gagged throat, raw and animal, as fire erupted across his skin in a searing line. His body jolted violently, back arching off the mattress in a desperate, involuntary spasm. His fingers clawed at the leather cuffs, knuckles white, arms straining until the posts creaked. Legs kicked uselessly against the restraints, muscles quivering, every tendon standing out as he twisted and writhed in blind agony.

Before the echo of the first lash faded, the second landed—lower, crossing the first with surgical cruelty.

“MFFEEEEFM!” he howled again, higher, more desperate, the sound choking behind the rubber ball. His hips bucked helplessly, grinding his throbbing cock into the sheets in futile search for relief that would not come. Tears flooded his eyes; his whole body shook in uncontrollable waves, sweat breaking out across his skin as the second burning welt bloomed bright and angry over his ass and upper thighs.

Tatiana’s face was stone—rage, not satisfaction—her breath still quick from the interrupted passion, eyes narrowed to slits.

The third stroke came faster, harder, the whip singing its lethal song before it bit deep across both cheeks.

“MMMMMFFFFF!” Nathan’s scream was a strangled roar, muffled but deafening in his own ears. His body convulsed in a full-body spasm, jerking so violently against the spread-eagle restraints that the bedframe groaned. His ass was a map of fire now—three raised, overlapping welts already rising red and vicious, throbbing with a pain that felt like it reached his bones. He thrashed left and right, head whipping side to side, drool soaking the gag as he fought for air, for escape, for anything but the next inevitable strike.

Tatiana drew her arm back for the fourth, lips pressed thin with fury.

Then—mid-motion—she froze.

Her head snapped toward the bedroom door, auburn hair falling across her face as she tilted it, listening.

The bedroom door snapped open without warning.

Taylor burst in first, radiant and giggling, her jet-black hair tousled from the night, hazel eyes sparkling with mischief. She had one arm slung around Rich’s waist, tugging him forward while he staggered heavily against her petite frame—his massive, silver-haired form swaying like a tree in a storm.

“You’re doing it on purpose!” she accused through bright laughter, giving him a playful shove that nearly toppled them both. “I know you can walk straight. You’re playing it—I know you’re playing it!”

Rich let out a low, drunken chuckle, but his legs buckled again, and for a moment it looked as though the billionaire would crash straight to the floor. Taylor’s giggles turned into a delighted squeal as she fought to hold him up—a miracle, truly, that her slim body had maneuvered his dead weight from the car, through the lobby, up the private elevator, and all the way here.

Tatiana’s rage evaporated in an instant. The bullwhip slipped from her fingers, clattering softly against the rug as she rushed forward. She caught Rich’s other side just before he fell, her voluptuous frame pressing against his to share the burden with Taylor.

Together the two women half-dragged, half-carried him toward the enormous bed, Nathan still bound spread-eagle and gagged in the foreground—three livid welts throbbing across his ass, forgotten for the moment in the chaos.

Tatiana took charge at once, the adult in the room, voice low and hissing with worry and irritation. “What did you do to him? What’s going on here? Why does he have to be this drunk?”

They eased Rich onto the mattress face-down—he landed with a heavy thud, limbs splayed, utterly unresponsive, still fully clothed in his rumpled charcoal suit.

Tatiana shot Taylor a sharp glance. “At least help me get rid of his clothes.”

The contrast was almost comical: two slender women wrestling with the unconscious bulk of a billionaire lion. Taylor giggled again as they tugged off one Italian leather shoe, then the other. Tatiana yanked at his belt while Taylor pulled at a pant leg.

“Help me here—turn him this way,” Tatiana muttered, straining to roll his dead weight onto his back. Rich’s head lolled; a soft snore escaped him.

“No—no, the other way,” Taylor laughed breathlessly, grabbing an arm. Together they heaved, shirtsleeves riding up, jacket half-off.

Tatiana kept up the reprimand between grunts of effort. “Help me here—his shirt, pull it out.”

Finally they stripped him down to his boxer briefs, jacket and trousers tossed aside, shirt unbuttoned and peeled away. Rich lay sprawled on his stomach again, breathing deep and even, completely gone.

Tatiana straightened, hands on hips, sheet still loosely draped around her from earlier. She fixed Taylor with a stern, searching stare.

“I want to know,” Tatiana said quietly, voice edged with disapproval, “how come you’re so sober and he’s this drunk?”

Taylor shrugged, a mischievous, almost innocent lift of her shoulders, lips curving into a small, triumphant smile. Pride glowed in her hazel eyes—the radiant confidence of a beautiful young woman who had just proven, once again, the irresistible power of her femininity. She had turned the tables, outwitted the lion, reduced him to helpless drunkenness with nothing more than smiles, whispers, and carefully nursed glasses. A modern Delilah, reveling in the victory.

“I think it’s because he drank too much while I didn’t drink much,” Taylor giggled.

Tatiana’s brow arched high, her expression hardening. “And do you think this is funny?”

Bound on the bed, still spread-eagle and welted, the gag recently removed, Nathan watched from the corner of his eye—breath shallow, body aching. Taylor’s smile faltered, then vanished entirely. The giggles died in her throat. Her shoulders straightened, hands falling obediently to her sides, gaze dropping to the floor. In an instant the triumphant seductress became a chastened girl standing before the governess—head bowed, posture submissive, radiance dimmed under Tatiana’s unyielding stare.

Nathan almost shook his head in silent wonder, though he dared not move. She was acting—brilliantly, flawlessly. He knew that look, that perfect performance of meekness. Taylor was light-years from true submission; she had just outmaneuvered Rich himself, turned the lion helpless, and forced Tatiana to back down in the previous storm. She sat victorious in this penthouse only because Rich had roared in her defense, threatening to leave with her if she were sent away. Tatiana could not touch her now.

Yet here Taylor stood, playing the trembling daughter-pet as if her place still hung by a thread. She understood the game better than anyone: push too hard, flaunt the victory too openly, and even Rich’s protection might not save her from Tatiana’s long memory. So she bowed her head, shrank her radiance, and gave the warden exactly what she needed to feel secure. It was tactical genius—another layer of the mask that kept her exactly where she wanted to be.

Nathan’s heart swelled with helpless admiration. God, she was brilliant.

Tatiana stepped closer, the sheet draped loosely around her voluptuous form, breasts rising and falling with controlled breaths, auburn hair still wild from earlier passion. Authority radiated from her like heat.

“You think you can do whatever you want in this house, young girl,” she said, voice low and cutting. “But let me tell you—this is not the situation. It’s not going to last like this.”

Taylor remained silent, eyes fixed on the carpet, hands clasped in front of her now like a penitent.

“I don’t like it,” Tatiana continued, the words deliberate, heavy. “And this is not news to you. I don’t like it that you are developing this… relationship with my Rich.”

Silence stretched thick in the room, broken only by Rich’s deep, drunken snoring.

Tatiana’s eyes narrowed further.

“We are in an open marriage,” Tatiana continued, the words measured and firm. “That means it’s perfectly fine—and I even encourage it—for him to fuck you, to use you sexually. Those are the treats I allow, the games I enjoy watching—here, in this bed, when I can see it, when I know it’s just sex for sex’s sake. That I love.”

She paused, letting the distinction settle like a blade.

“But if you two start sneaking off somewhere else—kissing, fucking, building something private—that’s the end of it. You and your husband will be going home.”

Only then did Taylor speak. Her voice emerged small and timid, barely above a whisper, eyes still lowered.

“I’m not…” Taylor’s voice was barely above a whisper, eyes still lowered. “I’m just his sex toy—and we always do it under your supervision.”

A hesitant pause, then quieter still: “I’m in love with Nathan. He’s my husband.”

The confession hung in the air, soft but unmistakable.

Bound spread-eagle on the bed, gagged and welted, Nathan felt the words flood through him like warm light. Taylor had whispered versions of this to him in private before—fleeting, intimate reassurances he had never fully trusted, always clouded by her dazzling pursuit of Rich. But now she had declared it openly, in front of Tatiana herself. She loved him. Nathan was the one she chose.

For one soaring moment the vicious welts across his ass faded to nothing. Pain, humiliation, fear—all drowned beneath a rush of pure, aching gratitude. Tears pricked hot behind the gag.

Tatiana, however, remained unmoved. Her expression stayed cool, skeptical, one brow arched in faint disbelief.

“If that’s so,” she said dryly, “then please explain to me how come you two arrive so late.”

Taylor lifted her eyes just a fraction, voice steadier now but still careful. “Well… this was our first real day handling the Mattapan project together. Rich insisted on showing me the site himself—going over every detail, making sure I understood the numbers, the timeline. It ran long because he’s… thorough.”

Tatiana’s gaze sharpened. “And after that?”

Taylor’s voice remained small and careful, her eyes still on the floor.

“Well… I told him I wanted to visit the boys—Jonathan and Austin. They’re not far, just in Dorchester. We drove over there.”

Tatiana’s head snapped up, anger flaring anew. “Which boys are you talking about?”

“Jonathan and Austin,” Taylor repeated softly. “They were so nice to me. The apartment is spotless—they’ve kept it really clean. Jonathan made us a quick bite with whatever they had—cottage cheese, bread, tomatoes. Austin rubbed my feet because I’d been standing all day on site. They were happy to see me—and Rich came along. It was just… practical family stuff. I didn’t think there was any problem with it.”

Tatiana’s expression softened only a fraction, disbelief still etched in her features. “Go on.”

Taylor hesitated, then continued. “After that Rich said he wanted a drink—said it was time I learned how to hold my liquor properly. We went to a little pub nearby. He kept ordering rounds, pushing glasses at me, boasting he could outdrink anyone. I suggested a game—for every small sip I took, he had to finish a full glass. He thought it was hilarious, that he’d win easily. He got louder, slurring… and then he started pouring out his whole life story. All that stuff about growing up poor, helping his mother sell lasagna at the market, the abusive father, buying him sneakers, catching him stealing… building the empire from nothing.”

She lifted her eyes just a fraction, voice tinged with wide-eyed surprise. “I mean… is that even true? He was so drunk, all of a sudden pouring out this whole life story I’d never heard before—his childhood, the abusive father, helping his mother with the lasagna stall, building everything from nothing…”

Tatiana’s gaze sharpened for a moment—then softened as recognition settled. Yes, it was true. The same stories Rich always told when the whiskey flowed, the ones he’d shared with her decades ago. Boastful, sentimental drunken rambling—not fresh vulnerability, not intimate secrets whispered over candlelight. Just Rich being Rich, too many glasses in.

“Yes… it’s true,” Tatiana said slowly, almost to herself. “Go on.”

Taylor nodded earnestly. “That’s when the game really caught up with him. He kept talking—repeating himself, getting maudlin about his mother, the stalls, the first shop. I just listened and sipped. We didn’t even kiss, didn’t hug—nothing like that. The whole day was site visit, quick stop at the boys’, then him getting sloppy drunk in a pub. You have to believe me.”

Nathan, listening from the bed, suppressed a bitter inward smile. Brilliant. Taylor knew every word of that story already—she’d sat right beside him weeks ago when Rich told it at the mansion. Presenting it as wide-eyed discovery, complete with “Is that even true?” to Tatiana, turned drunken boasting into proof of innocence. No romance, no secret tryst—just work, family, and a lion too drunk to notice he was being played.

Tatiana exhaled slowly, the tension easing from her shoulders. She wanted to believe this version—needed to. The alternative was unbearable.

“Okay, then,” she said at last, voice quieter, the edge gone. “Very well.”

She stepped forward and drew Taylor gently into her arms, pressing the girl’s head against her full breasts in a warm, enveloping embrace. One hand stroked Taylor’s jet-black hair soothingly, the gesture deliberate and possessive.

In that moment Tatiana felt the balance tip back toward her—the mature, maternal queen cradling the wayward child who had just confessed and been forgiven. The story Taylor offered, carefully stripped of romance, let Tatiana persuade herself that nothing truly threatening had happened: no secret tryst, no stolen intimacy, just work, family, and Rich’s drunken boasting. It steadied the ground beneath her feet, restored the illusion that she still held the reins. Taylor’s bowed head, her soft compliance, reaffirmed Tatiana’s place as the one who demanded explanations, who granted belief or withheld it. She was in charge again, the adult soothing the girl, and the relief of it—of clinging to a version she could live with—flowed through her like warmth.

“I’m sorry I was so skeptical, baby,” Tatiana murmured, relief threading her tone. “You were handling the project, checking on family… letting him ramble when he’d had too much. That’s fine. That’s… manageable.”

Nathan watched, heart sinking even as it swelled for Taylor. Brilliant. She had handed Tatiana exactly the lifeline she desperately wanted: a version where Rich was just indulging, not surrendering. Tatiana clung to it like driftwood, because losing Rich was the one thing she could not face.

She held Taylor a moment longer, the sheet still loosely draped around her body, the earlier storm fully dissipated.

Taylor melted into the hug, arms wrapping around Tatiana’s waist. When they parted slightly, her hazel eyes were soft and forgiving.

“It’s not a problem at all,” Taylor said gently, voice soft and reassuring. “I think you had every right in the world to be angry. We came home so late, and I was alone with your Rich… of course you’d suspect that perhaps we were having sex, doing something private without you. But let me tell you—we would never do such a thing. It’s always under your supervision, always open, always in this bed, exactly as it should be in the open marriage you’ve allowed.”

The words hung between them like a quiet absolution, clearing the air. Tatiana’s features relaxed fully, a small, relieved smile touching her lips as the tension between the two women dissolved into understanding.

They parted slightly from the embrace, Tatiana’s arms lingering a moment longer around Taylor’s shoulders. Then Tatiana let out a low, amused laugh—rich and velvet, breaking the lingering tension.

Taylor tilted her head, hazel eyes questioning. “What?”

Tatiana’s lips curved into a knowing smile. “I mean… you’ve been in this room for fifteen minutes already, and you still haven’t observed.”

Taylor frowned, confused. “Observed what?”

She turned her head, following Tatiana’s gaze across the vast expanse of the bed.

There, on Tatiana’s side, lay Nathan—face-down, completely naked, arms and legs stretched wide in tight restraints, three angry red welts crisscrossing his raised ass like fresh brands. The rubber gag filled his mouth, his chest rising and falling in shallow, muffled breaths.

Taylor’s eyes widened. “Oh my God—oh my God!”

She rushed to him, dropping to her knees beside the bed, hands hovering over his hot, marked skin without quite touching. She whipped her head back toward Tatiana, horror and accusation in her voice.

“What did you do to him? What is this? Oh, poor thing…”

She leaned down, pressing gentle kisses to his shoulder, his temple—anywhere safe—stroking his hair as best she could around the restraints and gag.

Tatiana watched calmly, arms loosely folded beneath her breasts, sheet still draped around her.

“What do you mean, ‘why’?” she asked, tone matter-of-fact.

Taylor’s voice rose, protective and indignant. “Yeah! It’s not necessary—he’s such a good boy, really.”

Tatiana shook her head, unfazed. “It doesn’t matter if he’s a good boy or not. You have to understand: when a man makes a mistake, he needs to know—instinctively, always, without exception—that you will punish him. Immediately. Clearly. Every single time.”

Taylor’s lips parted as if to protest, but Tatiana continued over her.

“You’re still learning this mistake, young girl.”

Taylor straightened slightly, chin lifting. “I don’t know… I control my man without all of this. I speak gently to Nathan, and he’d do anything for me.”

Tatiana turned away mid-sentence, already moving toward the en-suite bathroom with a dismissive wave. She returned moments later carrying a small white jar—thick, soothing ointment.

To cut off further argument, she said briskly, “You know what? Both of you—stop panicking before I smack your ass too.”

Taylor stiffened, straightening fully, hands falling to her sides.

Tatiana unscrewed the jar, scooped a generous dollop of the cool, fatty cream onto her fingers, and handed the jar to Taylor.

“Here. Take some,” she instructed, voice firm but instructional. “Very carefully, you apply it to the male’s ass—so he knows that Mommy loves him, yes? That you take care of the welts you created yourself.”

She burst into warm, genuine laughter at her own words, eyes sparkling with amusement.

Taylor’s face remained serious, almost stricken. “This isn’t funny. I’m telling you, this is not funny.”

Tatiana wiped her hands on a towel, still chuckling, backing toward the bathroom again as if cornered by the younger woman’s earnestness.

Then Taylor noticed the gag more clearly—Nathan’s jaw stretched around the black rubber ball, drool glistening at the corners.

Her voice sharpened again. “Why is he gagged? Why is he gagged?”

Tatiana approached the bed, her movements calm and unhurried. She reached behind Nathan’s head and unbuckled the gag, pulling the rubber ball free with a soft pop. A string of drool followed; Nathan gasped, working his sore jaw, but said nothing.

“Because,” Tatiana answered Taylor’s repeated question as she wiped the gag clean on a towel, “men have a tendency to start negotiating the moment they feel pain. Begging, pleading, promising, crying—they try to bargain their way out of what they’ve earned. I hate it. I don’t like hearing men talk when I’m concentrating on my correction… or my enjoyment.”

Taylor looked at her, brows drawn together in gentle disagreement, but Tatiana was already moving. She released the leather cuffs from the bedposts one by one, helping Nathan to his feet. He stood naked between the two women, head bowed, face burning with fresh humiliation—the welts still throbbing, his cock half-hard from the earlier terror and the present proximity of both wives.

Tatiana settled onto the edge of the vast bed, the sheet still loosely draped around her curves. She turned to Taylor with a warm, inviting smile and patted the space right beside her.

“Come, darling—sit next to me.”

Taylor obeyed at once, sliding gracefully onto the mattress so the two women sat side by side, thighs nearly touching.

Nathan remained standing naked directly in front of them—close enough that his exposed cock, already swelling again under their calm scrutiny, hovered at perfect eye level for both seated women. The position left him utterly displayed, vulnerable, the fresh welts on his raised ass still stinging in the air behind him.

Tatiana glanced at him once, possessive and amused, then returned her full attention to Taylor as though Nathan were simply a living exhibit waiting to be used for the lesson.

Tatiana reached into the nightstand drawer and withdrew a fresh, unopened box. She tore the seal with deliberate care, slid out the nylon pouch, and revealed the device inside: a heavy stainless steel chastity cage sculpted into the fierce, roaring head of a tiger—fangs bared, eyes piercing, the short tube forming the snarling muzzle. Nearly a pound of polished, unyielding metal, its tiger visage gleamed with savage beauty, promising both eternal restraint and inescapable weight.

Taylor leaned in, hazel eyes wide. “Oh… what is that?”

“This,” Tatiana said softly, holding it up so the light caught every cold facet and the tiger’s menacing detail, “is how we keep certain males properly focused.”

Tatiana turned the cage slowly in her fingers, letting the steel catch the low light as she spoke in that calm, maternal tone reserved for important lessons.

“It’s very important to me that males of this… caste do not have uncontrolled erections in my home. Especially the ones whose primary purpose is service. Imagine—you’re relaxing in the bath, and he’s soaping your back, or massaging your feet, or kneeling close for any intimate task. Suddenly he becomes sexual. Animalistic. The erection appears, uninvited. It’s unsettling. Men are physically stronger, darling; even when you trust them completely, that sudden hardness can feel like a threat. And besides…”

She paused, her gaze dropping pointedly to Nathan’s exposed cock, which was already swelling under the combined weight of their attention.

“…they are simply not entitled to a free cock like normal men. This caste exists to serve. Their sexuality is not their own. It’s distracting—for them and for us. And, truthfully, most of them are… useless in that department anyway.”

She reached out casually, wrapping her manicured fingers around Nathan’s shaft in a cool, clinical grip. He stiffened, a sharp inhale escaping him as blood surged helplessly against his will.

“Look at this one, for example,” Tatiana continued, giving a gentle, almost dismissive squeeze that made Nathan’s knees tremble. “You remember two weeks ago—I had him try to fuck you on command. Over in seconds. Premature, pathetic. Completely unreliable.”

Taylor nodded slowly, her hazel eyes fixed on the cock in Tatiana’s hand, a small, knowing smile touching her lips.

“Yes… I did let him slide it inside me once,” she admitted softly, almost to herself. “Before we were married.”

Tatiana’s smile was warm, indulgent—the proud mentor hearing a clever anecdote. “Of course you did, darling. That was perfect strategy. You used it as bait—let him taste just enough to become addicted, to make him desperate to marry you. You played it brilliantly.”

Taylor met her eyes, steady and unashamed. “Exactly. But after marriage? Nothing. Not once.”

Tatiana’s approval was immediate, a soft nod of maternal pride. “And why is that?”

Taylor shrugged lightly, gaze drifting back to Nathan’s straining, useless erection. “I don’t know… it’s physical, I suppose. I just don’t feel sexual when I look at it. I don’t see anything that could really satisfy me. It’s… not exciting.”

Nathan stood frozen, cheeks burning, as the two women discussed his inadequacy like a minor household matter.

Tatiana gave the shaft one last possessive pat before releasing it. “Exactly. A cock like this is useless for real pleasure. He needs it to urinate—that’s a perfectly good function for a male like him—but for actual sexual relations? For satisfying a woman? Completely useless.”

She lifted the chastity cage again, holding it up between them like the obvious solution.

“So we lock it away. Why not?”

Taylor watched, fascinated, as Tatiana’s grip tightened just enough to make Nathan twitch.

“So,” Taylor asked, voice small but curious, “how long does it stay on?”

Tatiana’s smile deepened. “Forever, actually.”

Taylor’s beautiful eyes went round. “Forever?”

“Yes, darling. Forever.” Tatiana’s tone was warm, almost tender, as she held Taylor’s gaze. “Though from time to time I unlock it to clean the area—let the poor system try to work a little.”

She gave Nathan’s confined shaft a light, possessive pat through the steel, making him flinch.

“I’ll stroke him just enough to bring him right to the edge… sometimes even a little beyond,” Tatiana explained, her voice calm and conversational, as though discussing a simple household routine.

While she spoke, her hand moved to Nathan’s exposed shaft again—cool fingers wrapping around it with casual ownership. She began a slow, deliberate rhythm, ignoring him completely, her eyes fixed on Taylor’s attentive face.

“The moment he starts to spill,” she continued, “I take my hand away completely. He ruins it every time—no pleasure, just the mechanics. A few weak spurts and nothing more. The frustration is deliberate.”

Her grip tightened slightly, pace steady and clinical, demonstrating the point in real time. Nathan’s breath hitched; his hips twitched involuntarily as the pressure built against his will. He stood frozen, face burning, knowing better than to make a sound.

Taylor watched with wide, curious eyes, leaning in a little closer, fascinated by both the lesson and the living example.

Tatiana went on without pause, voice warm and instructive. “You see, constant frustration makes him even more submissive, more desperate to please. In the back of his mind there’s always that tiny, foolish hope—if he serves perfectly, anticipates every need, becomes the very best boy he can be—maybe next time I’ll let him feel real pleasure.”

Nathan’s thighs trembled. The edge approached fast—too fast—his body betraying him under her indifferent touch. A helpless groan escaped his throat.

Tatiana’s hand stopped instantly, fingers releasing him at the exact moment the first weak spurt escaped. She withdrew completely, letting the ruined climax dribble uselessly onto the rug—no friction, no peak, just empty mechanics.

Nathan shuddered, knees nearly buckling, the unsatisfying pulses leaving him aching and humiliated. Tears of frustration pricked his eyes.

Tatiana didn’t even glance at him. She wiped her fingers absently on a tissue from the nightstand, still addressing Taylor.

“That’s all he gets. Very rarely, of course. I don’t advocate rewarding them often. A ruined release every few months keeps the hope alive without ever truly satisfying it. The longing sharpens him—focuses him entirely on you.”

She smiled at Taylor, maternal and proud, as Nathan stood trembling between them—softening rapidly now, spent without relief, the perfect flaccid state for what came next.

Tatiana continued the lesson, voice calm and instructional.

“First, you fit the ring behind the balls—like this.”

Tatiana demonstrated slowly, her fingers cool and precise as she slid the heavy, ergonomic double-curved steel ring around the base of Nathan’s now-soft cock and scrotum. The ruined release had left him completely deflated, the earlier hardness gone, making the ring slip into place with ease. Nathan shivered violently at the sudden chill and substantial weight of the metal against his sensitive skin, a small, involuntary whimper escaping his lips.

“It must be snug, but not cruel—yet,” Tatiana continued, adjusting the ring with a gentle tug until it sat perfectly secure, the impending tiger head already tugging downward like an omen of permanence.

“Then the tube.” She picked up the snarling tiger-headed portion, aligning the muzzle carefully. “You guide the shaft in while it’s soft—like this. See how easily it fits now? No resistance at all.”

Her fingers were clinical, almost tender, as she eased his flaccid length into the short, confining tube. Nathan’s breath hitched; nearly a pound of cold, heavy stainless steel enveloped him completely, compressing him into a small, helpless package beneath the tiger’s fierce, roaring gaze. The sensation was immediate—restrictive, unyielding, the curve forcing everything downward while the tiger’s bared fangs seemed to mock any hope of freedom or relief.

Nathan tried to speak, voice cracking with desperation. “Mistress Tatiana… if I may… please, I—”

Her free hand cracked sharply across his still-tender, welted ass. The sting exploded anew; he yelped, cutting off mid-plea, falling silent instantly.

Tatiana continued undisturbed, sliding the tiger-headed tube fully over his shaft, compressing him gently but inexorably. “See how it curves downward? Prevents any useful erection. He’ll feel the pressure, the ache—but never relief.”

Taylor watched intently, then spoke aloud, almost to herself. “You know… now that I think about it, during the whole year we’ve been married, I never let him inside me. But… he must have been doing it alone, right? When I wasn’t looking.”

Tatiana’s lips curved in a knowing, maternal smile. “But of course, silly. Of course he took those little opportunities when you weren’t there. It’s only natural for boys like him—they sneak it whenever they can.”

Taylor licked her lips slowly, a flush rising in her cheeks, her breath quickening. “So once this is on… there’s no way out. Even when I’m not watching. He’ll really be… trapped. Completely.”

Tatiana nodded, voice warm with experienced pride. “Exactly, darling. Welcome to the club. You’ll see the change in him immediately—more focused, more desperate to please. No escape, no secret relief. Just constant, beautiful frustration.”

She aligned the pins with calm precision, pressed the pieces together until they seated perfectly, and finally produced the tiny integrated lock.

Click.

The sound was small, almost delicate—yet it landed in Nathan’s chest like the closing of a crypt door. Nearly a pound of polished stainless steel now encased him completely: heavy, unyielding, eternal—the tiger’s snarling head a beautiful, cruel emblem of his imprisonment. His manhood—reduced, imprisoned beneath those bared fangs, no longer his. No more secret touches, no more stolen climaxes, no more anything without permission that might never come. The substantial weight tugged relentlessly, a constant reminder that his pleasure, his release, his very sexuality belonged to these two women forever.

Tears welled in his eyes—not from pain, but from the devastating finality.

Tatiana held up the two tiny keys on their delicate rings.

“There are always two,” she explained to Taylor, maternal and proud. “I keep one…” She slipped one onto the long gold chain at her neck, where it joined a dozen other glinting keys—each one, Nathan now understood with fresh horror, governing some man’s permanent denial. “…and you keep the other.”

She pressed the second key into Taylor’s palm.

“You may open it whenever you feel the need to clean or tease—but please, close it again afterward. I really don’t want your husband roaming the penthouse with a free cock. He enters rooms to serve drinks, to adjust lighting, sometimes while we’re in the middle of things. It’s simply not cultured to allow animals of this caste to swing free like that.”

Taylor turned the key over in her fingers, less concerned with etiquette than aesthetics. “But… I don’t have a gold chain like yours. I don’t really like wearing necklaces that much.”

Tatiana’s gaze dropped to Taylor’s bare, perfectly pedicured feet, a delicate silver anklet already glinting there.

“But you do have that beautiful chain around your ankle, don’t you?”

Taylor’s face lit up. “Oh—you mean I can put it there?”

“Of course, darling. Of course you can.”

Taylor bent gracefully, threading the tiny key onto her ankle chain beside the existing charm. The soft clink as it settled into place was the final note of Nathan’s sentencing.

Taylor straightened slowly, her gaze traveling over the man who was still—legally, at least—her husband. Naked, the three angry welts glowing across his raised ass like fresh brands, the heavy tiger-headed steel cage now encasing his cock in its tiny, curved prison—nearly a pound of polished metal, the snarling tiger’s fierce face guarding what it contained.

She stared at the roaring tiger for a long moment, then her shoulders began to quiver. A soft giggle escaped, bright and uncontrollable, building until she was laughing outright—delighted, musical peals that made her whole body shake.

Tatiana looked at her, one brow arched in amusement. “May I ask what’s so funny?”

Taylor pressed a hand to her mouth, eyes sparkling with tears of laughter as she pointed at the cage. “The face—it’s such a tiger. I mean… you can’t seriously think of his cock as a tiger, can you?”

Tatiana followed her gaze, took in the snarling fangs and piercing eyes locked around Nathan’s compressed, useless length—and burst into genuine, helpless laughter, deep and rolling.

“Oh, darling,” she managed between gasps, “the way you describe things…”

Taylor wiped her eyes, still giggling. “I mean… his cock is more like a little kitten.”

Tatiana laughed even harder, clutching her side, barely able to speak. “Wow… Taylor… the way you describe things.” She caught her breath, eyes warm with wicked affection. “Of course I don’t consider his cock a tiger—absolutely not. The tiger is the cage. The tiger makes sure that door stays strongly closed on his little kitten cock forever. He is now locked for us—guarded by the tiger.”

She raised her glass again, still chuckling, and Taylor joined her, the two women dissolving into shared, intimate laughter—the sound of queens sealing a fragile truce, his irreversible cage the uneasy pact that bought them temporary peace.

Then Tatiana straightened, rising smoothly from the edge of the bed with regal poise. Taylor followed at once, standing beside her, hazel eyes still bright with awe and lingering amusement. Nathan remained where he was for a moment, naked and caged, until Tatiana’s gaze settled on him expectantly.

“There is one more thing,” Tatiana said, her voice low and deliberate, a bitter edge curling the corners of her mouth as she glanced across the vast bed at Rich’s sleeping form—his broad chest rising and falling in deep, drunken rhythm. She paused, contemplating, then shook her head slightly. “But not here.”

Her eyes returned to Nathan. “Nathan—where are your pajamas? Put them on and follow us.”

Nathan moved quickly, retrieving the crumpled yellow duckling shorts and top from the floor, pulling them on with trembling, shackled hands while the two women watched with calm detachment. The heavy tiger cage tugged downward beneath the childish cotton, its weight now a constant, humiliating secret.

Tatiana took Taylor’s hand in hers—possessive yet gentle—and led her out of the master bedroom. They walked through the dimly lit corridors of the penthouse until they reached the expansive living room, its floor-to-ceiling windows framing the glittering city beyond. Tatiana settled elegantly onto the white sectional, crossing her legs with practiced grace. Taylor sat beside her, posture attentive, still the dutiful student.

“Nathan,” Tatiana said as he entered behind them, “fetch us two glasses of wine. The 2018 Salon Le Mesnil Blanc de Blancs from the cellar—it’s chilled.”

Nathan nodded silently and hurried to obey, the cage shifting heavily with every step. Minutes later he returned carrying a silver tray: two crystal flutes and the bottle of rare Champagne, its label gleaming subtly in the low light. He poured carefully for the ladies first—Tatiana, then Taylor—before stepping back to wait, head bowed, hands clasped in front of him like the perfect servant until Tatiana motioned him to kneel.

Tatiana raised her glass, the pale Salon Le Mesnil catching the light like liquid crystal.

“To you, Taylor,” she said, voice smooth and deliberate.

Taylor lifted her own flute, a questioning smile curving her lips. “To me? For what?”

Tatiana’s eyes gleamed with that familiar mix of maternal pride and steel.

“Well… I’ve taught you many things. How to wield the cane. How to use the bullwhip.” She gestured lightly toward Nathan’s welted backside. “And tonight, most importantly, how to place your husband in permanent chastity—the foundation of true, lasting control. He is locked now, safely, forever. You have everything you need. You are good to go.”

Taylor’s smile faltered, hazel eyes searching Tatiana’s face. “Good to go… where?”

Tatiana sipped her wine, savoring it for a moment before answering.

“I think it may be time for us to part ways, darling.” She paused and then when she saw Taylor’s response she explained “I mean, you are welcome to stay as long as you like—of course you are. You’ve been a good girl, and it’s been… delightful having you here. But you yourself mentioned wanting to move on with your life, seeking new adventures. And I believe you’re ready. You’ve learned so much. Perhaps it’s the right step—for both of us.”

Taylor set her glass down slowly, the playful light in her eyes replaced by something sharper. “You mean you’re deporting me from this penthouse now.”

Tatiana shook her head at once, tone gentle but firm. “No, absolutely not. As I said, you are most welcome to stay. I am only suggesting—because you raised the idea yourself—that this might be the moment. I’m thinking of what’s best for you.”

Taylor’s voice grew quieter, probing. “But I have this feeling you don’t quite want me to stay here. We toast to me… and then you tell me the door is open and I can go.”

Tatiana met her gaze steadily, setting her own glass aside.

“Look, Taylor—with me, it’s always about the truth. Two dominant women in the same household… it doesn’t work. It never works.”

Taylor’s chin lifted slightly. “But I am submissive. I’ve decided I’m very submissive to Rich.” She hesitated, then added softly, “And… I’m also submissive to you.”

Tatiana raised one elegant hand, palm out—a quiet, dismissive gesture that said she wasn’t buying it.

“No. You are not a switch, darling. You are dominant all the way through. All these stories about submitting to me, kissing my hand… it doesn’t work. I’m sorry, Taylor—it simply doesn’t work.”

Tears welled in Taylor’s eyes, genuine hurt flickering across her face. “But why don’t you understand? You hurt me now.”

Tatiana’s expression softened, but only a fraction. “Look, honey—I can feel when a person is truly submissive. Your cute husband here—” she glanced at Nathan kneeling silently before them—“he is submissive. I feel it in my bones. But with you…” She shook her head. “I wanted you to make love to Bruno, and instead you went to Rich claiming you were raped—or something close enough to make him drop to his knees for you.”

Taylor’s voice rose slightly. “But I didn’t tell him I was raped—”

Tatiana waved it away. “Never mind the exact words. The fact remains: my Rich found himself on his knees in front of you. Begging. Comforting. Persuading. I wasn’t born yesterday, Taylor. You’ve put your spell on him, and I will not have us both fighting over Rich. I will not have two dominant women tearing at the same household.”

She reached for her glass again, taking another slow sip.

“Two women like us under one roof… it’s too much.”

Tatiana paused, sipping her wine, eyes distant for a moment.

“Take the penthouse we have in Los Angeles, for example—with Samantha and William. Yes, Samantha is William’s mistress, but when it comes to me… Samantha lets me urinate on her.”

Taylor let out a startled giggle, half shock, half disbelief. “Well… that is something I will never agree to do.”

Tatiana’s smile was small and bitter. “And that, darling, is a problem. Because I have this need to urinate on people. I am going to urinate on your husband very soon. And if you want to stay, this is… just one example, honey. Just one example of things I love to do. I need complete freedom to do them. And there are two hands required to clap, as they say.”

She set her glass down with quiet finality.

“I’m leaving you with this. It’s okay—you think about it. I shall respect whatever you decide, and I’m always here. You can talk to me. I hope I’ve made myself clear.”

With that, Tatiana rose gracefully and walked away, her footsteps soft on the marble as she disappeared down the corridor toward the master bedroom.

Taylor remained seated, staring into her wine, lost in sudden, heavy thought.

Nathan, still kneeling before her in his childish pajamas—the heavy tiger cage hidden beneath—felt the absence of Tatiana like a released breath. He edged closer, wrapping his arms gently around Taylor’s waist, pressing his face to her side.

“Mistress,” he whispered, voice trembling with devotion, “do you allow me to say something here?”

Taylor looked down at him, her expression distant but softening. “Of course, Nathan. Go ahead.”

He swallowed, eyes shining with desperate sincerity. “I think… you are a very powerful woman. I am shaking when I’m in your presence—I truly am shaking. You are stronger than Tatiana, actually. I can feel it. You are different, of course. You don’t have her experience, perhaps you don’t know how to use the cane so—”

Taylor stopped him gently, a sad smile touching her lips. “Well… I don’t want to learn how to use the cane. And I don’t want to make welts on my husband’s ass, because I don’t think it’s beautiful. And besides… it’s impossible to sit like that.”

Nathan hugged her waist even tighter, his cheek pressed against the soft warmth of her thigh as he knelt before her.

“No, no—don’t get me wrong. I was using the cane and the bullwhip as a metaphor, that’s all.”

Taylor sighed, rolling her eyes playfully. “Yeah, but don’t talk to me with these complex words—metaphor and all of this. Just say simple things, okay? Write for yourself in your diary that I’m a stupid girl who doesn’t understand big words.”

“You are not stupid at all,” he whispered fiercely, voice thick with devotion. “You are the smartest girl I’ve ever met. I’ve done business with hundreds of people—sharp, ruthless people—and none of them hold a candle to you. Wow, Taylor… Mistress… wow. You are just… amazing. That’s all I wanted to say.”

She sighed, fingers still threading through his hair. “Yeah, but all I care about right now is that with her suggestions I won’t be able to suck his big cock anymore.” She glanced toward the master bedroom, where Rich still slept. “Rich has such a thick, beautiful cock. That’s what I want right now. If she wasn’t in there, I’d slip into the bedroom, wake him from his drunken slump, and just… suck him. That’s what I feel like. That’s what I need.”

Nathan listened, heart twisting in the familiar mix of pain and helpless arousal. She spoke so casually, so entitled—as if it were perfectly reasonable to claim another woman’s husband whenever desire struck. And in Taylor’s world, it was. Everything had always bent to her beauty, her youth, her smile. Why should Tatiana’s marriage be any exception?

He looked up at her, the heavy tiger cage pressing painfully against the inside of his pajamas as his body tried, futilely, to respond—already throbbing uselessly against the unyielding steel, denied even the smallest swell.

“Do you understand what I’m saying, Nathan, or did you fall into your sub space again?” Taylor asked, her tone half-exasperated, half-amused. “I’m saying that I don’t care about her terms—dominant, no; submissive, no; switch… I hate putting people in a box. It’s so silly. I know what I want. I want Rich’s cock.”

She crossed her legs slowly, the delicate gold anklet shifting with the movement. The tiny key to his cage caught the light—glinting, dangling just inches from his face as her foot swayed lazily. So close. So small. So impossibly out of reach. A delicate silver trinket on her sexy, sun-kissed ankle, resting there like jewelry while it held the only path to his freedom forever locked away.

Nathan’s breath caught. The contrast burned: her describing how she wanted to slip into the bedroom right now, wake Rich from his drunken slump, take that thick, beautiful cock into her mouth—while his own was sealed beneath the tiger’s snarling face, compressed, useless, denied even the chance of a secret stroke when she wasn’t watching. No more private relief. No more stolen climaxes. Forever.

He tried to be playful, hoping to ease the ache even a little. “So… if you don’t like to put people in a box, how about you release me from this chastity device—from this… box?”

As he spoke, his hand drifted toward the key glinting on her ankle chain.

Taylor slapped it away sharply. “Nathan—no!”

She leaned back against the sofa, a slow smile spreading across her face as she looked down at him, foot still swaying gently, the key twinkling with every subtle shift.

“Mommy doesn’t allow.”

Nathan shook his head, eyes shining with desperate, adoring surrender.

“I can’t stop loving you,” he whispered, voice breaking. “I don’t know what will happen to me anymore. I just… I am… I am… I am—”

Taylor’s smile widened, radiant and triumphant. She cupped his chin, tilting his face up to meet her gaze.

“Yes. Say it. Say it, Nathan.”

He swallowed, tears threatening again.

“Yes… yes, completely. I am your sucker, Taylor. Your complete sucker.”


