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Chapter 1: The First Crack

I’m Logan. Twenty years old.
Life, to be fair, was going pretty well.

Second–year economics student. My routine was simple: classes, part–time work, gaming on the weekends.
Single. My last relationship had ended over a year ago, and I hadn’t really felt lonely.

Mostly because of Mark.

Mark had been my best friend since high school, my brother in everything but blood. We shared an apartment, split rent, traded leftover pizza. He was the loud, outgoing type, balancing out my quieter nature. Thanks to him, college life never felt dull.

Everything rolled on just fine.
Until Chloe showed up.

Chloe—Mark’s girlfriend.

And she was… stunning. Wavy chestnut hair, ocean–blue eyes that always seemed to laugh, and a body that made every guy turn his head. She wasn’t just beautiful. She knew she was beautiful. And she was used to men being powerless around her.

At first, I was happy for my friend.
But then Chloe moved in with us. And my world tilted.

Privacy disappeared. But that wasn’t the real problem.
The problem was that she started invading my head.

I wasn’t some desperate horndog. But after a year alone, seeing a woman like Chloe every single day—it was driving me insane.

This morning proved it.

I woke up starving, dragged myself out of bed. The smell of eggs and coffee pulled me toward the kitchen.
And then I froze in the doorway.

Chloe stood there.

Back to me, wearing nothing but one of Mark’s T–shirts. It hung just low enough to graze her ass, leaving her legs long and bare.

But that wasn’t the worst of it.
She bent down to grab a pan from the lower cabinet, and the shirt rode up.

And I saw it.

That curve—white, round, and too damn real to pretend I hadn’t.

A tiny black triangle of fabric that mocked the idea of modesty. A string stretched across her hips, framing two bare cheeks left shamelessly exposed.

In that instant, my brain snapped back to last night. The wall between our bedrooms was too thin to block them out.

The creak of the bed. Mark’s low, guttural growl. And worst of all—Chloe’s moans. Those sounds of raw pleasure echoing in my skull until I couldn’t sleep a damn minute.

And now, the body that made those sounds was right in front of me, putting it on display.

Memory collided with sight. Heat roared through me, dizzying.
My throat went dry. Blood rushed south.
I stood rooted, helpless, my eyes locked on her ass.

SMACK!

A hand clapped my shoulder. I jumped like I’d been caught red–handed. Mark stood there, grinning, still in his pajamas.

“What the hell are you staring at, man? See a ghost?”

My heart slammed. Did he catch me? Did he see where my eyes had been?

“N–nah,” I stammered, my face on fire. “Just… wondering what to eat.”

He shrugged, stepped past me, slid his arms around Chloe from behind, kissed her cheek. “She’s making breakfast for all of us. Isn’t she amazing?”

Chloe turned, smiling bright and sweet at us both, utterly unaware of the storm ripping through my head seconds earlier. That innocent smile only deepened my guilt.

She wasn’t doing anything wrong.
The problem was me.

I staggered to the table, forcing food down, though I couldn’t taste a thing. All I could see was the pale round of her ass, that black string cutting between.

I rushed off to campus after, but the heat wouldn’t fade.

Every step I took, my body burned. A restless ache ran down my spine. My mind stayed trapped in that kitchen—on an image I knew I had no right to hold.

The first crack had opened.
And I was terrified it could never be sealed.




Chapter 2: The Breaking Point

All day at school, I was a ghost.
I knew I wasn’t okay.

Normally I could sit through a lecture, focus on the professor, maybe sneak a glance at a girl nearby—admire a short skirt here, a plunging neckline there. Just harmless flashes that passed as quickly as they came.

But today was different.
Everything had changed.

Every time a pretty girl walked by, Chloe’s image came back to me.
That short skirt in class became her skimpy T–shirt. That girl’s cleavage reminded me of Chloe’s body arching as she moaned last night.

My mind spun with filthy thoughts, wild scenarios I’d never dared imagine. I shook my head again and again, forcing myself to look at the dead numbers on the board, trying to bury myself in economic equations. But they were meaningless scribbles.

What was real—burning, relentless—was the image of Chloe’s pale ass and that black string slicing across it.
It haunted me.
It scorched me from the inside.

By the end of class, I practically ran out of campus. I just wanted to get home, shut my door, collapse into sleep, and wipe everything away.

But the moment I opened our apartment door, that hope died.

The sight in the living room stole my breath.
They were there.

On the same sofa where we used to watch movies.

Mark and Chloe.

And they weren’t watching movies.

They were fucking. Wild.

Chloe straddled Mark, facing away from me, hands braced on the couch. Completely naked. Her back arched like a cat, brown hair flying with each hard thrust from below.

Every time Mark drove his hips up, her body bounced, her ass grinding down on him.

Her moans weren’t muffled by a wall this time. They rang out raw, shameless, soaked in pleasure.

The sharp slap of skin against skin.

I froze in the doorway, hand still gripping the knob.
I couldn’t breathe.
Couldn’t move.

Mark spotted me first. He faltered for just a beat, surprised.
“Oh, Logan. You’re home early,” he rasped—though his hips never stopped. Chloe kept riding him, faster, harder, as if I weren’t even there.

Then she heard my name. Chloe turned her head.

Those blue eyes widened, locking on mine. A flicker of surprise, a trace of embarrassment—gone in an instant.

What replaced them was hunger. Challenge.

And then, as if my presence had fueled her, she moved harder. She slammed her hips down with raw intensity, her round ass clapping against Mark’s thighs, her moans rising louder, sharper, taunting.

She was fucking him—
But her eyes were on me.

That was it.
The last drop.

I couldn’t take another second.

I spun, bolted to my room, slammed the door, and threw the lock. I pressed my back against it, chest heaving like I’d run a marathon.

But I couldn’t escape.

The sounds pierced the wood. The moans. The pounding flesh.

My body was done holding out.
The heat from this morning, the pressure all day, and the scene I’d just witnessed—all of it crashed into a tidal wave that drowned me.

I stumbled to my bed, hands trembling as I tore my pants off.

No control left.
No reason left.
Only raw instinct.

I knew I should stop. I knew it was wrong. But my hand wasn’t mine anymore.

It gripped what ached painfully hard, stroking with Chloe’s image flooding every corner of me.

Her ass this morning.
Her naked body on the couch.
That defiant look.
Her moans.

I squeezed my eyes shut, pumping faster, faster.

Every stroke was sweet torture. Every pull, a guilty betrayal.

And then I growled, body convulsing, release tearing out of me—hot, violent, blinding.

I collapsed on the bed, gasping.

Silence filled the room, jarring against the storm that had just consumed me.

And then it came—the shame, the disgust.

What the hell had I just done?

I had jerked off to my best friend’s girlfriend. While she fucked him on the couch outside.

I couldn’t stay here.
Not another second.

The decision carved itself in my mind, sharp as a blade. I had to get out.




Chapter 3: The Strange Room

I lay on my bed, staring at the ceiling. The moans from the living room had finally faded.

The silence was worse.
It gave me space to face the disgust eating at me.

What had I become?
What the hell had I just done?

Leaving wasn’t just an option anymore. It was a necessity.

But where could I go?

I opened my laptop, scrolled through rental listings, mind blank. Dorms? Full. Studios? Too expensive. Cheap rooms? Either a dump or too far from campus.

I’d need weeks just to scrape together a deposit for something halfway decent. My thoughts hit a wall. Desperation sank in.

And then I saw it. A listing that stood out—not for its photo, but for its wording.

“ROOM FOR RENT IN PRIVATE HOUSE – DISCOUNTED RATE.”

Beneath it:

	Rent: So low it was almost unbelievable for a room in this part of town. 
	Requirements: One tenant only. Preference for male college students, decent appearance. Must provide recent medical checkup. 
	Conditions: Living with the homeowners (a young married couple). Video interview required. 


No financial proof, no job verification—just strange, personal conditions. Most ads dismissed students outright. But this one… it felt written for me.

Unease pricked at me, but desperation was louder. The price was too good. And I needed out. Now.

Curiosity overrode caution. I picked up the phone and dialed.

Two rings, then a deep, confident voice: “Hello, Daniel speaking.”

“Hi,” I stammered. “I’m calling about the rental ad.”

“Oh, good,” the man said, warm and oddly reassuring. “Can you tell me a bit about yourself? Name, age, school?”

I answered. On the other end, a pause—as though he were weighing me.

“Logan. Twenty. Economics major… Sounds like a fit,” Daniel said, pleased. “When would you like to move in?”

“As soon as possible,” I admitted, urgency spilling out.

“Perfect. Then let’s do a video call tonight. Eight o’clock. My wife will join us. Just a quick chat.”

We spoke a little more before hanging up. I sat on my bed, guilt still clinging, but now there was a fragile thread of hope—wrapped tight in doubt.

At exactly eight, I sat in front of my laptop, heart pounding. The screen lit up. The call connected.

A man appeared—maybe thirty, handsome, composed, smiling with quiet confidence. Daniel. A simple button–down shirt somehow made him look effortlessly polished.

“Logan, great to meet you,” he said.

And then she entered the frame.

A woman sat down beside him.

My world stopped.

If Daniel was success made flesh, she was perfection. Blonde hair shimmering in the lamplight, green eyes deep as glass, and a smile bright enough to warm the room. Everything about her radiated elegance.

I couldn’t look away. It wasn’t lust—at least, not immediately. It was awe. The kind of awe a young man feels the first time he truly sees a woman.

“This is Lana, my wife,” Daniel said, sliding his arm around her shoulders with easy possession.

She smiled at me through the screen. Warm. And something else—assessing. “Hi, Logan.”

The interview was brief. They barely asked questions. Just looked at me, appraising, as if I were an item for sale. Their silence was more unnerving than interrogation.

Finally Daniel broke it. “All right. The room’s ready. You can move in tomorrow morning. Lana will be here to let you in.”

So fast it was frightening. I hadn’t even asked about house rules. But I nodded. I needed out.

When the call ended, I dragged out a suitcase, hands still trembling. I fed Mark a harmless lie—that I’d found a cheap family room to rent. A way to protect our friendship from the rot inside me.

I set the phone down and kept packing.

But what I didn’t know was this—
Running from temptation… was only steering me into something I’d never escape.




Chapter 4: The Secret in the Closet

My car rolled up the gravel drive toward the house.

It loomed ahead—big, solid, a monument to success I’d never even dared to dream of. A manicured lawn. White–trimmed windows gleaming against warm brick walls.

This was it. Stability. Peace.
A perfect place to start over.

I drew a long breath, as if shedding the invisible weight I’d been dragging.

But the moment I cut the engine, the sky darkened. Black clouds swelled overhead, swallowing the sun. A storm was coming.

An uneasy shiver slid through me.

I yanked my suitcase from the trunk and hurried to the front door, hoping to beat the rain.

I knocked.

Seconds later, the door opened—
And Lana stood there.

She smiled, warm and welcoming. Last night’s video call hadn’t prepared me. In person, she was radiant beyond words. A simple sky–blue cotton dress clung softly to her curves. Her blonde hair was pinned neatly up, showing off a long, elegant neck and the sharp line of her collarbone.

My mind betrayed me with comparisons. Chloe was blatant, always flaunting herself. Lana? She didn’t need to. She simply existed—and beauty clung to her like light. Pure, graceful, refined. Desire disguised in elegance.

Why am I even thinking this about my landlord’s wife? I shoved the thought aside.

“Logan! You made it. Come in, before it rains,” she said, her voice gentle, inviting.

She stepped forward to help me with the suitcase. As we maneuvered it inside, her arm brushed against my chest.

A spark.

Just a fleeting touch, but it stole my breath. Her scent lingered in the air—fresh, floral, both clean and quietly seductive. Nothing like Chloe’s heavy perfume.

