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Chapter 0: Goa Horizons

The sun dipped low over the Arabian Sea, painting the sky in strokes of molten gold and crimson, as the sleek black SUV wound its way up the private drive to Salonika's villa in Goa. The air was thick with the scent of salt and frangipani, a humid embrace that clung to the skin like a lover's promise. Salonika gripped the wheel with one manicured hand, her other resting possessively on Vihaan's thigh, hidden from the driver's view in the rearview mirror.

To the outside world—to the pilot who'd ferried them from Mumbai, to the staff who'd been dismissed for the weekend—this was just another "legal matter." A high-profile client, some shadowy real estate tycoon needing discreet counsel on a land dispute. But Vihaan knew better. They both did.

"Almost there, darling," Salonika murmured, her voice a low purr that sent shivers racing up his spine.

She was dressed for the part: a tailored black pantsuit that hugged her athletic frame like a second skin, the silk blouse beneath unbuttoned just enough to tease the lace edge of her bra. Salonika Jasmine was sexy, bursty & bold.

Tall, muscular from years of gym session, her dark hair pulled into a severe chignon that begged to be unraveled. Her skin glowed with the effortless bronze of someone who owned the sun, and her eyes, sharp as obsidian, missed nothing.

Vihaan shifted in the passenger seat, his slim fingers twisting the hem of his crisp white shirt. At twenty-eight, he was her opposite in every way that mattered: lithe and boyish, with soft features that flushed easily under her gaze, his dark hair tousled just so. He was dressed conservatively too—a linen blazer over a button-down, khakis that did little to hide the subtle tremor in his legs.

"Yes, Ms. Jasmine," he replied softly, the professional title a thin veil over the truth. "The client's files are all prepped in my briefcase. Should I review them again before we settle in?"

She glanced at him, a smirk curling her full lips painted blood-red. "Oh, we'll review them, pet. But not tonight. Tonight, we're off the clock." Her hand squeezed his thigh, nails digging in just enough to make him gasp. "Sana's off chasing her dreams in that dingy studio in Delhi, isn't she? Poor girl, strumming her guitar for scraps while we're here, playing house in paradise."

Vihaan's cheeks burned at the mention of his wife—her daughter-in, in the twisted family tree they'd cultivated over the past year. Sana, twenty-five and fierce, with her wild curls and unyielding optimism, had left three months ago for a residency with an indie label.

"She texted this morning," he said, voice steady despite the knot in his chest. "Said the producer loves her demos. She's... she's happy, Mommy—Ms. Jasmine."

The car purred to a stop before the villa's grand teak doors, flanked by lanterns that flickered like fireflies in the twilight. The estate was a sprawling jewel: whitewashed walls climbing with bougainvillea, infinity pools merging with the ocean view, and private coves where the waves whispered secrets.

Salonika's sanctuary, bought with the spoils of a dozen landmark cases. She killed the engine and turned to him fully, her presence filling the space like smoke.

"Out," she commanded, but her eyes softened with that predatory affection he craved. "And remember, the moment we cross that threshold, the game's on. No more 'Ms. Jasmine.'"

Vihaan nodded, heart pounding as he grabbed their bags from the trunk. The driver had already vanished down the drive, leaving them alone in the velvet dusk.

He followed her up the steps, the click of her Louboutins echoing like a metronome to his pulse. As she pushed open the door, the cool blast of air-conditioned luxury washed over them—marble floors gleaming under crystal chandeliers, the faint hum of the sea beyond floor-to-ceiling windows.

Salonika paused in the foyer, shedding her blazer with a fluid shrug, revealing the taut lines of her shoulders beneath the silk. She turned, locking eyes with him, and in that instant, the shift happened. The air thickened, charged with the electricity of surrender. "Close the door, my little wife," she said, her voice dropping an octave, laced with silk and steel. "And welcome home."

Vihaan's breath hitched. The word *wife* hung between them, a delicious inversion of their tangled lives. He bolted the door, then dropped to one knee, pressing his lips to the back of her hand as if she were royalty.

"Welcome home, Mommy," he whispered, the title slipping from him like a vow. No more "Mummy Ji," the respectful honorific from their early days of familial pretense. This was raw, intimate—*Mommy*, the word that bound him in chains of his own making.

She cupped his chin, tilting his face up to meet her gaze. "That's my good girl. Now, be a dear and unpack for us. I'll freshen up. And Vihaan? Make it pretty.

Like a proper housewife would." Her thumb brushed his lower lip, parting it slightly, before she sauntered toward the master suite, hips swaying with deliberate grace.

He rose on trembling legs, bags in hand, and moved through the villa like a shadow in service. The living room opened to a gourmet kitchen of polished granite and stainless steel, the bedroom beyond a king's ransom in linens and teak.

He hung her suits in the walk-in closet, folding his own clothes neatly in the drawer she'd designated—bottom shelf, always. A spritz of her Chanel No. 5 on the pillows, a chilled bottle of Sula rosé in the mini-fridge.

His hands shook with anticipation, the role settling over him like a corset: fetching, doting, *his*. Sana's husband in name, but here, in this sun-drenched exile, he was Mommy's devoted spouse, her plaything, her everything.

By the time Salonika emerged, the villa hummed with quiet perfection—candles flickering on the terrace, soft jazz murmuring from hidden speakers. But she wasn't changed into silk; no, she strode out in her riding leathers, the black ensemble clinging to her like liquid sin. The jacket zipped low, pants tucked into knee-high boots polished to a mirror sheen. In her hand, a helmet dangled like a threat.

"God, I need the wind," she declared, grabbing her keys from the foyer table. "That flight was interminable. You don't mind, do you, pet? Keeping the home fires burning while Mommy takes a spin?"

Vihaan's eyes widened, tracing the way the leather creaked with her movements, molding to the swell of her breasts, the powerful curve of her thighs. "Of course not, Mommy," he said, voice husky. "I'll... I'll have dinner ready when you return. Something light? Grilled prawns, perhaps?"

She closed the distance in two strides, towering over him—five-foot-ten to his five-foot-seven, her frame corded with muscle from deadlifts and desire. "Prawns sound divine. But first..." She leaned down, capturing his mouth in a bruising kiss, her tongue claiming him with the possessiveness of ownership. He melted into it, hands fluttering to her waist, fingers grazing the cool zipper of her jacket. When she pulled back, his lips were swollen, smeared with her lipstick. "Be good while I'm gone. No touching yourself. That's *mine* to play with."

"Yes, Mommy," he breathed, already aching.

She chuckled, low and throaty, then was gone— the roar of the vintage Harley echoing down the drive, fading into the night. Vihaan stood there, pulse thundering, the villa suddenly too vast, too empty. He moved on autopilot: chopping herbs in the kitchen, searing seafood on the terrace grill, the sizzle a poor substitute for the fire building in his veins. But his mind wandered to the drawer in the guest room—the one with the outfits she'd curated for him over months of secret afternoons. *Be a good wife,* she'd said. And oh, how he wanted to.

The clock ticked past nine when he heard the bike's growl return, gravel crunching under tires.

Heart slamming, Vihaan slipped into the master bath, shedding his clothes like a skin. The maid outfit waited: black satin with white lace trim, a frilled apron that barely skimmed his thighs, thigh-high stockings clipped to garters, and a headpiece that screamed submission. He stepped into the heels—three inches, wobbly but insistent—and checked the mirror.

The fabric hugged his slender form, the skirt riding up to reveal the lace panties she'd picked, already tented with his need. No cage tonight; trust was their latest game.

He positioned himself in the foyer, on his knees, forehead to the cool marble, hands clasped behind his back. The door creaked open, boots thudding against the threshold. A pause, then her laugh—rich, wicked, wrapping around him like chains.

"Well, *fuck*," Salonika drawled, kicking the door shut. "Look at my pretty little housewife, all dolled up and desperate. Did you miss Mommy that much, slut?"

Vihaan lifted his head slowly, eyes downcast as protocol demanded, and crawled forward on all fours. The marble bit into his knees, but the humiliation bloomed hot and sweet in his core. He reached her boots, pressing his lips to the leather—soft, scuffed from the ride, tasting of dust and her.

"Yes, Mommy," he murmured against the toe, tongue darting out to trace the seam. "I missed you so much. The house felt empty without you."

She toed his chin up with the tip of her boot, forcing his gaze to hers. Wind-tousled hair framed her face, cheeks flushed from the ride, lips parted in that predatory smile. "Empty? Or just your greedy little holes? Stand up, wife. Let Mommy see what she's come home to."

He rose unsteadily, the heels clicking, skirt swishing against his thighs. Her eyes raked him head to toe, lingering on the bulge straining the lace, the way the apron fluttered like a white flag. "Spin for me," she ordered, sinking onto the edge of the foyer chaise, legs spread wide in invitation and command.

Vihaan obeyed, turning slowly, the fabric whispering against his skin. "Do I please you, Mommy? I wanted to be perfect for you."

"Perfect?" She snorted, unzipping her jacket halfway, revealing the black lace bra beneath, nipples hardening against the cups.

"You're a pathetic little sissy maid, Vihaan. Look at you—prancing in that slutty getup while your wife slaves away in some studio. What would Sana say if she saw her big, strong husband like this? Begging to suck Mommy's boots?"

His face flamed, cock twitching traitorously. "She... she'd be shocked, Mommy. But I can't help it. I need you. Please..."

"Please what, bitch?" Salonika leaned forward, grabbing a fistful of his apron, yanking him closer until he straddled her thigh. The leather of her pants was warm from the ride, unyielding against his pantied crotch.

"Please use you? Humiliate you? Because that's all you are now—my dirty little secret, my cock-hungry housewife."

"Yes," he whimpered, grinding instinctively against her leg, the friction a tease through the lace. "Humiliate me, Mommy. Tell me how worthless I am without you."

She shoved him back, standing in one fluid motion, her height advantage making him crane his neck. "Oh, I will, pet. But first, couch. Now."

She strode to the living room, shedding her helmet and gloves, collapsing onto the plush sectional with a sigh. The room was a symphony of luxury: sheer curtains billowing in the sea breeze, low lights casting shadows that danced like voyeurs.

She patted her lap, unzipping her pants just enough to free the heat between her thighs—no panties, of course. "On your knees, wife. Time to earn your keep."

Vihaan dropped before her, the maid skirt pooling around him like spilled ink. He nuzzled her inner thigh, inhaling her musk—sweat from the ride, arousal blooming sharp and heady. "Thank you, Mommy," he breathed, lips brushing the crease where leather met skin. "I'll make you feel so good."

"Damn right you will," she growled, threading fingers through his hair, yanking his head up to meet her core. She was bare, glistening, her clit swollen and demanding. "Start with kisses, slut. Worship the pussy that owns you."

He obeyed, pressing soft, reverent kisses along her folds, tongue flicking out to taste her salt. "Mmm, you taste like power, Mommy," he murmured between laps, voice muffled. "Like everything I shouldn't want but can't live without."

Salonika moaned, head falling back against the cushions, her free hand pinching a nipple through her bra. "That's it, you filthy maid. Lick deeper. Pretend it's your only meal—because it is, isn't it? No more pretending with Sana. You're *mine* now, my tongue-slave, my boot-licking whore."

"Yes, Mommy," he gasped, delving in earnest, tongue circling her clit with practiced devotion. She bucked against his face, smearing her wetness across his cheeks, chin—a mark of ownership. "Deeper? Like this?" He plunged his tongue inside her, fucking her with it, nose grinding against her nub.

"Fuck, yes—*harder*, you useless bitch!" Her hips rolled, grinding him into the couch, her breaths coming in sharp pants.

"God, look at you, in that ridiculous apron, eating Mommy's cunt like a starving pup. What happened to the man who married my daughter? Did I break you that bad? Turn you into this simpering pussy-worshipper?"

He hummed affirmatively, the vibration drawing a curse from her lips. His hands gripped her thighs, nails digging into the leather, but she slapped them away. "No hands, slut. Mouth only. Earn it."

