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Author’s Note


Book One: His Wife Became My Girlfriend

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.




End of Book One


Book Two: I Became Her Other Husband

Chapter 1: “Don’t tell my husband.”

The slap of wet flesh echoed through the wall.
Wet. Raw. Unashamed. Lana’s moans carried through the thin wall, through the door I’d left barely ajar, stabbing into my ears like nails. Torturing me.

Minutes earlier, when our eyes had met through that crack, I had expected… something. Panic. Embarrassment. A flicker of shame on her face.

But no.
All I saw in those blue eyes was a flash of surprise— quickly swallowed by a wave of pleasure. She saw me. And she kept going. Worse—she arched her back, lifted her head, and welcomed those brutal thrusts even harder, as if my presence had fueled her lust.

As if my pain was her aphrodisiac.

I couldn’t watch another second. I pulled back and gently shut the door, cutting off the sight of her betrayal. But the sounds still bled through, drilling into my chest, crushing my heart.

My body trembled. Somehow, I stumbled back into my room and collapsed onto the bed, burying my head in my hands.

And then the memories surged. A black flood, tearing apart the fragile dam of my sanity. This was the second time I’d been shattered like this. Another raw, merciless betrayal. The scar I’d buried so deep I never dared touch it.

The first time—it was Emily. My first love. I’d given her everything, the naive devotion of a boy who believed in forever. I thought we had it all.

Happiness. Yes—just this morning, I still thought I was the happiest man alive.

My fists clenched so tight my knuckles turned white. Shaking, I dug my phone from my pocket. The screen lit up. The picture still there.

Lana.

Standing naked before the mirror, proud, shameless. And across the perfect breasts I had once kissed, scrawled in bright red lipstick:

“For my boyfriend — Logan.”

The words were a blade twisting in my gut. Boyfriend. A cruel fucking joke. The ultimate humiliation.

“Ohhhh… YEAHHHH!”

Her scream ripped through the air—sharp, triumphant, devastating. The finishing stroke of my torture.

Then silence.
A suffocating, merciless quiet.

I don’t know how long I sat there. A minute. An hour. Dead inside.

Knock… knock…

A soft rapping at my door jolted me. My body went rigid. It was her.

Dragging my leaden legs, I forced myself up. I didn’t want to face her. But I had to. My hand twisted the knob.

The door opened.

Lana stood there.

She’d changed into a silk nightgown, blonde hair pinned up neat, face still flushed from orgasm but eyes cold, composed. She looked like the elegant wife, the polished hostess. Not the shameless whore she had been minutes before.

She stared at me—expressionless, unreadable.

Then she spoke.

“Don’t tell my husband.”

Just that.

And she turned, walking away, her gown slipping loose across her back, her steps graceful, untouchable.

No explanation. No apology.

As if I were nothing more than a toy. A spectator.

Her door shut. The hallway fell silent again.
And I stood there— nothing left inside me but the jagged shards of the fool I’d been.

Chapter 2: The Torment of Addiction

Since that night, I became a ghost in my own home.
An invisible wall—cold, unbreakable—rose between us. I built it with all my hatred, all my pain. Looking at Lana felt like staring into the sun—it burned, and I had to turn away.

I took night shifts at a downtown bar. Hard labor, pounding music, the stench of cheap liquor—all of it numbed me just enough to forget the gnawing ache in my chest. I left the house before dawn and came back long after midnight, when the whole place was asleep.

No more breakfasts with Mila. No more weekend chess with Daniel. I was nothing more than a tenant now—just a stranger paying rent for a bed.

And then Anna appeared.

She worked the same shift. A wild flame—dark tangled hair, lips painted blood-red, a tiny snake tattoo curling between her breasts like a naked dare. She never hid her interest.

“You look tired,” she whispered once, brushing past me behind the bar, her fingertip lingered on my waist as she passed. “Let me help you unwind after work.”

Another time, she cornered me in a dim hallway, pressing her hot body into mine, her breath soaked in whiskey. “Just one night, Logan. I’ll make you forget everything.”

My body betrayed me instantly. A raw, twenty-year-old hunger flared to life. It burned. It wanted.

But my mind didn’t. I’d seen Anna flirt with customers, seen her drag guys into the bathroom for a quick, messy hookup.

And every time, the vision hit me again—Lana bent over, another man pounding into her. Cold. Merciless.

I was terrified. Not of their filth. But of myself—of how close I was to sinking into it, with no way back.

“Sorry, Anna. I have to go,” I muttered, shoving her away, leaving her mocking laugh behind me.

I ran from her the way I ran from my own instincts. Because I knew—if I stopped even for a minute—I’d surrender.



That night, I dragged myself home, exhausted. The house was unnervingly quiet. No moans. No wet slaps. Just silence.
And it drove me insane. My body screamed in protest, a restless heat rising from deep in my gut, a hunger no alcohol or fatigue could kill.

I needed a shower. I needed cold water to burn this filth away.

I stepped into the bathroom, flipped on the light—and froze.

It was there. Hanging from the steel rack beside my towel.

A pair of black lace panties. Hers.

Lavender soap hung in the air, but all I could smell was a blatant challenge.
Was she taunting me again?
Or had she simply forgotten them?

I just stood there staring.
Reason screamed at me, but my body moved on its own. My hand trembled as I reached out, fingers brushing the delicate lace. I snatched it down, locked the door behind me.

I pressed it to my face, inhaled deep.

Electricity shot through me. Her scent—sweet, intimate, sinful—filled my lungs. It was heroin. And I was the addict desperate for a fix.

I stripped naked, stepped under the shower, cranked the water ice-cold. It couldn’t touch the fire inside me.

My hand wrapped the lace around my cock, already throbbing painfully hard. The fabric clung as I stroked, sliding across the sensitive tip. I closed my eyes, saw her body again, lipstick scrawled across her bare chest.

A groan tore from my throat as I pumped faster, harder. Pretending it was her hand. Her mouth.

Until I roared, jerking, spilling into nothing. Hot release swallowed by freezing water, washed away like it never mattered.

I leaned there, panting under the spray, clutching wet lace in my fist. The craving was fed.

But my soul… felt hollow. Colder than ever.

Chapter 3: The Wrong Fix

The release I found in the bathroom that night didn’t last. It was like the first hit for a relapsed addict—fleeting, cruel. The high faded, leaving only a hungrier emptiness, a hollow ache that demanded to be filled.

I tried to resist. I swear I did.
Every night after work, I promised myself I’d head straight to my room. But my legs betrayed me, carrying me to the bathroom. My heart hammered with sick anticipation as I searched—lifting towels, opening cabinets, digging through the laundry basket.

Nothing.
The steel rack stayed bare, cold.

She left nothing for me anymore. The game had shifted. She knew I’d caved, and now she savored watching me writhe in the addiction she’d created.

Desperation ate me alive. I started leaving for class late on purpose—just to steal a few minutes hiding behind the living room wall, peeking into the backyard.

Lana was always there, bent into her yoga poses. Downward dog, ass round and tight, straining against thin leggings.

But watching wasn’t enough anymore. I had tasted her once. To only see her from afar was torture. The hunger inside me screamed, demanded release.

And that night, after brushing off Anna’s advances yet again at the bar—I finally broke. Lust won.

She was wiping down the counter when I walked up, my voice dry, cracked.
“Anna…”

She looked up, eyes flickering with surprise.

“That offer… the other night,” I stammered, unable to meet her gaze. “Is it still… good?”

A triumphant smile spread across her lips. She didn’t answer. Just tossed the rag aside, winked, and jerked her head toward the stockroom.

That silence teased me harder than words.

My pulse thundered as I followed her into the cold back room. The moment the door shut, I shoved her against the wall, fumbling, frantic, my hands clawing under her shirt, squeezing her soft breasts. I needed skin. Right now.

“Easy, boy,” Anna giggled, but she didn’t stop me.

When I fumbled with my zipper, she caught my wrist. “Wait.”
She reached into her jacket pocket, pulled out a condom, holding it up between two fingers. Her smirk was playful, commanding. “Safety first, right?”

Her practiced ease made my face burn. I snatched it, tore the wrapper clumsily, slid it on.

The fuck was quick, sloppy, hidden. I bent her over the wall, yanked her jeans down, shoved in from behind. Heat. Wetness. A crude relief. But even while my body surged with pleasure, my mind was chaos.

How many men had she let fuck her in this very room? On this very wall? The thought sickened me—yet perversely, it made me harder. Dirtier.

I avoided her eyes in the reflection of the steel door, focusing only on the rhythm. Hard. Fast. Anything to finish. Her voice stayed low, no moans—just ragged breaths.

I drove into her. Faster. Rougher.
Emptiness swelling in my chest.

And then—I burst.

I pulled out quick. Silence swallowed the room.

By the time I fixed my clothes, she was already neat again. Arms folded, she studied me.
“All done?” she asked, smirking. “Guess I’m just a fuck doll to you, huh?”

I froze, speechless.

She laughed, sharp and joyless. “Don’t worry. I don’t mind.”

She turned, opened the door, and walked away—leaving me standing there, gutted.

The ache in my body was gone.
But this fix was wrong.

It only proved how much more I craved the real drug.

Chapter 4: The Cat’s Game

I had to break this addiction.
The thought circled my mind like a useless chant. I knew I had to do something—but how can an addict quit when the drug is right there, flaunting itself, teasing every single day?

That morning, I found myself in my usual spot—hidden behind the living room wall. Lana was outside on the damp grass, yoga mat spread out, her body arching in the cool light. But today, I didn’t want to just watch like some faceless spectator. I wanted a reaction. I needed a sign.

When she bent into another pose, I nudged the chair beside me.

Clack.

A small sound, but loud enough to cut through the quiet morning.

Just as I expected, Lana froze. Slowly, she turned her head. Our eyes locked. No hiding. She knew I was there. Watching.

A faint smile curved her lips. Knowing. Unshaken. Then she turned back, continuing her routine as if my presence was inevitable.

And then—she did something strange.

She leaned back onto her hands, spreading her legs wide. The thin leggings clung to her, outlining every forbidden curve.

From where I stood, the tight fabric did nothing to hide the perfect, brazen outline of her cunt.

It was deliberate. The angle, the openness. She wanted me to see.

My pulse spiked. My breath grew shallow.

Then her fingers came up.

Not skin on skin—no. They slid over the fabric, right along the seam that framed her pussy. Pressing down. Dragging slow. Teasing.

I froze, paralyzed. She was touching herself. Right in front of me.

She was savoring my torment, letting me squirm like the addict I was.

And then the fabric darkened. A wet patch spread, glistening with her arousal. Lana tilted her head back, eyes half-closed, lips parted in pleasure.

I couldn’t take it anymore.
My reason shattered. My body roared. I stepped out from hiding, moving toward her.

The moment my foot touched the grass—she stopped. Instantly. Her legs snapped shut. She sat upright, cool as stone. The hand that had just been rubbing her soaked crotch now casually lifted a towel to dab the sweat on her neck.

As if nothing had happened.

I just stood there, paralyzed. A wave of pure humiliation washed over me, cold and bitter. I was nothing but her plaything. I turned, ready to walk away.

“Logan.”

Her voice cut the air, stopping me cold.

A shiver ran down my spine. My chest pounded. She called my name. Maybe—just maybe—this was the invitation I’d been waiting for.

I turned back, breathless, heart hammering.

Lana looked at me, her face calm. Almost frighteningly so.

“Breakfast?”

One word. "Breakfast?" And just like that, everything inside me shattered.

And everything inside me collapsed.

The letdown hit like a tidal wave, crushing me. She had played me—strung me along with raw, obscene temptation, only to slam the door shut. Then dragged me back, just to toss out a meaningless question.

I stared at her, every ounce of pain plain on my face.

For a moment, I hesitated. Then I shook my head, silent, and walked straight out the door.

Behind me, I could feel it—the smile.
The smile of a cat toying with its dying mouse.

Chapter 5: Through the Devil’s Eyes

The days that followed, I drifted through life like a sleepwalker.
On the surface, I was just another sophomore economics student. But inside, I was just... hollow.

Lana’s little game had drained me dry, left me hollow, every trace of it carved into my face.

“Dude, you look like death warmed over.”

Mark’s voice yanked me out of my haze during lunch break. He slid into the seat across from me, squinting at me like he was trying to solve a puzzle.

“What’s going on? Overworked again?”

“Yeah. Something like that,” I muttered, pushing around the bland fried rice on my plate.

Mark laughed, loud and easy. “Bullshit. Looks more like your new girlfriend’s been sucking the life out of you.”

The name—Lana—hit me like a bolt of lightning. My chest clenched. How could I tell him she wasn’t my girlfriend at all—that she was another man’s wife—and that I was the fool willingly handing her my soul?

“We… we’re fighting,” I blurted, a half-lie I clung to.

Mark’s grin faded, replaced with sympathy. “Oh. That makes sense. Don’t sweat it—every couple hits a rough patch.” He patted my shoulder. “But hey—don’t let her slip away. A woman like Lana… she’s too damn good to lose.”

The words cut deep. Too good. Yeah. Too good at turning me into a fucking clown.

The bitterness twisted inside me until it came out as a question I hadn’t even planned.
“What if… what if you caught Chloe cheating on you?”

Mark blinked, caught off guard. He scratched his head, the cocky mask slipping into something more thoughtful.

“Damn. That’s tough,” he sighed. “I’d be crushed. No lie.”

“Just crushed?” I pushed.

He looked at me, then gave a short laugh. “What else? Start a fight? Dump her on the spot? I don’t know, man. I love Chloe, but… we’re dating, not married. Love isn’t a chain. You can’t lock someone up and expect them not to want anyone else.”

His words stunned me. Too casual. Too free. So far from what I was feeling.

“To be honest,” he went on, voice lowering, “I get tempted by other women sometimes. Shit, even your ‘girlfriend’ at that party—Lana, right? She’s so gorgeous I think every guy alive would feel something.” He nudged me with a grin.

Hearing her name from his mouth made my heart seize.

“I’d be hurt,” Mark said again, “but I’d think about it. Because right now, Chloe’s still amazing. She cares about me, cooks for me, and in bed… you know. She’s fucking perfect.”

His words hit me like ice water.

I had been wrong. Completely wrong.
Lana was never mine.
Who she fucked—never my business. I had no right to rage, no right to hurt. I wasn’t even her boyfriend.

At best? I was her side piece. Her fuck toy. The only one who truly had the claim was Daniel—her husband.

And then it clicked.
Her recent “games” weren’t meaningless.
They were punishment.

She was punishing me—for judging her. For daring to see her as “dirty” when I caught her with another man. She wanted me to feel that helplessness. To stand there, watching, powerless.

And she succeeded. She had punished me perfectly.

A jolt of realization shot through me. The game wasn’t over. I hadn’t lost yet. I had only stumbled, blinded by my own stupidity.

If I wanted to fix this, I had to make it right with Lana. But how? Where the hell do I even start?

“Mark,” I asked hesitantly, “how… how do you make a girl forgive you?”

He burst out laughing, like I’d asked the dumbest question in the world. Wiping tears from his eyes, he finally said:
“Simple, dude. Two steps. First, you apologize for being an asshole. Second—and this is the important part—you show her you’ve changed. You prove you’re not that same asshole anymore.”

He slapped my shoulder. “Try it. Works like a charm.”

It sounded simple. Too simple. But it made sense in a way I couldn’t deny.

“Thanks, man,” I said. And for the first time in days, a real smile tugged at my lips.

Because now—I knew exactly what I had to do.

Chapter 6: The First Move

The first step in my plan was simple: change.

That very afternoon, I walked into the bar and handed in my resignation. The manager barely looked up, shrugged, and waved me off—another disposable part-timer. But before I could leave, I felt someone’s eyes on me.

Anna.

She leaned against the counter, arms folded, watching. Not with her usual sly grin or teasing stare, but with something that looked like disappointment. Except—when I looked closer, it seemed too clean, too rehearsed. Just another performance. A mask she wore to lure men.

It wasn’t real.

The truth hit me like a slap: her temptations, her fake sulk now—nothing more than tools of her trade.

My chest sank, not with regret, but with clarity. That so-called “fix” I had turned to wasn’t medicine. It was a sugar pill.

And with that truth came resolve. I didn’t need a cheap substitute. I knew exactly what I craved, what my body and soul demanded.

I gave Anna a small nod—a silent farewell—and turned away.

Walking out of that noisy, suffocating place, I felt lighter. I didn’t need to run there anymore.

When I got home, the sun was still up. I didn’t seek Lana out. That would’ve been a mistake. Lunging at her would only push her further. My only weapon now was patience. I had to show her that the jealous, judgmental fool was gone.

The opportunity came naturally.

As I stepped into the living room, Mila sat on the rug, fiddling with building blocks. In the kitchen, Lana’s back was to me as she moved about at the counter.

“Uncle Logan!”

Mila squealed, running to wrap her arms around my legs. “Where have you been? I missed you so much!”

My heart softened. I crouched, ruffling her hair. “I’m sorry, sweetheart. I’ve been busy. But I’m here now. Want me to play with you?”

Her face lit up. She nodded furiously.

We built castles, robots, whole imaginary kingdoms. Mila’s laughter rang through the room, bright and pure. I poured myself into the game with her, but deep down, I felt another gaze on me.

I stole glances at the kitchen. A few times, I caught her. Lana. Arms folded, leaning against the counter, quietly watching. No smirk. No ridicule. Just silence.

But I knew. I was on the right path. By returning to Mila—returning to the fragile peace of this house—I was giving Lana my wordless apology.

That night, after dinner and tucking Mila into bed, I stepped into the bathroom.

And froze.

It was there. Draped over the towel rack. Black lace panties—delicate, thin.

This wasn’t an accident.

It was a signal. A reward.

My hands shook as I reached for them. This time, no bitterness. No rage. Just the slow burn of victory. I lifted them, pressed them to my face, inhaled deep. Her scent filled me—sweet, sinful, intoxicating. The addict in me stirred awake.

The game had restarted.

But this time, I knew the rules.

Chapter 7: The Bait

Saturday morning.

Normally, I would’ve stayed buried under the sheets, hiding from reality. But today was different. At six sharp, the alarm rang, and I bolted upright. Purpose. Anticipation. It pulsed in my veins.

I dressed quietly, not making a sound, and crept downstairs.

She was already there.

Lana stood on the yoga mat in the living room, stretching gracefully in the glow of early sunlight.

I didn’t speak. I simply walked over, lowered myself onto the floor—not too close, not too far. Close enough for her to feel me there. Far enough to show respect.

And I watched.

Like a student waiting for instruction from his teacher.

She paused mid-pose, turning her head toward me. A faint, satisfied smile curved her lips. She understood.

The room was silent except for her steady breathing and the pounding of my heart. This wasn’t a confrontation anymore. It was a dance. And I was waiting for her to lead.

Her body flowed through poses, every curve twisting like deliberate torment. Then… she baited the hook.

Her movements slowed, intentional. She lowered onto her hands, spine arching one vertebra at a time, forming a lethal curve. Her ass rose, full and perfect, angled at me like the barrel of a loaded gun.

The air froze. My lungs locked.

What I saw wasn’t yoga. It was an invitation. A performance—crafted for one audience only.

When her ass reached its peak, the thin gray leggings stretched to their limit, almost see-through. And then—I saw it.

A slit.

Not a tear. A flawless cut, deliberate, running straight down the crotch.

Through that slit, the forbidden world revealed itself. Everything else fell away. My universe shrank to that view alone.

Her folds—pink, swollen, smooth, obscene. A bead of slickness glistened, a clear sign of the welcome she was offering. Naked. Shameless. Offered.

Madness surged in me. I wanted to lunge. Bury my face. Devour.

But I held back.

She hadn’t given the signal. Not yet. I knew I had to be good. Rushing now would ruin everything.

And then—her voice. The first words in days.

Low. Rough. Commanding.

“Use your mouth.”

Three words. That was all. That was everything.

I dropped to my knees, crawling on all fours toward her like a beast approaching its altar.

I stopped behind her, inhaling deep. Her scent hit me—clean skin, raw musk, intoxicating heat. My nose brushed the soft down of her mound, the damp warmth seeping through.

Then I let my tongue out.

I licked slow, dragging upward through her slit. The taste of her burst across my tongue—salty, sweet, electric. Like a dying man drinking his first drop of water.

Lana shuddered, a soft moan spilling from her throat.

And at that instant, humiliation crashed over me. My posture—kneeling, licking her like this—I was nothing but a dog at its mistress’s feet. Obedient. Owned. Completely broken.

But the humiliation didn’t sting. It burned like fuel. It was a drug.

The deeper the shame, the higher the pleasure. Every second of waiting, every ounce of restraint—it was worth it.

I was her dog.

And I never wanted to escape.

Chapter 8: The Morning Play

My tongue worked tirelessly, devoted to its mistress. Every lick, every soft suck, was rewarded with a low moan and the trembling of the ass pressed into my face. My cock throbbed painfully inside my jeans, desperate to break free. But I knew—it wasn’t time yet. I had to wait. I was her dog, and a dog doesn’t demand.

Then—click.

A faint sound upstairs.

We both froze.

Footsteps. Daniel was awake.

Lana pulled away instantly, rising with practiced calm. I stumbled back, heart pounding out of control. She smoothed her shirt down, covering her ass, hiding the deliberate slit in her leggings. Within seconds, she had transformed back into the picture of a wife doing morning yoga.

Moments later, Daniel shuffled downstairs, hair messy, still half-asleep. He stretched and smiled warmly when he saw me.

“Well, Logan! Haven’t seen you home on a weekend in a while,” he said cheerfully. “Come grab some coffee and let’s play a round of chess.”

His gaze brushed over me—warm, friendly.

But for a split second, his gaze didn't just look *at* me, it looked *through* me. A cold spike of panic shot through my gut—*he knows*.

Then he blinked, the warmth returned, and I told myself I was just being paranoid.

“Sure,” I replied, forcing my voice steady.

We sat across from each other. Daniel arranged the pieces with easy precision, fingers moving like a man in control. I tried to focus, but my mouth still carried the taste of his wife—salty, sweet, intimate. Sitting across from him, her husband, while her essence still lingered on my tongue—it wasn’t just guilt. It was a sick thrill.

“You start,” Daniel said, pushing a pawn forward, smiling. “You seem a little distracted today.”

The casual remark froze me inside.

The game went poorly. Normally we were equals, our matches long, sharp, competitive. But today I was no opponent. My head was filled with the sight of Lana’s ass, the taste of her cunt. I blundered, sacrificed pieces, collapsed.

“Checkmate.”

Daniel slid his Queen across the board with finality. My King cornered, no way out. He laughed, easy and carefree.

“Rough game, Logan. Something on your mind?”

I forced a weak smile. “Probably just need more sleep.”

But inside, I wasn’t disappointed. I was savoring a twisted satisfaction. I’d lost on the chessboard—but I’d already won where it mattered, in a place Daniel would never know.

Just then, Lana emerged from the kitchen. She came up behind him, slipped her arms around his neck, kissed his cheek tenderly.

“Who won?” she asked sweetly.

“Me, of course,” Daniel said proudly.

Resting her chin on his shoulder, Lana lifted her eyes to mine. Her blue gaze sparkled with mischief.

She winked. Quick. Subtle. Enough to tilt my entire world.

Then she released him, brushing off her hands. “I need to run to the store, get groceries for the week.”

Daniel leaned back lazily, basking in his little victory. “Ugh, I don’t feel like going out. Logan, why don’t you take her? I’ll stay here with Mila.”

The room froze.

My heart hammered a frantic rhythm against my ribs. I met her gaze, and in that silent look, the order was given and accepted.

I turned to Daniel, my voice impossibly calm.

“Of course. I’ll take her.”

Chapter 9: A Public Stage

The car rolled out of the neighborhood, silence heavy between us. Not the silence of distance—but the silence of predator and prey, both knowing exactly where they stood.

Lana sat in the passenger seat, serene, gazing out the window. She wore a light summer dress, short and thin. When she settled into her seat, the hem rode up, baring her thighs—smooth, toned, glowing in the morning sun.

I tried to focus on the road. But my eyes betrayed me, sliding toward her legs every few seconds. My throat tightened, dry. The taste of her still haunted my mouth, the memory of this morning clawing at me. And now—right beside me—was an invitation even bolder.

I reminded myself: patience. I was her dog. A dog doesn’t take until commanded.

But Lana knew. She always knew.

She felt my hungry stare. A smile ghosted over her lips—barely there, but deliberate.

And then, slowly, intentionally, her hand found her hem.

She lifted it.

Not to adjust. To reveal.

Higher, higher—until it rested at her hips. Her cunt, offered up on a throne of white lace. White lace panties, thin as air, clinging to her folds, already damp and darkened with her arousal.

The signal. My reward.

My right hand left the wheel. Trembling, I pressed against her heat. Warmth pulsed through the thin lace. My thumb slid along her slit, tracing wetness, teasing softness.

Lana shivered, tilting her head back with a soft, indulgent sigh. Then she turned, eyes gleaming, voice husky with lust.

“Does my taste… still linger in your mouth?”

I couldn’t answer. I only nodded frantically, pleading with my eyes. Begging to taste her again—here, now.

She laughed—low, rich, commanding. Her hand covered mine, but didn’t push it away.

“Patience, boy,” she whispered. “The main course always comes last.”



The supermarket was calm that Saturday morning. Just a few families, a few early shoppers. Fluorescent lights cast everything in sterile order, a cruel contrast to the chaos raging inside me.

Lana pushed the cart with effortless grace. I followed a measured distance behind. To anyone else, we were ordinary. But the game was alive.

She paused in the candy aisle, reaching down for a box of chocolates from the lowest shelf.

She bent at the waist, hands braced against the rack, ass high, framed by her summer dress.

My chest stopped.

The fabric stretched tight over her curves. The lace beneath hugged her ass cheeks, plain under the light. Anyone passing by could’ve seen.

And then she straightened, casual, innocent. My blood boiled.

In the canned goods aisle, quieter, she made her move. Pretending to study a can of tuna, she glanced both ways. Empty.

Then she slid her hand beneath her dress.

And slowly—deliberately—she pulled her panties down. From hips… to thighs… to knees… to ankles. Inch by inch. A performance, just for me.

She winked, slipped the damp lace into her handbag among her wallet and keys.

Dizzy, I realized—this wasn’t just teasing. She was enjoying this. The thrill of being bare in public. The risk of being caught.

The game was no longer private. It was exhibition.

When an elderly couple approached from the far end, Lana suddenly hiked her dress high, flashing me her bare pussy for a heartbeat—before letting it drop again, seconds before they could see.

My pulse roared. Fear and arousal fused into a drug more potent than anything I’d ever known.

At the produce section, she picked up a banana, her tongue flicking over her lips as her eyes met mine.

“Think this is enough?” she murmured.

I swallowed, hard. I reached for an eggplant—thick, glossy, absurd.

“I think… this fits you better,” I rasped.

She laughed, shaking her head. “Too big. Too old.”

My eyes darted to the cucumbers. Slim, firm, just the right size. I picked one up, holding it aloft.

“This one’s perfect. Young. Hard. Flexible.”

Her smile sharpened. “You’re right. Younger than Daniel. But lasting longer? That’s another question.”

The line blurred between taunt and permission.

With no one around, I stepped behind her. My hand slid under her dress, gripping her bare ass, heat slick against my palm. She moaned softly, leaning back into me.

We were actors now. The supermarket had become our stage. Not a place of shopping—but a playground for our filthiest desires.

And I understood. I wasn’t just prey anymore.

I was her partner in the play.

Chapter 10: The Final Test

We had just finished paying, pushing the overflowing cart past the registers. The perverse thrill of our twisted date still buzzed inside me. I wasn’t just prey anymore. I was her partner. I had won.

But as the sliding doors opened, a man stepped into our path. A supermarket security guard. Middle-aged, uniform pressed neat, his face kind enough—but his eyes were sharp, cutting.

“Excuse me,” he said, polite but firm. “I’ll need the two of you to come with me to the security office. There’s a matter that requires further inspection.”

My blood froze. Caught? Had they seen us?

“What the hell for? We paid for everything!” I snapped, trying to sound firm, but my voice trembled.

The guard ignored me. His eyes locked onto Lana. He leaned in, whispered something in her ear.

I saw it—the flicker. Just a second. Surprise, maybe even a hint of unease. And then gone. She lifted her chin, stared him dead in the eye, and nodded calmly.

Her composure rattled me even more. What the fuck was happening?

“Let’s go, Logan,” she said, voice steady, already following him.

I had no choice but to wheel the cart behind, my heart hammering.



The security office was small, suffocating under white fluorescent light. The door slammed shut behind us, the click of the lock echoing in the small, suffocating room.