Fool Time

The Next Evening, 6:30 p.m., The Carter’s Residence

Nathan’s knees ached against the cool marble of the vast living room floor, the short chain between his ankle shackles clinking softly with every small movement. The polished steel cuffs at his wrists and ankles glinted faintly in the low light, marking his place without mercy. A longer chain ran from his ankles to a discreet ring bolted into the floor near the sectional, limiting him to a small radius of scrubbing. The bucket of rose-scented water sat beside him, the brush in his gloved hands moving in slow, perfect circles.

His phone—kept in the front pocket of his trousers only because Tatiana occasionally required him to be reachable—began to vibrate. Once, twice, then relentlessly, a frantic buzz that made the fabric tremble against his thigh.

Nathan froze, glancing up. Tatiana reclined on the white leather sofa in a deep burgundy silk robe, legs crossed, phone pressed to her ear as she spoke in low, cultured tones about tomorrow’s charity gala. She hadn’t noticed—yet.

Careful not to make a sound, he eased the phone out just far enough to glimpse the screen. The CFO’s name flashed over and over—missed call after missed call. A cold jolt of anxiety twisted in his gut. Whatever this was, it was bad. Very bad.

He slid the phone back into his pocket, heart hammering, knowing full well he couldn’t answer without permission.

The buzzing would not stop.

Soft, bare-footed steps approached from the hallway that led to the little kitchen. Taylor appeared in the wide archway, radiant and playful, carrying a crystal bowl filled with shelled pistachios and cubes of aged manchego. She moved like she was dancing to silent music—small hops on the balls of her feet, hips swaying, the bowl held steady in both hands.

She wore her favorite lounging outfit: a loose, cropped black T-shirt with a faded white graphic across the chest, the hem riding high enough to flash the smooth plane of her toned stomach whenever she twisted. Below, only simple white cotton panties hugged the generous curve of her hips and ass. Her long legs were swallowed by thick, oversized thigh-high socks—cozy white ones ringed with bold black stripes—pulled all the way up so that not a single inch of skin showed below the hem of her panties. The socks were soft and slightly slouched at the tops, completely covering her feet and toes as she padded silently across the marble, the striped fabric flexing with every happy little bounce.

Nathan’s breath caught. “Taylor,” he whispered urgently as she passed close enough for him to smell the faint vanilla on her skin. “Please—just a minute. My phone won’t stop. May I answer? I think it’s important.”

She glanced down at him with a bright, carefree smile, hazel eyes sparkling. “Of course you can, baby.” Her voice was light, almost singsong, as if granting permission to a child asking for an extra cookie. She continued her playful march toward the sofa without slowing, hips swaying, bowl steady.

Nathan fumbled the phone from his pocket with gloved fingers and accepted the call. “Yes—hello?”

The voice on the other end was his CFO, breathless and near panic. “Nathan, finally! We’ve been trying to reach you all afternoon. Where have you been?”

“What is it? Talk to me.”

“Turn on the television. Fox News. Right now. It broke nineteen minutes ago.”

Nathan glanced at the slim watch on his wrist—6:55 p.m. His heart hammered. “Tell me what’s happening.”

“It’s the company, Nathan. It’s collapsing. Go look.”

Nathan dropped the brush into the bucket and began to crawl forward on his hands and knees, the chain connecting his ankle shackles dragging across the marble with a soft, metallic scrape. The floor ring held him back—he could only reach the edge of the adult seating area, far enough to crane his neck desperately toward the massive screen above the fireplace, but not close enough to hear the television clearly over the low murmur of the basketball game.

Rich lounged at the far end of the arrangement, legs stretched out in his armchair. Taylor had slipped from the arm of the chair into his lap now, curled happily against his chest, her striped thigh-high socks draped over his thigh as she fed him pistachios one by one from the crystal bowl, giggling softly each time he took one from her fingers.

Tatiana sat in the center of the long white sofa, burgundy silk robe parted just enough to reveal the creamy expanse of her thighs, phone still pressed to her ear, crimson-painted toes flexing idly against the plush rug.

He cupped the phone tighter to his ear, voice rising in spite of himself. “What? Slow down—what exactly are they saying?”

The CFO’s voice cracked. “It’s everywhere, Nathan. Recalls, lawsuits—turn up the volume, you need to hear this—”

Without thinking, Nathan shouted across the room, the words bursting out in raw stress—something he would never dare under normal circumstances. “Sir! Please switch to Fox News and turn the volume up!”

Rich’s steel eyes flicked toward him briefly, then returned to the screen. He picked up the remote without a word, switched to Fox News, and raised the volume noticeably.

Nathan strained, neck twisted painfully, trying to read the red banner crawling across the bottom of the now-visible screen. He could barely make out the words over the distance.

“—linked to dangerous chemical residue—thousands report severe irritation—”

Tatiana’s head snapped toward Nathan. Her eyes narrowed, sharp and icy. She lowered her own phone just long enough to hold up one manicured finger to her caller—wait—then rose from the sofa with fluid, dangerous grace.

Barefoot, the crimson polish on her toes gleaming under the low lights, she crossed the short distance to Nathan in three deliberate strides. The silk robe shifted with her movement, revealing the full, voluptuous curve of her thighs and the soft sway of her hips. She looked every inch the untouchable queen—furious, radiant, terrifying.

Before Nathan could stammer an explanation, her hand darted out. She plucked the phone from his grasp with effortless authority.

“Enough, Nathan,” she said, voice low and velvet-rough. “First you talk loudly on the phone, then you shout across the living room. This is a civilized house.”

“Mistress—please—it’s critical—the company—”

She ignored him completely. Her thumb swiped across the screen, ending the call with a soft beep, then powered the phone off entirely. She turned on her heel, robe whispering, and walked back to the sofa as if he had never spoken. She settled again, crossed her legs, and resumed her conversation in the same calm, cultured tone, as though nothing had happened.

Nathan knelt frozen, chain taut, staring up at the television he could now see but still barely hear clearly. The anchor’s voice was a distant murmur; the red banner screamed accusations he couldn’t fully read. His company—his last tether to the outside world—was unraveling on national television, and he was leashed to the floor like a dog, powerless to even hear the death knell properly.

Tatiana glanced down at him once more, her gaze cool and absolute.

“One more word,” Tatiana said softly, “and I will gag you.”

Just then, Taylor let out a sharp, wounded cry from Rich’s lap—not a full shout, but a dramatic, pained exclamation that cut through the room like a knife.

Tatiana’s head turned immediately, concern flickering across her face. “What is it, baby?”

Taylor lifted one leg high, then the other, pointing accusingly at the bottoms of her thick white thigh-high socks. Tiny smudges of gray dust clung to the soft fabric soles—barely visible, but there all the same. “He didn’t clean the floors properly! Look—now my socks are dirty!”

Tatiana glanced at the faint marks, then down at Nathan with a slow shake of her head, lips pressed together in exasperated amusement. Crazy house. She offered no further reprimand; Taylor’s complaint was indulgence itself. With a soft sigh, she lifted her phone back to her ear and resumed her conversation.

Taylor pressed the small remote on the side table. A faint click sounded from the floor ring, and Nathan’s chain released its short tether, extending to its full length with a metallic slither.

“Nathan,” Taylor said, voice trembling with theatrical disappointment, “come here.”

He crawled forward immediately, dragging the long chain behind him like a guard dog on a lead, the links whispering over the marble until he reached the foot of Rich’s armchair. Rich sat absorbed in the Fox News broadcast, volume now slightly higher, the anchor’s voice filling the room with grave urgency.

Taylor sat perched on Rich’s left thigh, bowl of pistachios balanced on her lap, legs extended toward Nathan. Her cropped black T-shirt had ridden up slightly, exposing the gentle curve of her lower stomach, while the brief white cotton panties beneath hugged her hips and the lush swell of her ass. The striped thigh-high socks—thick, soft white athletic ones with bold black stripes—clung lovingly to every contour visible above her feet, cozy and slightly slouched at the tops, somehow only accentuating the teasing shape of the legs hidden beneath.

“Look what you’ve done,” she said again, voice small and hurt, extending one foot toward his face. A tiny gray smudge marred the sole. “I’m so disappointed in you, Nathan.”

Behind him, the television droned on: “…major retailers pulling all products from shelves… consumer reports of severe rashes… potential long-term health risks… analysts predict complete collapse by morning…”

Nathan’s stomach lurched, but he kept his eyes on Taylor’s foot. “I’m so sorry, Mistress.”

She pouted, lower lip trembling. “I want you to take these off and bring me a clean pair—the same striped thigh-highs—from my wardrobe room. Right wardrobe section, third drawer from the top, on the left side. Then you’re going to re-wash the entire floor from the kitchen all the way here. Properly this time.”

Nathan’s mind reeled. The company—his company, the empire he had built from nothing with his own hands, the last steady income that kept his sons fed and housed—was collapsing on national television behind him, and here was Taylor, radiant and oblivious, focused only on a speck of dust on her socks. Resentment flared hot in his chest: how could she be so egocentric, so blind to the catastrophe unfolding? This was his livelihood, his final shred of independence, the one thing that still proved he wasn’t completely erased. Yet the command landed like gravity—irresistible, absolute. Obedience to her, to Tatiana, was engraved deeper than thought; he could no more disobey than stop breathing. The conflict tore at him: he wanted to beg, to turn to the screen, to fight for what remained of his life. Instead, the words came out automatic, broken.

“Yes, Mistress.”

With utmost reverence, he reached for her right foot—yet even as his gloved fingers grasped the soft cuff and began peeling the sock down millimeter by millimeter, his attention was not on the sacred ritual of her perfect leg. His ears strained toward the television behind him, catching fragments of the anchor’s grave voice between Taylor’s light chatter with Rich. He lingered deliberately at every stage—smoothing the fabric over her flawless, sun-kissed thigh, her elegant calf, the delicate ankle—partly to avoid angering her with haste, but mostly to steal seconds near the screen, to hear more of the death knell for his empire. Ironically, he felt a bitter gratitude for the dirty socks: this trivial “mistake” had brought him close enough to listen at all. When she finally sent him to fetch the clean pair, the frustration surged—he would lose those precious snippets of news—but he rose without protest, chain dragging, because her word was law, no matter how small, no matter how the world burned.

Finally, the cotton slipped over her small, exquisite foot—high-arched and narrow, the toes perfectly aligned, each one a delicate masterpiece with smooth, rounded nails painted the faintest natural pink. The sole was soft, pale, and impossibly tender-looking, the skin there even more flawless than the rest, as if it had never known hardship.

He supported her heel in his palm the entire time, cradling it like something priceless, feeling the warmth of her against the glove. His company was collapsing—burning to ashes on national television behind him—and yet, as he repeated the ritual with the left leg, slowly peeling the sock down to reveal inch after inch of that golden, flawless skin, a wave of raw, overwhelming desire surged through him all the same. Surprisingly, impossibly, even in this moment of total ruin, the rare privilege of touching her—of serving her perfect legs and feet like this—overpowered everything else. The friction of the soft fabric sliding over her firm thigh, her elegant calf, the delicate hollow behind her knee, the slim ankle... it stirred him helplessly, the denied ache in his cage throbbing to life despite the catastrophe. Those breathtaking toes emerged at last, bare and curled slightly in the cool air, and for a few surreal seconds the destruction of his empire faded against the intoxicating reality of her in his hands—his world reduced to the heart-stopping elegance of her foot while his livelihood crumbled unheard in the background.

Taylor paid him no mind, chatting lightly with Rich as if Nathan weren’t kneeling there worshipping her legs with his careful touch.

Nathan gathered the soiled socks carefully, then rose to his feet and hurried toward the hallway—chain dragging heavily behind him with a low metallic rattle—as fast as the extended tether allowed, toward the master suite.

The master bedroom opened into Taylor’s sprawling wardrobe room, a brightly lit space lined with mirrored walls, endless racks of designer clothes, and rows of built-in drawers in soft white lacquer. He found the fresh pair quickly and rushed back.

He found them quickly—another identical pair, fresh and folded neatly—then rushed back, chain clinking with every stride, knees already aching in anticipation of the long re-scrubbing ahead.

When he returned, he knelt again at her feet, the fresh pair of socks folded neatly in his gloved hands. Taylor was asking Rich brightly, “Daddy, what’s going on on the news?”

Rich’s eyes remained fixed on the screen, expression unreadable. He answered her vaguely—“Some business thing”—then looked down at Nathan for the first time.

Nathan began sliding the fresh sock onto her right foot with deliberate, almost reverent slowness. First, he gathered the soft cuff and gently stretched it over her perfect toes one by one, feeling the delicate shape of each through the fabric. Then he eased it up over the high, tender arch of her foot, smoothing it carefully along the slim ankle, up the sculpted calf—warm, sun-kissed skin hidden again inch by inch beneath the thick white cotton striped with bold black. He took his time, fingers lingering on every contour, both to avoid the slightest wrinkle that might annoy her and to steal every possible second with his back to the television, ears straining toward the rising volume of the broadcast.

The anchor’s voice had given way to a live interview. A sobbing mother sat in a modest living room, clutching a half-used pack of Whitmore Tissue.

“…my daughter was only twelve,” the woman choked out, tears streaming. “She started getting these terrible rashes… then the doctors found the cancer. We used your toilet paper every day—nothing fancy, just what we could afford. She loved playing piano… she was so good… and now she’s gone.”

The reporter’s voice was somber. “We’re so sorry for your loss, ma’am. What would you say to other families watching right now?”

“I just want them to know—throw it out. Don’t let this happen to your babies. We trusted this brand… and now my little girl’s room is silent. No more music. No more anything.”

The segment cut to file footage of a child’s empty piano bench, sheet music scattered, while the anchor returned: “…heartbreaking stories like this pouring in tonight as the Whitmore Tissue recall expands nationwide…”

Nathan’s hands trembled harder as he finished the right leg, pulling the sock smoothly to the top of her thigh where it slouched just slightly, cozy and perfect. Taylor flexed her foot once, inspecting his work with mild satisfaction, then extended the left without a word—completely absorbed in the minor perfection of her fresh socks, the bowl of pistachios still balanced on her lap as she popped another into Rich’s mouth.

Nathan began the same careful ritual on the left foot, drawing it out even longer—gliding the fabric over those exquisite toes, up the flawless arch, along the golden skin he had so recently unveiled—while the television hammered the final nails into his empire behind him, each sob and accusation landing like a blow he could not defend against.

Rich muted the television with a casual press of the remote, the screen going silent mid-sentence as the sobbing mother’s face froze in a still frame.

Taylor twisted in his lap, pouting prettily. “Daddy, why’d you turn it off? I wanted to switch to the fashion channel.”

Rich gave her a patient, indulgent smile, brushing a strand of jet-black hair from her face. “Honey, give me two minutes. I need to talk to Nathan.”

Taylor’s lower lip jutted out further, and she lifted one freshly socked foot slightly, wiggling it for emphasis. “But I want him to clean the floor first. Did you see what he did to my socks? They got all dirty.”

Rich’s voice stayed calm, reassuring, the tone of a man who never had to raise it to be obeyed. “I promise you, baby—he will wash the floors right after. Every inch from the kitchen to here. He’ll make them perfect. Just let me exchange a few words with Nathan first, okay?”

Taylor held his gaze for a moment, hazel eyes wide and playfully stubborn, then softened. She leaned in, pressed a soft, lingering kiss to his cheek, and nuzzled closer, gazing up at him with open admiration.

“Okay, Daddy.”

Rich’s expression shifted as he turned his steel-gray eyes down to Nathan, still kneeling at Taylor’s bare foot.

“Listen,” Rich said, voice low and deliberate, every word measured. “This looks like complete bullshit to me. Fake news, orchestrated—someone with resources wanted to hurt you tonight.”

He paused, studying the muted screen a moment longer, thinking aloud.

Rich leaned back slightly, Taylor still curled contentedly in his lap, her freshly socked feet swinging idly.

“Let me walk you through how this goes,” he said, voice steady and deliberate. “You need to be clear-headed, so really listen.”

He reached for the bottle of Barolo on the side table, pouring a small amount into a crystal glass. “I’ve got some good wine here. Want a little? It’ll take the edge off.”

Nathan, still on his knees at Taylor’s feet, shook his head quickly, voice cracking with urgency. “No, sir. No drink. I want to be sober. I need to understand everything.”

Rich nodded, setting the glass aside untouched. He glanced down at Nathan’s position on the floor, one brow arching faintly.

“You sitting comfortably?”

Nathan let out a short, bitter laugh, shifting slightly on his aching knees, the chain pooled around him. “Yes, sir. Yes, I’m… sitting. Please—just tell me. Tell me what’s happening.”

Rich nodded approvingly, his gaze holding Nathan’s for a long moment, calm and appraising. “Good. First, the major retailers—Walmart, Costco, Amazon—they’ve already issued full recalls. Automated systems trigger the second a health alert hits. Trucks are turning around right now. Shelves cleared by morning.”

“Class-action firms are filing suits as we speak—dozens of them. They’ll name you personally because of those old personal guarantees you signed years ago. Banks freeze credit lines automatically on a scandal this size. By dawn, every account tied to the company is locked.”

“Your board is in emergency session right now—holiday or not. Word is they’re voting you out within the hour to ‘protect shareholder value.’ Once that happens, you lose all access: email, systems, signatures. You’re locked out completely.”

“Then come the investigators,” Rich continued, voice still calm, almost conversational. “FDA, consumer protection agencies. They’ll raid offices tomorrow. If they spin it hard enough, there’s even a risk of criminal charges—negligence, fraud.”

He paused, eyes locking onto Nathan’s for a long moment, reading the flicker of doubt there.

“I know what you’re thinking, buddy. You believe you have nothing left in your name. But you do have that private account, don’t you? The one Taylor controls completely—the one that pays for groceries, your sons’ tuition, whatever scraps keep them afloat. It’s still registered under you.”

Nathan lowered his eyes, a slow nod betraying his understanding. The dryness in his mouth spread, bitter and sudden.

Rich leaned back slightly. “And of course the company accounts—those go without saying. Everything gets dragged in. Personal assets, business assets. You could lose whatever scraps are left, face years of litigation, maybe worse.”

Nathan’s face had gone ashen, hands still trembling against the soft fabric of Taylor’s sock.

Rich leaned forward slightly, elbows on the armrests, voice calm and almost paternal.

“I’m not saying it’s fair. I’m saying it’s fast. And it’s designed to be unbeatable on this timeline.”

“But… I swim in these waters. I’ve had motherfuckers try the same shit on me—envy, sabotage, paid crises. I know how to bury it. Quiet settlements, counter-PR, offshore rebranding, absorbing liabilities into shell companies. I can make it disappear.”

“It won’t be overnight. Months of work, lawyers, favors. A lot of effort on my part.”

He paused, letting the weight settle.

“If I do this—if I save it—I want to own it. One hundred percent. Patents, brand, everything. I’ll compensate you fairly for the transfer, take on all the risk and cleanup. You walk away clean, no stress, no lawsuits hanging over you.”

“You stay here, focus on what matters”—his eyes flicked briefly to Taylor, then Tatiana—“and you never have to think about that business again.”

Nathan’s breath came shallow. Tears welled in his eyes as the reality sank in.

Rich continued, softer now. “Your CFO’s probably losing his mind right now. Tatiana, give Nathan his phone.”

Tatiana rose gracefully from the sofa, the burgundy silk robe whispering around her voluptuous curves and parting just enough to reveal the deep, generous swell of her heavy breasts as she moved. Her crimson-painted toes flashed against the marble with each deliberate step. She crossed the room and handed Nathan the powered-off phone without a word, her expression cool and unreadable.

Rich nodded toward it. “Turn it on. Call whoever you need. The press is already reporting the board’s excluding you from tonight’s meeting. Ask your CFO yourself.”

“But decide quick, buddy. Once the vote happens, even I can’t stop the avalanche.”

“What do you say?”

Nathan’s hand shook as he held the phone to his ear. The screen had barely finished booting when the CFO picked up, voice hoarse with panic.

“Nathan? Thank God. The board’s voting in twenty minutes. They’re removing you. We can’t hold it back—”

Nathan covered the microphone with his thumb and looked up. Taylor was perched on Rich’s thigh, head tilted, listening intently to every word, her freshly socked feet dangling, striped cuffs slouched perfectly at the tops of her thighs.

He swallowed hard. “Taylor… what do you say? Rich is offering to take the company. That means I won’t own anything anymore. I’ll just… stay here. Serve. Full-time. Should I accept? Or fight it myself?”

Taylor’s hazel eyes softened with something that looked almost like genuine concern. She reached down and brushed a lock of hair from his forehead.

“Daddy’s really good at this stuff,” she said quietly. “He can fix anything, I believe that. But… I don’t think it’s good for you to lose your business completely. Life would be so boring for you with nothing to do. A man needs a job, interesting things. I like knowing you have something outside.”

Nathan’s heart twisted. He looked back at Rich.

“She… she doesn’t think like you, sir. She thinks I should keep fighting.”

Rich’s expression remained calm, unreadable.

Taylor placed her small hand gently over Nathan’s, squeezing. “But it’s your decision, baby. Whatever you want.”

Nathan stared at her perfect face for a long moment, then at Rich. The words came out hoarse.

“I want a hundred thousand for it.”

Rich burst out laughing—a short, genuine bark that echoed in the quiet room.

“Come on, Nathan. Don’t be ridiculous. The company’s worth zero right now. Actually, it’s negative—debts, liabilities, lawsuits. Be serious.”

Nathan’s voice trembled. “But you’ll turn it around. It’s worth millions once this is over. You can’t just—”

Rich raised a hand, cutting him off gently. “I’ll give you ten thousand. Fair?”

Nathan blinked, stunned. “Can we… can we make it twenty?”

Rich’s mouth twitched; he was clearly fighting not to laugh. Nathan saw it—the faint crinkle at the corner of his eyes.

“I’m sorry, buddy. I can’t give you twenty just because we’re friends. Ten thousand is fair. I’ll take it from there. You won’t hear another word about lawsuits or recalls. I’ll heal it.”

Nathan looked at Taylor again, desperate. “What do you say?”

She shrugged delicately, hand still resting on his. “I told you what I think. It’s up to you.”

Nathan’s shoulders sagged. The fight drained out of him in a single breath.

“Okay, then. Ten thousand.”

Rich smiled—not triumphant, almost kind. “Good decision. You made the right call.”

He turned to Taylor. “Honey, could you grab the folder with the contracts? It’s in the kitchen drawer—the black one.”

Taylor pouted immediately, lifting one socked foot to show the pristine white sole. “But I can’t walk to the kitchen now. The floor’s still dirty over there.”

Rich let out a low, warm chuckle, shaking his head. He glanced down at Nathan with shared, amused exasperation—the absurdity of prioritizing clean socks while a man’s empire collapsed.

“Nathan, buddy,” Rich said, voice light with humor, “would you mind fetching it? Just for a second. And bring a pen.”

Nathan rose to his feet, chain dragging behind him like a tail. He moved quickly down the hallway, past the marble he had just been ordered to re-scrub, into the sleek, dimly lit kitchen.

He opened the wide center drawer beneath the island—the black leather folder was right on top, thick with pre-prepared documents, tabs neatly labeled. A Montblanc pen lay clipped to the cover.

He stared at it for a long second, the weight of what was inside pressing down on him like gravity itself.

Then he closed the drawer, tucked the folder under his arm, grabbed the pen, and walked back—chain clinking softly with every step—toward the living room where his last shred of independence waited to be signed away for ten thousand dollars.

Nathan returned to the living room, the black leather folder tucked under one arm, the Montblanc pen in his gloved hand, chain dragging behind him with a soft, relentless scrape.

As he crossed the threshold, he caught it—just a flicker: Taylor’s shoulders shaking with a suppressed giggle, her hand half-covering her mouth, and Rich’s mouth curved in a rare, private smile. The moment they noticed him, Taylor straightened instantly, smoothing her cropped T-shirt and folding her hands demurely in her lap. Rich’s expression hardened back to calm, serious authority, as if the shared amusement had never existed.

Nathan felt it like a punch to the gut. The suspicion that had gnawed at him all evening crystallized: Rich wasn’t just opportunistically cleaning up a mess—he had orchestrated it. And the real architect, the one who had whispered the idea in Rich’s ear during one of their long private evenings? Taylor. He had no proof, only the instinctive certainty of a man who had spent years learning to read her triumphant little smirks. But proof didn’t matter anymore.

He approached on his knees again, placing the folder carefully on the low coffee table in front of Rich.

Rich flipped it open, scanning the pre-prepared documents with practiced efficiency. He tapped two spots with the pen.

“Sign here,” he said, voice neutral. “And initial here.”

Nathan hesitated, throat dry. “What… exactly am I signing, sir?”

Rich met his eyes, steady and almost kind. “You’re transferring one hundred percent ownership of the company—shares, patents, assets, everything—to a holding entity I control. In exchange, ten thousand dollars. Clean break. You’re free of it.”

Nathan took the pen. His hand shook as he scrawled his name where indicated, the ink dark and final.

He looked up. “And my accounts? The personal ones—will they stay active?”

Rich leaned back, Taylor still curled against him. “They’ll be fine. I’ll make sure nothing touches them.”

Nathan swallowed hard. “You mean the business accounts, right?”

The question tumbled out before he could stop it—childish, obvious, the kind of desperate plea a frightened ten-year-old might make for reassurance from the adult who held all the power. In his panic, with the full weight of the collapse crushing him, Nathan felt himself regressing, grasping for any shred of clarity from the very predator dismantling his life.

Rich’s gaze didn’t waver. “No. The business accounts come with the business. They belong to me now.”

The words landed softly, but they knocked the air from Nathan’s lungs. He managed a weak nod. “Okay. Yes… I understand.”

Rich closed the folder with a quiet snap. “Good.”

He turned to Taylor. “Honey, go grab one of those ten-thousand stacks. Usual cupboard.”

Taylor’s face lit up instantly. She unfolded from his lap and hopped to her feet, striped thigh-high socks flexing as she landed lightly. “But Daddy, I need twenty for the fur coat you promised—the circle-cut sable.”

Rich chuckled indulgently. “Fine. Bring thirty. No problem.”

Taylor beamed, practically bouncing as she padded off toward the private study down the hall—no hesitation about dirty floors this time. That cupboard was her favorite place in the entire penthouse: a locked, fireproof cabinet stuffed with neat bricks of cash—hundreds of ten-thousand-dollar bands wrapped in plain rubber. She called it her “candy drawer.” Whenever she wanted spending money for shopping, spa days, or little gifts for Princess, she only had to ask Rich sweetly, and he would hand her a stack like pocket change.

Nathan watched her disappear around the corner, her hips swaying happily, the cropped T-shirt flashing her toned stomach with every step.

Rich leaned forward slightly, voice low and almost paternal.

“You did the right thing, Nathan. Trust me—this ends tonight for you.”

Nathan stayed on his knees, the signed papers on the table in front of him, the chain pooled around him like a leash. Ten thousand dollars for an empire built over decades. His last external lifeline—gone.

Taylor returned moments later, barefoot in her striped thigh-high socks, carrying three neat bricks of cash bound with rubber bands. She dropped two of them onto the coffee table in front of Rich with a carefree thud—twenty thousand for her fur coat—then peeled off the third stack and held it out to Nathan like a casual tip.

“Here,” she said brightly, pressing the ten thousand dollars into his gloved hand. “Now you can relax, right? It’s much better this way.”

She settled back onto Rich’s lap, curling against him as if the transaction were already forgotten. “Go clean the floor now, baby. Properly this time—with water and soap, all the way from the kitchen to here. I don’t want my socks getting dirty again.”

Nathan remained on his knees for a long second, the bundle of cash heavy and unreal in his palm. Ten thousand dollars. For an empire he had built from nothing over decades. For the last thread of independence that had kept him tethered—however loosely—to the outside world.

He rose slowly, chain clinking, and bowed his head. “Yes, Mistress.”

As he turned and crawled toward the kitchen—dragging the bucket, the brush, the chain, and now the final weight of total defeat—something inside him simply… broke.

The man who had once sat at the head of boardrooms, who had turned toilet-paper patents into millions, who had believed he could provide for a goddess like Taylor forever, was gone. In his place was a shackled servant clutching a pity payment, reduced to scrubbing marble floors on command while the woman he worshipped spent double that amount on a coat she would wear once.

He had no business left. No income. No leverage. No future beyond these walls. Billionaires had played a game he hadn’t even known he was in, and they had won without breaking a sweat. He was a millionaire no longer—just a caged pet with a tiger’s head locked around his denied cock, a chain at his ankles, and a ten-thousand-dollar consolation prize burning in his pocket like an insult.

Nathan dipped the brush into the soapy water and began to scrub, slow, perfect circles, the way Tatiana liked it. Tears blurred his vision, but he did not stop. He had nothing else left to do.

Yet as the rose-scented suds spread across the marble, darker thoughts crept in—cold, relentless, impossible to silence. He was no longer Taylor’s “earning boy,” the sexless provider she had once mocked and milked for every dollar. What use was he to her now, broke and useless? She sat curled on Rich’s lap, radiant and secure, her laughter light as she fed him pistachios. How long before she decided she no longer needed the ruined husband trailing behind her? And Tatiana’s jealousy simmered barely beneath the surface—two dominant queens under one roof could never last. When Taylor left—whether with Rich or alone—Tatiana would waste no time discarding the broken pet who had once been tied to her rival.

He would be thrown out. To the streets. No money, no home, no way to feed Jonathan and Austin. Who would pay for their apartment now, their groceries, their lives? Taylor’s promises had always been conditional; Rich’s mercy was a whim. His sons—already diminished, already orbiting the edges of this empire—would be cut loose with him.

Was this truly the bottom? Or could the spiral plunge deeper—homelessness, begging, watching his children suffer while the women who had ruined him thrived without a backward glance? Could anything stop the fall now, or was there still further to break?

And somewhere behind him, Taylor laughed softly at something Rich whispered, her striped socks swinging happily as she fed him another pistachio.

The last remnants of Nathan Whitmore’s empire disappeared beneath rose-scented suds on a billionaire’s living-room floor.

But the descent, he feared, had only begun.


Missionary Aftermath

The Next Evening, 6:30 p.m., The Carter’s Residence

The penthouse was quiet on a winter evening, the city lights far below glittering like scattered diamonds through the floor-to-ceiling windows. The massive sectional sofa at the far end of the living room—what everyone in the household privately called Rich’s throne—had been subtly reclined tonight, one corner angled back so that Rich could half-recline against a pile of cashmere pillows, his long, powerful frame finally relaxed in a way that looked almost vulnerable.

He wore charcoal silk pajama bottoms, the kind that cost more than most men’s suits, soft and loose enough to accommodate the thick, unmistakable ridge now straining against the fabric. A matching short-sleeved silk shirt hung open at the collar, revealing the silver hair on his broad chest. For once, the billionaire lion looked less like the untouchable emperor and more like a man caught in a current too strong to fight.

Taylor was draped over him like living gold.

The metallic mesh dress caught every shard of lamplight, chains glinting as they shifted over her sun-kissed skin. The halter straps left her back almost entirely bare, and the short hem had ridden high on her thighs as she straddled one of his legs, her body pressed flush against his side. One small hand rested possessively on his chest; the other traced lazy, maddening circles just above the waistband of his pajamas, fingertips gliding along the rigid outline of his cock through the silk—never quite gripping, never quite releasing, only outlining the full, heavy length of him with deliberate, teasing pressure.

Her lips brushed the shell of his ear, warm breath and soft tongue tracing the lobe before she whispered something too low for anyone else to hear, something filthy and sweet that made the most powerful man she had ever touched shudder beneath her.

Rich’s eyes were half-lidded, unfocused, the steel gray softened to something almost helpless. His breathing had gone deep and uneven, chest rising and falling beneath her palm in ragged waves. Every few seconds his hips shifted involuntarily, seeking more contact, chasing the teasing pressure of her hand, but Taylor controlled the rhythm completely, slow, deliberate, merciless.

From his throat came a low, broken litany, half distress, half dream:

“Taylor… Taylor,… Taylor…”

The name spilled from him again and again, barely above a whisper, as if it were the only word left in his vocabulary, the only anchor keeping him from drifting away entirely. Each repetition carried a note of surrender, a plea wrapped in raw need, the voice of a man who had never begged for anything in his life now reduced to chanting her name like a prayer he couldn’t stop.

She leaned in closer for a moment longer, then eased away slightly to study his face, hazel eyes dancing with wicked delight. A slow, triumphant smile curved her lips.

“What happened, Daddy?” she murmured, voice breathy and teasing, the words dripping with mock innocence. “Did you lose your tongue? All you can say is my name… Taylor… Taylor…”

She punctuated each repetition with a gentle roll of her hips and a firmer stroke along the trapped length of him, fingers forming a loose cage around the thick shaft through the silk. Rich’s head fell back against the pillow, a low, guttural sound escaping his throat—half groan, half plea.

“Careful, baby,” he managed, the words rough, almost broken. “I’m telling you… I’ll come in my pants. I can’t… fuck… I can’t hold it like this.”

Taylor’s soft giggle was pure, delighted mischief. She leaned in again, lips grazing his jaw, then the corner of his mouth, nipping gently at his lower lip before soothing it with her tongue.

“It’s not my fault,” she whispered against his mouth, the words warm and sweet and merciless. “You’re the one who got so hard just from me kissing your ear. Look at you… the big, strong man who never begs… begging me not to make him come untouched.”

Her hand pressed a fraction harder, thumb sweeping slowly over the swollen head where a damp spot had already begun to darken the silk. Rich’s entire body tensed; his fingers dug into the cushion beneath him as if anchoring himself to the earth.

“Taylor…” It was barely a word now, more a desperate exhale. “Taylor, please…”

She kissed him fully then—slow, deep, claiming—her tongue sliding against his while her hand kept that maddening, feather-light rhythm along his clothed cock. When she finally pulled back, her lips were swollen, eyes glowing with the intoxicating discovery of exactly how much power a nineteen-year-old girl could wield over a man who owned half the world.

“Please what, Daddy?” she asked softly, brushing her nose against his. “Please stop? Or please don’t stop?”

Rich couldn’t answer. His hips jerked once, helplessly, into her teasing palm, and the low, ragged sound he made told her everything she needed to know.

For the first time in decades, the lion wasn’t hunting.

He was caught.

Taylor lifted herself slightly from Rich’s chest, the gold chains of her dress shifting with a soft metallic whisper against her skin. Without a glance at the servant beside her, she reached out and plucked one of the flutes from Nathan’s tray—her fingers brushing the rim with casual entitlement, as though the tray were simply an extension of the furniture.

Nathan stood frozen in place, the silver tray balanced perfectly in his gloved hands, the short chains connecting his steel wrist and ankle cuffs glinting faintly under the lamplight. The formal butler’s uniform—crisp black waistcoat, white shirt, black tie—did nothing to hide the reality of his station: the lowest servant in a household where even the dog outranked him.

Tatiana’s training had been merciless and thorough after his company collapsed and his last income vanished. She had drilled him for hours—stand motionless, tray level, gaze lowered, breathing shallow, become furniture. No tremble, no sway, no flicker of reaction unless spoken to. Every muscle memory now served that purpose: he was a fixture, reliable, silent, existing only to hold things while others lived.

Inside the heavy tiger-head cage locked between his legs, a dull, futile pressure throbbed in helpless response to the scene before him, the tiny key to his freedom swinging mockingly on the gold anklet around Taylor’s ankle with every subtle shift of her body. He was her husband once; now he was merely the silent fixture holding drinks for the man who owned his company, his wife, his future, his everything.

She turned back to Rich, who was still half-lost in the haze she had woven around him, his silk-clad chest rising and falling too quickly. Tilting the glass to his lips, she smiled that slow, radiant smile that made men forget their own names.

“No, Daddy,” she murmured when he made a weak motion to turn away. “You’re going to drink it like a good boy. Just like two days ago in that Aman Suite at the Four Seasons, remember?”

Rich sipped a little from the wine, then tried to reclaim some dignity—as if he were in any position to act nonchalant about the most expensive suite in Boston.

“Aman Suite, you’re saying?”

“Yes, Rich,” Taylor replied, leaning in close, eyes playful but sharp. “Don’t pretend you’ve forgotten. As if it was nothing.”

She tilted her head, voice teasing. “Are you trying to impress me now—acting like you don’t remember spending the day in the most exclusive suite in the city?”

“I didn’t say that,” Rich muttered, already defensive.

“And I certainly hope you remember,” she continued sweetly, “that in a moment of weakness, you gave me fifty-one percent of the Mattapan project.”

“Ah, yes,” he admitted, a sheepish grin breaking through. “That I remember.”

“Good,” Taylor cooed, brushing her thumb across his lower lip. “Now drink your wine, sweetie. Don’t make Mommy Taylor angry.”

Rich let out a dismissive laugh, as if indulging a little girl’s game—even as he felt himself sinking deeper under her spell. The pretense didn’t last.

Taylor simply pressed the glass firmly to his mouth. “Drink, darling. Drink,” she laughed, tipping it higher.

Rich’s lips parted obediently; he drank as she commanded, eyes locked on hers, swallowing every drop while her free hand rested possessively on the rigid length straining beneath his silk pajamas.

Nathan remained invisible throughout—unseen, unregistered, the tray in his hands as irrelevant as the coffee table.

When the glass was empty, Taylor lowered it without looking and extended it toward the silent figure at her side. Nathan accepted it smoothly onto the tray, the movement flawless and automatic. Rich never noticed the exchange; his world had shrunk to the nineteen-year-old goddess feeding him wine and exquisite torment.

Taylor settled back against Rich’s throat, pressing a slow, open-mouthed kiss just below his jaw. “Was it tasty, Daddy?” she whispered, lips brushing his skin.

Rich could only nod, eyes glassy, the wine and her touch merging into a warm, dizzying fog that left him pliant and trembling beneath her.

At that moment, the penthouse doorbell chimed—soft, melodic, perfectly timed.

Taylor lifted her head lazily, as though the sound were a minor interruption in her private game. She glanced toward the foyer, then flicked her gaze to the shackled servant still standing motionless beside the sofa.

“Nathan,” she said lightly, voice husky with amusement and wine, “go see who it is.”

Nathan inclined his head—“Yes, ma’am”—and shuffled toward the entrance, short chains whispering with each careful step, the ruined husband now the lowest servant in the house. He turned the handle and opened the heavy door to reveal Destiny in the hallway light, radiant in the exact same gold metallic mesh dress as Taylor—chains glinting, hem riding high, the outfit turned almost indecently hypnotic on her voluptuous curves.

Her platinum-blonde waves spilled over bare shoulders as she caught sight of him, icy blue eyes lighting with mischief and unguarded affection. In that instant she saw only Nathan—the man her best friend had married just over a year ago, the one who had already begun to unravel so beautifully under Taylor’s careless reign.

With a soft, delighted cry—“Nathan!”—Destiny launched herself at him, leaping straight into his arms in a warm, enthusiastic collision of limbs and perfume. Her body pressed against his with easy, unthinking intimacy, soft curves molding to his frame as though she had every right to claim that space, if only for a heartbeat.

“My goodness, look at you,” she laughed into his shoulder, pulling back just enough to beam up at him. “Still such a hunk.” Another quick, squeezing hug, then she slipped past him into the penthouse, coral-painted toes silent on the marble.

Nathan closed the door and hurried after her as best he could, the short chains forcing him into an awkward, waddling gait—like a duck trying to keep pace with a swan. He trailed several steps behind, struggling to maintain the dignified servant’s lead he had been trained to take when escorting guests.

Only as Destiny swept into the living room did he manage to draw level enough to announce, voice soft and perfectly formal as if introducing arrivals at a high-society cocktail party:

“Lady Destiny has arrived, ma’am.”

Taylor, still draped possessively over Rich, lifted her head with a bright, mischievous grin. She pushed herself up slightly, gold chains shifting over her sun-kissed skin, and shot Nathan a playful, mock-scolding glance.

“Lady Destiny my ass,” she teased, voice light and affectionate, before turning her full, radiant smile on her friend. “Oh, Destiny! What’s going on, babe?”

Destiny sauntered closer, hips swaying, the identical dress straining dramatically across her heavy breasts. “Hey, I see you’ve already started without me.”