"Sorry, Mommy," he whined, redoubling his efforts, sucking her clit between his lips, flicking it relentlessly. Her thighs quivered, clamping around his ears, and he lost himself in the rhythm—lap, suck, plunge—until her cries filled the room.

"Oh, fuck—*yes*, right there! You're such a good little cocksucker, Vihaan. Bet Sana never gets this treatment. Poor girl, married to a fag who dreams of Mommy's strap instead of her tits."

Her words were venom and nectar, each one twisting the knife of shame deeper, making his cock leak pre-cum into the lace. "Come on, make me squirt on that pretty face. Drown in it, wife."

He redoubled, tongue aching, jaw straining, until she shattered—back arching, a guttural moan tearing from her throat as she flooded his mouth, thighs vise-tight.

He drank her down, greedy, gasping for air as she rode the waves, grinding until oversensitive.

Finally, she slumped, chest heaving, fingers loosening in his hair. "Fuck... that's my girl." She hauled him up by the collar of his outfit, kissing him fiercely, tasting herself on his tongue. "Now, bedroom. Mommy's got a surprise for her naughty housewife."

Vihaan followed on wobbly legs, the heels discarded somewhere in the living room, skirt hiked up around his waist. The master suite was a temple of indulgence: king-sized bed draped in Egyptian cotton, balcony doors open to the crashing waves, moonlight silvering the room. Salonika shoved him toward the bed, then rummaged in the nightstand drawer, pulling out the harness—black leather, gleaming, the realistic dildo attached thick and veined, eight inches of unyielding silicone.

"Strip, pet," she ordered, stepping into the harness with efficient grace, buckling it tight against her hips. The dildo bobbed menacingly, base nestled against her clit for her pleasure. She kept the jacket on—zipped low, framing her breasts like a frame around sin—pants kicked aside, boots still laced. Towering, feral, *herself*.

Vihaan peeled off the maid outfit layer by layer, the lace panties last, his cock springing free, flushed and dripping. Naked, vulnerable, he knelt on the bed, ass up, face down in the pillows. "Please, Mommy," he begged, voice muffled.

"Fuck your wife. Make me yours."

She climbed behind him, the mattress dipping under her weight, her body eclipsing his. One hand splayed on his back, holding him down; the other guided the tip to his entrance, slick with lube she'd warmed in her palm.

"Beg properly, slut. Tell Mommy how much you need her cock."

"I need it so bad, Mommy," he sobbed, pushing back against the pressure. "Your big, thick cock—stretch me, ruin me. I'm nothing without it. Fuck me like the sissy I am."

With a grunt, she thrust in—slow at first, inch by inch, letting him feel the burn, the fullness. "That's it, take it all, you greedy hole." She bottomed out, hips flush against his ass, the base grinding her clit deliciously. "God, you're so tight tonight. Clenching like a virgin bride."

Vihaan keened, fists twisting the sheets, the intrusion a blaze of pleasure-pain. "Mommy—oh God, it's so deep. Harder, please!"

She didn't make him wait. Gripping his hips—bruising, possessive—she pulled back and slammed home, the slap of skin echoing like thunder. "Harder? You want Mommy to breed her little wife? Pound this pussy until you forget your own name?"

"Yes—fuck, yes!" He rocked back, meeting each thrust, the dildo dragging over his prostate with ruthless precision. Her jacket rustled with every snap of her hips, leather cool against his fevered skin where she leaned over him, breath hot on his neck.

"You're dripping, slut," she taunted, one hand snaking around to stroke his cock—two pumps, then a slap.

"Leaking like a faucet. But you don't get to cum. Not until I say. This is about *Mommy's* pleasure—feel how it rubs my clit? Every thrust in your ass gets me off."

He whimpered, the denial a exquisite torment, his balls drawing tight. "I won't cum, Mommy. I promise. Just fuck me—use me—please."

She laughed, dark and triumphant, flipping him onto his back mid-thrust, legs over her shoulders. The new angle speared deeper, her eyes locking on his as she drove in, jacket gaping to reveal sweat-slicked breasts.

"Look at me while I rail you, wife. See who owns this body? Who turned her son-in-law into a cock-slut?"

"You, Mommy," he gasped, nails raking her arms, the leather creaking under his touch. "All you. Sana could never—*ahh*—never make me feel like this."

The words spurred her wilder, thrusts erratic, the base of the strap grinding her to the edge. "Damn right. She'd run if she knew—her husband bent over for his Mommy-in-law, begging for pegging like a whore."

She came then, hard and shuddering, collapsing onto him, the dildo buried to the hilt as she rode it out, clit pulsing against the harness.

But she wasn't done. "Up," she panted, pulling out with a wet pop, hauling him off the bed. "Living room. Mommy wants to fuck her maid on the couch where she ate her out."

Vihaan stumbled after her, legs jelly, cock bobbing untouched. The living room was dimmer now, candles guttering, the sea a distant roar.

She bent him over the arm of the sectional, ass presented like an offering, and plunged back in—no preamble, just raw possession. "Spread wider, bitch. Let the neighbors hear how Mommy claims her territory."

He braced against the cushions, cries spilling free as she hammered him, the angle hitting spots that made stars burst behind his eyes. "Mommy—too much—it's too good!"

"Too good? You love it, don't you? Love being my fucktoy, passed around the house like furniture." Her hand cracked against his ass, the sting blooming red. "Kitchen next. Crawl for me."

He did, on hands and knees across the cool tile, her boots thudding behind. In the kitchen, she hoisted him onto the granite island—cold against his back, her body a furnace above. She entered him slow this time, torturous, rolling her hips to grind the base against herself. "Feel that, pet? Every clench of your ass milks *my* clit. You're my living vibrator, you pathetic thing."

"Please, Mommy," he begged, legs wrapping her waist, heels digging into her back. "I need—*fuck*—don't stop."

"I won't," she promised, voice rough with building ecstasy. "Not until I've cum in every room. You're mine to fill, to break, to *keep*." She thrust harder, the island creaking, dishes rattling in cabinets. Her second orgasm hit like a wave, crashing over her in shudders, but she kept moving, chasing a third through the haze.

By the time she dragged him back to the bedroom—thoroughly fucked, body marked with bites and bruises—Vihaan was a wreck, cock purple and denied, tears streaking his face. "Mommy... please... let me cum?"

She eased him onto the bed, the strap discarded with a clatter, her jacket shrugged off at last. Naked now, all muscle and curves, she pulled him against her chest, spooning him from behind—her taller frame enveloping his, arm draped possessively over his waist, hand cupping his spent ache without mercy. "Not tonight, my love," she whispered, lips brushing his ear, the tenderness a balm after the storm. "Sleep now. Dream of how far we've come—from that awkward dinner where you could barely meet my eyes, to this. My perfect wife."

He sighed, nestling back into her warmth, the contrast stark: once, he'd been Sana's equal, fumbling through a marriage of shared dreams and empty pockets. Now? He was hers—body, soul, the hidden heart of their forbidden world. "I love you, Mommy," he murmured, drifting off to the rhythm of her breath.

Morning light filtered through the gauzy curtains, the sea a sapphire expanse beyond. Vihaan stirred first, tangled in sheets scented with sex and leather, Salonika's arm still heavy across him. She was a furnace at his back, her curves molding to his slighter form, a living shield. He smiled, lazy contentment pooling in his belly, until the trill of his phone shattered it—Sana's ringtone, insistent as a conscience.

Salonika tensed behind him, hand tightening on his hip. "Answer it," she said, voice sleep-rough but laced with warning. "But remember who you're talking to."

Vihaan fumbled for the device on the nightstand, heart jackhammering as he swiped accept. "Hey, love," he said, forcing brightness into his tone, even as Salonika's fingers trailed lower, teasing his morning wood. "Everything okay?"

Sana's voice burst through, vibrant and edged with exhaustion. "Vihaan! God, it's early there, isn't it? Sorry—I just wrapped a late session. The producer wants me to fly to Mumbai next week for more tracks. Can you believe it? This could be *it*!"

"That's amazing, Sana," he replied, voice cracking as Salonika's hand wrapped around him, stroking slowly and deliberately. She pressed a kiss to his shoulder, then nipped it—hard enough to bruise. "I'm so proud of you. Tell me everything."

As Sana chattered—lyrics, chords, the thrill of validation—Vihaan bit his lip to stifle a moan. Salonika's free hand slid between his legs from behind, a finger circling his entrance, still tender from the night. "Mmm, sounds incredible," he managed, hips bucking involuntarily. "Mom—Ms. Jasmine and I are in Goa, wrapping up that client thing. Villa's gorgeous."

Sana laughed, oblivious. "Tell her hi! And hey, miss you. Can't wait to see you when I get back. Love you."

"Love you too," he choked out, the words a lie wrapped in truth, as Salonika's finger breached him, curling just right. The call ended with a click, and the tension snapped—Vihaan dropping the phone, arching back into her touch with a sob.

"Naughty boy," Salonika purred, rolling him beneath her, her body pinning him effortlessly. "Talking to your wife while Mommy fingers your sloppy hole. Did it make you hard? Thinking of her while I own you?"

"Yes—fuck, Mommy, yes," he confessed, legs spreading wide, the contrast gutting him: Sana's light, their past of tentative touches and shared failures, versus this—Salonika's unyielding claim, born from that first stolen glance over family dinner, the panties he'd swiped in shame, the proposition that shattered everything.

She kissed him then, deep and forgiving, her fingers thrusting in time with his gasps. "Shh, pet. We've built something real here. Let her chase her stars..


Chapter 1: Unexpected Arrangements

The morning sun crested the Arabian Sea like a molten crown, gilding the infinity pool at the edge of Salonika's Goa villa until the water shimmered like liquid gold. Vihaan stood at the terrace railing, a half-empty mug of chai cooling in his hands, his silk robe—her robe, really, pilfered from the closet—clinging loosely to his frame.

The events of the night before lingered in his body like a sweet bruise: the ache between his thighs, the faint red welts on his skin from her grip, the way her scent still clung to him, musky and commanding. He was hard again, just from the memory, but he didn't touch. Not without permission. That was the game now, etched into his bones.

A ripple broke the pool's surface, and there she was—Salonika, slicing through the water with the precision of a blade. At 48, she moved like a panther in her element: broad shoulders cutting furrows, powerful legs propelling her in languid strokes that belied the raw strength beneath.

Her dark hair was slicked back, water beading on her bronze skin, tracing rivulets down the curve of her breasts, the flat plane of her stomach, disappearing into the black bikini bottoms that hugged her hips like a lover's grasp. She was taller than him, more muscled—five-ten to his five-seven, her body honed from courtroom marathons and midnight gym sessions— and in this light, she looked every inch the goddess of his surrender.

Vihaan watched, transfixed, his cock twitching against the robe's hem. God, Mommy, he thought, the word a secret thrill even in silence. How did we get here? From that first awkward handshake to this—to me, your little wife, aching for your command. The pool lap ended with her hauling herself out in one fluid motion, water cascading off her like a siren's call. She shook her head, droplets flying, and caught his gaze. A slow, knowing smile curved her lips—red even without lipstick, full and promising ruin.

"Morning, pet," she called, voice husky from the swim, wrapping a towel low around her hips. It gaped just enough to tease the shadow between her thighs. "Enjoying the view? Or just plotting how to serve breakfast?"

He flushed, setting the mug down with a clink. "Both, Mommy. The prawns from last night didn't sit right—shall I make eggs? Or... something else?"

She sauntered closer, the towel slipping a fraction, her eyes raking him head to toe. "Something else sounds tempting. But later. Right now, I want you to remember how this started. Six months ago, wasn't it? When you were still playing the big man, begging for scraps at my office door."

Vihaan's breath caught, the memory flooding back unbidden, pulling him under like the tide. He nodded, sinking onto a lounger as she perched beside him, her damp thigh pressing against his. "Tell me about it," she murmured, hand trailing up his arm, nails grazing his skin. "Relive it for Mommy. Start from the beginning—when you first laid eyes on me, all flustered and fumbling."