“Was the drive tiring? Want something to drink?” she asked, unaware of the jolt still humming through me.

“I’m fine,” I answered quickly, voice rough, eyes darting away.

“Let me show you your room,” Lana said, leading me upstairs. “It’s right next to ours. It can get a little noisy sometimes, hope you don’t mind.”

I nodded. “That’s fine.”

I didn’t realize what she meant by “noisy.” I thought it was just small talk.

She opened the door. A spacious, bright room. A large bed. A wooden wardrobe. A couple of folded sheets still stacked on a chair, like she’d been tidying up.

“Sorry,” Lana said apologetically. “I meant to finish cleaning before you got here, but something came up.”

“No problem,” I smiled, pretending calm. “I can handle it.”

She gave me a grateful look. “Make yourself at home. I’ll fix you something to eat.”

Then she left me alone.

I set my suitcase on the bed and started unpacking. It felt good—safe—to be in a clean, orderly space. I opened the wardrobe to hang a few shirts. Plenty of empty space inside.

And then I saw it.

Tucked neatly on the top shelf. A black fabric bag. New, dustless.

Probably something they’d forgotten to clear out. I figured I’d take it down and return it to Lana.

I stretched, pulled it down. Light. Something carefully packed inside.

Curiosity won. I unzipped it.

And froze.

Not clothes.

A dildo. Black, thick, gleaming as if it had been freshly cleaned.

Blood rushed to my head. My breath snagged. Shock flooded me—only to be replaced by something darker.

A sick fascination. A slow, rising heat.

Instantly my mind painted the image: Lana, elegant, composed, impossibly refined… and this obscene toy. That clash—purity against raw carnality—made my throat go dry.

Heat surged down my spine. This wasn’t disgust.
It was hunger.

Who was this woman—really?




Chapter 5: The Forbidden Whisper

I stood frozen, heat flooding out from my gut and spreading through every nerve.

My mind was chaos—images I shouldn’t be seeing, thoughts I shouldn’t be having.

And then I heard it. Footsteps in the hall. Urgent, fast. Not the graceful tread I’d heard earlier, but hurried, heavy.

The door burst open.

Lana stood there. Chest rising and falling, cheeks flushed. It looked as if she’d just remembered something and sprinted upstairs.

“Logan, I forgot—”

Her words died.

Her eyes dropped.
To the object in my hand.

Time stopped. The room was suffocatingly silent. The urgency on her face drained, replaced with stunned stillness.

I was frozen too. Half of me screamed to hide it, bury it, erase this moment.

But then the impossible happened.

The shock on her face… melted. She exhaled, like letting go of a weight. Instead of fear, her hand rose to her mouth. Her cheeks burned red.

And she laughed.

Soft, awkward, but without an ounce of panic.

“Oh God…” she murmured, voice trembling. “I was hoping you wouldn’t see that.”

Her words—and that shy little smile—struck me harder than the discovery itself.

“So embarrassing,” she said, stepping into the room, disturbingly casual. “I… forgot to put it away.”

Forgot.

The way she admitted it, calm, matter–of–fact, rattled me more than the toy itself. My hands fumbled as I stuffed the dildo back into its black bag, like some thief caught red–handed. I hurried it into her arms.

“Here… this is yours,” I croaked.

She hugged it lightly to her chest. But she didn’t leave. Instead, she locked eyes with me—green, glinting with mischief.

“This’ll be our little secret, Logan,” she whispered, her voice edged with invitation. “Don’t tell Daniel.”

She winked. A sly, knowing wink.

And then she turned and slipped out, leaving me drowning in confusion.

I collapsed onto the bed. My head wasn’t empty anymore. It was screaming.

It wasn’t the toy that shocked me.
It was her. Her confidence. That wink.

She wasn’t afraid. Just embarrassed, like a girl caught in some naughty prank. Her calm told me the truth: this wasn’t some shameful skeleton—it was just… part of her.

The perfect portrait I’d painted of the sweet, untouchable wife shattered. In its place stood a woman with secrets. With hunger.

A hunger Daniel might not be satisfying.

That thought flashed, sharp and electrifying. From the video call, Daniel had looked young, handsome, successful. They seemed the perfect couple. And yet—behind that veneer, she was left unsatisfied? Unsatisfied enough to sneak off with a monster toy like that?

The truth didn’t scare me.

It drove me insane with desire.

I needed to know more.
I needed to know her secret.




Chapter 6: The Gravity of Temptation

I sat in my room, book open in my hands, eyes fixed on the page—but my mind was miles away. It circled back again and again to the black bag, to the secret belonging to the woman named Lana.

A soft knock broke my trance.

“Logan, I made too much lunch. Come down and eat with me,” Lana’s voice floated in—warm, casual. “Make yourself at home.”

Her friendliness startled me. A woman that beautiful, that poised—and yet so kind? It didn’t seem real.

Lunch was spread out on the oak dining table. Beef Stroganoff, rich and creamy, her so–called signature dish. The air filled with the scent of mushrooms, sour cream, and seared beef. It should have felt comforting.

It didn’t.

I sat across from her, not as a tenant sharing a meal but as a man probing for cracks in a mask. Watching her every move, searching for signs of the woman behind the flawless exterior.

But the more I searched, the deeper I was pulled in. Her smile. The way her green eyes narrowed when she laughed. The grace of her fingers wrapped around a fork. I was scrap iron, and she was a magnet too powerful to resist.

Then she leaned forward to reach for the salt.

Such a simple motion.

But the cotton dress stretched tight across her body, tracing the outline of lace beneath. A sliver of pale cleavage peeked from the V–neck.

A spark. Just enough to ignite everything I’d tried to bury.

“Not hungry, Logan?”

Her voice jolted me. She was watching me now, eyes curious.

“N–no, it’s… it’s delicious,” I stammered, shoveling a bite into my mouth.

She smiled—mischievous, playful. “What’s wrong? You look distracted. Something at school? Or maybe… missing a girlfriend?”

The question punctured the balloon in my chest.

“I… don’t have one.”

“Really?” She arched a brow, teasing. “A young, handsome guy like you—single this long? Hard to believe.”

“It’s true,” I rushed to explain, face hot. “My last girlfriend and I broke up over a year ago.”

She studied me, her gaze narrowing, sharp with meaning. “Unbelievable. Unless… you’re not into girls anymore?”

The jab hit hard.

“No! I’m straight!” The words burst out too loud. I dragged a breath. “I just… want to focus on school.”

Her laughter rang out, bright and unrestrained.

And when she laughed, her chest shook with it. Soft curves bouncing beneath the thin cotton.

My defenses collapsed. My mind betrayed me, painting the image.

Lana. Alone in her bedroom. Legs spread. Sliding that glossy black toy between her pale thighs.

Thud.

My heart slammed so hard I thought she’d hear. Blood drained from my head, surging downward. My cock pressed stiff and aching against my jeans.

“Relax, Logan. I was only teasing,” she said, still smiling, oblivious to the storm she’d unleashed.

I couldn’t look her in the eye. My so–called investigation was finished. I wasn’t uncovering secrets—I was just another starving man staring at her lips.

Those lips. Full, pink, glistening.

I watched as she lifted her fork, her mouth parting to take in a bite. The faint slip of her tongue across her lip made my whole body shiver.

Then she swallowed.

The elegant movement of her throat caught my gaze.

Gulp.

I swallowed hard too. My throat was parched. The ache in my jeans turned sharp, unbearable.

I don’t remember what else I ate that day.

Only the bitter taste of temptation.
And the certainty that I was sinking deeper into it.




Chapter 7: The Perfect Picture

Night settled in.

I sat on the sofa, pretending to watch TV, though my mind was miles away—haunted by the secret in the closet, by Lana’s sly smile. The house was quiet, the only sound the ticking clock on the wall.

That silence was worse than noise. It left me too much room to think, to imagine.

The rattle of a key in the lock snapped me out of it. The door swung open.

Daniel was home.

It was the first time I’d seen him in person. The man from the video call stepped inside—and I had to admit, he was even more striking face to face. Though tired from a long day, he carried himself with effortless authority. Tall, broad–shouldered, sharp–featured, his suit perfectly cut to his frame. His smile was both welcoming and self–assured.

“Logan,” he said, extending his hand. “Glad you’re here. Everything good so far?”

“Yes, sir. Everything’s been great,” I replied, shaking his hand.

Standing across from him, I felt a wave of inadequacy wash over me. Daniel was everything I wasn’t—success, maturity, control. And me? Just a twenty–year–old student fumbling his way through life.

For a moment, the image of Lana—and that toy—blurred, faded. Of course a woman like Lana belonged with a man like Daniel. They fit together, perfect halves of a whole. The fire of lust that had been smoldering inside me cooled under the harsh light of reality.

Daniel slipped off his jacket just as the door opened again.

Lana stepped in. And this time, she wasn’t alone.

A little girl, no more than five, scampered beside her. Golden hair tied in pigtails, a pink princess dress swirling around her knees, wide curious eyes staring at me.

“Mila, sweetheart, come here,” Lana said with a smile, guiding her forward. “This is Logan. He’ll be staying with us for a while.”

The girl peeked up at me shyly, then clasped her little hands together and bowed politely. “Hello, Logan.”

“Hi there, Mila,” I smiled back, something inside me softening.

Her presence shattered the awkward tension. Daniel scooped her up, kissing her cheek, while Lana watched them with a gaze full of tenderness. They talked, they laughed—the picture of a warm, happy family.

I joined in, playing with Mila, her innocence washing through me like clean water, scrubbing away the filth that had clung to my thoughts all day.

And as I watched them—Daniel holding his daughter, Lana glowing with contentment—I felt small. Outsider. My selfish fantasies about Lana shriveled into something absurd, shameful.

They were perfect. A family complete.

And me? Just a tenant.
An intruder.
Someone with no right—no place—to ever think of breaking that picture apart.




Chapter 8: The Forbidden Scent

That whole evening, I tried.
Really tried.

I played blocks with Mila, read her a bedtime story. She seemed to like me, and I liked her too. I tried to drown my mind in the innocence of family life—her laughter, her little hand in mine, the role of a respectful tenant.

Her smile was the only antidote to a day poisoned by chaos. When I tucked her into bed and wished her goodnight, I thought maybe I’d made it.

I thought I could keep the monster inside me on a leash.

I was wrong.

Later, I stepped into the bathroom to get ready for bed. The air carried a faint trace of lavender soap—Lana’s scent. Clean, soft, calming.

I stripped, tossing my clothes toward the hamper.

Then I froze.

On the steel rack beside me hung a few things set out to dry. The sky–blue cotton dress.

And next to it—neatly draped—white lace lingerie.
A bra.
And a thong.

I knew whose they were.

They’d been worn. All day. By her.

Heat flared through me. My chest tightened. Reason screamed: walk away, pretend you never saw them.

But my body didn’t listen.

My eyes locked on that sliver of lace. The thong was barely anything—just a fragile triangle with two thin strings. I could picture it perfectly, tucked between her ass cheeks, snug against her skin.

A sick, insane thought sparked.

No. Stop.

But the beast inside me roared.

My hand slid toward the door lock.

Click.

The sound of the latch echoed like a sentence passed.

My pulse thundered. My hand trembled as it hovered, then brushed the lace. Soft. Fragile.

I lifted it.

Brought it to my face.

And inhaled.

The scent hit me like a drug—sweet, intimate, forbidden. Not just perfume. Not just fabric. But the warmth of skin. Private. Raw.

It was heroin. I was a junkie finally finding a fix. I closed my eyes, greedy, dragging it in, letting it scorch every last scrap of self–control.

I saw her on a bed, this thong shoved aside, her body spread, waiting—

And then another image forced itself in.