The guard sat behind a battered desk, his once-kind mask gone, replaced with a crooked, knowing smile.

“We have reason to suspect this lady may have concealed merchandise,” he said slowly, eyes crawling down Lana’s body. “To be sure… we’ll need a full-body search.”

Rage flared hot in me. “What? Are you insane? That’s a violation! I’ll call the police right now!” I yanked my phone out.

He scoffed, unmoved, eyes still glued to Lana—as if waiting for her word.

I looked at her, praying she’d say no. That she’d fight with me. That she’d reject this humiliation.

But Lana made my heart stop.

She raised her eyes, blue and glinting with challenge—and nodded.

Then she turned to me, stepped close, her whisper slicing through me like ice.

“Wait outside.”

My body shook. I knew exactly what was about to happen in this room. My eyes begged her not to.

But Lana’s words landed like a final, merciless strike. Her tone carried the cruelty of comfort, the sting of command.

“Be good. Sit outside. Watch, if you want.”

The world shattered around me. This wasn’t an accident. This was the game. The ultimate test. My role was to obey.

The guard rose, walked toward me. “Sorry, kid,” he said, half-polite, half-smirking. “This requires privacy. Out you go.”

He pushed me through the doorway, shut it in my face.



I stood frozen in the hallway. But this time, I didn’t press my ear right away. I waited. I listened.

“You want me checked right here?” Lana’s voice carried through the door. Not afraid. Amused.

The guard’s low laugh. “Yes. I saw the camera footage… you’re bold. This needs a thorough inspection.”

Silence. I could picture her smirk.

“Just afraid you won’t be enough for me,” she teased.

Then her soft moan drifted out. The scrape of a chair.

“Let’s see… is it big enough?”

Her gasp, sharp and obscene: “Fuck… it’s too big…”

The filthy word from her elegant lips set my blood on fire.

No doubt now—she was enjoying it. If she were forced, I would’ve torn the door down. But she wasn’t. She was indulging—knowing I was right outside.

The memory of catching her with that other man surged back. When she saw me, she moaned louder, more shamelessly.

And now I knew. Lana loved being watched. Loved showing me just how depraved she could be.

Jealousy vanished, replaced by a sick hunger. My cock ached painfully in my pants as her moans grew louder, less restrained.

My hand trembled on the knob.

And—fuck.

It wasn’t locked. He’d left it open on purpose.

I turned it slowly, easing a narrow slit of light.

And the sight slammed into me like a hammer.

Lana sat on the edge of the desk, legs spread wide around the guard’s hips. Her dress shoved to her waist. The man knelt between her thighs, face buried in her cunt, devouring her.

The same cunt I had licked like a dog just hours before. And now another man was feasting on it.

The arousal detonated inside me. Pain gone. Only twisted pleasure.

I wasn’t the victim anymore.

I was the audience.

And I was reveling in it.

Chapter 11: The Performance

Lana’s hand clutched the guard’s graying hair, shoving his face deeper between her thighs. He groaned with delight, his broad tongue lashing at her relentlessly.

And then—through the gap in the door—she looked at me.

Her eyes locked on mine, unblinking.

This time, there was no collapse in me. No despair. Only hunger. A sick, burning craving to see more, to descend further into hell.

Lana understood. She saw the demon inside me, awake at last.

A victorious smile curved her lips. She moaned—louder now, unrestrained, sharp enough to cut.

“Ahhh—”

Then she clenched her teeth, her voice turning feral, commanding.
“Enough. Fuck me… now!”

The guard pulled back, his mouth wet and shining with her slick. He chuckled, standing tall as he unbuckled his belt. His uniform pants hit the floor, freeing a cock that made my own shrink in shame.

Thick. Dark. Veined. Even I had to choke back shame at the comparison. He rolled a condom on with practiced ease, pressed his swollen head against her entrance.

Lana arched, gasping as he pushed in.

“Fuck… so tight,” the guard grunted, eyes fixed on the wedding band circling her finger.

“That guy… he’s your husband?” he sneered, jerking his chin toward the door.

“Yes… my husband,” Lana panted, words broken by his thrusts.

The guard barked a cruel laugh. “No wonder you’re this tight. His dick’s too small, huh?”

“Yesss… too small…” Lana moaned, her gaze never leaving me.

Every word stabbed at my pride—but each stab fed my arousal, spiking higher, harder.

“A beautiful whore like you, stuck with a weak little husband?” he jeered, pounding harder. “Pathetic. Let me show you what a real man feels like.”

“Ahh… ahhh… yes… make me cum—make me die from it!” Lana cried, her voice rising, daring me to hear every filthy syllable. She wanted me broken. She wanted me watching.

And fuck—he was strong. His thrusts were brutal, unrelenting, each one lifting her off the desk. Sweat shone on his skin, while Lana’s juices spilled freely, soaking the edge of the table.

I couldn’t match that stamina. I couldn’t give her that. Watching it, knowing it—was agony.

But it was also bliss.

Her body quaked under him, moans turning wild, unholy.
“Fuck—fuck—I’m cumming!”

Her back arched like a drawn bow. She looked at me then, eyes wet, brimming with tears—but her lips curved in perfect, satisfied triumph.

The guard growled, slamming into her with a final series of crushing thrusts before erupting. He pulled out, stripping off the condom—still swollen, tied tight—and set it on the desk in front of her like a souvenir.

“I’ll delete the camera footage,” he rasped, still catching his breath. He leaned close, whispering in her ear. “Did I please you? Come back anytime. I’ll always be ready.”

Lana didn’t answer right away. She glanced at me—letting me feel her verdict—before smiling up at him.

“Very pleased… next week, then.”

A promise. And a sentence.

Chapter 12: The Confession

The car rolled back in silence. But this silence was different. Not heavy with torture, not suffocating with lies. It was the silence of accomplices—two twisted souls who had just shared a crime, and savored it together.

Lana kept her eyes on the passing scenery, her face strangely calm. Then, out of nowhere, her voice cut through the quiet, steady, almost casual.

“What do you think of me?”

I froze, unsure how to answer. But she didn’t wait. She kept speaking, as if asking herself.

“A filthy wife… a whore?”

Each word was a knife in the air. My body trembled. I sucked in a deep breath, summoning the courage to speak truth.

“Yes.”

Lana didn’t flinch. She didn’t frown, didn’t rage. She only nodded lightly, as if I had given the answer she already knew.

“So… do you hate me?”

This time, I didn’t hesitate. Something ripped through me, tearing down fear’s last wall.

“Hate… and anger,” I admitted, voice rough. “When I first saw you with that black guy. I felt betrayed. I broke apart completely.”

I paused, reliving the shatter of that day. “But now… it’s different.”

“Now, there’s only hunger. Desire. Every night… I dream of that whore.” My eyes locked on the road ahead. “I realize I have no right to judge you. This is the life you choose. It hurts no one. It isn’t even a betrayal to me.”

At that, Lana finally turned her gaze back to me. And for the first time, I saw something in her blue eyes that wasn’t just seduction or control.

“You’re right,” she whispered. “I was terrified of what I really wanted. Afraid of being exposed. Afraid of judgment. Afraid Mila would one day look at me with disgust.”

Her voice wavered. “But I can’t keep wearing the mask anymore.”

Without thinking, I reached across and took her hand. Cold. Slightly trembling.

“I’ll help you,” I said firmly. “Help you keep the secret.”

She looked at me—and smiled. A real smile. No mockery. No mask.

And then… she pulled up her summer dress.

Her lower body lay bare, flushed and glistening, still wet from the filth we’d just escaped. She met my eyes—defiant, inviting.

“If you don’t despise me… then…” she whispered. “Do you want it now?”

I didn’t answer.

Instead, I swerved onto a deserted dirt road, stopped the car, and killed the engine. Silence closed in around us.

I turned to her.

I didn’t just want to fuck her for release. This was different now.

I lowered my head, pressing my nose against her raw heat. The guard’s scent still lingered, mingling with Lana’s own intoxicating musk. The smell of sin. Of betrayal. Of shameless filth.

And instead of recoiling—
I inhaled. Deep.

Then… I tasted her.

Chapter 13: Privilege

My tongue trembled as it touched her.

A wave of disgust rose in my throat—the taste of another man. Salty, foreign, dripping with sin. I thought I couldn’t endure it. Thought I’d gag and ruin everything right then and there.

But I didn’t stop. Because Lana’s eyes were on me. Watching. Judging. Waiting.

And as I kept licking, something shifted.

Her body responded. Her own sweetness gushed out, mixing with the stranger’s residue. Her taste—familiar, intoxicating—slowly drowned everything else out. The disgust vanished, replaced by pure addiction.

No more shame. Only pleasure. Only devotion. I licked greedily, cleaning the battlefield he had left behind, making it mine.

“Ahh… mmm…” Lana moaned, thighs trembling, squeezing my head tight.

She was enjoying it—enjoying the way I erased another man from her with my tongue.

Then, without warning, her hands grabbed my hair, yanking me up violently.

I looked up, desperate, like an addict ripped from his fix.

Her chest heaved, eyes blazing, every word rough with need.

“I… need your cock… now.”

The command hit me like a drug. Not just lust, but the high of being chosen. Of being wanted.

I scrambled, fumbling with my jeans in the cramped car, knees banging the wheel. Lana hiked her dress to her waist, shifting clumsily with me. The awkwardness only fueled us more.

And then—I pushed in.

Raw. No barrier. No distance.

Her heat swallowed me whole. For a moment, bitterness struck—the easy way I slid inside, a slick path already carved out by the guard.

But that thought drowned in fire. Because when I buried myself fully, her walls clenched, hugging me, greedy, alive. And the twisted thrill roared back.

She gasped as I filled her, lips parting, whispering with wicked tease:
“What’s wrong? Too loose for you?”

I locked my eyes on hers, playing her game, degrading myself.
“No… it’s just that I’m too small.”

Her smile bloomed—triumphant, wicked. Exactly what she wanted.

“Then let me handle it,” she purred, suddenly shifting, climbing on top.

Now she straddled me, fully in control. I watched every curve, every bounce of her soft, perfect breasts, nipples taut and flushed. She leaned down, blonde hair falling over me, kissing me hard—wet, brutal, claiming.

Her hips rolled, slow, grinding me deeper. Every squeeze of her muscles, every slick pulse made me twitch inside her. The tight heat, the slippery stretch, the way her body alternated between clutching me and letting me slide—it drove me mad.

Wet sounds filled the cramped car. Leather creaked beneath us. Our hot breaths fogged the glass until sweat rolled in streaks down the windows.

“So fucking tight…” she moaned, tits bouncing, pink nipples brushing against my lips with every bounce.

I threw my head back, groaning, “God—you’re milking me dry.”

She bit her lip, leaned close, her voice a husky taunt:
“Feel it? Still wet from him… and your cock’s shaking like it’s about to explode.”

I growled, hands gripping her ass, slamming her down harder.
“Yeah… it still reeks of him… but right now—it’s mine.”

Her laugh cracked, throaty, dripping with pleasure. “Say it again. Louder.”

Sweat sprayed as I roared:
“Mine! All of it’s mine!”

Lana rode faster, her ass slapping down, the car rocking with every brutal thrust. Her cunt gripped me like a vice, dragging me to the edge.

I was breaking.

Then she seized my hand, pressing it to her lower belly, bulging with each thrust.
“Feel it… this is where your cum’s going.”

My ears roared. My vision blurred. Only her voice cut through—commanding, demanding.

I snarled, driving up into her from below.
“Ahhhh—”

Heat erupted, flooding her. Spilling, claiming, marking.

At that exact moment, Lana arched, body seizing, nails clawing into my skin as she hissed through her teeth:
“Yes… fill me… let me drink all of it…”

When the climax finally ebbed, I didn’t pull out. I held her, burying my face in her neck and breasts, licking the salt of her sweat, surrendering in absolute devotion.

And then a truth struck me.

The guard had worn a condom. So had the black man.

Only me. And Daniel.

We alone carried the privilege. The privilege of going bare. The privilege of leaving ourselves inside her.

I wasn’t just her toy anymore.

I had been elevated—raised to a place beside her husband.

And as if to prove it, the cock inside her stirred again. Slowly, but surely, it hardened, pressing back into her slick heat.

Lana, head resting on my shoulder, jolted, peeking down in disbelief.

“It’s… hard again?” she whispered, eyes wide with surprise and delight.

Even I couldn’t believe it. A grin split my face, proud, possessive.

“Yeah… it’s hard,” I growled, voice hoarse. “Because this whore’s pussy is too fucking perfect.”

The insult, laced with worship, made her moan, eyes flashing with hunger.

And I—started again.

Outside, the sunset painted the sky in fire. The car rocked under the rhythm of our debauchery, as if nature itself was keeping time with our sin.

Long after, when the rocking stopped, silence returned. The engine turned over, and the car rolled back toward reality.

Inside, two bodies, drenched and disheveled, carried faces of peace. Of satisfaction.

The game had turned a new page.

Chapter 14: The Family Portrait

When the car rolled into the driveway, my whole body still buzzed with the aftershocks of our frenzy. We didn’t return like guilty lovers. We returned like a couple fresh from a perfect date.

Daniel stood at the door, arms folded. He smiled warmly as we stepped out, the same smile as always. But his eyes told another story. They skimmed over Lana’s slightly tousled hair, her swollen lips, and finally landed on me—on the faint lipstick stain smudged across my collar.

“Late, huh,” he said casually, but his tone carried weight. “Takes that long at the supermarket? Must’ve been… really crowded.”

The air thickened. My tongue stuck in my throat.

But Lana didn’t falter. She slid an arm around his waist, kissed his cheek, and smiled with quiet mischief.

“Of course,” she said smoothly. “We had a little incident, but Logan handled it very well.”

Her words struck like a double-edged arrow—an innocent explanation on the surface, but underneath, a secret praise meant only for me. My face burned hot.

Even now, I couldn’t read Daniel. He was a master actor—sometimes the clueless husband, sometimes the silent director of his wife’s adultery. His ambiguity scared me, yet it drew me in.

Dinner that night felt strangely warm.

Mila chattered happily, telling me about her day with her dad while we’d been gone. She tugged at my hand, pulling me into her world of building blocks. And this time, I played with her wholeheartedly. Not to win Lana’s favor. Not for any hidden motive. Just… to laugh with her. Her bright, innocent giggles washed me clean, rinsing the filth from my mind.

And for a fleeting moment, watching her bent over a puzzle piece, something stirred deep in me. Someday, I wanted this. A family. A daughter.

And… a wife.

The thought twisted in my chest.

What kind of wife would mine be? Would she be like Lana? Would I accept her, if I were her husband?

The questions circled, unanswered.

Meanwhile, Lana and Daniel played their part to perfection—feeding each other, wiping sauce from lips, leaning into soft embraces, trading gentle kisses. Husband and wife, radiant and intact.

Jealousy sparked in me—but faded quickly.

In its place was an odd calm.

I had accepted my role. I wasn’t Daniel’s replacement. I was the addition. The hidden piece all three of us shared, whether we admitted it or not.

Dinner ended. Daniel and Lana cleaned up side by side, while I sat with Mila, reading her a story.

To an outsider, the scene would’ve looked like a flawless family portrait.

And somehow—I had become a piece of it. A piece of this twisted, perverse, perfect picture.

Chapter 15: The Invitation and the Test

Monday came.

When I stepped back onto campus, I no longer carried the shadow of a hollow ghost. My stride was different now—steady, assured. The gnawing hunger and emptiness had been replaced with satisfaction and power. I wasn’t a victim of the game anymore. I was a player.

And that shift, no matter how much I tried to mask it, didn’t escape my closest friend.

“You look different.”

Mark cut me off in front of the lecture hall, squinting at me. “What happened to that funeral face you’ve been wearing?”

I shrugged, forcing a casual smile. “Guess I’ve been sleeping better.”

“Bullshit,” Mark smirked. “You made up with her, didn’t you?”

I froze—then nodded. A small smile tugged at my lips. “Yeah. Thanks… for what you told me that day.”

Mark punched my shoulder, grinning. “See? Told you. Women are complicated, but they’re not unsolvable.” He slung an arm over me, steering me toward the cafeteria. “Since you’re back to being alive, how about this weekend? Come hang out.”

“Where?” I asked.

“Not some loud rager,” Mark said. “Just something small. At my place. Me, Chloe… she said she misses you.”

His words made my pulse skip.

Maybe it was just a joke—but it didn’t sound like nothing.

A double-date. The thought was as thrilling as it was dangerous. It was a chance to play the role of Lana’s lover in plain sight. But I knew better than to decide alone.

“Sounds good,” I said evenly. “But… I’ll ask her first. She’s been busy.”

I neither agreed nor refused. Because if this game had taught me anything, it was this:

Every move requires the Queen’s permission.

That afternoon, with no classes, I drove home early. My mind braced for anything. Strange shoes by the door. Moans leaking from her bedroom. I was ready. I wouldn’t crumble again.

But when I opened the door, what greeted me wasn’t filth.

It was the warm, rich scent of beef stew simmered with red wine.

Lana was in the kitchen, apron tied around her waist, blonde hair pinned up, loose strands brushing her neck. She leaned over the stove, tasting carefully, her profile calm, almost domestic.

The scene, instead of soothing me, made my blood surge. I knew Daniel wasn’t home at this hour.

“Smells amazing,” I murmured, stepping closer.

Lana turned, smiling. “You’re home early.”

“Yeah,” I whispered, slipping my arms around her waist from behind, pressing against her warm back. “…to see you.”

She didn’t resist. A small shiver ran through her, but she kept stirring, letting me hold her tight.

And my hand strayed lower. Sliding over her ass, around, slipping beneath her dress.

“Let’s see…” I breathed hot against her ear. “…if this tastes as good as what you’re cooking.”

Lana laughed softly, tilting her head against my shoulder, voice dripping with tease. “Then… taste it.”

That was all the permission I needed.

I spun her, lifting her onto the cool marble counter. Her dress bunched at her waist.

Bare. Waiting.

She’d been ready for me.

I bent down, ready to bury my face between her thighs.

But her soft hand pressed against my lips.

I looked up, startled.

Her blue eyes glittered with wicked challenge. “Aren’t you afraid?” she whispered. “Afraid it might still be dripping with another man’s cum?”

The words made me falter—only for a second. Then I met her gaze and smiled, confident, defiant.

“Not afraid,” I said firmly. “Because I know… I’m not the only one with the privilege of filling you raw.”

I leaned closer, my voice a growl. “And if it is… then it only makes your pussy taste richer.”

Her smile burst wide, radiant and cruel. She’d gotten the answer she craved.

Her hand slid away.

I lowered my face, breath shaking—only to find it clean, scented only with her essence.

A strange pang of disappointment flickered through me. Some sick part of me had wanted to taste the stain of another man. But it was fleeting. Hunger devoured it.

I pressed my mouth against her, and feasted.

Chapter 16: The Promise

Lana’s body trembled, her breaths coming fast and ragged. Her hands clutched the edge of the counter so tightly her knuckles turned white.

“Logan… I… can’t take it anymore… it’s about to—ahhh—” Her voice broke, tangled between begging and commanding.

I understood instantly. I drove my tongue harder, faster, fingers pressing deeper, pouring fuel onto the fire already consuming her.

Her thighs clamped around my head, her abs seizing in waves. She twisted, hips lifting off the counter as if trying to escape the very pleasure ripping through her. Her moans splintered into sharp, short cries, each one ringing in my ears.

And then—like a dam bursting—her orgasm hit. A hot gush sprayed out, drenching my face, splattering across the cold marble. Lana screamed, convulsing violently, completely undone.

I didn’t flinch. My mouth covered her, swallowing every spurt, pride and lust twisting together. I knew—this was my reward.

I lifted my head, drenched, cock aching as I yanked my jeans open, ready to sink into her.

But she stopped me.

“Wait,” she whispered, voice still ragged from climax.

She slid off the counter and faced me. Then, slowly—deliberately—she sank to her knees.

Right in front of me.

Her mouth opened, lips wrapping around me. Heat, softness, wetness—all of her engulfed me at once. I nearly collapsed.

Lana gazed up at me, eyes sparkling with mischief. “It’s… a little small,” she murmured around my cock. “But so damn cute.”

And then she swallowed me whole, down to the root.

I threw my head back, groaning, a rush of power exploding through me. My Queen was on her knees, serving me. My fingers threaded through her golden hair, tugging gently—half tender, half possessive.

“Your mouth… fuck, it’s perfect…” I gasped.

But she didn’t let me finish. Just when I was about to lose control, she pulled off, lips wet and glistening. She stood, her hand still gripping me tight. She gave one sharp squeeze—pain and pleasure knifing up my spine—then released me.

“Save it…” she whispered, eyes flashing with promise. “…for tonight.”

The words doused me like cold water, yet left me burning hotter than ever. I wanted to take her right then, bend her over the counter. But restraint—my newfound discipline—held me. I wasn’t a boy anymore.

“Fine,” I said, voice rough but steady. “I’ll wait until tonight.”

Her approving smile told me I’d passed another test.

I leaned in, murmuring at her ear, part plea, part joke:
“So… this weekend… will you be my ‘girlfriend’? I’ve got an invitation.”

She paused, then laughed softly—a rich, powerful sound.
“If you make me happy tonight…” her finger traced slowly down my chest, “…then yes.”



That afternoon, Lana sent me to pick up Mila.

The girl squealed when she saw me waiting outside her school.
“Uncle Logan! You haven’t picked me up in forever!” She threw her arms around my leg.

Warmth flooded my chest. Among all the lies and filth, Mila’s innocence was the one thing still pure.

When we got home, Daniel had just arrived. He froze at the door, sniffing the air.
“Wow—beef stew with red wine?” He glanced at Lana, surprised. “Special occasion?”

Lana walked out, wiping her hands on her apron, smiling sweetly.
“No occasion. I just felt like it.”

But her eyes flicked toward me, a sly glimmer hiding there.

Dinner unfolded in a glow of false warmth. Daniel chatted about work, Mila showed off her drawings, but I couldn’t take my eyes off Lana. The way she ate—slow, deliberate, sensual. She raised a forkful of beef to her lips, parted them just enough, and closed her eyes like she was savoring more than food. Her gaze never left me.

Then something brushed against my ankle under the table.

I stiffened—but kept my face neutral. Lana’s foot.

I played along, sliding my toes up her calf, then higher. Until I pressed against her heat through the fabric of her dress.

“Mm…”

A soft moan slipped from her throat.

“What is it, babe?” Daniel asked instantly, concerned.

Lana startled, then smiled sweetly. “Nothing… just bit my lip.”

My foot stayed where it was, teasing, pressing harder into the damp heat beneath her skirt. My pulse hammered.

And then—clink!

Daniel’s fork clattered to the floor. He ducked under the table to retrieve it.

Panic shot through me. I yanked my foot back, sweat breaking out at my neck.

But he only picked it up, set it aside, and continued eating, oblivious.

I glanced at Lana.

She was smirking at me, victorious. Like a cat toying with a mouse.

She raised her wine glass, letting the light turn it ruby. She looked at me over the rim, lips glistening red, and took a slow sip.

When I refilled the glasses, she said casually—while her foot slid back up my thigh—“Daniel can’t drink much. One glass and he’s done.”

Her wink told me everything.

I raised my glass. “Then let’s toast—to Daniel beating me at chess yesterday.”

Daniel chuckled, clinking my glass reluctantly. “If I get drunk, who’s gonna help Lana clean up?”

Lana touched his hand gently. “Don’t worry. Logan’s here.”

Dinner ended. Mila ran upstairs to play.

Without her, the air changed. Daniel, tipsy, grew looser, laughing too easily. He pulled Lana close, kissed her cheek—nothing unusual.

But when she tried to stand, he caught her wrist.
“Stay a bit longer. Logan’s here—it’s nice.”

His hand slid lower. Over her arm. Her waist. Down her thigh.

I held my breath.

Then… higher. Between her legs. Squeezing.

Daniel leaned in, his voice low but clear enough for me.
“Fuck… you’re already wet. You’re so naughty, Lana.”

My chest caved. That wetness—that was me. My damn foot had left her soaked.

Lana flushed, swatting his shoulder lightly.
“Daniel… not in front of Logan…”

But her eyes flicked at me, blazing with challenge. See? That’s your mark.

Daniel laughed, too drunk—or too clever—to notice. His fingers kept moving under her dress.

Lana tipped her head back, eyes closed, a soft moan escaping her lips.

I sat frozen, watching. The table blocked the view, but my imagination filled in every detail. I knew exactly what he was doing.

The torture stretched on. Minutes later, Lana, flushed and trembling, took his hand gently.
“You’re too drunk. Let’s go upstairs.”

He staggered to his feet, letting her lead him. But before they left, he stopped, clapped my shoulder, and slurred with a sharp edge of sobriety in his eyes:
“Stay and help Lana clean up. I trust you.”

Then they disappeared upstairs.

Leaving me alone. Trembling, half-broken, half-thrilled.

Wondering if Daniel was truly naive—
Or a devil testing me.

Chapter 17: The Midnight Summons

I busied myself clearing plates, the rush of water from the sink drowning out the house’s dreadful silence. My hands worked mechanically, but my mind still reeled. Daniel’s fingers on his wife, his last words to me—I trust you.

Did he really trust me? Or was it a trap?

That uncertainty thrilled and terrified me at once, leaving me trembling inside my skin.

I wiped at the table—the same spot where Lana had sat not thirty minutes ago, secretly moaning from the touch of my foot under the table.

A message.

I froze. Pulled my phone out. The screen glowed with her name.

I opened it.

My chest clenched, breath caught. Electricity ripped through me, every nerve igniting. Blood rushed downward, my cock swelling hard in an instant.

The photo was simple. And obscene.

Her pussy.

A close-up, glistening pink and swollen, still wet. But what strangled me was the thick, white stream seeping out of her. Daniel’s cum.

Another message followed right after.

Come up…

Just two words. But they were a summons. A command. My goddess calling.

But—in their bedroom? With Daniel there?

A thousand alarms screamed in my head. Fear and reason clawed at me. But desire crushed them. I dropped the rag, heart pounding, and made my way upstairs.

I shook with anticipation, but forced myself quiet, each step careful.

The master bedroom door was ajar.

I eased it open.

Inside, a soft amber glow from the nightstand lamp painted the scene.

Daniel sprawled across the bed in nothing but his briefs, chest rising in heavy wine-soaked breaths. His clothes and Lana’s were scattered across the floor. They’d clearly fucked before he passed out.

And her—

Lana sat at the edge of the bed, her back turned to him. Naked. Completely. The low light caressed every curve, every perfect swell of her body, as though a perverse god had sculpted her.

She looked at me. Lifted a finger to her lips. Silent. Then crooked it—beckoning me closer.

I stepped inside, easing the door shut. My heart hammered against my ribs like it would shatter me.

She leaned close, her breath hot against my ear. The tip of her tongue traced my earlobe, teasing.

“I… need your cock…” she whispered.

I swallowed hard. “H-here? Now?”

“Don’t you feel it?” she murmured, her voice thick with lust. “The thrill of doing it right here?”

I wavered, caught between fear and hunger.

And then she turned—looked back at her sleeping husband.

Her hand lifted.

Smack.

Her palm landed squarely on Daniel’s ass.

The sound cracked through the silence.

Ice shot through my veins.

Daniel stirred, muttered in his sleep. “Mmm… Lana… naughty girl…” Then rolled over, sinking back into deep, drunken slumber.

I finally understood.

This wasn’t just an invitation.

It was a dare.

She was asking me: Do you have the balls?

Chapter 18: The Silent Symphony

Lana didn’t move. She sat there at the edge of the bed, legs parted, tilting her head toward me with sovereign patience. That dark, slick cave between her thighs—still leaking traces of her husband—was the final test.

Reason was dead. Fear burned away. Only raw, animal instinct remained.

I had no choice.

I dropped to my knees before her, kneeling on the soft rug.

Even in the dim glow, I saw it: Daniel’s cum oozing from her, white, viscous, obscene. The smell hit me—sharp, male, mixed with her sweetness. My throat lurched with disgust. But it drowned under something stronger.

Desire.

I lowered my head, lips trembling as they neared. I knew what it meant. To prove my submission, to prove I’d serve her completely, I had to eat her just like this. Even though deep down, I wasn’t ready.

But before my mouth could touch, her hand pressed to my forehead—soft, firm. Stopping me.

I looked up, startled.

Her blue eyes glowed with eerie clarity. She shook her head.
“Not yet, Logan,” she whispered, her voice brushing like silk through my ear. “You’re not ready… use your cock.”

Relief shot through me like air to drowning lungs. She had read my hesitation. She knew. And she granted me release.

I stripped down quickly, jeans falling away. My cock sprang free, steel-hard in the suffocating quiet.