He swallowed, voice soft as he slipped into the past, the words weaving the spell. "It was five months after the wedding. Sana and I... we thought we had it all figured out."



Five months after the wedding. At twenty-five, Sana was a whirlwind—curls wild as her melodies, eyes sparkling with the promise of indie gigs and shared dreams. Vihaan, twenty-eight and still chasing the ghost of his composing career, had felt like the luckiest fool alive. They were musicians, damn it—her voice a silken thread, his fingers weaving symphonies on keys and strings. Their tiny Bandra flat echoed with half-written songs, takeout boxes, and the electric hum of young love.

But the high notes faded fast. The label that had poached Vihaan for a Bollywood score gig fired him after two weeks—"Not enough edge, kid. Too soft." Sana scraped by with cafe open mics and jingle demos, her optimism a fragile shield. Rent piled up like unsent demos; the fridge hummed empty. One night, tangled in sheets sticky with sweat and desperation, she'd whispered, "We could ask Mom. Just for a bit. She's got that big flat in Malabar Hill—room to breathe, time for us to regroup."

Vihaan had stiffened, pride a knot in his gut. "Sana, no. I'm supposed to take care of you. Not crawl to your mother like some failure."

She'd cupped his face, her touch gentle, forgiving. "You're not a failure, Vihaan. You're my husband. And Mom... she's tough, but she's family. It'll be temporary. A launchpad."

He'd relented, hating the burn in his chest, and the next morning, he found himself in the shadow of Jasmine & Associates, a glass monolith in Nariman Point that screamed power. Salonika Jasmine—Sana's mother, the imposing lawyer whose name echoed through courtrooms like thunder—was a legend: partner at her own firm, victor in cases that toppled tycoons, a woman who wore tailored suits like armor and heels like weapons. Vihaan had Googled her the night before: photos of her in victory poses, dark hair in a chignon, lips curved in that unyielding smile, body all curves and command. Sexy as hell, he'd thought, then shoved it down. She's your mother-in-law, idiot.

The receptionist buzzed him up, and the elevator ride felt like ascent to judgment. When the doors parted, there she was—Salonika, striding down the hall in a pencil skirt that hugged her hips like a vice, blouse silk-white and gaping just enough at the collar to hint at lace beneath.

She was taller than he'd imagined, her frame athletic and unapologetic, shoulders broad from carrying the world. Her skin glowed warm brown, eyes sharp as kohl-lined obsidian, locking on him with an intensity that made his knees water.

"Vihaan?" Her voice was velvet over steel, hand extended. "Sana's husband. At last."

He took it, her grip firm, lingering a beat too long—cool palm against his clammy one. Up close, she smelled of jasmine and authority, her perfume a subtle invasion. "Mrs. Jasmine—uh, Mam. It's an honor. Thank you for seeing me."

She arched a brow, releasing his hand but not his gaze. "Mam? Oh, no, darling. It's Mummy Ji. Or just Mummy, if we're family." Her smile was a curve of possession, lips full and painted crimson. "Come, my office. Let's see what trouble my daughter's gotten you into."

He followed, cheeks burning, the sway of her hips a distraction he couldn't afford. Mummy Ji? The word stuck like honey in his throat—too intimate for this goddess of litigation, too juvenile for the heat pooling low in his belly.

"M-Mummy Ji," he stammered as she waved him into a leather chair facing her desk, a fortress of mahogany and case files. "Sana and I... we're in a bind. The music scene's dried up. I lost my composing gig, and her gigs are sporadic. We hate to ask, but—"

She leaned back, crossing her legs with a whisper of silk stockings, the hem riding up to flash a sliver of thigh. "Asking for help isn't weakness, Vihaan. It's strategy. Sit up straight—yes, like that. Now, tell Mummy everything. From the wedding night forward, if you like."

He shifted, her eyes pinning him, that gentle command making his pulse stutter. Unknowingly, he leaned in, voice dropping conspiratorial.

"The wedding was magic. Sana in that lehenga, glowing like a star. But reality... it's kicked our asses. I thought I'd provide, you know? Be the man who sweeps her off her feet with hits. Instead, I'm sweeping floors at a cafe to make ends meet."

Salonika's laugh was low, throaty—a sound that vibrated through him. "Sweeping floors? Oh, Beta Vihaan—you're too pretty for that. Those hands were made for keys, not mops." She tilted her head, playing along with his unwitting flirt, her foot—encased in a stiletto—brushing his calf under the desk. Accidental? No, her eyes sparkled mischief. "And Sana? Still singing her heart out?"

He nodded, emboldened by her warmth, blurting, "She's incredible. But seeing her hustle... it kills me. I want to be the one she leans on. Like you, Mummy Ji—you're this powerhouse. How do you do it? Balance it all without breaking?"

She rose then, rounding the desk with predatory grace, perching on the edge inches from him. Her skirt taut across her thighs, blouse straining at the buttons. "Balance? Darling, I don't balance—I dominate." She reached into her jacket, pulling a sleek wallet, but paused, hand hovering near his knee. "Flattery will get you everywhere, you know. But actions speak louder. Here—five thousand. For the rent. No strings, except dinner sometime. Mummy likes to know her investments."

He stared at the crisp notes she pressed into his palm, her fingers lingering, tracing his lifeline. "Mummy Ji, I—I can't. This is too much."

"Nonsense," she purred, standing over him now, her height forcing his head back. "Take it. And call me Mummy properly next time—no 'Ji' hesitance. We're intimate now, aren't we?" Her thumb brushed his jaw, a feather-touch that ignited sparks. "Good boy."

He left the office dazed, cash burning a hole in his pocket, her touch a ghost on his skin. What the hell was that? Flirtation? Pity? But the seed was planted—her control, gentle yet ironclad, stirring something soft and yearning in him.



The collapse came swift as a monsoon. Two weeks later, Sana's label folded; Vihaan's cafe job vanished in a tip drought. Eviction notice taped to their door like a scarlet letter. "We have to," Sana said that night, curled against him on their sagging mattress, her breath warm on his neck. "Mom's flat has a guest wing—huge, empty. She offered last call."

Vihaan buried his face in her hair, shame twisting like a knife. "I know. But... moving in with her? Your mother? What kind of man does that make me?"

She pulled back, eyes fierce. "The kind who loves me enough to swallow pride. It's temporary, Vihaan. A few months, tops. We'll gig our way out—me singing, you composing. And Mom? She's excited. Said it'll be like having her girls back under one roof."

He relented, packing their lives into two suitcases, the drive to Malabar Hill a funeral procession. The building was a sentinel of glass and stone, doorman nodding as if they belonged.

The penthouse elevator opened to opulence: marble expanse, skyline views through tinted panes, air scented with oud and orchids. Salonika waited in the foyer, arms open, a vision in lounge silks—a robe of emerald green that draped her curves like envy itself.

"Sana! My starling!" She enveloped her daughter in a hug, then turned to Vihaan, pulling him in next—her body firm against his slighter frame, breasts pressing soft insistence. "And my son-in-law. Welcome home."

Home. The word lodged in his throat as she led them through the flat: her office a war room of leather-bound tomes, Sana's old room untouched like a shrine, the guest suite a minimalist haven of whites and grays. "You'll stay here," Salonika said, hand on Vihaan's back, guiding him. "Plenty of space. And Vihaan? No moping. You're family now—Mummy's boy."

He flushed, inadequacy crashing like waves. She was everything he wasn't: successful, self-assured, her flat a testament to conquests he could only dream. While he unpacked faded tees and a keyboard scarred from failures, she and Sana laughed in the kitchen, clinking glasses of wine. "He's talented, Mom," Sana said, voice carrying. "Just needs a break."

"Oh, he will," Salonika replied, tone laced with that maternal steel. "Sometimes, darling, women wear the pants better. Men like Vihaan? They shine when guided. A few weeks here, and he'll learn."

Vihaan paused, shirt half-folded, the words sinking in. Guided. His cock stirred traitorously, imagining her hand on the wheel—her wheel, steering him. Stop it, he chided, shoving the thought down. But it lingered, a whisper of silk against skin.



Dinner that night was a ritual of revelation. The dining room gleamed under a chandelier's glow, table set with silver and crystal—Salonika's doing, of course. She presided at the head, robe swapped for a simple black shift that clung like night, hair loose in waves that begged fingers. Sana chattered beside her, optimism bubbling: "This is perfect, Mom! Vihaan can use your library for composing—those acoustics are killer. And gigs? I've got three lined up next month. We'll be out before Diwali, easy."

Salonika smiled, pouring wine with steady hands—red, bold, like her. "Optimism suits you, beta. But let's eat first." She served—grilled pomfret, saffron rice, her movements precise, controlling the flow. "Vihaan, try the fish. Mummy made it spicy, just how you like."

He reached for the serving spoon, but her hand intercepted, plating it for him with a gentle press of her fingers on his. "Let me," she murmured, eyes meeting his over the rim of her glass. "You've had a long day. Relax."

The touch lingered, electric, and he stammered, "Th-thank you, Mummy Ji." The honorific slipped out, awkward, but she tsked softly.

"Just Mummy, remember? We're close now." Her foot—bare, nails painted crimson—brushed his under the table, a secret graze along his calf. Accidental? No, her smile said otherwise. "Tell us about your composing, Vihaan. What moves you? What makes your fingers dance?"

Sana jumped in, ever the bridge. "His last piece—for that indie film? Haunting. Like waves crashing in your chest."

Salonika leaned forward, chin on hand, gaze pinning him. "Waves, hm? I feel that. Power, pull, inevitable surrender." Her voice dropped, intimate. "Do you ever write for... release? For letting go?"

He swallowed wine too fast, coughing, her foot now circling his ankle—slow, insistent. "I... yeah. Sometimes. It's cathartic. But lately? Feels like I'm the one crashing."

She hummed sympathy, but her eyes gleamed. "Poor boy. The world chews up dreamers. But here? Under Mummy's roof, you'll rebuild. Won't he, Sana?"

"Absolutely!" Sana beamed, oblivious to the undercurrent, the way Vihaan's cheeks burned, his slacks tightening under the table. "You're safe here, Vihaan. We all are."

Dinner unfolded in contrasts: Sana's free-spirited anecdotes clashing with Salonika's measured tales of courtroom conquests—"I dismantled him, beta. One cross-exam, and he folded like cheap silk." Yet with Vihaan, she was velvet—refilling his plate, her hand brushing his when passing bread, voice softening. "More rice, darling? You need your strength."

By dessert—gulab jamun sticky-sweet—she'd commandeered the conversation, steering it to family lore, her control a gentle web. "Sana was always my wild one," she said, spooning sugar onto his plate. "But you, Vihaan—you've got that quiet fire. Hidden, but there. Mummy sees it."

He met her eyes, pulse thundering, the foot now tracing his inner calf—higher, teasing. "I... thank you, Mummy. I hope so."

She smiled, withdrawing with a final press. "Oh, I know so. Now, clear the table? Sana, help your husband."

They did, Sana chattering about playlists while Vihaan stacked plates, hyperaware of Salonika's gaze on his back—assessing, approving. In the kitchen, Sana hugged him sudden. "See? Not so bad. Mom likes you already."

If only she knew, he thought, rinsing dishes under the spray, the warm water a poor echo of her touch.



Night cloaked the penthouse in hush, city lights twinkling like distant sins beyond the windows. Sana slept curled in their new bed, her breaths even, dreams chasing melodies. Vihaan couldn't. Insomnia gnawed, Salonika's words a loop: Women wear the pants better. He'll learn. He slipped from the sheets, padding barefoot to the guest lounge—a nook off the hall with a leather chaise and floor-to-ceiling bookshelves. Her library: law tomes cheek-by-jowl with psychology, feminism, The Second Sex beside Fifty Shades—curated chaos.

He pulled a volume at random: Alpha Women: Reclaiming Power in a Man's World. The spine creaked open, pages whispering secrets. In role reversal, the dominant female doesn't emasculate—she elevates. The submissive man finds freedom in surrender, his inadequacies transmuted to gifts...