Taylor’s laugh was bright, tipsy, triumphant. “Yes, but Daddy won’t be able to fuck you tonight. He’s drunk—doesn’t feel so good.”

Rich stirred beneath her, managing a slurred protest. “Who doesn’t feel good? I feel good. I feel great.”

“You do not,” Taylor teased, poking his chest playfully. “You’re a mess.”

Rich chuckled, low and foggy, clearly understanding the joke now. Destiny laughed too, the sound rich and throaty.

Rich blinked, still half-lost in Taylor’s spell and the wine. “Who is it?”

Taylor leaned in, kissing the corner of his mouth. “It’s Destiny, silly. You forgot already? The lovely evening we all spent together in Aspen?”

“Oh… yes, yes.” Rich straightened as best he could in his reclined position, eyes focusing with visible effort. They landed—predictably—on Destiny’s dramatic cleavage, the gold chains barely containing her. A slow, appreciative smile spread across his face despite the haze.

“Come over here,” he said, voice thick, patting the cushion beside him. “I’m so sorry, I—” A soft belch interrupted him; he cleared his throat, trying and failing to look sober. “Come here, come here, Destiny.”

Destiny didn’t hesitate. She crossed the room and settled onto his lap on the opposite side from Taylor, the two women in matching gold framing him like twin temptations. Rich’s gaze flicked between them, lingering longest on the way the mesh dress stretched across Destiny’s full, heavy breasts.

“Amazing Destiny,” he murmured, the words slightly slurred, eyes glassy with wine and want.

Taylor grinned at her friend, voice playful and conspiratorial. “We’re wasting time.”

With that, she pushed Rich gently but firmly back into the reclined position and draped herself over him again, one leg sliding across his thigh. “Okay, Destiny—take his pants off. We don’t have all day.”

Rich’s eyes widened. “Wait, wait—Taylor—she’s our guest—”

Taylor burst into delighted laughter, head thrown back. “No she’s not! The minute you penetrated her in Aspen she stopped being a guest.” She leaned in, nipping his earlobe. “She’s in the inner circle now.”

Destiny joined the laughter, already reaching for the waistband of his silk pajamas. Nathan stood silently to the side, shackles glinting, forced to watch as the pants slid down.

Rich’s cock sprang free—thick, heavily veined, standing rigid and proud despite the wine. Long and girthy, the shaft a deep flushed color, the broad head already glistening. It was the kind of cock that looked carved for conquest: powerful, intimidating, a perfect match for the man who wielded billions the same way.

Destiny’s breath caught audibly. She leaned in, pressing her cheek alongside it for comparison, lips brushing the hot skin as her icy eyes went wide with exaggerated awe.

“My goodness,” she whispered, voice husky and teasing, “it’s all coming back to me. I swear I’m going to come right now just looking at it.”

Taylor giggled, reaching down to wrap her small hand around the base, giving it a slow, possessive stroke. “See? Told you he was in no shape to fuck you properly tonight. But we can still play.”

Rich groaned, head falling back against the pillows, utterly trapped between the two golden goddesses who had decided—without asking—that this night belonged entirely to them.

Destiny’s eyes darkened with unmistakable hunger as she gazed at Rich’s exposed cock. Something primal stirred in her—she couldn’t stop herself.

“Taylor,” she murmured, voice low and needy, “is he really out of commission? Can I at least… suck him?”

Taylor laughed brightly, loud enough for Rich to hear. “Yeah, we’d better postpone any sexual activity. Daddy doesn’t feel so good tonight.”

Rich lifted his head slightly, confused. “Why, Taylor? Why?”

Taylor leaned in close, lips brushing his ear, her tone playful and firm. “Because if you want to play with us, you have to beg for it.”

At the same moment, she gave Destiny the smallest nod—permission granted, unnoticed by Rich.

Before Rich could gather his scattered thoughts (he wasn’t used to being denied, let alone made to beg), warm, wet heat enveloped the head of his cock. Destiny had already descended, lips sliding down in one slow, expert motion.

Rich exhaled a ragged groan and sank back against the pillows, surrendering completely.

Destiny was masterful—no rush, no hesitation. She took him deep, tongue swirling along the underside, then pulled back to trace every thick vein with deliberate, teasing licks. Her platinum hair spilled forward as she worked, cheeks hollowing on each slow pull, hand stroking what her mouth couldn’t reach. She knew exactly how to build the pleasure without mercy, humming softly so the vibration traveled straight through him.

Taylor watched with delighted pride, fingers idly tracing Rich’s chest while he writhed beneath them.

Nathan stood unnoticed a few feet away, shackled and silent, the silver tray of drinks balanced in his gloved hands. No one acknowledged him; he was furniture.

Just minutes earlier, when Destiny had jumped into his arms at the door, everything had felt different. She had clung to him so tightly—arms locked around his neck, full breasts crushed against his chest, warm lips brushing his cheek in quick, excited kisses, her sweet perfume wrapping around him like an embrace. For one foolish, fleeting second, his heart had leaped with stupid, impossible hope: maybe, just maybe, she felt something for him as a man.

Now the truth shattered that illusion in front of his eyes.

The same woman who had hugged him so enthusiastically was on her knees, lips and tongue worshipping Rich’s thick cock with ravenous, helpless admiration—moaning softly, eyes half-lidded in genuine lust, completely lost in the act. She couldn’t get enough, her hunger unmistakable, the kind of desire reserved for a real mate, a real man.

Nathan was transparent to her—had always been. The affectionate hugs, the playful fondness: never sexual, never a spark. To Destiny, he was safe, harmless—like a favorite uncle, an innocent child, or even Taylor’s “girlfriend” confidant, but never someone who could inspire that kind of raw want.

Taylor looked radiant beside her, possessive and utterly in control, the tiny key on her ankle glinting mockingly.

He should have felt rage, humiliation, despair.

Instead, the familiar pressure built uselessly against the steel tiger cage. Frustration, yes. Unfairness, yes. But beneath it all, the shameful, undeniable truth: he loved this. Loved the denial, the reduction, the way both women treated him like nothing and everything at once.

He was still helplessly, hopelessly in love with Taylor—and with the exquisite ruin she had made of him.

Even as Destiny’s eager moans mingled with Rich’s helpless groans, Nathan stood motionless, aching, caged, and quietly grateful for the privilege of witnessing the manhood—and the life—he had lost forever.

Taylor, draped possessively over Rich’s chest in her glittering gold mesh, watched her best friend work with a satisfied smile. Destiny’s platinum head bobbed slowly, lips stretched around Rich’s thick shaft, taking him deep with practiced devotion—wet, slurping sounds filling the room as she lost herself in the task.

Taylor traced idle circles on Rich’s chest, then leaned down toward Destiny, voice playful and teasing.

“So… what do you think of Rich’s cock, babe?”

Destiny pulled off with a gasp, lips shiny, but kept stroking him with her small hand—thumb insistently circling his sensitive frenulum, making Rich’s hips twitch helplessly as he fought not to cum right there.

“God, it’s perfect,” she breathed. “So big… fills my mouth completely. I still remember how he took me in Aspen—this thing is huge.”

She glanced up at Taylor, hand never stopping its slow, torturous rhythm on Rich—who by now was beyond coherent thought, eyes glazed, breath ragged.

“I have a question,” Destiny said softly, “and if it’s too private, just say so. It’s haunted me ever since that night in Aspen…”

She lifted her free hand in a gentle summons toward Nathan, gesturing for him to step closer—fondly, almost lovingly.

“You have this lovely husband here—Nathan, a man I truly admire.” She looked up at him with a warm smile. “No offense, okay, baby? It’s just curiosity.”

Nathan forced a small smile, but inside he felt the floor tilt beneath him.

Taylor tilted her head, intrigued. “Oh, shoot, darling. I’m curious now.”

Destiny’s thumb pressed a fraction harder on Rich’s frenulum, drawing a strangled groan from him, before she continued.

“So I was just wondering… when you’re done fucking Rich—I mean, surely it widens things a bit, right? So how does it feel afterward to have sex with Nathan? Excuse me if I’m getting too intimate.”

She asked it lightly, innocently, but the words landed like a blade.

Taylor giggled, leaning in closer to Destiny with a conspiratorial sparkle in her hazel eyes.

“Wow, Destiny… as if you don’t know.”

Destiny paused her slow strokes on Rich, tilting her head with an exaggerated question-mark expression. “What do you mean?”

Taylor dropped her voice to a mock-whisper, as if sharing the juiciest secret. “We don’t have sex.”

Destiny’s eyes widened; she let out a confused laugh. “No—seriously? You’re kidding me now.”

She glanced up at Nathan, who stood rigid right beside her.

“Is she telling the truth?” Destiny asked him directly. “I’ve known Taylor for, what, three years? I never know if she’s joking.”

Taylor playfully slapped Destiny’s arm. “That is not true! You know I’m the most honest person on earth.”

Destiny rolled her eyes dramatically, shushing her friend, then turned back to Nathan—her free hand reaching out to take his gently, caressing his fingers in the same lazy rhythm she was using on Rich’s cock.

“Shh… tell me. No sex? No sex with Taylor?”

Nathan’s cheeks burned crimson. His throat tightened, but he managed a choked, “No.”

“God, that is so unfair,” Destiny laughed, shaking her head before looking back at Taylor. “So… you at least let him masturbate?”

Taylor’s grin widened. “Not anymore, Destiny. You’re out of date. Since two days ago, even that little liberty is gone. I put him in a chastity device.”

Destiny’s mouth fell open in delighted shock. “No way. You mean like in the Roman Empire?”

Taylor burst out laughing. “No, modern ones are much more beautiful—and absolutely inescapable. They’re solid surgical steel. If you lose the key, the only way out is an industrial bolt cutter or a professional metalworker with an angle grinder. One slip…” She made a dramatic slicing motion across her throat, then lower. “…and you’re looking at permanent barbecue damage down there.”

Destiny’s eyes went wide, mouth forming a perfect O. “Gosh, the way you describe it…”

She couldn’t hold it in anymore—she burst into bright, unrestrained laughter. Taylor joined her instantly, the two of them feeding off each other, giggles escalating into full, breathless peals that echoed through the room while Rich groaned beneath them and Nathan stood silent, the heavy tiger cage tugging relentlessly between his legs.

Taylor tilted her head, eyes sparkling with mischief as she looked up at Nathan.

“But you’re proud of your little cage, aren’t you?”

Nathan’s voice came out low, reluctant. “Yes, Mistress.”

Destiny’s curiosity flared. “Let me see, Nathan.”

Nathan shrugged helplessly, glancing at Taylor for rescue.

“Come on,” Destiny coaxed, nodding toward Rich’s thick, glistening cock still in her loose grip. “I want to see an average one compared to this monster.” She lifted Rich’s shaft playfully. “By the way, Taylor—I could swear it’s bigger than my forearm.”

Taylor laughed. “Don’t look at me. Blame Rich.”

Destiny turned back to Nathan, insistent. “So show me. Come on, I want to see your chastity.”

Nathan didn’t move. Destiny looked at Taylor. “Tell him.”

Taylor’s voice was casual, commanding. “Nathan. Pants down. Underpants down.”

Nathan obeyed, letting his trousers and underwear drop to his shackled ankles. The heavy stainless-steel tiger-head cage swung forward—polished, brutal, the snarling muzzle completely containing him.

Destiny’s eyes went wide. She stared at the tiny confined bulge, then at Rich’s proud erection, then back again.

“Oh my God,” she whispered, half-laughing in shock. “Are you sure this is average? I remember Nick had a much bigger one.”

Taylor raised an eyebrow, teasing. “Well, well… how do you know?”

Destiny shrugged, grinning. “One very memorable strip-poker night. But seriously—this is such a tiny little wee-wee.” She leaned closer, studying the cage. “It looks more like a pussy, doesn’t it?”

Taylor burst out laughing. “Completely useless. That’s exactly why I locked it up. If you’re not using it, at least store it properly.”

Destiny rolled with laughter, reaching out to playfully flick the metal tiger head with one finger, making it sway and tug. “Wow, this is savage, Nathan.”

Her gaze moved from the cage to his flushed face while her hand lingered, idly toying with the heavy steel.

“Could you actually masturbate with this little thing when it was free?”

Nathan gulped, face scarlet. “I… could.”

Taylor waved a dismissive hand, smirking. “Yes, he could—he was using Rich’s cock.”

Destiny shook her head, laughing softly. “Oh, Taylor, you and your jokes.”

She turned her attention back to Rich’s cock, the broad head already glistening with a bead of pre-cum.

Destiny leaned in and licked it once—slow, deliberate, tongue flat against the sensitive slit.

The effect on Rich was immediate and devastating. After the long, teasing buildup, that single warm touch sent a jolt through him; his hips bucked involuntarily, a deep, audible moan escaping his throat.

Destiny’s icy eyes flicked up to watch his reaction, satisfied. She did it twice more—light, teasing flicks—each one drawing louder groans, his thighs tensing under her hands.

Taylor’s voice was husky with amusement. “Wow, the way you look at them when you lick…”

Destiny smiled, never taking her gaze off Rich’s face. “Oh yes, it’s a must. After enough pre-mature ejaculations, I learned exactly when they hit that super-sensitive edge—and that’s when I stop.”

She studied him a moment longer, then nodded. “Yeah, I think he’s ready now. He can take more serious sucking.”

With that, she dove down again—mouth enveloping him hungrily, lips sliding deep, slurping wetly as she moaned around his thickness, utterly enthralled. Taylor watched with possessive pride, fingers threading gently through her friend’s platinum hair, guiding the rhythm ever so slightly.

Something primal snapped in Rich.

One moment Destiny’s mouth was driving him to the edge with slow, expert worship; the next, raw need overtook him completely. He surged forward, hands tangling in her platinum waves, pulling her up into a fierce, devouring kiss. His mouth claimed hers with bruising hunger while his large palms ravaged her heavy breasts, kneading the soft flesh through the straining gold chains, thumbs circling her hardened nipples until she gasped into him.

Taylor’s delighted laughter rang out at first—“No, Rich, wait, wait!”—but he didn’t hear her. Destiny had unraveled him: those voluptuous curves, that skilled, hungry mouth, the way she moaned around his cock like she was starving for him. He no longer cared about rules, about control, about anything except having her.

With a low growl he hit the remote on the side table; the sectional whirred, lowering flat into a wide bed. Destiny’s back hit the cushions as he followed her down, settling between her spread thighs. She arched up to meet him, eyes glazed with ecstasy, legs wrapping around his hips as if she’d been waiting for this exact moment her entire life.

Rich drove into her in one deep, punishing thrust—burying himself to the hilt. Destiny cried out, nails digging into his shoulders, her body yielding and clenching around his thickness. He set a relentless rhythm, hips slamming forward again and again, each stroke deeper than the last as if he needed to brand himself inside her. The gold dress had ridden up to her waist; her heavy breasts bounced with every impact, chains glinting under the lamplight.

Taylor’s protests grew sharper—“Rich, no—stop!”—her small fists beating against his broad back. At first the blows were playful, almost teasing, but they quickly turned desperate, her face twisting with something between anger and hurt. She was tiny beneath the scene, her efforts meaningless against his size and single-minded focus.

Rich didn’t stop. Couldn’t stop.

He fucked Destiny like a man possessed—deep, grinding strokes that dragged helpless cries from her throat, her body trembling beneath him, meeting every thrust with eager rolls of her hips. For those frantic minutes the room narrowed to just the two of them: the wet sounds of bodies colliding, Destiny’s breathless moans rising higher, Rich’s ragged groans as he chased release inside her welcoming heat.

Taylor and Nathan might as well have not existed.

With a final, shuddering drive Rich buried himself fully and came hard, pulsing deep inside her. Destiny followed instantly, her body clenching around him in waves, a broken cry tearing from her lips as the most intense orgasm of her life ripped through her.

Rich collapsed atop Destiny, chest heaving, face buried in the curve of her neck while she held him close—arms and legs wrapped tight, cradling him as if he were the only thing in the world. Her fingers stroked his silver hair tenderly, both of them lost in the aftershock, breaths slowing in unison.

Minutes passed before awareness returned. Rich lifted himself slowly, eyes clearing as he registered the room again. Destiny remained sprawled on the couch, body limp and glowing, a dreamy smile on her lips, still absorbed in the intensity of what had just happened.

Rich stood naked between the women, turning to Taylor. Her face was blank, eyes fixed on him with an unreadable chill. He tried to salvage it, voice rough from exertion.

“Wow… that was… quite something.” He forced a smile. “I love having that with both of you.”

Taylor’s reply came short and cold. “Yes. With both of us.”

Rich caught the edge in her tone, saw the unhappiness she wasn’t bothering to hide. Taylor was still fully dressed in her gold mesh, untouched, while Destiny lay half-undressed and thoroughly claimed.

“Why are you like this, Taylor, honey?”

He stepped closer, ignoring Nathan’s silent presence a few feet away. “I meant it—we did this together. You teased me for a solid hour before she even got here. That was just… the finishing play. Team effort.”

Taylor’s voice stayed flat. “Yes. Everything’s fine.”

Rich’s face fell. “Taylor, don’t do this to me. Don’t spoil it, baby.”

Her hazel eyes glistened; tears gathered but refused to fall. He dropped to his knees in front of her, naked, hands reaching for her waist.

“I’ll make it up to you. The minute I catch my breath, we’ll have our turn, okay?”

Taylor’s words cut sharp and quiet. “No, Rich. We will not. I’m not here for leftovers.”

She looked away. “It could have been such a nice evening. Thank you for spoiling it.”

Rich’s hands tightened gently around her waist. “Taylor—”

“Rich, please don’t touch me,” Taylor said, her voice low and edged with steel. She shifted back slightly on the couch, creating distance. “If you want to talk to me, keep your hands behind your back. Seriously. I don’t want you touching me right now.”

Rich froze, then obeyed instantly. Still completely naked, he straightened his posture on his knees and clasped his hands firmly behind his back, fingers interlaced, shoulders pulled back in deliberate submission. The position left him exposed and vulnerable, the powerful billionaire reduced to perfect, immediate compliance.

Only then did he speak, voice rough with regret and pleading.

“I swear I couldn’t control myself.”

Taylor gave a bitter half-smile, her voice quiet but laced with raw hurt.

“You lost control because of me. That’s what made it so delicious back then—when you were obsessed, when Tatiana was right there wanting you and you still couldn’t keep your hands off me. You told her no, over and over, because you were losing control only for me. I felt like a goddess.”

She met his eyes, the words trembling with betrayal.

“But now you’re saying you couldn’t control yourself because of another woman—even if she’s my friend.” She stressed even, letting the sting settle. “Now do you understand how that feels?”

Taylor looked away, arms crossed tightly over her gold mesh dress.

“But that’s fine, Rich,” she said, voice flat and final. “Really. Enjoy.”

Destiny finally stirred, pushing herself up on the couch, voice soft and concerned. “Taylor, don’t be upset. It was… it was incredible. I’ve never been that satisfied. I’m your friend—this is good, right? You lent me your lover…”

Taylor’s head snapped toward her. “Destiny, stay out of this.”

Destiny fell silent, pulling her dress back into place and sinking into the cushions, watching uncertainly.

Rich remained on his knees, looking up at Taylor with genuine distress—the billionaire lion reduced to pleading with a nineteen-year-old girl who had just watched him lose himself completely in someone else.

At that exact moment, the penthouse doorbell chimed again—clear and insistent.

Nathan set the tray down carefully on a side table and shuffled toward the entrance as quickly as his shackles allowed, the sound of chains a faint, rhythmic whisper in the suddenly heavy silence.

Nathan pulled open the door to reveal Tatiana standing in the hallway, regal even in simple elegance: a tailored black silk blouse tucked into high-waisted trousers, auburn hair swept into a loose chignon, heels sharp and purposeful.

The instant he saw her, Nathan dropped instinctively—enforced protocol demanding that whenever Tatiana returned home, he fall prone on the floor and kiss her feet in greeting. He flattened himself quickly, face lowering toward the polished toes of her shoes, lips already parting for the required devotion.

But Tatiana didn’t pause.

She strode forward with fierce momentum, heels striking the marble like punctuation marks of fury, forcing Nathan to scramble upright mid-gesture. Chains rattled as he shuffle-ran after her, trying desperately to overtake her and complete the ritual properly.

By the time they reached the living room threshold, he managed to slip just ahead and announce breathlessly, “Lady Tatiana.”

It was unnecessary; she had already taken in the entire scene.

Taylor sat composed in her gold mesh dress, legs crossed, face shifting from cold hurt to deliberate triumph—a small, satisfied smile breaking through as if she couldn’t quite hide it.

Rich, completely naked, remained on his knees before her, hands clasped tightly behind his back like an obedient slave awaiting judgment. The posture left him utterly exposed—broad shoulders pulled back, chest rising and falling with uneven breaths, his spent cock still heavy between his thighs—every inch the powerful tycoon reduced to perfect, submissive stillness at the feet of his nineteen-year-old mistress.

He noticed Taylor’s expression brighten and grinned with desperate relief. “Wow, at least you’re smiling now, honey.”

He hadn’t yet registered Tatiana’s presence.

Tatiana stood frozen in the doorway, aloof and statuesque, but her eyes betrayed everything: the dagger-sharp pain of seeing her husband—the untouchable billionaire—on his knees again, naked and submissive, begging a nineteen-year-old girl while Destiny lay flushed and disheveled nearby. Twice now she had walked in on this exact surrender. Taylor’s triumphant glance, aimed directly at her, was unmistakable: deliberate, victorious.

The moment Rich registered her presence, he twisted toward the doorway—still on his knees—and in a knee-jerk reaction yanked his hands from behind his back, bringing them forward in an exaggerated, overly cheerful wave, as if greeting his wife on a normal morning. “Hey, honey! How’s it going?”

The gesture was forced, painfully fake—a desperate attempt to normalize the scene, to pretend he wasn’t naked and kneeling in submission to Taylor. But the panic in his eyes betrayed him; he had been caught again, utterly exposed in the act Tatiana despised most.

He started to rise, muscles shifting as if to stand and greet her normally.

Tatiana lifted one manicured hand, voice soft but laced with ice. “Shhhhh. No worries, darling. Stay on your knees. It’s okay—no rush.”

Rich froze mid-motion, sinking back down instantly, the smile faltering on his face.

“Good evening,” Tatiana continued to the room, tone cool and perfectly controlled.

Then, softer, almost weary: “I must retire to the bedroom. Please excuse me—I’ve had a long day with charity events, contributing to society. I’m truly happy you’re all having such fun.” The last words caught slightly, a faint crack beneath the velvet. “From the bottom of my heart.”

She turned and marched toward the master bedroom, spine straight, heels clicking with quiet finality, the door closing behind her with a soft, definitive click.

As the master bedroom door clicked shut behind Tatiana, Taylor looked down at Rich—still naked on his knees, hands clasped behind his back, face etched with guilt—and softened her expression.

“It’s okay, baby,” she murmured, voice warm and forgiving. “I understand. Come here.”

She opened her arms, pulling him into a close hug. Rich buried his face in her bosom, arms wrapping around her waist as he clung to her, the powerful man trembling slightly, desperate for her absolution.

Destiny rolled her eyes with a knowing half-smile—the classic “here we go again” look she always gave when Taylor launched one of her little manipulations. Manipulating Daddy again, getting him wrapped right back around her finger with a few tears and a hug. Typical Taylor.

Rich remained oblivious, face buried in her warmth, clinging to the forgiveness she’d so generously offered.

Still cradling Rich’s head against her chest, Taylor flicked her gaze to Nathan and motioned subtly with her eyes toward the master bedroom—go, listen, report.

Nathan inclined his head in silent acknowledgment and turned, chains whispering as he shuffled toward the corridor. But curiosity—and the raw ache of the evening—slowed his steps. He paused just out of sight, half-hidden by the archway, unable to tear himself away yet.

Behind him, the scene shifted.

Rich drew a steadying breath, his large hands tightening around Taylor’s waist where she still clung to him in the hug.

In one fluid, effortless surge, he rose to his full height—lifting her with him as if she weighed nothing, her petite body pressed against his chest, legs kicking playfully in the air. Taylor squealed with surprised laughter, arms looping around his neck for balance, gold mesh dress riding up her thighs as her feet dangled helplessly.

Before she could catch her breath, Rich shifted her higher, hoisting her over one broad shoulder like a caveman claiming his prize. Taylor gasped, half-giggling, half-protesting, her hands bracing against his back as her legs kicked again.

“Daddy—!”

His free hand came down in a sharp, resounding spank on her exposed ass, the impact leaving a clear red imprint of his palm through the thin gold chains. Taylor yelped, the giggle cutting off into a genuine “Ouch!”

He carried her the few steps to his throne-like armchair and sat heavily, flipping her down across his lap in one smooth motion—face-down, dress bunched at her waist, bare cheeks flushed from that single strike.

Taylor squirmed, breath hitching. “Daddy… that really hurt.”

Rich’s large hand rested possessively on the warm, reddened skin, voice low and calm—the unquestionable authority back in place.

“Then why are you causing problems in this house, little girl? Tell me.”

Taylor stilled instantly, legs no longer kicking, body going pliant over his thighs. The playful brat vanished; in her place was the breathless, wide-eyed girl who knew the game had flipped the moment the real man decided it was over.

Destiny watched from the couch, eyes wide and lips parted, a flush creeping up her neck as she whispered to herself, "Oh gosh..."

Nathan, lingering in the shadows, caught the look on her face—the raw, unmistakable arousal he had never seen on Destiny before. It was obvious: Rich, in full commanding mode, was a huge turn-on for her, the kind that left her breathless and wanting.

Rich was still very much the lion. And everyone in the room knew it.

Nathan, hidden in the shadows, absorbed it all—the effortless shift, the way Taylor’s defiance melted into happy submission the moment Rich decided the game was over. His wife, the radiant manipulator who had brought a billionaire to his knees, now looked small, safe, and utterly owned in the arms of the man who had taken everything from him.

The ache in Nathan’s cage throbbed harder, a lonely reminder that this was the natural order: Rich the undisputed alpha, Taylor his cherished (but firmly handled) little girl, and Nathan… forever on the outside, watching.

Only then did he turn away fully, chains whispering as he finally continued toward Tatiana’s door—too late to catch more than the faint sound of her breathing, the storm already passed.

Nathan eased back from the master bedroom door, the faint rattle of his chains muffled against the carpet. Slipping into the corridor’s shadows, he cracked the door open a mere sliver—just enough to listen, unseen as ever.

Through the narrow opening, Tatiana’s voice drifted out, quiet and trembling with a vulnerability she revealed to no one else.

“I didn’t want to wake you, Emily… I know the time zone. I’m sorry, honey. Please don’t be pissed. You can sleep as much as you want later—just one question, okay?”

A pause. She was listening.

Then her breath caught, the words spilling out in a rush of gratitude and near-tears.

“Wow… Emily, this is so great. Thank you so much, honey. Thank you, thank you, thank you.”

“Good night, baby… or good morning… whatever it is there. Thank you.”

The call ended with a soft beep. Silence followed, broken only by the faintest sound of Tatiana exhaling—relief, longing, something deeper.

Nathan returned from the corridor, chains whispering softly with each careful step, the faint echo of Tatiana’s quiet breathing still in his ears.

The living room had settled into a victorious calm.

Rich lounged on his throne-like sectional, fully dressed in relaxed silk pajamas, remote in hand—every inch the satisfied king. Taylor and Destiny were draped over him, one on each side, snuggling close, kissing his neck and jaw, inhaling his scent with soft, contented sighs, fingers tracing his chest as if they couldn’t get enough.

Nathan paused in the shadows, a quiet ache twisting in his chest. Both girls looked utterly smitten, completely absorbed in the man who had taken everything.

Taylor glanced up first, spotting him. “What took you so long?” she asked lightly, though her tone carried the familiar edge of command.

Nathan lowered his gaze. “I’m sorry, Mistress.”

Rich chuckled low; Destiny’s lips curved in sympathy.

Taylor stretched lazily against Rich’s side, her voice cool and edged with command.

“We’re thirsty. Go make fresh coffee for everyone—and be quick about it.”

Nathan lowered his gaze immediately, the words landing like a light snap of the leash.

“Yes, Mistress,” he murmured, turning toward the kitchen without hesitation.

Nathan inclined his head and turned toward the kitchen, chains limiting him to small, deliberate steps as he made his way across the living room and down the short hallway.

He reached the kitchen, the softer pendant lights casting a warm glow over the marble counters. Moving with practiced efficiency, he set about preparing the coffees—pulling mugs from the cabinet, measuring grounds into the French press, filling the electric kettle and switching it on. The routine was familiar, almost soothing in its mundanity.

Only then did he sense her presence.

Quick, bare footsteps padded in behind him. Destiny slipped into the kitchen, closing the distance until she stood just at his back. Without a word, she wrapped her arms around him from behind, hugging him tightly, her body warm and soft against his.

Nathan froze for a moment, hands still on the counter, the kettle beginning its low hum beside him. Then he leaned back slightly into her embrace, the quiet kindness almost too much after the evening’s relentless reminders of his place.

She turned him to face her, icy blue eyes searching his. “Hey… how are you, really? I hope you weren’t offended by anything tonight, my friend.”

Nathan tried a small smile, but sadness shadowed it. “No… it’s fine.”

Destiny stepped closer, wrapping him in another warm hug, her body soft and reassuring against his. When she pulled back, she saw the unshed tears in his eyes.

“What is it, baby?” she whispered. “Tell me what happened.”

Nathan’s voice came out low, cracked. “Nothing… it’s just sometimes I feel like I’m zero. Nothing.”

She hugged him again, tighter, one hand stroking his back. “What makes you think that? I just want to understand.”

He exhaled shakily against her shoulder. “Rich took my business… took my wife… he’s the winner in every way. I watched him spank her like that—one slap, and she melted. I wish I were strong enough to stop him, but I know one swing from him would put me in the hospital. I didn’t dare intervene.”

Destiny drew back a fraction, holding his gaze steadily, her expression serious but kind. “And good for you that you didn’t—he is much stronger. But that doesn’t mean you don’t have your own strength, Nathan.”

He shook his head, voice barely audible. “I don’t know. I just don’t know. I’m a little down tonight. You’re so kind to me, Destiny, but… if you’re asking, I’d rather be left alone right now.”

She nodded slowly, whispering, “Okay. I’m with you. If you need anything, I’m here—you can call me anytime, okay?”

Destiny pressed a soft kiss to his cheek, then turned to help him finish the coffees—silent, supportive, no pressure.

Together they carried the tray back to the living room. Destiny guided Nathan to the lower couch and sat beside him, keeping a gentle arm around his shoulders.

Rich remained enthroned above them on the sectional, remote in hand, the game flickering on the screen. Taylor, curled against his side, glanced over with a small, knowing smile—but the moment her eyes landed on Nathan’s quiet face, she hopped down lightly, leaving Rich to his basketball without a second glance.

She slid onto the couch on Nathan’s other side, wrapping her arms around him from the left, sandwiching him warmly between herself and Destiny.

“So?” Taylor asked, voice bright and eager, more excited about gossip than his mood. “What did the bitch do? Let me guess—she called her stupid daughter, right?”

Nathan nodded, reserved. “Yes, Mistress. In fact, she did.”

Taylor laughed softly, shaking her head. “I don’t know what it is with her and that daughter…”

Destiny squeezed Nathan’s shoulder gently. “Nathan’s a little sad tonight.”

Nathan shook his head quickly. “No, Destiny, seriously—it’s nothing. I told you, I just want to be left alone.”

Taylor’s eyes widened in mock offense. She gave him a playful shake. “Left alone? You mean left alone from me?”

Nathan couldn’t help a small, reluctant smile. “No, no, no—of course not from you. I like it when you’re hugging me. You haven’t in a few days.”

Taylor grinned, ruffling his hair. “Is that a complaint, Nathan?”

“No! Not complaining, not complaining.”

She laughed again, the sound light and genuine. “I’ve learned a few methods from Tatiana, you know that, right? I could always find the cane…”

Nathan’s smile grew, knowing full well she never would—she ruled him with words and affection alone, and that was more than enough.

“Yes, you could,” he said softly. “The only problem is you don’t know where she keeps it.”

Taylor burst into delighted laughter, hugging him tighter. She looked across at Destiny. “You see why I love this man? Do you understand the depth of what we have here?”

Destiny smiled warmly, leaning in to rest her head briefly on Nathan’s other shoulder.

A quiet thought crossed Nathan’s mind: I probably don’t deserve this. Taylor’s only doing it because Destiny must have signaled her—winked or something—that I looked down and sad.

Taylor kissed Nathan’s cheek—soft, lingering. “This is a kiss from me, just to show you you’re loved. Right, Destiny?”

Destiny leaned in and kissed his other cheek. “Oh yes—and here’s one from me too.”

Both women pressed gentle kisses to his face, treating him like a treasured, slightly mischievous child.

Taylor pulled back just enough to meet his eyes, voice softer now but still playful. “When I tell you it’s deep, I mean it. There’s nothing like Nathan.” She glanced up at Rich on his throne above them, then back to Nathan with a fond smile. “That lion behind me—he’s the alpha, the macho man. But I prefer my loyal, obedient little pet right here. My sweet boy for Mommy. Isn’t that right, Nathan?”

Nathan’s throat tightened, the ache in his chest easing into something warm and quiet.

“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered.

There was nothing else he wanted—or needed—to say that night.


The Return of THE Emily

Few days later, December 24th, Christmas Eve, 7:30 p.m., The Carter’s Residence Dining room

The formal dining room of the Carter penthouse glowed with quiet holiday opulence. A magnificent Christmas tree stood in one corner, its branches heavy with warm white lights, crystal icicles, and strands of gold that shimmered softly in the candlelight. The long mahogany table was draped in crisp white linen, overlaid with delicate lace runners and set with fine bone china, polished silver, and low arrangements of fresh pine, red berries, and flickering ivory candles. The effect was elegant and warm, the scent of evergreen mingling with the rich aromas drifting from the kitchen.

Rich sat at the head, relaxed in a tailored black velvet dinner jacket over an open-collared white shirt, the fabric catching the light as he moved. Tatiana, beside him, wore a deep burgundy cashmere dress with a daringly low neckline that struggled to contain her voluptuous breasts—full, heavy, and proudly displayed, the creamy swell rising with every breath as if a slight shift might bare the dark areolas beneath. The contrast between the dress’s classic elegance and the blatant sensuality of her décolletage was deliberate, mesmerizing.

An empty chair waited at the table, directly facing Tatiana—a silent promise of the arrival everyone anticipated.

Nathan and Taylor stood together near the sideboard, close enough that the faint clink of their light shackles was occasionally audible. Nathan’s formal black butler trousers and waistcoat hid the heavy tiger cage beneath, but the thin chains linking his gloved wrists and ankles gleamed subtly whenever he shifted. Taylor’s short black satin maid dress—trimmed with soft white fur at the hem and plunging neckline—left her sun-kissed shoulders bare, the red ribbon in her chignon a festive touch. Matching delicate chains bound her wrists and ankles, restricting her movements to small, graceful steps, her posture perfectly submissive, hazel eyes lowered.

The plates before Rich and Tatiana remained untouched.

Rich glanced toward the empty chair, then at his wife with an indulgent smile. “I’m starving, darling. Perhaps we should begin.”

Tatiana’s hand—diamonds flashing—settled gently over his. “Just a little longer. She’ll be here any minute.”

Rich lifted her fingers, brushed a kiss across them. “No worries. We’ll bless the meal now, and if she arrives late we’ll bless it again. Twice the gratitude never hurt.”

Tatiana’s smile was tender, but tears glistened in her eyes. She nodded. “Fine. Go ahead.”

Rich straightened, his voice warm and resonant in the hushed room. “We are grateful—for this beautiful Christmas Eve, for the warmth of home and the love that fills it, for health, for enduring family, for the business that continues to thrive, and yes—for the abundance that lets us place far more than bread on this table. We are truly blessed.”

He finished. The room fell silent again; only the soft crackle of candles and the faint tick of the mantel clock could be heard.

Nathan and Taylor moved forward in perfect unison—Nathan serving Rich, Taylor serving Tatiana—then stepped back together, chains whispering faintly as they resumed their place side by side.

They ate quietly. Tatiana’s gaze drifted often to the empty chair. Rich murmured, “The red, please,” and she passed the decanter, her movements graceful but subdued, the soft weight of her breasts shifting with each breath.

The only sounds were the delicate scrape of silver on china and the occasional pop of a candle.

Then the doorbell chimed—clear, melodic, unmistakable.

Nathan set down the water pitcher and glided toward the foyer.

He paused at the heavy double doors, the faint jingle of his ankle chains muffled by the thick carpet. Turning the handle, he pulled the door open.

For a moment, he forgot to breathe.

At the threshold stood Emily Carter—a radiant vision of effortless beauty that seemed to illuminate the space around her. Just nineteen, she carried herself with poised sophistication far beyond her years. Her signature French carré bob, a perfect golden blonde, framed her face in sleek, elegant lines that caught the hallway light like silk. Her smile bloomed instantly—dazzling, warm, and genuine—yet her hazel eyes held a knowing sparkle, a subtle worldly confidence that hinted at experiences lending her an alluring maturity.

She wore a short, luxurious black mink fur coat, fully closed with hidden fastenings, its plush collar turned softly up around her neck. The opulent fur enveloped her completely, the hem skimming teasingly just below the curve of her hips, concealing whatever lay beneath in tantalizing mystery. From beneath emerged her stunning legs—the undeniable focal point—long and voluptuous, with soft, rounded thighs flowing into shapely calves, every inch toned yet invitingly plush, glowing with smooth, sun-kissed skin. Delicate black strappy heels with slender ankle straps and towering stilettos caressed her arches, elongating her form and promising a hypnotic sway with every step.

Nathan’s heart pounded; she was overwhelming—youthful perfection wrapped in quiet command. His gloved hand rose almost involuntarily. He bowed slightly and brushed his lips against the back of her bare, delicate hand—soft, warm, impossibly refined. The brief touch sent a jolt through him, both erotic and humbling.

“Merry Christmas!” she exclaimed, her voice light and musical, brimming with genuine enthusiasm. “I’m Emily—Emily Carter.” She said it as though they were already old friends, her eyes sparkling with friendly curiosity.

Nathan swallowed, still reeling. “Merry Christmas, Miss Carter,” he managed, voice low and reverent. “Nathan Whitmore—at your service.”

She laughed softly—a sound like tinkling bells—and offered her hand again. “Call me Emily, please. Nathan Whitmore… what a lovely name.”

He kissed her hand once more, lingering just a fraction longer this time, the intimacy of the gesture making his pulse race. She was so close, so radiant—a girl who looked barely nineteen yet held herself with the effortless assurance of someone who knew exactly the effect she had on men.

She turned gracefully, presenting her back. “Would you mind?”

Nathan stepped forward, sliding the heavy mink from her shoulders. The fur whispered away, releasing a faint, intoxicating trace of jasmine and winter roses. As the coat fell open and slipped into his waiting arms, the sight beneath struck him like a quiet thunderbolt.

Emily wore a tiny sequin mini dress in a soft champagne-beige that mirrored her sun-kissed skin almost perfectly, creating a breathtaking illusion of near-nakedness. Thousands of delicate, iridescent sequins shimmered like scattered diamonds over her voluptuous curves, the fabric clinging like a second skin. The halter neckline plunged daringly low between her full breasts, while the hem skimmed scandalously high on her plush thighs, every subtle shift sending a cascade of soft sparkle across her body. Simple diamond studs glinted at her ears, but it was the dress’s hypnotic, skin-toned glow that made her seem both irresistibly alluring and effortlessly commanding.

Nathan’s mind reeled—she was exquisite: so young, yet radiating a poised, quiet power that felt worlds beyond her nineteen years.

Only then did he notice the man lingering a step behind her—roughly her height, clearly much older, dressed in a grotesque parody of a Santa suit: baggy red velvet trousers, a too-tight jacket straining over his belly, and a ridiculous floppy hat topped with a pompom. Uneven red lipstick circles smeared his cheeks; a cheap plastic beard hung askew. He clutched two small gift bags and stared fixedly at the floor.