Daniel’s breathing filled the room—a sick soundtrack to this blasphemous scene.

I eased Lana back onto the bed, laying her on her own sheets, right beside her sleeping husband.

I climbed over her, pressed forward—

—and slid inside.

The sensation was unlike anything before. Slicker. Wetter. Sloppier because of him. But not disgusting. No. It felt like oil on fire. A perfect preparation, as though her body had been waiting just for me.

I began to move.

Silent.

Her breath hitched into a muffled moan, and she clapped a hand over her mouth, holding the sound in.

I bit my lip until it bled, forcing back my own groans.

We fucked in absolute silence. But the silence was louder than screams. Every thrust was a dare against fate. Every breath, a gamble with the devil snoring inches away.

Her husband right there. And us—fucking in his bed.

The danger, the taboo—it drove us insane.

I leaned down, took her nipple into my mouth, sucking hard. My hips ground deeper, deliberate, careful.

“Mm… ahh…” she muffled, but the sounds slipped through her fingers, needy and raw.

The muffled noise made me wild. I wanted to conquer her completely. To force her body to betray her, to make her scream my name loud enough to wake the man beside us.

So I attacked—mouth, hands, hips—every inch of her body mine to claim.

“Fuck… Logan… you’re so good,” she whimpered, the words garbled behind her palm.

“You like it, Lana?” I hissed in her ear.

She nodded furiously, tears at the corners of her eyes.

“Don’t stop… please, faster…”

I sped up, pounding harder, driving into her with ruthless force. The mattress creaked in tiny protests. Sweat slicked her pale skin, breasts bouncing wildly with every thrust. Her nails carved trenches into the sheets.

“Call my name,” I growled, teeth nipping her ear. “Right here. Beside him.”

Her eyes flew open, wet, shimmering. Her hand slipped from her mouth.

“Ahhh—LOGANNN!”

Her scream split the silence, shattering it like glass.

Her legs locked around me, convulsing as her pussy gushed, soaking the bed. The wetness coated me, pulling me deeper until I couldn’t hold back.

I roared low in my throat and exploded, pumping her full, each spasm of her cunt milking me greedily.

I collapsed onto her slick body, sweat mixing with hers. Her blonde hair clung to flushed skin, lips parted, eyes blazing with something fierce—not just lust, but something that made my chest pound painfully.

I kissed her, mouths devouring each other, tongues tangled, sharing breath and sweat.

I rolled us to the side, arms locked around her waist, hand gripping her ass. She curled into me, fitting perfectly, flesh to flesh.

Our eyes met. No words, just that burning stare. And in her gaze I saw it—something she hadn’t spoken before. Not just a game. A piece of it was real.

“I… I should go back downstairs…” I whispered shakily.

But she gripped my arm, holding me. Her lips brushed my ear, voice husky, tender.
“Don’t. Stay with me… just for a while.”

My chest caved in. Not lust—something warmer. I held her tighter, face buried in her damp neck.

And in that moment, the truth hit me like a blade.

I wasn’t just fucking Daniel’s wife.

I was falling in love with her.

Chapter 19: A Hazy Morning

Sunlight crept through the slats of the blinds, stabbing into my eyes and dragging me out of a heavy, dream-thick sleep.

I shifted, and a dull ache rippled across my thighs, back, arms. Every muscle sore, every nerve raw. Proof of how violently I’d pushed myself last night. Yet beneath the soreness was a deeper satisfaction—full, spent, alive. Like I’d just lived through a fever dream of sin and ecstasy.

I checked my phone.
9:15.
“Fuck. Missed class again.”

But instead of panic, a lazy grin spread across my face. Macroeconomics meant nothing now—not compared to the education I was getting under this roof.

Dragging myself downstairs, the smell of strong coffee greeted me. Daniel sat at the table, a newspaper in hand, gaze wandering out the window.

“Morning, Logan,” he said, voice bright. “No school today?”

“Yeah,” I muttered, scratching the back of my neck. “Overslept… forgot my alarm.”

Daniel chuckled, warm and booming. “Ha! That’s youth for you. Don’t burn yourself out. Life’s too short—enjoy it.”

He poured me a mug. We chatted idly about the weather, a soccer match. But then he rubbed his temples, frowning.

“Drank too much last night. Still have a headache.”

His words triggered everything. Memories slammed back—her body writhing under me, the danger of his presence, her scream of my name tearing through the silence. My cock stirred again just from the echo.

Then Daniel glanced at me, eyes foggy but sharp at the edges.
“Strange,” he murmured. “I slept like the dead… but I swear I dreamt I heard something. Lana making noise.”

My heart stopped. My smile froze.
“You must’ve imagined it,” I forced a laugh. “I slept fine. Didn’t hear a thing.”

He just stared. And smiled—a slow, odd smile. Not dreamy anymore. Razor-sharp. Like he was peeling me open with his eyes.

Cold sweat prickled my back.

Then he checked his watch, clapped my shoulder. “Shit, I’m late. I’ll leave the house to you two.”

The front door clicked shut behind him.

And opened again.

Lana stepped in, Mila’s backpack in hand. She’d just dropped her daughter at school. Surprise flickered in her eyes seeing me still there—but it melted into a radiant smile.

“You’re still home?” she teased, setting her purse down. “I thought you had class.”

I moved closer, heat flooding me. No hesitation. No shame.
“Last night wore me out,” I said with a cocky grin. “Had to skip. Blame the whore I served all night.”

Her brows arched, eyes sparkling. “Oh? Sounds like someone wants compensation.”

“That’s right,” I whispered, leaning close, breath brushing her cheek. “So, how’s my slut gonna repay me?”

Her lips curved wickedly as she looped her arms around my neck. “Tell me, baby… what do you want?”

I answered without words.

Our mouths crashed together, coffee and hunger mixing on her tongue. I lifted her easily, her soft body molding against my chest. My hands roamed, claiming curves, squeezing that perfect ass before laying her across the sofa. Morning light painted her skin gold, like a living masterpiece.

“Here?” she gasped, half shocked, half thrilled.

“Right here,” I growled, tugging fabric away from her body.

We didn’t rush. We unwrapped each other slowly, savoring bare skin in daylight. My lips mapped her neck, her breasts, down her stomach.

“They’re beautiful,” I murmured into her swollen nipple before sucking it deep.

“Ahh… Logan…” she moaned, fingers clawing at my back.

When I slid lower, she shivered, whispering shyly, “Don’t… I haven’t cleaned yet…”

I looked up, eyes burning. “Do you think I care? You’re mine. Every drop, every mess—it’s mine.”

Then I feasted.

By the time she lay trembling, body undone beneath my tongue, I moved back up, cock throbbing.

“Ready, love?” I whispered.

She didn’t answer—just kissed me hard, legs spreading wide.

I teased her slit with the tip, making her whimper.
“Please… Logan… no more teasing…”

Laughing, I drove in. Heat swallowed me, clenching, wet, hungry. We moved together, slow, deliberate—like a dance meant only for two.

Halfway through, I stopped, staring down into her eyes. No masks. No games. Just her blue gaze meeting mine, full of surrender.

Then I sped up, pounding harder, filling the house with the sound of skin slapping skin, her cries echoing off the walls.

“I love you, Lana,” I snarled, release ripping through me, pumping deep inside her.

“I love you too, Logan,” she sobbed, shaking violently as her climax crashed over her.

We lay tangled on the couch, sweat-slick and shameless. Outside, the world carried on. But in here, there was no husband, no family picture. Just us—two lovers claiming each other in broad daylight, in the living room of her perfect home.

Chapter 20: The Insane Hypothesis

I never knew a day could feel so endless. But when I finally collapsed onto the bed, too drained to even lift a finger, Lana crawled on top of me with that dripping smile that seemed to say: “That’s all you’ve got?”

The truth? I didn’t. Not nearly enough.

All day long we tore at each other like moths to flame. Every time I looked into her eyes—saw that raw, unmasked filth burning there—I couldn’t stop myself. I pinned my slut down, devoured her like a starving animal.

And she let me. Every position, every room. In the shower, with water streaming down our tangled bodies. On the kitchen counter, halfway through chopping vegetables. And of course, on her marital bed—where just the night before I’d been nothing but a trembling intruder.

Now, our scent, our sweat, our stains marked every inch of the house.



By the time I saw Mark the next day, the exhaustion was carved into my face. Dark circles, shaky steps, the hollow look of a man emptied out.

He burst out laughing. “What, your succubus drain you dry again?”

This time he wasn’t joking. He was right. Completely right.

I just gave a weak grin.

Later, lying alone in my rented room, my thoughts spun. Lana’s appetite was bottomless, an ocean I could never hope to fill alone.

If she were my wife… hell, I’d probably have to hire another husband just to keep up.

I laughed at the absurdity of it. But the laugh stuck in my throat.

And then, like a bolt of lightning, the insane thought struck me: Daniel.

What if… what if he had gone through this exact same thing? He loved her. But maybe he’d realized long ago that no one man could ever satisfy her hunger.

And suddenly, every puzzle piece clicked into place.

That ad for the spare room. Why only male students? Why “attractive” listed as a preference?
The location of the room—right next to their bedroom. Perfect for listening in. Perfect for tormenting a lonely young guy with what he couldn’t have.
And most damning of all—their finances. Daniel was a senior accountant at a big firm. His salary more than covered the house, the car, the vacations. They didn’t need rental money.

It wasn’t about income.

It was about finding someone… for Lana.

Daniel wasn’t a poor, unsuspecting husband being cheated on. He was an accomplice. Maybe even the director of the whole fucking play. His strange smiles, his cryptic words—they all slid into place like clockwork.

The realization made my skin crawl. And yet… a sick thrill rose inside me.

The chaos in my head boiled over when I blurted out to Mark—a question I never would’ve dared say to anyone else:

“Hey, Mark… be honest…” I hesitated, my voice low. “…if Chloe’s needs ever get… too much for you, have you ever thought about… letting someone else help?”

Mark stared at me. Then barked a laugh. But the laugh faded. His face sobered.

“Yeah,” he said.

The simple word stunned me.

He shrugged, half-joking, half-dead serious. “Chloe’s hot as hell, but sometimes she’s a fucking succubus. And I’m just human.” Then his grin sharpened. “Hey… maybe you should help me take care of her.”

My world spun. I’d thought my situation was uniquely twisted. But his “joke” made something clear—maybe my insane theory wasn’t insane at all.

I froze, staring at him. He laughed again, punched my shoulder. “Relax, man. Kidding.”

But I barely heard him. A cold clarity slid down my spine.

So I smiled back—and for the first time, I answered his joke with my own naked truth.

“Hell, I’m already thinking about finding someone to help me with my girlfriend. No way I’ve got the energy for Chloe too.”

Mark laughed with me. But his eyes lingered. Watching. Measuring.

And mine… did the same.

Chapter 21: The Experiment

That night, the house seemed as peaceful as ever. We ate dinner, watched TV, and said goodnight like any ordinary family.

But once the quiet of midnight settled in, sleep wouldn’t come. I lay on my bed, eyes fixed on the ceiling, listening. Waiting.

The murmurs from Daniel and Lana’s room faded into silence.

Mark’s words kept echoing in my head. My insane hypothesis no longer felt like fantasy—it had taken root, hardening into something close to truth.

And if this was all a game… then I was going to play it.

I didn’t just want her. I wanted to know who Daniel really was in this twisted theater.

A shiver crawled up my spine—fear, dread, and above all the savage thrill of breaking a taboo.

I slid out of bed.

The hallway was dark, washed only by pale moonlight through the far window. The tick of the grandfather clock downstairs kept pace with my heartbeat, thudding faster and faster. Every creak of the floorboards under my feet felt like a gunshot in the silence.

And then I stood before their door.

It wasn’t closed. Never fully closed. Always left just slightly ajar—as if it were an unspoken invitation, a silent permission.

I drew in a shaky breath and pushed.

The door gave way without resistance.

Her scent hit me instantly. Sweet perfume clinging to sheets, mixed with the warmth of fabric and the faint trace of red wine from dinner.

Daniel lay on his side, turned away, breathing slow and deep. Dead asleep.

Lana lay in the center, facing me. The blanket only covered her waist, leaving those long pale legs exposed, glowing under the silver wash of moonlight.

She was too beautiful, even in sleep. A goddess of lust, resting.

And tonight, I would defile her temple—right beside her husband.

Step by step, I crept closer. Every breath shallow, every movement deliberate, until I reached the empty side of the bed. Slowly, I lifted the edge of the blanket and slid underneath.

Her warmth bled into me instantly.

I stayed still at first, waiting for my pulse to settle. Then I shifted closer, close enough to feel the faint brush of her breath against my cheek.

Her breathing changed. She stirred. And then her eyes fluttered open.

In the dark, those blue eyes widened—shock flooding the drowsiness away.

I leaned to her ear and whispered one word.
“It’s me…”

Her body went rigid.

And then, impossibly, her lips curved. A smile. Wicked. Delighted.

“You’ve lost your mind,” she breathed, voice trembling not with fear—but with arousal.

I shook my head, brushing my lips along the shell of her ear.
“Not me. Us.”

My hand slid down, stroking the bare length of her thigh. Her skin was silk.

She shivered, fighting to hold back a moan. She didn’t push me away.

And then—

Daniel rolled in his sleep, muttering something incoherent.

Both of us froze. Neither dared breathe.

In an instant, Lana’s arms wrapped around me. She pulled my head down, burying my face between her breasts—silencing me, hiding me, smothering me in the heat of her body.

For the first time in my life, I knew exactly what it felt like to be in heaven and at hell’s door at the very same moment.

Just one moan away from ruin.

Chapter 22: Between Two Breaths

The air beneath the heavy quilt was thick, suffocating. My own ragged breaths fanned against the back of Lana’s neck, making her shiver. I pressed flush against her, rigid, hardly daring to move. Her skin, her scent—God, it surrounded me. But it wasn’t just her anymore. It was mingled with Daniel. With the residue of the sex they’d just had.

I was walking a razor’s edge between heaven and hell. And there was no turning back.

Slowly, I lifted myself just enough to let my lips find her breast. Soft flesh filled my mouth; salt clung faintly to her skin. Her nipple tightened as I sucked, my tongue circling greedily. A sick thought shot through my head: Daniel’s mouth had probably been right here hours earlier.

Lana’s grip tightened on my arm. Her teeth sank into her lip, strangling the moan that wanted to break free. I could hear her breath—short, shallow, broken. My hand slid down over her hip, slipping between her thighs.

She was slick, dripping. Not just with her own wetness. She was messy, coated with Daniel’s cum. My fingers should have recoiled. Instead, they became ravenous, teasing her swollen clit, smearing every filthy trace deeper against her.

The heat beneath the quilt grew unbearable. Sweat trickled down my temple. Every movement felt like a gamble. And she was getting wetter—her own juice blending, melting away what Daniel had left.

Then she reached for me. Her hand wrapped around my cock, stroking with a clear command: now.

I lined myself against her thigh.

She shifted, opening just enough. But the narrow space made it clumsy. My tip slid along her hip, her stomach—missing.

A breath hitched out of her, soft, desperate.

I ground my teeth, whispering hot against her ear:
“Turn over… face him.”

She obeyed. Slowly, carefully, Lana rolled to face her husband. Her back arched, her ass pushed out, begging for me.

I guided myself lower, dragging along the cleft of her cheeks, fumbling for the right place. In the dark, cramped space, I pressed wrong—slipping against her other hole.

She flinched, biting her lip, her whisper barely a sound.
“Wrong one…”

Finally, I found it. With one slow push, my cock slid into her drenched heat.

The relief was like a silent explosion. Both of us exhaled, trembling—sinners who’d just found refuge.

I clamped a hand over her mouth, chest glued to her back. Then I began to move. Not hard, not fast. Just slow, deep strokes, each one stretching the silence to breaking. Sweat trickled over our skin, pooling in the sheets.

Daniel’s breathing was steady.

Until he stirred.

Every time he shifted, I froze—heart hammering, cock buried inside her, hand choking off her moans. Only when his breath evened out again did my hips begin to move.

Then he stirred again.

I froze, cock still sunk in her, palm still clamped over her mouth.

And this time—Daniel rolled toward us. His arm swung out, heavy, draping across Lana’s belly. Just inches from my back.

I stopped breathing. My chest was going to explode.

His hand began to wander, tracing the familiar curve of his wife’s body. Then it stopped on her breast. He squeezed softly, leaned in, kissed her shoulder. A tender, unconscious ritual.

Lana convulsed against me. Her pussy clamped down, gushing, soaking me with fresh heat.

I didn’t dare move. Trapped between insane ecstasy and the terror of discovery.

Daniel’s voice broke the dark, groggy, half-awake.
“You’re still up…?”

Lana’s reply came fast, her tone straining to stay calm.
“Mm… couldn’t sleep…”

He chuckled softly, hand still on her breast.
“You’re drenched in sweat… maybe kick the blanket off?”

My blood froze. Sweat streamed down my back.

“N-no… I’m cold,” she stammered. “It’s just… I’m tired, that’s all.”

I pressed myself deeper under the covers, trying to melt into her shadow.

Daniel didn’t press. He kissed her again, lips wet against her skin. This kiss wasn’t unconscious—it was hungry.

A sick surge of jealousy ripped through me. My hips jerked, thrusting once—shallow but unmistakable.

Lana jerked too, a muffled moan breaking from her throat—covered by her husband’s kiss.

He didn’t notice. If anything, he took it as her response. His hand kneaded her breast harder.

“God, I’ve missed you… how about another round?” he murmured, half playful, half serious.

Lana bit her lip, then whispered back, her words a breathy moan.
“Maybe… in the morning. I’m too tired now…”

He grunted, satisfied, and rolled over again. Soon his breaths leveled out.

And there I was. Wedged between them. Still buried to the hilt inside his wife. Trembling in the dark, caught between ruin and bliss.

Chapter 23: The New Husband

Daniel rolled back over, his breathing soon steady again, sinking into heavy sleep.

The room returned to silence—deadly silence. I was still inside Lana, frozen in place. Cold sweat clung to my back, but inside me another fire was raging—the fire of jealousy.

I couldn’t stand the way she’d moaned under his kiss. I couldn’t stand that his lips, as her husband, had claimed her like it was his by right. That sloppy kiss of his kept replaying in my head, and Lana hadn’t pushed him away.

Reason shattered.

I gently pried Daniel’s arm off her body and laid it aside. Then, with one smooth, decisive motion, I rolled Lana onto her back.

She lay between us—her husband on one side, me on the other.

I climbed on top of her, covering her with my body. My face hovered above hers, my whisper a dark confession in the night.
“Right now… I’m your husband.”

Her whole body trembled. I saw fear flicker in her eyes—but not resistance.

She choked out my name, broken and thin.
“Lo…gan?”

I didn’t let her say another word. My mouth crushed down on hers. This wasn’t tender. This was a storm. My tongue forced its way past her lips, plundering, drowning her in a kiss so deep and wet it erased every trace of Daniel. She tasted sweet, familiar, mine—and I wanted no other man to ever have it again.

My hands slid under her, claiming that perfect ass as my own, lifting her hips to meet me. My cock found her again, sliding in.

This time it wasn’t furtive or secretive. This was raw possession, face to face. Moonlight streamed faintly through the curtains—just enough that if Daniel opened his eyes, he would see everything.

But I didn’t care.

I didn’t want fast. I wanted deep. To leave myself imprinted in the deepest part of her.

I drove into her slowly, fully, each stroke a claim. The mattress trembled under us. Lana clawed at my back, nails digging, her legs curling around my waist like a wife welcoming her man.

Daniel’s breathing shifted.

I froze… then started moving again.

What the fuck are you scared of, Logan? Fuck her.

And I did. Reason was gone. All that was left was the savage need to own this whore.

Lana whimpered—half sob, half moan. Tears leaked from the corners of her eyes, but her body clung to me, pulsing around me.

A few hard, relentless thrusts later, I let go. I poured everything into her, molten and hot, flooding her womb.

I collapsed onto her, burying my face in her heat, a conqueror claiming his spoils. My cock stayed buried inside her, twitching, breathing with the spasms of her pussy milking me.

She was drenched in sweat, gasping. Her hand found my hair, stroking shakily, fingers trembling.

I lifted my head, looked straight into her eyes, and whispered like a man claiming his crown.
“I want to sleep here.”

She didn’t answer with words.

She just smiled—and gave the faintest nod.

Chapter 24: “Good morning.”

I never thought it would end up like this. It was insane—reckless, stupid beyond belief.

My test, my reckless plan, was supposed to be simple: see how Daniel would react. Would he wake up and silently watch his wife being fucked? Would he explode in rage? Or… would he join in? Because I knew—it’s nearly impossible to sleep through the sounds of sex, no matter how much Lana and I tried to muffle them, in the silence of the night it had to be deafening.

But none of it happened the way I imagined.

And now, all three of us were about to face each other—because of my stupidity. And Lana’s too.

That morning, I woke.

The sun was already high, the harsh light stabbing my eyes, dragging me out of an unnaturally deep sleep. I shifted, then froze.

Lana was still beside me, sleeping soundly, completely naked. So was I. The sheet barely covered our hips, leaving the rest of our tangled bodies bare in the morning light.

But something was wrong.

Daniel wasn’t there. His side of the bed was empty.

“Fuck,” I muttered under my breath, my pulse spiking.

I’d fallen asleep. Last night, after claiming my throne, after she’d let me stay, I’d held Lana close with the intention of slipping out before sunrise.

But I’d passed out. Dead to the world.

I shook Lana’s shoulder lightly, panic surging. But it wasn’t fear anymore—it was the absurdity of what was about to happen. Facing Daniel. Face-to-face.

We’d both overslept.

And yet… once the initial panic ebbed, something colder, calmer filled me. If Daniel had gotten up, seen us wrapped together in his bed, and hadn’t woken us, hadn’t raged? Then it was obvious.

Daniel always knew. He knew Lana and I were fucking.

“Mm…” Lana stirred, eyelids fluttering open. She looked at me, then at the empty space on the other side of the bed, then back at me. The haze of sleep vanished from her eyes, replaced by sharp clarity.

And then she smiled.

A calm, unshaken smile.

Her smile steadied me. If she wasn’t afraid, why should I be?

She rose from the bed, her naked body glowing in the daylight, unashamed. She didn’t reach for her pajamas. Instead, she grabbed a silk robe draped over the chair, slipping it loosely over her shoulders. The sheer fabric hid nothing—it only framed every lethal curve underneath.

I pulled on my t-shirt and boxers from the floor, armor for the inevitable confrontation.

Once I was dressed, Lana came to me. She slid her arm through mine, her fingers lacing tight with mine.

“We’ve come this far, Logan. Let’s finish it,” she whispered, her smile both soothing and daring. She tugged me forward, lending me her confidence as we went to meet… her husband.

Together, we walked down the stairs. Nearing the kitchen, a warm aroma filled the air—fresh croissants and strong coffee.

We passed the doorway, both of us holding our breath. The dining table was empty. The living room silent.

My heart pounded.

And then—we saw him.

Daniel stood at the counter, his back to us, holding a mug of coffee. He wore casual loungewear, his posture completely relaxed, like this was just another morning.

At the sound of our footsteps, he turned.

His eyes took us in—Lana in her flimsy robe, me standing beside her, the boy who had slept in his bed with his wife.

And Daniel smiled. A gentle, warm smile.

But deep in his eyes, there was no peace. Only a hollow void—like everything had just been reset.

“Good morning.”

Chapter 25: Family

Lana moved first. She walked over to Daniel, who was standing by the counter with a steaming cup of coffee in hand. She slipped her arms around his waist, nestling her head against his chest with a playful, almost apologetic pout.

“I slept too well. Did you already take Mila to school?”

“Mhm.” Daniel smiled gently, wrapping an arm around her and kissing the top of her hair. His eyes slid over to me, warm as always. “Sit down, Logan. Have breakfast with us.”

I froze, but my body acted on instinct—I pulled out a chair and sat.

The three of us ate like nothing was wrong. Croissants, strawberry jam, black coffee. A perfect breakfast. I had a thousand questions prepared, a thousand accusations ready to hurl—but every single one lodged in my throat. I didn’t know where to start.

Daniel spoke first. He took a slow sip of his coffee, his smile turning sly.

“Last night… you were strong.”

The fork nearly slipped from my fingers. My whole body trembled.

Lana giggled, resting her head against her husband’s shoulder.
“Mm, yes… so strong. He made me lose control.”

My brain was chaos. Their brazenness, Daniel’s calm—it was beyond anything I’d ever imagined. And then, the only question that mattered slipped from my mouth, even though I already knew the answer.

“You… knew from the start?”

Daniel casually bit into his bread and nodded.
“It was obvious,” he said, as if talking about the weather. “I left so many hints. Thought you’d catch on sooner. But… this slut kept you too distracted.”

“Oh, husband, calling me names again?” Lana teased, pinching his side.

“That’s not an insult,” Daniel chuckled. “It’s a compliment. Having a wife slutty enough to be a real whore.”

Lana didn’t flinch. Her smile only grew brighter.

“Then… why?” I croaked. It was all I could ask.

“Sorry, Logan,” Daniel said suddenly, his tone disturbingly sincere. “Deceiving you from the start was our mistake. If this damaged you emotionally, I’ll compensate you. With money.”

I could barely process it. Money? He thought this could be solved with money? But then I looked at them—how seamlessly they leaned on each other, how perfectly united they were—and I finally understood.

I wasn’t the victim. I was their game.
My love, my jealousy, my desperate need—it was just seasoning. They didn’t tell me the truth because they enjoyed watching me writhe, sneaking around like a starving dog.

The fork rattled in my hand. I’d expected this answer, but it still cut deep.

“Logan.”

Lana’s voice pulled me back. Warm. Gentle. She looked at me with soft, tender eyes.
“I really do care about you.”

Her words made me shiver. I glanced at Daniel—he didn’t flinch, didn’t object. As if he’d known she’d say it.

“At first,” Lana continued, “we only wanted someone attractive, young, safe… disease-free. But then, as time went on… I cared for you. Not just for the sex. There were times I wanted to end the game. Even when you caught me with another man—that was me trying to push you away.”

She faltered, then whispered:
“But you…”

“…accepted her for who she really is. Just like I did,” Daniel cut in smoothly, grinning.

“Yes,” Lana nodded, her eyes brimming as she looked at me. “That’s why Daniel said to give you a chance. And last night… you proved it. You were my husband.”

Silence fell over the table. The cards were face-up now. Nothing left hidden. And it was my turn to choose.

Lana slipped free of Daniel’s embrace and walked over to me. She crouched down at my side, tilting her head back to look up at me. Her blue eyes shimmered like an ocean, pleading and inviting all at once.

“So… Logan,” she whispered, her voice trembling with both promise and temptation. “Tell me. Do you want to stay with us… as a family?”

Chapter 26: “I’m already too late for class today.”

I looked at them—Daniel and Lana. Husband and wife. Bound so tightly I once thought there was no crack I could ever slip into. And yet here they were, holding the door wide open, inviting me in as a permanent spice to their marriage.

The chaos inside me settled, replaced by a cold, terrifying clarity. I hesitated for form’s sake, but deep down, I’d had the answer for a long time.

“Yes,” I said, my voice still trembling but firm. “I… still want her.”

Daniel smiled, pleased. Lana’s smile bloomed like sunlight.

“Then we’ll need some rules,” Daniel said calmly, slipping back into his measured, commanding tone. Breakfast had become a negotiation.

“First, and most important: nothing sexual in front of Mila. She must never know about this world of ours—not until she’s at least eighteen.”

“Yes,” I nodded instantly. That was one rule I could accept without question. Mila’s innocence was the only thing sacred in this house.

“Second,” Daniel raised two fingers. “You’re free to love someone else, to fuck whoever you like, but always safe. And between you and Lana—it must remain voluntary. No harm. No force. No physical damage.”

“And if I want Logan… while you’re asleep?” Lana purred, clinging to her husband’s arm.

Daniel chuckled softly. “Haven’t you already slipped into his room while I was out cold?”

He turned his gaze to me, waiting.

I gave a solemn nod.

“And last,” Daniel said. “Absolute secrecy. To everyone. And… you can walk away anytime if the thrill fades. We’ll always welcome you, but this isn’t a prison.”

The contract was laid bare. An open exit. It both calmed me and burdened me with the need to prove I’d never take it.

“Agreed,” I said, my tone almost ceremonial. “I swear it—on my honor.”

Daniel looked satisfied. He drained the last sip of his coffee. Breakfast was over. The negotiation sealed.

And then—he stood.

A strange smile curved his lips. Before I could grasp what he meant, he stepped behind Lana, gripped the silk robe at her shoulders—

—and tugged it down.