Vihaan's breath hitched, cock stirring as he read on, sprawled on the chaise in boxers and a tee. The domme mommy archetype: nurturing yet unyielding, a cradle of control. Imagine her hand on your throat—not to choke, but to guide. Her voice, commanding your pleasure, your purpose...

Salonika. The image flooded: her at dinner, serving him, foot claiming territory. Mummy. Not maternal drudgery, but this—erotic authority, her body a throne he'd kneel for. He shifted, hand drifting low, palming himself through cotton. What if? The thought was treason to Sana, but Sana slept innocent, while this... this burned.

The door creaked—soft, deliberate. He froze, book tumbling, as Salonika slipped in, a shadow in satin chemise, curves outlined in moonlight. "Can't sleep, beta?" Her whisper slithered across the room, bare feet silent on the rug.

"M-Mummy," he stammered, yanking a throw over his lap, erection tenting traitorously. "I—insomnia. The move, you know."

She approached, perching on the chaise arm, her thigh inches from his shoulder—warm, scented with lotion and sin. "Or the book?" She tapped the cover, amused. "Alpha women, hm? Curious about reversal? About letting a strong hand take the reins?"

He gaped, heat flooding his face. "I... it was just there. Your shelf. I didn't mean—"

"Shh." Her finger to his lips, cool and commanding. "No shame, Vihaan. Men like you—soft-hearted, talented—thrive under guidance. Sana's fire needs space to burn. But you?" Her hand cupped his cheek, thumb tracing his jaw. "You need a mommy to show you the way. Not to diminish, but to build. Imagine it: no more weight of provision. Just surrender. Pleasure in obedience."

His cock throbbed, her words a caress. "Mummy... what are you saying?"

She leaned closer, breath fanning his ear, chemise gaping to reveal the swell of her breast. "I'm saying, darling, it's not so bad. A domme mommy? She'd cherish you—collar your insecurities, fuck the doubt out of you until you're moaning her name." Her hand slipped under the throw, grazing his thigh—feather-light, testing. "Would you like that? A taste?"

"Yes," he breathed, hips lifting unbidden, chasing her touch. "God, yes, Mummy."

Salonika's fingers stilled on his thigh, her touch retreating just enough to make him whine in protest, a low, needy sound that echoed in the dim library light. She leaned in closer, her breath a hot caress against his ear, her chemise whispering against his arm like a promise of silkier sins to come.

"Oh, pet," she murmured, voice a velvet command laced with amusement, her hand returning—not to stroke, but to cup his chin, tilting his face up to meet her obsidian gaze. "Not Mummy. That's for polite dinners and Sana's childhood stories. When it's just us, like this—when you're hard and begging under my roof—you call me Mommy. Say it. Let it drip from those pretty lips like the pre-cum staining your boxers."

Vihaan's heart slammed against his ribs, the correction igniting a fresh wave of heat that pooled low in his belly, his cock straining painfully against the thin cotton. The word felt forbidden, intimate—a key turning in a lock he'd only glimpsed in his darkest fantasies. "M-Mommy," he whispered, testing it, the syllable blooming on his tongue like forbidden fruit, sweet and shameful. "Please, Mommy... touch me. Guide me. I want to learn."

Her smile was triumphant, a predator's curve, and she rewarded him with a single, teasing glide of her palm over his bulge—firm, possessive, drawing a gasp from his throat. "That's my good boy," she purred, nails scraping lightly through the fabric, just enough to make stars burst behind his eyelids. "Mommy's going to teach you everything. Starting with how sweet surrender tastes..."

The world tilted then, the chaise dissolving into a whirl of shadows and silk, her touch evaporating like mist. Vihaan jolted awake, sheets tangled around his legs, his body slick with sweat and the sticky evidence of release—his boxers sodden, cock softening in the aftermath of a climax that had ripped through him in dreams.

The penthouse was silent save for the distant hum of Mumbai traffic beyond the windows, the first blush of dawn painting the walls in soft grays. Sana slept beside him, her curls splayed across the pillow, breaths even and innocent, oblivious to the storm raging in his chest.

Just a dream, he thought, pulse still thundering, hand drifting guiltily to the wet spot as shame and arousal warred within him. A filthy, fevered dream. But god, it had felt so real—her scent, her voice, that unyielding hand claiming him like property. He slipped from the bed, careful not to wake her, padding to the en-suite bathroom on silent feet.

The mirror reflected a flushed wreck: hair tousled, lips swollen from phantom kisses, eyes dark with lingering hunger. He stripped the boxers, the cool air kissing his spent skin, and stepped under the shower's spray, letting the hot water cascade over him like absolution.

As steam fogged the glass, the fragments reassembled: the night before, insomnia clawing at him after dinner. Sana had crashed early, humming a half-formed melody even in sleep, while he'd wandered to the lounge, Salonika's library a siren's call.

Alpha females, he'd typed into his phone, thumb hovering before hitting search—curiosity born of her words at the table, that casual dominance in her serving hand, her foot's secret graze. The results had flooded in: articles on power dynamics, role reversal, the intoxicating pull of a woman who led without apology.

The domme mommy: a figure of nurturing control, where submission becomes liberation... Images, too—forums with blurred photos of collared men kneeling, captions promising ecstasy in obedience.

He'd scrolled deeper, cock twitching as he read testimonials—She calls the shots, and I cum harder than ever—the screen's glow casting shadows on his face. Exhaustion had claimed him mid-paragraph, phone slipping from his fingers as he slumped on the chaise, drifting into sleep with her name a whisper on his lips. And then... the dream.

Salonika, manifesting from the ether, her chemise a veil over curves he'd stolen glances at all evening, her touch turning his inadequacies into kindling for this blaze.

Rinsing the evidence away, Vihaan leaned his forehead against the tile, water sluicing down his back. What if? The question slithered through him, insidious and electric. What if the dream wasn't just fantasy—what if it was a glimpse, a sign? Sana stirred in the next room, her optimism a lifeline he clung to, but this... this pull toward Salonika's orbit, her gentle steel, made his skin prickle with possibility.

He dried off, pulling on fresh clothes—a simple kurta that hung loose on his slender frame— and slipped back into the bedroom, watching her sleep. She deserves better than a husband who dreams of her mother's command, he thought, guilt twisting like a knot. But beneath it, a traitorous wish bloomed, hot and unyielding:

What if it came true? What if Mommy—Salonika—slipped into the shadows of this flat and showed him the path?

The alarm chimed softly—Sana's cue for her morning vocal warm-ups—and she stretched, eyes fluttering open with a sleepy smile. "Morning, love," she murmured, reaching for him. "You okay? Look like you saw a ghost."

He forced a laugh, sliding back under the covers, pressing a kiss to her temple. "Just a weird dream. Nothing. What's for breakfast? I'll make chai."

She hummed approval, nestling closer. "You're the best. Mom's probably up already—yoga or whatever her ritual is. Let's make it a family thing."

Vihaan nodded, heart pounding as he rose again, the dream's echo clinging like her phantom perfume. In the kitchen, the scent of cardamom soon filled the air, but his mind wandered—to the library, to the search history he should delete, to the woman whose footsteps he heard approaching down the hall.

Salonika emerged moments later, fresh from her routine, in yoga pants that molded to her powerful legs and a tank top that left little to the imagination—shoulders bare, cleavage a subtle tease. "Good morning, you two," she said, voice warm as she poured herself coffee, her gaze lingering on Vihaan just a beat too long. "Sleep well?"

He met her eyes, the word Mommy trembling unspoken on his tongue, and managed, "Like a baby, Mummy Ji." But inside, the wish sharpened to a blade: Please, god, let it come true.


Chapter 2: Finding Common Ground

The elevator hummed its ascent to the penthouse like a conspirator in the pre-dawn hush, the city below Mumbai still cloaked in the velvet remnants of night. Vihaan stepped out onto the marble landing at 5:47 a.m., shoulders slumped under the weight of a twelve-hour graveyard shift at the Bandra cafe—slinging overpriced lattes to insomniac influencers and wiping counters sticky with spilled chai.

His uniform shirt clung damp to his skin, the faint scent of espresso and fryer grease a badge of his demotion from composer to barista. At twenty-eight, he should have been crafting symphonies, not steaming milk for minimum wage, but pride had crumbled under eviction's shadow. Now, crashing in his mother-in-law's opulent flat felt less like charity and more like a velvet cage, gilded with Salonika's unspoken expectations.

He fumbled the keycard, the door beeping open to the foyer’s cool embrace—air scented with jasmine incense and the faint, underlying tang of leather polish. Sana would be asleep, her curls a halo on the pillow, dreaming of spotlit stages.

A week into this "temporary" arrangement, her optimism held like a fragile chord, but Vihaan's nights blurred into exhaustion, his fingers itching for piano keys instead of espresso tampers. He kicked off his shoes, bag slung over one shoulder, padding toward the guest suite when a low rumble echoed from the depths of the flat—the garage, tucked off the service hall like a secret vault.

Curiosity tugged him sideways, the door ajar, spilling a sliver of halogen glow. He nudged it wider, and there—oh, fuck—the space unfolded like a mechanic's wet dream: a cavernous double bay lined with gleaming relics, chrome accents winking under spotlights. A 1972 Norton Commando crouched in scarlet aggression, its tank curves sensual as a thigh; beside it, a 1965 Harley Panhead, black as sin with ape-hanger bars that screamed rebellion; and in pride of place, a restored 1959 Triumph Bonneville, British racing green, its lines sleek and predatory, evoking wind-whipped highways and the roar of untamed freedom. Tools hung in precise arrays on pegboards, oil cans alphabetized, a workbench scarred from loving use.

Vihaan’s breath caught, his inner gearhead—dormant since boyhood tinkers with his father's old scooter—stirring to life. He'd always nursed a quiet fetish for these beasts, the way they thrummed with power, demanding respect and surrender in equal measure.

"Like what you see, darling?"

The voice slithered from the shadows, low and laced with smoke, jolting him upright. Salonika emerged from behind the Triumph, wiping her hands on a rag, her silhouette framed by the bike's gleam. She was a vision of controlled chaos: hair tousled in a careless ponytail, a few strands escaping to frame her sharp cheekbones; a fitted black leather jacket—supple, butter-soft, zipped low enough to tease the swell of her breasts beneath a white tank—hugging her broad shoulders and nipped waist like a second skin.

Blue jeans clung to her hips and thighs, faded denim stretched taut over muscle earned from squats and courtroom standoffs, tucked into scuffed riding boots that added another inch to her already imposing five-ten frame. She moved with the easy swagger of ownership, tossing the rag onto the bench, her obsidian eyes locking on his with that predatory glint—the same one from his dream a week ago, the one that had him waking hard and haunted, whispering Mommy into the shower steam.

Vihaan's bag slipped forward instinctively, a flimsy shield against the sudden, traitorous twitch in his slacks. Jesus, not now. The leather—god, the way it creaked softly with her breath, molding to her curves like it was poured on—hit him like a gut punch, stirring that buried kink he'd only glimpsed in late-night scrolls.

His cock thickened, pressing insistent against his thigh, and he shifted, heat crawling up his neck. "M-Mummy Ji," he stammered, voice rough from the shift's fatigue, eyes darting to the bikes to avoid her gaze. "I didn't mean to snoop. Just... heard the engine. These are incredible. The Triumph—it's a '59, right? Original fairing?"

She arched a brow, stepping closer—too close—the air between them thickening with her scent: leather, faint motor oil, and that underlying jasmine that haunted his wet dreams. Her eyes flicked down, catching the subtle adjustment of his bag, a smirk curling her full lips, crimson even at this hour.

"Spot on, boy. My Dad's old girl—restored her myself after law school. And yes, you were snooping. But I like a man who appreciates fine machinery." She tilted her head, voice dropping to a teasing purr. "Though from the look of it, you're appreciating more than the bikes. Bag's in the way, Vihaan. Hard morning already?"