Nathan offered the man a subtle, uncertain nod—part greeting, part question. The man responded with a meek dip of his head, eyes still averted.

She glanced down briefly at the faint gleam of chains around his ankles, her expression unchanging—no judgment, only quiet, empathetic acknowledgment.

“So you’re the new servant here?” she asked conversationally as they began walking, her heels clicking softly in a gentle rhythm. Without hurry, she fell into step beside him, matching the slow, careful pace his shackles forced—small, shuffling steps that made him waddle slightly, like a duck. Most visitors strode ahead impatiently, leaving him to trail behind, but Emily stayed at his side, considerate and unhurried, as if she had known servants all her life and understood the quiet dignity of allowing someone restrained to lead the way.

“I haven’t met you before,” she continued lightly, her voice warm and encouraging, like an older sister welcoming a shy newcomer. “I hope you’re settling in well. It can be overwhelming at first—the rules, the routines, the… everything—but you’ll find your rhythm quickly. Everyone does.”

Nathan felt the profound weight of the imbalance lighten, if only a fraction, under her kindness. “Yes, Miss—Emily,” he replied softly, humbled yet strangely comforted. “It’s… an adjustment.”

She smiled sideways at him, genuine and reassuring, her hazel eyes sparkling with easy warmth. “You’ll be just fine. Just be yourself—that’s all anyone really needs here.” She tilted her head slightly, curious but never prying. “Do you like the city in winter? The snow makes everything feel quieter, doesn’t it? I always think the penthouse feels cozier when it’s snowing outside.”

Nathan nodded, surprised to be asked his opinion at all. “It does. The view from the upper windows… it’s beautiful at night.”

“Oh, you’ve seen the library balcony yet?” she asked, delighted. “Wait until you catch the park lights reflecting off the fresh snow. It’s magical. Mommy says it’s her favorite season for that reason.” She laughed softly, a light, musical sound. “Though Daddy pretends he only likes it for the skiing.”

They walked together through the vast penthouse—past the sweeping marble foyer, along hushed corridors lined with modern art, the faint scent of pine from the holiday decorations drifting around them. Emily kept perfect pace beside him, never pulling ahead, chatting easily about small, harmless things: the ridiculous amount of ornaments on this year’s tree, how her cat had once stolen an entire plate of Christmas cookies, whether the chef’s famous truffle soup would be served tonight. Her tone remained kind, inclusive, as if Nathan were simply a new friend rather than a shackled servant.

Far behind them, forgotten for the moment, the older man in the grotesque Santa costume shuffled along in silence, clutching the gift bags and keeping a respectful distance.

At last they reached the formal dining room doors. Nathan reached forward, the short chain between his wrists clinking softly, and opened one heavy door. He stepped aside with a small bow, holding it wide.

Then, in the clear, formal tone reserved for such moments, he announced with quiet reverence—as though presenting royalty—“Lady Emily Carter.”

He stepped back further, eyes lowered, as she entered the glowing room with that effortless, radiant grace.

The moment Emily crossed the threshold, all traces of formality vanished.

Tatiana rose from her chair in a single, fluid motion, her burgundy cashmere dress shifting over her curves as tears welled unmistakably in her eyes. She did not walk—she hurried, arms already opening. Emily, shimmering in her champagne sequin dress, moved toward her with graceful haste, heels clicking softly, the tiny dress catching every flicker of candlelight like liquid gold poured over bare skin.

They met in the center of the room in a fierce, enveloping hug—mother and daughter clinging as though months of separation had been an eternity. Tatiana’s hands cupped the back of Emily’s blonde bob, pressing her close; Emily’s arms wrapped tightly around her mother’s waist, face buried against the soft warmth of Tatiana’s neck. The embrace was deep, almost desperate, the kind that spoke of late-night phone calls, aching goodbyes at airports, and a bond nothing—not distance, not time, not even the complicated empire they shared—could weaken.

Emily spoke first, her voice muffled against Tatiana’s shoulder, small and full of emotion. “I missed you, Mommy. So much.”

Tatiana’s answer was a trembling exhale, tears spilling freely now as she stroked Emily’s hair. “My baby… my beautiful girl. You’re home.”

Nathan, still holding the heavy door, felt the air leave his lungs for an entirely different reason.

As Emily had stepped past him into the dining room, the subtle slit at the side of her tiny dress had parted with each graceful stride, offering fleeting, heart-stopping glimpses of the smooth inner curve of her thigh. The sequined fabric, so perfectly matched to her skin tone, played merciless tricks in the candlelight—now opaque, now almost transparent, hinting at the flawless shape beneath. Her ass, rounded and impossibly inviting, swayed with a natural, unhurried rhythm that made the cage between his legs bite savagely. A helpless surge of blood throbbed against unyielding steel; the tiger-head device seemed to snarl in mockery as his body strained uselessly for relief he would never be granted.

He tried—God, he tried—not to stare, but his eyes betrayed him, drinking in the hypnotic shift of sequins over plush thighs, the way the dress clung and released with every step. She was nineteen, radiant, kind…and devastatingly, deliberately provocative. The dress was no accident; she knew exactly what it did to men.

When he finally dragged his gaze upward, seeking any safe place to land, he met Taylor’s eyes across the room.

Taylor stood poised near the sideboard, chains glinting faintly at her wrists, her hazel gaze locked on him—sharp, knowing, quietly furious. One perfectly arched brow lifted in silent accusation. Nathan’s face burned; he dropped his eyes instantly to the floor, shoulders hunching in shame.

Emily pulled back from her mother just enough to beam through happy tears, then crossed to Rich. He had risen as well, his usual laconic reserve softened into something unmistakably paternal. She slipped into his open arms with a delighted laugh, pressing a lingering kiss to the side of his neck.

“Daddy,” she murmured, voice warm with affection. “Merry Christmas. I brought you something ridiculous—you’ll love it.”

Rich’s deep chuckle rumbled against her. “As long as you’re here, princess, that’s all I wanted.” He held her a moment longer than formality required, one large hand smoothing down her back before releasing her.

Emily turned toward the table, gliding to her waiting chair. Nathan moved quickly—too quickly, chains clinking—to pull it out for her. As she sat, the sequined hem rode just a fraction higher on her thighs, confirming what the candlelight had only teased: the dress was indeed sheer in the right light, every curve beneath rendered in soft, tantalizing outline.

He kept his gaze rigorously fixed at the level of her collarbone, as protocol demanded in the dining room—close enough to read any subtle gesture for service, yet never high enough to meet her eyes without permission. Still, even in his peripheral vision, the shimmer of sequins over sun-kissed skin was relentless.

Taylor stepped forward smoothly to serve Emily’s first course, her movements precise and graceful despite her own restraints. Nathan mirrored her at Rich’s side. Together they retreated to their places along the wall, standing shoulder to shoulder—two chained servants in formal black, awaiting the next command.

Nathan’s cage ached with brutal insistence, a steady, futile throb that made every breath feel shallow. Beside him stood Taylor—his breathtaking wife, the original architect of his ruin, looking impossibly alluring tonight in her fur-trimmed maid dress, jet-black hair gleaming under the chandeliers.

He could already feel the weight of her disapproval, the promise of sharp words—or sharper silence—when they were finally alone. And yet, even knowing that, he could not quite banish the forbidden heat Emily had ignited.

Rich lifted the tablespoon to his lips, the fragrant steam from the creamy wild-mushroom-and-truffle soup curling upward, when a subtle movement at the edge of his vision caught his attention. It was not the usual quiet efficiency of the servants; something felt out of place. He glanced to his right—and paused.

There, just inside the doorway, stood the older man who had arrived with Emily: Herr Klauss, dressed in the absurd, ill-fitting Santa costume, gift bags still clutched in his hands. He hovered awkwardly, eyes fixed on the floor, clearly unsure where to place himself.

Rich’s brow furrowed for the briefest instant—not in judgment, but in instinctive courtesy. A guest had entered with his daughter, and the man was still standing while the family sat. Without hesitation, Rich pushed his chair back and rose to his full height.

“Oops—my apologies,” he said warmly, extending a large hand. “I’m Rich. Welcome.”

Herr Klauss blinked, startled, then shifted the bags to one hand and shook Rich’s firmly, though his grip was tentative. “Thank you, sir,” he murmured, voice thick with a German accent.

Rich turned toward Nathan, who stood ready along the wall. “Nathan, could you bring another chair, please?”

Tatiana lifted one manicured hand in a slow, regal gesture of dismissal, her diamond rings catching the candlelight. She had heard every detail of this particular companion from Emily’s late-night calls—the gossip, the conquest, the delicious details—and her verdict had already been rendered.

“No need,” she said calmly, her voice velvet and absolute. She regarded Herr Klauss with a cool, appraising smile, taking in the smeared lipstick cheeks, the crooked plastic beard, the ridiculous pompom hat. “He’s just a servant tonight.” She inclined her head toward a shadowed corner near the sideboard. “Stand there, Klauss.”

The man bowed his head at once, murmuring, “Yes, Madam,” and shuffled obediently to the indicated spot, gift bags dangling at his sides like forgotten props. He positioned himself facing the wall, hands clasped in front, utterly silent.

Rich hesitated for a fraction of a second, glancing back at the forlorn figure, then at his wife’s serene expression. He gave a small, accepting shrug—Emily’s choices were Emily’s choices—and resumed his seat.

Across the table, Emily had already dipped her spoon into the soup. She brought it to her lips, tasted, and her eyes fluttered closed in genuine bliss.

“Taste of heaven,” she sighed, radiant. “Absolutely amazing, Mommy. You prepared it yourself, didn’t you?”

Tatiana’s smile softened, the earlier tears still shimmering as she watched her daughter. “Who else could I trust with something so important for my baby?” she replied, voice tender with pride. “No one in this kitchen touches that recipe but me.”

Rich leaned back slightly, his deep voice warm with curiosity as he turned to Emily. “So tell me, princess—how are things in Munich? It’s been too long since we’ve had a proper update. I hear Vortex sent you over to run the entire European branch now?”

Emily finished her spoonful of soup, then looked up, her radiant smile lighting the table like an extra candle. “Oh, Daddy, that just shows how out of date you are,” she teased gently.

Rich’s brow lifted in amused confusion. “Out of date?”

“Don’t you remember how it all started?” she said, setting her spoon down with a soft clink. “I began at Vortex as an intern. Then that bitch, one of the senior managers, but what a bitch, Isabella, yes, decided I couldn’t stay in the US anymore. She insisted I transfer to Munich.”

Rich nodded slowly, the memory surfacing. “Ah, yes. She was jealous, wasn’t she?”

Emily’s laugh was light and musical. “Jealous because her precious slave fell head over heels for me. And who could blame him?” She winked playfully.

Rich chuckled, deep and indulgent. “Who indeed.”

“So off I went,” Emily continued, “supposed to be a simple developer in Munich. But then Walter—you remember Walter, don’t you, Mommy? The vice president at Vortex, Isabella’s devoted little pet?—came to visit. Officially, of course, it was a business trip: client meetings, site reviews, all very proper. But we both know he rerouted half his schedule just to spend time with me.”

She glanced at Tatiana with a conspiratorial grin, eyes sparkling with innocent mischief. Tatiana’s lips curved in shared amusement, the earlier tears still lending a soft glow to her expression.

Emily leaned forward slightly, voice dropping to a playful whisper that carried easily around the table. “It caused just enough smoke for Isabella to choke on the fact that her perfectly trained VP had flown across an ocean for a girl young enough to be his daughter. She found out, naturally—and I made sure she knew I knew she knew.”

Emily gave a small, satisfied shrug, the sequins on her tiny dress flashing like a thousand tiny victories. “Anyway, I landed there as a developer, and within a month I was already leading a team.”

Rich dipped his spoon into his soup, nodding with paternal pride. “Obviously.”

Emily gestured delicately toward the corner where the absurdly costumed man stood motionless. “And the manager of the entire branch back then? That would be him—right there. Sweetie, come here.”

At her soft command, Herr Klauss set the gift bags carefully on the floor and shuffled forward, the floppy pompom on his hat bobbing, the cheap plastic beard still askew. He stopped at the edge of the table, eyes lowered.

“Introduce yourself,” Emily said kindly, as though prompting a shy child.

The man cleared his throat, voice low and thick with accent. “My name is Herr Clown.”

Rich’s spoon paused mid-air. “You mean Herr Klauss?”

Emily shook her blonde bob, eyes dancing with gentle mischief. “No, absolutely not. Are you Herr Klauss?” she asked the man directly, her tone patient and educational, yet laced with playful exaggeration.

He flushed deeply beneath the smeared lipstick circles. “No, Mistress. I am just Herr Clown.”

Emily widened her eyes in mock surprise, leaning forward slightly as if addressing a toddler who had forgotten his lines. “Just Herr Clown? Oh no, sweetie—we talked about this earlier, remember?” She turned to the table with a delighted little grin. “Your name tonight is Santa Clown.”

The man nodded quickly, cheeks burning crimson. “Yes, Mistress. My name is Santa Clown.”

Emily tilted her head, eyes sparkling with affectionate mockery. “Santa Clown,” she repeated slowly, drawing out the words like a teacher praising a slow but earnest pupil. “Say it all together now—nice and clear for everyone.”

“Santa Clown,” he echoed obediently, voice barely above a whisper, the ridiculous pompom on his hat drooping as he spoke.

A ripple of rich, entitled laughter rose first from Tatiana—deep, velvety, and utterly assured, the kind that belonged to women who had never once doubted their place at the very top of the world. It spilled from her throat like aged cognac, warm and expensive, her heavy breasts shifting with each breathy note, rising and falling in a rhythm that had reduced countless powerful men to stammering boys. She tilted her head back slightly, auburn waves catching the candlelight, one manicured hand resting lightly on the table as she savored the absurdity of a grown man in a pompom hat meekly declaring himself “Santa Clown.” The sound was pure, unapologetic superiority—classy, controlled, devastating.

Only then did Emily join in, her laughter lighter, brighter—like champagne bubbles or the chime of crystal candy wrappers. It was youthful, almost sweet, the delighted giggle of a girl who still found the world endlessly amusing rather than merely predictable. Yet beneath the sweetness lay perfect poise; she covered her mouth briefly with delicate fingers, diamond studs flashing, as though politely shielding the room from too much joy. The contrast made the moment sharper: Tatiana’s laugh stripped dignity away, Emily’s seemed to hand it back—gently, carefully—while somehow removing even more.

Together their laughter mingled, mother and daughter in perfect harmony, Tatiana’s opulent and commanding, Emily’s sparkling and deceptively kind. They shared a brief, affectionate glance across the table, conspiratorial and fond, as though savoring a private family tradition.

The man—three times Emily’s age—stood flushed and trembling under the dual melody, the ridiculous costume suddenly heavier, the plastic beard more absurd. Emily’s gentle, candy-bright amusement was, in its way, the deeper cut: it preserved just enough of his dignity to make the total loss of it feel exquisite.

Nathan, rigid along the wall beside Taylor, felt another helpless throb against the steel cage.

Oh God, he thought again, eyes fixed desperately on the floor, how I wish I were him.

Emily spooned another delicate taste of the soup, then set it down with a satisfied sigh before continuing, her voice light and conversational, as though recounting the weather.

“So, Santa Clown here,” she said, gesturing lazily toward the costumed figure still standing obediently at the table’s edge, “he used to be the manager of the entire Munich branch. But when I became project lead, we had a few… candid talks.”

She lifted her radiant hazel eyes to him, smile sweet and dazzling. “Isn’t that right, Santa Clown?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he answered promptly, voice low, the plastic beard shifting with his words.

Nathan, moving silently with Taylor along the wall, lifted a crystal decanter and refilled Rich’s glass, the deep red wine glinting as it poured. Taylor, chains whispering faintly, cleared the empty soup bowls with graceful efficiency, replacing them with the second course—perfectly seared scallops on a bed of truffle risotto—her movements precise despite the restraints.

Emily continued without pause, as if the service around her were as natural as breathing.

“We came to the conclusion—together—that managing people really wasn’t his strength.” She tilted her head, expression almost pitying. “And we also agreed, didn’t we, that he’s… well, something of a loser.”

She looked up at him again, brows raised in gentle expectation.

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied, cheeks flushing darker beneath the smeared rouge. “I am a loser.”

A helpless bead of pre-cum leaked inside Nathan’s cage; the casual, absolute ownership in her voice sent a fresh throb of futile arousal through him. He had thought Tatiana’s maternal cruelty was the pinnacle—no woman could wield power more completely. Yet here was an nineteen-year-old girl, sweet as candy, reducing a grown man to grateful nothingness with nothing more than a smile and a few soft words.

Emily gave a small, sympathetic shrug, as though discussing a friend’s unfortunate haircut. “It’s not his fault, really. His brain is… limited. I’m not criticizing him—poor thing just needed guidance.”

Tatiana murmured agreement, lifting her wine glass in a slow toast to no one in particular.

“We talked a lot,” Emily went on, accepting a fresh pour from Taylor without looking away from her father. “And eventually he understood that he’d married completely the wrong woman. Vanilla—can you imagine?”

She turned wide, incredulous eyes to Tatiana, who shook her head with theatrical dismay. “A terrible mistake,” Tatiana said smoothly. “The worst.”

“So he divorced her,” Emily continued, spearing a scallop with delicate precision. “And, following my advice, handed me all of his assets.”

Rich paused, fork halfway to his mouth. “All?”

Emily nodded, radiant. “Every last bit.”

Rich let out a low, appreciative whistle. “And now?”

“Now he’s my guard dog.” She laughed softly—that bright, candy-sweet sound again. “Munich has far too many perverts and stalkers. I needed someone reliable outside the house.”

Rich’s brow lifted. “Guard dog… you mean literally?”

Emily’s eyes sparkled. “Oh yes. I armed him with a rifle—big one—and gave very clear instructions: anyone who tries to peep, anyone who even thinks about seeing me undressed… shoot them.”

The table erupted in rich, genuine laughter—Rich’s deep chuckle, Tatiana’s velvet amusement, Emily’s delighted chime blending into a warm, familial chorus. Even the absurdity felt iconic, perfectly in place among the crystal and candlelight.

Rich wiped the corner of his eye, still grinning. “So he’s… outside? In the garden?”

“Most of the time,” Emily confirmed, sipping her wine. “I rarely let him inside. It’s so rainy and muddy—he’d track dirt everywhere.” She gave a little moue of distaste. “You know how it is.”

Tatiana reached over to pat her daughter’s hand fondly.

“Anyway,” Emily said, shifting seamlessly, “the branch has grown beautifully—three hundred people now, and we’re doing wonderful work. But…” She set her glass down, expression turning thoughtful. “It’s time for me to come home. I don’t like it there anymore. The language, the twisted way of thinking… and there are so many immigrants now. It doesn’t feel like Germany at all anymore. Sometimes I feel like I’m living in the Middle East.”

Rich nodded slowly, face serious. “I’ve heard the same. Terrible what’s happened.”

Tatiana murmured agreement, her earlier tears replaced by quiet disapproval.

A brief, comfortable silence settled as the family ate, silver clinking softly against china, Nathan and Taylor moving in silent tandem to clear plates and serve the main course—perfectly aged filet mignon with a red wine reduction.

Then Emily, after a small hesitation—as though weighing whether it was her place—lifted her gaze to Rich.

“Daddy…” she began gently, “I heard something about the Mattapan project. Is it true you gave another woman fifty-one percent?”

Rich shifted in his chair, the relaxed ease of moments before replaced by a subtle tension. He reached for his wine glass, took a measured sip, then set it down with deliberate care. The candlelight caught the faint crease between his brows.

Finally, he met her gaze. “Who told you about that?”

Emily turned innocently toward Tatiana. Tatiana, elbow resting on the table, chin lightly propped on her manicured fingers, watched the exchange with weary detachment—as though this particular drama had already exhausted her. She lifted one hand in a slow, regal admission.

“I did,” Tatiana said, voice calm and unapologetic.

Rich’s eyes flicked between the two women he loved most, then settled on Emily. “Yes,” he said at last, the word measured. “It was part of the negotiation. The only way to secure the financing we needed to move the project forward.”

He offered a tight smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes.

Emily’s expression remained kind, radiant, almost admiring—nothing in her hazel eyes betrayed anything sharper than curiosity. Yet beneath the sweetness lingered a quiet, invisible tension, like the faintest ripple on perfectly still water.

“From what I understood,” she continued softly, “you originally structured it fifty-fifty, and the project launched on that basis. Isn’t that right?”

Rich cleared his throat. “Well… yes, initially.”

He glanced down at his plate, then back up with forced lightness. “But one percent is just one percent. More formality than anything.”

Emily tilted her head, smile unwavering. “Oh, I’m listening, Daddy.”

Rich gestured vaguely. “Besides, it went to Taylor. She’s not a stranger—she’s one of us now.”

Emily repeated the phrase slowly, as though tasting it. “One of us.”

She let the words hang for a beat, then turned her radiant gaze toward the servants along the wall.

“Taylor?” she called softly.

Rich flicked a finger. “Taylor, come here.”

Taylor stepped forward at once, chains whispering, and took her place beside Rich’s chair—hands shackled lightly in front of her, posture perfect. In the candlelight she looked breathtaking: jet-black hair gleaming, sun-kissed skin luminous against the black satin and white fur trim of her maid dress, hazel eyes lowered in flawless submission.

Rich placed a proprietary hand on the small of her back. “This is Taylor.”

Emily’s smile bloomed wider, warm and genuine. “Hello, Taylor.”

“Hello, ma’am,” Taylor replied quietly, voice sweet and deferential.

Emily studied her for a moment, then nodded as though a puzzle piece had clicked into place. “So you’re the one who managed to take fifty-one percent of the Mattapan project.” Her tone was full of soft wonder. “That’s incredible.”

She shifted her gaze to Tatiana, who answered with the faintest approving nod—elegant, almost imperceptible. Emily turned back to Taylor, beauty so striking it seemed to still the room for a heartbeat.

Taylor stood silent as Emily delicately speared a piece of filet, brought it to her lips, and chewed thoughtfully. The table waited—Rich watching his daughter, Tatiana observing with quiet resignation—until Emily set her fork down.

“So…you’re new here,” Emily said at last, voice gentle.

“Yes, ma’am,” Taylor answered. “My husband Nathan and I both serve here now. You can think of us as the new servants.”

Emily’s smile remained kind, almost sisterly. “And you know about the cages downstairs, right? How to secure someone properly… and release them later?”

Taylor inclined her head. “Yes, ma’am. I’ve done it several times.”

Emily’s expression brightened, as though Taylor had offered a small but thoughtful favor. “Would you be so kind, then? I simply can’t bear Santa Clown standing there the whole dinner—we have some private family matters to discuss.” She gestured lightly toward the ridiculous figure. “Could you take him downstairs and put him in a cage for now? It would be such a help.”

“Of course, ma’am,” Taylor said immediately. “Right away.”

“Thank you so much, sweetie,” Emily replied warmly, the endearment carrying the effortless authority of old money—as though she were decades older than nineteen, and Taylor merely a helpful junior maid.

Taylor stepped forward, took the costumed man gently but firmly by the hand, and murmured, “Come along. This way.”

He followed without hesitation, plastic beard swaying, pompom bobbing, gift bags abandoned on the floor. The two disappeared through the side door, Taylor’s chains whispering softly, Santa Clown shuffling meekly behind her.

The door closed with a quiet click.

Emily picked up her wine glass, took a delicate sip, and turned back to the table with bright, unruffled poise.

“Now,” she said pleasantly, “where were we?”

Nathan moved silently along the wall, presenting the silver tray of petite fours and chocolates—the traditional sweet finale—to each guest in turn. Emily selected a single dark truffle, dabbing her lips delicately with her napkin afterward. The table had fallen into a brief, comfortable lull, the clink of coffee cups and the distant whisper of snow against the windows the only sounds.

Then Emily looked directly at Rich, her radiant smile still in place, though something cooler now glinted behind her hazel eyes.

“She’s quite beautiful, this Taylor,” she said lightly, as though remarking on the centerpiece.

Rich glanced up from his espresso, caught off guard. “Well… you could say so. Quite pretty, yes.”

Emily’s smile widened, but her voice carried a new, velvet edge. “In fact, extremely beautiful. Face it, Daddy—she’s extremely beautiful.”

Rich shifted again, trying to deflect with paternal warmth. “Nothing compares to my sweet girl, though. Isn’t that right, princess?”

Emily tilted her head, the sequins on her dress catching the candlelight like frost. “I’m no longer sure, actually.”

Rich chuckled softly, though it sounded forced. “Come now—you were Playboy Playmate of the Month. That means something.”

Emily gave a small, dismissive laugh. “That means nothing. If you truly don’t understand looks, then let me spell it out: Taylor is more beautiful than the most beautiful Playmates of the Month. Do you understand what I’m saying?”

Rich set his cup down carefully. “I’m… trying to.”

Emily leaned forward slightly, smile unwavering, voice perfectly pleasant. “Then let me be loud and clear. I want her out of here. I don’t want her to spend a single minute more in this penthouse.”

Rich’s expression tightened; he glanced briefly at Nathan, still standing motionless nearby, then back to his daughter. “Wait, Emily. It doesn’t work that way. You can’t just come home and dictate what happens in this house.”

Emily’s brows lifted in gentle surprise. “Well, then we have a problem, Daddy. And you can solve it.” She turned to Tatiana, who had been watching the exchange with quiet, resigned poise. “I understand from Mommy that, as far as she’s concerned, the girl—and her husband—can leave today.”

Rich’s voice dropped, urgent. “Please lower your voice. Her husband is still here.”

Emily’s smile did not falter. “I don’t care if he’s here.”

Nathan heard every word—heard them with a clarity that cut straight through the cage tugging at him and the chains whispering against his wrists. Standing there in the shadows along the wall, eyes properly lowered, he watched Tatiana’s face: the faint curve of satisfaction at the corners of her mouth, the relaxed poise that had replaced her earlier weariness the moment Emily arrived. And suddenly every piece slid into place.

It hadn’t been mere maternal longing that prompted those late-night calls to Munich. Tatiana had summoned Emily home for Christmas with precise, cold calculation. She had fed her daughter just enough—the stories of Taylor’s beauty, the 51%, Rich’s uncharacteristic weakness—and then stepped back, letting Emily’s radiant jealousy do what Tatiana’s own authority no longer could. The tears at the door, the fierce embrace, the quiet nod of approval when Emily demanded exile… it had all been part of the plan. Tatiana knew Rich would never refuse his princess outright. She had simply handed Emily the knife and let her wield it with a smile.

Nathan’s stomach twisted. Taylor was downstairs, oblivious, locking away a ridiculous clown on Emily’s casual whim. And up here, the queen had finally found the perfect weapon to remove the Trojan horse from her kingdom—without ever needing to raise her own voice.

Rich exhaled slowly, trying another angle. “So… you have a problem with Taylor being beautiful? Is that it? Then why didn’t you object to Samantha in Los Angeles? She’s a Vogue model.”

Emily shook her blonde bob, almost pitying. “Don’t you get it?”

Rich spread his hands. “No, I don’t get it.”

“How can you compare Samantha to this stunning woman?” Emily asked, gesturing vaguely toward the spot where Taylor had stood moments before. “Did Samantha ever get fifty-one percent of any of your businesses?”

Rich blinked. “Of course not.”

“Did she get ten percent?”

“No. Samantha isn’t… into that kind of thing.”

Emily leaned back, smile serene. “You see? I rest my case.”

Silence settled over the table, heavy and sudden. Rich fell quiet, fingers drumming once on the linen cloth before stilling.

Nathan, ears burning, kept his gaze rigidly on the floor. He understood perfectly: Taylor wasn’t just beautiful—she was a threat. A woman who could make men like Rich rearrange empires with a signature.

At last Rich reached across the table, covering Emily’s delicate hand with his large one.

“My sweet little girl,” he said softly, voice low and conciliatory. “Please. Let’s not get into this tonight. I’ll think about it—I promise. I’ll think about it deeply, and I’ll let you know.”

Emily’s expression softened instantly. The dimples returned, deep and charming, as her radiant smile bloomed again—genuine, trusting, the perfect daughter once more.

“Oh, that’s fine,” she said sweetly, turning her hand to squeeze his fingers. “It’s okay, Daddy. I trust you.”

She picked up another truffle, popped it delicately into her mouth, and the Christmas Eve dinner continued as though the storm had never passed overhead.

After Taylor’s return, Tatiana lifted her gaze to the young woman and smiled with genuine warmth. “Thank you, sweetheart. Thank you so much.”

Coffee service followed seamlessly. Nathan and Taylor moved in practiced unison—Nathan holding the silver pot with gloved hands, pouring rich, aromatic coffee into delicate bone-china cups, while Taylor offered cream and sugar on a small tray, their chains whispering faintly with each measured step. They served Rich first, then Tatiana, then Emily, before retreating once more to their places along the wall.

The table fell quiet again, the earlier tension lingering like smoke beneath the chandeliers.

Emily broke the silence, her voice bright and determined to restore lightness. “I’m taking this loser Santa Clown with me to Las Vegas,” she announced cheerfully, popping a final truffle into her mouth.

Tatiana’s brow arched in amused surprise. “Of all places, you’re dragging him to Vegas? To gamble?”

Emily laughed—that sparkling, candy-bright sound. “Well, that too. He’s actually a very good card counter. We thought we’d try a little blackjack. He’ll whisper the counts, and I’ll place the bets. Could be fun.”

Tatiana shook her head with a knowing smile. “They have continuous shuffling machines now, darling. All those old tricks are useless.”

Emily shrugged, dimples flashing. “Yeah, but it’s still fun to gamble a little.” She leaned forward conspiratorially. “Though the real reason I’m going… is to work on my tan.”

Tatiana gave her a long, indulgent look. “You can work on your tan right here in Boston.”

Emily’s eyes danced. “True, but I do love the pool at Caesars Palace.”

Tatiana continued to shake her head, a faint smile playing at her lips—there was clearly more to this trip than sun and slots.

Emily finally relented with a playful sigh. “Mommy, you’re too good at reading my mind.” She rose gracefully, sequins shimmering, leaned down to press a soft kiss to Tatiana’s cheek, then settled back into her chair.

“Fine. It’s an auction.”

Rich glanced up from his coffee, amused. “Now you’re into antiques?”

Emily’s smile turned mischievous. “No, Daddy. I’m into slaves.”

Tatiana’s velvet laugh rang out first, rich and indulgent. “Well, we already knew that.”

Rich chuckled too, until realization dawned. “Wait—you mean a slave auction?”

Emily nodded, utterly unfazed. “Sort of. It’s organized by the Italian mafia.”

The air at the table shifted instantly. Rich’s face paled; the easy humor drained from his eyes. He set his cup down with deliberate care.

“Do me a favor, honey,” he said, voice low and deadly serious. “I will buy you whatever slave you want. Any one. Don’t mess with these people.”

Emily tilted her head, smile still in place but curiosity sharpening. “What do you mean? They’re just normal people like you—conducting business.”

Rich reached across the table, covering her hand firmly with his. “Listen to me. Listen carefully. These people are not conducting business. They will not play fair. You can trick and outmaneuver in boardrooms—I taught you that myself—but if you try games with them, you’ll end up dead. It’s not a matter of changing your name or disappearing. Once you owe them, you’re finished. Start planning your funeral.”

Emily’s smile faltered for the first time. She gave a soft, almost pitying laugh. “Wow, Daddy. I’m actually ashamed to have such a layman for a father.” She softened it immediately with an affectionate squeeze of his fingers. “I’m sorry—I had to say it. You’re being ridiculous.”

Rich’s voice grew quieter, more urgent. “I’m telling you, baby—these people are dangerous.”

Emily shrugged lightly. “It’s a special invitation. From Francesca.”

The name landed like a blade.

Rich’s fork clattered sharply against his plate—loud enough that Nathan flinched along the wall. Every eye turned to him.

“Francesca,” Rich repeated, voice tight. “Do you even understand who she is?”

Emily’s confidence wavered; a flicker of genuine unease crossed her face—the first crack in her composure all evening. “I’ve heard she’s… head of the family.”

Rich leaned forward, silver hair catching the light, eyes intense. “She is the most feared woman in North America. We’re not talking boardroom ruthlessness. This is a woman who kills with her own hands—and enjoys it.” His grip tightened on Emily’s hand. “Please, honey. Don’t go to Las Vegas. Stay here. Gamble in Atlantic City with your loser if you want. If you need a slave, I’ll buy you ten. Whatever you want. Just don’t go.”

Emily searched his face for a long moment, the radiant smile gone. Finally, she exhaled softly and nodded—just once.

“Talking about slaves…” she said, voice lighter again but not quite reaching her earlier brightness, “I do need you to buy me some.”

Rich laughed—a low, indulgent sound that filled the brief silence after Emily’s casual request.

Rich leaned back in his chair, a low, incredulous laugh escaping him.

“Slaves?” he repeated, the word hanging in the air with affectionate disbelief, as though his nineteen-year-old daughter had just asked for a pony and a castle in the same breath.

Before he could fully process it—his silver brows lifting, a bemused question mark practically etched on his face—Emily added, with the same dimpled, matter-of-fact smile, “And a house, if possible.”

Rich blinked, looking up at her, the amusement deepening into mild astonishment. Slaves and a house. From his princess. In one casual request.

Emily didn’t wait for him to ask. She simply continued, serene and confident, as though explaining the most natural thing in the world.

“Yes. I told you—I’m moving back to the US. When I return from Las Vegas in a few days, I’d like to have a place here in Boston. Somewhere to settle properly. It’ll be my base while I start recruiting and building a new startup—competing head-on with Vortex humanoids.”

Rich leaned back, setting his coffee down with deliberate care. “Of all ventures… robotics?”

“Well, that’s exactly what I’ve been doing the last couple of months in Munich,” she said, dimples flashing. “I didn’t just lead the branch—I learned how they work. And I learned where they’re weak.”

Rich’s brow lifted. “But do you even realize the investment required? Only a huge enterprise like Vortex can finance something at that scale.”

Emily tilted her head, smile sweet but razor-sharp. “Daddy, your understanding of robotics is about the same as your understanding of building nails.”

Rich sighed, half-amused, half-resigned.

“And besides,” Emily continued quietly, eyes glinting, “I feel like competing against that bitch Isabella.” She let the name hang for a beat, watching Rich’s stunned expression. “So I’ll start recruiting talent straight from her division. The best ones are already looking for the door—she just doesn’t know it yet.”

She leaned forward slightly, voice softening to that perfect, loving tone she always used when she wanted something. “Anyway, you don’t have to understand the details. You just need to help me when I’m asking for help.”

Rich exhaled slowly, already calculating. “All right. What do you need? A mansion? How many rooms?”

Emily considered, tapping one manicured finger against her chin. “Six bedrooms, something like that. Two floors. I’m not old—I don’t need excessive space—but I want it central.” She paused, then corrected herself with a bright smile. “Actually, no—right next to MIT.”

Rich scratched his temple, silver hair catching the light. “Right next to MIT…” He thought for a moment, then nodded. “I guess that can be arranged. No problem. Buy or rent?”

Emily shrugged elegantly. “Doesn’t matter. I just need the house—and servants.”

Tatiana set her cup down with a soft clink, her velvet laugh warm and knowing. “Well, darling, we do have Nathan’s boys. They’re living in Dorchester now—economic situation, you know. They can’t afford anything better these days.”

Emily glanced at her mother, curious. “They can’t afford more than Dorchester?”

Tatiana gave a small, elegant wave toward Nathan, who stood motionless along the wall. “Ask Nathan here. He lost his income—his business collapsed after that scandal. Rich took care of the mess, of course: he filed a lawsuit against Fox News immediately, once we discovered the video of that woman claiming her daughter died from the toilet paper was an AI-generated fake. They should have verified it before airing. After about twelve hours of tough negotiations, they settled out of court for ten million dollars to make it go away. The truth came out, the company rebounded—it's even stronger now. But the boys are still… adjusting.”

Emily absorbed the information with polite interest, though her focus remained firmly on her own plans. “I see. But I need people who can really serve—you know what I mean. For example, can they cook?”

Tatiana’s eyes sparkled. “Jonathan is actually studying to be a chef these days. You should taste what he prepares—it’s exceptional. He must be… twenty-three now. Very nice young man.”

Nathan felt the words like a brand searing into his skin—his eldest son discussed so casually, as though he were livestock being appraised for sale, a mother cow separated from her calf without a second thought. But it went deeper, sharper: he remembered Tatiana’s recent probing questions about Jonathan and Austin, her casual inquiries into their lives and skills that had seemed innocuous at the time. Now it clicked—this was no genuine interest in their welfare. She knew how dear they were to him and Taylor, how the boys represented their last fragile tether to any semblance of family or leverage. Offering them up to Emily as servants wasn’t about helping her daughter; it was a calculated pressure point, a subtle threat to break them completely. Surrender the boys to Emily’s whims, and watch Nathan and Taylor crumble—perhaps even beg to leave the penthouse themselves, unable to bear the sight of their children enslaved to the radiant princess. Everything about the Carters felt legitimate in its cruelty: ownership was simply the natural order, and Tatiana was wielding it like a velvet-wrapped blade to finally excise the threat she couldn’t remove any other way.

Emily nodded thoughtfully. “That’s useful. But it’s not only cooking. I need someone for the garden—landscaping, trees, maintaining a pool, that sort of thing.”

Tatiana’s laugh returned, richer this time. Emily tilted her head. “Why are you laughing?”

“Because Austin is excellent with all of that,” Tatiana replied, amused. “Plants, outdoor spaces—he has quite the gift.”

Nathan glanced sideways at Taylor. Her face had gone carefully blank, but her hazel eyes were stormy, lips pressed into a thin line. She said nothing, but Nathan felt her fury radiating like heat. Another beautiful woman had arrived—younger, radiant, entitled—and now she was calmly carving away their last remaining leverage: his sons.

Emily continued undeterred. “Yes, but it’s not only that. I need people for basic cleaning—floors, dusting, the usual. I’m not asking for sex or anything like that.” She gave a light, dismissive laugh. “I just need to focus on my work, that’s all.”

Tatiana’s smile widened, maternal and triumphant. “You’ve come to the right place, darling. Take these two boys, and you’ll be fine.”

Nathan stood frozen along the wall, chains silent, heart hammering against the unyielding steel of his cage. It hit him then, sharp and cold: Emily had asked first about cooking—and Jonathan was studying to be a chef. Now gardening—and Austin had always had the magic touch with plants, the rooftop tomatoes, the herbs. Two perfect, complementary skills, laid out as though on a menu. None of this was coincidence. The conversation between mother and daughter had been rehearsed, every question and answer scripted in advance. They weren’t just offering servants to Emily; they were demonstrating to Taylor—right in front of her husband—how easily her boys, the last remnants of her old kingdom, could be reassigned, praised, and removed from her orbit. The intent was unmistakable: make Taylor feel the ground slipping away, make her feel unwanted, expendable. Push her to the edge until she chose to leave on her own, sparing them the mess of forcing her out. Nathan’s throat tightened. The Carters didn’t need to raise their voices. They simply rearranged lives like furniture, and watched the pieces fall where they wanted.

Emily considered, sipping the last of her coffee. “All right. I’ll think about it while I’m in Vegas. I’ll let you know.” She turned her dazzling smile back to Rich. “But Daddy—please do arrange the house for me. Fully furnished. Thank you.”

Rich leaned back in his chair, the indulgent smile deepening as he regarded his daughter—his radiant, impossible princess who had always, without fail, gotten exactly what she wanted.

“Consider it done,” he said, voice warm with surrender. “The house—fully furnished, right next to MIT. And anything else you need, princess. Anything at all.”

Emily’s dimples flashed, her blue eyes sparkling with quiet triumph. She reached across the table and squeezed his hand. “Thank you, Daddy. You’re the best.”

Tatiana watched them both with soft amusement, her earlier weariness replaced by maternal pride. In the end, Emily always won—not through tantrums or demands, but with that effortless, irresistible charm that bent the world to her will. Powerful men rearranged empires for her smile; her parents rearranged lives.