The robe slid off, pooling at her feet like a ribbon of light. Lana stood completely naked before us both. Her flawless body glowed in the morning sun, shameless, proud.

Daniel placed a hand on her shoulder, the gesture both possessive and permissive. His eyes burned as he met mine.

“Then… let the feast begin,” he said, his voice low. “I already called in sick today. What about you, Logan?”

My breath caught. Blood surged south, heat spreading like fire through my veins. I looked at Lana—the woman I loved, the woman I could now claim openly.

Then I lifted my eyes to Daniel and gave him the smile of an accomplice.

“I’m already too late for class today.”

Chapter 27: Her Dog

The moment my answer came—“I skipped class”—the air in the kitchen shifted.

Daniel, the serious, respectable man I once thought I knew, vanished. He took a sip of still-hot coffee, then suddenly grabbed Lana’s chin and crushed his mouth to hers. Dark liquid spilled from the corners of their kiss, streaming down her throat and dripping onto her bare chest.

It was savage. Possessive. But Lana didn’t flinch. She closed her eyes and kissed him back, swallowing the bitterness of coffee mixed with the sweetness of her own surrender.

When he pulled away, Daniel licked his lips, then turned his eyes on me. They burned with something feral.

“Lana told me once,” he rasped, “you knelt like a dog and ate her out. I want to see it again.”

The memory slammed into me—Lana stretching in yoga, taunting me, making me crawl to her. The shame, the thrill. I didn’t hesitate. I nodded.

Lana laughed softly, sultry and wicked. She kissed her husband on the lips.
“You’re such a pervert, my love.”

Then she turned, walking nude into the living room. She didn’t need clothes anymore. Every sway of her hips, every step on those long legs was pure theater. She unrolled a yoga mat in the middle of the floor, dropped to her hands and knees, and raised her ass high. A pose of absolute invitation.

I stripped fast, naked and hard, and crawled behind her.

My tongue slid out, slavish, and I began to lick.

Her scent hit me first—thick, salty, still tainted with last night’s cum. It should have disgusted me, but it was a drug. My brain lit up, my cock throbbed, and I licked harder.

Daniel undressed slowly, deliberately. He went to the bar cart, opened a bottle of red, poured a glass. Then he sat in the armchair like a king settling into his throne, wine in one hand, cock heavy in the other, watching.

I buried my face in Lana’s pussy, tongue driving deep, nose pressed into the cleft of her ass. My hands spread her cheeks wide, keeping her open for me.

Her body trembled. She moaned raggedly, then raised her voice, corrupted and shameless:
“Baby, look… look at your dog licking me… so good…”

Daniel’s voice rumbled low from the chair:
“Good boy, Logan—no… Lana’s dog. Clean her up.”

The humiliation flared hot. But it wasn’t shame. It was pride. Every man would crawl for this pussy. I was the one allowed. I was the chosen dog.

I pressed harder, sucking, biting, drinking her like a starving beast. Lana’s arms shook, palms sliding against the mat as her body quaked between degradation and bliss.

“Oh my God… my dog… ahhh—”

Her thighs clamped my ears. My mouth filled with her wet heat, the bitter tang of Daniel’s seed still faint inside her. I swallowed it all.

Daniel set his wine down, his hand stroking lazily up and down his cock now. He didn’t hide it. His eyes never left me—watching his wife’s lover on all fours, watching me work like an obedient animal, tongue buried where he’d been the night before.

And then Lana broke.

Her whole body seized, her pussy gushing, squirting hot across my tongue and chin. She cried out, a strangled moan of ecstasy, before collapsing forward onto the mat, panting like she’d been wrecked.

And I knelt behind her, face wet, chest heaving, proud to be exactly what she called me—her dog.

Chapter 28: One Woman, Two Men

When Lana’s body finally stopped trembling, when the last broken moan dissolved into silence, another sound cut through the air.

Clap. Clap. Clap.

Daniel. Slow, deliberate applause—like a judge savoring a flawless performance. He sipped his wine, eyes glinting with satisfaction.
“Very good, Logan. You made her come until she cried.” A smirk twisted his lips. “But… this slut needs more, doesn’t she, my love?”

The switch flipped.

Lana, still collapsed on the mat a moment ago, lifted her head. Her eyes, glazed with orgasm, now burned with hunger. She braced her arms, arched her back, and raised her ass high—swaying it side to side like a bitch in heat, begging for more.

I knew. The real show was only beginning.

I crawled forward, still hard, still buried in lust. My cock slid back into her soaked pussy. She clamped around me instantly, wet and greedy, milking me as I started thrusting.

Daniel’s voice came, sharp, commanding:
“Come here… my wife.”

He did something that froze me. He stopped stroking himself, tilted his glass, and poured the rest of his wine down the length of his cock. The red bled across his shaft, dripping to the floor.

Lana’s smile turned wicked. She looked over her shoulder at me, eyes daring, eyes ruling.
“Don’t you dare pull out.”

And then she crawled—slow, deliberate—toward Daniel. I had no choice but to follow, cock still inside her, inching along behind her like a dog chained to its master.

When she reached him, she lowered herself between his thighs and took him into her mouth.

The sight… it shattered me. A wife sucking her husband’s cock while I pounded into her from behind. I’d never imagined something so obscene, so perfect.

Madness took me. I lost all rhythm, all thought. I slammed into her—harder, deeper—staking my claim even as she gagged on Daniel’s cock. Wet sucking, sloppy moans, and the slap of my hips fused into a symphony of sin.



Blood roared in my ears. Watching her worship him while wrapped around me was pure poison, and I couldn’t stop drinking it.

Daniel’s growl rolled across the room, low and brutal:
“Logan… don’t go easy on a slut like her.”

Permission. Command. Both.

His hand tangled in Lana’s golden hair, stroking her face like she was a pet. Then his fingers tightened—yanking her head back, forcing his cock deeper down her throat.

She choked, her whole body seizing, a muffled scream ripping from her lungs. The jolt of it traveled through her spine straight into my cock.

I shook. Not with fear—with savage delight. My palm rose on its own.

Smack!

The crack echoed, raw and sharp. Heat bloomed across her pale skin as my handprint flared red on her ass.

“AHHH—” Lana’s cry pitched high, half agony, half bliss. Her pussy clenched me like a fist.

Daniel grunted in approval. “Yes. You’re learning.”

And the truth slammed into me: this wasn’t just ours anymore. This wasn’t a secret fling. This was ritual. Lana was the altar, and Daniel and I were both priests—punishing, worshipping, offering her body up to lust.

Guilt and power fused into a drug, and I was hooked.

Each thrust of mine now matched each slap of my hand. Her ass shook beneath me as her mouth stretched wide around her husband’s cock. Daniel moved too, driving forward, fucking her throat with every pull of her hair.

I felt his rhythm hammer through her body, into mine—his cock in her mouth, my cock in her cunt, both of us using her, both of us feeding on her.

The smell of sweat, wine, and sex was suffocating. The sounds—slapping flesh, gagging, wet suction, Lana’s stifled cries—blended into a hellish symphony.

And I was the conductor.

Chapter 29: Your Turn

Every thrust I drove into her, every slap of my palm on her ass, was another beat in the symphony we were writing together. Her cheeks glowed crimson, slick with sweat, each handprint blooming darker under the light. Her back arched in that perfect curve, beads of sweat tracing the line of her spine—a vision both sacred and obscene.

And then I heard it.

A gagging choke, muffled and wet, as Daniel buried himself deep in her throat.

That sound flipped a switch. Lana’s entire body seized—and her pussy clamped down around me. Not just tight. Crushing. The hot walls inside her convulsed like they were trying to wring every drop out of me, strangling my cock until my vision blurred.

I lost it.

My hands crushed her ass, pinning her to me. I roared through clenched teeth, slammed forward with everything I had left, and drove her headlong into Daniel’s cock. She gagged loud and raw, and at that exact second—

I exploded.

Hot, violent spurts shot deep, flooding her until I was drained hollow. My body crumpled, falling back to the mat. My chest heaved, lungs clawing for air.

Between her legs, my cum leaked back out in milky streams, dripping down her slit, staining the mat. Lana collapsed too, eyes rolling back, her body trembling with aftershocks.

Daniel slid free, his cock dripping with spit, and crouched down beside me. What he did next froze me.

He dipped his hand between her thighs, scooped up a streak of my cum… brought it to his nose, and inhaled. Then he looked at me and smiled.
“Full of youth. There’s a lot of it.”

Lana groaned, rolling onto her back. Her knees, raw from crawling, spread wide. Her pussy—still twitching—spilled white down her thighs.
“Daniel…” she begged, voice hoarse, needy. “Please… fuck me now.”

He smiled again. But what he did next nearly made me pass out.

He knelt between her thighs, leaned down, and put his mouth where my cum was still dripping.

“FUCK!” The curse ripped out of me before I could stop it.

Because I was watching her husband lick my seed out of her.

Lana’s lips curled in a wicked grin. “Mmm… does it taste good, my love?” she taunted. Like she already knew.

Daniel licked again, smirking. “Tastes like shit. I’m just cleaning your cunt.”

She grabbed his hair and shoved his face harder into her. “Liar. You love it. Lick it, you sick bastard.”

And he did. He devoured her, tongue working hungrily, while she writhed under him—her gaze locking on mine, daring me to watch, daring me to break.

When he’d lapped her clean, Daniel didn’t pause. He mounted her, sliding into her soaked hole, fucking her with ruthless, hammering thrusts. Their bodies collided in brutal rhythm, her cries climbing higher, his growls vibrating through the room.

I sat there, chest still heaving, my cock twitching again as I watched. And in that moment—I understood him. I understood the sickness, the thrill. Watching her, the woman you love, being taken by another man… it was porn come to life, sharper and more intoxicating than anything on a screen.

It was too much. Too good.

Lana screamed, body arched, lost in his pace. Daniel drove harder, deeper, until with one final thrust he growled, stiffened, and spilled himself inside her.

When he pulled out, her pussy was raw, gaping, dripping with both of us now. My cum, his cum, mixed and leaking down her thighs in shameless rivulets.

And then she turned her head toward me.

Her eyes still burned, wild and glowing.

Her lips parted, voice trembling but commanding:
“Your turn… Logan.”

Chapter 30: A Part of This Family

“Your turn… Logan…”

It didn’t sound like a command. It felt like a summons. Like I was some tamed animal, and with one flick of her wrist she could make me crawl to her.

My eyes locked between Lana’s thighs—her swollen slit, red and raw from being taken by two men in turn. Daniel’s cum oozed lazily out, streaking her thighs, glistening under the light.

Part of me screamed I should be disgusted. I should turn away. But I couldn’t. My body froze, gaze chained to the sight.

“Do you want to taste it… my dog?”

Her voice was sugar laced with poison, and her eyes burned with fire. I knew what this was—another test.

I glanced at Daniel. His look wasn’t scornful. If anything, it carried a strange encouragement.

That’s when I understood. This was a rite. The rules, the promises from earlier—that was surface theater. To truly belong in their world, I had to cross this line. I had to submit to the ritual of their depravity.

I crawled forward, knees sinking into the still-damp mat. The air was thick—sweat, sex, semen—like incense at some unholy ceremony. I lowered my head. My lips trembled inches from her. And I stalled.

Revulsion tore through me, warring with an arousal so sharp it made my skull buzz.

Do it. Taste him. Become theirs.
No. It’s another man’s cum. Don’t. It’s disgusting.
This is your passage. Drink, and you belong.
No—stay yourself, Logan.

I was splitting in two.

Then Daniel’s voice broke the silence, steady, almost gentle:
“Don’t force it, Logan. Saying no… can be strength too. My first time, I fought it just like you.”

Lana’s tone softened too. “Yes… don’t pressure yourself. Remember what I told you—only do it when you’re ready.”

Both of them smiled at me, calm, unhurried. They didn’t push me. They simply held the gates of hell open, leaving it to me to step in—or not.

Lana began to close her legs, slowly, giving me an exit.

But before reason could stop me, my hands shot out and gripped her thighs, prying them back apart.

I lifted my head, looked her straight in the eye, voice shaking but resolute.
“Let… let me try.”

Her smile blazed, radiant and triumphant. She spread wider, offering herself like a sacrifice, waiting.

I bent down, shaking all over. The smell hit me—raw, musky, male. Her heat. His seed. My head spun.

And then—I stuck my tongue out.

I dragged one long lick from base to tip. My tongue caught on a clot of him—salty, bitter, warm, laced with alcohol and body heat. My mouth lit up with shock and filth. I shuddered. But I didn’t stop.

Lana’s head fell back, her lips parting like a flower pierced through the stem. A trembling moan slipped from her throat, sweet and jagged.

When I hesitated, she whispered, breath ragged, voice cracking with lust:
“Deeper… clean my pussy for me… and it’ll be yours.”

That sentence hit me like venom straight to the heart. The disgust burned my throat, but when I looked up—her eyes caught mine.

Not commanding. Choosing. Accepting.

Her hand rested gently on my head—not forcing, not shoving. Just blessing.

So I dove back down.

This time I licked not because she ordered me. I licked because of the way she moaned my name. Because of the look in her eyes. Because I wanted that face, that sound, forever.

My tongue worked like a mad thing—deeper, harder, circles and swirls, kisses made of saliva and sin. No longer a man, but a beast at ritual, high on my own corruption.

Wet, filthy sounds filled the room.

Lana convulsed, moans spilling uncontrollably. Her toes curled, her knees buckled inward as if her body couldn’t bear the overload.

I lapped until every drop of him was gone, until only my taste lingered on her body. Only then did I raise my head, gasping, like a drowning man breaking surface.

Daniel finally set his wineglass down. He’d been silent the whole time. Now he smiled.

“Well,” he said, voice low, satisfied. “Now you really are part of this family.”

Chapter 31: Sweet Punishment

When I had licked her clean, when her body carried only my taste again, I lifted my head, gasping like a man dragged out of a drowning. But instead of drained, I felt something rising inside me.

I didn’t kneel anymore.

I stood. My cock was hard as stone, impossibly stiff after everything. My eyes locked on Lana—she lay sprawled on the mat, chest heaving, legs still open like she was inviting her new master in.

“Now… it’s my turn.”

I pounced, pressing her soft body flat to the sweat-damp mat, crushing her mouth under mine. Every flavor, every trace of that ritual I shoved back into her with my tongue. She moaned into the kiss, mouth wide, swallowing it down like she was swallowing the crown I’d just claimed.

When we finally broke apart, a thin silver strand of spit hung between us—like a seal on our wicked sacrament.

I didn’t say another word.

I drove in.

A wet squelch, and I filled the hole I’d just purified with my own cock.

“AHHHH—!” Lana screamed, her back bowing like a bowstring pulled to breaking.

I started thrusting. Hard. Relentless. No mercy.

My left hand wrapped her throat—not crushing, just enough to remind her who she belonged to. My right hand pinned her hips down, hammering each stroke like I wanted to carve my name into her womb. Her pale skin slicked with sweat, her ass rippling under the assault.

“FUCK… YES… Don’t stop… fuck me… Logan… fuck me like I’m yours alone!”

Her cries stabbed straight through me, cruel and sweet.

Daniel sat back, poured himself another sip of wine. This time he didn’t stay silent. He set his glass down and clapped twice—sharp, deliberate.

“Well done. You’ve learned how to punish.”

It wasn’t praise for a student. It was recognition of a man ascending.

I snarled, beast-like, and poured every last ounce of strength into a brutal thrust. Lana’s scream split the air, nails clawing down my back, her whole body convulsing.

And I came—burst after burst, flooding her as deep as I could reach.

I collapsed beside her, lungs burning, like I’d just outrun the devil.

Lana lay limp, her legs trembling, lips parted, eyes wet.
“So… so good…” she whispered, delirious.

Daniel just smiled, stood, wine in hand. Before leaving, he glanced back, voice soft as a breeze but sharp as a blade:
“Now… enjoy your whore, Logan.”

The words detonated inside me. My heart, my cock, my blood—they all roared back to life.

I looked down at Lana—wrecked, panting, thighs still parted, body begging without words.

I yanked her legs back toward me.

“Logan…!” she gasped, a cry caught between panic and desire.

I didn’t answer.

I shoved back inside like the last orgasm had been nothing but a warm-up. My cock was rock-hard again—youth, possession, addiction, all boiling into one primal weapon.

I pounded her, savage and unrelenting, no words left, just the slap of flesh and her broken cries echoing like war drums.

Her body arched, mouth gaping as if to scream, but no air left. She shattered under me.

“I’m dying… Logan… oh fuck… it’s too much…!”
“Can’t take it… OMG… don’t stop… kill me with it… LOGANNN…!”

And me—I only knew one truth.

I didn’t want to stop. Ever.

I was going to kill this slut… with nothing but my cock.

Chapter 32: The Aftermath

The next day.

In the living room, I sat cross-legged on the carpet, trying to help little Mila piece together her Lego tower. My back felt like it was splintering in two, and my cock throbbed—swollen, sore, still raw after being milked dry the day before.

“Logan! Your turn to build the tower!” Mila chirped, bright and innocent.

I pushed myself up. The moment my hand braced against my knee, a sharp pain shot down my spine and straight into my groin. A groan slipped out before I could stop it.
“Ugh…”

“What’s wrong?” Mila blinked up at me, her little face full of concern.

I forced a crooked smile. “Nothing. Just a sports injury.”

From the kitchen came a soft laugh—Lana’s. Light as air, but hot enough to burn me alive. She carried a coffee cup, moving slow, graceful… smug.

Mila glanced at her mother, then back at me, her voice laced with sympathy. “Mommy too! She walks funny this morning. Mommy said her legs were shaky.”

Both Lana and I froze.

Lana turned away fast, shoulders trembling with stifled laughter. I faked a cough, hiding behind my glass of water.

On the sofa, Daniel rustled his newspaper, the perfect straight man, but his voice slipped out smooth as a host announcing the punchline.
“That’s right, Mila. Mommy and Logan played a very tough game yesterday. Too much energy… now they’re both sore.”

“Really?” Mila nodded, completely convinced. “Then you both need to rest. Don’t play anymore.”

I ruffled her hair gently. “You’re right. Rest is good.”

But when I said it, my eyes drifted—uncontrollably—to Lana. And she was already watching me. That silent spark jolted down my spine.

Rest, huh? I thought, lowering my gaze. But your mother… doesn’t know the meaning of rest.

When Mila buried herself back in her Legos, I slipped into the kitchen, water glass in hand. I only meant to stand there, breathe for a moment. But then I saw her.

Lana stood at the stove, back to me, body bent just slightly as she stirred the pan. Afternoon sunlight cut through the window, turning her thin nightdress into mist clinging to every curve. No panties. The perfect curve of her ass shifted with each lazy swirl of the spoon.

The ache in my cock vanished, replaced by a new fire roaring to life. Even sore, even raw—I couldn’t resist.

I stepped behind her, breath quickening.

My hand landed hard on her ass, gripping deep.
“God, you’re soft…” I growled, voice cracked with hunger.

She flinched, just a tremor—but when she turned, her eyes were blazing. That smile—the one that broke me every time—spread across her lips.

We kissed.

Not hurried. Not clumsy. But wet, desperate, tongues locked, gasps tangled. I could taste the bitterness of coffee on her lips, feel the swell of her tits flattening against me through the thin fabric.

“Mommyyy—!”

Mila’s voice from the living room snapped us apart like kids caught cheating on a test.

Lana spun back to the stove, motherly composure snapping into place in an instant. She killed the flame, wiped her hands on the apron, and called out, voice sweet as honey:
“Dinner time, angel!”

Mila came running, wrapping her arms around her mother’s legs, babbling about her Lego tower.

And me—I stood there, chest still heaving, lips tingling from her kiss.

I looked at Lana, the woman who had just devoured my tongue with lust, now smiling, serene, the perfect mother.

And I knew the truth.

Tonight, when the lights dimmed… this “gentle mother” would once again be nothing but my whore.

Chapter 33: The Final Gate

It was late. I sat on the bed, laptop balanced on my thighs, pretending to work on a half-finished philosophy essay about individualism. But the words blurred and danced on the screen. My body was betraying me—my back sore, my cock still aching, like it had just survived a boot-camp reserved only for the lower half of me.

Four days had passed since the night I was officially accepted. Four days of fucking like newlyweds, only pausing when Mila was around. Even Daniel had become a regular part of it—sometimes the audience, sometimes a participant. Last night, he simply sat there, sipping wine, watching me wreck his wife’s body as if he were passing down a crown of sin.

I rubbed my temples and laughed at the irony.

Then the door creaked open.

I looked up—and my heart stopped. Lana.

With every step she took into the room, fabric slipped away. The silk robe sliding off her shoulders. The nightdress falling loose. And by the time she reached the edge of the bed, she was completely naked.

She crawled onto the mattress, pressing her breasts against my arm still hovering over the keyboard.
“Still studying… my boy?”

Reason evaporated. The laptop clattered aside. I wrapped her waist, devouring her lips. My hands slid down her back, gripping that perfect round ass I’d been starving for all day.

I pushed her onto the mattress, our bodies twisting into a fevered, tender dance. I kissed her neck, her breasts, lining my cock against her soaked entrance, ready to plunge—

But Lana whimpered, whispering:
“I’m still sore… you and Daniel ruined me last night.”

I froze. Pride swelled inside me, but tangled with disappointment—and a sharp pang of pity for my goddess. I didn’t want her hurt.

Then her hand pressed against my chest, eyes glittering with mischief.
“But… I prepared another place for you.”

She rolled over, onto her hands and knees, ass high, and with one finger she pointed.

Her puckered hole. Pink, tight. Gleaming with lube.

My throat went dry.
“You’re… pointing at your ass?” I rasped, not even believing my own words.

She only looked back over her shoulder, lips curved in a wicked smile.
“Tonight… I want you there.”

Fuck. The words detonated inside me. Flashbacks—porn scenes of women screaming as both holes were filled, my ex Emily once scoffing, “Disgusting. Don’t even dream of it.”

But here was Lana. A wife. Presenting it to me with hungry eyes.

“You’re sure?” My cock twitched, throbbing.

She nodded, slow, deliberate. And I was done.

I knelt behind her. Her perfect ass spread open, two forbidden gates revealed. My fingers traced the seam, warm, soft as silk. I pulled her cheeks apart—there it was, glistening, slick, tight as a clenched fist.

I swallowed hard. Pressed my fingertip. Lana flinched, gasped. I pushed further—heat, pressure, a grip so intense it nearly crushed my knuckle.

“Ahh…” she moaned, half-pain, half-pleasure.

I pulled out, stared at my wet finger, then at my cock, already dripping.

It was time.

I guided myself to her rim. The second my tip kissed it, her body clamped down, strangling me. I gripped her hips, took a deep breath, and shoved in.

“AHHH—!” Lana screamed, back arching like a bowstring drawn to its limit.

I’d never felt anything this tight. Not soft, not slick like her pussy—this was hot, crushing, like a vice pulling me deeper. I groaned, feral.

I paused when I felt her tense. “Are you okay?”

“Do it… just do it… you feel so good…” she gasped, body relaxing, opening the final gate.

I clutched her hips, driving slow thrusts. Each push was agony and ecstasy tangled together. She turned her head, eyes wet, lips curved into a delirious smile.
“Feels good, doesn’t it, Logan? So… which hole will you crave more?”

I bit down on her shoulder, growling into her ear.
“So fucking tight… your ass is strangling me… like it was made to be fucked. You were born for this, you dirty whore.”

Her body shuddered, trembling. Then she looked back, eyes blazing, mouth curling into a grin that was half-madness, half-desire.
“What if… you and Daniel fucked me together? One in my pussy… one in my ass… both of you filling me until I explode.”

The vision detonated in my brain. I saw it—Lana screaming, both holes stuffed, cum pouring out of her, begging us to go deeper.

“I WANT THAT, LANA!” I roared.

I slammed into her, burying myself to the hilt, and came. Hot, endless, branding her forbidden hole as mine.

We collapsed in a sweaty heap, clutching each other, breathless.

I whispered, hoarse:
“Tonight… will you sleep with me?”

Her smile was soft, almost tender, as she pressed her face to my chest.
“Yes… my husband.”

Chapter 34: The Unexpected Candidate

“Both holes. I want you both to cum inside me at the same time…”

Lana’s words that night clung to me like a curse—no, like a promise. The vision of her body impaled by two cocks at once had taken root in my brain. It was no longer just a fantasy; it was an addiction, stronger than the act of fucking itself.

The days that followed, Lana and I kept revisiting that “final gate.” Every time I slid into her ass, I sank deeper into obsession. The tight, suffocating grip, the way she trembled when I pushed further—it was unlike anything else. And every time I filled her from behind, my mind betrayed me with the image of another man buried in her pussy, making her scream.

But then came an obstacle I never saw coming.

“I’ll be away in Singapore for two weeks,” Daniel announced at dinner, as casually as if he were saying he was going to pick up groceries.

The world tilted under me. Two weeks. Two weeks of waiting, of caging the hunger Lana herself had awakened. I glanced at her across the table, and the disappointment in her eyes was plain. She wanted it too—the thrill of being taken by both men she trusted, her body split wide open, drenched in sin.

But Lana had rules. No condoms. Which meant the third man had to be someone we all trusted completely. No strangers. No risk.

So I waited. Frustrated. Obsessed. Tortured.

Until something happened that neither of us could have predicted.

It was a Saturday night, a night we were supposed to meet up with Mark and Chloe. Instead of the usual cheerful call to confirm, my phone buzzed with Mark’s drunken, broken voice.

“Logan… bar… come quick… I need you…”

I rushed there and found him slumped at the counter, surrounded by empty glasses, face wrecked, eyes red. He was drunk—and crying.

“Chloe… that bitch… she dumped me,” he sobbed when I slid onto the stool beside him.

He ranted, slammed the table with his fist, cursed her name.
“Why? I gave her everything! I loved her! I even forgave her!”

“Forgave her?” I asked carefully.

Mark looked up, eyes swimming with tears and liquor.
“I knew… I knew she’d slept with other guys. I let it go! I forgave her! And still… she called me boring and left me for some old rich fuck!”

His words hammered straight into my chest, dragging up memories I’d buried. Emily—my ex—her smirk when I caught her with another man. The way my guts had been ripped out, the humiliation, the hollow laughter. I knew that pain. I’d lived it.

Now my best friend was drowning in it.

“I get it,” I muttered, clapping a hand on his shoulder. “Drink.”

We drank. He cursed, cried, poured his heart into the ashtray of the bar. I just sat there, listening, pouring him more, like a real friend should.

When he was too far gone to sit upright, I hauled him to his feet.
“I’ll get you home,” I said.

But he twisted away, eyes wild.
“No! Not there! Not that place—her shit is everywhere. I can’t… not tonight. Please, Logan.”

That word—please—cut me. He wasn’t just drunk; he was broken.

I couldn’t take him back to his apartment. Couldn’t dump him on the street. And then… the idea hit. A dangerous, crazy, inevitable idea.

“Fine. You won’t go back there.”

I pulled out my phone and called Lana.

“Hello?” Her voice—soft, sweet—flowed into me like honey.

“It’s me. Sorry for the late call. My friend Mark… he’s a mess. Chloe left him. He’s drunk. I… I can’t take him back to his place. Can I bring him over? Just for the night. He’ll crash in the living room.”

Silence. My chest tightened. She’d say no. She had to.

But then she answered, gentle as ever:
“Of course. Bring him. I’ve met Mark—he seems like a good guy.”

“Thank you,” I exhaled, relief flooding me.

I dragged Mark into the car. He passed out in the passenger seat, mumbling Chloe’s name between snores. I drove, mind spinning, heart pounding with something darker than sympathy.

How do you help a man forget a woman? How do you burn her ghost out of his chest?

There’s only one way.

And as the thought formed, as insane as it was, Lana’s body lit up in my mind—arched back, ass raised, both holes dripping, begging for more.

Thud.

My heart skipped, then raced, pounding with the weight of a possibility so wild, so filthy, it nearly knocked the breath out of me.

Epilogue: With Your Pussy

When we got back to the house, it was silent.
I had one arm slung around Mark, half-dragging him up the stairs. He was still mumbling through the haze of alcohol, barely aware of where he was.

The bedroom door creaked open. Lana stepped out. She wore a black satin nightgown—thin enough that every lethal curve showed through the fabric. She pressed a finger to her lips, signaling for silence, then came to help me.

Together, we eased Mark onto the guest bed. Lana pulled the blanket over him, her eyes flickering with a trace of pity.

“What happened to him?” she whispered as we stepped back into the hall.

I gave her the short version—how Chloe had dumped him, how he’d drowned himself in booze. Lana listened, her expression softening, then let out a quiet sigh.

“Poor guy. That feeling of… betrayal—it’s impossible to put into words. He’s going to need a long time to recover.”