Daniel, holding Mila. Lana smiling beside them. A perfect family. Complete. No room for a fourth.

What the hell are you doing, Logan? You’re about to destroy all of this.

I jolted, dropping the thong. It hit the tile with a whisper, white lace coiled like a snake at my feet.

Guilt. Disgust. Shame.

They surged up, choking me.

I bent, hands shaking, and hung it back exactly where it had been, praying I left no trace.

Then I stepped into the shower and twisted the dial to its coldest setting.

Water pounded down, icy needles across my skin. I stood there, teeth clenched, begging it to wash away the sweat—
And the filth in my head.




Chapter 9: Echoes from the Next Room

The first night in a strange room is always hard to sleep in.
But tonight wasn’t just restlessness. It was torture.

I tried. God, I tried.
I flipped on the desk lamp, opened my macroeconomics textbook, praying that lifeless numbers and dull charts would smother the fire raging in my head.

Useless.

The words blurred, danced across the page, hollow and meaningless. My mind refused to focus. My whole body gnawed with a hunger I’d never known before—feral, insatiable.

And then the bitter truth hit me.

The disgust I’d felt earlier? Gone. Vanished without a trace.

What replaced it was regret.
A raw, searing regret.

I regretted stopping.

I should have inhaled deeper. I should have savored it longer. I should have… used it.

That thought made me shudder—not with shame, but with a dark thrill crawling up my spine.

I couldn’t take it anymore.

I shot up from the bed, moving like a thief through a house that wasn’t mine. Dim night–lights gave just enough glow to keep me from stumbling, but every shifting shadow made my heart seize. I had to go back. Just once more.

I eased open the bathroom door. Darkness. Cold tiles. I fumbled forward, reaching for the steel rack.

My hand closed on air.

Empty. Bare.

The lingerie was gone. The dress too.

Of course. She’d taken them.

Disappointment slammed me—only to spark a new hope. The washer. Maybe… maybe she’d tossed them in but hadn’t started the cycle.

Holding my breath, I crept down the stairs, each step a pulse of adrenaline, like a criminal on the verge of capture. The laundry room was pitch black, icy. I groped for the lid of the washer and lifted it.

Empty.

The hamper beside it—empty too.

The chance was gone. Completely.

The weight of it crushed me. Heavy, absolute despair. I dragged myself out of the laundry room, hollow. More hollow than before.

I trudged back toward my room, mind blank.

But as I passed Daniel and Lana’s bedroom door, something stopped me.

A sound. Barely audible.

Not the TV. Not voices.

A rhythm.

Thump… thump… soft, steady. And under it—a woman’s muffled moan.

I froze.

Her.

The beast in me stirred again, clawing for air. Curiosity—dark, magnetic—dragged me closer to the door.

I held my breath, toes sinking silently into the carpet.

Pressed my ear against the cool wood.

And listened.

I knew I should walk away.

My foot even lifted, ready to retreat.

But I couldn’t.

I wouldn’t. Not again. Not to regret stopping.




Chapter 10: The Whisper Meant for a Third

My ear pressed against the cold wood.

The sounds inside were different from what I’d heard in Mark and Chloe’s room. This wasn’t wild chaos. It was a rhythm. A symphony of flesh and hunger under control.

Lana’s moans weren’t screams. They were broken breaths, strangled whimpers, soft gasps that stopped and started, as if pleasure itself was too much. The slap of flesh against flesh was wet, steady, hypnotic.

An addiction.
That’s what it was. I was an addict now. The scent on her thong earlier had been the first hit. These sounds were the next. I closed my eyes, letting them seep into me, filling the emptiness I couldn’t ignore.

But it wasn’t enough.

I needed more.
I needed to see.

A mad thought struck. My hand slid up, fingers brushing the cold brass knob.

Just a try. Just to test my luck.

And the Devil smiled.

Click.

It wasn’t locked.

My pulse froze. Slowly, carefully, I turned the knob. The door creaked open, just enough for an eye.

I held my breath and peered in.

The room was dark, lit only by the dim glow of a nightstand lamp.

And I saw her.

Lana was on top. Blonde hair tumbling across her bare back, swaying with every roll of her hips. She moved like a dancer—sensual, practiced. Her breasts, full and perfect, bounced with each thrust. Daniel’s hand clutched one, kneading it with greedy possession.

And all I could do was wish it were my hand instead.

My throat clenched. I swallowed, trying to memorize everything—the arch of her back, the sway of her hips, every trembling curve.

Then I heard it.

A whisper.

Lana’s voice, breathless, breaking, trembling:
“Gentle, love… not so loud… the new tenant might hear…”

My heart lurched. She knew. She was thinking of me.

And then Daniel’s reply—deep, ragged, raw with lust—slammed into me like a hammer:
“Let him. Let Logan hear how filthy you are.”

The world stopped.

Logan.

He’d said my name.

They didn’t just know I could hear. They wanted me to hear. They were speaking of me. While they fucked.

Stunned, hollow, I pieced it together—the strange ad, the rushed interview, the room right next to theirs.

None of it was coincidence.

I wasn’t a voyeur. I was an audience.

They didn’t say my name again. Only the wet slap of bodies, the rising cries, louder now, unrestrained.

But in my ears, only one word echoed.

Logan.

I backed away, slow, careful, shutting the door without a sound.

I staggered back to my room, my heart still hammering, cock straining, painful, throbbing.

No more lies. No more doubts.

Only one raw truth.

They wanted me to hear.

And worse—
I wanted it too.




Chapter 11: The Sweet Dream

The day at school finally ended.

I came home in a haze, exhausted, drifting. I’d tried to bury myself in books all day, but the images and sounds from last night clung to me like ghosts, circling, whispering, never letting go.

I opened the door, called out.
“Daniel? Lana?”

Silence. The house was still. Maybe they’d gone out, maybe Mila had after–school activities. The quiet should’ve been comforting. Instead it made me uneasy.

I trudged upstairs, planning to collapse in my room. But when I passed their bedroom, I froze.

The door was ajar.

And I heard it again. Wet sounds, rhythmic, joined by a woman’s muffled moans.

My pulse stopped. In broad daylight?

This time, I didn’t hesitate. The fact that they wanted me to hear was already an invitation. I crept closer, leaned to the crack.

And I saw her.

Lana on her back, legs spread wide, her body arched in raw invitation. Naked. In her hand— the glossy black toy.

She pumped it in and out, deeper each time, the wet squelch growing louder, her moans spilling free.
“Ahh… ahh… faster…”

Then, as if some sixth sense had awakened, her head turned. Our eyes locked through the narrow gap.

I froze. But she didn’t scream. She didn’t cover herself. She only stared back—then smiled.

A wicked, filthy smile.

“Logan…” Her voice cracked with lust. “Come here… help me…”

Reason died.

I pushed the door open and stepped inside.

She tossed the toy aside. “I need the real thing, Logan.”

I stripped in seconds, cock already throbbing, aching. I climbed onto the bed, pressing my mouth to her swollen lips.

And then I slid into her.

Heat. Tightness. Wetness. She wrapped around me, pulling me under. Ecstasy tore through me with every thrust, every hungry grind of her hips. She clawed my back, legs clamping my waist, moans pouring out in waves.

In that moment, there were no lines. No guilt. Only the two of us, lost in the rhythm of flesh.

I was close—so close—when it happened.

Click.

The door swung open.

Daniel.

He stood there, frozen. His face twisted with shock, rage. His hand shook as he pointed straight at us.
“You two—”

His voice split the air like a blade.

Terror crashed into me. My stomach dropped.

And I woke up.

I bolted upright, drenched in sweat. The room was still. Birds sang outside the window. Morning light bled in.

My chest hammered. I wiped the cold sweat from my brow.

Just a dream.

A sweet dream—cut far too short. I let out a bitter laugh. If only Daniel hadn’t come home so early. If only it could’ve lasted just a little longer.

Yes—the fear of being caught, of facing a husband’s fury—terrifying.

But the feeling of being inside her, of our bodies locked together—
That was more real than reality itself. Worth everything.

I looked down. My cock was still stiff, throbbing from the unfinished dream.

The fear had faded. Only hunger burned.

The dream had ended.
But the craving had just begun.




Chapter 12: The Voyeur

I woke before the alarm even had the chance to ring.

My body didn’t feel drained. It thrummed with a strange energy, every nerve still alive with the dream from last night—so vivid I could almost taste Lana’s skin. Not Daniel’s shout. Not his anger. Only her.

Still, the image of him catching us lingered just enough to make me cautious. Better to leave early, avoid bumping into him in the morning.

I dressed quickly, shoved my book and laptop into my bag. Moving lightly, not like a thief sneaking out, but like a guest trying not to disturb his hosts.

I eased my door open, held my breath, crept downstairs.

But just as I passed the living room, my eyes flicked toward the glass doors that looked out into the backyard.

And I froze.

Lana.

Bathed in the soft glow of morning sun, she was on the patio. Doing yoga.

Her workout set was pale gray, clinging to her body like it had been painted on. Every curve, every line, sculpted and perfect. Her blonde hair was tied up, the nape of her neck glistening with beads of sweat.

Then she bent forward into downward dog.

Her ass rose, round and impossibly tight, a vision so obscene it mocked the idea of restraint. I stood there, rooted behind the wall, devouring every movement with hungry eyes.

This wasn’t the same as the secrets tucked in her closet. This was discipline. Vitality. The beauty of a woman who cared for her body.

And somehow, it made me want her even more.

I didn’t even try to look away. I just stood there and watched, swallowing hard, my cock swelling against my jeans.

Then she shifted, finishing the pose. And turned.

Her eyes found me.

My heart nearly ripped out of my chest. Shit. I’d been staring at her ass the whole time.

I fumbled, yanking my bag in front of me to hide the bulge, forcing my steps to look casual, like I was only now coming downstairs.

“Logan, wait!”

Her voice stopped me cold.

“You’re leaving early?” she asked, stepping inside, breath quickened from her workout. “I made breakfast—toast and eggs. Eat a little before you go.”

The innocence in her tone gutted me. After everything I’d just thought, everything I’d just watched… guilt washed over me hard.

“I’m not hungry,” I croaked, eyes on the floor. “I… have breakfast plans with a friend. Gotta run.”

A lie. A flimsy escape from my own shame.

I didn’t wait for her reply. I shoved the door open, bolted outside, climbed into the car.

Only when the tires crunched over gravel did I exhale.

But fifteen minutes later, barreling down the highway—

Growl.

My stomach betrayed me, groaning loud. Hunger stabbed through me, relentless.

I clenched my jaw, tried to ignore it. No use. The ache grew sharper until I finally swerved into a McDonald’s.

Burger. Coffee. I sat in my car, devouring it like a starving man.

The food filled the emptiness in my stomach.

But the other hunger—the one gnawing at my mind, burning through my veins—
That one only grew stronger.




Chapter 13: The Fragile Balance

A month slipped by.

Long enough for the awkwardness of being new to fade—replaced by a frightening kind of familiarity. The first seven days, I’d lived on edge, defensive. But now, I’d grown used to the house, to their rhythm of life. Sometimes I almost forgot I was just a tenant. Sometimes, I caught myself imagining this was my home.

Habits took root. Mornings usually meant breakfast with Lana and little Mila before class. Evenings were dinners around the table. Sometimes, when Daniel and Lana were busy, Lana trusted me to pick Mila up from preschool.

Mila and I grew close. She clung to me, and I found something pure in the way she laughed, in the way her small hand tugged mine. With Daniel, too, things grew easier. He discovered I played chess, and soon weekends turned into matches across the board. “Haven’t had anyone to play with since I got married,” he once told me with a grin.

And Lana…

Outwardly, she kept her distance—the dignified homeowner, the proper wife. But beneath that calm surface ran a current of heat I couldn’t ignore. Every morning, I woke a little earlier, just to watch her from afar, flowing through her yoga poses.