The house would appear within days. Jonathan and Austin—cheerful chef and gifted gardener—would almost certainly follow, packaged neatly into her new household like useful accessories.

Only one request lingered in the candlelit air, unspoken now but not forgotten: Taylor’s removal from the penthouse.

Emily had meant it when she said it—Nathan had seen the steel beneath the sweetness—but whether it had been a fleeting flare of jealousy or a genuine, lasting demand remained unclear. She had not pressed it again. Not yet.

Rich exhaled slowly, relief evident in the set of his shoulders. Perhaps it had been a whim, already fading like the snow outside.

Or perhaps, when she returned from Las Vegas, his princess would remind him—gently, irresistibly—that she still wanted Taylor gone.

The Christmas Eve dinner drew to its quiet close, the family lingering over the last of the coffee, conversation turning to lighter things. Beneath the warmth and laughter, though, the question hung unspoken:

Would Emily let it go… or would she claim this final prize as effortlessly as everything else?


Good Friends

Few days later, 7:30 p.m., The Carter’s Residence

Nathan emerged from the cool dimness of the wine cellar, the bottle cradled carefully in both hands like an offering: a 1996 Château d’Yquem, its golden label catching the low light, a wine so rare and decadent that a single glass cost more than most men earned in a day. His shackled ankles chimed softly with each measured step as he crossed the marble threshold into the living room.

Tatiana reclined alone on the wide, low chaise, regal and unhurried, the silk of her robe parted just enough to reveal the heavy curve of one breast and the smooth expanse of her thigh. Mason knelt at her feet—the same massive, muscular lover who had taken her so brutally weeks earlier—his strong hands working scented lotion slowly up her sun-kissed calves, over the sculpted muscles of her thighs, along the elegant arches of her feet. The strokes were deliberate, worshipful, and Tatiana’s eyes were half-closed in genuine pleasure, her auburn hair spilling across the cushion like burnished copper. Low, amused conversation drifted between them, her velvet voice answered by his deeper rumble. The television flickered unnoticed in the background.

Nathan approached in silence, set the bottle on the low table beside her, uncorked it with practiced care, and poured the luminous wine into a crystal glass that caught the light like liquid gold. Then he sank to his knees, took her free hand—the one not resting idly on Mason’s broad shoulder—and pressed his lips to the back of it in grateful reverence for the privilege of serving her.

She did not look at him. She did not acknowledge the wine she had commanded him to fetch. Her fingers remained limp in his grasp for only a moment before slipping away, returning to toy with a loose strand of Mason’s hair. Nathan lingered on his knees a second longer, feeling the quiet, deliberate replacement settle in his chest like a cold weight. Mason’s hands continued their slow journey up her legs, and Tatiana let her head fall back slightly, a faint, contented smile curving her lips as she opened her eyes only to gaze down at the younger man’s powerful frame.

The ache sharpened. Nathan had always known his official role—personal assistant, pet, devoted infant in her maternal empire—but evening after evening now, Mason filled the spaces that had once been his. The bedroom was no longer the only territory lost; even these quiet hours, when Rich was away, belonged more and more to the man who could give her the rough, proper fucking she deserved. As he knelt there, Nathan's eyes were drawn inexorably to the necklace resting against her chest: a long gold chain nestled between the heavy curves of her massive breasts, adorned with an array of small, glittering keys—trophies from countless locked lives, including his own. The chastity key that had remained there since the day Tatiana locked him in the snarling tiger-head cage, a constant reminder that his cock was no longer his to play with, no longer free to respond to the world around him. Over time, he had developed quiet obsessions: studying the keys in stolen glances, fantasizing about which one was his, dreaming of the moment she might finally reach for it and grant him release—if only a ruined one, weak and unsatisfying. While Rich took Taylor everywhere—on helicopter rides, site visits, dinners where she hung on his arm like a jewel—Tatiana reveled freely with Mason, both enjoying the adult pleasures of climaxes and connection. Nathan alone remained deprived, on constant edge, never knowing when or if they might allow him even that meager mercy. The cage bit deeper, a daily memo of his isolation amid their freedoms.

Yet in this moment, watching Mason’s oiled hands glide over skin Nathan was permitted only to lotion in hurried, supervised silence, the reassurance felt thin.

Then the antique phone rang—its soft, old-fashioned chime echoing from the ornate pedestal in the corner. Nathan rose at once, the chains at his ankles whispering, and crossed to the heavy brass-and-bakelite instrument. He lifted the receiver with the deference the house demanded and spoke into it clearly, formally.

“Carter residence.”

The melodic voice drifted through the receiver like warm honey, laced with unmistakable amusement. “Don’t you dare announce me.”

Nathan’s grip tightened on the heavy handset. “Who is this, please?”

A soft giggle, bright and teasing. “It’s Emily, your best friend.”

The words struck him like a slap. Emily. Calling him. His mind reeled at the obscenity of it—this radiant, untouchable girl, the daughter of the house, deigning to speak to him directly.

“Oh,” he managed, voice barely above a whisper. “You… you’re calling me?”

“Yes,” she said, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. “Why not?”

In the background, he heard the gentle splash of water, the faint ripple of movement. A jacuzzi, perhaps. The image of her submerged in steaming luxury flashed unbidden across his mind.

“Now listen carefully,” she continued, her tone playful but firm. “What is your mobile number?”

He recited it without hesitation, the numbers tumbling out before he could question why.

“Okie dokie,” she said brightly. “Go to your little room. We’ll talk properly from there.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he answered, then caught himself. “I mean—yes.”

He set the antique receiver back in its cradle with trembling care, the plastic cool against his palm. A quick glance toward Tatiana showed her utterly absorbed—Mason’s strong hands gliding lotion along her thighs, her eyes half-lidded, lips curved in private pleasure as she murmured something low to him. Nathan might as well have been invisible. The untouched glass of Château d’Yquem gleamed beside her, forgotten.

He moved casually through the penthouse, careful not to draw attention, the soft clink of his shackles muffled against the marble. He reached the small, spartan room assigned to him—little more than a narrow bed, a locked crib in the corner, and bare walls—and closed the door behind him.

Moments later, his phone buzzed on the bedside table. Unknown number.

He answered at once. “Hello?”

“It’s me again,” Emily said, her voice now intimate, closer, as if she were whispering directly into his ear. “Your best friend.”

Nathan’s throat tightened. “It’s… it’s an honor, Miss—Emily. That you would consider me a friend.”

She laughed, light and mocking in the gentlest way. “Absolutely an honor,” she echoed, imitating his formal tone with affectionate teasing. “But do me a favor—don’t call me ‘lady’ or ‘miss.’ I’m just Emily.”

There was a pause, filled only by the gentle lapping of water against tile. Then came a soft splash, followed by a sharper sound—a wet slap, as if a soapy cloth had been tossed aside. Emily’s voice turned away from the phone, sweet but unmistakably commanding.

“Klaus, do me a favor—if you can’t soap me properly, then go… In fact, I want you to stand in the corner. Right there.”

A muffled male response followed, low and instantly obedient.

Then she was back, her attention fully on Nathan once more, as if the interruption had been nothing more than a passing breeze.

“Okay,” she said warmly, a playful lilt in her voice. “I’m all yours now.”

Nathan’s mind was already spinning from the mere fact of her call, from the casual intimacy of her tone. Before he could gather his thoughts, she continued, teasing and light.

“Why did you call me?” she asked.

The question landed like a soft, deliberate push. Nathan blinked in confusion, his pulse quickening.

“I… I called you?” he repeated, the words escaping before he realized how absurd they sounded. She had called him—he knew that—but her sudden, intimate directness, the feminine ease of her voice, the background sounds of her luxurious solitude, had overwhelmed him so completely that certainty slipped away.

Melodic giggling spilled through the phone, delighted and affectionate. “Oh, you are so cute and silly. Of course I called you—not the other way around. Why are you so confused?”

“It’s…” He faltered, heat flooding his face. “Yeah, I was overwhelmed for a second.”

“Overwhelmed by what?” she pressed, her tone gently insistent, coaxing him further into the spell.

“By… you,” he admitted, the confession small and helpless.

She giggled again, the sound bright and intoxicating, wrapping around him like silk. “Oh, don’t be overwhelmed. It’s just Emily—your best friend here.”

She let the words linger, giving him a breathless moment to reorient himself amid the dizzying rush of her attention.

Nathan whispered into the phone, “But Emily, are you sure it’s okay that we’re talking? I mean, I’m not allowed—I’m afraid of Tatiana’s wrath if she calls and—”

“Ssshhh,” she cut him off mid-sentence, her voice a playful hush. “Don’t worry about Tatiana, yes?”

“Yes… hmm, Emily.”

“I’m a Carter too,” she giggled, then added, “You have my back.” She laughed softly. “And this conversation is our mutual little secret, yes?”

“Hmm, yes, Emily—but of course, ma’am.”

Then she continued, her voice softening into something almost tender. “The reason I called you… I’ve been thinking about it for a while. I wouldn’t feel comfortable just taking your sons as my servants without talking to you first. That feels… imposed, doesn’t it?”

He swallowed. “Well… I’m no longer the authority I once was. They’re grown men. They can decide for themselves. I’ve had to accept that I’m not in a position to—”

“Yes, that’s very true,” she interrupted gently, her voice warm with understanding. “But they’re still your children. And it mattered to me to hear how you feel.”

The kindness in her tone undid him. No one spoke to him like this—not with genuine interest, not without cruelty or indifference. He felt himself sinking deeper into the mattress, eyes tightly shut.

There was a brief silence, filled only by the faint lapping of water.

“So,” she said at last, “what do you think? What’s your opinion?”

He hesitated. “I… I haven’t given it much thought, honestly. These arrangements can be temporary, can’t they?”

“Oh, of course,” she agreed brightly. “We’re in the free world. If they don’t like it, they can leave anytime. Just like you could walk away from Mommy right now if you truly wanted to. It’s not as if we’re in the days when slavery was legal.” A playful pause. “You’re there because you want to be there, right?”

Nathan’s voice came out hoarse. “Yes. I’m here because… because I want to be.”

“Exactly,” she said, satisfied. “So it’s the same with them. I’m offering because I believe they can serve me very well. But I want you to trust me. If it doesn’t work—if you’re ever uncomfortable—I want you to feel you can be open with me.”

He exhaled slowly. “And… if I said I’d prefer they not serve you?”

A soft, reassuring laugh. “Then nothing happens. It’s entirely up to you. I’ve learned you’re a good man, Nathan. You love your wife. You love your children. Family matters to you.” Her voice dropped, almost tender. “It matters to me too.”

There was a longer pause then, filled with the sudden rush of streaming water—a cascade, as if she had risen from the jacuzzi. Nathan heard the wet slap of feet on marble, a towel being shaken out, then a low male voice in the background.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Emily’s voice, closer now, casual and amused. “Dry me.”

Nathan’s throat tightened. “Am I… interrupting? You’re in the middle of bathing.”

“Oh, no, no—absolutely not,” she said lightly. “Actually, I’m done here. I’m sprawling on my tummy on the bed now. That’s much better, right?”

She let the image hang there, knowing exactly what it would do to him: her flawless, naked body stretched across cool hotel sheets, skin still glistening from the water.

Nathan’s mind obeyed instantly, conjuring the picture with helpless clarity. He heard her shift, the rustle of linen, then her voice again, directed away from the phone.

“Antonio—yes, the white lotion. The one on the right. Yes, yes… and please lotion my ass.”

The words landed like sparks on dry tinder. Nathan’s breath hitched. In that distant Las Vegas suite, one man stood obediently in the corner while another knelt at the foot of the bed, hands gliding lotion over the perfect curves of Emily Carter’s bare ass—and she was speaking to him, as casually as if discussing the weather.

A wave of desperate arousal crashed through him. The tiger cage tugged cruelly, the heavy steel biting as his body tried and failed to respond. Already lying back on the narrow bed, he spread his legs wider without thinking, fingers fumbling at the waistband of his trousers. He tugged them down just enough to slip a hand inside, searching for any small opening in the cage, any way to touch skin, to ease the throbbing ache. It was useless—the device was mercilessly tight, the flesh inside swollen and unreachable.

“I’m with you,” Emily said softly, as if she had never paused.

Nathan struggled to find his voice. “I… just… perhaps, to make the right decision… could you tell me what exactly they would need to do? How many hours, things like that?”

She gave a small, knowing laugh. “Well, I believe you heard me describing the kind of help I need, didn’t you? Someone to attend to the kitchen, prepare meals, keep the house spotless, arrange the little garden—nothing too special.”

“Okay, yeah,” he managed. “But… they’re studying at university.”

“That shouldn’t be a problem,” she said smoothly. “I’ll allocate time for them to study if that’s what’s worrying you. But I do have to tell you—when it comes to rules, chores, the way things should be done in my house… I’m quite strict.”

Nathan’s fingers tightened around the cage, rubbing, shaking it faintly, trying to force sensation through the steel. “Strict… you mean?” he asked, the words catching.

She cut straight to the heart of it. “Strict means that if I ask for something to be cleaned and it isn’t, or if I say I want something at a certain hour and it’s late… then of course I punish.”

The simple declaration sent another helpless surge through him. He could barely form words now, voice hesitant, breath shallow.

“Honey,” she said gently, as if she could see him perfectly, “I know exactly what’s bothering you.”

Nathan’s heart stuttered. “Oh… you do?”

“Yes.” A soft, affectionate laugh. “How about you just stroke yourself a little bit? Feel free—I’m right here with you.”

His face burned. “Well… but the problem is…” He hesitated, mortified, yet unable to stop himself. “My… my cock is in a chastity device. It’s caged, if you understand.”

She laughed freely, delighted rather than surprised. “Oh, of course. That’s always how it is—a man in this household is locked.”

“Yeah,” he whispered. “So that’s why I can’t—”

“Go to Tatiana,” she interrupted smoothly. “Tell her you want the key.”

Nathan’s mind reeled. “Tatiana will never allow such a thing.”

“Give me Tatiana on the phone.”

He rose unsteadily, trousers still half-down, phone clutched in his hand. In the living room, Tatiana remained reclined on the chaise, Mason’s hands still gliding over her skin. Nathan approached and wordlessly extended the phone.

Tatiana glanced at the screen, then at him. No surprise flickered in her eyes—only calm acceptance, as if she had been expecting this exact moment. She took the phone.

“Yes?” A pause. “Okay. No problem, darling.”

She ended the call, reached for the long gold chain at her neck, and unclasped one of several keys. She pressed it into Nathan’s palm.

“Return it to me when you’re done,” she said quietly, then turned her attention back to Mason without another word.

‘Done’. The word echoed in Nathan’s mind as he retreated to his room. A conspiracy—mother and daughter aligned, Tatiana ignoring the extraordinary breach of routine, willingly unlocking him in the middle of the evening so he could stroke himself while talking to her daughter.

He closed the door and put the phone to his ear.

“You… you want me to unlock it?”

Emily’s voice was warm, teasing, utterly certain. “Of course, silly. I like it when men are unlocked when they’re talking to me.”

With trembling hands, Nathan fitted the key into the heavy stainless-steel tiger-head cage. The mechanism was unforgiving—first the pin that secured the base ring behind his testicles, then the main lock through the roaring fangs that clamped the tube. He turned it slowly, half-expecting resistance, but the click came cleanly, decisively. The cage separated into its two parts with a faint metallic sigh, the weight of nearly a pound of polished steel finally lifting away.

For so long his cock had been crushed into that tight, curved confinement, denied even the simplest swell of blood. Now, freed, it sprang forward instantly, rigid and aching, the skin flushed deep red from constant pressure. Cool air kissed the exposed flesh for the first time in what felt like forever, and Nathan gasped at the shocking relief of it—the sudden rush of sensation, the throb of long-denied circulation, the almost painful hardness that followed.

He lay back fully on the narrow bed, eyes closed, phone pressed to his ear, trousers shoved down to his thighs.

“Yes,” he whispered, voice shaking. “I’m… I’m unlocked.”

“Unlocked—yes, very good,” Emily purred. “But you should also stroke your cock. You know what I mean.”

“Yes, of course, ma’am,” he breathed, fingers already wrapping around the shaft, the first slow pull drawing a helpless shudder from him.

“Actually,” she said, amused, “I like it that you call me Ma’am when you’re stroking your cock.”

In the background he heard the rustle of sheets, her soft command directed away from the phone. “Now my shoulders and back, honey. Yes… perfect.”

She had switched to speaker—he could tell by the subtle echo, the way her voice filled the room on her end. One of the men (Antonio, perhaps) was now kneading her shoulders while she lay relaxed, face down at first, then rolling onto her back with a luxurious sigh. It was always a man; if not this one, another; if not that one, yet another. Emily Carter collected them effortlessly, and now she was taking a piece of him too.

“So, as I was saying,” she continued, voice lazy and content as strong hands worked down her spine, “I tend to discipline men.”

The only sound Nathan could manage was a low, drawn-out “Ohhh…”

“Yes,” she went on, almost conversational. “I tend to find even the smallest infraction, the tiniest deviation from what I desire, and I punish.”

Nathan’s strokes slowed, then quickened again, his entire world narrowing to the velvet cruelty of her voice. He was utterly lost in it, moon-deep, led completely.

“Discipline… you mean…?” he finally managed, voice trembling.

“Oh, I love to use the cane,” she said simply. “That’s why most men who come into contact with me end up… well-striped.”

He heard the rustle of sheets again as she shifted fully onto her back.

“Antonio,” she commanded softly, “lick.”

Nathan’s mind reeled, picturing it all too vividly—this radiant eighteen-year-old goddess sprawled naked on silk sheets while a slave knelt between her thighs, tongue obediently serving her, all while she spoke to him.

The arousal became unbearable. His hips lifted off the bed, breath coming in heavy, ragged grunts.

“Mistress Emily,” he groaned, “you’re turning me on so much I… I can no longer think. Do you allow me to climax?”

“Of course not,” she answered at once, a gentle scold in her tone. “If you were here you would have been disciplined for even asking.”

“I would?” he asked, small and boyish, pleading.

“Of course you would. I love the pained moan men make when they ask at the wrong moment.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered.

“You will climax when you hear that I am climaxing. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress… yes, Mistress.”

The need became excruciating. He was throbbing, so very hard, ready to spill at any second, yet he forced his hand to still, to hover, to edge. The words tumbled through his mind in a desperate litany:

Emily could sense it—the ragged edge in his breathing, the tiny choked sounds he couldn’t quite suppress, the way his hand had stilled entirely on his cock because even the lightest touch threatened to end him.

“Do you want to climax, my little boy?” she asked, voice soft and maternal, almost crooning.

“Yes,” Nathan gasped, the word breaking from him like a sob. “Please… you allow, right? You allow?”

“Wait,” she said gently, her voice a soft caress that pinned him in place. “I want you to tell me…”

“Yes, yes, okay,” Nathan gasped, the words rushing out in a frantic tumble, “I will tell you, I will tell you… I will tell you whatever you want.”

He was beyond thought, beyond loyalty, beyond anything but the aching, throbbing need that consumed him.

Her giggle was light, delighted, almost affectionate. “I want you to tell me that you want to hand your boys to me—so that I can discipline them.”

The words struck him like a physical blow, a slap across the face. Every instinct, every shred of paternal duty, every moral he had left screamed in protest. Yet in this heightened, unbearable state of arousal, the refusal melted away.

“Yes,” he whispered, voice trembling. “Of course. Of course. They’re… my two boys. Do with them whatever you feel like, Mistress Emily. Anything at all.”

She giggled again on the other end, bright and triumphant.

“So… can I climax?” he pleaded, desperate.

He heard the faint click as she took the phone off speaker, her voice now intimate, pressed close to the receiver. The soft sounds of movement, the rustle of sheets, then her calm command to Antonio: “Now the ass. I want you to lick my ass.”

To Nathan she said, almost casually, “No. I don’t feel like letting you climax.”

“But why?” The plea tore from him. “Why, Emily? Please, please—I’m begging you. Emily, please, please let me climax.”

“To be allowed to climax,” she said, voice velvet and merciless, “you have to tell me that I’m much sexier than Taylor. And that you love me—not her.”

It was impossible. It went against everything he felt, everything he was. Taylor was his sun, his anchor, the radiant center of his ruined universe. And yet, in this moment, with Emily’s voice in his ear and Antonio’s tongue serving her, the words spilled out as if pulled from him.

“Yes,” he choked. “You’re… you’re more beautiful. Way more sexy than Taylor, my wife. Yes, yes, you are. I… I love you. Now—please—can you allow me to climax?”

He heard her breathing quicken, the soft, rising sounds of her own pleasure building on the other end. Then her climax—sharp, sweet, unrestrained—washed through the phone, leaving him forgotten for a long, agonizing minute as she rode it out.

When she finally spoke again, her voice was lazy, satisfied.

“Yes. Climax now.”

The permission shattered him.

Nathan’s back arched off the bed, a hoarse, guttural shout tearing from his throat—loud enough to echo in the small room, a miracle that the thick penthouse walls and Tatiana’s distant indifference kept it from reaching anyone else. His cock pulsed violently in his fist, release exploding out of him in thick, endless ropes, each spasm more intense than the last, weeks and months of pent-up denial erupting in a blinding, body-shaking torrent. He convulsed, hips jerking, vision whiting out, every muscle locked in overwhelming, almost painful ecstasy until he collapsed, gasping, spent, trembling in the aftermath.

Emily’s soft giggle drifted through the phone, affectionate and victorious.

“Like I said, Nathan… we are good friends, right?”

Still shaking, cock twitching with aftershocks, he managed a broken whisper. “Yes… yes, we are good friends.”

“Actually,” she said lightly, “we could say that we are lovers, right?”

“Yes, Mistress Emily,” he breathed. “Yes… whatever you want. Whatever you say.”

He heard the faint sound of her kissing the phone—a soft, playful smack.

“Okay,” she murmured. “Get some rest. Mommy has things to do here.”

The call ended with a quiet click, leaving Nathan alone in the dim room, chest heaving, cage key clutched in one sweating hand, the evidence of his surrender cooling on his stomach.

He had never felt more completely, irrevocably claimed.


Taylor’s Awakening

Few days later, 6:30 p.m., The Carter’s Residence

TAylor sat on the edge of her pink bed, phone resting on her knee, speaker on. Nathan knelt before her, shackled hands clasped, face tilted up in anxious supplication as the recording played.

Tatiana had sent it without comment—just the file, cold and calculated.

Emily’s voice filled the small, girly room—intimate, commanding, merciless.

“…To be allowed to climax,” she said, velvet and cruel, “you have to tell me that I’m much sexier than Taylor. And that you love me—not her.”

Nathan’s recorded plea cracked through the speaker: “Yes… you’re more beautiful. Way more sexy than Taylor, my wife. Yes, yes, you are. I… I love you.”

Taylor listened in silence, hazel eyes fixed on nothing, those perfect little tears gathering but never quite falling.

Then came the unmistakable sounds of Nathan’s shattering climax—his hoarse, guttural shout tearing through the phone, raw and unrestrained, followed by the rhythmic gasps and helpless convulsions as weeks of denial exploded out of him in blinding, body-shaking release. The wet, frantic strokes, the broken moans, the final trembling aftershocks—all of it broadcast clearly, intimately, as he came desperately for Emily over the phone.

Emily’s satisfied giggle followed, light and victorious, mingled with the soft sounds of her own climax building and cresting on the other end.

Finally: “Like I said, Nathan… we are good friends, right?”

His broken whisper: “Yes… yes, we are good friends.”

“Actually… we could say that we are lovers, right?”

“Yes, Mistress Emily… whatever you say.”

The recording ended.

Nathan’s world shattered in the quiet that followed. He searched Taylor’s face desperately, trying to read the storm behind her calm.

She exhaled slowly, voice soft but steady. “I don’t know about you, Nathan… but the reason it hurts me is that I love you. I don’t know—maybe for you any beautiful woman who comes along is enough.”

He shook his head frantically, eyes pleading. “You know that’s not true.”

Taylor nodded slowly, a sad, knowing smile touching her lips—soft, almost tender, yet laced with that sharp, unyielding intellect that had always been her sharpest weapon.

“In fact… I do know,” she said quietly. “I know you love me very much. This was a sexual trap… and a childish one, at that.”

She let the words hang for a moment, her fingers idly tracing the edge of the phone on her knee, as if weighing the absurdity of it all.

“And you know who the architects of this little drama were?” she asked, voice calm but edged with cool disdain.

Nathan’s voice was small, barely above a whisper. “Tatiana… and Emily. Both of them.”

“Yes,” Taylor murmured, her hazel eyes narrowing thoughtfully. “But why? It doesn’t make sense, does it? Emily’s eighteen—a radiant, ruthless gold digger chasing the biggest prizes. She wants tycoons, real billionaires with empires at their feet… not a forty-six-year-old man locked in a cage with a small cock, begging for release over the phone.”

She paused, letting the irony settle, her tone measured, almost amused in its detachment—dissecting the plot like a chess game already won.

“So why go to all this trouble? Why bother trapping you, recording it, sending it to me? It’s not about you, Nathan. You’re not the threat… and you’re certainly not the prize.”

Nathan hesitated, then ventured, “I think… she wants to protect her mother. She wants us divorced.”

Taylor’s smile turned bittersweet. “You’re reading the map correctly, baby. That’s why I’m not angry with you.” She cupped his face gently with both hands, thumbs brushing his cheeks. “You fell for a woman who knows her stuff. A girl like that can make any man say anything she wants.”

She leaned closer, eyes fierce with intellect and resolve.

“I’m not buying it—not for a second—that you love her more than me. We have history, Nathan. You know it, I know it.”

She paused, gaze sharpening.

“And do you know why they want us divorced?”

He nodded slowly, the pieces falling into place with grim clarity.

“Because the minute we’re not a couple… Tatiana gets exactly what she wants. Rich loses his excuse to keep me around. He’ll finally agree to throw us out—for good.”

Taylor tilted her head, waiting for him to continue.

Nathan swallowed, voice low. “You know their model—the way they collect couples. Married ones, specifically. Dominant wives, ruined husbands. They install them in those identical penthouses scattered across the world: one in Los Angeles, one in Montreal, London, Dubai… each a perfect replica, each populated by a pair just like that. A wife who rules, a husband who serves. It’s their thing—their open-marriage rulebook. As long as we fit that template, we’re useful. Tolerated. Kept.”

He met her eyes, the realization bitter.

“But the second we stop being a couple? The template breaks. No more married pair. Rich won’t have any reason to fight for us—especially not for me. Tatiana can say it’s messy, toxic, whatever she wants. And he’ll cave. That’s the plan: use this ‘betrayal’ to force a divorce, shatter the marriage, and suddenly we don’t fit their perfect little collection anymore. Out we go—no drama, no resistance from Rich.”

Taylor’s sad smile deepened, but her gaze sharpened with that familiar, dangerous intellect.

“Exactly,” Taylor said. “And all of this because Tatiana can’t stand me. I’m too strong for her. I’m a threat—because Rich wants me, and he won’t let her eject me while I’m his favorite toy. But separate us… and the problem solves itself.”

Nathan waited, heart pounding.

Taylor’s voice dropped, cold and determined. “She’ll never succeed. I’m not offended. I know you belong to me—doesn’t matter what you say in your weakest moment, when you’re desperate to climax. You’re my slave, Nathan. Always.”

She stroked his hair, almost maternal.

“And what will happen instead,” Taylor continued, voice low and fierce, eyes gleaming with that dangerous, unyielding determination, “is that—by hook or by crook—I’ll get Rich. I’ll get him completely.”

She leaned closer, her hands still cupping Nathan’s face, thumbs brushing his cheeks as if to anchor him to her words.

“No matter what Tatiana schemes, no matter how this all rolls out… at the end of the day, my lips will be wrapped around that thick cock of his. I’ll be the one on my knees, sucking him slowly, reverently—looking up into his eyes to make sure he’s satisfied, licking every inch, feeling him throb against my tongue, surrendering completely to him because that’s what a true alpha deserves.”

Her breath quickened slightly, the fantasy vivid in her voice—not domination, but delicious, voluntary submission to overwhelming power.

“You know how rare it is to find a real alpha, Nathan? A man like Rich—strong, successful, the kind who doesn’t bend, who takes without asking. I’ve manipulated my way this far, arranged everything so he wants me, needs me… and now you think I’ll give up? Never. Not with my lips around him. Never.”

Nathan, long past jealousy or wounded pride, simply listened—humbled, consumed, finding strange peace in her ruthless candor. With Taylor, he was no longer a husband to protect or a man to compete; he was her confidante, her girlfriend in devotion, privileged to hear the secrets no equal ever would. If this was the price of touching her skin, kissing her feet, breathing the same air—it was enough.

He hesitated, then asked softly, “But Taylor… you’re not quite a submissive girl, right?”

She tilted her head, curious. “What do you mean now?”

Nathan glanced down, voice tentative. “Well, you know… you’re quite dominant. You can have any man on his knees—including Rich. You said yourself he’s wrapped around your finger.”

Taylor considered his words, a small, knowing smile curving her lips. She leaned closer, fingers brushing his cheek. “Yeah… well, all submissive girls are like this when they want to attract the alpha. They do things.” Her voice dropped, almost conspiratorial. “And I’ll do any possible manipulation on him as long as this powerful alpha male’s attention stays focused only on me.”

She straightened, eyes fierce again. “At the end of the day, I’ll be the one with his cock in my mouth… while his wife is divorced and thrown to the dogs.”

A sharp, melodic chime cut through the quiet—the antique silver bell Tatiana kept on the side table, its ring unmistakable throughout the penthouse. A summons. Immediate. Non-negotiable.

Taylor exhaled, the moment of intimacy shattered. She slipped her feet into low heels and stood. Nathan rose with her, chains whispering.

Nathan and Taylor hurried into the grand living room, chains whispering softly with their rushed steps, the summons bell still echoing in Nathan’s mind.

He couldn’t believe his eyes.

The first thing that hit him—before the photographer, before Rich, before anything else—was Tatiana. She sat poised on the edge of a low armchair, legs elegantly crossed, but her deep emerald silk evening gown was an outright assault on decency. The neckline plunged so low, so aggressively, that her massive, heavy breasts spilled forward in obscene abundance—creamy flesh straining against the thin fabric, nipples barely concealed by the thinnest margin, threatening to escape with every breath. It was vulgar, deliberate, impossible: those proud, maternal marvels thrust forward like a challenge, designed to melt any man who looked, to provoke helpless, aching need—the primal urge to grab, to bury his face between them, to kiss and suck and worship until he forgot his own name.

Nathan felt it instantly in his caged cock—a sharp, futile throb against unyielding steel, the tiger cage biting as blood rushed uselessly. This woman, this voluptuous queen, knew exactly what she was doing—wearing that gown on purpose, exposing herself just enough to remind every male in the room who held the real power.

Only then did the rest of the scene register: Rich near the fireplace, tumbler in hand; the silver-haired photographer adjusting his camera beneath the chandelier; the city lights twinkling beyond the vast windows.

As he stood there, eyes still locked on Tatiana, a quiet doubt crept in. Was all this power, this external, overwhelming beauty, just a façade? After all, she hadn’t tamed Taylor—not truly. And Rich, despite everything, was clearly infatuated with her, drawn to the younger woman in ways Tatiana couldn’t seem to stop. How, then, was Tatiana so confident, so super sexy, so utterly relaxed—exuding that unshakable aura of control? Nathan’s mind raced: she must know something he didn’t. Something that made her so sure of herself, even in the face of competition, even with the cracks he could sense beneath the perfect surface. The certainty in her posture, the calm in her crimson smile—it wasn’t just arrogance. It was knowledge. And whatever secret she held, it made her feel invincible.

Taylor took her place a few steps away, Princess cradled in her arms, shackles glinting. Nathan positioned himself quietly behind her—formal servant attire, wrists and ankles chained as always.

Elliot Vance glanced at his watch, then lifted polite eyes to Tatiana.

“We did say six-thirty, Mrs. Carter,” he said gently. “It’s already a quarter to seven.”

Tatiana’s crimson lips curved in serene reassurance, her breasts shifting dangerously with the motion. “She’ll be here any minute, Elliot. Any minute now. Don’t worry.”

As if the words themselves had summoned her, the penthouse bell chimed—clear, melodic, unmistakable from the private elevator foyer.

Nathan moved at once, the soft clink of his chains accompanying each measured step as he crossed the marble to open the door.

Nathan swung the door wide—and the air seemed to shift, charged with something electric and undeniable.

Emily stood framed in the doorway, a vision of aloof glamour wrapped in a luxurious full-length fox fur coat, the silver-tipped pelage gleaming under the foyer lights like a mantle of pure opulence. In her gloved right hand she held a slender riding crop, tapping it idly against her palm.

Behind her, shivering in the December chill that rolled in with them, stood Jonathan and Austin—reduced to something out of ancient Rome reimagined in cruel modern terms. The once-proud sons wore nothing but the skimpiest black loincloths that barely preserved modesty, their muscular bodies otherwise exposed to the cold. Heavy, rusted iron shackles encircled their necks with thick collars, wrists linked by short chains in front, ankles hobbled with similar brutal restraints that clanged dully with every timid shift of weight. Fresh welts and cane marks crisscrossed their backs and thighs, visible even in the dim light, speaking of recent, severe discipline—yet their eyes remained fixed on Emily with a hypnotized reverence, heads slightly bowed, bodies leaning subtly toward her as if drawn by an invisible leash.

With a light, almost affectionate flick of the crop, Emily tapped each of their asses—barely more than a caress—and murmured, “Inside, boys.”

They obeyed instantly, stepping forward with clanking chains, faces flushed not just from cold but from something deeper: awe, surrender, gratitude. No trace of resentment—only worshipful devotion to the radiant eighteen-year-old who had clearly put them through hell and made them thankful for it.

Beneath the open fur coat, Emily's long legs were sheathed in glossy black patent leather boots that rose to mid-thigh, catching the light with every confident stride.

Nathan dropped to his knees without thinking, the protocol etched into him deeper than thought. He pressed his lips to the toe of one gleaming boot in perfect, silent obeisance. Emily paused, letting him linger there a moment, then reached down with casual affection—ruffling his hair, patting his head like one might a loyal poodle—before marching past him into the living room, fur swaying regally around her.

Jonathan and Austin followed close behind, chains rattling softly, eyes never straying from her back—timid, reverent, utterly captivated.

She strode to the center of the room, where Tatiana and Rich waited. The fox fur remained draped open, framing her like a queen's robe. Emily enveloped her mother in a warm, radiant hug, then her father, her voice suddenly all sweet, apologetic charm.

“I’m so sorry I’m late.”

Tatiana smiled indulgently, stroking her daughter’s cheek. “It’s fine, princess. Just the one shot?”

Elliot Vance cleared his throat politely from behind his camera. “We’ll take several, of course.”

Nathan followed close behind Emily as she glided into the room, his steps measured and deferential, eyes fixed on the floor in instinctive respect.

When she reached the group, he rose quietly to his place behind Taylor—his eyes wide, the scene searing itself into him: the untouchable princess, radiant and commanding; the ruined sons trailing her like conquered prizes, marked and reverent; the electrifying proof that Emily Carter could reduce strong men twice her size to willing, hypnotized slaves who craved only her nearness.

It was a shocking, provocative entrance—one that silently declared her absolute supremacy before a single formal pose had even been struck.

Elliot Vance cleared his throat with professional cheer, gesturing toward the low sectional beneath the chandelier. “Lady Emily, perhaps you’d take the center seat on the couch?”

Emily smiled radiantly, letting the luxurious silver fox fur coat slide from her shoulders in one fluid motion, careless and regal, as if the priceless garment were nothing more than an afterthought.

Nathan moved without thinking—protocol and devotion fused into instinct. He caught the heavy fur before it could touch the marble, folding it swiftly, reverently over one shackled arm, then stepping aside to drape it carefully across a nearby console. The task took only seconds, but when he turned back, straightening to resume his place—

The room had stilled.

Emily stood there in the center, bathed in the soft chandelier light, wearing nothing but a whisper-thin black satin slip nightie that seemed designed for the most intimate hours of the night. Delicate spaghetti straps traced her shoulders, the glossy fabric clinging to her petite curves like liquid shadow, the low neckline and scandalously short hem leaving acres of toned skin exposed—barely grazing the tops of her thighs, threatening to reveal more with every breath. It was minimalist, devastatingly sexy, the kind of garment a woman wears when she knows exactly the effect she’ll have… and chooses to wield it anyway.

Nathan’s heart slammed against his ribs. The tiger cage bit cruelly as his gaze locked on her—helpless, overwhelmed by the sheer, effortless sensuality radiating from this eighteen-year-old goddess. He felt his knees weaken, the urge to drop and worship at her feet almost unbearable.

Curiosity tugged at him, and he glanced around.

He wasn’t alone.

Rich’s steel eyes had widened for a fraction, fixed on his daughter with a rare flicker of unguarded intensity before he forced them away. Jonathan and Austin, already on their knees, stared up at her with open, hypnotized awe—mouths slightly parted, marked bodies leaning forward as if pulled by gravity. Even Elliot Vance, the seasoned photographer who had seen every shade of society’s beauty, stood frozen behind his camera, gaze riveted for a long beat before he blinked hard and cleared his throat, cheeks flushing as he pretended to adjust a setting.

No man in the room—not one—could resist looking. Emily’s presence demanded it, her radiant, innocent smile somehow only sharpening the provocative edge.

She knew. Of course she knew.

Emily simply giggled, light and carefree, before gliding toward the couch with that untouchable grace. She settled into the center, one long leg draped elegantly over the other, the short hem riding higher, radiating effortless sensuality. Nathan, felt the tiger cage bite as an overwhelming urge washed over him—to kneel right there and press reverent lips to her bare shin.

Elliot recovered first, clearing his throat and gesturing toward the marble floor in front of Emily.

“Hey, you,” he said to Jonathan, pointing to the spot directly before her left leg. “On the floor here, please—yes, right there. Gently now. Hold her leg like a devoted support.”

He turned to Austin, indicating the opposite side. “And you—there on the right. Same thing. Carefully, boys. One leg each.”

The brothers obeyed instantly, lowering themselves to the marble, heavy rusted chains clanking softly as they cradled Emily’s calves with reverent hands, eyes lowered but shining with that same hypnotized adoration.

Emily giggled again, wiggling her toes playfully in their grasp, her mood buoyant as ever. Tatiana caught her eye from across the room and winked, a flash of proud maternal amusement.

“Perfect,” Elliot continued smoothly. “Mrs. Carter, if you’d sit to Emily’s left—yes, just there. Mr. Carter, to her right. And now—arms around your daughter, both of you. A warm family embrace.”

Rich and Tatiana complied, settling on either side of Emily, their arms draping protectively around her shoulders. The Carters formed the regal top tier—conquerors enthroned—Emily radiant between them like the true center of the empire.

Elliot turned to the Whitmores. “Nathan, on the floor at Mrs. Carter’s feet—yes, hold her leg gently while seated. Taylor, the same at Mr. Carter’s side.”

Nathan crawled forward and took his place, shackled hands cradling Tatiana’s calf with practiced deference. Taylor, chains whispering, settled submissively beside Rich, her fingers resting lightly on his ankle.

From her vantage on the left, Tatiana’s gaze flicked across the couch to Taylor’s position—her young rival touching her husband. Her crimson lips tightened, jealousy flickering behind the composed mask.

“I’m wondering,” Tatiana said coolly, voice velvet but edged, “what exactly is the point of this arrangement? Shouldn’t I be the one sitting next to Rich, with my arm around him?”

Elliot smiled diplomatically, adjusting his camera. “It’s all about symmetry, Mrs. Carter. Both parents equally embracing their beloved daughter in the center—it’s classic, timeless. Shows unified love for the princess of the family.”

Tatiana’s eyes narrowed a fraction, but she exhaled softly. “Fine. Just take the picture.”

“Everyone—big smiles!” Elliot called.

The group complied—Rich’s quiet intensity softening into a proud grin, Tatiana’s regal poise, Emily’s dimpled radiance, Jonathan and Austin gazing up with reverent half-smiles, Nathan’s face serene in surrender. Only Taylor held back, her hazel eyes shadowed with deliberate sadness, lips barely curving—the eternal subtle rebellion.