His face flamed, erection throbbing in betrayal, the denim barrier doing nothing to dull the ache. "I—it's the shift. Long night. Adrenaline crash or something." A lie, thin as fog, but her laugh wrapped around him like chains—low, throaty, unfooled.

"Adrenaline, hm? Or just a soft spot for leather?" She circled him slow, boots scuffing the concrete, her fingers trailing the Norton's seat—a caress that made his mouth dry, imagining those hands on him. "Tell you what, son-in-law. Sana's out cold, and I've got the itch for a run. Countryside's calling—winding roads up to Lonavala, mist still clinging to the ghats. Come ride with me. Unless you're too tired to handle a little speed."

Vihaan's pulse roared louder than any engine, the invitation a spark to dry tinder. Sana's snores echoed faintly from the hall, her music gigs pulling her out more each day—rehearsals till midnight, open mics in dive bars—leaving him adrift in this flat of polished surfaces and unspoken tensions. A ride? With her? It was reckless, intoxicating. "I'd... yeah. I'd like that, Mummy Ji. But I need to shower—smell like burnt croissants."

She waved it off, grabbing a spare helmet from a hook—black, scuffed, with a faint scent of her when he took it. "No time for primping, darling. Raw and real—that's the point. Hop on the pillion. And Vihaan? Hold tight. Mommy doesn't slow for stragglers."

Mommy. The word from his dream slipped from her lips casual as breath, but it landed like a whipcrack, his cock jerking hard enough to make him wince. He nodded mutely, following her to the Triumph, the garage door rumbling open to the dawn's blush. She swung a leg over the seat with athletic grace, the jeans pulling taut across her ass—a curve of denim-wrapped power that had him swallowing thick. The engine snarled to life under her kickstart, a throaty bellow that vibrated through the concrete, up his legs, straight to his groin.

"Climb on," she called over the rumble, glancing back with a wink. "And if you don't want to eat gravel, wrap those arms around Mommy's waist. Nice and snug."

He mounted behind her, the bike's heat seeping through his slacks, her body a furnace inches away. Hesitant, he looped his arms around her midriff, palms splaying flat against the leather jacket—smooth, warm from her skin, the zipper's teeth a metallic bite under his fingers. She was solid, unyielding muscle over soft curves, her scent enveloping him as she revved the throttle. "Ready, boy?"

"Y-yeah," he lied, voice lost in the roar as she peeled out, the garage fading in a blur of wind-whipped exhaust.

The city streets blurred into suburbs, then open highway, the Triumph devouring miles with hungry grace. Wind clawed at Vihaan's shirt, tearing at his defenses, but it was her—Salonika, leaning into turns with fearless precision, her body shifting under his grip—that unraveled him.

The leather creaked with every throttle twist, a symphony of friction against his chest, his cheek brushing her shoulder blade through the jacket. His erection hadn't flagged; if anything, the vibration of the bike amplified it, grinding him against the pillion in torturous rhythm. Fuck, she's a goddess on this thing, he thought, hands tightening involuntarily as she banked into a curve, the ghats rising misty and green around them.

"Loosen up back there!" she shouted over the wind, voice laced with laughter, slowing to a crawl on a straightaway flanked by eucalyptus groves. The air was crisp, laced with earth and rain-kissed leaves, the sun cresting to gild the fog. "You're hugging like I'm about to buck you off. Scared, Vihaan? Or just excited?"

He pressed closer, chin hooking over her shoulder, the better to be heard—and to inhale her, leather and wind and woman. "A bit of both, Mummy Ji! This beast—it's alive. You handle her like... like she's an extension of you."

She downshifted, the engine's growl softening to a purr, pulling onto a scenic overlook where the valley spilled out in verdant waves. Killing the ignition, silence crashed in, broken only by distant birdcalls and their breaths—his ragged, hers steady. She twisted in the seat, facing him half-on, her knee nudging his thigh, eyes sparkling with that alpha gleam. "She is. Bikes don't judge, don't demand—they just take you where you need to go. Faster, harder, if you let them." Her hand covered his on her waist, thumb circling his knuckles—innocent, but the spark jumped electric. "You? You're gripping like a virgin on her first ride. What's got you so tense, hm? The speed? Or Mommy's jacket?"

Heat flooded his face, cock pulsing against the seam of his pants, hidden only by proximity. "The jacket," he admitted, voice husky, eyes tracing the leather's sheen where it stretched over her breasts, the zipper's pull a temptation to tug. "It's... sexy. The way it fits you. Makes you look untouchable. Powerful."

Her laugh bubbled free, rich and unfiltered—a sound so unguarded it revealed a crack in her armor, the lawyer's poise giving way to something rawer, freer. "Untouchable? Oh, boy, that's the point. Leather's armor and invitation all at once—holds you in, lets you out. Dad taught me that.

He'd sneak me on his old Royal Enfield as a girl, wind in our hair, world be damned." She leaned back against the bars, stretching languid, the jacket pulling taut across her chest. "Your turn. Ever ridden? Or just fantasize about it while Sana's strumming her guitar?"

He flushed deeper, arms still loosely around her, the intimacy of the perch making escape impossible. "A few times, back in college. Borrowed a friend's Bullet—crashed it into a ditch my first go. But I love the feel—the power under you, demanding you match it." His fingers flexed against her sides, brushing the jacket's hem, the leather warm and supple. "Like you. You make it look easy."

She cocked her head, studying him with that piercing gaze, but softer now, the tease edging toward genuine. "Flattery from the cafe boy? Careful, Vihaan—I might think you're flirting." She revved the engine once, a teasing burble, then let it die. "Last night, though—Sana was loud. Moaning like a woman possessed till dawn. You two finally finding your rhythm? Or was that shift of yours just an excuse to let her play solo?"

His stomach flipped, the memory of his dream crashing back—Mommy's hand under the throw, her voice commanding surrender. He'd stumbled home post-shift, collapsed beside Sana without waking her, too drained for anything but guilty sleep. But the sounds? Faint echoes through the walls, her cries muffled but unmistakable.

"I... wasn't there," he confessed, shifting on the seat, his hardness brushing her hip accidental-on-purpose. "Night shift ran late. She must've... used that vibrator I got her last anniversary. The one with the app control. She says it hits spots I can't."

Salonika's eyes widened, then narrowed in wicked delight, her thigh pressing firmer against his in the saddle's confines. "A vibrator? Naughty boy—gifting your wife toys when you could be the one buzzing her clit. Bet she screamed your name, though. Or..." She trailed off, leaning in, breath fanning his ear, voice a sultry whisper. "Maybe she was thinking of someone else. Someone who knows how to really rev her engine."

Vihaan's breath hitched, cock leaking pre-cum into his briefs, the leather of her jacket a siren call under his palms. "Mummy Ji—Salonika—you're terrible. Sana's... she's everything. But yeah, she deserves better than my exhaustion."

She pulled back, but not far—her hand lingering on his, guiding it lower on her waist, just above the belt buckle. "Call me Sal, when it's just us like this. And don't sell yourself short, boy. You're sweet—too sweet, maybe. But that's not a flaw." The vulnerability flickered again, her gaze drifting to the horizon, the wind tugging at her ponytail.

"Me? I've never let anyone get close enough to crash. Sana... she's the result of one wild night, back when I was twenty-two, interning at a firm and fucking a senior partner on a whim. No ring, no regrets—just me, raising her solo while clawing up the ladder."

He blinked, the revelation hanging heavy, humanizing the titan before him. "One night stand? You? But... you're so put together. How'd you do it alone? The firm, the flat—everything."

She shrugged, the jacket creaking—a sound that shot straight to his groin, visceral and erotic. "Stubbornness. And bikes. Dad left me his collection when he passed—said they were the only things that ever kept up with him. I'd ride after depositions, wind screaming in my ears, pretending I wasn't scared shitless of failing her. Dates?

Rare. Men—and women, don't blush—said I was too much. Too intense, too in charge. 'Like fucking a hurricane,' one poet put it." Her laugh turned self-deprecating, eyes meeting his with sudden candor. "Truth? I scare them off. Prefer the road—solitary, but free."

Vihaan’s chest tightened, respect blooming hot and unexpected, his hands steadying on her now, thumbs tracing the jacket's seam. "Too much? That's bullshit. You're... incredible. Cool as hell. For a mother-in-law, you're way too sexy to be legal." The words tumbled out, flirtatious edge honed by the ride's adrenaline, his erection a insistent drum against her hip.

She stilled, then barked a genuine laugh, twisting fully to face him, her breasts brushing his chest through leather and cotton—a spark that made him bite back a moan. "Sexy, hm? Careful, son-in-law—I might think you mean it. But you'd never have a shot if you weren't family. I'd eat a pretty boy like you alive."

Her fingers caught his chin, tilting it up, her touch firm but playful, nails grazing his stubble. "Though... you do clean up nice when you're not hiding behind that bag. Admit it— you got hard in the garage because of the leather, didn't you? Little fetish bubbling up?"

"Fuck—Sal," he groaned, the nickname slipping easy, his hips canting forward unbidden, grinding subtle against the seat's edge. "Yeah. The way it hugs you... smells like power. Makes me want to... kneel or something stupid."

Her eyes darkened, thumb pressing his lower lip, parting it slightly. "Kneel? Oh, boy, that's a dangerous thought. But mutual respect starts with honesty. I like a man who owns his kinks." She released him, swinging her leg over to dismount, boots crunching gravel as she offered a hand. "Come on. Walk with me—stretch those legs before I test how well you hold on a real curve."

He took her hand, the grip strong, pulling him up and close—bodies aligning for a heartbeat, her heat seeping through denim, his hardness brushing her thigh blatant now. She didn't flinch, just smirked, releasing him to saunter ahead, hips swaying in that jacket-framed sway. They wandered the overlook trail, mist curling at their feet, the conversation flowing freer than the wind—her stories of midnight repairs, his tales of botched gigs, laughter bridging the gap.

Mutual respect took root there, tentative vines: her admiration for his quiet persistence ("You didn't quit composing—you're brewing something, Vihaan"), his awe at her unapologetic life ("Raising Sana alone? You're a fucking warrior, Sal").

By midday, hunger gnawed, and they stopped at a roadside dhaba—greasy parathas and chai steaming in clay cups, her jacket unzipped to the navel, tank damp with sweat clinging translucent. "See?" she said, tearing bread, feeding him a bite with casual intimacy. "Bonding over beasts. Sana's got her music pulling her away—another rehearsal tonight, I bet. Leaves us to our secrets."

He chewed slow, eyes on her lips, the leather's scent mingling with spices. "Yeah. She's glowing—gigs stacking up. But... I miss her. And... not." The admission hung, seeds of connection sprouting deeper, her foot hooking his under the table—a echo of dinner's tease.

"Afternoon's young," she murmured, paying the bill with a wink. "Round two? Hold tighter this time, boy. Mommy wants to feel you really grip."

The ride back blurred hotter, his arms locked around her, cheek to her back, the leather a constant caress against his chest. Every bump ground him against her, fantasies flickering: unzipping that jacket, kneeling in the garage, tongue tracing seams while she commanded. By the penthouse, he was wrecked—disembarking on jelly legs, bag forgotten, erection a shameless ridge.

"Thanks, Sal," he rasped, voice thick. "Best morning in months."

She ruffled his hair, maternal yet molten. "Anytime, darling. Leather suits you—brings out that hidden fire." Her eyes dipped pointedly, then up, promise lingering. "Go shower. Before Sana wakes and wonders why you're so... revved."

He bolted inside, Sana's door cracked—her humming faint, rehearsal prep. The shower was mercy and torment, fist wrapping his cock, strokes frantic to visions of her: jacket-clad, commanding Kneel, boy. He came with a bitten-off cry, Mommy echoing silent.



Night fell heavy, the flat alive with Sana's energy—back from rehearsal, curls damp from a dash through rain, eyes bright with post-gig high. "Vihaan! God, you won't believe—the crowd ate up that bridge I reworked. Label scout in the front row!" She launched into his arms, lips crashing hungry, hands tugging his shirt free.