The addiction to her scent became a ritual. Almost every time she showered, she “happened” to leave her lingerie in the bathroom. A pattern. And I, by my own pattern, slipped in right after. Locking the door. Lifting the lace to my face. Breathing in the forbidden perfume of her skin.

At night, I still listened. The echoes from their bedroom. But the guilt had dulled. It felt almost like a private radio show—broadcast just for me. And soon I realized the sounds weren’t frequent. Once or twice in a whole month.

That’s when I understood.

The perfect family picture had a crack.

Daniel, as good a husband as he was, couldn’t fully satisfy her. The black toy in the closet wasn’t strange. It was necessary. And that thought, instead of stirring pity, lit my hunger brighter. It made my desire feel justified.

Life floated on in that fragile balance. Until the moment it broke.

That afternoon, I sat in the campus cafeteria with Mark.

“There’s a party tomorrow night at the student center. You going?” he asked, slurping instant noodles in front of his laptop.

“Yeah, why not,” I said, barely thinking.

I’d never cared much for parties. But lately I felt the need to get out, to breathe, to stop overthinking.

Then I saw her.

Emily.

My ex. The girl who tossed me aside after a year like I was nothing more than an old pair of sneakers.

She glided past the hallway, gorgeous, glowing. At her side, some guy in a Ralph Lauren polo, BMW keys dangling from his belt. They laughed together, whispered, and vanished into the elevator.

My stomach dropped. Like someone had punched me straight in the gut.

Mark noticed, worry clouding his eyes. “Don’t go, man. You know she’ll be there.”

I forced a smile—thin, pathetic.
“I’m going.”

“Logan—”

“I said I’m going,” I cut him off, my voice harder than I expected. “Relax. I’m fine.”

But I wasn’t fine. Not even close.

Still, I couldn’t let her see me as the failure she left behind.

I would go to that party.
No matter what.




Chapter 14: The Crazy Proposal

I drove home, but my mind wasn’t on the road. It was stuck in the cafeteria, stuck on the image of Emily with her new boyfriend. Mark’s words echoed in my head: “Don’t go. You know she’ll be there.”

He was right. Going would only mean humiliation.

I should cancel. Stay home. Bury myself in books.

But I’d already said I would go. And now I had to face it.

I parked, stepped inside the house, my thoughts tangled in knots.

And then I saw her.

Lana sat on the rug in the living room, playing with Mila. Afternoon sunlight spilled through the windows, turning her blonde hair into a halo.

It was a perfect picture.

And in a reckless flash, a thought struck me. Insane. Shameless. No way I could ask her—she was the wife of my landlord. What right did I have to even think it? She’d laugh in my face. Or worse, be offended.

But then Emily’s mocking smile burned in my mind, and my pride screamed louder than reason.

Say it. You’ve got nothing left to lose.

I took a deep breath and stepped forward. “Lana.”

She glanced up, smiling. “Oh, Logan. You’re home.”

“I…” My chest hammered. “I was wondering if… you could do me a favor.”

Her brows lifted at my serious tone. She motioned Mila to play on her own, then rose gracefully. “Of course. What is it?”

I faltered, words tumbling like a fool’s. “Tomorrow night… there’s a school party. And I… I’d like to ask you to come with me.”

I nearly stopped breathing once it was out.

“Come with you?” Her eyes widened. “But… why?”

“As… as my girlfriend,” I blurted, heat rushing to my face. “Just pretend.”

For a moment, Lana froze. I braced for rejection.

But instead of scolding me, she laughed. Soft, embarrassed. “Your girlfriend? Logan, don’t you think I’m too old for that?”

“No!” I shot back too quickly.

“You’re not old at all!” Mila piped up from the floor, beaming. “Mommy’s the prettiest!”

Lana smiled at her daughter’s words, then looked back at me, curiosity in her eyes. “But why me?”

I hesitated, then forced the truth out. “Because… my ex will be there.”

Understanding flickered across her face. The teasing faded, replaced by something gentler. She nodded slowly.

“All right. I can do that.”

Relief crashed over me.

“But…” she added, “you’ll need Daniel’s permission.”

The words hit like a stone. My relief collapsed into dread. Daniel? There was no way he’d agree.



That night, after dinner, when Mila was tucked into bed, I found Daniel in the living room watching TV alone. Now or never.

“Daniel… I need to ask you something.”

He muted the TV, turned toward me. “Go ahead.”

I swallowed hard and told him everything. He listened without interrupting, his face unreadable, eyes narrowing as I finished. His silence made me sweat.

“This is… unexpected,” he said at last.

He turned his gaze toward Lana, who sat nearby with a book she clearly wasn’t reading.

“What do you think, honey?”

Lana looked up, thoughtful. “I don’t mind. It’s been a while since I’ve gone to a party. Hearing Logan talk about it makes me miss those college days.”

Daniel studied her, then smiled faintly—a husband indulging his wife.

“All right. If she wants to go…” He turned back to me. “Then okay, Logan.”

Relief burst from me. I almost blurted my thanks, but he lifted a hand.

“On one condition,” his voice dropped, firm. “Tomorrow night, she’s your girlfriend. You take care of her. Don’t let her be disappointed.”

I was too giddy to notice the weight in his words, too blind to see the trap. I nodded eagerly.

“Yes! Of course! Thank you—thank you both!”

I was too wrapped in my victory to realize I’d just volunteered myself as a pawn on a chessboard already arranged.




Chapter 15: The Goddess in Black

I’d chosen the best clothes I owned: a crisp white dress shirt, black slacks, polished leather shoes. I stood in front of the mirror, fixing my hair for the tenth time.

Inside me was a storm—nerves, dread, and something else. Anticipation. I didn’t know what I was hoping for tonight. Facing Emily? Or… playing the part of Lana’s boyfriend?

Click… click…

The sound of heels against the hallway floor. Slow. Certain. Powerful.

I turned.

And froze.

The world stopped in that instant.

Lana stepped out of the bedroom.

She wasn’t the woman in the cotton dress anymore. Not the gentle mother who played on the rug with her daughter.

She was something else.

A goddess. A goddess of midnight and temptation.

Her black dress clung to her like a second skin, shimmering under the overhead light, hugging every curve of her hips, her breasts. The back plunged low, exposing a sweep of flawless skin. With each step, the high slit of the skirt swayed open just enough to tease a glimpse of black lace beneath.

It wasn’t loud. It was a whisper. A forbidden, deadly whisper.

Her stilettos tapped out a hypnotic rhythm on the wood floor. Her perfume floated toward me—sweet vanilla, sharp pink pepper. Dangerous. Irresistible.

Daniel followed behind, pride plain on his face. “See? I told you this one was perfect.”

“You’re so beautiful, Mommy!” Mila squealed, her eyes shining.

But I heard nothing. My ears rang, my vision tunneled. All I could see was her.

Lana stopped in front of me, tilted her head, a mischievous smile curving her red lips.

“Shall we go, boyfriend? What are you waiting for?”

The word cut straight through me.
Boyfriend.

I had never seen a woman so breathtaking in real life. The girls at school, Chloe, Emily—none of them mattered now. None of them compared.

And tonight… she was mine.

“Y-yeah… let’s go,” I muttered, my voice embarrassingly hoarse.

We headed for the door. As we said goodbye, Daniel stepped close, his hand firm on my shoulder.

“Logan,” he said, voice deeper now, stripped of teasing. “Tonight, I’m entrusting Lana to you. Remember—she’s your girlfriend. Take good care of her.”

There was something ceremonial in his words, more than just a husband’s reminder. It felt like a ritual, a handing over.

I nodded automatically, unease stirring in my gut. But then my eyes slid back to the dazzling woman beside me, and everything else disappeared. She was all that mattered. My “girlfriend.”

I opened the car door for her—something I’d never done for any girl before. She smiled, slipped gracefully inside. The slit of her dress lifted just enough for me to catch that flicker of lace again.

I shut the door quickly, drew a long breath to steady myself.

The engine roared to life.

The car rolled forward—toward the party.

Toward fate.




Chapter 16: The Rehearsal

The neon lights of the student center loomed closer.

My heart thudded faster. My palms sweated against the steering wheel.

“Pull over for a minute.”

Lana’s voice cut through the noise in my head. I eased the car onto a side street, the glow of a lone streetlamp washing us in yellow light.

I turned to her. “Something wrong?”

She didn’t look at me. Her green eyes stared straight ahead, reflecting the lamplight. “Logan, tonight you have to treat me as if I really am your girlfriend.”

I nodded quickly. “I understand.”

“No, you don’t.” Her gaze snapped to mine, sharp, unblinking. “If you half–ass it, if you hesitate, they’ll know. And the one who’ll look like a fool isn’t me. It’s you.”

Her words hit like cold water. She was right.

“So… what do I do?”

Lana’s lips curved into a sly smile.

“Kiss me.”

I froze. “W-what?”

She laughed softly, the sound light but cutting. “See? No boyfriend freezes when his girlfriend asks for a kiss.”

I understood. She was teaching me.

My face burned. I leaned in, pressed a quick kiss against her cheek. Polite. Safe. Too safe.

It was over in a blink, just enough to catch the faint trace of her vanilla-and-pink-pepper perfume.

Her smile stayed, but her eyes told the truth—disappointment.

“Come on, Logan,” she said, her tone patient, instructive. “Do you know anyone who kisses his girlfriend like that? Imagine I really am your girl. The one you want. How would you kiss me then?”

The cramped car. The dim light. Her challenge.

And the devil inside me snapped awake.

I lunged.

No hesitation. No fear.

My mouth crashed against hers.

Lana gasped—“Mmm…”—surprised. But a heartbeat later, she answered.

Our mouths tangled, hot and desperate. My tongue invaded hers, greedy, tasting her heat. The kiss dragged on far too long, wet and guilty. When we finally broke apart, we were both breathless.

“Better,” she whispered, lips swollen, red, glistening. “And when you kiss… where are your hands? Don’t make me… spell it out… mmm—”

I swallowed her words with a second kiss.

This time, I wasn’t a student fumbling with nerves.

My right arm locked around her back, pulling her close. My left hand slid down, cupping the round swell of her ass through the thin fabric of her dress.

I knew I should stop. She was Daniel’s wife.

My brain screamed.

But her ass was so soft. Too soft to resist.

The devil whispered: More.

I squeezed harder.

Lana didn’t shove me away. She didn’t return the hunger, either. She just… let me. Let me grope her like she was mine. That silent permission burned hotter than any protest could.

And just when I thought I’d lose myself completely, her hand pressed gently to my chest.

“Enough.”

Her voice was calm, almost casual, as she straightened her dress. “We don’t want to be late.”

I sat there stunned, lungs heaving, blood roaring. The party felt irrelevant. Emily? Who cared. All I wanted was this woman.

And before I could stop myself, I lunged again.

This wasn’t a student anymore—it was a starving man. My mouth crushed hers in a third kiss, deeper, longer, hungrier.

My right arm clutched her tight. My left hand slid lower. Past her ass. Beneath the slit of her dress. My fingers brushed lace—thin, damp lace clinging to her heat.

BEEP! BEEP!

A blaring horn jolted us both. A car sped by, the driver glaring curiously.

I cursed under my breath, heart hammering, cock throbbing with need. I moved to grab her again.

But Lana’s finger pressed to my lips, stopping me.

Her eyes glittered, amused, not angry.

“Patience, boy,” she murmured, her breath hot against my ear. “The night is long. Don’t devour the main course before tasting the appetizer.”

Her words dripped like a promise.

I swallowed hard, forcing my hunger back down.

I restarted the car, and we drove on.