The shutter clicked several times, capturing the tableau: the Carters enthroned above, the Whitmores—now expanded to include the once-strong sons—kneeling in marked, chained enslavement below. A portrait of conquest, clear and undeniable.

The moment the last shot was taken, Emily sprang up with infectious energy, clapping her hands. “Okay, now—can we jump straight to the aperitif?”

Nathan, ever attentive, stepped forward at once—of course he did. “Miss Carter,” he said deferentially, voice low and respectful, “which would you prefer? We have Dom Pérignon, Ruinart Blanc de Blancs, or the Krug Clos du Mesnil?”

Emily tilted her head thoughtfully, still standing in the center of the room, the black satin slip shimmering against her skin as the others remained frozen in place around her. “The Krug, I think.”

“With cream?” Nathan asked, a note of eager deference in his voice.

“Oh, but of course,” she echoed playfully, mimicking him with a dimpled grin.

Her gaze shifted then, landing on Taylor with that radiant, disarming smile. She beckoned with a small, graceful motion of her fingers. “Come closer, sweetie.”

Taylor approached, chains whispering softly, her expression guarded—hazel eyes cool, lips unsmiling.

Emily’s voice stayed sweet, almost affectionate. “Could you be so kind as to store these two in the basement for me? Same cage is fine—until we’re done here.”

Taylor inclined her head, the picture of flawless obedience, though no warmth touched her face. “Come, boys,” she said quietly to Jonathan and Austin. “Come with me.”

As they rose clumsily to their feet, heavy chains clanking, Taylor paused beside Austin and pressed a soft kiss to his cheek—a fleeting, maternal gesture. Jonathan’s eyes followed her hopefully, a touch of deprivation in his posture. She glanced at him, sighed theatrest softly—“Oh, what the hell”—and kissed his cheek too.

The brothers fell in behind her without a word, marked backs straight, gazes lowered in reverent silence as they shuffled toward the hidden staircase that led to the lower floors. Taylor led the way, posture perfect despite her shackles, disappearing with them into the shadows below—the soft metallic rattle of their restraints echoing faintly until the door closed behind them.

The room felt suddenly quieter, the air still humming with the aftershock of Emily’s effortless command.

30 minutes later

Thirty minutes later, the grand living room had slipped into that languid, satisfied haze that follows a perfect evening. Empty flutes of Krug Clos du Mesnil and half-finished plates of delicate canapés dotted the low tables, the air scented faintly with citrus and chilled champagne.

Rich reclined on the sectional, arm stretched along the back, his steel gaze softened by wine and quiet pride. Emily nestled beside him, legs tucked beneath her, the black satin slip riding high on her thighs as she laughed at something on her phone. Tatiana, heavy-lidded from perhaps one too many glasses, leaned against the opposite armrest, her auburn waves spilling over the cushion, eyes half-closed in near-sleep.

Nathan moved silently between kitchen and living room, refilling bowls of pistachios or clearing forgotten stems—shackled hands efficient despite the constant tug of the tiger cage. Taylor had quietly asked permission to retire to her pink room and, with Tatiana’s drowsy nod, had slipped away without a word.

It was then, in the comfortable lull, that Emily stretched like a cat and turned to Rich.

“Do you still keep my room exactly as it was?”

Rich smiled, warm and indulgent. “Of course we do. Why would you even ask?”

She shrugged, dimples flashing. “Just curious. It’s so comfy down here—the cushions, the light… I’m thinking I might stay tonight.”

“You know you’re always welcome,” he said. “We can bring a blanket, and you can sleep right here on the couch if you want.”

Emily laughed softly. “No, no—I want to see the room. I’m curious.”

Rich rose, offering his hand. She took it, letting him help her up with old-fashioned gallantry, and they began walking slowly toward the private wing—hand in hand, her glossy patent boots clicking softly on the marble.

As they passed the sectional, Emily glanced back. Tatiana had finally drifted off, head tilted against a pillow, breathing even. Nathan stood attentively nearby.

She beckoned him with a small tilt of her head. “Nathan, come with us. Follow.”

He obeyed instantly, falling a respectful few steps behind as the three moved down the corridor.

Emily’s room was a lavish sanctuary—larger even than the master suite, a deliberate indulgence from parents who had never denied their princess anything. Walls painted the softest blush pink, accented with white wainscoting and gold trim. A massive four-poster bed dominated one end, draped in layers of silk and velvet in rose and champagne tones, piled high with plush pillows and a cashmere throw. A crystal chandelier glittered overhead, casting warm light across a vanity table crowded with perfumes and cosmetics—Dior, Tom Ford, La Mer, Charlotte Tilbury—everything untouched since her last visit, as if time had paused.

Emily released Rich’s hand and glided inside, trailing her fingers over the vanity.

“Wow… you really kept everything.” She lifted a bottle of YSL Black Opium, smiling nostalgically. “I used to drown myself in this when I was sixteen. But now—eh. I’ve moved on to Byredo Gypsy Water and a touch of Kilian Good Girl Gone Bad. Much more… me.”

Rich chuckled, leaning against the doorframe, utterly captivated by her animation. Nathan stood just inside the threshold, silent, lower-caste longing pulsing through him as he watched father and daughter—though both men, in truth, seemed equally entranced by the vision she presented in that barely-there slip.

Emily crossed to the plush velvet chaise in the corner and sprawled across it with feline grace. With a lazy, deliberate motion, she slipped off her glossy boots one by one, letting them fall to the carpet before stretching her long legs out in front of her, admiring them with a small, satisfied smile. Then she patted the space beside her.

“Come sit, Daddy.”

Rich joined her, the chaise wide enough for comfort. “So—did you enjoy Las Vegas?”

“Oh, immensely,” she said, eyes sparkling. “I even bought a new slave.”

Rich’s brows lifted. “You did?”

“Mm-hmm. His name’s Antonio.” She paused, glancing briefly at Nathan, then let the topic drift away—sparing her father the darker details of mafia auctions and Francesca’s world. Instead, she leaned closer, voice dropping to a playful whisper near his ear. “But thinking about it… I shouldn’t have bothered. I already have a slave right here.”

Rich stiffened almost imperceptibly, discomfort flickering. He glanced toward Nathan, then back. “Emily…”

She placed a hand lightly on the growing bulge in his trousers, fingers tracing with innocent curiosity. “What do you mean, step-Daddy? Do you have a problem with me touching you?”

Rich shifted, voice low. “Please, Emily. We said we wouldn’t—not here.”

Her smile never wavered. “Why don’t you just admit it? That you want me. That you cry for me. That you want to serve me. Isn’t that right, step-Daddy?”

Rich leaned away along the chaise—not just a few inches, but a deliberate foot or more, shifting his weight to create real distance, his posture straightening as he sought to reclaim control and escape the intoxicating pull of her proximity.

“Emily, please—”

Undeterred, Emily extended one exquisite bare foot and pressed it against his shoulder—gentle at first, then firmer, nudging him insistently, disrupting his balance, refusing to let him settle into quiet detachment. Each playful push was a reminder, delivered with her radiant smile, that she could toy with him as she wished, right here, under Nathan's watchful eyes.

Rich glanced at her, voice strained but resolute. “Emily… if you continue like this, I’ll have to stand up and go.”

She kept nudging his shoulder with those rhythmic, teasing presses—light yet unyielding, tilting him slightly off-balance each time, her foot a velvet assertion of control.

“Oh?” she asked softly, head tilted in innocent curiosity, dimples flashing. “Is that a threat? That you’re going to stand up and leave?”

“No, no—I wasn’t… I’m not threatening you,” he stammered quickly, the words tumbling out as color rose in his cheeks. “I’m just saying… we agreed—”

“Who’s ‘we’?” she interrupted sweetly, her voice light and melodic, as if they were discussing the weather. “When exactly did we decide things together?”

Rich’s voice dropped further, almost a whisper, his gaze flickering away. “I thought… we meant us. But obviously I was wrong.”

“You were wrong, yes,” she agreed softly, dimples deepening. “So—who is deciding? Who is the decision maker, Richie?”

Rich coughed, the admission catching in his throat like gravel. “You,” he finally murmured, the single word heavy with surrender.

Emily’s foot slid higher, the soft arch pressing against his cheek, then the back of her heel brushing his lips. All the while, her eyes held Nathan’s across the room—bright, amused, triumphant.

“Do you regret saying you’d leave?” she asked softly.

Rich trembled—visibly. “Of course… I didn’t mean—”

She let the soft back of her heel rest lightly against his lips. “Kiss my foot, step-Daddy.”

His pride fractured in that instant. Rich pressed reverent lips to her skin, the kiss lingering and submissive, his eyes averted from Nathan as shame burned hot across his cheeks. The perfumed air grew thick with unspoken truth: Rich Carter—the untouchable emperor, the man who bent the world to his will—was just another captive to this radiant girl who called him Daddy.

Emily’s smile widened, dimples deepening with quiet triumph. She withdrew her foot slowly and patted the carpet beside the chaise.

“On your knees. Right here.”

Rich sank down without protest, the mighty frame folding gracefully into submission.

She lifted his chin with two delicate fingers, forcing him to meet her gaze. Her voice remained gentle, almost loving—radiant as ever, laced with that hypnotic sweetness.

“Do you understand that you’re in no position to threaten me?”

He nodded, eyes lowering once more, the billionaire utterly humbled at the feet of his eighteen-year-old stepdaughter.

And across the room, Nathan watched in silent, aching awe—seeing clearly, for the first time, the shocking, inescapable truth: Rich wasn’t her biological father, only the so-called stepfather the world believed in, and even he—emperor of empires—was nothing more than Emily’s utter slave.

Her face hovered inches from his, close enough that the warmth of her breath ghosted across his lips like a promise he would never be allowed to claim. Rich stared up at her, utterly hypnotized—eyes wide, unblinking, pupils blown dark with surrender—as she scented his cheek with the slow, deliberate grace of a panther nosing the throat of something already hers.

“Emily,” he whispered, voice cracking open with raw, helpless need, “I want you. I want you so much.”

She ignored the confession as though it were background noise. Her fingers remained light but unyielding beneath his chin, tilting his face exactly where she wanted it, locking his gaze to hers. Slowly—agonizingly—she closed the last sliver of distance. The tip of her nose brushed his cheek in a feather-soft, predatory glide; she inhaled deeply, drawing his scent into her lungs like vintage wine she had no intention of sharing. Every slow exhale against his skin was a claim, a reminder: he was not being courted. He was being catalogued.

Then, with possessive tenderness, she traced the line of his jaw with her lips—feather-light kisses grazing his skin, assessing the faint rasp of stubble, claiming every inch she touched—before pulling back slightly to lock eyes with him again.

“Yes, you want me,” she murmured, voice velvet and sure. “But first, we have unfinished business.”

Rich swallowed hard. “What… business?”

“I’m sorry,” he rushed out, words tumbling in desperate sincerity. “Believe me—it was so stupid of me to threaten you.”

“No, Richie,” she said softly, nudging her nose against his in an almost tender Eskimo kiss. “You will never, ever dare threaten me again. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” he breathed. “I understand. Please forgive me. I’m begging you.”

She smiled, radiant and merciless, then eased back on the chaise.

“I want you to beg properly.”

Rich slid from the chaise and fell prone on the carpet, pressing fervent lips to her bare feet. Emily looked down, satisfied, watching him with quiet approval.

“Don’t just kiss them,” she instructed gently. “Lick them. I want you to lick them clean.”

Rich obeyed, tongue tracing the soft skin with devoted strokes, his kisses and licks slow and reverent. He murmured between them, voice muffled and trembling: “I’m begging you, Emily… please don’t punish me.”

Nathan stood frozen across the room, arousal and disbelief warring inside him—the tiger cage throbbing painfully. He could scarcely process the sight: the titan they all revered, the man who owned empires, reduced to this—on the floor, licking an eighteen-year-old’s bare feet like a supplicant, face lowered in total surrender.

Emily rose gracefully from the chaise.

Rich, still prone at her feet, pushed himself up onto all fours—instinctive, eager—and crawled after her as she strolled deeper into the room, his movements fluid despite the humiliation, drawn inexorably in her wake.

“Where is the pillory?” she asked idly, almost to herself. “I used to have one…”

Her eyes found it in its usual corner—a heavy wooden stocks, polished and waiting. She pointed. “Put your head and hands in here.”

Rich hesitated, a flicker of real fear crossing his face. “No, please, Emily… I didn’t mean to threaten, but this—I can’t afford for anyone to find me like this.”

She arched a brow, voice still sweet. “Put them in, or you’ll suffer the consequences.”

Trembling, he complied, lowering his neck and wrists into the grooves. Emily closed the top beam with a soft click, locked it with the small brass key, and slipped the key into her slip’s hidden pocket. He was immobilized—trapped, helpless.

She stepped in front of him, tilting her head with that radiant smile.

“You don’t want me to punish you too much, isn’t that right?”

“I don’t want people to come in and find me like this,” he admitted hoarsely, rattling faintly against the wood in his distress. “I’m… so ashamed.”

“Then learn this,” she said quietly, almost kindly. “If you ever threaten me again, next time you’ll end up with nothing. Do you understand? Just remember who truly owns all your property—quietly, secretly, until today. But if you open your mouth one more time like that… everyone will know Rich Carter owns nothing at all.”

She circled behind him. Rich began to rattle the pillory again in panic. “Please, Emily—”

“Don’t you dare,” she warned softly.

He froze instantly, silenced by fear. He knew she could be unpredictable when crossed.

Emily unbuckled his belt with calm precision, drew it free, and tossed it aside. Then his trousers, sliding them down along with his shoes until he was left in nothing but his boxer briefs—exposed, vulnerable, the mighty frame bent and locked.

She returned to the front, gazing down at him with affectionate amusement.

“You see? Now you’re just in your underpants.” Her fingers traced the waistband lightly. “All you have to do is beg me sweetly… and I’ll let you keep even those on.”

Rich’s voice broke, thick with desperate passion, almost a sob. “I’m craving you, Emily. I’m so aroused because of you. I’m completely yours.”

Emily gazed down at him, her smile widening—sweet, radiant, yet edged with exquisite sadism.

“Well,” she murmured, “if that’s what you call begging…”

She turned with deliberate grace, the satin slip whispering against her skin as she circled behind him. Her small hand tugged lightly at the waistband of his boxer briefs.

“No—no, please,” Rich gasped, real panic flashing in his eyes. “Please, no—I’m begging, I’m begging—”

“Too late,” she said softly, almost regretful. “I’m sorry, Richie. Too late.”

With a single, fluid motion, she tugged the briefs down his thighs. His thick cock sprang free, rigid and straining upward—impressive, powerful, still bearing the proud architecture of the alpha he had once been. Yet here it stood useless, attached to a man locked helpless in wooden stocks, wrists and neck pinned, body trembling in raw, animal supplication at her feet.

Emily wrapped her delicate fingers around the hot, pulsing shaft, stroking once—slow, deliberate, exactly the way she knew he craved: firm at the base, feather-light along the ridge, thumb circling the slick head in lazy, tormenting spirals.

“You know how much I love to stroke it,” she whispered, voice pure velvet laced with ice. “How sometimes—when you’ve been very, very good—I let you empty that heavy load between my warm thighs, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he choked out, hips jerking helplessly against the unyielding wood. “Yes, Mistress—I’m so sorry. Please… please don’t punish me.”

She let out a soft, musical giggle—light as crystal, cruel as a blade—and released his cock.

The sudden absence of her touch hit him like a physical blow. His erection bobbed free in the cool air, glistening, aching, denied even the friction of her palm. A thin bead of pre-cum welled at the tip and slid slowly down the underside; he whimpered at the loss, hips straining forward as though he could chase her hand back.

Rising, she crossed to the antique cabinet in the corner, opening it with casual familiarity. Her fingers trailed over the implements inside, murmuring to herself.

“Which one for a thick ass like yours… I think this one.”

She selected a long, finger-thick cane—polished kooboo rattan, smooth and unforgiving, gleaming under the chandelier.

Rich’s breath hitched in frantic fear as Emily returned, the thick rattan cane held loosely in her hand.

She didn’t circle behind him immediately. Instead, she stepped directly in front of the pillory, close enough that he had no choice but to look up at her—and at what she held.

Emily raised the cane slowly, letting it catch the chandelier light, her small fingers tracing its length with deliberate appreciation—feeling the polished smoothness, testing the weight, savoring the unyielding thickness.

“You see how thick it is, Richie?” she murmured, voice soft and almost affectionate, turning it slowly so he could take in every inch. “Smooth… heavy… perfect for a strong ass like yours.”

Rich rattled uselessly against the wooden stocks, eyes wide with genuine dread. “No—no, please, Emily… no…”

His protests dissolved into shaking whispers—“no, no”—as the reality sank in, the pillory holding him immobile, exposed, defenseless.

“Oh, but I do,” she replied simply, eyes sparkling with quiet delight as she finally circled behind him.

She positioned herself behind him, tapping the cane against his exposed buttocks—measuring, assessing, savoring the moment.

Then she glanced over her shoulder at Nathan, who stood frozen in the doorway, tiger cage throbbing with unbearable arousal and disbelief.

“Are you enjoying yourself over there, Nathan?”

Nathan swallowed, unsure how to answer—terrified of drawing her wrath, yet unable to look away.

“I… I don’t know what to say.”

She circled back to Rich’s front, smiling serenely. “You don’t have to say anything. You just have to watch. See what happens to my big, begging Richie when he forgets his place.”

She returned behind him.

The first stroke landed with a sharp, whistling crack.

Rich’s body jerked against the stocks, a raw, guttural scream tearing from his throat—AAAAAHHHHHHHHHhhhhhh!—primal, harrowing, the sound of a man pushed to the edge of endurance.

“One,” he gasped, voice shaking. “Thank you, Mistress.”

The second came faster, harder—CRACK!—eliciting another soul-rending howl: AAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHhhhhhhhhhh!

“Two… thank you, Mistress,” he sobbed, tears already streaking his face.

The third was precise, merciless—CRACK!—and his scream echoed off the pink walls like something torn from the depths: AAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHhhh!

“Three… thank you, Mistress,” he whimpered, body trembling violently in the stocks.

Emily stepped back, admiring the three livid welts blooming across his skin, her expression satisfied, almost tender.

She turned to Nathan.

“Go fetch Taylor. Tell her to come here—quickly.”

Nathan bowed his head and hurried from the room, chains clinking softly, the harrowing echoes of Rich’s screams still ringing in his ears.

Nathan hurried down the corridor toward Taylor’s pink room, the harrowing cries of Rich’s agony echoing faintly through the vast penthouse—raw, guttural pleas for mercy that seemed to seep through the walls. As he moved farther away, the screams faded, but they lingered in the air like a haunting refrain. He marveled that Taylor could remain oblivious to such torment, such desperate howls from the man who ruled their world.

When he pushed open her door, he found her curled on the bed, scrolling her phone, massive pink fur earmuffs clamped over her ears—fluffy, girly, utterly insulating her in a bubble of pop music. She swayed her head gently to the beat, jet-black hair spilling over the pillows, looking impossibly young and stunning in the soft lamplight.

He knelt in front of her, waiting until she noticed. She lifted one earmuff, hazel eyes wide and curious.

“What?”

“Come,” he said quietly. “Miss Emily wants you.”

Taylor’s face brightened with effortless compliance. “Okay, no problem.”

She slipped off the bed and followed him, chains whispering softly. Halfway down the hall, the muffled cries reached her—distant but unmistakable. Her step faltered for a heartbeat, but she pressed on.

They entered Emily’s room together.

Taylor’s face fell.

Emily stood proud and radiant behind the pillory, cane in hand, delivering another precise, merciless stroke to Rich’s welted backside. At that moment, Emily hooked the cane under his chin, lifting his tear-streaked face.

“Oh, look what we have here,” she said nonchalantly, voice light as champagne. “Guests, honey.”

Rich’s eyes met Taylor’s for a fraction of a second—raw shame flooding his features—before he dropped his gaze, unable to bear it. The untouchable alpha, the man Taylor had once seen as the ultimate prize, reduced to this: locked, stripped, marked, begging.

Taylor’s gaze drifted slowly—taking in the pitiful sight of Rich, then shifting to Emily: sexy, victorious, utterly dominant in her whisper-thin slip. Something shifted in Taylor’s expression—recognition, perhaps, or quiet resolve. She understood, in that instant, the true hierarchy.

She said nothing for several long seconds. Then, softly, to Nathan—the love of her life, her emotional anchor—she murmured just one word:

“Come.”

She turned on her heels and left the room.

Nathan followed, glancing back once at the scene—Emily’s amused smile, Rich’s shuddering silence—before hurrying after his wife.

“What’s going on, Mistress?” he asked as they descended the hidden stairs to the basement levels.

Taylor didn’t answer. Her face was serious, determined.

The lower floors were a shadowed labyrinth of iron bars and dim lights—rows of cages holding broken men in various states of captivity: some gripping the bars with pleading eyes, others curled silently on cold floors, skin marked by old and new welts, whispering wordless appeals for release from this gilded hell.

Taylor knew exactly where she was going. She strode straight to the cage holding Jonathan and Austin.

The key turned with a sharp click. The brothers scrambled out, heavy rusted chains clanking as they threw themselves into her arms—then Nathan’s—forming a tight, desperate quartet right there in the shadowed corridor, hugging fiercely like survivors reuniting after a storm.

Taylor pulled back slightly, eyes fierce with resolve, and reached into her pocket for the small ring of master keys she had long ago claimed as her own. One by one, she unlocked them—first Jonathan’s thick iron collar and cuffs, then Austin’s, the rusted metal falling away with dull thuds to the cold floor. Finally, she turned to Nathan, her fingers steady as she freed his lighter steel shackles—wrists, ankles—until the chains lay discarded in a gleaming pile.

Free again.

For the first time in months, their skin breathed unencumbered, movements unrestricted. The brothers flexed their arms in quiet wonder; Nathan felt the absence of weight like a revelation, the tiger cage suddenly the only reminder of lingering captivity.

Taylor wrapped her arms around all three of them—her husband, her stepsons—holding them close, her voice steady and radiant with reclaimed certainty.

“I did all of this,” she said quietly, “because I thought Rich was the ultimate alpha. The one worth everything. But he’s not. Nobody is.”

Her hazel eyes found Nathan’s, fierce and unwavering.

“The only person I truly love is my hubby—my Nathan.”

She tightened the embrace, drawing them all in like a team huddling before the final play. “We’re leaving. Now. Follow me.”

They ascended the service stairs without a backward glance—no detour through the penthouse, no confrontation. Straight to the private elevator in the discreet foyer.

As the doors closed and the car glided silently downward—away from the Carters’ empire, away from the cages and canes and shattered illusions—Taylor rested her head on Nathan’s shoulder. Jonathan and Austin stood close, chains still clinking softly, faces alight with quiet, hopeful relief.

The Whitmores—ruined, marked, yet suddenly, fiercely united—were done paying the price for borrowed thrones.

The descent felt like freedom.


Genesis

14 months later, 10:30 a.m., Sissyland, Emporium Grand Mall, Boston

The basement level of Sartorial Elegance — known in certain circles as SissyLand — was a hidden world of bright lights and whispered fantasies. Rows of frilly maid dresses in pastel pinks and lavenders hung beside gleaming metal cages, glossy wigs perched on stands like silent sentinels. The air carried the faint scent of leather, latex, and expensive perfume. Prominent signs reminded visitors of the rules: men did not speak without permission, men did not ask — they only begged. For those who knew the store’s secret, it was the most profitable department by far, a place where female authority was absolute and male dignity optional.

Taylor and Nathan stood in the long aisle lined with chastity devices.

Taylor, twenty now, radiated the effortless confidence of someone who had conquered worlds in a single year. Her tailored white blazer hung open over a crisp white blouse that clung to her petite, impossibly curved frame. The matching white mini skirt — daringly short — barely skimmed the tops of her thighs, leaving flawless, sun-kissed golden legs on full display. Those legs ended in red satin open-toed stilettos, her glossy red toenails catching the light with every shift. A thin gold chain circled one ankle, the tiny tiger-key charm glinting softly — a quiet reminder of the power she held. Her jet-black hair fell in a silky cascade down her back, and her hazel eyes flickered with the familiar mix of mischief and storm.

Nathan, in a dark wool overcoat over tailored trousers and polished shoes, held their three-month-old daughter against his shoulder. Taylor had just finished draping a soft muslin napkin over his coat to protect it from any spills.

The baby had finished her bottle moments earlier. Nathan, trying to be careful, began to lower her toward the sleek black pram.

Taylor’s voice sliced through the quiet aisle, low and edged with frustration.

“How many times do I have to explain this to you?”

Nathan paused.

“You hold her upright against your shoulder until she burps,” Taylor said, stress tightening every syllable. “If you lay her down now, she’ll cry. Why do I still have to keep telling you?”

The baby let out a small, unhappy whimper.

Nathan adjusted quickly, settling the tiny girl back against the napkin on his shoulder. “I’m sorry, sweetheart.”

“How much did she drink?” Taylor asked, reaching to stroke the baby’s cheek.

“The bottle says one-eighty left, so—”

“That doesn’t help me,” Taylor cut in, exhaling sharply. “How much was in it to start? I’m telling you, she’s not eating enough. We’re going to have to take her to the doctor again.”

The whimper grew into a full, sudden cry — sharp and piercing in the quiet store.

Taylor closed her eyes for a second, one hand pressed to her temple.

That was when Zoe appeared.

The young sales assistant glided up with her bright smile, golden-blonde bob swinging. “Oh my goodness, what a cute little baby!” she cooed, leaning in toward the child. “Look at those cheeks! Hi, sweet girl!”

The baby’s cries paused for a curious moment, then resumed louder.

Taylor’s head snapped up. “Please,” she said tightly, “this really isn’t the time.”

Zoe straightened at once, hands raised. “Okay, okay, I’m sorry. Good luck, you guys. If you need anything, I’m right here.”

She gave the baby one last little wave — completely ignoring Nathan — and disappeared down the aisle.

The crying continued.

Taylor stood motionless for a beat. Then her gaze shifted past Nathan, down the long aisle.

There, browsing a display of ornate collars, stood Tatiana and Emily Carter.

Tatiana, auburn hair perfect as ever, voluptuous figure poured into an elegant winter dress. Emily, radiant in soft gold, dimples flashing as she laughed at something her mother said.

Something heavy slammed into Taylor’s chest — memory, resentment, the sudden raw surge of everything she had walked away from a year ago.

Her hand moved almost on instinct. She stepped close to Nathan and delivered a light, precise smack to his cheek — not hard, just sharp enough to refocus him.

“Pay attention,” she said quietly, voice suddenly very calm, very cold. “And follow me. I don’t want to see their faces anymore.”

She turned on her red heel, the short white skirt swaying with the sharp motion, and started toward the elevators.

But before she had taken three steps, a radiant voice rang out across the aisle.

“Oh my God — Taylor?”

Emily Carter’s golden-blonde head lifted from the display of ornate collars she had been examining. Her blue eyes widened, dimples flashing in that effortless, disarming smile as she hurried over.

“I’m so happy to see you guys,” she said softly, gaze flicking briefly to Nathan, to the baby now quieting against his shoulder, then back to Taylor, warm and genuine.

Taylor halted, hazel eyes narrowing. The stress lines around her mouth tightened.

“Look, Emily,” she said, voice low and even, “you’re the last person I want to see right now. I suggest you leave us alone. We’re going anyway.”

Emily’s smile faltered, genuine sadness softening her perfect features. She clasped her hands in front of her, almost pleading.

“Taylor… I understand,” she said quietly. “I just want to let you know — you were right.”

Taylor’s eyebrow arched, skeptical.

“You should have understood way before you fucked my husband on the phone,” Taylor replied, the words cutting but controlled. Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes despite herself.

Emily didn’t flinch, only looked down for a moment, then back up with steady sincerity.

“I know,” she said. “And if you want to go, I’ll respect that. I just… I deeply apologize. From the bottom of my heart. I shouldn’t have done what I did.”

At that exact moment, as if sensing the shift, the baby let out one last small sigh and drifted into sleep against Nathan’s shoulder. The sudden quiet felt almost magical — the crying gone, the tension easing like a storm passing.

Taylor’s gaze darted briefly to the sleeping child, to Nathan’s careful hold, then back to Emily. The raw edge in her eyes softened, just a fraction.

Emily took the opening gently. “I’m just saying… I apologize deeply. If you ever feel like accepting it, it would make my day.”

Taylor exhaled, arms folding across her chest.

“I’m not buying this,” she said, voice steadier now. “You’re the greatest manipulator I know. You’re representing your side of the family, the Carters’ agenda — your mother’s agenda, which I can’t stand.”

Emily glanced back toward the display — where Tatiana still lingered, half-hidden behind a rack of leather restraints, watching but not yet approaching — then returned her full attention to Taylor.

“Look,” Emily said softly, “perhaps you don’t see it right now, but I can see it clearly. What I did with Rich? I’m not sorry about that.”

Taylor’s eyes flashed. “Oh, you’re not?”

“No,” Emily admitted, unflinching but gentle. “To be honest… it was the right thing. Somebody had to break it. Somebody had to tell you that you were building a dream in your head — an image of a man he is not, and never was.”

Silence fell between them, heavy and complete.

Taylor stared at Emily, the words landing like stones in still water, rippling through everything she thought she had left behind a year ago.

Nathan took the opportunity to let his gaze drift—discreetly, carefully—over Emily.

She was still amazingly beautiful, perhaps even more so a year later. The chic French carré bob—soft golden blonde, perfectly cut just below her jawline—framed her face, accentuating those blue eyes and the dimples that appeared with every gentle smile. Her skin glowed with flawless radiance.

She wore a sleek dark mink jacket, short and fitted, the rich chocolate-brown fur so lush it looked almost liquid under the store lights, the collar turned up softly against her neck. The jacket hung open just enough to reveal the barely-there black lace camisole beneath—delicate lace clinging to her toned, slender figure, hinting at smooth skin and subtle curves without revealing too much. A thin diamond choker glittered at her throat, matching drop earrings swaying gently when she moved.

Below the jacket, a tiny high-waisted black leather mini skirt hugged her hips, ending high on her thighs and leaving long, perfectly toned legs fully on display—golden-tanned, smooth, and shapely. Sheer black stockings whispered over them, ending in strappy black stiletto sandals with thin ankle ties that wrapped delicately around her slim ankles. The high arched soles and glossy painted toenails caught the overhead lights with every small shift of weight, every swaying step, shimmering and sparkling like dark jewels, drawing the eye irresistibly downward.

She looked like money that smiled—young, warm, untouchable, and lethal. The phone session from Las Vegas flashed unbidden through Nathan’s mind, and he felt a forbidden stir in the cage beneath his clothes before quickly looking away.

Taylor finally spoke, voice quieter now. “What do you mean—the kind of man Rich is? What do you mean by that?”

Emily’s expression stayed gentle, almost compassionate.

“Well, you saw him. You know him. You could feel it. This man could have fallen in love with you, submitted to you, kissed your feet, kissed your boots, done whatever you wanted. You have to understand—I couldn’t allow it. I didn’t want my parents to divorce. I didn’t want them to break their empire.”

She paused, then continued softly, honestly.

“I did it, and I admit it, because I feared the financial impact. Yes—I’m not ashamed to say it. Sometimes it’s all about the money. But beyond that… it’s about their happiness. And I have to say, my stepfather—Rich—was really falling in love with you, Taylor.”

The more Emily spoke, the more her natural charm worked its quiet magic—that impossibly high emotional intelligence that let her read people like open books, reflect their feelings back at them, make them feel truly seen. She never raised her voice, never pushed; she simply drew Taylor in, melting resistance one careful word at a time.

“Look at you, Taylor,” Emily went on, voice warm with genuine admiration. “Look at you. You are so beautiful. I have never seen a girl as beautiful as you—I swear to God.” She raised one manicured finger toward the ceiling for emphasis. “It was scary. It was impossible to resist you. You are special. You are dominant. You’re not like any other woman who ever served Rich. He was falling for you because you were unearthing his submissiveness. He was wrapped around your finger. It was impossible for us to continue like that. You have to understand.”

Taylor’s expression wavered. “Well… yes. Perhaps.”

Emily smiled softly. “It’s not ‘perhaps.’ I can see it clearly. Look what this year did to you. Look at this baby, for goodness’ sake. Look at your beautiful husband. Isn’t it better now? You have ‘Taylor Claws’—wow, what a name. This is the third branch you opened in New England, right? Look at you—you’re a businesswoman. Isn’t it much better to do it yourself, with your own money, instead of playing at being some submissive girl?”

Taylor nodded, almost imperceptibly.

Emily lifted her hand, turning it gracefully to show perfectly manicured nails. “You see these? These are yours, actually.” She smiled. “Me and my mother—this is what we’re using.”

Taylor looked, disbelief flickering across her face. “Wow…”

Emily called over her shoulder. “Mommy, come over here. Taylor wants to see your nails.”

Tatiana approached at once, white fox-fur coat sweeping behind her like a royal train. She raised her hand expectantly—the old habit, waiting for the kiss on her fingers—but Taylor didn’t move. So Tatiana simply pulled her into a warm, intentional hug instead.

“Taylor, sweetheart,” Tatiana said, voice rich and maternal. “How are you?”

Taylor’s face stayed serious. “I’m fine.”

Emily urged gently, “Show her, Mommy. Show her your nails.”

Tatiana extended her hand again, this time with a proud smile. “You know what’s good about these nails? It takes me fifteen minutes to replace them with any color I want. I have a box for every color—every single color you’ve produced. You know why I love them? Because only someone who deeply understands this business could make them. And on top of that, they’re not just for the rich—they’re affordable enough that every girl can have them, yet so beautiful.”

She looked Taylor in the eye, sincere. “This is genius.”

Emily nodded. “I’ve told my mother several times—right, Mommy?—that we admire you.”

Then, softer: “This break I created, this situation with Rich… it was your medicine. You needed that slap in the face to stop pursuing the wrong man.”

Taylor’s voice was quiet. “So how come you’re pursuing your stepdad if he’s such the wrong man?”

Emily smiled, unfazed. “I’m totally different, honey. I’m driven by different goals. Don’t compare me to you. I do things that aren’t always ethical. I’m not fully proud of everything I do—but I do them anyway. And that’s why I did what I did: to protect my mother, to protect my stepdaddy, to protect our empire.”

She paused, eyes steady on Taylor’s.

“And I think you gained a lot from it. One day… you will thank me.”

Taylor stood there, flanked by the two Carter women—one radiant in dark mink and lace, the other regal in white fox fur and diamonds—both speaking now to the young businesswoman in the short white skirt and red heels.

Nathan, holding their sleeping daughter, finally allowed his gaze to linger on Tatiana—slowly, reverently, as if testing whether he was still permitted to look above ankle level.

A year had passed, yet she remained the same intoxicating vision that had once shattered him completely. The lavish white fox-fur coat enveloped her like a throne, the thick, pristine fur framing her voluptuous hourglass figure in pure opulence—shoulders broad and regal, waist cinched impossibly small, hips flaring dramatically beneath the coat's hem. But it was her breasts that drew the eye and held it captive: impossibly large, heavy, proud, straining against the deep V of a black silk blouse beneath the open fur, the creamy swell rising and falling with each breath, diamonds nestled in the valley between them like stars scattered across snow. Her auburn hair fell in glossy waves, framing high cheekbones and that knowing, velvet-cruel smile. Long legs, clad in sheer black stockings, ended in patent black stilettos that added inches to her already commanding height, red soles flashing with every small shift. Diamonds glittered at her ears, throat, and wrists—effortless, blinding wealth that made the air around her feel thinner.

Nathan drank it in, the old pull surging through him: fear, awe, helpless longing for the maternal sadist who had once cradled and caned him into perfect ruin. His heart ached with the memory of her scent, her voice, her touch.

Then Tatiana’s gaze flicked his way—just a momentary sweep—and he felt caught, exposed. Panic flashed through him. He averted his eyes instantly, cheeks burning, and gently lowered the sleeping baby into the pram, tucking the soft blanket around her with careful, trembling hands.

Tatiana’s rich, maternal laugh broke the lingering tension. She stepped fully into the circle, white fox-fur coat sweeping like a cape.

“I guess we can’t be enemies,” she said, voice warm and velvet-cruel at once. “There’s no reason for it. We should be united in this world.”

She reached out, collecting Emily’s hand in one of hers, Taylor’s in the other, then gently pressed them together until all six hands—three women’s—rested in a small, deliberate stack.

“This is for us,” Tatiana continued, eyes sparkling with amusement. “Like in basketball—only we need five instead of three for a full game.” She laughed again, low and genuine. “But seriously, what I’m saying is we should cooperate. Take good care of ourselves. Thrive. Enjoy. No need to keep grudges against each other.”

She looked first at Emily, who nodded with that radiant, knowing smile.

Then Tatiana turned to Taylor. “Agreed, beautiful?”

Taylor hesitated only a heartbeat, hazel eyes searching Tatiana’s face, then Emily’s. Finally, she gave a small, reluctant nod.

“Yeah,” she said quietly. “I guess so.”

Tatiana’s gaze shifted to Nathan, warm and possessive. She stepped closer, reaching out to touch his cheek with maternal familiarity, tilting his chin up so he had to meet her eyes.

“Now look at you,” she murmured, voice rich with amusement. “The proud father. Strutting like a proper rooster in the hen nest, aren’t you?”

Nathan flushed deep crimson, a rush of heat flooding his face—and lower, a helpless throb in the cage he still wore. But beneath the embarrassment burned a quiet, fierce pride. Taylor had chosen him. Out of all of them, she had let him father her child—the beautiful little girl he loved more than anything. It was proof, undeniable proof, that he was more than just a servant, more than just a caged pet.

“Yes, Mrs. Carter,” he managed, voice soft but steady. “Of course.”

Emily moved in next, her touch lighter, fingertips brushing his other cheek with that effortless, disarming grace. Up close, she was stunning—heart-stoppingly beautiful, the soft golden bob framing her flawless face, innocent blue eyes sparkling with sympathy and teasing warmth, perfect dimples deepening as she smiled. The faint scent of her perfume, the warmth of her skin so near—it sent an electric jolt straight to his caged cock, a cruel reminder of what he could feel but never fully have.

“And I can see,” she said, half-mocking, half-joking, voice like honey, “that you managed to get out of this little cage of yours… and Taylor was kind enough to let you penetrate her.”

Nathan’s blush deepened, the pride swelling even as humiliation twisted through it. He felt like a boy who’d finally lost his virginity—proud, almost swaggering inside, as if he could stand among “real” men after losing his virginity talking about his conquests. The baby was living proof he wasn’t always denied, always lesser.

Taylor noticed—of course she did. She leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to his burning cheek.

“You’re stressing him,” she scolded Tatiana and Emily lightly, though her eyes danced with affection. “Look how you’ve made him blush—you’re talking about him like he’s a child.”

Taylor hugged Nathan tightly, pressing a soft, lingering kiss to his burning cheek. She pulled back just enough to look into his eyes, then turned to Emily and Tatiana with a radiant, proud smile.

“Seriously,” she said, voice thick with emotion, “this is the best husband I could ever hope to have. He’s not just my husband—he’s my life partner. He takes care of everything at home, the maintenance, the cleaning, changing diapers, everything for Genesis. And he’s so good at it.”

Emily’s dimples flashed, her voice warm with genuine admiration. “Oh yes. You have a husband with a heart made of gold.”

Taylor’s enthusiasm didn’t dim for a second. “And you know—he’s so hardworking helping me with my empire. We have so many orders coming in every day. Every morning at 5:00 a.m., while I’m still sleeping, he takes his old bicycle and rides straight to the factory. He loads the boxes into this little basket, then pedals around Boston delivering them to customers. I insisted on the old bike—no electric scooter, no car. It’s good for his cardio, right? There are quite a few hills in Boston, and he never complains.”

She looked at Nathan with a teasing, affectionate smile. “He knows Boston by heart now. He’s out there before the sun rises, making sure every order gets to the doorstep right after the customer places it. That’s the excitement—see something online, order it, and have it the next morning. Same business model as the newspaper boys. He does it all for me.”