He kissed back fierce, the day's tension coiling tighter, his body responding with a hardness he hadn't mustered in months—steel under her palm as she palmed him through slacks. "Show me," he growled, lifting her against the wall, her legs wrapping his waist, skirt hiking up. "Sing for me while I fuck you senseless."

She moaned into his mouth, nails raking his back, guiding him to the bed. "Yes—god, you're so hard tonight. Like you mean it." Clothes shed in a frenzy—her blouse whispering off, skirt pooling, his shirt yanked away—until skin met skin, her breasts soft against his chest, nipples pebbling under his thumbs.

He entered her slow at first, savoring her gasp, the wet heat clenching him like a vice. "Fuck, Sana—you're soaked. That scout get you hot?" Thrusts built, bed creaking, her cries filling the room—louder than last night, real and raw.

"Harder—Vihaan, yes!" She arched, heels digging his ass, but in his mind, it was her—Salonika, leather jacket half-zipped, straddling him reverse, grinding down with that smirk. Hold tight, boy. Mommy's riding you now. His hips snapped deeper, Sana shattering around him first—walls fluttering, nails scoring his shoulders—then him, spilling hot inside her with a roar that tasted like betrayal.

She slumped, panting, kissing his jaw. "Best in months. Whatever magic you found today... keep it."


Chapter 3: Crossed Boundaries

Three weeks blurred into a haze of tentative harmony in the Malabar Hill penthouse, the flat's marble veins pulsing with the rhythm of their makeshift family. Sana's gigs had exploded—three encores at a Colaba dive one night, a viral clip from a Bandra open mic the next—pulling her out till the wee hours, her laughter echoing in voice notes at dawn. "You two are adorable," she'd text, a selfie of her and Vihaan mid-hug, Salonika's arm slung casual around his shoulders in the background.

"Mom's finally got a buddy besides her briefs and bikes. Don't let her boss you too hard, love!" But beneath the emojis, a flicker of jealousy simmered—Sana's, sharp as a missed cue, when she'd catch Salonika ruffling Vihaan's hair over breakfast, or slipping him an extra helping of aloo paratha with that maternal gleam.

"Mummy Ji's such an old crappy title," Sana had laughed one evening, sprawled on the couch with her guitar. "Call her Sal, Vihaan—like a cool aunt, not some dowager. She's only 48, for fuck's sake." Salonika snaped “I am just few years old than Sana, Elder sister”.

Vihaan had chuckled, but the ease of it stuck—"Sal" rolling off his tongue like a secret, shortening the distance between them. Their bond had deepened in stolen pockets: lazy Sunday rides on the Triumph, her leather jacket creaking under his tentative hugs as they carved through the ghats; late-night kitchen chats over chai, her in silk robes that gaped just enough to tease lace edges, him spilling dreams of compositions she'd dissect with surgical kindness.

"You're holding back," she'd say, stirring sugar with a finger she then licked slow, eyes locked on his. "Let it rip—raw, like a riff that bleeds." She'd pamper him shamelessly—freshly pressed shirts laid out on his bed, his favorite filter coffee brewing before his cafe shifts, a new leather-bound notebook "for your notes, darling" pressed into his hands with a wink that lingered too long. Sana noticed, her smiles tightening at the edges. "Mom's spoiling you rotten," she'd tease, nipping his ear in bed, her body arching under him with renewed hunger. "Jealous? A little. But it's hot—seeing you glow like that."

He did glow, under Salonika's sun—her approval a drug, warming the chill of his unemployment, the gnawing worthlessness that had him scrolling job ads till his eyes burned. But beneath the warmth, something darker coiled: obsession, born in the quiet afternoons when Sana rehearsed and Sal conquered courtrooms. It started innocently enough—a forgotten earring on the foyer table, her scent clinging to it like a ghost.

Then, the laundry hamper in the hall bath, glimpsed one noon when he was home alone, Sana at a soundcheck, Sal buried in depositions. The silk peeked out, black lace-trimmed, still warm from her skin, carrying that jasmine-musk tang that haunted his rides. Just a sniff, he'd thought, heart hammering as he snatched it, burying his face in the crotch, inhaling deep—her essence, salty and intimate, flooding him with a rush that buckled his knees.

He'd pocketed it then, shame-hot, retreating to the guest suite to stroke himself frantic on the bed, the panties muffled against his cock as he came with a bitten cry, Sal—fuck, Sal. It became his ritual—sniffing, tasting, wrapping the lace around his shaft in guilty frenzy—once, twice a week, always when the flat echoed empty. Sal never noticed at first, her laundry a seamless cycle of dry-clean silks and denim, but Vihaan caught her pauses: a drawer left slightly ajar, her brow furrowing as she rifled her intimates. "Something's off," she'd mutter to herself one evening, Sana out late, Vihaan pretending to nap on the couch. But she said nothing, her eyes lingering on him longer, sharper, as if piecing a puzzle.

That night, the thread snapped. Sana's text buzzed at 10:17 p.m.: Gig running over—home by 1? Love you. Vihaan paced the living room, the flat's hush amplifying his itch—the ache low in his gut, cock half-hard from a day of stolen glances at Sal's briefcase, imagining her in those power skirts. She was in her office down the hall, door cracked, typing away in a silk camisole and shorts, hair piled loose, oblivious to his orbit.

Just a peek, he told himself, slipping past her door on silent feet, the guest wing forgotten. Her bedroom waited like a forbidden garden: king bed swathed in cream linens, vanity cluttered with perfumes and crimson lipsticks, walk-in closet gaping like a maw. The air was thick with her—jasmine, leather from a jacket slung over the chair, the faint tang of her skin lotion.

He shouldn't. He knew. But his feet carried him to the dresser, drawer easing open with a whisper. There—nestled in lace and cotton—a pair of emerald thong, barely-there strings that screamed her confidence. His fingers trembled as he lifted it, the fabric cool silk against his palm, still faintly scented from morning wear.

God, Sal... He pressed it to his nose, inhaling deep, cock surging full now, straining his joggers. A groan escaped, muffled into the lace, and he palmed himself through cotton, hips bucking lazy into his fist. "Fuck, you smell so good," he whispered to the empty room, free hand dipping into his waistband, stroking slow, the thong now wrapped around his shaft—silk gliding slick over pre-cum-smeared skin. "Bet you taste like sin, Sal. Mommy—fuck—Mommy's little secret."

The door flew open with a crash, light spilling brutal from the hall. Salonika stood framed there, silk camisole clinging to her curves, shorts riding high on thighs corded with muscle, eyes wide then narrowing to slits of obsidian fury. "What the fuck are you doing?"

Vihaan froze, thong clutched like evidence in one hand, the other fisted around his exposed cock—throbbing, leaking, undeniable. Time fractured: his gasp, her sharp inhale, the panty's emerald flutter to the carpet like a fallen flag. "Sal—I—shit—" He yanked his pants up, stumbling back against the vanity, bottles clattering, heart a jackhammer in his throat. The room spun, shame crashing hot and viscous, drowning him.

She advanced like a storm, door slamming shut behind her, the click of the lock a death knell. At five-ten to his five-seven, she loomed—taller in fury, her frame blocking the world, camisole gaping to reveal the swell of her breasts, nipples pebbled against silk from the chill or the shock. "In my room? Sniffing my panties like some perverted little boy? Stealing them—god, Vihaan, how long? Answer me!"

He slid down the vanity, ass hitting the rug, knees drawn up in futile shield. "A—a few weeks. Sal, please—it's not— I didn't mean—" His voice cracked, tears pricking hot, cock wilting under the weight of her gaze, but the humiliation only twisted tighter, a dark thrill coiling beneath the terror. Caught. By her. Mommy.

Her face twisted—disgust, betrayal, something sharper flickering in her eyes. She snatched the thong from the floor, holding it pinched between thumb and forefinger like toxic waste, then hurled it at his chest. It landed soft, accusatory.

"Not what? Not the creepy son-in-law jerking off to his mother-in-law's dirty laundry? Trust, Vihaan—this flat was your home. I opened my doors, my life—pampered you like a son, a friend. And you repay me by slinking in here, pawing my things like a thief in heat?"

"I'm sorry—god, Sal, I'm so sorry!" He curled tighter, face buried in knees, the words muffled sobs. "It started small—just the scent. You're... you're everywhere. The rides, the talks—I couldn't stop. It was wrong, I know—"

"Wrong?" She barked a laugh, bitter and cutting, circling him slow, boots—wait, no, bare feet padding predatory on the rug. "It's vile. Boundaries —ever heard of them? I thought we were building something real. Mutual respect. You call me Sal, laugh at my jokes, hug me like family. And all the while, you're fantasizing about... what? Bending me over my own bed? Fucking your wife's mother while she sues the world?"

He looked up then, tears streaking, her shadow eclipsing him—camisole askew, one strap slipping to bare a shoulder freckled with gooseflesh. "No! Not like that—I mean, yes, but... it's more. You're so strong, Sal. The way you take charge, the leather, the power—I admire it. Worship it. I never meant to cross—"

She stopped before him, towering, hand lashing out—crack—palm connecting with his cheek in a stinging slap that snapped his head sideways. Fire bloomed, red and immediate, but he didn't flinch, didn't fight—just took it, the pain a spark that lit something deeper, his cock twitching traitorous in his pants.

"Admire? Worship?" Her voice rose, laced with venom, another slap—lighter, on the other cheek, her rings biting cold. "You don't worship, Vihaan—you steal. Like those panties in your drawer—I knew something was missing. The black lace, the red boyshorts. Jerking your pathetic cock into them while Sana slaves for scraps?"

He whimpered, cheek throbbing, hand rising instinctive to cradle it—but she batted it away, grabbing his wrist, pinning it above his head against the vanity leg. "Don't touch. You don't get comfort. Not after this betrayal." Her free hand fisted his shirt collar, yanking him half-up, face inches from hers—breath mint-hot, eyes blazing.

"I was cool with you—like a friend, Vihaan. Shared my bikes, my stories, let you call me Sal because you made me laugh. Not a girlfriend, not some conquest. But this? This makes you a creep. Get out. Out of my room, out of my space—now."

She shoved him back, releasing with disgust, turning her back—vulnerable curve of spine under silk, ass a taut peach in shorts. He scrambled up, thong clutched forgotten, bolting for the door—unlocked now, her fury the only bar. "Sal—please, don't tell Sana. I'll leave, I'll—"

The door slammed on his plea, lock clicking final. He fled down the hall, collapsing into the guest suite, door barred, sliding to the floor in a heap of sobs and shame. The slap burned, a brand, but beneath it—god help him—the intrigue lingered, her touch a ghost that stirred him even now, cock semi-hard in twisted memory. What have I done?

Hours crawled—midnight tolling distant, Sana's key still absent. Vihaan lay curled on the bed, sheets twisted, replaying the confrontation in fevered loops: her fury, the slaps' sting, the way her body loomed, commanding even in rage. Sleep evaded, guilt a vise, until a soft knock shattered the dark—three measured raps, her code from their rides.

"Vihaan?" Salonika's voice, muffled through oak—soft now, stripped of thunder, laced with something rawer. "Open. Please."

He froze, pulse spiking, then rose on numb legs, cracking the door. She stood there in shadows, robe belted loose over the camisole, hair tumbled free, face scrubbed bare—vulnerable, human, the lawyer's mask shed. Eyes red-rimmed? No, perhaps the light's trick, but her posture sagged, the titan cracked. "Sal..."

"May I come in?" Quiet, almost tentative—a plea wrapped in command.

He stepped aside, door whispering shut behind her, the room shrinking under her presence. She didn't sit—paced instead, robe gaping to flash thigh, then stopped before him, arms crossed under breasts that strained silk. "We need to talk. Truly. No more games, no more hiding."