Chapter 17: The Party

The music hit my chest the moment we stepped inside. The student center had transformed into a chaotic dance floor, thick with the stench of cheap beer and sweat.

And then—something shifted.

Not literally silence, but a ripple, subtle and undeniable. Conversations faltered. Heads turned. First a few, then more.

Every gaze locked on the woman at my side.

Lana didn’t pose. She didn’t even try. She just breathed, smiled—and yet in that black dress, she was a star crashing into a sky of dim bulbs.

Then I saw her.

Emily stood at the bar, glass frozen halfway to her lips. The smile slid from her face. Her eyes flicked to Lana, then to me, then back again. She froze. Her new boyfriend wasn’t any better—his jaw slack, his eyes glued to Lana like she was a vision he couldn’t process.

Satisfaction swelled in my chest. A toxic kind of pride, but intoxicating all the same.

They left soon after. No goodbye. No glance my way. Just retreat—silent, defeated.

“Holy shit, Logan…” Mark appeared with Chloe in tow, his eyes wide. “That’s your girlfriend? Since when? Why the hell didn’t you tell me?”

I only shrugged, smirking.

Chloe’s eyes swept over Lana, head to toe. And for an instant—before she masked it with a polite smile—I saw it. Envy.

The act had worked. Perfectly. But it didn’t feel like an act anymore.

The promise from the car still burned hot in my veins. The hand at her waist wasn’t play-acting. It slid lower, settling at the swell of her ass. My fingers toyed with the curve through the thin fabric, claiming her silently in a room full of eyes. She’s mine.

Lana felt it. She didn’t push me away. Instead, she leaned in, lips grazing my ear. A teasing bite, warm breath.

“Your hand’s awfully naughty, Logan.”

I tilted closer, whispered back, “Any guy would be… with a girlfriend like you.”

She didn’t scold me. She laughed—a soft, wicked laugh—and rested her head on my shoulder, clearly enjoying herself.

She was the center of gravity. Every man within reach circled closer, glasses raised, offering her drinks.

And she didn’t say no.

One glass. Then another. Then a third.

Color bloomed on her cheeks. Her green eyes glittered, unfocused but bolder. Her smile sharpened, looser, dangerous.

She was drunk.

And I knew—my demon was drunk, too. Not on beer. On her.




Chapter 18: The Roadside Motel

The party ended in fading bass lines and slurred goodbyes. By the time we slipped out, it was past midnight. Both Lana and I had drunk more than we should have.

My head floated, light and hazy, like I was walking on clouds. But under it all was a dull ache—sadness. I didn’t want the night to end. Because I knew, the second this car rolled back into the driveway, the magic would vanish. Lana would no longer be “my girlfriend.” She’d go back to being Daniel’s wife. And I… I’d be nothing but a pathetic voyeur again.

The car hummed in silence. She leaned her head against the window, eyes closed, looking spent. I slowed the car, dragging out the illusion for just a few minutes more.

“Logan…”

Her voice startled me—tight, urgent.

“Stop. Pull over. I… I have to pee. I can’t hold it.”

I looked over. Her face was flushed from alcohol, her hands pressed against her lower belly, brows knitted in discomfort.

“Just a bit longer—we’re almost home,” I said quickly, trying to reassure her.

“No, I can’t… I’ll—God—I’ll piss in your car,” she groaned, her voice breaking like she was on the edge of tears.

I glanced around. The road was nearly empty. And then I saw it: a flickering neon sign, buzzing weakly above a squat building. Motel.

It was the only option.

“Hold on. One more minute.” I steered hard into the lot.

Her body sagged into me as I helped her from the car. She was warm, soft, pliant—nearly collapsing into my arms. I wrapped an arm around her waist, holding her tight as we staggered toward the lobby. Every sway of her hips, every brush of her ass against me, made my pulse pound harder. Her perfume mixed with liquor, with her skin—heady, dizzying.

The desk clerk was a middle-aged man with a gut and a smirk that made my skin crawl. His eyes dragged down Lana’s black dress, slow and lecherous.

“Room 204,” he said, sliding the key across the counter. His grin turned uglier. “Enjoy your night.”

I grabbed the key, eager to get out. But Lana—draped against me—lifted her head, lips curling into a lazy, sultry smile.

“Thank you,” she purred. “I’m sure it’ll be… a wonderful night.”

The bastard chuckled, eyes flashing. Then he looked at me. “Careful, kid. She looks fiery. If you can’t handle her, give me a call. No shame in asking for backup.”

The words hit like gasoline to fire. Rage tore through me. My fist clenched, ready to smash that smirk off his face.

But a soft hand curled around my arm. Lana’s.

“Let it go, Logan. Take me upstairs.” Her tone was calm. Almost amused.

I ground my teeth, shot the clerk a glare full of hate, and led her toward the stairs.

The room was small, shabby, reeking faintly of cheap disinfectant. I slammed the door shut, locked it. Lana broke free of my arm and bolted into the bathroom.

I collapsed onto the edge of the bed, chest heaving, ears full of the sound of running water. I exhaled hard.

This was nothing. Just a pit stop. I’d brought her here so she wouldn’t embarrass herself. That was all. Once she was done, we’d leave.

It would be fine.

That’s what I told myself.

But then—the water shut off.

And I sat on the bed.

Waiting.




Chapter 19: The Landlord’s Joke

The water shut off.

I sat on the edge of the bed, heart hammering, every second stretching into an eternity. I had no idea what I’d say, or do, when she walked out.

Then the door opened.

Lana stepped into the room—still in that black dress, still breathtaking.

Maybe it was the bathroom, maybe cold water splashed on her face, but the hazy, tipsy glow was gone. Her green eyes were clear again, sharp in a way that scared me more than her drunken laughter ever had.

She glanced around the dingy motel room, then back at me. A mischievous smile curved her lips.

“So, Logan,” she said, voice teasing, “what would you do if you and your girlfriend ended up at a place like this after a party?”

The question hit me like a punch.

My mind instantly rewound to nights with Emily—post-party, drunk kisses, clothes tossed aside, fucking each other wild until we collapsed. The answer was obvious.

But how the hell could I say that? To her?

I stammered, throat bone-dry, unable to form words.

Lana laughed softly. “What’s wrong? Playing the good boy now?”

She moved closer, lowering herself onto the bed across from me. The space between us shrank to a handful of inches.

“I’m still your girlfriend… until we get home, right?” she tilted her head, eyes gleaming. “Daniel said so himself.”

Her words cracked something open in me. A memory.

Daniel’s hand heavy on my shoulder. His voice, low and solemn:

“Tonight, I’m entrusting Lana to you. She’s your girlfriend. Take good care of her.”

I knew it had only been a joke. A harmless tease from a husband.

But here, in this cheap motel room, it sounded like something else. Permission. A blessing.

I stared at her, torn, fighting the last shreds of restraint.

Then she sighed, long and weary, as if she were done playing.

She lay back on the bed, that black dress clinging to every dangerous curve, rising and falling with her breath.

“So tired…” she whispered, eyes fluttering shut. “Let me rest a little, boyfriend.”

Her breathing slowed, evening out.

Was she really asleep? Or pretending?

I couldn’t tell.

I sat frozen, the silence pressing in, my own pulse thundering in my ears.

The woman lying there wasn’t just a wife, or a mother. She was my girlfriend. And she was stretched out before me, defenseless.

And I… I had to decide what a boyfriend should do.




Chapter 20: Frighteningly Easy

I don’t know how long I sat there.

Reason and instinct tore at each other inside me like two wild animals locked in a cage. One screamed at me to get up, walk away, be a decent man. The other whispered seductively: Stay. Just one more look. Just a little longer.

I looked at the woman asleep on the bed. My girlfriend.

And then she shifted.

A small, unconscious movement. She rolled onto her stomach, one leg bent, her back arching in a way that begged for attention.

And her black dress betrayed her.

It slid up—high, all the way to her waist.

A forbidden world spread open before me.

Her ass, pale and perfect, framed in the dim motel light. And the centerpiece of the picture: a black thong that covered nothing. Just a thin string cutting across the cleft of her cheeks, a fragile triangle of lace barely clinging between them.

My reason died right there.

The beast had won.

I swore to myself: Just a touch. Just once. Just to know.

I knelt at the edge of the bed. My hand shook as I reached out.

My fingertips brushed the warm, soft skin of her ass.

The sensation shot up my arm, straight into my brain—heat, softness, flesh so real it made me dizzy. I’d touched her before in the car, but this was different. No fabric. No barrier. Just her.

“Mmm…”

A faint murmur slipped from her throat. But her breathing steadied again, slow and even.

She’s still asleep?

Cold sweat broke across my skin. But my hand didn’t move away.

It grew bolder.

I caressed her, squeezed gently. Felt the way her flesh yielded, then pushed back.

My face dipped closer. I wanted to smell her. I wanted to see.

I wanted to see what her thong was hiding.

But that damn scrap of lace was in the way. It sat there perfectly, blocking the one sight I craved most.

I swallowed hard. A thought struck me—insane, reckless.

What if I turned her over?

I had to try.

“Lana? Hey, Lana?” I whispered, pretending to wake her.

No answer.

I nudged her shoulder lightly. “Lana, we should head home.”

Still nothing.

This time I pressed harder, one hand on her shoulder, the other on her hip, feigning the act of rousing her.

And her body rolled easily beneath my touch. Too easily. She flopped onto her back, arms limp, legs falling open just enough to look like an invitation. No resistance. No guard.

But then I noticed.

Her breathing.

It wasn’t steady anymore. It had changed—quicker, sharper.

A tremor shot through me.

Not from lust.

But from something far more chilling.

It was too easy.




Chapter 21: The Burning Test

I stood there, staring at the woman lying flat on the bed.

Was she really drunk? Really asleep?

No. A drunk woman doesn’t roll over so smoothly, limp yet perfectly positioned. And no one in a deep sleep holds such a flawless, inviting pose.

She was pretending.

The question was—why?

My mind spun, fitting together the scattered pieces.

The deep kisses. Lana’s wet lips still haunting me.
Her words in the car: Calm down, boy… The night is long. Don’t devour the main course before tasting the appetizer.
The black bag in the closet—and her unnerving calm when I found it.
And the whispers I heard that night through their bedroom wall: Logan will hear…

I once convinced myself those were coincidences, projections of my own twisted desire. But now they all aligned, sharp arrows pointing at a single truth.

Daniel’s respectable wife wasn’t resisting me.

She was inviting me.

The thought shook me. Not with guilt—but with clarity. It wasn’t sick anymore. It was the only explanation that made sense.

I had to know.

I lowered myself between her legs, kneeling low until my face hovered over her forbidden center.

Her thighs had already fallen open, as if waiting.

And I saw it.

That scrap of black lace. The thong.

It was drenched. Not just damp—soaked. The thin fabric clung to her swollen lips, unable to hide the hunger beneath.

I trembled, staring. I didn’t touch. I only watched.

And then I saw it twitch.

The tiny nub beneath the lace. A subtle pulse, unmistakable.

A fresh bead of slickness seeped out, darkening the lace further.

She wasn’t asleep.

She was turned on.

Because of me.

I was no longer the eavesdropper, no longer the peeping thief. The devil inside had claimed me fully. But it hadn’t stolen my mind—it had sharpened it, made me bold.

I wouldn’t give her satisfaction yet. I wanted proof.

A test.

I stood, stripping deliberately—shirt, pants, every barrier peeled away. Slow. Controlled. As if this was a show for her.

Naked. My cock throbbed, stiff and furious, ready to burst.

I knelt beside the bed again. Took her right hand. It felt soft, limp… like a hand in sleep.

But I swore the fingers twitched—just once, before relaxing again.

My pulse thundered.

I guided that delicate hand to my shaft.

And then—

It clenched.

A sudden grip, strong and sure, possessive.