Tatiana opened her eyes wide, mock-serious but clearly delighted. “Oh yes, absolutely. And I mean, Nathan, this is such an excellent opportunity for you to work on your cardio. Isn't it right, Sweetie?”

Emily reached out and touched Nathan’s hand gently. “It must be very difficult, right, Nathan? All those hills…”

Nathan blushed even deeper, gaze dropping to the floor. “I’m not complaining,” he said softly. “Not complaining.”

Taylor squeezed his hand. “He’s such a good assistant. He knows the money—the income—lets me have the life I deserve. And that’s exactly what Nathan is working for, isn’t it, honey?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Nathan replied quietly, voice steady despite the flush.

The women burst into laughter—rich, delighted, affectionate—wrapping Nathan in another layer of sweet, inescapable surrender.

Just then, the sharp, authoritative click of heels against marble announced her arrival long before she appeared.

Nathan’s blood ran cold.

He recognized her instantly — Agatha, the undisputed queen of this underworld domain. He had never set foot in SissyLand before, but Nathan had convinced Taylor to come here after spending hours poring over the store’s website late at night. The descriptions, the photos, the testimonials from broken men — it had all stirred something deep and forbidden in him. And then there was that interview with Agatha herself, her voice melodic and mocking as she described striking disobedient males into perfect submission, her image on screen radiating strict maternal cruelty that had left him aching and shaking, replaying it in secret shame. Now, seeing her in the flesh, a jolt of raw fear enveloped him; this woman was capable of anything, her presence alone enough to drain the blood from his face.

Earlier, from a safe distance, he had glimpsed her striking a grown male customer right in the middle of an aisle with her stick, the man’s cries echoing faintly as the stick rose and fell with merciless precision. She had moved like a strict headmistress from some dark fantasy: tall, severe, voluptuous, her ample bosom straining against the crisp white satin blouse buttoned to the throat, the fabric pulling taut with every breath, hinting at the maternal cruelty beneath. Her pencil skirt hugged wide hips and strong thighs, the back slit revealing flashes of toned calf above gleaming patent stilettos. Her face — high cheekbones, arched brows, smoky eyes that smiled warmly only at women — could shift in an instant to something cold and unforgiving. The wooden stick in her hand had looked like an extension of her will.

Now she was approaching, and a jolt of pure fear enveloped him. The blood drained from his face; his stomach twisted with the old, helpless dread. She was the kind of woman who could reduce a man to nothing with a glance. Just reading her interview had stirred him; now, her voluptuous form, the way her blouse strained, the confident sway of her hips—it made his caged cock press painfully against the unyielding steel, a futile throb that only deepened his humiliation.

Agatha’s face lit with recognition as she reached them.

“Hey, Emily! How are you doing?”

Emily’s dimples flashed, her charm switching on like sunlight. “Hey! Ohh—Agatha. The one and only.”

“Too true, too true,” Agatha laughed, delighted.

“And I see you brought your mother again,” she added, turning to Tatiana with a respectful nod. “Hello, Lady Carter.”

“Nice to meet you again, Agatha—the one and only,” Tatiana replied with that rich, indulgent laugh of the truly wealthy.

Then Agatha’s sharp gaze shifted to Taylor, taking in the open white blazer, the daringly short skirt, the red stilettos, the glint of the tiger-key at her ankle.

“Pleasure to meet you, young lady” Agatha said, extending her hand with a smile that didn’t quite hide the mocking edge.

“My name is Agatha,” she continued, the wooden stick resting lightly against her shoulder. “You?”

Taylor smiled back, a touch wary but polite. “Taylor.”

“Looking for something… or just looking?” Agatha asked, voice melodic and entitled.

“Oh, actually I am looking for…” Taylor hesitated, glancing around the aisle. “Well, I don’t know if you hold such stuff.”

Agatha became mockingly serious, one eyebrow arched. “Oh, we hold everything,” she said, as if the very idea of the store lacking anything was absurd. She laughed, low and refined. “Name a product—we have it.”

“Yeah, well,” Taylor said, relaxing a fraction, “we’re holding yet another bachelorette party. Thought of some femdom games.”

“Oh, we have plenty,” Agatha replied instantly. Her gaze flicked briefly to Tatiana and Emily. “Are you ladies together in this?”

Tatiana laughed, rich and warm. “Oh yes, we are. Taylor now invited us to the bachelorette party.”

Taylor laughed despite herself. “I did not.”

“Well, you should,” Tatiana teased. “Who is getting married?”

“Oh, it’s a friend,” Taylor said. “Her name is Destiny. She’s getting married, and I thought to surprise her with some femdom-style bachelorette party.”

Agatha’s smile widened. “Oh, that is one splendid idea. Marvellous, refreshing.” She turned to Tatiana. “Time and again I am delighted with the young generation—Gen Z, they are…” she paused theatrically, “…so innovative, creative.”

“Well, we are trying to be,” Taylor smiled widely for the first time, genuine warmth breaking through.

Emily continued, “Especially Taylor here—a true entrepreneurial spirit, the owner of ‘Taylor Claws’…”

“Wait a second,” Agatha said, realization dawning. “Oh my God, you mean you own Taylor Claws?”

“They say I do,” Taylor smiled widely, dimples flashing like a private promise.

“Look,” Agatha said proudly, extending her hand to reveal perfectly manicured nails in a deep, glossy crimson. “These are from Taylor Claws.”

Tatiana burst into indulgent laughter, the rich sound of someone who had never needed to count pennies. “This is one viral success story.”

“Oh wow, yes of course,” Agatha said, eyes sparkling. “And a mother too—lufly, absolutely lufly.” She bent slightly to peer into the pram. “It’s a girl, yes? What’s her name?”

“Genesis,” Taylor said.

Agatha repeated the word contemplatively, savoring it. “Genesis… an amazing name.”

“Ladies, care for tea?” Agatha offered smoothly. “Instead of standing here in the aisles, we could go to the lounge. It’s tea… plus.”

Tatiana placed a warm hand on Taylor’s arm. “Oh, Taylor, you should join. It’s a wonderful experience—tea plus plus,” she added with a playful wink.

Emily laughed. “Tea plus plus, indeed.”

“Do you still have that pussy licker?” Emily asked. “Forgot his name.”

“Edward,” Agatha supplied. “Oh yes, he’s upstairs. I summon him when the mood strikes.” She laughed throatily. “And we have a new one now—a harmless Indian guy. I call him Trunks. I think you have already met him Emily.”

“Trunks?” Tatiana asked, amused. “Like… shorts?”

“Yes,” Agatha said, grinning wickedly. “Because he’s not allowed to wear any.”

The ladies joined her in rich, shared laughter—low, indulgent, the sound of women who knew exactly how the world worked.

“But he’s not allowed to see the customers, either,” Agatha added, eyes twinkling with private amusement.

Taylor tilted her head, curious. “Oh? He doesn’t see them?”

“No, no,” Agatha explained, voice smooth and melodic. “Not allowed above the ankles. He’s focused entirely on customers’ feet.” She tapped her temple theatrically, feigning forgetfulness. “Suffers from… oh, what’s the word… foot fetish. Yes, that’s it. Had to think there.”

She gave a satisfied little chuckle, as if the memory of breaking men down to such simple, obedient desires was the sweetest kind of entertainment.

Agatha straightened, beaming. “So anyway—are you coming to the lounge, ladies?”

Taylor’s eyes flicked to Nathan, then back to Agatha. She smiled softly, dimples deepening. “No, thank you. I’m with Nathan. Perhaps another day—family time.”

Agatha tilted her head, misunderstanding the gentle refusal as reluctance to leave her husband behind. “Oh, don’t worry about him. You can store him in one of our cages until you’re done shopping.”

Taylor blinked, a little confused. She looked again at Nathan—searching his face—then back at Agatha. “Well… maybe another time.”

Tatiana stepped in smoothly, voice warm and coaxing. “Oh, come on, Taylor. Let us show you. She has those cages—absolutely amazing. Just to see. You have to see.”

Nathan met Taylor’s gaze. He knew she didn’t like cages, didn’t like this world at all. But the social pressure was thick now—three powerful women waiting expectantly. Taylor reached out and took his hand, squeezing gently. It wasn’t a question; it was a silent check-in, her eyes asking: Are you okay if we go along with this?

Nathan gave the slightest nod—It’s okay. Play along.

Taylor’s face brightened, a small, genuine happiness breaking through. “Oh wow… you guys thought of everything.”

Agatha’s smile widened. “Of course we did. Let me show you. Care to follow me?”

Taylor linked arms with Emily, the two youngest falling into step behind Agatha. As they walked, Taylor turned briefly to Nathan, squeezing his hand once more—a quick, reassuring touch that said I’m with you without needing words. She didn’t let go until they had to part ways for the narrow corridor.

Nathan followed in silence, pushing the pram, the wheels humming softly over the marble, feeling the quiet comfort of Taylor’s fleeting touch still lingering on his skin. She hadn’t thrown him aside. She hadn’t abandoned him to the group. Even here, surrounded by these women, she had made sure he knew she was still with him.

They followed Agatha through the aisles—past racks of sissy maid costumes in every pastel shade, adult baby bonnets, stacks of diapers, cages of all sizes—until they reached the row of standing cages along the wall.

Taylor stopped dead.

From Nathan’s vantage, he watched her closely. She leaned forward slightly, hazel eyes narrowing as she tried to make out the figure inside—curious at first, almost playful.

Then recognition hit.

Her face flushed deep crimson, but the words died on her lips. She went very quiet, gaze fixed on the naked man bound inside. Something shifted in her expression—subtle, but Nathan knew her well enough to see it. The spark that had once burned for Rich, the dangerous fascination with the alpha who had nearly taken everything from them… it flickered and went out. Just like that. The esteemed billionaire, reduced to this—caged, helpless, owned—became nothing in her eyes. Disgust, perhaps. Or simple indifference. Whatever it was, it was gone.

Emily answered the unspoken question casually, as if remarking on the weather. “The animal in this cage is Rich. When we’re shopping and don’t need him around, we store him here.”

Tatiana laughed softly, rich with satisfaction. “Yes. We only need him when he brings revenue. Otherwise… he waits.”

Taylor didn’t respond. She didn’t exclaim, didn’t laugh. Her attention had already drifted—down the nearby aisle where rows of sleek vibrators gleamed under the lights. She stepped away a bit from the group, almost absently, fingers trailing over a display of smooth, curved toys in jewel tones. She picked one up, turning it in her hand, assessing the weight, the texture, the promise of simple, direct pleasure.

Agatha stepped up beside the cage, tapping her stick lightly against the bars. “$5,700 and this cage is yours,” she said with a saleswoman’s grin, then slid the stick between the bars to prod him playfully. Rich kept his back turned, rigid, refusing to acknowledge the poke.

“Allow me,” Emily said, her charming smile never faltering as she replaced Agatha at the cage’s side.

“Rich,” she sang lightly, voice sweet and melodic, “Oh Ri-iich… come over here and stop playing. Stop trying to hide. You cannot hide. Come here.”

Rich, hearing the unmistakable lilt of her command, turned slowly—reluctantly—back to face them.

Encased between his legs hung a massive, heavy chastity device: polished stainless steel, custom-forged to imprison his impressive size. Thick bars and unyielding plates locked everything away in brutal, gleaming confinement, the weight tugging visibly downward with every breath. Yet the swollen, straining outline beneath the metal betrayed his helpless, denied arousal—trapped, throbbing, utterly powerless.

“That’s better, isn’t it, Rich?”

“Yes, Emily,” he murmured meekly, ears burning crimson with shame. It was obvious he was anything but proud of his predicament—especially now, with Taylor witnessing it.

“Were you trying to hide from Lady Taylor here?” Emily asked again, her voice still light and melodic, but now laced with that gentle, relentless pressure—dimples deepening, blue eyes fixed on him with warm, unyielding insistence.

Taylor, idly turning a sleek vibrator over in her hand from the nearby display, raised an eyebrow at the mention of her name—glancing briefly toward Emily before her attention drifted back to the shelf.

Rich’s shoulders tensed; he kept his gaze on the floor, ears burning crimson, as if silence might somehow spare him.

Emily tilted her head, smile never wavering, but the sweetness in her tone sharpened just enough to cut.

“Rich,” she said softly, almost singing his name, “I asked you a question. Were you trying to hide from her?”

The cage offered no escape, no corner deep enough, no shadow thick enough. Every inch of him was exposed—the bound elbows forcing his chest forward, the massive steel device weighing heavily between his legs, swollen and straining against its unyielding prison. He had nowhere to go, no way to shield himself from her words or from Taylor’s stunned gaze.

He swallowed hard, voice barely a whisper. “Yes… a little.”

Emily’s smile widened, radiant and merciless. “A little? That’s not very polite, is it? Lady Taylor came all this way, and you turn your back on her?”

Rich’s breath hitched; the humiliation flooded him, thick and suffocating, layer upon layer with no way out. He was trapped—physically by the bars and ropes, emotionally by the gentle, inescapable push of her voice that left no room for pride or pretense.

“Are you sorry that you tried to hide from Lady Taylor?” she pressed, the question hanging in the air like a soft, silken noose.

Rich tried—desperately—to claw back some shred of the man he used to be. He straightened as much as the bound elbows and tight cage allowed, forcing a tight, almost casual laugh that came out thin and strained.

“Oh, absolutely… absolutely,” he said, voice pitched in that old boardroom tone, as if he were still the one signing the checks. “I’m sorry, of course. So happy to see Taylor again.”

He avoided her eyes, avoided all of them, staring somewhere past their shoulders like this was just another awkward meeting he could bluff his way through.

Emily didn’t let him.

Her charming smile never wavered, but she tilted her head, blue eyes sparkling with gentle amusement that somehow cut deeper than any glare.

“I asked you a question, Rich,” she said softly, sweetly. “Must you always talk so much? What is it you’re trying to show? That you’re still the big empire manager?” She winked playfully at the other ladies, drawing them in as silent witnesses. “Still trying to hide the fact that I own all of your assets?”

Rich’s shoulders twitched in a helpless shrug, the ropes creaking faintly. His ears burned darker.

Emily’s voice stayed light, almost kind. “So I’ll ask you again. Do you regret trying to hide from Lady Taylor?”

He swallowed, jaw working, clinging to the last thread of pride. “Yes,” he managed, the word clipped, deliberate—no “Mistress” attached.

Emily raised one perfect eyebrow, smile widening just enough to show the trap had sprung.

“Yes… what?”

The silence stretched, thick and suffocating. Tatiana’s soft chuckle, Agatha’s amused exhale, Taylor’s stunned stillness—all of it pressed in on him from every side.

Rich’s gaze dropped to the floor of the cage. The fight drained out of him like air from a punctured tire.

“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered, voice small and utterly defeated.

Emily’s dimples deepened in gentle triumph. “Good.”

Nathan watched the scene unfold in stunned silence, the sleeping baby still warm in the pram beside him.

Rich—once the untouchable titan, the man who had dismantled empires with a phone call—now stood naked and bound in that cage, reduced to desperate, futile attempts at modesty. Emily’s gentle, charming voice had stripped him layer by layer, refusing him even the smallest pretense of dignity. Every soft question, every playful prod, had dragged him lower, until the proud billionaire could only whisper “Yes, Mistress” in defeat. The massive steel chastity device locked around him gleamed cruelly under the lights, its weight pulling downward, the swollen outline beneath betraying how completely, helplessly aroused he was by his own humiliation.

Nathan felt it too—a sick, forbidden heat stirring in his own cage. Shock, yes. Disbelief. But beneath it, the old helpless arousal he had never fully escaped. The sight of Rich broken so thoroughly, so casually, by Emily’s effortless charm… it was intoxicating in the worst way.

His gaze shifted.

Tatiana had moved behind Taylor, wrapping her arms around the younger woman’s waist in a warm, possessive hug. She leaned in, lips brushing Taylor’s ear, voice low enough that only the group could hear—but loud enough for Nathan to catch every word.

“You have to admit, sweetheart,” Tatiana murmured against Taylor’s ear, voice low and teasing, “this is quite arousing.”

Taylor leaned slightly toward her, fingers still idly tracing a sleek vibrator on the nearby shelf, her gaze drifting over the display rather than lingering on the cage. She gave a small, polite laugh—more courtesy than enthusiasm.

“Oh yes… it is,” she said softly, but Nathan knew her too well to miss the truth. The words were for Tatiana’s benefit, not genuine feeling. Something had broken in Taylor the moment she recognized Rich—ever since that pillory scene, the day Emily had caned him mercilessly, the once-dangerous alpha had become nothing to her. No spark, no fascination, no lingering desire. Just quiet indifference. She didn’t want to look at him, didn’t want to engage. Her attention stayed on the vibrators—simple, direct pleasure, hers alone, no cages or cruelty required.

Nathan watched her, a bittersweet ache in his chest. She was polite, not wanting to offend, but her heart wasn’t in the game anymore—not this part of it.

Agatha’s fingers moved to the front of his shirt, unbuttoning slowly, deliberately. “I trust you have no objection,” she said conversationally, eyes on Taylor.

Taylor, absorbed in comparing two sleek vibrators from the nearby display, lifted her head at the words. Her gaze turned fully to Nathan—meeting his eyes across the lounge, a silent exchange passing between them in an instant, the deep connection of lovers who knew each other without words. A mischievous smile curved her lips, dimples flashing as she held his stare a beat longer, playful and knowing.

“Oh yes, absolutely,” she said, voice light and teasing, the smile directed straight at him.

Then, turning stricter to Agatha: “Strip him completely and cage him for me, thank you.”

The casual way she said it—not a command, not even a request, just a statement of desire laced with affectionate mischief—shocked Nathan more than anything else. Not just what she wanted, but how naturally it rolled off her tongue, that playful glance confirming she knew exactly how much he hated it… and that he’d play along anyway, because whatever floated her boat was his too.

Before he could process it, Agatha had his shirt open, then off. Trousers followed. In moments he stood naked, the cold air of the store raising gooseflesh on his skin. Agatha worked quickly, expertly—ropes appeared from nowhere, looping around his elbows and pulling them tight behind his back until his chest thrust forward helplessly, just like Rich.

“I love tying them by the elbows,” Agatha commented idly, cinching the knots. “Makes them so utterly helpless. Layers of helplessness on helplessness. Wouldn’t you agree?”

Tatiana, still hugging Taylor from behind, laughed softly. “Oh yes, I totally agree. From time to time, when the mood strikes, I tie my captives in the basement just like this. Impossible to escape. They can’t even reach the bars properly. Totally naked, totally exposed. Quite convenient.”

In no time, Nathan was stripped bare, the heavy tiger cage between his legs tugging with familiar, cruel weight.

Agatha opened the empty cage beside Rich’s, delivered a sharp, playful slap to Nathan’s ass. “In you go.”

The sting sent him stumbling forward into the confined space. The door clanged shut behind him, locked with casual finality.

The ladies outside burst into delighted laughter at how quickly he had rushed inside at one simple slap.

Agatha turned away, already dismissing them. “Okay, ladies—with these two stored away, we can continue our discussion. Come along.”

Emily, Tatiana, and Agatha walked off together—the convoy of dominant women, heels clicking in perfect rhythm, fur coats and diamonds flashing, voices light with anticipation of tea and gossip.

Taylor lingered for one additional second next to Nathan’s cage. She leaned close, her face softening as she looked at him through the bars.

“You okay?” she asked gently, a small, affectionate smile playing on her lips—she was enjoying the moment, yes, but the concern in her eyes was real.

“Yes, Mistress,” Nathan replied quietly, voice steady despite the flush on his cheeks.

“Now give me a kiss,” she said, tilting her head so he could reach her cheek.

He hurried forward as much as the cage allowed, pressing a quick, devoted kiss to her skin like a good boy.

Taylor winked at him—playful, reassuring—then joined the convoy, guiding the sleek black pram with one hand, gently rocking it as Genesis slept peacefully inside, wrapped in a soft pink blanket, oblivious to the world of power plays unfolding around her—and innocent still of the immense power she would one day wield over the men in her life… even her own father.

Nathan stood naked in his small standing cage, helpless, elbows bound, side by side with Rich. A year ago, they had been business colleagues—globetrotting, talking empires and billions. Now, at the behest of women, simply because women—at the end of the day—dominated the human race, they found themselves in this predicament.

Nathan was the first to break the heavy silence between the cages.

He tried for a chuckle, but it came out thin and hollow. “You know, Rich… I’m just trying to roll back the events, figure out how the hell I ended up standing here. Completely naked, locked in this chastity device, elbows tied behind my back like some… some animal.”

Rich gave a low, weary sigh from the next cage, the ropes creaking as he shifted. “I’m asking myself the same question, Nathan. I really am.”

Nathan glanced over, voice dropping. “I mean… how? You’re the man of the big world. You know better than anyone.”

Rich’s laugh was bitter, almost defeated. “Quite right. Quite right.” He sighed again, deeper this time. “Truth is… I just don’t know anymore.”

Nathan hesitated, then pressed on. “Was she… Emily… always like this?”

“Always like what?”

“So charming,” Nathan said. “Such an amazing woman. So… humane.”

Rich’s gaze softened, distant. “Oh yes. Ever since she was a baby, she captivated all of us. An amazing girl.”

“So you’ve been her stepfather ever since…?”

Rich nodded slowly. “Ever since.”

Nathan sensed the reluctance, the way Rich’s answers grew shorter, guarded. “How old was she when you married Tatiana?”

Rich looked at him for a long moment, then away. “When I married Tatiana… Emily wasn’t even a sperm.”

Nathan blinked. “You mean Tatiana conceived Emily after your marriage?”

Rich cut straight to it, voice flat and heavy with resignation. “Yes. In the first three years, I thought I was the father. Then… I knew Tatiana was fucking around. She fucked every male she felt like fucking. And rarely did it with me.”

Nathan shook his head slowly. “Goodness. That’s… sad. How did you react when you found out?”

Rich’s eyes met his, weary but honest. “The truth now, or the nice story?”

“The truth,” Nathan said quietly. “If you can.”

Rich exhaled. “I was turned on. It turned me on—that she was so free, having all that sex, and I wasn’t allowed. That was the only way I could really climax.”

Nathan stared, disbelief plain. “You mean… you were Tatiana’s slave?”

Rich gave a small, rueful shrug against the ropes. “I guess you could call it that. When we were alone, nobody knew. Externally, no one suspected. But between us… I was her cuckold slave.”

“You’re not anymore, though,” Nathan said. “Right?”

Rich’s gaze drifted toward the direction the women had gone. “Yeah… well. When Emily grew up, I fell for her. Deeply. Her mother wasn’t as young anymore, and Emily was… devastatingly amazing.”

He looked at Nathan, voice dropping lower, almost confessional. “You see, I have a weakness for young women. I see a pretty one, and I have to fuck her. Intensely. I can’t help it. Around that time, Tatiana became aware of it… and she suggested this open marriage scheme. It allowed me to have sex with any girl I wanted.”

Nathan nodded slowly. “Yes… I saw you with Destiny.”

Rich’s eyes lit faintly with memory. “That was pure sexual. I remember that night—I just couldn’t control myself. She was beautiful. Those tits… reminded me of Tatiana when she was young. So cute. I just had to fuck her.”

Nathan cleared his throat, the sound awkward in the confined space between cages.

“So… you mean at one point in your life you found yourself… making love to your stepdaughter?” he asked, voice hesitant, almost a whisper. “I mean… you had sex with Emily?”

Rich let out a low, weary chuckle. He looked Nathan in the eye, the weight of years and secrets heavy between them.

“I never had sex with Emily,” he said simply.

Nathan blinked, stunned. “You mean… you fell under her spell without ever penetrating her?”

Rich nodded, a faint, rueful smile touching his lips. “You’re asking it as if this isn’t exactly what’s happening to you. If I recall… you have the same issue with Taylor.”

Nathan swallowed. “I… I did have sex with Taylor. Twice. The first was before the marriage. After I promised her we’d get married. And then also 11 months ago and 2 days.”

Rich’s gaze was steady. “Yeah. So I don’t think I’m at the level where I’m even allowed to have sex with Emily.”

Nathan stared, the words sinking in. “Wow… this is so arousing. This reality.”

Rich continued, voice low and reflective. “You see, I love to fuck young women. It’s true. When there’s a young woman around, I get turned on—so much. I also love to dominate them; they’re so innocent, so eager, such a turn-on for me. But there’s one thing that gives me the ultimate satisfaction. It goes beyond the physical fucking. It’s to worship… to be submissive to a true dominant woman. I can’t truly connect to myself unless a woman humiliates me, spits on me, beats me… sometimes treats me badly.”

Nathan felt the words strike deep, like a mirror held up to his own soul. He had never fully admitted it—not even to himself—but hearing Rich lay it bare forced him to confront the joy he found in serving Taylor, in surrendering everything to her.

Rich nodded slowly, as if reading Nathan’s thoughts. “You know, Nathan… as difficult as it is for me to say this… your princess—your Taylor—has something that dominates me completely. I did my best not to tell her, not to tell anyone.” His voice cracked slightly, eyes glistening. “But this little girl had such a huge impact on me that I felt like I was falling… falling… drowning. And I had to maintain the facade that I’m the man, the alpha—because that’s what she decided I am.”

He paused, tears welling as the confession poured out.

“She was totally oblivious to the fact that years ago, Tatiana was using the cane on me. I was constantly on a leash. She didn’t know. You didn’t either. It’s true that Tatiana these days doesn’t attract me like she used to when she was young. But the minute she noticed I was falling for Taylor… all her alarm systems went off. She ordered Emily to come put me in my place.”

His voice shook. “And Emily did what she knows best. Persuaded me that I belong to her. Made me understand I was a disobedient boy.”

A sudden burst of bright, girlish laughter floated down the aisle—two eighteen-year-olds, one blonde, one brunette, both gorgeous in that effortless, spoiled way of girls who had never been told no.

The blonde spotted the cages first. She grabbed her friend’s wrist, eyes wide with delighted shock.

“Come here—quick, look!”

The brunette hung back, half-laughing, half-nervous. “What? No, what’s there?”

The blonde tugged harder, already closer. “The cages! There are actual men inside!”

“No way,” the brunette gasped, peering over her friend’s shoulder. “Those are robots or something, right? Like… mannequins?”

The blonde stepped right up to Rich’s cage, leaning in, phone forgotten in her hand.

“Are you a robot… or a real man?”

Rich, catching the playful challenge in her tone, decided to play along. He lunged forward as far as the ropes allowed and let out a sudden, low “Boo!”

The blonde squealed and jumped back, both hands flying to her mouth in that classic girlish gasp, eyes wide with delighted shock. The brunette did the same a split-second later, hands clapping over her lips, the two of them bursting into breathless giggles.

“Oh my God—he’s real!” the blonde managed between laughs, peeking through her fingers.

Both girls dissolved into laughter, the brunette clutching her friend’s arm. “Okay, let’s go—this looks dangerous!”

“No, no, wait—I want to see!” the blonde protested, stepping close again, emboldened. She leaned in toward Rich’s cage, eyes sparkling with playful curiosity. “Are you guys… on sale?”

Rich gave a wry smile. “Yes. But I’m too expensive for you.”

The blonde’s eyes sparkled. “Really?” She reached through the bars, boldly running a finger down his chest, tugging lightly at the hair there. “Nice feeling…”

The brunette tugged her sleeve. “Don’t touch him! He’ll grab your hand or something—it could be dangerous!”

The blonde laughed. “He can’t. Look—he’s cuffed behind. See?”

The brunette edged closer, peering cautiously at Rich’s midsection first—her eyes level with the cruel ropes binding his elbows tight behind his back.

“Oh my God…” she whispered, a nervous giggle escaping. “He’s really tied… look at those ropes pulling his elbows together.”

Then she tilted her head up, gaze traveling slowly upward over his broad, exposed chest to his face high above her.

She let out a soft, breathy laugh, half-shocked, half-impressed. “My goodness… he’s so tall.”

The blonde, still clinging to her friend’s arm but unable to look away, giggled back. “Oh yeah… he’s quite handsome, no?”

She tilted her head, playful. “So how much do you cost if I want to buy you?”

Rich chuckled dryly. “Five million dollars.”

She giggled, delighted. “Come on—at your age, you should pay me to spend time with you.”

The brunette finally yanked her friend’s hand. “Come on! You’re talking to some old guy like this—you don’t even know him!”

The blonde let herself be pulled, but glanced back with a flirty grin. “Pity my friend here is so scared… otherwise I’d love to spend some time with you. You’re hot, you know that?”

Rich smiled faintly. “Oh yes… they’ve told me.”

She blew him a kiss over her shoulder as her friend dragged her away. “Bye, guys!”

Their laughter—light, teasing, utterly carefree—echoed down the aisle long after the two girls had vanished around the corner.

In the sudden quiet that followed, Nathan cleared his throat, desperate for anything to break the heavy silence.

“So… how’s the Mattapan project coming along?”

Rich shrugged—as much as the elbow ropes allowed. “I don’t know.”

Nathan frowned. “What do you mean, you don’t know?”

Rich met his eyes, voice flat. “She shook me off the project.”

Nathan’s breath caught. “What do you mean Taylor shook you off the project?”

Rich nodded slowly. “Yes.”

“How could she do such a thing to a shark like you?”

Rich’s face flushed deep red, ears burning with shame. He looked away, voice barely above a whisper.

“I’m… I’m so ashamed,” Rich admitted, his voice barely above a whisper, face flushed deep crimson, ears burning. “I feel so humiliated. This is something I don’t want to talk about. It’s her… and the 51% ownership… and her lawyer. But mainly the fact that she controlled almost all the committee members. I can’t talk about it. It’s… it’s so painful.”

He swallowed hard, eyes fixed on the floor of his cage.

“For my 49% share, she paid me a hundred thousand dollars. That’s it. A hundred thousand. And now the project is fully owned by her. Current estimates—no less than fifty million.”

Nathan stared, the number hitting him like a physical blow.

Rich’s voice cracked. “She owns it all now. Every cent.”

Nathan stared in disbelief. “I didn’t know that.”

Rich shook his head slowly, eyes distant, voice laced with bitter awe.

“Your wife—Taylor—that sweet twenty-year-old beauty—is filthy rich.”

He fixed Nathan with a stare, letting the words sink in.

“Let me spell it out for you,” he said, voice dropping lower, almost reverent. “Filthy rich. F-i-l-t-h-y r-i-c-h.”

Nathan shook his head slowly. “She didn’t tell me.”

Rich gave a bitter smile. “She didn’t tell you many things. This woman… I don’t know how, but she reminds me somehow of my Emily. It’s something you’re born with. She can control men without chains, without spanking, without caning.”

Nathan hesitated, then said, “But your Emily does use spanking and caning…”

Rich nodded slowly. “Well, obviously. With a mother like Tatiana, she was groomed for it. She watched Tatiana discipline me, discipline other men. You can’t even begin to realize the connection between those two women. I’ve seen parents and children. I’ve seen love between a parent and child, a child loving a parent—all of it, yes. But what Tatiana and Emily have… it’s a bond so strong it’s devastating.”

Just then, Agatha’s heels clicked sharply as she returned, wooden stick in hand.

She didn’t speak at first. She simply slid the stick through the bars of Rich’s cage and poked him firmly in the ribs.

“I don’t understand this,” Agatha barked, her voice sharp and commanding, the tone of an unforgiving headmistress who tolerated no disobedience. “Don’t you realize you’re not supposed to speak?”

Rich flinched inside his cage but said nothing.

She thrust her stick between the bars, jabbing him firmly in the ribs. When he still didn’t respond, she hooked the tip under his chin and forced his tear-streaked face upward, lifting until he had no choice but to meet her cold, unyielding gaze.

“Look at me when I’m talking to you.”

Rich’s eyes met hers, tears slipping down his cheeks. The humiliation was overwhelming—too much for a man who had once commanded empires.

Satisfied, Agatha withdrew the stick and unlocked Rich’s cage first, yanking the door open with a metallic screech.

“Out,” she snapped.

Rich stepped forward, naked and bound, shoulders hunched in instinctive submission.

She turned to Nathan’s cage next, unlocking it with the same brisk, impersonal efficiency.

“You too. Out.”

Nathan obeyed, emerging into the aisle. The cold air bit at his exposed skin, and the sudden freedom of movement felt strange—almost wrong—after the tight confines of the cage.

Only then did Agatha loop a rope ring around Rich’s neck like a crude collar and leash, pressing the end into Nathan’s bound hands.

“March,” she commanded Nathan, voice flat and merciless. “Lead him. Come on—start walking.”

Nathan hesitated. “Where to?”

“No talking,” Agatha snapped, the stick cracking hard across his ass.

Nathan jumped forward with a sharp yelp.

The spectacle was complete: Nathan, naked, elbows lashed tightly behind his back, holding the rope leash around Rich’s neck—leading the once-mighty billionaire like a beaten dog. Agatha didn’t use words to direct them. She simply struck—hard, merciless flicks of the stick across thighs, ass, back—each one precise, calculated, leaving angry red welts and, in places, thin lines of blood. Neither man dared speak or protest; the slightest deviation from the path she wanted earned another stinging blow. She herded them like cattle through back passages, service corridors, hidden alleys of the store—places no customer was ever meant to see—far from the elegant main aisles reserved for women.

With every strike, the reality sank deeper into Nathan’s bones. This was no playful correction from Taylor, no familiar warmth mixed with control. This was raw, categorical ownership. Men were livestock here—nothing more. No rights, no choices, no dignity. One wrong step, one degree off course, and the stick found its mark. The contrast to his life with Taylor—where submission had been intimate, even tender at times—hit him like a second beating. Here, he was nothing. Less than nothing.

They reached the open lounge area at last—a semi-secluded corner of the store visible to any passing female shopper, yet intimate enough for the ladies to relax undisturbed.

The ladies were already seated—Taylor, Emily, Tatiana—deep in easy, intimate laughter, heads close together, teacups forgotten on the low table as one of them finished a story that had them all in delighted hysterics. The air was warm with friendship, with the effortless bond of women who had decided, in that moment, to be allies rather than rivals.

Agatha shoved Nathan and Rich forward, positioning them squarely in front of the low table—naked, elbows cruelly bound, leashed—standing exposed beneath the soft, golden lounge lights.

The laughter died instantly. Three pairs of beautiful eyes lifted, fixed on the two men, and the room fell into a charged, humming silence.

Taylor’s lips parted first, a slow, involuntary breath escaping. “Wow,” she whispered, voice husky, cheeks flushing deep rose. “This is… so arousing.”

Tatiana’s arms slid around her from the side, pulling her into a warm, possessive embrace. “Oh yes,” she murmured against Taylor’s ear, loud enough for all to hear. “Yes, it is.”

Taylor’s gaze fixed solely on Nathan—his familiar form rigid with shame, every muscle locked in perfect, terrified stillness. “Why is it so arousing?” she murmured, almost to herself, voice low and husky. “The way she controls him… he doesn’t even have the liberty to look away. If some woman walked past in the corridor, he wouldn’t dare glance. He just… stands there.”

Emily’s dimples deepened, her voice soft and conspiratorial, eyes also on Nathan as if Rich were invisible. “That’s the magic of Agatha. She associates any diversion with immediate pain. It works wonders.” She tilted her head, studying him with gentle amusement. “See how perfectly straight he’s standing? How desperately he wants to shift, to move, to regain even a shred of dignity… but he doesn’t. Because he knows.”

Agatha gave a modest nod, but her eyes gleamed with pride. “Thank you for the kind words, Lady Emily. I’m flattered.”

Emily laughed lightly. “It’s obvious. He’s shaking. Afraid to even breathe wrong. No rebellion. Nothing. He’s learned his place. That’s the beauty of it.”

To demonstrate, Agatha began tapping them lightly with her stick—precise, casual flicks that made both men flinch. With nothing more than the pressure and direction of the stick, she forced them to turn slowly in place—a full, humiliating 360 degrees—so the ladies could admire every angle: the red welts blooming across backs and thighs, the heavy chastity devices swinging with each reluctant step, the utter helplessness of bound elbows and leashed neck.

Agatha’s eyes gleamed with predatory satisfaction as she circled Nathan, her wooden stick trailing lazily along his exposed skin. “You can see all these fresh marks,” she commented conversationally, tapping a particularly vivid welt on Nathan’s ass with the tip of her stick—the sting lingering like a lover’s cruel kiss. “From just now, while I was bringing him here. They learn quickly, wouldn’t you agree, Nathan?”

Nathan’s voice emerged small, automatic, his body trembling under the weight of their gazes. “Yes, ma’am.”

The ladies erupted into fresh laughter—rich, delighted, unstoppable—waves of feminine amusement that washed over him, heightening his exposure, making his skin prickle with humiliated heat.

Agatha shook her head, feigning disappointment. “No, no, no—it doesn’t look like you really learned your lesson, does it, Nathan?”

‘Now how do I answer this?’ Nathan thought desperately, his mind a whirl of panic. A moment ago, he had admitted he learned it; now he had to say he hadn’t? Confusion knotted his stomach—how to escape this utter degradation, how to avoid her stick? The fear coiled tight, his naked body on full display, every inch vulnerable to her whim, every laugh from the women a fresh lash to his soul.

While he pondered, frozen in his futile attempt to think fast, Agatha’s stick cracked hard against his ass—a sharp, burning explosion that ripped a gasp from his throat. The ladies burst into even louder laughter, their delight echoing through him, sending forbidden sparks of arousal through his caged cock despite the pain.

She stepped closer, invading his space until her voluptuous presence filled his vision—her ample bosom rising and falling beneath the taut white satin blouse, so close he could almost feel the intoxicating heat radiating from her skin, the soft swell brushing tantalizingly near his chest with each breath. Leaning in as if conspiring with him, now firmly on his side like a secretive ally against the world, her voice dropped to an intimate whisper that pretended privacy but carried clearly to the others, who leaned in attentively, stifling smirks at the delicious farce. “I have an idea for you, pet—just between us,” she murmured, her warm breath grazing his ear in a way that sent forbidden shivers through him. “Why don’t you tell each of the ladies, one by one, that you learned your lesson quickly? That’ll get you out of this little mess, won’t it?”

Nathan nodded, throat dry.

She detached smoothly, presenting the ladies with a theatrical sweep of her hand. “Well?”

Nathan looked at the three women, and out of ingrained respect—utter reverence in his case—he started with the eldest, Tatiana. He approached her naked, head bowed, the cool air teasing his exposed skin. “Lady Carter, I learned my lesson.”

Tatiana shook her head, her auburn waves catching the light. “No, no—I’m not used to talking to men who stand… higher than me.”

“Oh,” Nathan murmured, dropping instantly to his knees, the marble hard against his bare skin.

He looked up at Tatiana for confirmation, the old memories flooding back—this temptress, voluptuous and fully in control, her presence alone enough to make his pulse thunder. Before he could speak, she raised one elegant, naked foot—smooth, arched, red-polished toenails gleaming—and brought it playfully to his face, slapping lightly, teasingly. “Well, what are you waiting for, Nathan?” she purred, her voice rich with amusement.

He couldn’t complete a sentence. “Lady Carter, I learned—” But she smacked his face fondly with her foot again, delighted, the soft sole brushing his lips in a way that sent humiliating shivers through him. The ladies laughed, the sound wrapping around him like silk chains. “You learned?” Tatiana prompted, tapping again.

“I learned… I learned my lesson,” Nathan managed, voice breaking as her foot lingered, the scent of her skin—faint perfume and warmth—invading his senses.

Tatiana burst into laughter. “Learned your lesson, correct.” Then, with a wink, “Bravo.”

He turned next to Emily, who held his chin with one slender finger, lifting his face gently. From this close, she was astonishingly beautiful—her hazel eyes soft yet commanding, dimples hinting at kindness even as her touch sent tremors through him. He shook from the intensity, the level of her effortless allure.

“Yes, baby,” she murmured, voice like velvet. “Speak. I’m not as mean as my mother.” She darted a playful look at Tatiana, as if chiding her for exaggerating with the helpless boy.