We both looked at him lying there, out cold. But while Lana’s gaze was full of sympathy, mine was already twisting into something darker. A plan.

I pulled her against me and kissed her. Right there, outside the guest room, while my best friend lay unconscious inside.

When I broke the kiss, I leaned into her ear, my voice a hiss of fire.
“Lana… you could help Mark.”

She blinked at me, pushing back just slightly. “Help? How?”

I stared at her—Daniel’s wife, the woman who’d addicted me down to the bone. And then I looked back at Mark—my best friend, broken, empty. The urge that rose in me wasn’t to comfort him. It was to drag him further into the abyss.

I nipped her earlobe, breath hot against her skin, and whispered the words I didn’t know I was capable of saying.
“With your pussy.”

Her whole body shuddered. She just stared at me, stunned into silence. I didn’t wait. My hand slid under that flimsy satin, right between her thighs.

And she was soaked.

I smiled—a devil’s smile. “Guess I’ve got my answer.”

A sharp breath escaped her lips. Her voice trembled, laced with both hesitation and heat.
“But… what if he doesn’t agree?”

“No man with a shattered heart could ever say no to you, Lana.”

Her eyes darkened. Her voice, husky now, came out almost as a moan.
“Then… when?”

“Tomorrow,” I whispered, already sketching the plan. “I’ll take Mila to school early. When Mark wakes up sober… I’ll ask him.”

She didn’t answer with words. She climbed onto me, crushed her mouth to mine, and kissed me with a hunger that erased all hesitation. Her tongue pushed into me, wet and desperate.

It was her answer—fiery, sinful, and final.




End of Book Two


Book Three: I Became Her Doll

Chapter 1: The Hunt

I drove down the familiar road, heading home after dropping Mila safely at the preschool gate. Morning sunlight streamed through the windshield—warm, almost mocking—utterly at odds with the cold coil twisting tight inside my chest.

“Your pussy.”

Those words, thrown out last night, now rang like a vow. This wasn’t betrayal. This was medicine.

Lana was the strongest dose I’d ever known. I closed my eyes and she appeared instantly—not her graceful smile, but that moment when the silk dress slid off her shoulders, baring naked skin and the perfect swell of her breasts.

I still remembered the day. The day I watched that security guard take her. The shame. The arousal so violent it nearly broke me… and yet, it saved me from my own abyss.

Now, I would use that same drug on Mark.

I wasn’t throwing my friend to the wolves. I was saving him from the hell Chloe had built around him. He needed a shock—something fierce enough to burn his past to ash.

She saved me. Now she would save him.

The thought filled me with a twisted, sick sort of power.
But I knew the truth. It was just an excuse. For my desire.

The car turned into the gravel drive.
The key rattled in the lock, a dry metallic click. The heavy door swung open.

And I saw them.

My whole body trembled.

In the living room, Mark sat slouched, still in the same wrinkled clothes from last night. Stubble shadowed his jaw, his face gaunt with exhaustion and grief. He held a mug of coffee, but his eyes were empty.

She sat poised, back straight, one leg elegantly crossed over the other. Her thin silk dress was a weapon. It had slipped off one shoulder, exposing the delicate line of her collarbone. As I watched, she shifted, just a fraction of an inch, and the fabric parted. A deliberate, calculated parting that revealed a long, searing flash of smooth, pale thigh.

Mark’s eyes—though weary—locked there.
Lingering a second too long.

Lana had moved before me.

Chapter 2: Our Secret

They still hadn’t noticed me.

I stepped back, pressing myself into the shadows of the doorway, turning it into my private stage. From here, I could hear everything.

“Does the coffee help at all?” Lana’s voice floated across the room—soft, velvety, a sedative that could soothe even the most shattered soul.

Mark gave a faint nod, his voice ragged with alcohol and grief. “Yeah… thank you. I’m sorry for crashing like this.”

“It’s all right.” Lana shrugged lightly, that tiny motion making the silk dress slip farther down her shoulder, exposing a fresh patch of pale skin. “Any friend of Logan's is a friend of mine. Besides… my husband’s not home.”

Mark blinked, confusion flickering through the exhaustion clouding his face. “Wait—your husband? But I saw you at the party, you must be…”

Lana smiled, a curve of lips that was both kind and secretive. “You mean Logan’s girlfriend, don’t you? No. This is my house. Logan just rents a room here.”

Mark froze, the coffee cup halting midair. “Rents a room? Fuck, so… you’re not his girlfriend? But the way you two acted—so close…” His worn face twisted with disbelief.

Lana laughed. The sound was bright, musical, not the least bit offended—only amused. She leaned forward slightly, and the swell of her breasts pressed against the thin silk.

“Oh no, not like that,” she said, eyes sparkling with mischief. “Logan isn’t just a tenant. He’s… more.”

Her lips curved into a wicked smile. “Let’s just say he’s more than a tenant... He’s my little secret.” Her tongue slid out slowly, teasing the corner of her mouth.

I saw Mark swallow hard. His whole body seemed pulled forward, as if the words themselves had hooked him. He could hardly believe what he was hearing.

“Secret?” he echoed, the word hanging heavy in the air between them.

Lana nodded, her expression turning at once serious and inviting.

“Yes… you see, I’m married.” She lifted one slender finger to her full, red lips. “So you’ll have to promise not to tell anyone. Can you keep my secret, Mark?”

She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “I’m very good at… showing gratitude to those who can keep my secrets.”

Mark stiffened. His knuckles turned white around the cup. His eyes never strayed now—they were fixed on her lips, her bare shoulder, the glowing slice of skin she revealed. His body shook, not with grief anymore, but with hunger.

Lana saw it. Of course she saw it.

Her smile came slow, deliberate, heavy with power and understanding.

“This can be our little secret.”

And then—still holding his gaze—she raised her hand. With thumb and forefinger, she pinched the edge of her dress.

She lifted it.

Past her knees.

Higher still, unveiling long, pale thighs, smooth and flawless. The silk halted just at the border of shadow— just shy of the dark curls waiting between them.

She held it there.
A raw, undeniable invitation.

Chapter 3: “I’m starving.”

I could see the tremor running through Mark.

His hand clenched into a fist, knuckles bone-white. His whole body wound tight, like a string about to snap. His eyes locked on Lana’s thighs—burning with hunger, burning with pain.

His fingers twitched, hovering in the air, just a breath away from surrender.

He wanted to touch.
He wanted to drag his hand over that smooth skin, slide higher, chase the shadows calling to him beneath the thin silk.

But he didn’t.

Mark sucked in a shaky breath, forcing his hand back down onto his lap, as if chaining a beast inside himself.

For an instant, Lana looked surprised. Just a flicker. Then a gentle smile curved her lips—knowing, forgiving. She let the hem of her dress fall, hiding the weapon she’d just wielded, and rose to her feet.

When she turned, her eyes found mine in the shadows.

She winked. Quick. Loaded.

“Oh, Logan.”
Her voice rang out, sweet and easy.
“When did you get home?”

Mark jolted like he’d been shocked. He spun toward me, trembling, scrambling for composure.

I stepped out of the dark, forcing my own smile to look natural.
“Just now. Mark, you’re up?”

“Uh… yeah, just woke up.”
His voice cracked. His eyes darted anywhere but at Lana.

Lana drifted toward the kitchen, silk whispering across the floor, leaving a safe gulf between us.
“Good then,” she called back, calm as ever—too calm.
“Let’s all have breakfast.”

When her figure slipped behind the kitchen door, I walked over and clapped a hand on Mark’s shoulder.
“You feeling any better?”

He looked up, rubbing his eyes. He still wore exhaustion, but less of the despair.
“Yeah… a little.”

He hesitated, lips working like he wanted to say more, but stopped. I dropped into the chair Lana had just left, still warm from her body. It was still warm from her body. A jolt of heat, intimate and possessive, shot straight to my groin. Even her absence was a caress.

“Say it,” I told him. “Since when do you hold back with me?”

Mark glanced at me, then at the kitchen, lowering his voice.
“Fuck... So you two are... more than that? And you're sitting on a secret like this and never told me?”

I smiled and nodded, fighting to keep the grin off my face. His disbelief was too rich.

“It’s a secret,” I shrugged. “Not the kind you spread around.”

Mark leaned back, exhaling like a weight had slid off his chest.
“She’s… goddamn hot.”

There it was. The moment the medicine took hold. I felt a surge of pride so intense it was almost sexual. Damn right she is, I thought. And she's all mine.

He said it, and I knew—Chloe was gone from his mind. Lana had erased her.

“Falling for her already?” I teased.

“No, no way!” he shot back, too fast, his ears glowing red.

I just smirked—the kind of smile that said, yeah, I know exactly what’s in your head.

“Come on,” I said, standing, giving his shoulder one last pat. “Let’s eat. I’m starving.”

Chapter 4: Under the Table

Breakfast was laid out on the oak table, golden morning light pouring in, casting everything in a warm glow that clashed cruelly with the undercurrent of tension coiling in the room.

Lana sat across from Mark. Her silk dress draped softly over the curve of her chair. When she crossed her legs, the hem slid up, revealing a strip of pale thigh.

At first, it was small talk. I asked Mark about work, about plans. Lana, the perfect hostess, added her own lighthearted stories. Slowly, Mark loosened up—he even smiled, tossing out a few jokes like his old self.

That’s when I began.

I slid a piece of omelet into Lana’s plate, letting my fingers brush across the back of her hand.

Mark noticed. His half-smile stiffened.

I leaned close to Lana’s ear, letting my breath graze her skin.
“Did you sleep well last night?”

Her head tilted, that subtle, instinctive invitation.
“Didn’t you spend the whole night inside me?”

Mark jerked. His hands stalled midair.

I pretended not to see. My hand slid under the table.

The air thickened. My fingers found the edge of silk, then bare skin—warm, smooth.

Just as I hoped. She was completely bare beneath.

The soft heat, the slick wetness—it welcomed me. I stroked greedily, working her slit with deliberate care.

The spoon in Lana’s hand froze just above her soup. She drew in a tiny breath. Her body trembled.

Across the table, Mark swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing. He tried to look away.

I reached for a napkin, leaned over, and gently wiped at an invisible spot on Lana’s lips.

“You’re such a dirty boy, Logan,” she murmured, voice thick with sugar.

I grinned back at her, eyes locked.
“Dirty? Just cleaning your mouth.”

Clang.

Mark’s fork hit his plate, the sound slicing through the silence. His face flushed crimson as he stared down, pretending to focus on food.

Then—crash.

The fork slipped from his hand, clattering to the floor.
“S-sorry,” he mumbled, ducking under the table.

The world above disappeared.

My hand never left Lana’s dripping cunt under the silk. My heart pounded.

Should I pull away? For one flicker of reason, I almost did.

But Lana didn’t move. Her hands stayed calm on the table. She didn’t push me off. She just sat there—silent goddess, blessing the sin.

That was permission.

So I kept going. I wanted him to see. To smell her arousal mingling with the scent of coffee.

I wanted the image burned into his brain: my hand, on our woman, claiming her right in front of his fucking face.

Not still—moving. Slow, deliberate strokes, enough to make the silk rise and fall, a show so obvious anyone could read it.

I couldn’t see Mark’s face down there, but I could picture what he saw: pale, flawless thighs under a thin dress… and beneath, a hand working between them.

And it was inches from his face.

I imagined his breath catching in his chest.

When he finally sat up, he’d been down there too long. Beads of sweat dotted his forehead.

I smirked at him.
“Fork that hard to find?”

He flinched, then forced a crooked smile.
“Yeah…” His voice cracked, low. “Pretty dark under there. Hard to see.”

Chapter 5: The Sinful Offer

Breakfast ended in awkward silence. No one said another word.

Lana slowly set her fork down. Beneath the table, she caught my hand and pulled it away from where it had been buried. But she didn’t do it in secret. She lifted my hand onto the table, threading her fingers through mine openly—in full view of Mark.

“So dirty,” she said, her eyes on me, but the words meant for the third man watching.

Then she rose, carrying her coffee cup, strolling casually toward the living room.

I smirked. Just before she turned away fully, I reached out and gave her ass a firm squeeze—full, round, mine.

When I looked back at Mark, his face had lost its shock. What was left was raw, restless arousal.

We cleared the table in silence. The clatter of dishes was the only sound. At the sink, shoulder to shoulder, I started.

“So… what do you think of Lana?”

Mark froze mid-rinse, the plate in his hand stalling.
“What do you mean?”

I chuckled.
“You know what I mean. You want to fuck her, don’t you?”

Clang!

The plate slipped from his hand, clattering into the sink. Luckily, it didn’t break. His whole body shook.

“Stop it, Logan,” he said, almost pleading. “I’m still wrecked over Chloe.”

I laughed—short, dry—and then sobered.
“You wanna forget Chloe? This will burn her right out of your system. Guaranteed.”

He turned, eyes wide, torn between shock and hunger.
“You… you’re serious?”

I leaned in, whispering like I was spilling the world’s darkest secret.
“Can’t you see? Lana… she’s a whore.”

I let the words hang there, sink into him.

“But this whore…” I continued, voice heavy with certainty, “She's the kind of whore who fucks for pleasure, not for pay.”

Mark stared at me. His cheeks flushed, not with grief now, but with fire. Desire. His restraint crumbling.

“So… what do I do?”

“She loves a new conquest. I was just the appetizer. I’ll step out for a while…”

Still he hesitated. I slapped his shoulder hard.
“Where’s the old Mark? The cocky bastard who taught me how to get with Emily?”

Slowly, a grin spread across his face. Wild. Fer feral.
“Give me thirty minutes… I’ll fuck that whore.”

I looked at him, my friend reborn in fire.
“Remember… if you don’t fuck her, you’ll be watching me do it instead.”

I stacked the last plate, wiped my hands, and walked into the living room. Lana was curled on the sofa, pretending to watch TV.

Our eyes met. I winked.

“I’m stepping out a bit,” I said loudly enough for both to hear. “Take care of my buddy, huh? He’s still broken up over his ex.”

Lana turned, her eyes blazing. She licked her lips, slow, taunting.
“Of course,” she purred, honey-smooth. “I’ll help Mark… forget all about her.”

Fuck. She was impossible to resist.

It took everything in me not to pin her down right there. I bent close instead, biting her parted lips just enough to taste the invitation, then whispered in her ear:

“He says thirty minutes is all he needs to fuck you.”

Lana laughed—bright, dangerous. Her eyes burned into mine.
“Ha… let’s see who wins.”

Chapter 6: The Play Begins

Bang!

I slammed the front door on purpose, loud and decisive, enough for those inside to believe I had left.

But I hadn’t gone anywhere.

I only stepped back, tucking myself into the shadow of the wall dividing the entry from the living room—a perfect blind spot. My private theater. I was both director and sole audience to the show about to unfold.

I held my breath, waiting. My chest pounded with guilty excitement, a fever racing through my veins.

And in that moment, I thought of Daniel.

Now I understood. I finally understood what he felt. That exalted position—watching another young man burn with desire for your own wife, watching him struggle, crumble, and surrender. It was intoxicating.

And now, I was in that seat. About to witness the play I had scripted.

The leading man walked onstage.

Mark stepped out of the kitchen, a fresh cup of coffee in hand. No longer the wreck of last night—his eyes carried confidence again, his stride sure. He sat on the sofa, not too close, not too far from Lana.

“This coffee’s good,” Mark said, breaking the silence.

“Thank you,” Lana smiled.

“But not as good as the one who made it.” He held her gaze. “You’re beautiful.”

Lana laughed softly. “You’re just sweet-talking because you’re hurt.”

Mark shook his head, his eyes sliding to the wall, lingering on a framed photo.
“That your husband? Looks sharp. Lucky guy… to have such a faithful wife.” His smile tilted, faintly mocking.

Lana said nothing, just smiled.

“He…” Mark leaned closer, lowering his voice. “…does he know about you and Logan?”

Lana feigned a start, glancing around like she feared being overheard. “Of course not. That’s our secret.”

“I see…” Mark’s voice dropped, sly. “A secret that big... must come with some benefits, right?”

His hand settled on her knee.

And the play began to shift.

“You’re a slut, Lana,” he said suddenly, blunt as a slap.

“You’ve got a husband… and you love cheating.”

His hand crept higher, sliding up her thigh. His face edged closer, eyes blazing.

Lana leaned back into the sofa. To the untrained eye it looked like retreat—but it only exposed her more, an invitation.

“Don’t… don’t say that,” she whispered, trembling on cue. “Logan and I—”

“Lovers?” Mark cut in, voice dripping with contempt. “The second your husband’s out the door, you let Logan finger your pussy through breakfast?”

“Mmh… th-that’s just… Logan’s habit…”

I saw his hand disappear completely beneath her silk.

Fuck. Not even five minutes. I cursed under my breath. Lana was already this wet? The thought only made the fire in me climb higher.

“Did Logan touch you like this?” Mark growled, his hand working under the dress.

“Ah… Mark, don’t… it’s—”

“Already soaked for Logan?” he whispered. “And you’ve been teasing me all morning. Haven’t you been wanting this too?”

“N-no… not like that—”

“Liar,” he snapped. “Logan told me you’re a shameless wife…”

“And…”

Lana stopped pretending. The trembling vanished. A wicked smile spread across her lips, drenched in guilt and power.

“…a fucking whore.”

Mark crashed down on her, sealing her open mouth with his. A deep, brutal, claiming kiss.

Chapter 7: The New Pet

Mark crushed his mouth to Lana’s, a deep, brutal kiss that screamed possession.

I heard their teeth click, followed by the wet, messy sounds of greedy tongues. Mark devoured her like a starving beast, while Lana only moaned faintly—half protest, half invitation.

His hands moved fast. He yanked her dress up, tearing away the veil of silk, fingers diving straight into the slick heat beneath.

The same place my hand had been minutes earlier, under the table.

Then Lana pushed him back—lightly, deliberately. Not rejection. Her lips were swollen, her breath ragged, her smile filthy.

“Easy, boy.”

“You’re too fucking beautiful,” Mark stammered, trembling with excitement, his face flushed red.

Lana tilted her head, her eyes sharp as a blade. “So… you’ve already forgotten Chloe?”

“Of course,” he said without hesitation. “She’s nothing compared to you.”

“Typical man,” Lana scoffed, smirking. “Sweet words… just to get in my pants.”

Mark laughed back, raw, shameless.
“Just like you.”

He bent, ready to taste her.

Lana pressed a hand against his chest.
“Not yet.”

Disappointment flickered across his face—then burned away when she rose.

Her hands slid behind her back.

And the silk fell.

The dress pooled at her feet, leaving her bare in the morning light—naked in the middle of the living room.

Her breasts, full and proud, nipples pink and stiff. Her waist slim, her ass ripe and perfect. Her mound—smooth, bare, glistening.

All of it, laid bare for Mark. My best friend.

And Mark froze, exactly as I knew he would. Staring, mouth open, struck dumb before my goddess.

But Lana didn’t sit. She stood tall, legs parting slightly.

She looked down at him like a queen judging her servant. One second. Two. Saying nothing—only that gaze, as if weighing whether to kick him out… or reward him.

“Lick it, Mark. Like a dog.”

The room fell silent.

Lana stood motionless, a statue of lust, eyes aflame. Her legs parted, her fingers curved slightly at her sides—as if gripping invisible chains.

Mark didn’t answer. He only stared, torn between shame and desperate hunger.

And then—he knelt.

Not rushed. Not frantic. Each movement was execution, killing the man left inside him. He crawled forward, head bowed, until his face hovered at her dripping slit.

He inhaled her. A heady scent—sweet, musky, shameless. The smell of a woman freshly fingered by one man, now waiting to be licked clean by another.

Mark opened his mouth. His tongue brushed the outer lips first—tentative, then dragging a slow line along the wet seam.

Lana moaned. Not loud, but sharp. A sharp, muffled cry against the silk of the sofa.

Mark pressed deeper. His mouth sealed over her cunt, sucking every fold, his tongue probing inside for sweetness.

His hands gripped her ass, pulling her down, forcing her pussy tighter against his face.

Lana threw her head back, gasping, one hand pressing his head down harder, reveling in it.

And just when I thought I couldn’t get harder—

She lifted her head.

Her eyes found me.

That stare cut through the wall, through flesh, straight into me—as if she could feel every throb of my cock, every spasm of cum swelling in my balls.

“There’s something you should know,” Lana said, her voice ringing like judgment.

“Logan… isn’t just my lover.”

A pause.

She smiled—the smile of a goddess blessing her worshippers.
“He’s also… my dog.”

I broke.

My zipper came down. My cock sprang free—aching, pulsing, desperate to be licked too.

I couldn’t breathe.

My hand gripped it, pumping hard, jerking to the edge of fire.

Lana’s eyes locked with mine.

She knew.

She always knew.

I wasn’t just watching.

I was obeying.

Chapter 8: The New Pet’s Performance

Mark devoured her, sucking hungrily, relentless.

Lana’s eyes still found me. One hand gripped the back of his head, pressing him into her cunt. The other lifted slowly—she slipped a finger into her mouth, sucking it, her gaze mocking.

Then she pulled the finger free, flicked her eyes to the fist around my cock, and shook her head gently. A silent warning.

I understood. I had to wait. Something else was coming.

I clenched my jaw, forcing myself to hold back. My hand barely stroked, just enough to quiet the savage hunger clawing at me.

Mark’s hands cupped Lana’s round ass, squeezing hard as he pushed her back onto the sofa.

He didn’t hesitate. He dove in like a starving beast, burying his mouth between her legs.

“Fuck… you smell incredible.” he groaned, inhaling her.

No hesitation. No clumsy nerves like I’d had in the beginning. Mark was clearly skilled. His tongue worked her folds with precision—strong and sharp, then teasing and delicate. He licked as though painting every crease, sucked at her like he was dying of thirst.

Lana cried out—high, sharp, almost panicked. Her hand clamped down on his head, forcing him deeper. Her eyes glazed over, no longer searching for me.

Her lips parted, gasping raggedly.
“Ohhh… yes… deeper… like that…”

Her back arched, her voice breaking apart.

The wet sounds filled the room, undeniable. Her body twitched with every twist of his tongue.

“Logan used to do this every night, right?” Mark asked, muffled against her slick flesh, face dripping.

“Yes… every night, after my husband slept,” Lana moaned, shameless.

“Fuck, he’s lucky,” Mark growled between licks. “But… looks like he couldn’t satisfy you.”

“That’s true… but you’re doing so well, Mark… don’t stop… suck me…”

Her words cut off as he attacked harder. He was an animal who’d found water after days in the desert—ravaging her, leaving nothing untouched.

Lana’s body tightened like a bowstring. Her hands clawed the sofa, toes curling hard. Her breath came fast, broken.

“Mark… don’t stop… I—I’m gonna… gonna cum!” she screamed, her voice shattering under the storm.

And then he stopped.

His mouth pulled away in an instant.

“Beg.”

Lana gasped, eyes wide, desperate.
“Beg what…?”

“Beg me to keep eating you.”

Mark licked his lips, her juices glistening on his chin.
“You want me to bury my face in this sweet cunt? You want my filthy tongue to play you a symphony until you scream?”

“Fuck… Mark…” Lana moaned, half aroused, half broken by his demand.

“Say it, Lana.” He slipped a finger into her soaked slit, tracing it slowly. “Say you need my tongue more than your husband’s, more than Logan’s.”

Lana whimpered, words tumbling out like a cry:
“Please… eat me… suck me the way you just did… I’ll die if you stop…”

Mark’s lips curved into a cruel smile.
“Good.”

Then he dove back in. Not just tongue this time—his whole face buried in her pussy. Each stroke made her thrash, clawing the cushions, screaming out.

“Fuck… deeper… yes… just like that… FUUUCKKK!”

And then—

Lana jerked hard.

A hot spray erupted, gushing over his mouth and chin. Not once, but in waves.

Mark didn’t flinch. He opened wide, swallowing every drop like a starving man.

Lana sobbed through her climax.

And I stood there in the dark, my body on the brink of detonation.

I had to grip my cock painfully at the base… just to keep from spilling right then.

Chapter 9: The Hunter Awakens

When Lana collapsed onto the sofa, limp and trembling with the aftershocks of orgasm, Mark rose slowly.

He didn’t rush. His tongue swept across his lips, savoring the last taste of her. Then he tugged off his damp T-shirt and tossed it aside.

His torso came into view—hard, sculpted muscle, every line a product of hours at the gym. Nothing like me, a man buried in books.

Lana’s eyes lit up again, raw desire flashing through her exhaustion.

Mark pushed down his shorts. And then it appeared.

The monster.

Bigger than normal. Bigger than mine. One of the secret reasons I had wanted Mark here. The one thing that gnawed at me whenever I compared myself to my best friend.

And Lana’s stare said it all. She was caught in its gravity, unable to look away.

“Chloe…” Lana whispered, her voice still hoarse from climax. “…made the biggest mistake of her life.”

I agreed. I understood Mark’s pain. Chloe had crushed his pride—not for lack of passion, but for lack of money. And yet, here was his pride reborn, surging through every inch of him.

Mark stood tall, stroking his thick cock like a weapon.
“Now… Lana,” he said, his voice full of command. “Who’s the dog on their knees this time?”

Lana laughed—low, husky, dripping sex.

She didn’t argue. She knelt. Her face flushed, still glistening with sweat from the squirt he’d wrung out of her minutes ago.

But her eyes—those eyes weren’t just hungry. They worshipped.

Her hand wrapped around his shaft, reverent yet skilled, like an addict savoring her fix. Slowly, she stroked, feeling every heavy throb, then dragged her tongue up from the base to the crown—long, slow, deliberate, like sipping fine wine.

Mark groaned, head thrown back.
“Your mouth… fuck, it’s unreal.”

Lana only smiled. Her wet lips closed over the tip, sucking hard, then letting it pop free—just to suck again, teasing his control.

“It’s so big…” she whispered, circling his cock with her tongue. “Hard as stone… longer than Logan’s… longer than my husband’s.”

My heart seized. My whole body burned.

I’d heard words like these before, from her mouth. But this time they cut deeper—like a blade.

She kept going, cheeks hollowing, sucking greedily.

“You like it, Mark? Better than Chloe?” she teased, sliding off just far enough to lick his head while her eyes stayed locked on his.

Mark growled, grabbing her hair, pulling her closer. But before he could take, Lana gave—pressing her tits up, trapping his cock between them.

She pumped him between those full, pale mounds, streaks of spit shining like oil.

“Yes… better than Chloe…” Mark rasped, eyes devouring her slick skin. “You’re making me forget she even exists.”

Lana licked his tip again, whispering against it.
“Because I love it, Mark… I want to swallow your cum.”

She slid him deep, down her throat, gagging slightly, but refusing to stop.

Then—Mark yanked her hair, pulling her head back.
“Fuck… Lana, look at you.”

“You like it?” she moaned, licking her lips hungrily. “Then let me keep going.”

But Mark only smirked, slapping his cock across her face.
Slap. Slap.

“Beg for it, Lana.”

She panted, lips parted, a string of spit stretching from her tongue to his cockhead.

Her eyes glistened, starving.
“Please… I need it, Mark…”

“What?” he taunted, pushing his tip against her lips.

Lana whimpered, clutching his thighs, mouth open like a kitten begging for milk.
“Please… let me suck this big cock… the cock that makes me forget my husband even exists…”

I couldn’t hold anymore. My chest pounded, my cock so hard it ached. I wanted to scream. I wanted to storm in. I wanted to punish this shameless whore.

But I also wanted more.

Mark grinned.
“Good. Then suck it… and don’t lose the rhythm.”

And Lana obeyed—like it was a gift.



Mark turned his head.

Through the messy veil of Lana’s hair, his eyes locked on me—still in the corner, my fist wrapped tight around my cock, trembling, breath shallow.

My heart stopped for a beat.

He saw everything.

The hunger in my eyes. The shame. The thrill. The pathetic truth of a man watching his woman on her knees, sucking his best friend’s cock—and shivering with pleasure.

Mark didn’t say a word. He just smiled.

Confident. Taunting. Cruel enough to make me even harder.

Then he crooked his finger. A simple gesture, but the meaning was clear:

Come here. Let’s ruin this whore together.

I don’t remember stepping forward. I don’t remember yanking my pants down. I only remember the shock of cold air on my cock, hard as steel.

I couldn’t stop.

Step by step, I closed in.

Lana. My woman. My love. Kneeling, sucking Mark’s cock, her hands clutching his ass, slurping greedily.

I came to her side.

And then—I took my cock in hand.

Tapped it against her cheek. Once. Twice.

She froze, spit dripping down her chin, Mark’s shaft still lodged halfway in her mouth. She turned, eyes sliding left.