He nodded, sinking to the bed's edge, hands clasped to hide their tremble. "I'm—god, Sal, I'm disgusted with myself. The panties, the snooping—it's sick. Punish me, tell Sana, whatever. I deserve it."

Her laugh was hollow, turning to perch beside him—close, heat radiating, her scent a punch to his gut. "Punish? Oh, I wanted to. Slap you till your cheeks matched that pretty flush, drag you to Sana by your ear, watch her shatter." She paused, hand lifting hesitant to trace the fading red on his face—fingers cool, gentle now, thumb brushing the sting. "But I didn't. Won't. Because... disappointment, Vihaan. Not just in you—in me. I made you mad."

He blinked, her touch igniting sparks, cock stirring despite the chasm. "You? No—Sal, it's me. My weakness. You're just... you. Strong, sexy, everything."

She cupped his jaw fully, turning his face to hers—eyes searching, intrigue flickering amid the hurt, her breath shallow. "Sexy? That's the problem. I saw it—the way you look at me on rides, hands lingering on my jacket. The browser history on the home PC—'alpha females,' 'leather domme,' 'mommy kink' searches at 2 a.m. while Sana slept. I thought it was curiosity. Flattered, even. But this?" Her free hand gestured vague to the hall, the stolen intimates. "This crosses lines I drew myself. I raised Sana to be fierce, independent—taught her to spot users, creeps. And here I am, teasing you like a fool, letting you call me Sal, pampering you till you crave more."

"Browser—fuck," he groaned, mortification crashing fresh, burying his face in her palm—warm, steady, her pulse fluttering under his lips. "You knew? All this time? Sal, I—it's not you. It's me wanting... control. Surrender. You embody it—the bikes, the cases, the way you own a room. I never meant to steal, to hurt."

She sighed, fingers threading his hair—tug gentle, possessive. "I know. That's the intrigue—the disappointment's laced with it. You're not a monster; you're a boy adrift, grasping for anchors. And I... I like being that for you. Too much." Her voice dropped, confessional whisper, hand sliding to his neck, thumb pressing his pulse. "Truth? I've wondered. Late nights, after rides—your hugs too tight, eyes too hungry. What if I leaned in? Gave you what you crave. But boundaries, Vihaan. They're there for a reason."

He lifted his head, eyes locking hers—hers stormy, his pleading. "What if... we redefine them? Carefully?"

She stilled, intrigue blooming hot, her grip tightening—nails grazing his nape, a shiver racing down his spine. "Redefine? Dangerous game, son-in-law. I could be Mummy Ji—strict, distant, the mother-in-law who turns a blind eye and lets you fester in guilt. Or..." She leaned closer, lips brushing his ear, voice a sultry growl that pebbled his skin. "I could be Mommy. The one who sets the rules, collars your chaos. Guides you—nurtures, but owns. No more stealing. You ask, you beg, you earn."

His breath hitched, cock full now, tenting joggers blatant between them—her robe parting further, thigh brushing his knee electric. "Mommy? Really? Sal—Mommy—is that... true? You mean it?"

She pulled back, standing fluid, robe falling open to reveal the camisole's cling, shorts' hem riding high. "Follow me. Prove you're listening." She extended a hand, imperious—queen to supplicant.

He took it, rising on shaky legs, her grip iron as she led him back down the hall—past the living room's hush, to her bedroom door. Unlocked now, ajar like invitation. Inside, she flicked the lamp low, golden glow spilling over the bed, the vanity where he'd knelt in shame. Releasing his hand, she turned, leaning against the doorframe—arms crossed again, but softer, eyes devouring. "Kneel, Vihaan. Right where you defiled my space."

Heart slamming, he dropped—knees hitting rug, eyes downcast as protocol from his searches demanded, cock aching untouched. "Yes... Mommy."

Her boot—wait, bare foot—nudged his chin up, cool sole pressing insistent. "Good boy. See? No theft needed. Mommy gives." She stepped closer, robe shedding to pool at her feet—camisole and shorts a second skin, curves unapologetic: breasts full, nipples dark shadows through silk, hips flaring to thighs that could crush. "The leather? I know. From the history—'femdom harness,' 'strap-on pegging.' You ache for it, don't you? Mommy in chaps, owning her pet."

"Fuck—yes, Mommy," he groaned, gaze raking her, hands fisting at his sides to keep from reaching. "The rides... your jacket against me. I imagine unzipping it, kneeling like this, tongue on your boots. Please—tell me it's real."

She crouched before him, eye-level now, fingers tracing his lips—parting them, dipping inside to feel his tongue lap tentative. "It's real, pet. But complex—power's a dance, not a grab. I won't tell Sana. Our secret. But cross again? No mercy." Her hand slid down, palming his bulge through joggers—squeeze firm, drawing a moan. "You wanted a domme Mommy? You'll get one. Starting now—strip. Show Mommy what she's claimed."

He obeyed frantic—joggers pooling, cock springing free, flushed and dripping. Naked, vulnerable, he knelt again, her eyes feasting. "Beautiful," she murmured, circling slow, nails grazing his shoulders, down his back—shiver-chill. "My embarrassed little thief. But Mommy forgives... if you submit."

"Yes—anything, Mommy." The words sealed it, power tilting irrevocable—her command his gravity, the era dawning in whispers and want.

She hauled him up by the hair—tug sharp, exquisite—pushing him toward the bed. "On your back, pet. Legs spread. Mommy's going to inspect her property." He complied, sheets cool against fevered skin, thighs parting wide—cock bobbing, balls drawn tight. She loomed over him, camisole shrugging off in a fluid peel—breasts spilling free, heavy and perfect, nipples hard as accusations. "Look at you—hard for punishment. Bet you came in my panties thinking of this, didn't you? Mommy's tits, her ass—claiming you while you begged."

"Every time," he confessed, voice wrecked, hips lifting supplicant. "The lace around my cock, your scent—Mommy, I came so hard, whispering your name."

She straddled his thighs—not touching his ache, just close enough for heat to tease—shorts damp at the crotch, her arousal's musk flooding him. "Whisper it now. Beg for Mommy's touch."

"Please, Mommy—touch me. Inspect me. Own me—I'm yours, not Sana's, not anyone's. Just your pet, your thief, your—ahh!" Her hand wrapped his shaft—grip velvet-iron, stroking base to tip slow, thumb smearing pre-cum over the head.

"Mine," she echoed, leaning down, breasts swaying pendulous, nipples grazing his chest—electric trails. "But rules, pet. No cumming without permission. No touching Mommy till earned. And those panties? Return them—all of them—tomorrow. Or Mommy spanks that pretty ass raw."

"Yes—fuck, yes, Mommy!" He bucked into her fist, her pace torturous—slow glides that built fire, her free hand pinching a nipple, twisting till he arched. "The black lace... red boyshorts... I licked them clean, came on the crotch—god, I'm sorry, so sorry!"

She laughed, dark nectar, leaning to capture his mouth—kiss bruising, tongue invading like conquest, tasting his apology. "Sorry's sweet, but action's sweeter. Spread wider—let Mommy see that hole you ache to fill." He did, knees falling open, her finger circling his entrance—dry, teasing, dipping just the tip. "Tight. Virgin? For Mommy?"

"Y-yes—only for you," he sobbed, her strokes quickening, edge coiling vicious. "Peg me, Mommy—please, ruin me!"

"Not tonight," she denied, hand stilling at his base—squeeze punishing, denying release. "Tonight? You edge. For the boundaries you crossed." She rose then, shorts shimmying off—bare now, pussy glistening, trimmed neat, clit swollen and demanding. Straddling his chest, she ground forward—wet heat smearing his sternum, then higher, hovering over his face. "Taste your forgiveness, pet. Eat Mommy's cunt like you stole her panties—greedy, devoted."

He surged up, tongue lashing out—first lap broad, savoring her salt, then delving deep, fucking her folds with desperate thrusts. "Mmm—Mommy, you taste like power—like mine." Hands gripped her thighs—muscle flexing under palms—as he sucked her clit, humming vibration that bucked her hips.

"Fuck—yes, thief—deeper! Lick like you mean it, like you'll never steal again." She rode his face ruthless, thighs clamping his ears, juices flooding his chin, his moans muffled into her core. "God, you're good—born for this. Mommy's little pussy slave, aren't you? Bet Sana never gets this tongue."

He hummed denial, redoubling—circling her clit relentless, tongue plunging till she shattered, cries echoing off walls—Vihaan—Mommy—yes!—flooding his mouth in hot pulses. She ground through it, oversensitive whimpers, then slumped forward, breasts pillowing his forehead.

"Good boy," she panted, sliding down to nestle beside him—body enveloping his slighter frame, arm draping possessive over his waist, hand resuming lazy strokes on his denied cock. "No cum for you. Sleep aching—dream of Mommy's rules."

He whimpered, nestling into her—scent enveloping, power humming between them. "Thank you, Mommy. For... this. For not telling."

She kissed his temple, voice steel-soft. "Our dynamic now, pet. Complex, but ours. Cross it again? You will regret. But obey? Mommy rewards." Her fingers tightened—final tease—then released, pulling the sheet over them both.

In the dark, the power settled—new era dawning, boundaries redrawn in silk and slap, his embarrassment a forge for surrender. And as sleep claimed him, cock throbbing unanswered, Vihaan knew: he'd stolen once. Now? He'd beg forever.


Chapter 4: Proposition

The penthouse had transformed into a mausoleum of unspoken fractures, the air thick with the ghosts of crossed boundaries and the echo of that locked bedroom door. Two weeks since the incident—the panty theft, the slaps that still bloomed faint purple on Vihaan's cheeks when he pressed fingers to them in the mirror—and Salonika had become a specter in her own home.

Distant, her laughter evaporated like morning mist, her presence a cool draft that chilled the once-warm rhythms of their makeshift family. Breakfasts were silences broken only by the clink of Sana's spoon against her muesli bowl, dinners a parade of takeout boxes where conversation skimmed surfaces like stones on water: "Pass the naan," "Good gig last night?"—never delving deeper, never touching the bruise.

Sana felt it too, her optimism fraying at the edges, curls tied back in hasty ponytails as she dashed out for auditions, casting worried glances over her shoulder. "Mom's in one of her moods," she'd whisper to Vihaan in bed, her body curling into his with a desperation that masked the growing chasm. "

The big case— that corporate merger. She's buried. But it's weird, right? She barely looks at us." Her hands would roam then, urgent, pulling him close as if sex could solder the cracks—moans muffled into pillows, her nails raking his back while he thrust with mechanical fervor, mind elsewhere, chasing the phantom sting of Sal's palm.

Vihaan was a live wire stretched taut, eggshells crunching under every step. He'd tiptoe through the flat like a supplicant in a temple, brewing her coffee stronger than she liked (two sugars, no milk, just how she'd snapped it once), folding her discarded blazers with creases sharp as accusations, leaving notes on the fridge—"Made extra parathas, Sal. Heat them up?"—that went unanswered, the food congealing untouched.

At night, he'd lie awake beside Sana's soft snores, cock stirring traitorously to memories of that confrontation: her fury's heat, the way her body loomed, commanding even in rage; the forgiveness that followed, her hand on his shaft, her pussy grinding his face to slick oblivion. Mommy. The word was a litany in his head, a prayer for absolution, but she was Mummy Ji again—distant, untouchable, her office door a Berlin Wall down the hall.

He tried everything: a tentative "Morning, Sal" over chai, met with a curt nod and eyes on her phone; a brush of his hand against hers passing the butter, withdrawn like he'd scorched her. The rides had ceased—no more wind-whipped confessions on the Triumph, the garage echoing empty save for the bikes' silent judgment. Sana noticed his fraying, pulling him into hugs that smelled of stage smoke and vanilla.

"You're trying too hard, love. Mom's just stressed. Give her space—she'll thaw." But Vihaan couldn't; the power vacuum ached, her absence a void he filled with frantic gestures, his cock half-hard at the mere click of her heels in the foyer, imagining them pinning him down.