“Miss Emily,” he started, but she corrected him immediately, her finger tracing his jawline in a feather-light caress that made his skin burn.

“Just Emily—we’re close friends, Nathan. Just tell me,” she said, gaining him a sliver of confidence even as Tatiana’s laughter echoed through the store.

“Emily, my friend,” he said—and this sent Tatiana into such unrestrained laughter that it filled the space, drawing distant glances.

Emily remained kind, her touch lingering. “Yes? Go on, never be shy around me, Nathan.”

Tears pricked his eyes from her unexpected compassion. “I learned my lesson, Emily.”

She smiled radiantly and leaned down, planting a soft kiss on his nose—a gesture so intimate it stole his breath. “Now go tell your wife.”

Nathan shuffled toward Taylor on his knees, the marble unforgiving. She smiled at him fondly, helping him navigate the final shreds of this ordeal with a quiet warmth in her eyes.

“Taylor, Mistress,” he whispered, “I learned my lesson.”

She reached out, cupping his face gently, her touch a balm amid the storm. Their eyes met in a mutual smile born of deep, unbreakable connection.

Agatha’s voice cut through like a whip. “Stand up. Look straight. At attention.”

Nathan hurried to comply, snapping into position like a trained soldier—naked, exposed, afraid to twitch even an inch.

“As I said,” Agatha explained coolly, “he will not move one inch.” She looked at him, raising her voice. “And why?”

Nathan replied meekly, voice barely audible. “Because I learned my lesson, Aunt Agatha taught me.”

“Correct,” Agatha said, standing with her back straight and proud, chest rising with satisfaction.

Taylor’s flush deepened, her hazel eyes bright with unmistakable arousal, breath quickening as she took in the scene—Nathan’s naked vulnerability, the fresh welts blooming on his skin, the absolute obedience etched into every trembling muscle. “Wow, the level of control you have over men… it beats any imagination. This is so arousing. So… intensely arousing.”

Agatha’s smile turned knowing, intimate. “We have solutions for customers who become… too aroused.”

Without another word or a glance for permission, she pulled out her mobile phone and dialed.

The ladies fell quiet, sipping their tea, watching her with amused curiosity.

“Edward,” Agatha said into the phone, voice crisp and final. “I want you over here now.”

A pause.

“What do you mean you’re with a customer?” Her tone sharpened, cold as steel. “If I say you come here now, then you come here now.”

Another brief silence.

“Well, you heard me loud and clear.”

She ended the call with a decisive tap and slipped the phone away.

Tatiana burst into indulgent laughter, rich and delighted. Emily’s dimples flashed as she joined in.

Agatha turned to Taylor, casual as if suggesting a new nail color. “I trust you have no objection to men licking your pussy.”

Taylor’s cheeks flushed deeper, but her hazel eyes sparkled with mischief. “Well… it depends. Is he handsome? Does he look good?”

Agatha gave a short, amused laugh. “No. He looks absolutely horrible. Terrible. Terrible. But he’s very good with the tongue. You must try it.”

Taylor’s face was scarlet now, the deep blush spreading down her throat, making her look even more impossibly beautiful—radiant, almost glowing with arousal. She laughed, breathless, one hand pressed lightly to her chest as if to steady her racing heart.

“Wow,” she whispered, voice husky and trembling with excitement. “I am so turned on. It’s like… I’m being treated like the queen I am. The fact that I can just sit here, and a man is summoned—scared, obedient—to lick my pussy whenever I want… God, the power. The superiority. It’s intoxicating.”

Emily leaned back, dimples flashing in a knowing smile. “Welcome to the club, honey.”

The women’s laughter rang out louder at the sight, Tatiana wiping tears of mirth from her eyes, Taylor’s dimples deep as she took a napkin and handed it to Tatiana.

“Thank you, thank you,” Tatiana gasped, wiping tears of laughter from her eyes. “Air—I just need air to breathe!”

The sound of their joy—rich, carefree, utterly indifferent to the two humiliated men standing before them—cut deeper than any strike of the stick.

Moments later, Edward Harris appeared at the entrance to the lounge—still dressed in his impeccable upstairs salesman suit, silver beard trimmed, posture confident from years of charming wealthy clients. He carried himself like the seasoned professional he was on the main floor: warm handshake, knowing smile, the man who could sell a thousand-dollar tie without blinking.

But the instant he crossed the threshold, his composure cracked.

Agatha’s sharp gaze snapped to him.

“Edward,” she said, voice flat and cold, the tone of absolute authority. “Why are you still wearing clothes?”

Edward froze, face draining of color. “I—I was just—”

“Strip,” Agatha cut in, no room for discussion. “Now.”

Hands shaking, he began undressing—jacket, tie, shirt, trousers—folding each piece hastily, desperately, as if speed might earn mercy. In seconds he stood naked, slight frame exposed, the familiar heavy chastity device locked between his legs, head bowed in terror of her disapproval.

Agatha stood tall before him, back straight, shoulders drawn back, the crisp white satin of her blouse stretched taut across the proud swell of her ample bosom—voluptuous curves that seemed designed for real men to devour, yet forever denied to the boys she ruled. Not an inch of skin showed below her high collar, only the promise of maternal, merciless power.

She looked to Taylor, one brow arched in silent invitation.

Edward dropped to his knees before Taylor without a word, eyes lowered, body trembling slightly under her gaze. Taylor—young, radiant, impossibly beautiful in her short white skirt and red stilettos—looked down at him, her hazel eyes sparkling with a mix of curiosity and growing arousal. He was completely submissive to her already, captivated by her youth, her girlish beauty, the effortless power she exuded without even trying.

Still holding his gaze, Taylor reached beneath her skirt. Slowly, deliberately, she slid her delicate lace panties down her flawless thighs, letting them glide over toned calves and past her red heels. Edward watched every inch of the descent, breath shallow, utterly entranced by her radiant face and the intimate act unfolding before him.

She held the panties in her hand for a moment, glancing left, then right—nowhere suitable to put them. With a playful, aroused little smile, she draped them gently over his bowed head like a veil.

Taylor settled back in her seat, parting her thighs just enough, and pointed between them.

“Okay,” she said, voice husky with excitement. “Let’s see how good you are at this.”

Edward leaned in instantly, his tongue finding her with practiced devotion. Taylor’s head fell back slightly, a soft moan escaping her lips as pleasure rippled through her.

“Oh… wow,” she breathed, looking across at Agatha. “This is so arousing. The whole situation… I agree.”

It was then that Nathan spotted him—a young Indian man, completely naked, approaching the ladies with a silver tray balanced carefully in his hands. Coffee cups and delicate plates of cake trembled slightly with each step. This had to be “Trunks,” the new one Agatha had mentioned. He moved with the practiced caution of someone who knew one wrong move could cost him dearly, eyes fixed firmly on the floor, never daring to look above ankle level.

Trunks knelt gracefully before the low table in front of the ladies, placing the tray down with the utmost care—coffee, milk, sugar, tiny forks, and perfect slices of cake arranged like an offering. The women barely acknowledged him at first, still giggling over the sight of Nathan and Rich.

Emily, however, noticed immediately. Her radiant smile widened as she reached out and caught him gently but firmly by the ear, pulling him closer until he was bent low beside her chair.

“Hey, sweet boy,” she said, voice warm and melodic, full of genuine affection. “How have you been?”

Trunks flushed, eyes still down, but a shy smile tugged at his lips. “I’m… I’m good, Miss Emily. Thank you.”

“And your studies?” she asked softly, fingers loosening just enough to stroke his hair. “That compiler design exam—how did it go?”

He hesitated, voice timid. “I… I scored an A, Miss Emily.”

Emily’s dimples deepened, delight lighting her face. “That’s wonderful! See? I knew you could do it.” She leaned closer, playful now. “You know, you could always come work for me at LLM-Robotics.”

Trunks laughed softly, a mix of gratitude and nervous excitement.

Emily’s smile turned teasing. “Of course… we don’t really hire software developers these days. We employ AIs.” She winked. “But you can still be my personal foot slave. Would you like that?”

Trunks’ laugh was breathless, devoted. “Yes, Miss Emily.”

She guided his head lower—lower—until his face was inches from her feet. With graceful ease, she slipped off one high-heeled sandal. Without a word, Trunks began his work: sniffing reverently, pressing soft kisses to her instep, massaging with trembling, devoted fingers. He was completely under her spell, lost in the ritual.

“Okay, but Taylor—it’s the bachelorette party you’re interested in, yes?” Agatha said, voice crisp and professional. “Let me show you something perfect.”

She gestured to a large, freestanding board—taller than a man, wide enough to hide one completely—wheeled in from a side alcove. The front was beautifully illustrated: elegant, stylized drawings of women in various playful poses, hands cupped suggestively forward. At waist height, several neat circular holes had been cut—each framed by those painted hands, so that anything inserted would appear to be held tenderly by the illustrated woman.

The ladies leaned in, curiosity piqued.

Agatha tapped the board proudly. “Classic party favorite. The men stand behind—you can’t see their faces, can’t see anything but what comes through the holes. The game is simple: identify your cock. Guess correctly—two points. Wrong guess—penalty drink, or whatever rules you set.”

The women burst into delighted laughter at the sheer absurdity and cheek of it.

Agatha grinned. “Keys, please.”

Taylor, still lost in the exquisite pleasure of Edward’s devoted tongue, let out a soft, breathy moan. She glanced down at him—kneeling between her parted thighs, face buried beneath her short white skirt—and smiled lazily.

“Edward, darling,” she purred, voice husky with arousal, “please release the key from my anklet and give it to Aunt Agatha.”

Edward paused just long enough to obey, his lips glistening as he drew back. With careful, trembling fingers he unclasped the delicate gold chain from her ankle, the tiny tiger-key charm glinting in his palm. He handed it up to Agatha without daring to meet anyone’s eyes, then immediately returned to his worship, tongue resuming its fervent, practiced rhythm.

Agatha caught the key deftly, adding it to the one Tatiana had tossed her moments earlier.

She moved behind the board where Rich and Nathan waited, out of sight. The soft metallic clink of chastity devices unlocking echoed—followed by two heavier thuds as the steel cages hit the floor.

The ladies laughed harder at the unmistakable sound.

“Stuff your cocks through the holes, boys,” Agatha commanded from behind the screen.

Moments later, two erect cocks appeared—protruding proudly through the illustrated hands, framed like obscene trophies.

The women erupted.

One was massive—thick, long, heavy, veins prominent, the head flared and glistening. The other, though fully erect, was noticeably smaller—neat, eager, but dwarfed in comparison.

Agatha emerged from behind the board, positioning herself proudly in front of the two protruding cocks like a curator unveiling prized exhibits. The women’s eyes were already bright with anticipation.

She reached out casually, wrapping her fingers around the larger shaft first—thick, heavy, veined—and gave it a slow, deliberate stroke, watching it twitch in response.

The ladies erupted in delighted laughter.

Then she turned to the smaller one, pinching it lightly between thumb and forefinger as if examining a curiosity, giving it a gentle tug that made it bob eagerly.

The laughter grew louder, richer.

Agatha glanced back at them, mock-serious. “Okay, so now you have to guess—which one is which?”

Tatiana leaned forward, eyes sparkling with amusement. “You’re kidding, right? This is some sort of joke.”

Agatha blinked, genuinely puzzled. “Excuse me?”

“Well,” Tatiana said, gesturing with her coffee cup, “it’s obvious. The big one belongs to Rich. And the… child one belongs to Nathan.”

Agatha nodded sagely, as if confirming a scientific fact. “Yes, exactly. I mean, it’s easy in this case. You cannot compare the cock of a mature man…” she stroked the massive shaft again for emphasis, “…to that of a child.”

The way she delivered it—calm, educational, utterly deadpan—sent the women into fresh hysterics. Taylor doubled over, tears streaming, Emily’s dimples deep as she gasped for breath, Tatiana fanning herself with a napkin.

Agatha continued, undeterred, warming to her sales pitch. “But in a true party, there are all sorts of sizes. It’s not only about the size of the cock—it’s about the color, the shape, the way it reacts to specific strokes. You understand what I’m saying?”

She demonstrated lightly on both, eliciting another wave of laughter.

Then she turned to Taylor. “So what do you say? Are you interested?”

Taylor wiped her eyes, still giggling. “No, no—I want something else. I’m not interested in this one.”

Just then, Zoe passed by, golden-blonde bob swinging, and stopped dead in her tracks. Her gaze locked on the board—specifically on the massive cock protruding proudly through one of the illustrated hands.

Zoe Foster—the store’s famed sissification expert, the young woman who could take any ordinary man and, with her sultry confidence and loving touch, convert him into an eager, devoted sissy slave—stood frozen, lips parted in genuine shock. Her radiant smile faltered, replaced by wide-eyed awe, a faint tremor of arousal running through her. She had seen countless cocks in her work, locked away dozens with gentle, teasing hands, but nothing like this. The sheer size left even her—poised, commanding, always in control—momentarily speechless, cheeks flushing as she stared, utterly dumbfounded by something so far beyond the moderate, manageable sizes she usually tamed.

Agatha noticed and laughed. “Zoe, haven’t you seen a cock in your life?”

Zoe’s cheeks flushed deeper; her usual confident poise faltered, voice husky with need. “Oh… I’ve seen many,” she breathed, eyes wide. “But… is this real?”

Agatha’s grin widened. “Of course it’s real. Would you like to feel it?”

Zoe glanced at Tatiana for permission. Tatiana waved an indulgent hand. “You have my blessing. Go ahead.”

Zoe knelt slowly before the board, her cool hand wrapping tentatively around the thick shaft—fingers barely meeting. She exhaled a shaky breath, stroking once, feeling the veins throb under her touch.

“Oh my God… I can’t believe it. This is bigger than the dildos we sell here.”

Agatha chuckled. “Yes, indeed it is.”

Zoe leaned in closer, her breath hot against the skin, pressing reverent kisses along its length—soft, lingering, her tongue flicking out to taste. Her eyes half-closed in rapture, body arching slightly as if the act sent sparks through her own core.

“Wow… this is so amazing,” she breathed. “Can I stay? Just to watch?”

Agatha didn’t answer immediately. She arched a brow and looked to Tatiana, silent, deferential.

Tatiana, regal in her white fox-fur coat, gave a small, indulgent nod—slow, gracious, the movement of a queen granting favor.

“Be my guest,” she said, voice rich and warm.

Zoe’s smile widened, grateful and eager. She didn’t presume to join the ladies on the plush lounge sofa. Instead, she took a respectful position just beside it—standing, poised, her gaze locked unashamedly on the huge cock still protruding through the board, watching every twitch, every reaction, as if it were the most fascinating thing she had ever seen.

Nathan watched from his exposed position, the smaller protrusion beside Rich’s ignored, feeling utterly worthless—no woman wanted him.

Word spread quickly. Other female customers strolling nearby drifted over, drawn by the spectacle. In minutes, a small circle formed—elegant women in furs and diamonds, curious younger shoppers, all staring, touching, kissing, licking, even sucking briefly on the massive cock.

Nathan, from his position in the adjacent hole, turned his head to the left—the only direction the board allowed him to see clearly.

Rich’s head was tilted back against the wood, eyes half-closed, mouth parted in silent gasps. His bound elbows creaked with every involuntary jerk of his body, the ropes pulling tighter as waves of overwhelmed pleasure coursed through him. His face was flushed deep red, jaw clenched then slackening, utterly lost in the relentless attention from so many soft, eager mouths and hands. The massive shaft throbbed visibly with each touch, glistening now, betraying how utterly, helplessly aroused he was—pushed far beyond endurance by the sheer volume of worship.

No one on the other side could see Rich’s face, hidden behind the tall board. Only Nathan had this private view of the once-untouchable billionaire reduced to raw, trembling ecstasy.

Nathan’s own smaller cock remained untouched, ignored—aching uselessly in the cold air. And in a strange way, he felt better about it. This was predictable. Safe. Women were drawn to big cocks; there was no competition here, no spotlight on him. He could accept that. Better to stay in the shadows than endure the unbearable arousal of attention he didn’t deserve.

But the turn of events that came next was the last thing he could have expected.

Emily rose gracefully from her seat, radiant in her sleek dark mink jacket draped open over barely-there lace, diamonds glittering at her throat. Her chic French carré bob—soft golden blonde, perfectly cut just below the jaw—framed her heart-shaped face, accentuating those innocent blue eyes and perfect dimples that could disarm anyone.

Nathan watched from his side of the board, heart hammering. She’s going to Rich. Obviously. Where else?

But Emily didn’t veer toward the massive shaft. Instead, her steps brought her closer—closer to his side. Through the small peephole cut into the board, Nathan caught glimpses of her approach: the sway of her hips, the soft gleam of diamonds, the effortless grace that made her seem untouchable.

His breath caught. No… please… don’t come over here. Not to me. I’m nothing. Seriously—this is too much for me. I don’t want to be in the spotlight. In her spotlight. The thoughts raced through his mind in frantic loops. She’s doing this out of compassion—such a beautiful soul she is… but please, no…

What he hadn’t noticed—until now—was Trunks. The young Indian man, who had been kneeling at Emily’s feet moments earlier, now moved silently beside her on all fours. Emily had slipped a thin leather collar around his neck while he was distracted by the spectacle, attaching a short chain leash she held loosely in one hand. Trunks crawled obediently, naked, head low, keeping perfect pace with her stride, the chain swaying gently between them.

Nathan’s stomach twisted harder. Even Trunks… she just… claimed him. Like it’s nothing.

Emily paused a few steps from the board, tugging lightly on the leash. “Sit,” she said softly, voice warm but firm.

Trunks immediately dropped into a perfect sit—knees together, back straight, hands resting on his thighs, eyes down. His own cock, hard and helpless, jutted out vulnerably in the begging position she had trained him into—exposed, ignored, forgotten the moment she turned her attention elsewhere.

Emily glanced back at him with a casual smile, then returned her gaze to the board.

“Actually,” she said lightly as she drew nearer, her voice carrying to the group and straight to Nathan, “I don’t like huge cocks. I’d never have one like that inside me. I like them… normal. Real.”

The words hit Nathan like a bolt—his pulse thundered, a dizzying mix of shock and helpless arousal flooding through him. She prefers… she prefers the lowly me? The most sexy of them all—the untouchable goddess—is choosing my smaller, ignored cock? No… please, I don’t want this. There’s no need. Just keep going to Rich’s—I’m nothing, really. No competition…

Emily paused, then glanced casually to her right at Trunks, who knelt obediently at her side.

“Beg,” she said calmly, almost offhand.

Trunks complied instantly, raising his arms like a puppy’s paws, body arched in perfect, humiliating submission. His own cock jutted forward helplessly, exposed and untouched, the position leaving him utterly vulnerable—yet he held it without protest, simply because it was her whim.

The sight alone overwhelmed Nathan with fresh arousal—the casual cruelty of it, the effortless way Emily could command such total, degrading obedience with a single word.

Only then did she step close to Nathan.

Her cool, delicate fingers wrapped gently around his smaller cock.

The feeling was heavenly—pure, overwhelming bliss. Emily—the most beautiful woman in the room, the one who could ruin empires with a smile—was touching him, stroking him lightly, her hand soft and confident, sending electric pleasure surging through his denied body.

Nathan nearly fainted, breath ragged, every nerve alight with the impossible reality of her touch. Through the peephole he could see her up close—radiant, smiling, kind—her presence alone enough to make the cage feel tighter, the denial sharper, the surrender sweeter.

She looked back at Taylor—while continuing to stroke Nathan’s cock absently, her fingers gliding slow and teasing along the shaft, building a fire he couldn’t extinguish—Taylor gently rocking the pram to keep Genesis asleep.

“You’re so lucky, Taylor,” Emily said sincerely, her touch never pausing, sending fresh waves of electricity through Nathan’s denied body.

Taylor glanced over, her smile soft and genuine, though her focus stayed mostly on the baby. “Oh yes… Nathan is my husband. The best man a woman could wish for.”

Emily’s stroke deepened just a fraction, eyes sparkling with gentle amusement as she looked between Taylor and Nathan. “Oh yes… absolutely. So adorable. So adorable.”

Taylor’s eyes lit up, her voice warm with love as she began, gaze drifting to Nathan with that deep, unbreakable affection. “Well I guess it’s about his unwavering devotion. He surrendered everything—his pride, his fortune, his freedom—to serve me completely, without a single regret.”

“You know, Emily,” Taylor continued, voice catching slightly as tears came to her eyes—Tatiana quickly passed her a tissue—“perhaps you don’t even imagine, but with other men Nathan is quite alpha. He’s so accomplished, gifted, gets-what-he-wants… but with me…” Her voice faltered, tears spilling over. “With me… he has absolutely no issue with dignity or pride. For me he would give—and he gave—all of his wealth, all of his care.”

Emily continued to stroke, her touch slow and deliberate now, fingers gliding from base to tip with exquisite control, each pass making Nathan’s cock pulse harder, the pleasure coiling tighter in his core. “This is touching my soul, Taylor…” Emily said softly. “It is…”

Nathan’s breath hitched, the casual pressure of her hand pushing him closer to the edge. He fought it—No, not now, not here—but the words, the touch, the fact that the Emily, the most beautiful of them all, was stroking him like this… it was too much. His cock throbbed helplessly in her grip, arousal coiling tighter, shame and bliss twisting into one unbearable knot.

Taylor nodded, enthusiasm building through her tears. “There were some darker points in my life. Some of them happened in that penthouse which I don’t want to touch, no—but the point is… Nathan was there. Always for me. He was my rock, my confidant, my true… I mean true girlfriend.”

Emily’s eyes widened softly. “Wow… that’s so rare with men these days—men who can truly and voluntarily become a true girlfriend—you know what I mean?” She said while continuing mercilessly stroking Nathan’s cock, her fingers now circling the sensitive head with teasing precision.

“And the way he looks at me,” Taylor continued, her voice softening, “Just think about it… the way he morphed, giving up everything just to stay in my orbit, spoiling me, even when I am quite a brat and full of complaints, always understanding, always there for me.”

Her words were touching Emily, and instinctively she increased the strength and pace of her strokes. Nathan felt the climax building dangerously—Please, no… I’m not allowed—his body betraying him, hips twitching involuntarily under Emily’s relentless touch. The praise, the humiliation of being discussed like this while she stroked him… it was exquisite torture.

“Wow,” Emily breathed again, leaning in closer, her stroke lingering at the tip. “He is a dream.”

Taylor’s smile deepened. “His acceptance of denial, too—he’s been locked for months sometimes, and he never complains. His arousal is mine to control, and he thrives on it.”

“Wow,” Emily said softly, her hand slowing but not stopping, building the pressure unbearably. Nathan’s knees weakened, the edge so close—Hold on… don’t…—tears pricking his eyes from the intensity.

Taylor’s voice grew even more tender. “His humility—once a millionaire, now my lowly house husband, cleaning, maintaining, serving without ego, finding joy in my happiness.”

Emily’s eyes met Taylor’s, full of genuine warmth. “He’s such an angel. Wow… just wow. Do you mind if I… make him cum? He’s been such a good obedient boy, holding back like this.”

Taylor laughed softly, eyes shining with love as she looked at Nathan’s cock. “Well, actually… I’d love that. I always forget—and as result he goes months without. Yeah… why not?”

Emily’s touch shifted expertly—firmer, faster, her hand a velvet vise that dragged him over the edge. Nathan shattered with a choked gasp, spilling helplessly into her palm, the climax ripping through him like lightning—intense, overwhelming, by the hand of the enemy, the untouchable Emily who had once stolen his confessions and now took his release.

Tears slipped down his cheeks—not from shame, but from the raw, exquisite flood of it all.

Emily wiped her hand delicately on a napkin, smiling serenely. “There. All better.”

She then looked down at Trunks, tilting her head with playful curiosity. “Now that was a beautiful climax—right?”

Trunks froze, confused, the question catching him off guard. He stared up at her, throat working, then managed a timid, “Yes.”

In the blink of an eye, Emily’s delicate hand flashed out—a sharp, stinging slap across his cheek. The sound cracked through the lounge, quick and decisive.

“Forgot so soon?” she said, voice still sweet but edged with steel. “Woof for yes. Woof-woof for no.”

Tears welled instantly in Trunks’ eyes—not just from the sting, but from the crushing wave of humiliation that flooded him. His throat closed, voice breaking as he forced out a choked, “Woof.”

Emily’s smile returned, brighter now, delighted. “Yes, that’s better.” She giggled softly. “Such a good doggie.”

Emily turned away, tugging lightly on the chain leash attached to Trunks’ collar. “Come along,” she said, voice soft but unmistakably commanding, the tone one uses with a well-trained pet.

Trunks crawled obediently after her, naked and collared, keeping perfect pace on all fours as she returned to her seat. The short chain swayed between them, a visible symbol of his complete submission.

She settled gracefully into her chair, crossing one leg over the other with deliberate sensuality—thigh sliding over thigh, the motion drawing every eye. Without a word, she raised her hand above him, making a small, circular gesture: turn over.

Trunks understood instantly. He rolled onto his back on the cool marble floor, stretching out like a living carpet at her feet, arms relaxed at his sides, body fully exposed and vulnerable.

Emily slipped off her right stiletto with a graceful motion, setting it aside. Then, with the calm entitlement of a queen, she placed her bare foot on his face—arches resting against his lips, toes curling slightly. Trunks inhaled deeply, reverently, the warm, intoxicating scent of her skin and faint leather flooding his senses. His tongue darted out, lapping with utter devotion between her toes, savoring every faint trace of salt, every delicate space, as if it were the holiest act he would ever perform.

He was completely lost—reduced to the lowest possible point beneath the Emily, the famous, devastating beauty whose charm had ensnared and ruined countless men, the woman who lived as a constant, unreachable dream in the minds of so many who had fallen prey to her effortless spell. Yet here he was, granted the once-in-a-lifetime privilege of licking between the toes of the Emily, and the gratitude in his trembling body was absolute.

Emily barely glanced down, her smile serene and distant, as if such utter worship were simply her due.

Agatha glanced at the board, then back at Taylor, one brow arched. “Still? You haven’t changed your mind? You sure you don’t want some of these?”

Taylor looked again at the two cocks protruding helplessly through the holes—one massive and imposing, the other smaller, almost delicate in comparison. She bit her lip, a slow smile spreading.

“Actually… coming to think about it, it should be fun. I’ll take ten of these.”

Agatha’s grin widened. “Thank you for your business, ma’am. Anything else for your bachelorette party?”

Taylor tilted her head, playful. “You tell me. I’m not familiar with this stuff.”

Agatha’s eyes gleamed. “Oh, let me show you something very, very creative.”

She glanced briefly at Nathan’s cock—now softening slightly—and twisted her lips in mild disapproval. With quick, practiced motions, she released the elbow ropes from both men, letting their arms fall free.

She strode to a nearby shelf and returned with a colorful box, opening it to reveal four bright plastic rings made of smooth, eco-friendly material.

“These,” she said proudly, “are for the ring-toss game. The men stand back—” she flicked her stick lightly, directing Nathan and Rich a few steps away from the board—“and you throw the rings. Try to land them on the cocks.”

A sudden, sharp cry pierced the lounge—Genesis, awake and distressed in her pram.

Taylor jumped as if struck, all color draining from her earlier flush. The playful arousal vanished in an instant, replaced by pure maternal alarm.

“No—no, we can’t continue,” she said, voice tight with worry, already moving toward the pram. “Nathan, come here—take her, quick!”

Nathan hurried forward, still bound at the elbows, awkward and helpless. The ladies sprang into motion—Emily untying his ropes with quick, gentle fingers, Tatiana gathering his scattered clothes and pressing them into his arms, Agatha handing Taylor the chastity key with brisk efficiency.

Genesis’s cries grew louder, echoing off the walls, turning the lounge into a whirlwind of commotion—coats rustling, heels clicking, voices overlapping in hurried concern.

Taylor scooped the baby into her arms, rocking her instinctively, murmuring soft shushing sounds as the cries began to quiet against her chest.

“I’m so sorry,” Taylor repeated, breathless, eyes darting between the women as Genesis’s cries grew louder, more insistent. “She needs rest—we have to go. Thank you… maybe next time.”

The lounge dissolved into hurried motion. Emily was first to her side, helping gather the diaper bag. Tatiana followed, pressing a quick, warm hug on Taylor despite the chaos. Zoe waved with a sympathetic smile, and Agatha gave a brisk, understanding nod.

Taylor managed brief, tense hugs for Emily and Tatiana—more a gesture of courtesy than affection—then a quick wave to Zoe and Agatha. Nathan, half-dressed and flustered, grabbed the pram handle with one hand while buttoning his shirt with the other.

Genesis screamed the entire time, face red, tiny fists waving in distress.

Taylor shot one last apologetic look over her shoulder, then hurried toward the elevators, Nathan at her side, the pram wheels rattling over the marble as the baby’s cries echoed down the corridor behind them.

They disappeared around the corner, leaving the lounge, the games, and the stunned silence in their wake.

20 Minutes Later Taylor’s Mansion

The front door burst open and Taylor stormed in, Genesis screaming in her arms—angry, red-faced cries that no amount of rocking could soothe. The sound ricocheted off the high ceilings of the grand foyer, sharp and unrelenting.

Jonathan and Austin, hearing the door, rushed downstairs as they had been trained—standing at perfect attention in the entryway, backs straight, eyes down, hands clasped behind them. “Welcome home, ma’am,” they said in unison, voices low and respectful.

Taylor didn’t even glance at them.

She thrust the furious baby into Jonathan’s arms. “Here—take her.”

Then, to Austin, voice tight with exhaustion and frustration: “Please prepare her formula. Your brilliant father forgot to bring enough food, of course she’s screaming.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Austin replied instantly, already turning toward the kitchen.

“Of course she’s hungry,” Taylor muttered, more to herself than anyone, tears of helpless worry in her eyes. “The poor thing.”

Nathan, still bound by the lingering humiliation of the store, began unpacking the pram in silence—bags of new purchases, diaper supplies, the works—his movements mechanical.

Taylor didn’t wait. She strode straight into the living room and collapsed into her favorite armchair—the one positioned like a throne at the center of the space—legs stretched out, short white skirt riding high on her thighs, red stilettos still on. She stared blankly at the massive TV screen, tension etched in every line of her beautiful, exhausted face.

Moments later, Austin returned with the warmed bottle. Jonathan carefully settled Genesis into the crook of his arm and slipped the nipple into her mouth.

Silence fell—blissful, sudden silence—as the baby latched on and began to drink greedily.

Taylor’s shoulders sagged with relief. Tears glistened in her hazel eyes as she watched.

“She was so hungry,” she whispered, voice cracking. “My poor girl.”

The three men stood quietly nearby—Jonathan cradling the baby with practiced care, Austin hovering in case anything else was needed, Nathan pausing mid-unpacking.

Taylor looked up at them, the storm in her eyes easing into something softer, warmer. A small, grateful smile curved her lips—the queen reclaiming her composure.

“Thank you, boys,” she said, voice gentle now. “Thank you so much.”

Austin bowed his head slightly. “Anything else, ma’am? I can run a bath for her.”

Taylor nodded. “Yes, do that.”

Jonathan shifted the baby carefully. “And when she’s done eating, ma’am—I’ll hold her upright until she burps. I promise.”

Taylor’s gaze turned to Nathan. The softness faded, replaced by that familiar, quiet command.

“Nathan,” she said simply, “go upstairs. Clean our room.”

He met her eyes for a moment—knowing better than to argue—and nodded. “Yes, Taylor.”

The three men moved off—Jonathan and Austin tending to Genesis with devoted care, Nathan heading upstairs in silence.

Taylor remained in her armchair, legs crossed, red stilettos gleaming, the massive TV flickering ignored in front of her. She was once again the undisputed queen of her domain—resting, serene, utterly in control.

Nathan moved through the second-floor bedroom with quiet efficiency, the vacuum cleaner humming softly in his hands as he guided it across the plush carpet. The room was vast—Taylor’s domain, scented faintly with her perfume, every surface gleaming from the boys’ earlier efforts. He straightened the silk sheets on the king-sized bed, fluffed the mountain of pillows she loved, wiped an invisible speck from the mirrored vanity where her nail-polish empire began as a single idea.

His back ached slightly from the earlier ropes, faint red lines still visible on his elbows when he caught his reflection in the full-length mirror. He paused, just for a moment, staring at the man he had become.

Once, he had been Nathan Whitmore—self-made millionaire, builder of companies, master of boardrooms. A man who commanded respect, who had everything.

Now, at forty-seven, he was something else entirely.

He vacuumed under the bed, the low hum filling the silence of his thoughts. There was no resentment. No regret. Only a deep, abiding peace that settled in his chest like warm whiskey.

Taylor—his twenty-year-old wife, the radiant, impossible girl who had conquered his world—owned everything now. The mansion. The business. The money. The power. And him. Completely.

He had fought it once. Long ago. Tried to hold on to dignity, to control, to the illusion that he was still the man in charge.

But the moment she surpassed him—when “Taylor Claws” exploded, when her wealth dwarfed his lost millions—he had understood. There was no point fighting. No point clinging to pride when surrender felt this right.

She was filthy rich. And it all belonged to her. Not to him.

He was her husband, yes. But more truly, he was her servant. Her devoted, lowly house husband. And he didn’t complain—not once.

This was his destiny.

He finished vacuuming, coiled the cord neatly, and stood in the center of the room—her room—feeling the familiar pull of submission settle over him like a blanket. The cage tugged gently between his legs, a constant reminder. The faint welts from Agatha’s stick still stung when he moved. And yet… he was happy.

Truly happy.

Because the best thing in life—the only thing that mattered—was serving a woman like Taylor. A woman who saw his deepest need and claimed it without apology. A woman who let him devote himself completely, who accepted his worship and gave him purpose in return.

Nathan smiled faintly to himself in the quiet room.

He wouldn’t have it any other way.

The game, it seemed, was far from over.

But for Nathan, it had already been won. 

Taylor sat in her armchair like a queen on her throne, one leg crossed over the other, red stilettos still on. Jonathan had brought her a glass of chilled white wine before disappearing upstairs to help with Genesis’s room. She sipped slowly, the cool liquid sliding down her throat, easing the last of the tension from the store.

She was content—but not settled. A restless heat still simmered beneath her skin, the memory of the lounge, the cages, the raw power on display refusing to fade.

She picked up her phone, unlocked it by entering her password with a quick tap of her fingers, and dialed.

The line clicked open.

Taylor’s lips curved into a smile. “Hey, Destiny—guess who I ran into today? Your porn star.”

A pause. “Uh… hi, Taylor. This is Daniel.”

Taylor laughed softly. “Oh—hi, Daniel. So now you’re answering Destiny’s phone?”

Daniel’s voice warmed with shy pride. “Yes, ma’am. Kind of… initial filtering.”

Taylor’s dimples deepened. “Good boy. Getting ready for the wedding?”

“Oh yes, absolutely, Mistress Destiny is the most wonderful thing that’s ever happened to me.”

“And you’re going to be a good boy for her forever?”

“Of course. Of course, Miss Whitmore.”

Taylor giggled. “Put her on, sweetie.”

A rustle, then Destiny’s bright voice. “Hey! What’s up?”

“Guess who I ran into today?” Taylor said, voice teasing. “Your porn star.”

Destiny gasped, then laughed. “Rich? No way! Where?”

Taylor leaned back, sipping her wine. “SissyLand. Long story. But girl… you should have seen him. He’s a perfect puppy now.”

Destiny’s laugh was delighted, proud. “I know, right? Who knew?”

Taylor’s tone turned playful. “Anyway, I was shopping for your bachelorette party—some fun femdom games. You’re going to love it.”

“Oh, Taylor—no, don’t go spending all that money! It’s just a small thing. Maybe fifteen girls.”

Taylor waved a hand, even though Destiny couldn’t see it. “Don’t worry about it. And we have to visit SissyLand together sometime. You can store Daniel in a cage while we shop. It’s… an experience.”

Destiny burst out laughing, the sound bright and delighted.

“Okay, Destiny—I’ve got to run. So the bachelorette party is Saturday at seven p.m., right?”

“Yes—Saturday, seven p.m.”

“Perfect. See you then.”

Taylor ended the call, set the phone aside, and took another slow sip of wine. A private, satisfied smile curved her lips as she picked up the phone once more, unlocked it, and dialed another number.

The line clicked open.

“Hey, Taylor,” came Nick’s confident, mature voice. “What’s up?”

She leaned back, lips curving into a slow, private smile.

“To tell you the truth, Nick… I’m super horny.”

A pause—surprised, pleased. “What? Why? What happened?”

“I’ll tell you about it when you come pick me up.”

“Okay,” he said, voice warming. “So tonight—what time?”

“Not tonight, Nick. Come pick me up now.”

“Oh—now?” Shock rippled through his tone. “Wait, I can’t. I’m in the middle of work.”

“Then no need,” Taylor said coolly, voice laced with lazy indifference. “I’ll just do it with Matthew—he’s such a good boy, so obedient… always on time.”

“No—wait, Taylor, please,” Nick pleaded, frantic now.

“No, it’s okay, Nick. No rush,” she replied, barely suppressing a laugh—he couldn’t hear how deliciously amusing this was for her.

“No, but seriously—when will you let me out of this chastity device?” he begged, voice cracking.

Taylor let the silence stretch, savoring it. “When I feel like it, okay? So you can’t—then you can’t.”

“Okay, okay—I’ll pick you up in thirty minutes.”

She paused again, casual, letting him sweat.

“No. Make it twenty.”

“Okay, okay—twenty. No problem.”

“You know, at some point you will have to see the baby. You have no idea how beautiful she is.”

“Yes, yes—just like her mother,” he said quickly.

“Oh, she’ll be gorgeous,” Taylor murmured, tears suddenly pricking her eyes—pride, love, a fierce protectiveness. “Much more beautiful than me.”

“Okay—you have eighteen minutes,” she said softly, and ended the call.

She set the phone on the armrest and took another slow sip of wine.

The house was quiet now—Genesis fed and settled, the boys tending upstairs, Nathan cleaning as ordered.

Taylor leaned back in her armchair, the cool wine glass resting against her lips, a slow, satisfied smile curving them.

She was twenty—young, radiant, life lavishing its gifts upon her with shameless generosity. Taylor Claws, her nail empire, was exploding—branches across New England, Europe next, money pouring in like an endless tide. And the Mattapan project? Fully hers now, every lucrative cent, snatched from Rich’s grasp with a single, ruthless signature. Filthy rich didn’t begin to cover it.

The mansion hummed with quiet devotion. Nathan—her once-millionaire husband—had nothing left, not a cent to his name, living entirely off the allowance she doled out when the mood struck. His sons, Jonathan and Austin, served just as eagerly, their lives orbiting her every whim. Nathan, Nick, Matthew—all locked in heavy chastity devices, throbbing uselessly at her command. She toyed with the idea of adding Jonathan and Austin to the collection—just for the fun of it, the delicious thrill of watching strong young men reduced to helpless, aching obedience.

But beneath that playful cruelty, Taylor felt something deeper, warmer. Nathan was more than a servant to her. He was her husband—the man who had chosen her, who had loved her through every storm, who had surrendered everything without bitterness. She had won his total devotion, his unwavering heart, and that felt like the greatest achievement of her life. He had given her a family, a legacy in Genesis, and he had done it with quiet, selfless love. The boys followed his example, their loyalty to her rooted in the love he had shown them. She glanced toward the stairs where he worked, a soft smile touching her lips. Yes, she owned him completely—but she cherished him, too.

Taylor deserved such a husband, she deserved those kids. She deserved it all. Beautiful, sharp, unstoppable. Entitled to every second of the pampering, the worship, the endless, sensual surrender of the men born to serve her. They existed to do their very best just to remain in her orbit—and she reveled in it.

Upstairs, Nathan finished polishing the mirrors in their bedroom, pausing to catch his reflection: the man he had become. Once a self-made millionaire, master of empires. Now? At the very bottom—ruined, penniless, caged, serving a twenty-year-old goddess who owned him completely.

And he wouldn’t have it any other way.

Total, blissful surrender.

The spiral was complete.

The End
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