When she saw me—she moaned deep in her throat.

Then she released Mark’s cock with a wet pop.

And she smiled. Radiant. Insane with joy.

“You two…” she gasped, eyes flicking between us. “Both of you… want me?”

Mark growled. “That's right. A whore like you needs more than one cock.”

I said nothing. I only shoved my cock closer. She reached for it, wrapping one hand around me while the other still stroked Mark.

Two hands. Two cocks. One woman.

She bent down, sucking one, then sliding her tongue to the other. Back and forth.

Slurp. Slurp. Wet sounds filling the room.

Each time she switched, I moaned. Not from her skill. But from the truth.

I was standing there, watching the woman I loved suck two men. She wasn’t forced. She wanted it.

And me… I wanted it too.

Chapter 10: The Whore’s Reward

From above, the scene was unreal—filthy beyond words.

Lana knelt, golden hair falling across her flushed face, her movements practiced, expert. Two hands. One mouth. She tended to both of us with equal care.

There was no favoritism, even though Mark’s cock dwarfed mine. Her lips sank down his shaft while her hand stroked me steady. Then she switched, sucking me deep while her other hand pumped his thickness. She was a conductor, and we were the instruments in her symphony of lust.

It was obscene. And it was beautiful.

She didn’t just suck—she savored. Each time her tongue swept from base to tip, her eyes fluttered closed, as if she were tasting something sacred.

“His cock’s big, isn’t it, Lana?” I growled, my hips twitching in her soft grip.

Lana licked a circle around Mark’s swollen head, then let it slip from her mouth, a string of spit stretching between her tongue and his tip. She looked up at me, eyes wet with hunger.

“So big it hurts…” she whispered, voice ragged. “I have to open my mouth wide just to fit the head in.”

Then she dragged her tongue up his length, slow as melting ice cream. “That heavy man-smell… like the taste I crave every night from you, Logan… but this one… it numbs my throat.”

“Fuck,” Mark groaned, his hand fisting in her hair. “That mouth was made for cock.”

Lana giggled against his shaft, pulling off just far enough to murmur:
“Say more. I love hearing you talk dirty.”

“You suck like a goddamn whore,” Mark growled. “Hard to believe you’re someone’s wife… someone’s mother. You want two men to cover your face in cum, Lana?”

“Mmh… yes…” she moaned, swallowing him again, then switching to me, her tongue swirling over my tip. “Logan… you want to cover my face too?”

I couldn’t answer. My fist tightened on my cock, ready to explode.

Mark glanced at me, his grin wicked.
“Look at her, man. She’s begging both of us.”

Lana pulled back, holding both cocks in her hands, spit dripping from her lips down her chest. The image seared itself into my brain.

Primitive need surged inside me. One thought only.

Spray my load across this whore’s face.

The thought alone flipped a switch. My whole body shook, climax rising like a tidal wave.

And Lana—seasoned slut that she was—felt it instantly.

She let go of Mark, turned all her focus to me. Both hands, both lips. She swallowed me whole, down to her throat.

“Fuck… I’m—cumming—” I groaned, trying to fight it, failing.

She only tightened her seal, sucking harder, as if she wanted to drink my soul.

I roared, clutching her head, forcing her down as I erupted.

Thick ropes of cum blasted into her mouth. She opened wide like a baby bird, throat open and waiting, letting it spill over her lips, down her chin, across her flushed cheeks.

She didn’t flinch. She only looked up at me—cum-smeared, smiling.

Mark stared, panting hard, clearly on the edge himself.
“Motherfucker… that’s unreal.”

I collapsed into a chair, chest heaving, my orgasm still pulsing through my veins.

“My friend… rest. She’s mine now.”

Mark smirked. He scooped Lana up as if she weighed nothing, laying her across the sofa. Her body stretched out, glistening, a living portrait of lust.

I sat and watched as they tangled.

Cum still streaked her lips and chin. My body still trembled. But what held me captive wasn’t release—it was what happened next.

Mark bent down.

Without hesitation, he kissed her. Deep. Slow.

His mouth smeared across her skin, over the cum I’d left there. His tongue lapped it up, greedy.

I froze.

Shame and twisted arousal clashed in my chest.

He didn’t gag. He didn’t pull away. He swallowed me.

It was a wordless declaration of war.

“Fuck…” Mark exhaled, pulling back, licking his lips with a taunt. “Logan’s cum… tastes foul.”

I nearly stopped breathing. Part of me wanted to rage. Another part… stiffened again.

Lana moaned softly, her eyes hazy as she looked at him.
“Really? I thought you liked it. Now… let me taste yours.”

Her tongue traced her lips, as if eager to lick me off his mouth.

Mark narrowed his eyes, leaning close, voice dark.
“Not so fast, Lana. First… I’m going to wreck this cunt.”

And then—without warning—he slammed his cock into her soaked pussy.

No pause. No gentleness. Just a brutal thrust.

“AHHHH!” Lana screamed, the sound ripping through the room, torn between pleasure and shock.

Her body arched like a bow, hands clutching cushions, breasts heaving.

And I sat there.

Freshly spent, yet hungry again.

My heart hammered, my cock already twitching back to life, staring at my woman—my Lana—being speared deep by my best friend… and begging for more.

I gripped myself, sticky and aching, but it didn’t stay soft for long.

I was hard again.

Chapter 11: Symphony of Sin

Mark didn’t ask. He just drove his hips forward, that thick slab of a cock of his sliding deep into Lana’s drenched cunt, heavy and unrelenting, forcing slick nectar to spill out around him.

“UuAAHHHH—!”

Lana screamed, her back arching like lightning had shot through her spine. He thrust again—harder, deeper—each stroke punching the air out of her chest.

And then… he stopped.

He didn’t pull out. He stayed buried, cock locked at the hilt, staring down at the place where their bodies fused. White skin spread around his darker shaft, glistening, swallowing him whole. A smug grin cut across his face.

“You see this, Logan?” he muttered, not even looking at me. “She’s devouring me.”

My chest tightened, breath caught, forbidden arousal swelling hot.

Lana whimpered, legs hooked tight around his hips, voice breaking.
“Don’t… don’t stop, Mark…”

His grin widened.

And then came the sound—slap slap slap—meat colliding, wet suction, Lana’s ragged cries. The rhythm slammed into my ears, into my chest, into my cock.

“Yes,” I rasped, stroking myself. “I see it perfectly… feel how her pussy grips?”

Sweat rolled down Mark’s chest, dripping onto Lana’s trembling body. He bent to her tits, sucking hard, leaving angry red marks as she writhed beneath him like a broken doll.

“She’s squeezing me like a mouth,” Mark snarled. “Fuck—this pussy’s addicting.”

I laughed hollow, my hand tightening on the cock stiffening again.
“Told you. She’s worth the addiction. Drill her deep—twist like you’re trying to tear her guts out.”

He did exactly that. His pace was steady, not rushed—pulling nearly all the way out, then plunging back with a brutal twist, wrenching her nerves raw.

“Ahhh—ahhh—fuckkk—don’t—don’t twist like that—I can’t—MARKKK!”

Her mouth hung open, drool spilling. Her tits bounced wild, sweat-slick, nipples hard. Every plunge drew another scream, her eyes rolling back like she was seizing on bliss.

Mark bit down on her neck, leaving a bruise.
“Who’s my filthy whore?” he growled, pistoning into her soaked cunt.

“I—I AM—YOUR WHORE—BOTH OF YOURS—AHHH—FUCK ME—DON’T STOP!”



He bent to her ear, voice thick with promise.
“Just wait. I’ll make you piss yourself from cumming.”

Then his thrusts changed. Ruthless. Targeted. He hammered the same spot again and again, like a drill smashing stone.

Lana’s body seized, taut like a bowstring ready to snap. Her throat caught, strangled gasps spilling.

“Ahhh—Mark—don’t—it’s—it’s gonna—AAAHHH!”

And then it tore loose.

A sharp splatter.

A hot spray erupted, soaking the sofa, soaking Mark’s abs.

The room filled with her primal scent—the scent of a woman utterly conquered.

“Holy fuck—she’s squirting!” Mark panted, his cock still buried in her convulsing slit.

I leaned closer, just steps away, watching every vein in his shaft pulse inside her clenching walls.

Most men would snap. Jealousy. Rage. But I wasn’t most men anymore.

I was high on it. On worshipping the sight of my goddess being ruined.

I was no longer just her lover.

I was the keeper of her depravity.

I sat close enough to hear the squelch each time he slammed in.

“Mark… don’t stop… you’ll kill me…” Lana sobbed, trembling in her bliss.

“I’m gonna tear this pussy apart,” he snarled, gripping her waist.

“Cum in her,” I whispered—half to him, half to the vision before me. “Fill her up…”

He didn’t answer. Just looked at me, wild grin flashing.

“I’ll stuff this slut full,” he growled.

And then he clutched her waist, driving with merciless finality.

“AAARGHH—!” he roared, pulling back just an inch before plunging to the root, battering her womb.

Lana’s body bowed, mouth wide, frozen mid-scream—while his cock pulsed, flooding her with thick ropes of cum.

He collapsed over her, panting like a beast after the kill. His shaft still throbbed inside, refusing to leave. Each of her contractions milked another spurt, cream spilling down her ass, staining the cushions.

And me? I stared like an addict.

Lana lay ruined, chest heaving, eyes glazed, whispering broken:
“I… I love this…”

My throat locked, cock aching, throbbing raw.

Then Mark pulled out.

A wet pop.

Her hole gaped, red and stretched, cum pouring out like a breached gate.

A gate I knew… would never close for me again.

Chapter 12: Fingers That Open Hell

Cum still oozed from between Lana’s thighs—a thick, creamy flood leaking out of the hole Mark had just filled to the brim. It wasn’t the first time I’d seen it… but something about this moment felt unreal, hypnotic.

I dropped to my knees.

Light from the window cut across her bare body, the milky stream sliding down her ass crack. Gravity itself conspired with her curves, guiding the mess toward the delicate rim of her pale pink asshole.

I couldn’t resist.

My hand moved like it no longer belonged to me. I traced the slick trail, gathered Mark’s seed on my fingertip, and smeared it over her backdoor.

The instant my finger grazed that tight ring, her body shuddered like I’d shocked her with a live wire.

“Ahhh…” Lana gasped, head turning aside, caught between shame and expectation.

I smiled. Said nothing.

Just circled her tiny star, teasing it with her friend’s cum. Filth buzzed in my knuckles, sickness that thrilled me. Each swirl, each light press, made her twitch harder, her body begging for more without a word.

I glanced back.

Mark was still naked, his cock glistening from the last round. He stared at my hand like I’d painted something obscene and beautiful.

He swallowed, eyes burning with equal parts disgust and hunger.
“Logan… fuck. You’re giving me chills. What the hell are you doing?”

I kept my voice calm, even.
“You ever tried this hole?”

His brow arched. “Don’t tell me you—”

I nodded.
“Yeah. More than once.”

“No shit…” His eyes lit up. “What’s it like?”

“Hotter. Tighter. And…” I pulled my finger back, licking the streak of mixed slick from it, “…more addictive.”

Mark’s cock jerked hard, swelling as if ready to rejoin the fight. He laughed low, shaking his head, but his eyes never left that cum-smeared ring.
“Fuck me… I wanna try it now.”

Beneath us, Lana moaned, her voice weak, pleading.
“You two… the night’s still young…” Her words were half-breath, half-whine.

She lifted her eyes to me—glassy, desperate.
“Let me rest a little… let me clean you both up first.”

My chest tightened. My cock pulsed.

Even with her body reeking of sweat and another man’s seed, I pulled her into me, kissed her deep. My tongue didn’t flinch at the taste of him still inside her—I only wanted to claim her, even knowing what she’d just taken.

She kissed me back like she meant it. Her hand wrapped around my cock, stroking gently, easing the edge.

I held her close, tighter than ever—like she wasn’t a borrowed wife, not a slut on her knees, but mine. Mine… and maybe, now, his too.

Lana laid her head against my chest. Mark dropped into the chair beside us, his cock still jutting upward, veins bulging.

Silence fell. The air was thick with sweat, sex, and sin.

Only our heavy breathing filled the room.

But this wasn’t the end.

It was just the pause… before the true symphony began.

Chapter 13: Worshiping the Goddess

The air still reeked of sex—sweat, pussy juice, and the faint tang of cum clinging to the couch.

Lana sprawled across the sofa like a doll that had been played with too roughly—hair tangled, eyes glazed, chest rising fast, her thighs twitching as aftershocks rippled through her.

Mark didn’t speak.

He slid his arms under her back and thighs, lifting her limp, glistening body as if she were a goddess carried to the altar.

I sat slumped nearby, sweat dripping, smirking through my exhaustion.
“Don’t you dare fuck her again,” I said half-joking, wiping my forehead.

He didn’t look back. His voice was low, gravelly.
“No promises.”

I barked out a laugh, bitter and wild.

He vanished upstairs with her. I grabbed a towel, crouched, and began mopping up the sticky trail dripping down onto the wooden floor.

A few minutes later, his footsteps echoed back down.

Mark reappeared, shirt half-buttoned, hair damp with sweat, lips slick with her taste.

He licked them, grinning.
“Fuck… took everything in me not to put it back in her.”

I shook my head, chuckling dark. “Yeah. Tell me about it.”

We shared silence. Then laughter—like two kids caught stealing something forbidden.

We cleaned. Wipes on cushions. Clothes gathered into piles. Neither of us said Lana’s name. We didn’t need to. She was the axis. We were just the men bracing for round two.



Two men who had made a woman squirt her soul out were now cooking in the kitchen.

Ridiculous.

But to me… it was holy. At least I knew Mark didn’t see Lana as just a fuck doll. He saw her as a woman worth worshiping.

The air filled with the scent of eggs crisping at the edges, butter melting brown, coffee steaming from the mug Mark set on the counter.

I stood bare beneath an apron, sweat drying in my pits and down my spine. My cock twitched each time I remembered her screams as Mark bottomed out.

The sizzle of the pan was broken by soft footsteps padding across the floor.

“She’s coming down,” Mark murmured behind me, plating greens.

I turned. And froze.

Lana entered as if nothing had happened. Hair tied up loosely, wisps falling against her flushed face. A loose white tee slid off one shoulder, thin enough that the faint pink of her nipples pressed through. No bra. No panties. Just short shorts that barely hid the curve of her ass with every step.

“Good afternoon,” she said, casual—while slaying us with every sway.

I pulled a chair out. She sat in the middle. Wood creaked as her bare thighs pressed down. Mark licked his lips. My throat worked.

Left of her: me.
Right of her: Mark.
Between us: dessert.



“Eggs,” I said, sliding the plate toward her. My hand didn’t retreat. I let my finger graze the inside of her thigh as she shifted.

Her breath hitched. Barely audible. But I caught it.

Mark didn’t hesitate. He lifted a strip of bacon to her lips, whispering:
“Careful… it’s hot. But not hotter than that pussy.”

I chuckled under my breath.

Lana turned to me, eyes shimmering, lips curved in a secret smile.

I leaned in, murmuring against her ear:
“You know… I bet some of his cum is still inside you.”

My thumb slipped past the edge of her shorts, teasing damp fabric already darkening.

She gasped, hips twitching, the tiniest lift—a silent invitation.

Mark’s hand slid down her back, under her tee, cupping her breast. His thumb rolled across a stiff nipple.
“Still hard,” he muttered. “Still misses cock.”

She bit his ear, whispering, “But whose does it miss more?”

He laughed darkly. His hand stayed.

Mine pressed firmer at her shorts, feeling her heat soaking through.
“You can’t walk upstairs in these,” I said. “They're already soaked. Just like after you squirted for him.”

She whimpered. Quiet. But enough. Both of us caught it.

Predators scenting blood.



We didn’t eat much.

We touched, teased, licked. Mark sucked grease off her fingers. I kissed the curve of her belly as she leaned back, giggling.

No serious words. Just filthy whispers, steaming coffee, and the warmth radiating off Lana—no longer smelling like sex, but like devotion waiting to be claimed.

Then…

She set her fork down.

Sat up straight.

Her gaze swept over us—solemn, commanding.

“Are you ready?”

My heart stalled.

Mark looked at me. His eyes asked.

I nodded. He nodded too.



Lana rose.

Her hands gripped the hem of her tee, peeling it slow. Inch by inch, fabric lifted, baring her flushed breasts. Nipples swollen, marked from earlier mouths. She let the shirt drop, hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her shorts, and slid them down.

Her cunt gleamed. Smooth, red, glistening. Already wet, as if reborn for us. Her ass cheeks round, tight, hiding nothing.

No shame. No hesitation. Only pride.

“Now,” she said, voice like decree. “Follow me.”

She turned, climbing the stairs, hips swaying, bare cheeks clapping softly. Sunlight carved her back in gold as if framing a goddess in slow motion.

The bedroom door opened.

Click.

Shut.



I said nothing. Neither did Mark.

We rose together.

Clothes hit the floor—apron, shirts, pants.

Two naked men, sweating, cocks stiff, followed her trail.

Into a union… we knew none of us would return from the same.

Chapter 14: He’s Watching

The bedroom door creaked open, the dry hinge groaning into the silence.

I held my breath.

A single pool of amber light from the nightstand lamp illuminated the bed—and Lana.

She lay there, naked, one leg bent, the other stretched, golden hair spilling across the white pillow like some Renaissance painting. The faint trace of lavender from the diffuser in the corner only made it crueler, cleaner, too pure for what was about to happen.

The silence was so sharp I could hear my own pulse hammering in my chest… and the deep, restrained breaths of Mark standing beside me.

Then he whispered—almost a moan.
“Fuck… she really is a goddess.”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t.

Because my eyes had locked on the wedding photo above the bed.

Daniel in his tailored suit, grinning, hand clamped possessively around Lana’s waist in her modest white gown. But under the lamp’s glow, that smile looked different. Not happiness. Something else—something haunting. Almost as if Daniel himself was here, smirking, watching two men defile the wife he’d once vowed to keep.

And I knew he was watching. Through that hidden camera. The same one he’d used to spy on me and Lana while he was away on business.

Only this time, Daniel, you’ll see more. Not just me. You’ll see your best friend wreck her… and how much she loves it.

A shiver ran through me. Dark excitement flooded my veins like a drug.



We stepped inside without another word.

Mark sat on the left edge of the bed. I took the right.

Lana kept her eyes closed, one hand resting lightly on her stomach, the other slack at her side.

I leaned in, brushing my tongue behind her ear. She trembled.

Mark pressed his lips against her lower belly, whispering:
“Christ… your skin is so soft, Lana.”

I kissed her mouth. A faint balm lingered—sweet, subtle. Beneath it was the taste of woman: warm, clean, with a dizzying hint of vanilla.

My hand slid along her inner thigh. Mark’s fingers circled her nipple, teasing lazy spirals.

“Say something, Lana…” I murmured into her neck.

Her lips curved. Breath shaky, she exhaled:
“Keep going… boys.”

Mark chuckled, squeezing her breast.
“Swear to God, I’ve never seen tits this perfect. I could suck them all day.”

I grinned, eyes fixed on her face.
“You were born to be a whore, Lana.”

Her lids fluttered open. Her voice came out husky, low.
“Mmh… I’ve always been your whore. Both of yours.”

I met Mark’s eyes. He nodded.

And together, we lowered our mouths, each of us claiming a piece of the goddess spread out between us.



I buried my face between her thighs. Clean skin. Soap. But deeper—sweet, ripe musk. Woman.

Mark’s tongue lapped at her nipple. Lana moaned, long and light.

“Fuck…” I muttered, licking across her slit. “…she’s already dripping.”

“I could die right here,” Mark groaned, squeezing her ass and sucking down her breast like vintage wine.

Lana exhaled, half a moan, half a laugh.
“Don’t die yet… I still haven’t let you both inside.”



The lamp burned, shadows dancing across tangled bodies.

The lavender kept wafting, cruelly pure.

Three bodies began melting into one, each touch slower, wetter, more reverent.

And above us, Daniel still smiled from the frame.

That smile blurred, dissolving into the dark.

Chapter 15: “Just a Little…”

She lay there. Open. Offered. Desperate.

Her blonde hair spilled like fire across the pillow, partly covering her breasts, her hips tilted up in surrender, her body waving a white flag before the war even began.

I was so hard I had to bite my lip just to stop myself from groaning.



Mark and I began trading places.

I pulled my mouth from her pussy and slid upward.

Mark lowered himself between her thighs, slow and reverent, like a disciple kissing at the altar.

His tongue drew circles. Wide. Soft. Deep.

Lana shuddered at the very first stroke.

I bent to her lips.

A kiss that started gentle—then wetter— then  melted together. My tongue plunged into her mouth, sucking at hers like I was drinking her moans.

My hand closed on her breast, pinching hard, tugging her nipple until her body curled and she moaned into me.

“Stop teasing… put it in… just a little…”

I broke the kiss, whispering hot against her ear:
“What’s wrong? Already trembling?”

“You’re not getting filled yet…”

Her hand reached, trembling, wrapping around my cock.

She squeezed, eyes glistening, pleading like an addict:
“Please… just a little…”

I laughed, kissing her quivering lips, licking along her cheek.
“You think you’re a goddess being worshipped?”

“No. Tonight I’m the feast.”

“And we're going to devour every last piece of you.”

Mark smirked, his mouth glossy with her slick.
“She hasn’t screamed nearly enough yet…”



I licked her ear, teased the rim, then drove my tongue deep inside before blowing a hot breath.

My left hand kneaded her breast, my right pinched her other nipple harder, feeling the ripple of her spasms.

Mark went wild. He spread her lips, blew a cool stream into the wet heat, then speared his tongue straight inside.

Lana jolted like she’d been electrocuted.

“Fuck… please… don’t torture me… I can’t take it anymore…”

Mark lifted his head, nose and mouth dripping.
“Her pussy’s gushing like a fucking faucet.”

“I want to see her flood this bed, Logan.”

I chuckled, sucking her nipple cruelly.

Her moans came short, frantic, broken.

Then her tongue flicked against my cock—just a lick, but enough to make my whole body snap tight. My jaw clenched. I shivered.

The heat of her tongue, the hunger in it, boiled my blood.

But I pushed her head back, staring into those guilty, begging eyes.

“No,” I whispered against her lips. “You only get to taste yourself.”

My hand slid down.

Mark pulled away instantly, giving me space.

I pressed two fingers into her soaked slit—raw from his tongue.

Heat closed around me instantly. Wet, sticky, obscene.

I twisted lightly, then drew them out glistening. A strand of slick stretched from her hole to my fingers, thin and shining like spider silk.

I pushed them against her lips.

And Lana opened her mouth without hesitation.

No pride. No pause.

She sucked them greedily, as if she’d been starving, as if my fingers were the first water in a desert.

The sound of her tongue lapping around my knuckles was quiet, obscene, maddening.

Slurp… slurp… slurp…

Her eyes never left mine—wet, glassy, feral.

Not the eyes of a goddess.

The eyes of a woman broken by need.



The sight flushed Mark’s face.

He grabbed her hips, yanked her back to his mouth, and devoured her like he was trying to swallow her soul through her cunt.

I twisted her nipple, biting down gently as I sucked.

Her whole body arched.

Her eyes rolled back. Her legs locked around Mark’s shoulders.

“Ahhh… fuck… I… I—”

The spray came.

A jet straight onto Mark’s chest, splattering across my hand.

Lana spasmed, her whole body twitching violently.

The sheets drenched.

Mark closed his eyes, mouth open, letting her fountain coat him.

I stroked her belly, licking a few drops like a man savoring the rarest wine.



She collapsed, chest heaving, eyes glazed.

Her thighs still spread, her ass drenched, water trailing down the backs of her legs.

“…I still haven’t been fucked…”

I looked at Mark. He nodded, eyes wild.
“Unreal… this woman…”

I looked down at the battlefield. The crumpled sheets, my woman lying in her own flood, trembling and bare.

Every shred of sanctity had been stripped away.

All that remained was a woman desperate for cock.

And the terrifying truth was… I’d never been more addicted to her.

Chapter 16: Two Holes, One Goddess

She was still sprawled there, chest rising gently after her first squirt, blonde hair fanned across the pillow like a halo that had been baptized in sweat and holy lust.

I stroked her belly, still trembling with aftershocks. Mark leaned down, wiping her throat with a warm towel. The room was silent but for our heavy breathing, the faint scent of her heat filling the air.

Lana’s eyes opened. Her lips parted. Her voice—husky, ragged, soaked through with need.

“I’m… still hungry. This… is only the main course, isn’t it?”

I laughed. Mark laughed. The truth? We were starving. But not as starved as she was.



Lana rolled over slowly, onto her hands and knees.

Her ass rose high, her mouth parted, her hair falling down her back. A living statue—half goddess, half whore.

I saw it then—the bottle of clear gel, perfectly placed on the nightstand. Not an accident. She had prepared for this.

I grabbed it, squeezed. The slick poured out, cool and clean with that faint mint scent. I coated my hands, chest tightening at the smell.

I looked at Mark.
“I’ll go first. You’re too big. She needs to adjust.”

Mark smirked. “I like finishing last.”



He knelt behind her, his cock—thick, swollen, glistening—sliding between her folds.

Rubbing. Teasing. Wet sounds filling the room.

Lana gasped.

Then Mark pressed in.

I watched her swallow him, inch by inch—wet, tight, clenching. She cried out, her back arching reflexively.

“Ahhh… it’s… so big…”

He didn’t rush. He drove in slow, deliberate, branding her pussy with every push.

Her neck strained, breasts flattened to the sheets, fingers clawing. Each withdrawal left a trail of wetness dripping down, soaking the bed.



Then Mark pulled her upright, easing her onto his chest.

Her thighs wrapped his waist, driving him deeper. And in that angle… her other hole was bared to me—pink, twitching, waiting like a snare laid just for me.

I couldn’t resist.

I squeezed more gel, let it run down her ass, my fingers smearing it slowly, circling her rim.

She whimpered, biting her lip, then whispered:
“Logan… I want it there… please…”

I pushed one finger, then another. Her body trembled, clutching me, loosening just enough.

“Relax,” I whispered, kissing her damp neck.

When she opened, I positioned myself, cock dripping with slick, head pressing against that tight ring.

“You’ve been waiting for this?”

“Yes… fuck me there, Logan… don’t make me beg…”

I pressed in.

Slow. Tight. Deep.

Her ass seized around me like a second mouth—wet, scorching, strangling me while dragging me further inside.

She convulsed, her whole body drawn like a bow.

“Ahhh… oh God… deeper… don’t stop… Logan, please…”

My teeth clenched. Nothing had ever felt this consuming. Like driving into forbidden power.

Beneath us, Mark still filled her cunt, grinding against her womb. And now—I was inside her tightest secret, a place I knew intimately, but never like this.

Two holes. One goddess. And we owned them both.

A shiver ran through me. It was connection and competition all at once. A twisted communion.

Lana’s cries weren’t words anymore. She moaned in tongues, body jerking, her ass pushing back, her pussy milking us both.



I thrust. Mark thrust. Perfect rhythm.

Her body was the violin, and we were the players—dragging every string, tearing every note.

I groaned against her ear.
“Your ass… it’s gripping me so fucking tight…”

Mark snarled:
“Her pussy’s strangling me too. We’re in heaven, brother.”

Lana sobbed.

Not from pain. From too much. From being filled beyond reason.

“Fuck… you’re killing me… killing me with pleasure… harder… don’t spare me… I’m your whore…”



Two men. Two cocks. One woman pinned between us like a goddess punished by her own worshipers.

The sounds of flesh on flesh. The slick flood dripping down. The mattress drenched in sweat and sin.

Every thrust was a wave. Every moan carved deeper into her soul.

And at the center of it all—Lana.

Our goddess. Our slut.

Our everything.

Chapter 17: “Mark… she’s yours now.”

Two men. One on each side. Like ancient gods punishing a fallen goddess.

The sound of flesh colliding echoed through the room. Wetness dripping. Sweat soaking the sheets.

Every thrust was a wave.
Every moan was a mark burned into her soul.

And in the center of it all—Lana. A goddess stripped bare, worshipped and ruined by cock.

I clenched my teeth, driving deeper. Mark carried her weight beneath, still hammering upward, his cock sliding in and out of her cunt like a heated blade forged for this purpose.

Lana collapsed against his chest, blonde hair plastered with sweat, her lips sealed to his. Every time I slammed into her ass from behind, she broke into a guttural moan—not human anymore, but the sound of something feral consumed by lust.

“Logan… I can’t take it… don’t stop… fuck me… fuck my hole…”

Her ass clamped down, spasming around me, hotter and tighter with every pulse.

One thrust. Two. Three.

I couldn’t hold it.