Her soft fingers stroked me, up and down, skilled, practiced.

My head snapped up.

Our eyes met.

Lana was no longer pretending.

And on her lips bloomed a smile.




Chapter 22: Between Her Legs

Lana’s smile was wicked, playful, almost mocking.
Her hand still worked my cock—slow strokes, taunting, knowing exactly what she was doing.

“God. Is this how you tease your girlfriend, Logan?”

Her voice was crystal clear now, no trace of alcohol. She was perfectly sober, her green eyes glittering in the dim motel light, cutting straight through me.

Her teasing didn’t fluster me anymore.
It only poured gasoline on the fire.

I crashed down and claimed her lips.

This time, Lana wasn’t caught off guard. She kissed back hungrily, mouth opening for me, tongue tangling with mine in a wet, sinful rhythm. I devoured her, sucked in her sweetness, her heat, until we broke apart with a thin silver string clinging between us.

“You’re no better,” I rasped, breathless. “Teasing your tenant like that.”

Lana’s laugh was shameless, her eyes glinting. “Tenant? Tonight you’re my boyfriend. Don’t forget that.”

She was right.
Daniel’s joke had become prophecy. Tonight, Lana was mine. And I needed to satisfy my girlfriend.

I shoved her dress up. She lifted her hips to help me, offering herself.

For the first time, I saw them fully—her breasts. Not oversized, but perfectly round, perky, flawless. Pale skin glowing against the gray motel sheets, her nipples stiff, pink peaks begging for my mouth.

I couldn’t resist.

I latched on to one, sucking greedily, lips and tongue worshiping the swollen tip, teeth nipping just enough to make her gasp.

“Ahhh… mm…” Lana’s head fell back, a low moan spilling free. Her fingers slid into my hair, gripping tight, urging me on.

Her body was answering me.
And I knew this night was only beginning.

I trailed lower, kissing the curve of her waist, down her taut belly, savoring the smooth heat of her skin under my lips.

My hands slid between her thighs. I eased them apart.

And there it was.

The thing that had haunted my dreams, the vision I’d hungered for.

A perfect flower laid open for me. Bare, smooth, sculpted. Her lips pink and swollen, glistening as if carved to tempt. A bead of nectar slid free, catching the light before trailing down.

I froze, breath caught in my chest, reverent.

“She’s soaked,” I muttered, my voice hoarse, thick with lust.

Lana turned her face away like she was sulking—but her mouth curled at the corners. “Maybe because my boyfriend wouldn’t stop teasing her…”

The real her.
Playful. Provocative. Shameless.

“Yeah?” I grinned, lowering my mouth until I was inches from her slick folds. “Then maybe I should taste her.”

She didn’t answer at first. Only trembled, breathing hard. Then came the order—raw, breathless, broken.

“Do it. Now.”

I didn’t need to be told twice.

My tongue swept across her clit.

“Ahhh—fuck!” Lana arched like a bowstring, a sharp cry ripping from her throat. Her thighs clamped around my head.

Her taste hit me—sweet, intoxicating, the essence of woman, of sin, of everything forbidden.

She was a storm.
And I dove headfirst into her eye, ready to be destroyed.




Chapter 23: The First Time

My tongue slipped from between her folds.
I lifted my head, breath ragged, her taste still coating my lips—sweet, intoxicating, the flavor of pure taboo.

Lana lay there, her legs trembling from the orgasm I’d just given her. She looked at me, green eyes glassy with satisfaction… and yet, burning with an invitation I couldn’t ignore.

I crawled up over her body, my cock so hard it ached, pressing against the soft skin of her thigh.

Then the hesitation hit.
Was this real?
This wasn’t a dream anymore. This was Lana. Daniel’s wife. And I was about to—

Her smile cut through my doubt.
Her slender fingers traced my cheek, then slid down over my chest.

“What’s wrong, boyfriend?” she whispered, voice thick with desire.

Her hand kept moving. Down, lower, until it wrapped around me. Gentle, but commanding.

And in that instant, my hesitation vanished.

I wasn’t a nervous kid anymore.
I was a man.
And tonight, she was mine. Even if Daniel walked through the door and pressed a gun to my head, I wouldn’t stop.

I lifted her hips, guided myself to her entrance.
The swollen head of my cock brushed her slick opening.

I’d jerked off to this moment a hundred times. None of those fantasies came close.

I pushed in.

The heat engulfed me. Wet, tight, pulsing—like she was welcoming me home.

My first time with Emily had been clumsy, awkward, over too soon. But this… this was perfect. I filled her completely, and she wrapped around me like she’d been waiting just for me.

A groan tore out of my chest, primal and raw.

Lana exhaled, legs hooking around my waist to pull me deeper.

“See?” she panted, breath hot against my ear. “Not so hard after all.”

I moved. Slow. Testing. Every thrust was discovery, every withdrawal a sweet torture. The slap of wet flesh filled the tiny room.

I never wanted to pull out. I wanted to die inside her.

“Too slow, boyfriend,” Lana moaned, her hips rising to meet mine. “Give me more.”

Her hands gripped my waist, taking control, urging me faster. Harder. Deeper. She was a storm, and I let myself get swept away. We weren’t two bodies anymore—we were sweat, moans, and sin, welded together.

I kissed her again, biting her swollen lips. She clawed down my back, leaving faint red trails.

The pleasure built, fast and merciless. A dam straining to burst. I knew I couldn’t last much longer. Every nerve screamed for release.

And then Lana’s eyes locked onto mine. Not hazy, not lost—sharp. Demanding.

Her cry ripped through the room. Not in pain. In command.

“Inside me, Logan. All of it!”

Her order shattered the last shred of control.

I roared, drove in deep, and let go.

It wasn’t just release. It was eruption. My soul pouring out, flooding her heat, until I wasn’t even myself anymore. She consumed me, pulled me under, melted me into her.

In that moment, nothing else existed.

Only absolute, devastating satisfaction.




Chapter 24: A Boyfriend’s Responsibility

I was still lying there, body trembling, my cock still buried deep inside her. The gentle, aftershock contractions of her orgasm clutched at me, sweet and relentless, holding me in place. I panted, mind blank, drowning in satisfaction.

And then, out of nowhere, Lana shoved me back.

Not a soft push. A decisive move, flipping me onto my back with her whole body.

I froze, stunned. “L-Lana…?”

She didn’t answer. She knelt between my legs, her golden hair spilling forward, hiding part of her face. Her hand gripped my softening cock, tugging it out of her.

And then she lowered her mouth. Those red lips parted, swallowing the swollen head, still wet with our mingled release.

Her mouth filled with my cum, but she didn’t stop. She slurped, noisy, obscene, the sound echoing in my skull and making me twitch.

A jolt ripped through my spine.

“Y-you… I just came inside you…” I groaned, a weak, useless protest.

Lana lifted her head, eyes sharp, commanding. She licked her lips, tasting me right in front of me.

“Your girlfriend isn’t satisfied yet,” she murmured, sweet and ruthless all at once. “You’re going to take responsibility.”

And then she went down again.

Her tongue traced every inch of me, not flinching at the taste, savoring it instead. She cleaned me with her mouth, sucked me, licked me, until there wasn’t a trace left.

The sight—
The sight of a beautiful, elegant woman on her knees, obediently cleaning my cock with her mouth—
It was the filthiest, most intoxicating thing I’d ever witnessed.

And my body betrayed me.

What had gone soft began to stir again. Fast. Hard. Throbbing back to life in her hand.

Lana felt it. She squeezed the thick base, smirked, then climbed on top of me with absolute confidence.

She lowered herself slowly, deliberately, until she had swallowed every inch of me again. I felt every millimeter of the stretch as she sank down, taking me all the way, her pussy gripping me like velvet.

And then she started to move.

Her hips rolled, graceful and controlled, like a dancer on stage. Her breasts bounced with each motion, round and perfect, mesmerizing me.

“Put your hands on my hips,” she ordered, her breath sharp, commanding. “Let me work.”

I couldn’t resist. I didn’t want to. I grabbed her hips, but she owned me now. I was just along for the ride.

Her rhythm quickened. Our skin slapped together, wet, slick, echoing in the small motel room. Sweat slicked our bodies, her perfume now tangled with the musk of sex. At times she leaned forward, kissing me hard, wet, devouring—then sat back up, riding me again, harder, faster.

I was unraveling. The second climax charged through me, fiercer than the first.

“I’m not stopping,” Lana gasped, her voice breaking with pleasure. “Not until you give me more…”

I didn’t know where this would lead me.
I only knew one thing: if she wanted me to flood her every night, I would. Gladly.

I couldn’t hold it anymore. A guttural cry tore out of me as I exploded again, filling her, pulsing uncontrollably inside her heat.

Lana collapsed against me, her own body shuddering, her orgasm crashing down with mine. Her sweat mixed with mine as her breath tickled my ear.

And then she whispered, voice ragged but triumphant:

“Now… I believe you’re the perfect boyfriend for me.”




Chapter 25: Dawn of an Addict

A sliver of sunlight slipped through the blinds and cut straight across my eyes, dragging me out of a heavy sleep.

I shifted, and immediately felt it—warmth, soft skin pressed tight against my chest.

I opened my eyes.

Lana’s naked body was still there, curled against me. Her golden hair spilled across the pillow, her skin smooth, still carrying the scent of last night—sweat, sex, and pure woman.

And then I saw it.

The digital clock on the nightstand.

9:15 AM.

Panic stabbed through me. My chest tightened, breath caught.

Daniel.
He had to be home by now. He had to be wondering where we were. What excuse could we possibly give?

You’re a bastard. A piece of shit.

The shame hit so hard I wanted to vanish.

Then Lana moved. Her eyes opened, catching my frantic expression. She smiled. Not worried. Not scared. Just amused.

And then she did something I couldn’t comprehend.

She slid down the bed. She found me—still soft after the long night—and took me in her mouth.

Her hands braced against the mattress, her hips tilted back, ass high, as if she wanted me to see everything.

I froze. “Lana… stop… we have to—”

And she did stop.

She pulled back slowly, deliberately, a glistening strand of spit hanging from her lips. Her green eyes locked on mine.

“You really want to stop?”

It wasn’t a question.
It was a challenge.
A judgment.

It forced me to look straight at the demon inside me.

Did I want to stop?

After everything? After tasting the forbidden, after drowning in the dirtiest ecstasy of my life?

The truth was… no.

The sin had already taken root. Whether I fell once, twice, ten times—what difference did it make now?

I looked at her. This woman kneeling before me, pale skin glowing, lips swollen, eyes daring me to keep going.

Why not enjoy her?
Why not sink deeper into this sweet hell?

I didn’t answer with words.

I reached out, grabbed the back of her neck, and guided her mouth down again.

She moaned softly as I held her there, like she loved being forced into the very act she’d started.

Her smile flickered—victorious—before her lips sealed around me once more.

This time, there was no hesitation.

Only surrender.

I leaned back, brain empty, letting the pleasure consume me.

I was already gone.

An addict.

And I didn’t care.




Chapter 26: The Devil’s Blessing

My cock hardened again inside her mouth.
My surrender had become an invitation.

Lana lifted her head, lips still wet, those green eyes flashing with dangerous light.
“What are you waiting for, boyfriend?”

I didn’t answer. I acted.

I flipped her onto her back. Morning light spilled through the cheap motel blinds, casting her body in gold. For the first time, I saw her fully—bare, unguarded, shameless.

She didn’t cover herself. She just lay there, legs parted, letting me take in every inch. The perfect breasts. The flat stomach. The forbidden place between her thighs, glistening, still soaked from the night before.

This time I wasn’t hesitant.
I wasn’t guilty.
I was claiming her.

I thrust into her in one sharp, punishing stroke.

And then—

RING. RING.