My hands crushed her waist, burying myself as deep as possible, my whole body locked—then I erupted.

Cum surged into her asshole, filling her like that place was built to trap my seed.

I stayed there, cock still throbbing inside, forehead dripping sweat down her spine, savoring every contraction that milked the last drops from me.

When I finally pulled out, thick white fluid spilled down the crack of her ass, dripping along her thighs.

I sighed, gave her ass a light smack—staking my claim.
“Mark… she’s yours now.”



Mark hadn’t pulled out of her pussy. His mouth was still sealed to hers, devouring her like he wanted to pull her soul out through her lips.

Only when I spoke did he release her, licking across her mouth, smothering her gasps under his own slick lips.
“You want me in that other hole, don’t you?” he whispered.

Lana trembled. Her eyes glazed, but a wild spark flickered through them.
“Yes… do it, Mark… just… not too hard…”

I slid to the edge of the bed, sitting back, my eyes locked on what was about to unfold.

Mark adjusted her, keeping her straddled across him, ass lifted high. Her gaping rim, slick with my cum, winked like a pink flower blooming for him.

He pressed his cock against it, smearing himself in what I’d left behind.

Lana moaned, fingers clawing at the sheets.
“Slow… Mark… it’s still so full…”

He smirked. “Then let me stir it up.”

And he pushed in.

Her ass tightened around him, accepting him with a virgin-like grip despite the slick I’d left behind. Lana gasped, her whole body shuddering as inch after inch disappeared inside.

“Holy fuck… this hole… it’s like fire…”

Lana gave a ragged laugh, then cried out:
“It’s only yours… fuck it like it belongs to you!”

Mark bottomed out with a wet slap. Lana screamed—pleasure, not pain.

He started thrusting.
Slow. Sure. Every stroke hitting deep into her guts. She collapsed forward, face buried in the pillow, ass still high in offering.

“You’re dripping from both holes now,” Mark growled, licking her neck. “Feel it?”

“I’m… the wettest whore you’ll ever own,” she choked, drool spilling from her lips.

He pulled from her ass, then drove into her pussy.

Lana shrieked.

Back and forth he went, switching holes like a game, unrelenting. Each time he left one, he filled the other.

“Which do you like more?” he demanded, hand smacking her ass.

Her reply was broken, begging:
“Both… don’t stop… I’m yours…”

And me? I sat at the edge of the bed, watching them.

Not jealous. Not angry.

Jealousy had died long ago.

What filled me instead was something darker—devotion twisted into worship.

I didn’t love her in spite of her depravity.

I loved her because of it.

Because the way she shattered in our hands… was perfection itself.

Chapter 18: The Final Flood

Lana wasn’t moaning anymore. She was screaming.

Her body convulsed between Mark’s brutal thrusts, jerking out of control, completely conquered. He wasn’t just fucking her body—he’d claimed her will, her sanity. I sat to the side, my heart pounding like I was hearing a symphony straight out of hell—every thrust a drumbeat, every slap the sharp crack of a whip.

“Whose are you?” Mark snarled, fist twisted in her hair.

But instead of just yanking, he pressed her shoulder, forcing her face toward me. Her whole body tilted so her expression was fully mine to witness—just a few feet away.

And I saw everything.

Her eyes bloodshot, wet with tears. Mouth wide open, trembling lips unable to hold back the cries. Sweat streamed from her temple down her neck. Every one of Mark’s thrusts twisted her features—pain, bliss, delirium all bleeding into one.

Her tongue lolled, desperate for breath.

And me? I was still rock hard, even after spilling my load inside her. Because of the way she looked at me—or rather, the way her face was breaking apart while being fucked in front of me.

She wasn’t Daniel’s wife anymore. Not my lover.

She was a whore caught between two men. And I… I was the one lucky enough to see it all, not in a dream, but raw and real.

Her face flushed crimson, tears streaking, mouth gaping as she screamed from her gut:
“Yours! I’m only yours, Markkk… fuck me… harder!”

He didn’t need another command. Mark’s hand cracked down across her ass with a whip-like smack, leaving a red welt. Her asshole, impaled on him, clenched but not in pain—it pulsed like it was milking every inch.

Lana shrieked, her body seizing. And then—

It wasn’t just squirting this time.

It was a flood.

Her pussy exploded like a broken dam, spraying across Mark’s chest, soaking both thighs, drenching the sheets. She screamed until her voice cracked:
“I’m… dying… dying from this… aaahhhh!”

I’d never seen anything this insane. Not in porn. Not in my sickest imagination.

But Mark didn’t stop. His eyes burned into mine, beastlike, and he growled:
“I’m not done.”

Lana was finished—her body limp, trembling, tears mixing with sweat, lips purple from screaming. But he kept pounding her ass, relentless, drilling at new angles, whispering filth between clenched teeth:
“Whose hole is this, huh? Who owns your ass?”

Through clenched teeth, broken but still obedient, Lana rasped:
“Yours… Mark… you’re killing me with pleasure…”

Mark chuckled low, then roared through gritted teeth as he drove one last brutal thrust:
“I’M CUMMING—!”

I saw it—his cock twitching inside her, the spill of hot cum flooding the hole I’d just vacated. He stayed buried, grinding in, refusing to pull out, making sure every drop soaked deep into her.

And then—silence.

No thrusts. No screams. Just ragged, broken breathing.

The three of us collapsed.

The sheets were ruined—soaked, crumpled, stinking of sweat, sex, and everything else. Naked bodies tangled together, impossible to tell what was sweat, what was her flood, what was our cum. Lana lay in the middle, her head resting against my chest, one arm still wrapped around Mark like he was a blanket.

She breathed shallowly, eyes half-closed, but there was something in them—something fragile, something real.

I cupped her cheek. She turned toward me, whispering, voice hoarse, but her gaze sharp in a way that sliced through the haze.
“Logan… don’t forget to set the alarm…”

I frowned, half-smiling. “What?”

Her eyes fluttered shut as she settled against my shoulder.
“Don’t forget… we still have to pick up Mila…”

I laughed quietly, brushing my thumb over her swollen lips.
“Rest. I’ll get her on time.”

I looked around at the chaos—the ruined sheets, the naked man passed out beside us, the woman I loved sleeping on my chest. This was our life now. Our normal. And as I held her, surrounded by the evidence of our sin, I had never felt more at peace.

Chapter 19: I feel free

The late sun brushed over my hair like a gentle hand. The elementary school gate swung open to the roar of kids spilling into the world, faces bright, arms thrown toward waiting parents. I leaned against the car, hands in my pockets, eyes scanning… until one voice cut through the crowd like its own beam of light:

“Uncle Logan!”

Mila came running, backpack bouncing, eyes wide and shining. I bent low, scooped her up, and felt her arms hook instinctively around my neck. The smell of sun-warmed hair pressed into my cheek.

“Today you’ve got a special ride,” I told her.

“You didn’t have school?”

“No. I had… a more important mission.”

She giggled, as kids do—easy to trust, easier to distract.



On the drive back, Mila chattered nonstop about class. I answered just enough, hands steady on the wheel. My mind, though, kept drifting to the upstairs room waiting at home.

“Why didn’t Mom pick me up?” she asked between chews of bubblegum I’d bought her days ago.

I stroked her hair, smiled.
“There’s a guest at the house. She’s busy entertaining.”

It wasn’t a lie—not to myself. I knew exactly how Lana entertained. That image from earlier still burned in me: her legs clamped around Mark’s waist, sweat glistening down the arch of her back, the helpless moans as I drove into her from behind.

My stomach muscles tightened at the thought. Not from jealousy. From hunger.

But when Mila’s clear eyes met mine, something cold pricked through my chest. Guilt, sharp and sudden.

I pulled over at a corner shop.
“Want to pick something, princess?”

“Really?!”

“One thing. Just one.”

She squealed and ran inside.

I stayed outside, hands in my pockets, watching without seeing. Two images overlapped in my head: Lana this morning, screaming, soaking the sheets. And Lana right now—probably bent over again, Mark’s cock stretching the hole I’d filled only hours ago.

I swallowed hard.



Mila came out, clutching a small toy and her favorite chocolate bar.

“Good choice,” I said, ruffling her hair.

“Want some?”

I shook my head. “No. I’m full. I ate plenty at lunch.”



The car rolled into the driveway. The front door swung open.

“Mama! I’m home!” Mila shouted, racing inside.

Silence.

I followed slowly. Kitchen dark. Living room empty. My eyes lifted—upstairs door closed. No sound. And that silence told me everything.

I didn’t need to imagine. I knew.



I grabbed snacks, flipped the TV on.
“Hey, I got your favorite candy.”

“Really?! Yayyy!”

Mila laughed, legs swinging as she dropped onto the couch, eyes glued to cartoons.

I sat beside her, one hand on a glass of water, the other on my thigh like I was relaxed. But my ears strained toward the ceiling. A faint creak of wood. A whisper of the mattress. Or maybe just the wind.

Either way, I wanted it to be both.



After a while, footsteps descended the stairs.

Lana appeared. White T-shirt, hair tied back, cheeks still flushed, lips swollen from deep kisses. But her smile was calm, maternal. When Mila ran into her arms, she lifted her daughter with perfect grace.

“Mommy missed you so much.”

Her eyes flicked toward me—just for a beat. Silent. Enough. I smiled back.



Mark came next. Loose shorts, damp hair, shirt clinging with sweat. He looked like he’d just woken from a nap on the sofa, but the shine on his skin told the real story.

I smirked. “You’ve got stamina.”

He laughed, dropped onto the couch beside me, muttered low so Mila couldn’t hear.
“Fuck, man. After you left… waking up next to that body, I couldn’t resist.” He licked his lips, eyes fixed on Lana’s back. “She soaked the bed again. Worse than this morning.”

I exhaled, shaking my head.
“She’s addicted to you. Her husband’s gonna kill you.”

Mark chuckled, but his gaze turned heavy. He didn’t answer right away. Instead, he studied her—watching her kneel with Mila, listening to school stories.

Finally, he whispered:
“She’s a real slut. But not the kind that destroys things. When she’s fucking, she lets go like she’s nobody. But afterward? She stands up, cleans herself, ties her hair, feeds her kid—like nothing ever happened.”

I looked too.

There she was. Perfect smile. Perfect mother. Ten minutes earlier she’d been split open, begging. Now she looked untouchable.

Mark kept going, softer now:
“She won’t chase anyone. Won’t leave her family. But she’ll give you everything in the moment. Then she tucks it away. Like it never existed.”

His words stunned me. He’d only known her a day. Yet he’d seen what had taken me months to realize.

No one taught Lana that. No trick. No act.

It was her nature. Unnameable.

And that’s why I couldn’t let her go.

Not because of the sex. Not even the madness.

But because after all of it, she could still hold Mila with pure love… and look at me with eyes that crushed my chest.

She didn’t belong to anyone.

But I wanted to be there when she surrendered.

I watched her—Lana, arms wrapped around her daughter, smiling like the world itself was safe in her hands.

And I understood.

She’d never promised me anything. Never asked me to hope. Everything was mine to imagine.

A part of me once believed—that if I tried hard enough, if I made her come, made her tremble for me, she’d turn, she’d choose me.

But Mark, with one brutal thrust this afternoon, had shown me the truth.

She could be feral, filthy, choking on cock, crying for more… and five minutes later, she’d clean up, tie her hair, pour milk for her kid.

No overlap. No guilt. No regret.

I used to fear that. Fear being “temporary.”

But that divide was exactly what made her extraordinary.

And because of it, I knew I had to let go of the illusion called love. At least, with her.

I’d still fuck her if she wanted.
Still pick up Mila if needed.
Still shiver if she licked her lips at me.

But my heart—
I’d keep it.

For someone else.
For a future where I wouldn’t have to share. Where I wouldn’t wait for my turn.

I don’t know when I’ll meet her.

But I know this: Lana taught me desire.
Mark taught me truth.

And tonight, when I go to bed, I’ll smile.

Because for the first time—
I feel free.

Chapter 20: Letting Go

The days that followed slipped by in a strange kind of peace.

It was a time of quiet happiness for the three of us. I willingly stepped back, leaving the spotlight to Lana and Mark. I played Daniel’s role to perfection: picking Mila up from school, playing games with her, reading her stories, tucking her into bed. I found a pure joy in those tasks, a calm that soothed the beast of lust thrashing inside me.

But the beast never slept. It only found a different way to feed.

I became a spectator. I watched them—Mark and Lana—in their quick, reckless couplings. On the couch. In the kitchen. Even in my own bed. And when Lana’s hunger grew too fierce to ignore, the three of us gave in together, collapsing into blistering threesomes that left nothing untouched.

Mark healed. Chloe’s ghost was drowned beneath sweat, sex, and the new strength Lana breathed into him. He thanked her. He thanked me too. Before he moved back into his apartment, he hugged me hard.
“You saved me,” he said—and I knew he wasn’t just talking about giving him a place to stay.

We both knew it wouldn’t be the last time.



The day Daniel came home, the house rang with laughter.

Mila was the first to scream and sprint into his arms. Daniel scooped her up, kissed her cheek, and gave her the gift he’d promised. Lana stepped forward, wrapping her arms around his waist, a bright, proud smile lighting her face.

He had a gift for her too. A polished jade necklace. He clasped it around her throat himself, lips brushing her temple.

Dinner that night was warm, whole, filled with chatter and joy. The sound was nothing like the guttural moans and wet thrusts of three bodies tangled together. But the contrast only sharpened the ache inside me.

Because no matter how close I was to them, this would never be my family. Not forever.



Later, when Mila was asleep and Lana curled safe in the bedroom next door, Daniel and I sat outside on the balcony.

A wooden chessboard. Two cans of beer. The night breeze moving softly.

He studied me for a while before sliding a knight across the board.
“Thank you, Logan.”

I moved my rook, smiled faintly.
“Huh? What for?”

His brows lifted.
“Your friend Mark… he’s strong. I’ve never seen my wife lose control like that.”

My hand froze on the piece. I kept my face steady.
“You watched everything, didn’t you?”

“There are cameras.” He shrugged, took a drink.

I nodded, staring out into the dark.
“I figured. I’ve been thinking about it a lot, Daniel…”

I paused. Met his eyes.
“There was a time I thought I loved Lana. Really loved her.”

He said nothing.

“But I realized—the more I loved her, the less I wanted to own her. Because she doesn’t belong to anyone.”

Daniel chuckled. Light as the breeze.
“You’re starting to understand my wife.”



After he went inside, I stayed out alone. The balcony light stretched my shadow long across the tiles.

And maybe… someday, I’ll find another woman.
Not a goddess.

But mine.

Chapter 21: Anna

I never thought the day would come so soon.

Life had slipped into a strange, steady rhythm—me, Lana, and Mark. We had become a family of sorts, a triangle of lust and unspoken understanding. Some weekends we booked a luxury hotel just for a change of scenery. Sometimes Mark came over for dinner, with Daniel sitting at the same table.

The first time Mark faced Daniel after learning everything, he’d been shocked. But after I laid out the truth, the three of us—three men—could sit together, drink beer, and trade calm remarks about Lana’s unmatched skills in bed.

Threesomes, and sometimes even foursomes when Daniel felt the urge, unfolded like a ritual. A diseased kind of heaven.

Until one day.



Mark and I were buried in textbooks at the campus library, digging for sources for our final paper. The air was still, broken only by the soft shuffle of pages and the rhythmic clatter of keyboards.

“Hey, Logan.”
Mark nudged my arm, eyes flicking toward a row of shelves. I looked up.

A girl stood there, leaning slightly as she searched for a title. Thin-framed glasses perched on her nose, her black hair tied back into a neat ponytail. She wore a plain tee and jeans—nothing showy, nothing provocative. And yet… something about her radiated a quiet beauty that was impossible to ignore.

“A stunner,” Mark muttered like some self-proclaimed expert. “I’ll bet under those clothes, she’s got curves in all the right places.”

He was right. But I didn’t have to guess.

Because I knew.

The book in my hands almost slipped. My chest went tight.

It was Anna.

The bartender. The girl I’d once fucked in the backroom of a bar on a night I’d wanted nothing but to drown out Lana. A slut who’d spread for more men than I could count—a hollow body I’d used to forget, if only for an hour.

But now… here, under soft library light instead of the haze of neon and liquor, she wasn’t the same Anna. She was still beautiful, but in a way that was almost pure. Intellectual.

The golden hush of the library caught her profile—her ponytail, the glasses, the slow way she flipped a page. My heartbeat kicked, hard and fast, like I was eighteen again and stumbling into my first crush.

I couldn’t move. Couldn’t look away.

“What’s the matter, frozen already?” Mark smirked, elbowing me again. “Girls like her? The quiet ones? Damn near impossible to crack.”

Quiet? I almost laughed. He didn’t know about the tiny snake tattoo peeking from her cleavage, or the look on her face when those glasses came off.

I turned to him, a grin curling up my lips.
“Fifty bucks.”

“Huh? What?” He blinked.

“Fifty says I get a date with her.”

“Fuck off,” he snorted. “You? Mister shy-boy?”

“You in or not?”

“Deal.”

I drew a long breath, steadying the chaos inside my chest. This wasn’t about sex. Not this time. This was something else.

I pushed back my chair and walked toward her. She was reaching for a book on the top shelf. I stepped in, reached over her shoulder, and pulled it down with ease.

“This one?” I offered.

She turned. And when her eyes landed on me, she froze the same way I had.

Then she smiled. Soft. Surprised. Stunning.
“It’s been a while, hasn’t it?”

“It has,” I managed, my own voice awkward.

“Since you quit the bar… what, over two months?”

“You still working there?”

She shook her head. “Nah. Got boring. No one interesting left once you walked out.”

“I didn’t think you went to this school.”

“Ha, guess we both kept secrets.”

The silence stretched, heavy but charged.

And then, before I could stop myself, I said words the old me never would have dared.
“Tonight… are you free? Let me take you to dinner.”

Her eyes widened, truly caught off guard.
“You… you actually want to date me?”

I nodded. Firm. Certain.

Chapter 22: Not Just a Sex Doll

Anna smiled—a mix of surprise and something sharper, almost amused. She nodded.
“Alright. I’m starving anyway.”

She hooked her arm through mine, and we walked out from between the shelves, past Mark still sitting dumbstruck at the table. His eyes looked like they were about to fall out of his head, his jaw hanging open in disbelief.

I turned back, winked at him, and—just to rub it in—slipped my arm tighter around Anna’s waist, pulling her close as if to mark her as mine.



We ended up at a little Italian joint near campus, the kind of place students used for dates—soft amber lighting, wooden tables, a scratchy jazz playlist in the background. A steaming pizza sat between us, with two cheap glasses of red wine that went down easy.

The conversation drifted over classes, essays, the kind of coursework that felt like boulders pressing down on us. Anna spoke about her family—divorced parents, living with her sister here in the city.

I found myself listening more than talking, watching her. She was two years older, finishing her senior year. The way she spoke was confident, playful, but tinged with a sharp wit that cut through the noise.

At one point, I reached across the table, laying my hand lightly over hers. She didn’t pull away. In fact, she let it sit there, lips curving into a teasing smile. Then her gaze sharpened, her tone slicing through the haze:

“So… are you planning to keep treating me like a sex doll? Or are you actually trying to date me?”

Her bluntness hit me like a blade. I froze, caught off guard.

But then Anna laughed softly, the kind of laugh that said she knew men far too well.
“Don’t worry. Be honest. Because either way… I’ll still fuck you tonight.”

That kind of candor should have rattled me. Instead, it made me grin. She deserved the truth.

I exhaled hard, my smile twisting.
“The first time… it was nothing but release. I was using you. I was obsessed with someone else, and I needed a substitute.”

Anna tilted her head, eyes narrowing.

“But now…” I leaned closer, locking onto her gaze, “…now I’m looking for something real. A lover. And when I saw you again, something just clicked.”

She laughed—bright, but edged with doubt.
“A lover? With me? Come on. You know what I am. You’ve seen it. Hell, you’ve already tasted it.”

I didn’t need her to spell it out. Back at the bar, everyone knew. She’d fucked plenty of men—quick flings, no ties, just the thrill. In storage rooms, in bathrooms, even the kitchen.

And yes—once, I’d been just another one of them.

The old me would’ve sneered. Maybe even hated her for it.

But the man sitting here now wasn’t the same.

I didn’t answer her accusation. Instead, I leaned across the table, grabbed her by the back of the neck, and pressed my mouth to hers.

She stiffened at first, then melted, kissing me back with heat that tasted like defiance and hunger rolled into one.

When I finally broke the kiss, I stayed close, my voice low, a question no past version of me would’ve dared to ask:

“Tell me… did you suck some other guy’s cock before meeting me tonight?”

Anna didn’t slap me. Didn’t frown.

She just smiled—wide, bright, dangerous.

Chapter 23: “I Don’t Believe You Yet”

We collided the second we stepped out of the restaurant.
The kiss on the sidewalk was molten, shameless—so hot I forgot we were pressed against a glowing plate-glass window, customers inside catching every second. Anna clung to my neck, nails scratching the back of my skin, her breath pouring into my mouth like fire. Thought didn’t matter anymore.

On the corner, a cheap motel blinked its tired neon VACANCY sign. The kind of place made for students or strangers who couldn’t wait. Perfect.

Behind the desk sat a pudgy middle-aged man, eyes glued to a sports page. When he looked up and saw Anna, his lips curved into a smirk. Recognition.

He flicked his gaze between us, then back to her.
“Another new one, huh?”

Anna only smiled—playful, daring. She leaned over the counter, cleavage spilling forward like bait.
“That’s right. Got a problem with that?”

His expression darkened, but he said nothing. Just slid the key across the counter.

The hallway smelled of mildew, dim bulbs buzzing overhead. When we turned the corner, I muttered,
“You know him?”

Anna laughed—a light, careless sound.
“Fucked him once. In the storage room back there.” She shrugged, voice flat, like reciting the weather. “He begged for seconds. Didn’t get them.”

She stopped, leaned against the peeling wall, eyes burning into me.
“Jealous?”

I didn’t answer. I slammed her against the wall, mouth crashing into hers.
“No,” I growled, lips devouring the ones that had just teased another man. “Why the fuck would I be?”

The kiss went savage. My hands roamed—one under her shirt, squeezing the swell of her breast, the other clamping down on the curve of her ass through denim. Anna writhed against me, moaning into my mouth. We were still in the open hallway. Anyone could see. Anyone could hear. That thought made me harder.

I ripped her shirt up to her neck, baring her chest. Black lace cupped her breasts, the snake tattoo peeking between them. I yanked the bra aside, sucking her nipple right there in the hall.

“Ahhh… Logan…” she gasped, unashamed.

Footsteps. A couple heading toward us. Closer. Passing.

We didn’t stop. I sucked harder. She moaned louder.

As they walked by, I caught a whisper:
“Jesus… they can’t even wait to get inside…”
“Quit staring at her tits.”

The words shot through me like gasoline on fire.

I lifted Anna into my arms, still kissing her, stumbling into the room. My foot kicked the door shut, and we crashed onto the bed, the mattress groaning.

The kiss didn’t break. When it finally did, a silver string of spit hung between us.

That’s when I saw it—the look in her eyes. Focused. Piercing. Not the gaze of a woman about to be fucked senseless. It was something else. It was… the way Lana used to look at Daniel.

My chest clenched. Could Anna… actually feel something?

I froze. Just stared at her.

“You’re strange, Logan,” she whispered. Her voice had dropped its teasing lilt. It was serious.

“Strange how?”

“You really don’t get jealous?”

“No. It’s just the truth.”

“Even if I became your girlfriend… and I still fucked other men?”

“Yes.” The word left my mouth instantly. No hesitation.

Anna studied me—eyes sharp, dissecting, searching for the lie.
“You sound serious.” A half-smile tugged her lips. “But you don’t even know what that yes means.”

She laughed under her breath. Dark. Testing. Then she stood.

Deliberate. Slow.

Her fingers lifted the hem of her shirt, peeling it up inch by inch. My eyes locked on her bare stomach, tight and smooth, heat twisting in my gut. The shirt dropped to the floor with a soft thud.

Her breasts strained inside black lace, the snake tattoo gleaming between them. Memories of that first night in the bar’s back room flashed, raw and dirty. My cock twitched, swelling harder.

The snap of her jeans. The slow rasp of the zipper.
My breath grew ragged as denim slid down toned thighs, leaving nothing but matching lace panties.

She stepped free of the pile, bathed in the yellow motel light. Shadows carved her into something mythic, something dangerous.

Her hands unclasped the bra. It fell.

The last scrap of lace peeled away down her legs, drawn out like a tease, until it hit the carpet with a whisper.

Naked. Entirely.

A primal urge screamed in my skull: Pin her down. Break her open. Now.

But I held back. Because this wasn’t just an invitation. It was a test.

Anna stood there, fingers gliding down her own skin, eyes drilling into me.
“So what if I were your wife? The mother of your kids? And I spread my legs for your best friend?”

My throat tightened. My breath stuttered. I should’ve been sick at the thought. But my cock jerked so hard it hurt. Mark’s face flashed in my head—fucking her instead of me—and my whole body trembled with forbidden arousal.

She leaned closer, lifting her hair, baring her neck. Her lips hovered near mine, but didn’t kiss.
“Or your boss. I let him bend me over his desk while you wait outside.”

A groan caught in my teeth. Sweat traced my spine. The images spun through my brain—filthy, intoxicating. I wanted to say no. But instead I leaned forward, closer.

Anna smiled. Tilted her head. Her hand slid down, cupping my bulge through fabric. The lightest touch, but electric.
“And if it were your father?” she whispered. “Would you still say yes?”

My knees buckled. Thought shattered. Every old ghost—Lana, Daniel, Mark—collided with her words, swirling into something black and dizzying.

“You…” I rasped, gripping her waist, dragging her against me. “You really think like that?”

She smirked, arrogant, dangerous.
“I do. I live for those thoughts. I push men to their edge. So tell me… do I disgust you yet?”

Before she could finish, I crushed my mouth to hers—feral, suffocating, drowning out her laugh in spit and heat.

When I pulled back, my voice was rough, raw, absolute:
“You’re wrong. I’m filthier than you imagine. Whatever hell you want to walk into… I’ll walk it with you.”

Anna froze. Her eyes flickered. Then narrowed. Slowly, a thin, doubting smile curved her lips.

“I don’t believe you yet.”

Chapter 24: The Test

I sat curled up inside the old wooden wardrobe, back pressed against splintered boards, knees jammed to my chest. The air was thick with mothballs and mildew, mixed with the acrid tang of peeling paint. Every breath snagged in my throat.

My eyes fixed on the thin slit between the warped doors. One frame filled my vision: the bed, sheets wrinkled into a mess, a jaundiced bulb overhead spilling down like light on an altar. Silence swallowed the room, broken only by the war-drum pounding of my heart and the rasp of my own shallow breath. Sweat beaded on my temple, slid down my cheek, and dripped into my collar.

In my hand, I still clenched her panties—black lace, warm, faint with the musk of her skin. I squeezed harder, fingers trembling, while my cock strained painfully in my jeans. The contradiction made me insane.



Fifteen minutes earlier.

When Anna smirked and whispered “I don’t believe you yet,” my chest had locked tight. Fear of losing her, hunger to prove myself—they tangled into one savage impulse.

“So…” I rasped, voice raw. “How do I make you believe?”

Her eyes flashed—soft, then sharp. Slowly, her gaze slid to the battered wardrobe opposite the bed. She tilted her head, lips curling in a smile equal parts tender and cruel.
“A test,” she whispered. “Do you dare?”

I nodded without thought.

And that’s how I ended up here. Imprisoned in shadows, caged like a starving beast. Waiting. Gasping.



Click.

The door lock turned. A slice of light bled into the room.

Anna stepped in.

She was back in her white T-shirt and blue jeans, tidy as if nothing had happened—no kiss, no claw marks, no trail of clothes down a hallway. But I knew better. Beneath the fabric, she was bare. Proof of that fact still balled in my sweating palm.

Her lips curved when her gaze flicked across the room—lingering, just for a beat, on the crack where I hid. My body shivered. She knew exactly where I was.

But Anna didn’t come alone.

A bulky shadow filled the doorway behind her. The desk clerk.

White shirt straining over his belly, pit-stained and yellowed. Pig eyes gleaming with hunger. Each step creaked the floorboards.

My throat closed. Sweat poured down my back.

Anna glided forward, calm, deliberate, as though she were leading a ritual. And in that instant, I understood.

This was the test.



The clerk shut the door behind him. The lock snapped. The sound carved through me like a blade. I felt sealed in with them, condemned to watch.

Anna sat on the edge of the bed, slow, unhurried. She undid her ponytail. Dark hair fell in a cascade, catching the lamplight like strands of ink. She didn’t even look at him. She didn’t have to. The room belonged to her.

“Been a while,” her voice drifted, clear, smooth, cutting through the stifling dark.

The clerk wheezed, his eyes glowing like an animal’s. “Finally remembered me?”

Anna didn’t answer. Instead, she lifted her arms, peeled off her shirt. It dropped soundlessly.

Black lace cupped her breasts, the familiar snake tattoo glinting between them.

My throat seized. I bit my lip, hard, stifling the groan clawing up. My fist crushed her panties tighter, damp with my sweat.

Her eyes locked on him, cold, commanding.
“You’re lucky,” she said, words sweet and sharp all at once. “My new boyfriend… he’s weak. Can’t satisfy me. So tonight, you get your chance.”

The clerk’s nose flared. His crooked yellow teeth flashed. “Then I’ll take you to heaven.”

His rough hand reached for her thigh.

Anna’s gaze darted straight to me. And she smiled. A thin slice of cruelty across her lips.

Her jeans still hugged her hips, but he knelt in front of them now, greedy. Not pouncing like a beast, but savoring. His sausage fingers hooked her waistband, tugged, paused, tugged again. Each slow peel of denim scraped at my chest like claws.

Anna didn’t push him away. Didn’t rush him. She only stared into me—forcing me to see. Forcing me to swallow the truth: she was letting another man undress her right before my eyes.

When the jeans slid past her hips, it hit me. No underwear. Because I was holding them. Crumpled, warm, still soaked with her.

Now she was bare. Exposed to him. To me.

He leaned in, nostrils flaring, sucking a deep, obscene breath before exhaling with a groan.
“Christ… you smell fucking perfect.”

Anna’s brow arched. A haughty frown. Her voice cracked like a whip.
“Then get on with it.”

But he stalled on purpose, tongue fat and wet sliding out. He dragged it along her slit—slow, deliberate, filthy.

And I sat in the dark, fists clenched, cock raging, chest caving in, as the test began.

Chapter 25: No Need to Pretend Anymore

The first sound was wet—small, obscene. Like a drop of water soaking into cloth. My fist clenched tighter around the crumpled scrap of black lace.

Through the slit, I caught half of his face buried between her thighs, the rest hidden in the dark. Anna’s shoulders rose and fell, fighting to control the rhythm.

“Don’t… drag it out,” she rasped.

He chuckled low, cruel. Then paused right on the edge—just as she was about to break—and started again, slower.

Her body twitched every time. Fingers clawed at the sheet, knuckles whitening. Yet her eyes never left me. Piercing me through the wardrobe crack, pinning me like prey.

I wanted to look away. I couldn’t. My eyes burned, chest locked tight. Sweat rolled from my temple to my lips—salt sharp enough to wake me, not dull me.

His pace shifted. The room shifted with it. Sheets rustled harder. A pause—then a strangled choke clawed from Anna’s throat. No act. She’d lost her breath. Her head fell back, hair spilling like water down her shoulders.

For a moment, her eyes slipped off me—rolled toward the ceiling, hazed. A flicker, sharp as a knife.

Look at me, I mouthed, silent, begging. Please—look at me.

And she did. Eyes locked again, wet, proud, desperate all at once.

He was merciless. Faster, then stopping. Faster, then stopping. The room felt strangled, volume twisted higher and higher until it cracked. Her nails scraped the sheet, carving two dark streaks like wounds.

“Good, yeah?” he muttered into the dark between her legs.

Anna bit down, inhaled hard. “More.” Just one word, shattering like glass.

The mattress thumped. Her breath fractured. A moan slipped loose—short, raw, real. Her torso arched, muscles ridging beneath sweat-slick skin.

A stain spread beneath her, darker by the second, bleeding across the sheet like storm clouds rolling over a lake. He laughed, a guttural rumble, nodding like a drunk savoring old wine.

I shook so hard the wardrobe hinges rattled.

Then his mouth left her. His hand took over. A thick thumb ground into her swollen clit.

Anna jolted like she’d been shocked. Her whole body snapped tight.

One finger pushed inside.

She clenched the sheet, lips sealed against the moan—yet her eyes still bored into me, daring me to endure it.

Then two fingers. Her folds stretched, glistening under that sick yellow bulb. Her stomach clenched, ass lifted, half resisting, half swallowing deeper.

I bit my lip until it bled. I should have felt sick. Instead my cock pulsed, twitching in time with her muffled cries.

“You’re trembling,” he snorted, shoving deeper. “No need to fake it now.”

Anna bared her teeth, trying to hold her usual arrogance. “Then hurry… I’m bored of teasing.” But her white-knuckled grip betrayed her.

The third finger slid in. Her body jerked up. A ragged moan tore free, broken, no longer performative.

His fat, meaty hand—three fingers already as thick as my whole fist.

Anna began to unravel. Her cries stripped bare.
“It’s… too much…”

“Not yet,” he growled. “Not for a whore like you.”

Then the fourth finger shoved in.

Her small body stretched to its limit, fragile skin pulled taut, obscene. My chest caved in, as if I were the one being torn open.

But Anna didn’t push him away. She screamed—but not in pain. Her hips bucked up, legs curled, toes clawed tight. Begging for it.

That sight… slaughtered the last scrap of reason in me. The agony of watching her destroyed, the depraved thrill of watching her crave it—it all blurred into one storm that drowned me whole.

“Fuck… I… I can’t…” she gasped, voice breaking.

His hand pummeled in and out. The wet, sloppy churn of her body filled the room. Sheets whipped beneath her. Her head fell back, hair dripping sweat, mouth slack, toes curling in convulsions.

Then—her scream. Wild. Animal.

A flood burst out of her, spraying across his hand, soaking the sheets in a torrent.

I crushed the lace harder until threads snapped in my palm. Broken. Trembling. Drowning in a sick ecstasy I couldn’t climb out of.

Chapter 26: “You Talk Too Much”

Anna lay on her back, chest heaving, every breath ripping her ribcage apart. Sweat streamed down her throat and collarbone, catching the sick yellow light. Her body still quivered, the aftershocks of her squirt wrapped tight around every trembling nerve.

The clerk chuckled low, wiping his meaty hand on the sheets as if he’d just finished a feast. Then, slow and deliberate, he shoved his pants down.

My heart seized.

What swung free wasn’t just thick—it was mutilated. At the crown, hard beads of metal bulged beneath the skin, ridging it into something jagged, a weapon more than a cock.

“Motherfucker…” I ground my teeth, sweat running cold down my spine. Rage burned my eyes red—but below, I swelled so painfully I thought I might split. A sick thought stabbed through me: Would she like it?

He rolled on a condom, sneering. “Now for the main course, baby. Don’t worry…” He leaned down, lips almost on hers. “…I’m dosed up. Tonight I’ll show you heaven.”

My fist strangled the lace in my palm, veins rising hard as rope. Half of me wanted to rip the door open and cave his skull in. The other half—froze, hypnotized by what was about to happen.

Anna turned her face toward me, damp hair plastered to her cheek. No fear. No trembling at the sight of that studded monster. She smiled. Slow. Cold. Proud. Fire lit in her eyes—straight into mine.

“You talk too much.”



He sneered, certain of himself, and crawled onto her. His hand pressed her thigh down, skin against coarse palm, claiming her. That armored cockhead pressed to her soaked lips, beads glinting like tiny blades under the light.

Anna arched her neck, chest fluttering. She didn’t look away. Her eyes locked me through the wardrobe crack, lips curling into a thin smile sharp as steel.

Look closely, her eyes said. This is your test.

The blunt crown nudged her folds, ridges dragging. She jolted, fingers clawing at the sheets. A muffled cry escaped: “Mmm—ahhh…”

Blood iron filled my mouth from biting too hard. My heart pounded war drums, cock throbbing so hard it hurt. Half of me wanted to kill him. The other half wanted to see it all.

He rotated his hips, slow torture. Each bead scraped across her flesh, wet sounds slicing the silence. Anna bit her lip, eyes glassy—but still locked to mine. Defiant, begging.

Then the real push came.

“Unhh—!” She bit down, but her back bowed, hips rising. One by one, the beads sank in. Each ridge was a knife in my chest. Breath punched out of me, lungs hollow.

He stopped halfway, chuckling over her sweat-drenched face. “How’s that feel, slut? Haven’t even started and you’re shaking like a fish on land.”

Her mouth opened, breath ragged. Still staring at me. The smile cut back, thin and deadly. Her voice cracked, but firm:
“Shut up… and put it all in.”

His laugh rumbled—and he drove deeper.

The sound was obscene—slick, tearing. He pulled halfway, then shoved again, deliberate. Beads raked her raw, each pass a sadistic vibration.

Anna’s lip split between her teeth, chest heaving like she was drinking the air itself. She tilted her head, eyes never leaving mine. Pride and plea tangled in her gaze.

I choked, watching her red flesh stretch, then clutch, then stretch again. Wet slaps echoed like whips across the room. My chest cramped, throat sand-dry, cock throbbing until it ached.

“Mmm—ahh…” Her moans spilled, no longer masked. Her thighs trembled, hands strangled the sheet. The more he toyed—half strokes, hip rolls—the more she quaked.

My vision blurred. Every thrust carved deeper into me than her.

Then—her smile. Trembling, cruel, like a blade driven upward.

“That all you got, you fat fuck?”

The room froze.

His face flared red, humiliated. He roared, shoving his full length inside at once, beads grinding every inch.

“AHHHH!” Anna screamed, body bowing, hair flung wild across the pillow. Her cry shattered—pain, ecstasy, madness in one.

I crushed the lace so hard my nails split skin. Blood hammered my temples. I wanted to rip him off her. I wanted to worship her. Both at once.

And he lost it. Hips pistoning now, no mercy. The bed thundered, the room filled with slick slaps and her cries. A symphony of filth. And me—locked in shadow, forced to listen to every note, to watch every inch.

Chapter 27: “Still Got the Strength to Fuck?”

He picked up the pace. At first just heavier thrusts, then faster, pounding harder, like a beast gone rabid. The mattress smacked under him, sheets twisting, the ceiling bulb trembling with every slam of his heavy hips.

Anna couldn’t hold my gaze anymore. Moments ago she still clung to me through the crack, but now her head whipped back, hair flying, mouth spilling long, raw moans. Her body writhed, every curve bending to his rhythm. Muscles quivered beneath sweat-slick skin, stomach tightening with each brutal drive.

I shook inside the closet. My chest locked like an invisible hand squeezed it, cock throbbing so painfully it was almost unbearable. I clawed the wardrobe edge until nails bent, just to keep from breaking out.

And I saw it—this obscene contrast:
A body divine, back arched, breasts bouncing, pale legs trembling like a saint being consumed.
Pinned beneath a sweating gut, flabby flesh shivering, wheezing breath rattling like a dying engine—yet still driving into her.

I wanted to scream. To rip her away. But my eyes glued to the joining, to those studded ridges vanishing inside her. Every thrust cut me deeper, another slash across my chest.

Anna moaned out of control. No performance, no tease. Only gasps, sobs, and the headboard knocking wild. And me—I didn’t know if I was in agony or turned on. My pulse thundered like war drums from hell.

But then…

Not five minutes.

His rhythm broke. He faltered, hips sagging, body collapsing to the side like a fish ripped from water. Chest heaved, sweat pouring, eyes clouded with defeat and shame. He’d burned out too quick—rage had blown his fuse.

The cock still stood stiff, pills holding him up. But his body betrayed him. A cheap trick. A short show.

Anna sat up. Hair clung to her neck, sweat tracing down her spine. Breasts rose heavy, belly still twitching from aftershocks. Under the yellow bulb, she wasn’t a victim—she looked like a goddess risen from sacrifice.

She glanced at him, lips curling, cruel:
“Fat. And old.”

Then she rose higher, standing on the bed, naked body gleaming against the crumpled sheets. Legs apart, firm, like a dancer claiming her stage. She nudged his thigh with her foot—just enough to sting.

“Still got the strength to fuck?”

He rasped, breath tearing:
“Still… but not enough…”

Anna towered, body dripping but radiant. Breasts heaved, stomach trembling, hair plastered to her nape. She looked both statue and executioner.

She bent down, hand closing around his cock—the ridged, ugly thing still standing. She dragged it along her slit, a wet line tracing her lips. Muscles in her belly fluttered, her hips rolling slow, deliberate, forcing me to watch.

Her eyes locked on mine. Slow. Sharp. Cruel.

She lowered a little. Just the head slipped past her folds. A wet pop echoed like a hammer inside my skull. My chest seized, cock twitching violently in my pants.

Anna froze there. Chin lifted, mouth open, body taut—but her eyes blazed ice.
“Watch close, Logan…” she whispered hoarse. “…I’m not being taken. I’m riding him.”

Then she sank further. Inch by inch, each stud disappearing inside, each ridge scraping her raw, each sound wetter, deeper. Her belly rippled, her back bent. He groaned like a beast, but I heard nothing but my own blood roaring.

The room slowed. Her body, soft and fierce, swallowing that grotesque length millimeter by millimeter—each one carving into me.

And then—pop.

She dropped fully. All of it buried. He gasped, Anna cried out, half pleasure, half dare.

“Ahhh—so good…” she moaned, dripping satisfaction.

I bit my lip until blood ran. Heart hammering, lungs searing. She wasn’t destroyed. She conquered. And I understood—this was all for me. To make me watch. To leave me strangled, breathless, insane.

Chapter 28:“You’re gonna kill me.”

Anna lowered herself all the way down, swallowing him whole. Her hips didn’t stop there—she rolled them slow, carving circles like she was sketching an orbit in the air. The studs along his cock scraped inside her walls with a sound that prickled my skin raw.

Then she switched. Forward. Back. Sometimes slamming hard enough to pop against the mattress, sometimes lifting until only the head kissed her lips. Every stroke calculated, as if her body was playing its own music.

Sweat-soaked strands clung to her nape, others flying with each toss. Her breasts bounced high with the rhythm, sweat trickling down her cleavage and dripping onto his gut.

And I realized—this wasn’t the Anna from the library in her glasses, flipping through books like a quiet student.
This wasn’t some woman lying under a man, moaning as he took her.

In front of me was a predator. She knew every muscle, knew how to weaponize pleasure, knew what she wanted—and forced us all to witness it.

The fat clerk gasped under her, face flushed, gut heaving. But his hands still clawed for control—one paw crushing her breast, twisting hard, like he had any say left.
“Goddamn… fuck, you’re so good,” he rasped. “You’re gonna kill me.”

Anna tilted her head, hair whipping, eyes half-lidded. She didn’t look at him. Her gaze pierced the dark slit of the closet. And she smiled—crooked, arrogant, taunting.
“Is that so? I’m just getting started…”

She dropped her hips with a slam. The mattress bounced. He howled, clutching her waist, but Anna only lifted, twisted sideways, and crashed down again. The sight ripped me apart inside.

She wasn’t being fucked.
She was fucking. With craft. With cruelty. And all of it—for me to watch.

Her thrusts grew savage. At first her hips swayed in lush circles, hypnotic. Now every slam was a hammer blow, relentless, giving him no breath. The bedframe rattled, the studs scraping, obscene wet sounds filling my ears until I went dizzy. Her breasts ricocheted, sweat spraying across his belly.

“Slow… slow the fuck down…” he wheezed, arms trembling as they tried to pin her waist. “I don’t… I don’t wanna—”

But Anna didn’t slow. She ground harder, faster, merciless. Her moans cracked open, ragged and raw.
“Uhh—ahhh…!”

Each of his cries sounded like confession. Each of her thrusts sliced me open. My knuckles whitened on the wardrobe, lungs locked, cock jerking so hard it hurt.

The man beneath her shook like he’d grabbed a live wire. Eyes bulged, sweat streamed down his fat gut. His mouth gaped, screaming half-plea, half-drowning:
“Fuuuck… I can’t… can’t take—”

He clamped her hips, desperate, legs kicking the sheets, heels thudding.
“No… don’t… slow—”

Anna only slammed faster, circling deeper, driving him to the edge.

And then—he arched, body seizing. A guttural howl tore out of him, ugly, broken, filling the room.

At that moment, Anna bit her lip, hair plastered to her face, eyes still locked through the crack. She moaned long—and smiled.

I died in that closet. Watching him spill out useless under her, while Anna took her pleasure and handed me every flicker of her gaze.



She rode out the last spasms, hips lifting slow, dragging every shred of sensation from him. I stared, unblinking, as his studded cock slid out of her, condom swollen, gleaming with thick white inside.

Anna sat tall, hair matted, chest heaving. Her fingers pinched the rubber, neat and controlled, twisting it closed before tossing it aside like trash.

But the thing still stood, stiff and trembling, drug-hard. Anna looked at it, then smirked—crooked, proud, cruel.

The room froze. She raised her hand—then slapped down.
Smack!

The cock jolted from the blow. Instead of roaring, he whimpered, a pitiful squeal of pain and humiliation.

“Pathetic,” Anna spat, voice cold steel. “Get the fuck out. Heaven? You couldn’t even last five minutes.”

The fat man bit his lip, chest heaving, face blotched red with rage and shame. But his body was spent. He scrambled to pull on his clothes, never daring to look back.

The door clicked shut, leaving behind silence thick with sex.

In the closet, my hand shook so violently I couldn’t hold the lace anymore. I shoved the doors open, hinges crying out.

Anna turned. Naked, skin glistening under the yellow light, she cut across the room like a wound of brilliance in the dark. We stared at each other—wordless. Only my heartbeat, slamming like it would burst my ribs.

Chapter 29: My Sex Doll

Anna was still standing there—naked, breath ragged, eyes sharp as a blade.
“You really want me as your girlfriend?”

The words hit like a knife. My mouth opened, but my throat locked tight. No sound came.

Her gaze dropped lower. Right to me.

My cock throbbed, trembling hard in the dark, straining against fabric. In my fist, her black lace panties were crumpled, damp with sweat.

Anna let out a soft laugh. A laugh that said she already knew. A cruel laugh.
“I’ve got my answer.”

She moved closer, slow, graceful, like a cat about to pounce. Her hand pressed flat to my chest and shoved me back—gentle, yet absolute.

“I—” I tried to speak. But her finger pressed to my lips.
“Shhh.” Her whisper curved into a smile at the corner of her mouth.

Then she climbed onto me. Every movement in slow motion: her hair falling across my face, her soft breasts pressing against my chest, her soaked heat dragging across my rigid length.

She lifted her hips, then slid down just enough. Her slick lips dragged the length of my cock, up, down, leaving a searing, wet trail.

My teeth clenched. Pre-come leaked, so much it slicked us both.

Her eyes—half daring, half playful—locked on mine. Then… she sank.

Slow. So damn slow.

“Ahhh—” I couldn’t hold it. It felt like a wet flame swallowing me, inch by inch.

She paused halfway, lifting her chin, savoring my strangled breath. Then sank lower. And lower.

Until I was buried in her.
“Fuck—” The curse ripped out of me. My vision blurred.

Her pussy swallowed me whole. She smiled, moaned long and low, utterly satisfied.

Before I could breathe, her hand snapped—ripping the lace from my grip. She balled it tight, then shoved it into my mouth.

My throat locked. The taste—salty, musky—flooded my tongue. My gagged moans broke in the back of my throat.

I froze. Shock rooted me to the sheets.

Her eyes gleamed, cruel and erotic. She leaned to my ear, lips grazing my skin.
“Remember the first time, Logan? You used me like a sex doll… trying to erase another woman.”

She lifted her hips until only the head of my cock stayed inside, glistening with her slick.

Then—she slammed down. The tip vanished in one hot gulp.

I convulsed, nails biting the sheets, body clenching from the sear of heat and tightness.

Anna’s smile sharpened. “But this time…” She dropped deeper, swallowing me inch by inch. “…you’re my sex doll.”

I choked. My chest felt like it would burst. Breath shredded into guttural gasps. My cock ached, crushed and consumed, but every nerve sang. My mind screamed no—my body begged for more.

She moved. Slow. Cruel. Grinding hips in lazy circles, both punishing and teasing. Her breasts bounced above me, skin slick with sweat. Her eyes—never left mine.

She pressed lower, rubbing her clit against my stomach. I tried to scream, but only muffled grunts slipped past the lace. She laughed, breathy, wicked.
“Yes. Moan for me. Just a toy that moans… that’s exactly how I like it.”

Her rhythm quickened. From torturous slow to ruthless thrusts, then back to deep, grinding plunges. Each shift shattered me. My body convulsed under her, eyes blurring, but still chained to her face.

“Do you love me?” she whispered, voice raw. Another thrust drove the air from my lungs. “No… you’re just addicted. Addicted to how I use you. Like this.”

I sobbed into the gag, tears pricking my eyes. I wanted to shout. Beg. But only muffled, broken sounds spilled out. And in that moment, I knew—I was hers. Not just my body. My soul.

Anna’s laugh rang sharp. She rolled her hips full circle, then slammed down hard. The wet slap echoed. She moaned, long and proud—and her eyes, blazing with divine filth, locked me in place.

“That’s right… my sex doll.”

Chapter 30: Do I Feel Love?

I was flat on my back, fists clutching the sheets like I could rip them apart. Anna straddled me, her body slick with sweat, strands of hair plastered to her face, droplets falling onto my chest one by one.

She moved like a seasoned whore. One moment rolling her hips in slow, cruel circles; the next slamming down to the base, tearing ragged cries from my throat. Then she’d freeze, squeezing around me, forcing me to writhe in tortured anticipation.

“Logan…” she whispered, lips grazing my ear. “Hold it. I’m not done yet.”

I trembled, every muscle stretched taut. I tried to think of anything else—numbers, philosophy, meaningless distractions. But how could I resist this demon on top of me, her eyes devouring me, her teeth nibbling my ear?

My legs stretched rigid. My body betrayed me, twitching toward the edge. Only muffled, broken cries spilled from my throat.

She knew. She felt it. Her hips drove harder, faster—no pauses, no mercy. Just raw, brutal thrusts that ripped me open.

And then—she yanked the lace from my mouth, tossed it aside, and crashed her lips against mine. A savage kiss, teeth sinking, tongue twisting, dragging the last shred of control from me.

I lost it. My arms wrapped around her, crushing her head to mine, devouring her lips, her tongue, like it was the only thing keeping me alive.

My body convulsed. Heat surged. My cock spasmed, unloading in violent bursts, each shot burning as it filled her. I shook, emptied, soul pouring out through every spurt.

Anna moaned deep, grinding harder, milking me dry, squeezing every last drop.

When I collapsed, spent, she didn’t stop. She kept moving—slow now, deliberate—riding the dying twitch until my cock softened inside her. My body jerked helplessly beneath her weight, wrung out, broken.

She sat up, chest heaving, sweat tracing down her flat stomach. Her lips curved, and a raspy laugh escaped.
“Fuck…” Her eyes cut down at me. “Why does a weak little thing like you… make me feel like I could fall in love?”

Love. The word lodged in my skull like a nail. Sweet as honey, sharp as poison. The thing I craved. The thing I knew I’d never fully hold.

Anna rose off me slowly, my cum spilling down her thighs, streaking across my stomach. She didn’t care.

She rolled to the side, stretched out beside me. Naked. Gleaming. Her chest still rising and falling. She stared at the ceiling, blank, unreadable.

Then—her lips curved again. A smile, tender and cruel all at once. A smile that branded itself into me deeper than any orgasm.

Chapter 31: The Answer

She lay there spent, her body trembling from exhaustion, but her smile burned like a flame—tender and cruel at once. And I knew: no matter how many orgasms I gave her, I’d never escape this obsession.

I couldn’t take it anymore. I braced my hands and leaned over her, my shadow swallowing hers.

Our eyes locked. Close enough that I could hear every ragged gasp spilling from my lungs mixing with the heavy rhythm of hers. My throat was raw, my chest pounding like I was sprinting against my own heartbeat.

Anna tilted her head, lips curling, her voice lilting but breathless:
“You can’t, boy… it’s still soft.”

She was right. My cock hung useless after the storm she’d dragged from me. My body was wrecked, drained of strength—except for my heart, still howling inside my chest. But I didn’t lunge to fuck her again. I wanted to look at that face— the face that burned me alive and saved me in the same breath.

And in the silence, a question screamed in my skull:

Do you really love her? Do you really love this whore?

My breath hitched. My hand trembled as it cupped her cheek, and I bent down.

The kiss wasn’t lust. It was surrender. Our tongues tangled, fierce but tender, as if I was handing her the last piece of myself.

When we broke apart, a crooked smile pulled at my lips. My hand slid down between her breasts, over the tattooed snake hidden there. I wasn’t afraid of it anymore.

My voice was hoarse, but steady:
“I’m weak. But… I can find other cocks for you. Can’t I?”

Anna froze for a beat. Then she laughed—a rough, throaty sound that still lit up the room like fire.



An hour later.

A heavy knock rattled the door—three hard thuds that dragged me out of the haze still clinging to my chest.

Shaking, I stood and walked to the door.

I opened it—Mark.

He looked pissed, hair messy, T-shirt crooked. He grumbled:
“Jesus, you drag me out here at this hour? I’m not gay, man. I don’t just hang around hotels with you.”

I smiled faintly, not answering directly:
“Then why’d you come?”

He snorted.
“Because you’re my damn best friend, that’s why. You said you needed help, so here I am. Now spill it—what the fuck do you want?”

I didn’t answer. I stepped aside, gesturing him in. The door shut behind us. He was still muttering, until he looked up.

And froze.

On the battered bed, under the dim yellow light, lay Anna. Naked. Skin still gleaming with sweat, half-sitting, half-sprawled, black hair clinging to her damp shoulders, eyes locked on us both. A depraved goddess—proud, taunting.

Silence drowned the room. I saw Mark’s chest heave, his hand twitch, his eyes widen.

And me—I stood right behind him. My voice broke the stillness, low, rough, unyielding:
“Help me make this whore piss the bed.”

The silence thickened, heavy as tar. I heard Mark swallow, the dry click of his throat echoing in the stillness.

Then I added, lips curling:
“Oh—and she’s my new girlfriend.”

Anna smiled.

That smile burned us both alive.

Epilogue: One Month Later

I pulled up in front of the familiar house. Everything looked the same. The only thing different was me.

Anna slipped out through the side door. Black dress hugging every curve, a deep cut exposing cleavage and the snake tattoo curling between her breasts. The fabric clung tight over her ass, trailing down those slim legs, heels clicking like a countdown. I gripped the bottle of wine and walked beside her.

Ding-dong.

The door opened. Daniel. His eyes stopped on Anna, then a smile curved—half polished, half knowing.
“Long time, Logan.”

I nodded. It had been a month since I left this place, yet the cord still tugged inside me. And tonight, I was pulling it back myself.

Behind Daniel, my old goddess appeared. Lana. Red dress blazing, tits straining against the fabric, blonde hair loose over her shoulders.

Black and red. Shadow and fire. Two women looking at each other—then smiling. A smile that told me everything: I wasn’t the chooser here. I was the one granted the privilege of standing between them.

Lana stepped closer, her hand sliding into Anna’s.
“This boy…” Her eyes flicked to me. “…he’s good, isn’t he?”

Anna laughed.
“Good—but a little weak, sis.”

“True, true.” Lana nodded, leaning into Daniel. “But my husband’s the same. Isn’t that right, babe?”

Daniel smiled, squeezing her waist.
“Right. But strong or weak doesn’t matter… what matters is sharing—making sure they always come. Isn’t that so, Logan?”

I laughed and nodded.

Four people. One house. A table already set. The wineglass in my hand shook in rhythm with my heartbeat. And when the four glasses clinked together, that thin chime rang like the opening bell of a ritual.

I knew. Tonight wouldn’t be ordinary.
It would be a dinner, a sacrifice, a storm.

And I stepped into it—not alone anymore, but with Anna.

The End

Author’s Note

Thank you for journeying through this complete collection of The Landlord’s Wife.
In these three novels, you’ve walked with Logan through his brutal, beautiful transformation. You’ve seen him move through the fire—not just as a watcher, but as a player who finally learned the rules of the game. He didn’t just find a lover in Anna; he discovered his equal in a world where surrender is its own kind of power.

The arc of one man may have concluded, but the story is far from over. Four souls remain entangled. What happens when Lana and Anna share the same stage? When two couples, each a perfect storm, collide in a dangerous dance of lust and love? Can they coexist—or will they burn each other to ashes in a final blaze?

And for those still captivated by the original power couple, the full history of how Daniel and Lana built their shameless marriage awaits you in my series, Shameless Hotwife.

Finally, a very special word of gratitude:
Thank you to the mysterious readers—the ones who have chosen to invest in my entire body of work. Your silent support is the true inspiration that drives me to keep creating stories that are fresher, bolder, and more captivating.

— Serena Vayne
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