The shrill buzz of her phone tore through the heavy air.

It lit up on the nightstand.

“Daniel,” Lana said, voice calm—too calm.

I froze, paralyzed, still buried deep inside her. My heart stopped.

But Lana? She smiled. That same cold, knowing smile.
She swiped the screen and put it on speaker.

Daniel’s warm voice filled the room.
“Hey, baby. Where are you?”

I stopped breathing.

“I’m at a hotel with Logan,” Lana answered, voice smooth, casual. “We drank too much last night and just crashed here.”

My stomach dropped. She didn’t hide it. She said it plainly, while my cock was still inside her.

And then—her hand on my hip. A little tug.
Keep going.

Terror and desire collided inside me. My pulse hammered in my ears. I moved—slow at first.

“Haa…” Lana let a tiny moan slip into the phone.

“You okay? You sound tired,” Daniel asked, all concern.

“Mm, just a little sore,” she whispered, lifting her hips to meet my thrust.

“What’s Logan doing?” he asked.

Lana didn’t answer right away. She looked at me—looked at me fucking her—and then her lips curled.

“He’s helping me… relax,” she purred. “I overdid it last night. My body aches all over.”

Silence. Then Daniel chuckled.

Lana bit her lip hard, trying not to scream as I drove into her deeper, harder. She covered her mouth with her hand, stifling the cries.

Daniel’s voice went on, easy, unbothered.
“Did you sleep well? The place decent?”

She nearly broke then—her face twisting as my thrusts shook the whole cheap bed, as her nails tore at the sheets. “Mm… it’s comfortable enough…”

Her eyes begged me not to go too hard. That look only made me slam harder. The wet slap of our bodies echoed with every brutal stroke.

“Logan taking good care of you?” Daniel asked, voice almost playful.

I faltered for a moment. Lana arched into me, eyes blazing, and answered.

“He is. Very… attentive. Very strong…”

Her voice cracked on the last word as her body clamped around me, pulsing, dragging me with her. She was close.

And then Daniel laughed again—deep, satisfied.
“Good. I’ve always wanted Logan to know how to really take care of you.”

He blew her a kiss through the phone and hung up.

Silence swallowed the room.
The silence before the storm.

I stared at the woman under me—the wife who had just spoken sweetly to her husband while her “tenant” was buried inside her.

Something in me broke.

I slammed into her, savage, losing all control. She wasn’t Daniel’s wife anymore. She wasn’t my “girlfriend.”

Right now, she was just my whore.

“You moaned while talking to your husband,” I snarled, pounding harder. “You filthy slut. You need to be punished.”

Lana threw her head back, hair fanning across the pillow, eyes glittering.
“Oh yeah?” she gasped. “Then punish me. Punish this whore with your cock, Logan.”

Her words hit me like pure crack.

“You love being watched, don’t you?” I growled, slapping her ass as I drove deeper. “You love showing off for me.”

“Yes,” she cried, her voice breaking. “I love the way you look at me—like you’ll devour me whole.”

I couldn’t stop. I flipped her onto her knees, took her from behind in one violent thrust that made her scream. My palm cracked down on her ass—

SMACK.

A red mark bloomed instantly.

“Ahhh!” she cried, but not in pain.

“Who are you?” I demanded, hammering into her, every word punctuated with a brutal stroke.

“I’m… I’m your girlfriend,” she gasped, clinging to the role.

“WRONG!” I roared, slamming into her, striking her other cheek.

SMACK.

Her pussy clenched around me, soaking me even more. She was trembling, breaking apart.

“Say it,” I growled into her ear. “Tell me what you are.”

She stayed silent, shaking, waiting for me to say it.

“You’re Daniel’s wife… and my whore.”

That broke her. She screamed, a raw, guttural sound of surrender.
“YESSS! I’m Daniel’s wife, I’m your whore—fuck me harder, Logan, punish your whore!”

That was all I needed.

I lost myself, thrusting with everything I had, deeper, faster, until the world dissolved. Her cries became sobs of ecstasy, her body quaking beneath me.

And then I erupted inside her, a savage release that left me shaking.

I collapsed against her back, drenched, destroyed, fulfilled.

And I knew—I’d crossed the point of no return.




Chapter 27: After the Fever

We left the motel.

Silence filled the cramped car, but it wasn’t empty. It was thick—suffused with the musk of last night. Sweat. Come. Woman. Lana rested her head against the window, her gaze distant.

My right hand gripped the wheel. My left hand… couldn’t stay still. Possession surged through me. I reached over, slid it onto her thigh.

She didn’t flinch. My fingers crept higher, slipped beneath the hem of her black dress. They found her heat, still slick. I could feel my seed, sticky and mixed with the nectar her body had spilled for me.

I toyed with it. Lana leaned her head back against the seat, offering herself without a word. Only a soft sound escaped her lips now and then—quiet, intoxicating, enough to make me tremble.

But then the house came into view. Lana shifted, legs pressing closed. Simple. Final. The signal was clear.

The game was paused.

I pulled my hand back slowly, the wetness on my fingers the only proof of what had just happened. My “girlfriend” was gone. She was Daniel’s wife again.

The car rolled to a stop.

The door burst open and Mila came running, squealing with joy.
“Mommy! Where were you all night? I woke up and you were gone—I was so scared!”

Lana stepped out, swept her daughter into her arms. “I’m sorry, angel. Mommy was with Logan all night. I drank too much and couldn’t make it home.”

She said it easily. Without a tremor.

“Back already?”

Daniel appeared in the doorway, hair tousled, smiling warm as ever. But I saw it. The flicker in his eyes as he looked at Lana. He saw the sheen of sweat still on her skin. He saw the faint red bite mark blooming where the dress failed to cover her chest.

“You should take a shower,” he said, voice casual. “You still look flushed.”

Lana turned, met his gaze. And she smiled. That smile.
“Want to join me?”

Daniel’s lips curved. “Why wouldn’t I?”

I froze. My world tilted.

She wasn’t afraid he’d notice. She wasn’t afraid he’d see the marks, the bruises, the scent of me still clinging to her skin.

Or maybe… she wanted him to.
Maybe this was their game all along.

And if Daniel saw—what then? Would he confront her? Hit me? Or—

The darkest thought pierced me.

What if Daniel already knew?

The phone call. His laughter. His words: I’ve always wanted Logan to know how to take care of you.

Could it be—?

The questions tore me apart. Guilt. Terror. Confusion. They strangled me until I could hardly breathe.

“Logan!”

Mila’s sweet voice yanked me out of the spiral. She waved from her little drawing table.
“Come draw with me!”

I forced a breath, forced a smile. I shoved the chaos down and dragged myself over to her.

I sat on the sofa. Sunlight poured through the Sunday window, warm, cruel in its normalcy.

Mila was drawing a family. Three figures: Mommy, Daddy, herself.

Behind us, Lana and Daniel disappeared into the bathroom. The door closed.

The water began to run.

I shut my eyes.

But all I could hear was Lana’s moan echoing in my head.




Chapter 28: When Addiction Knocks

Sunday unfolded with a normalcy so abnormal it made me sick.

Sunlight still poured through the windows. Cartoons still played on the TV, all squeaky voices and nonsense. Mila still giggled on the floor with her toys.

And Lana… she stood in the kitchen, hair twisted up, loose T-shirt hanging off her shoulder, pouring milk into her daughter’s glass like the perfect mother.

Everything slid back into routine too easily.

I sat on the sofa, heart tight in my chest. How? How could she, after a night like that—after sweat, moans, and sin carved into her skin—smile so calmly, go shopping, cook dinner, laugh at a family movie, like nothing had happened?

Or was it only me who felt everything was wrong?

Even Daniel played his part. That afternoon he looked at me with the same easy warmth.
“Up for a game of chess later, Logan?”
Lana smiled sweetly between us, the smile of a faithful wife.

And me? I could barely look at him without drowning in guilt. I had fucked his wife. I had left marks on her body. And now we sat across a board of pawns and bishops like friends.

It was too easy. Too normal. So easy it felt like I had dreamed the whole sickness.

But when night fell, the dream came back.

I lay in my rented room, the weak glow of a lamp painting the ceiling gold. Near midnight. I couldn’t sleep. I turned on my side, forced my eyes shut, but my mind replayed it all—the morning, the motel, her moans. Every thrust. Every slap.

And most of all, her confession.
“I’m a whore…”

My body shuddered. Not from cold. From hunger.

I felt it. My cock, swelling hard, aching. And it swelled for one person only.

The landlord’s wife.

Not mine. Daniel’s. His wife. His family. His shower. His kisses.

Reason screamed. My body didn’t care.

Then I heard it.

Knock.

Soft. So soft I thought it was in my head.

Knock.

Clearer this time.

My pulse froze. Slowly, I crept to the door, hand trembling as I wrapped it around the knob. I twisted.

The door opened a crack.

And there she was.

Lana.

Draped in a silk nightdress so thin it was nothing at all. The lamp behind me lit her through it, outlining every curve, every secret she wasn’t hiding.

I opened my mouth. A question—why, how—formed.

Her mouth silenced me.

Her lips crashed onto mine, wet, desperate. We clung to each other in the doorway, a frantic kiss tasting of danger.

When she pulled back, her breath burned in my ear, her voice rough with lust.
“Your whore’s here again…”

I gasped, my hand already sliding beneath the flimsy silk, palm burning against her bare skin.
“Why… why are you here?” The question was useless, a child’s plea.

She smiled. Dangerous. Knowing.

Her lips brushed my ear.
“Because Daniel doesn’t satisfy me.”




Chapter 29: The Taste of Him

Her words.

Bare. Cruel. Irresistible.

They shattered the last illusion of the elegant wife.

She was back—the whore—once the mask of wife and mother slipped away with the night.

I didn’t hesitate anymore.

I stepped forward and shut the door. The click of the lock sounded like a gunshot, signaling the start of the hunt.

I scooped her up. She was lighter than I expected, clinging to me, arms around my neck, legs locked around my hips. I dropped her onto the bed.

No foreplay. No pretense.

I yanked the thin silk nightdress up to her neck, shoved my pants down, and pressed the head of my cock against her entrance.

And froze.

It wasn’t just wet. It was slick. Messy.

Lana caught the look on my face. She smiled—a wicked, taunting smile—and whispered, sweet and poisonous:
“Daniel’s cum. Do you mind?”

I didn’t answer.

I pushed in. Hard. Deep. All the way.

The cum her husband had spilled inside her—the cum that hadn’t satisfied her—spilled out around me, mixing with the wet heat of her own body.

Daniel isn’t enough, I thought savagely.
Then let me. Let me serve this whore properly.

We didn’t scream. We didn’t shout.

It was a symphony of silence, a war fought in muffled gasps.

I thrust into her. She bit down on my shoulder to stifle her cries. She clawed my back, and I swallowed her moans with a deep, devouring kiss. Our bodies moved in the dark, two shapes twisting together, the only sounds the wet slap of flesh and ragged breaths held too tightly in the chest.

It was more intoxicating than a thousand screams.

Because we both knew, just a wall away, her husband slept.

And then I lost control. A growl tore from me, swallowed into the pillow as I buried myself inside her and let go. Hot, violent release surged into the place her husband had just claimed.

Lana trembled under me, her body seizing, shuddering in her own orgasm.

When it was over, she pushed me off—gentle, not tender. She didn’t curl into me. She didn’t stay.

She slipped her nightdress down, leaned in, and brushed a kiss across my forehead. Soft. Casual. Dismissive.
“Good night, boyfriend.”

Then she was gone, sliding silently back through the door.

I lay there, the air heavy with sex, my body humming with brutal satisfaction.

But then came the bitterness. The jealousy.

Because I knew exactly where she was going.

Back.

Back to the room next door.

Back into his arms.

I had fucked Daniel’s wife. I had filled her. I had tasted her.

And I should have been content.

But inside me, something twisted. Something sharp.

Because no matter how deep I went… she would still return to him.




Chapter 30: Morning Game

I woke up feeling strangely at peace. No guilt. No shame.

I left early for class, but this time it wasn’t escape. It was anticipation. A sick, gnawing need that every night, I’d hear that soft knock at my door again.

I stepped out of my room, passing through the living room—then froze.

Lana.

She was bent low in a downward dog. Her ass stretched tight against gray leggings, curves straining to break free.

I didn’t see her as a wife, a mother, or even Daniel’s woman anymore.
I had been inside her. I knew her taste.

I stepped closer. My hand landed on her ass. This time, my fingers didn’t stop there. They slid down between her thighs, rubbing along the thin fabric, right where she was warmest.

Lana shivered. A soft hum of approval escaped her nose before she slowly rose and turned to face me.

“So dirty, Logan…”

I leaned in, lips brushing her ear, whispering:
“Can you still smell me inside you?”

Her eyes lit up. That wicked smile spread across her lips.
“Want to check?”

God, the way she said it—like an open confession of being a whore. And I knew then—I was hooked.

Right there, in the living room, I couldn’t stop myself.

I shoved her against the wall, yanked her shirt up, exposing her damp back. My zipper came down, my cock sprang free.

Lana didn’t hesitate. She tugged her leggings down to her thighs, bracing herself on the wall, arching her back like a perfect offering. I pushed in, sliding home with one wet, molten stroke. She bit her lip, holding back a moan.

I fucked her hard. Fast. Wet slaps echoing against the cold morning walls.

“Remember this yet?” Lana whispered, breathless, then clenched down on me deliberately—her pussy squeezing, teasing, tormenting.

And then—

Click.

A sound from upstairs.

We froze. My heart nearly exploded out of my chest.

Logic screamed at me to pull out, to stop. But the thrill, the unfinished need—it made me stupid.

Fear and arousal mixed into poison.

I slapped a hand over Lana’s mouth and drove into her. Hard. Faster. Desperate.

Her eyes flew wide, shocked at my recklessness. But then her body betrayed her—shuddering, twitching as climax ripped through her in my grip.

A strangled moan broke against my palm. I groaned low, spilling hot and heavy into her, deep, reckless, unrestrained.

When her spasms eased, I released her mouth. She gasped, trembling, then whispered in my ear with a wicked smile:
“You came so much…”

We scrambled like thieves. I zipped up, Lana yanked her leggings back in place. In seconds, it was as if nothing had happened.

Daniel appeared on the stairs, hair mussed, still in pajamas.

“Morning, love,” Lana sang, rushing to wrap her arms around him.

I stood at a distance, lungs burning, forcing my heartbeat down.

And then I saw it.

On her gray leggings, between her thighs—
a spreading ivory stain.

We had gotten away. Barely.




Chapter 31: Proof

Monday.

I walked onto campus with a stupid grin plastered across my face, nodding at classmates, sunshine in my chest. The sky was clear, the air golden, and for the first time in weeks I felt alive.

I wasn’t hiding anymore.
I was conquering.

Then an arm hooked hard around my shoulders.

“Mark?”

“Fuck, what’s got you smiling like you just won the lottery?” he teased, elbow digging into my ribs.

I laughed. “Nothing.”

“Bullshit.” He squinted at me. “Your face might as well have HAPPY tattooed across your forehead.”

I just shook my head, grinning.

How could I tell him?
That hours ago I had fucked my landlord’s wife raw and dumped inside her while her husband slept down the hall. That the thrill of crossing that forbidden line was still buzzing under my skin.

Mark kept dogging me all day. Every break, he circled back to it.

“Come on, man. Who is she? Where’d you meet her? Where’s she from?”

I dodged, made up half-baked answers. But keeping a secret like this from my best friend was torture.

So he switched tactics.

“Yeah right,” he snorted. “Bet you’re just paying for it. High-end escort or something. No way you bagged someone like that.”

I knew he was baiting me. But my ego—freshly swollen from Saturday night—wouldn’t let me stay quiet.

“Think what you want,” I shrugged.

That’s when he pulled the trigger.

“If she’s really your girl,” he said, smirking, “then you’ve got nudes, right?”

Before I could answer, he yanked out his phone, scrolled, then shoved the screen in my face.

Chloe.

Completely naked. Lying back on a bed, staring straight into the lens with a sultry, open invitation.

I froze—not from arousal, but from the sheer audacity. He had just shown me his girlfriend’s nudes to make a point.

“See?” he said, sliding his phone back into his pocket. “That’s trust. You got something like that?”

I didn’t.

Mark smirked, savoring his win. “Thought so.”

He started to stand, smug as hell. And then, a wild thought sparked in my skull.

Unless… I asked.

The devil inside whispered: You’ve already gone too far to turn back.

“Wait,” I blurted.

I pulled out my phone, ignoring Mark’s raised brows, and scrolled to Lana’s name. My pulse hammered.

Me: What are you doing?

Seconds crawled by. I held my breath.

Lana: Thinking about my boyfriend. Why?

Relief loosened my chest.

Me: This morning… Daniel didn’t suspect anything?

Lana: Funny you ask. Who was the one that covered my mouth and emptied himself inside?

I flushed, half fear, half thrill.

Me: Couldn’t stop… your pussy was too good…

Lana: Stop it, you bad boy. What do you want, huh? You wouldn’t text like this unless you needed something.

God, she could crawl under my skin with a single line.

I inhaled deep. No turning back.

Me: My buddy doesn’t believe you’re my girlfriend. He wants proof.

Lana: Oh? Want me to call him and say hi?

Mocking, playful. She was making me spell it out.

Me: Not that. He wants something… more.
Me: He says if you were really mine, I’d have a nude of you.

The second I hit send, I nearly regretted it. I braced for her rejection, a scolding, maybe silence that would cut me off forever.

And silence was exactly what came.

The typing dots appeared. Disappeared. Reappeared.

One minute. Two. Felt like an eternity.

That silence was worse than any “no.”

Then—

Ding.

Lana: Just one picture?

My heart stopped. Not a refusal.

Me: Please…

I typed the word, pathetic and needy.

More silence.

Mark tapped his foot, getting impatient. “Well? Giving up already?”

I didn’t answer. My eyes were locked on the screen.

Then—

Ding.

A new message.
From Lana.




Chapter 32: For My Boyfriend

The notification lit up.
From Lana.

My heart stopped. My fingers shook as I opened it, ignoring the way Mark leaned in, curious.

And then I forgot to breathe.

It wasn’t just a nude.
It was a declaration of war.

Lana stood in front of the bathroom mirror, completely naked. The yellow light washed over her flawless skin, sharpening every curve, every hollow, every line of temptation. She wasn’t hiding anything. Long legs drawn close, just enough to tease, but her slit was still visible—pink, glistening, obscene.

Her face showed no trace of shame. She looked straight into the lens—straight into me—with blazing green eyes full of pride and provocation.

And then I saw it.

The detail that made my whole body tremble with a sick rush of possession.

Scrawled across her pale, perfect breasts in deep red lipstick was a single line:

“For my boyfriend — Logan.”

Shock hit first. But it was swallowed almost instantly by something bigger—something darker. Joy. Triumph. She had done this. For me.

This photo wasn’t proof anymore.
It was a trophy.
Mine.

I killed the screen fast, like a thief hiding stolen treasure. My chest pounded, my throat dry.

But should I… show Mark?
Should I bare her, our secret, to someone else?

Then I thought of his smug grin earlier, the way he had doubted me. And my ego won.

“Here,” I muttered, shoving the phone at him. “Three seconds. That’s it.”

He snatched it like a starving animal. His eyes went wide, his jaw dropped.

One.
Two.
Three.

I ripped it back and stuffed the phone deep into my pocket.

Mark just stared, frozen. Then he looked at me, then at my pocket, as if the miracle was still glowing there.

“Jesus Christ… Logan…” His voice cracked. “Let me see it again. Please.”

I smirked, smug and merciless. “No.”

“You bastard,” he muttered. But there was no doubt left in his eyes. Only awe—and envy. “So… you wanna trade?”

My stomach dropped. “What the hell do you mean?”

He saw my face blanch and quickly raised both hands, laughing it off. “Relax, man. Not like that. I meant pictures. Exchange. Don’t you wanna see how filthy Chloe is?”

I froze. Chloe.

Images flashed—Mark fucking her in the living room, the way she’d looked straight at me, brazen, dripping sin. I had wanted her once. Bad. I had run from that desire before it swallowed me whole.

But this was Lana.
Lana, Daniel’s wife.
My forbidden lover.

She had trusted me. She had written my name across her body. If I treated her like a piece of currency… if she ever found out…

No. The cost would be too high.

I shook my head, firmer than I expected. “She’s not for trade.”

Epilogue: Another Man’s Treasure

The whole day at school, I couldn’t focus on a damn thing.
My mind circled only one image: that photo.

Every chance I got, when no one was watching, I’d sneak my phone out just to look again.

Lana—completely naked, proud, unashamed. But what made my heart slam wasn’t just her perfect body—it was the line scrawled in red lipstick across her breasts:

“For my boyfriend — Logan.”

It wasn’t proof for Mark anymore. It was a vow. An acknowledgment.

And I realized the feeling swelling inside me wasn’t just lust or possession anymore. I cherished it. I worshiped it. I craved it in a way that felt dangerous. Maybe… maybe I loved this woman. Loved her boldness. Loved the mask she wore—and the whore underneath it.

The thought made me restless. I couldn’t stay away. I left campus early, driving home while my pulse roared in my ears. I knew Daniel wouldn’t be back from work yet. Lana would’ve just picked Mila up from preschool. All I wanted was to see her. To hold her. To drag her upstairs if I had to.

But the second I parked and stepped inside, unease prickled through me.

There—on the shoe rack by the door—sat a pair of men’s shoes. Not Daniel’s.

My stomach knotted.

Then came the sound.
That sound burned into my brain.

The wet slap of flesh against flesh.
The muffled cries of a woman fighting not to scream.

But this time… it didn’t arouse me.

It crushed me.

I crept upstairs, every step heavier, my chest clamped tight. The closer I got, the sharper the dread—less lust, more fear.

The bedroom door was cracked open.

And through it, I saw.

A man’s body—dark-skinned, thick, sweating—pinning down my treasure.

Lana.

The woman who, only this morning, had sent me a photo branded with my name. The woman I had convinced myself I loved—not just wanted.

Her nails clawed at the sheets, her back arching with every brutal thrust. The thick black condom-sheathed cock speared in and out, slick and merciless. Clear fluid dripped onto the sheets, soaking them through.

And Lana—she moaned. Not soft. Not fake. Loud, shameless, slutty moans—the kind I’d craved, the kind I thought belonged only to me.

But now they stabbed straight through my chest.

And then… she turned.

Her face angled toward the door. Toward me.

Our eyes met through the sliver of space.

Shock.
Panic.
Agony.

Everything shattered.

Author’s Note

Thank you for walking with Logan all the way to the end of Book One.

If the emotions and raw heat of his story still linger in you—don’t worry, the fire doesn’t end here. Logan’s heart is shattered, his world turned upside down. Step into Book Two and see how he truly faces heartbreak… and how Lana’s true nature comes into the light.

And if Lana and Daniel have already captured your curiosity, you won’t want to miss my series Shameless Hotwife. There, their world unfolds even further—bolder, riskier, and more irresistible.

Your review on Amazon would be the sweetest gift, giving me the fuel to create even more sizzling stories. And if you’d like to share your thoughts or just say hello, I’d love to hear from you at Serenavayne2@gmail.com.

— Serena Vayne
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