That morning, the kitchen gleamed under the relentless Mumbai sun slanting through floor-to-ceiling windows, the Arabian Sea a distant sapphire tease beyond the skyline. Sana was midway through a yogurt parfait, scrolling setlists on her phone, her tank top rumpled from a late-night rehearsal. Vihaan hovered at the counter, apron tied loose over his jeans and tee—pancakes sizzling on the griddle, a peace offering he'd risen at dawn to perfect, golden edges crisped just so. The air hummed with cardamom and vanilla, undercut by the drip-coffee maker's gurgle, Salonika's ritual black brew steaming in her favorite mug at the island.

She entered like a queen surveying conquests—tailored black slacks hugging her hips and thighs, a crisp white blouse tucked precise, sleeves rolled to elbows that revealed forearms corded from weights and will.

At thirty-eight, she was a blade: hair in a severe chignon that begged unraveling, crimson lips pursed around the mug's rim as she sipped, eyes hidden behind aviators she'd yet to remove. No good morning, no glance his way—just the scrape of her stool as she claimed her throne at the island, legs crossing with a whisper of silk stockings.

"Morning, Mom," Sana chirped, oblivious or willful, leaning over to peck her cheek. "Pancakes? Vihaan's gone full chef—smells divine."

Salonika's lips twitched—not quite a smile, but a fracture in the ice. "Morning, beta." Her gaze slid to Vihaan then, finally—piercing, unreadable, the aviators magnifying the obsidian depths. He froze mid-flip, spatula hovering, heart lurching as if she'd slapped him anew. Please see me. Please.

"Smells good," she added, voice neutral, setting the mug down with a porcelain clink that echoed like judgment. "Vihaan. Sit. Eat with us."

He obeyed instant, plating a stack—three golden discs drizzled with honey, a pat of butter melting slow—sliding it before her with hands that trembled faint. "For you, Mummy—Sal." The dual name slipped, a plea wrapped in habit, and he perched on the stool opposite, fork idle in his fist, eggshells invisible but crunching loud.

Sana dug in, moaning exaggerated around a bite. "God, babe—this is restaurant-level. Mom, try it. He's spoiling us."

Salonika forked a triangle, chewing deliberate, her eyes never leaving his over the rim of her coffee. The silence stretched taut, broken only by Sana's hums of approval, until she swallowed, dabbing her lips with a napkin—precise, controlled. "Vihaan. About your shifts at that cafe—twelve hours for pennies, scrubbing counters like a penance. It's beneath you."

He blinked, fork clattering soft against porcelain, heat crawling up his neck. "I—it's fine, Sal. Pays the bills. Sana's gigs are picking up, but—"

"But nothing." She leaned forward, elbows bracketing her mug, aviators slipping down her nose to pin him proper—gaze a laser, dissecting. "I've been thinking. My firm—Jasmine & Associates—needs help in maintenance. Files, archives—organizing the basement stacks, digitizing old briefs. Part-time, twenty hours a week. Starts Monday. Ten thousand rupees base, plus bonuses for efficiency. What do you say?"

Sana's spoon froze mid-air, yogurt dripping forgotten. "Mom! That's—Vihaan, oh my god, that's huge! A pay raise from flipping burgers? Say yes—please."

Vihaan's throat worked, pulse thundering in his ears—her offer a lifeline or a leash? The firm: her kingdom, glass towers in Nariman Point where she'd devour depositions and egos alike. Him, in the bowels, filing papers? But her eyes held more—intrigue flickering beneath the professional veneer, a secret code from that night: Earn it, pet. "I... yes. Thank you, Sal—Mummy Ji. I'd be honored."

She slid the aviators up, smile ghosting—predatory, pleased. "Good boy. Report at nine sharp. And Vihaan? At the office, it's Ms. Jasmine. Professional boundaries—can't have the staff whispering about favoritism." Her foot—stockinged, arched in a pump—brushed his calf under the island, accidental? No, the pressure lingered, a tease that shot straight to his groin, cock twitching in his jeans.

Sana whooped, leaping up to hug him fierce—breasts pressing soft against his chest, her joy a balm. "This is it, love! Steady pay, Mom's wing— you'll be composing full-time by next month. I knew she'd come through!" She kissed him sloppy, honey-sweet, oblivious to the undercurrent, the way his eyes darted to Sal over her shoulder—her nod subtle, approving.

"Excited for you, beta," Salonika said, rising with fluid grace, mug in hand. "Both of you. Now—court calls. Vihaan, leave the dishes. The maid comes at noon." Her hand grazed his shoulder as she passed—fingers lingering, squeeze firm—before vanishing down the hall, heels clicking like countdowns.

Sana bounced on her toes, pulling him up for a spin. "Employment! Fuck yes— we're turning this around. Mom's a miracle, isn't she? Even if she's been frosty lately."

"Yeah," Vihaan murmured, arms around her waist, but his mind raced ahead—to Monday, to Ms. Jasmine's world, the tension coiling low and hot. What have you planned for me, Mommy?



Monday dawned brutal, Mumbai's monsoon haze smearing the skyline gray as Vihaan stepped off the local train at Churchgate, the firm's monolith looming like a judgment. Nine a.m. sharp, he crossed the lobby—marble expanse echoing with suited footfalls, receptionists in sarees smiling polite behind glass—heart hammering as the elevator whisked him to the fifteenth floor.

Jasmine & Associates: a hive of power, walls lined with framed verdicts, air crisp with AC and ambition. Secretaries typed furious, associates hustled files, and there— in the bullpen's heart—Salonika, no, Ms. Jasmine, holding court at a glass conference table, her voice a whipcrack dissecting a merger clause with three junior lawyers—men in their thirties, ties askew, faces pale under her scrutiny.

She ate boys like her daily—devoured them with that obsidian stare, her tailored navy suit a sheath over curves that commanded obedience, pencil skirt slit high enough to flash thigh when she crossed her legs. Vihaan hovered at the periphery, visitor badge pinned awkward to his polo, slacks suddenly too tight against the stirrings of awe and fear. If I wasn't married to her daughter, he thought, swallowing dry, I couldn't even talk to her. She'd glance once and I'd crumble. It was true: her presence was gravitational, pulling lesser men into orbit, crushing them with casual dominance. The juniors nodded fervent to her barbs—"Rewrite it, or I'll do it myself and bill your hours"—and scattered like scolded pups, leaving her alone at the table, files splayed like battlefield maps.

"Mr. Vihaan," she called, not looking up, voice cool as polished steel. He approached, feet leaden, standing at attention before her desk—mahogany empire, brass nameplate gleaming: Salonika Jasmine, Partner. "You're late."

"Nine-oh-five—the train," he stammered, cheeks heating. "Ms. Jasmine, I—"

Her head snapped up, eyes lancing him—professional frost masking the heat beneath. "Excuses are for losers, Mr. Vihaan. Sit." She gestured a chair opposite, heels kicking out to hook his calf under the desk—subtle, possessive, the stocking's silk a shock against his skin. "Your role: maintenance. Basement archives—sort, label, digitize. No chit-chat, no distractions. Understood?"

"Yes, Ms. Jasmine." The formality chafed, a barrier that heightened the thrill, his cock twitching as her foot climbed higher, toe pressing his knee apart.

"Good. Rajesh!" She barked to the bullpen, a lanky associate in glasses jolting upright from his cubicle, file in hand. "Escort Mr. Vihaan to the stacks. And Vihaan—don't fuck it up." The slip—his name, intimate amid the frost—sent a shiver racing down his spine, her foot withdrawing as Rajesh approached, oblivious.

The basement was a labyrinth of dust and dim fluorescents—endless racks of banker boxes labeled in faded ink, the air musty with paper and forgotten scandals. Rajesh dumped him there with a sympathetic pat—"She runs tight ship, man. Good luck"—and vanished, leaving Vihaan to the grind: hauling crates, sorting briefs yellowed with age, fingers blackening with ink as he scanned documents into the ancient PC.

Hours blurred—lunch a vending machine sandwich eaten over depositions, the hum of the scanner a monotonous dirge. But his mind wandered upstairs, to Ms. Jasmine—her voice echoing in memory, commanding juniors like pets, the way she'd hook a heel in his chair during a "briefing," her stocking tracing his inner thigh under the table, eyes locked on his over manila folders. "Focus, Mr. Vihaan," she'd murmur, toe grazing his crotch—feather-light, denying—while dictating memos, her associates none the wiser.

By day three, the mask slipped deliberate. In the copy room—cramped, humming with toner and heat—she cornered him mid-restock, her body eclipsing his against the shelves, suit jacket shed to reveal the blouse's silk cling, nipples faint shadows through lace. "You're slacking, Vihaan," she hissed, hand lashing out—crack—palm connecting with his ass over slacks, sharp and public as the door swung open to two paralegals mid-conversation.

They froze—gawking at Ms. Jasmine, the firm's iron queen, spanking her maintenance grunt like a naughty intern. "Problem?" she snapped, eyes blazing, the paralegals stammering apologies and fleeing, door banging shut. Vihaan sagged against the machine, cock rock-hard, throbbing against denim, the sting blooming hot and sweet through fabric.

"Ms. Jasmine—fuck," he gasped, turning to face her, cheeks flaming, but her smile was wicked—predatory, the professional facade cracking to reveal Mommy's gleam.

"Sloppy files, pet. Can't have that in my office." She stepped closer, hand palming his bulge blatant now—squeeze firm, drawing a whimper. "You like it? Being humiliated in front of them? My son-in-law, bent over for a slap like a schoolboy?"

"Yes—god, Ms. Jasmine, yes," he confessed, hips bucking into her grip, the door's rattle echoing distant voices. "No one knows— they think I'm just the help. But you... you own me here too."

She stroked once—slow, torturous—then released, straightening her blouse with cool command. "Earn it at home, Mr. Vihaan. Tonight—my car, not the bus. Driver picks you at six." Her finger tapped his nose—playful threat—before she sauntered out, heels clicking triumph, leaving him wrecked, hand fisting his cock through pants in frantic relief, cum spilling hot as her scent lingered.

The office became their playground—slaps in the stairwell ("Lazy labeling, pet—crack—try harder"), humiliations veiled as reprimands: "Mr. Vihaan, fetch my dry cleaning— and don't dawdle like a lovesick fool." Associates whispered—"Jasmine's got a new chew toy"—none suspecting the familial tie, the thrill coiling Vihaan's gut, his submission a secret fire stoked by her dominance. Sana's excitement buoyed him evenings—"How was the firm? Ms. Jasmine treating you right?"—her kisses grateful, body yielding in bed with moans that echoed his daytime aches, but always, beneath, Mommy's handprint burned.



Friday's close of business hummed with weekend anticipation—associates bolting for Bandra bars, the bullpen emptying like a receding tide. Vihaan stacked his last box, back aching, cock chafed from a day of teasing glances across the floor: Ms. Jasmine's foot under the conference table during a team huddle, her stocking toe circling his ankle while she eviscerated a brief. "Six sharp," she'd mouthed over her water glass, wink hidden in a sip. He lingered deliberate, wiping the scanner with a rag, pulse thrumming as the clock ticked five-fifty.

The lobby's glass doors framed the sedan idling curbside—a sleek black Merc, tinted windows swallowing secrets, driver in livery scrolling his phone at the wheel. Partitioned, of course—smoked glass dividing front from back, a veil for indiscretions. Vihaan slid into the leather rear, the door thudding shut like a confessional, the AC's chill raising gooseflesh on his arms. Empty—Salonika not yet arrived. He waited, breath shallow, the seat's buttery hide creaking under his shift, mind racing to possibilities: her straddling him, skirt hiked, grinding commands while the city blurred past.

The opposite door clicked open, and there she was—Ms. Jasmine, briefcase in hand, suit impeccable but jacket shed to the valet, blouse unbuttoned one extra pearl to tease lace. She settled beside him fluid, the partition whirring up at her tap on the intercom—"Drive, Raj. Home route."—sealing them in velvet twilight, the engine's purr a conspirator's whisper.

"Vihaan," she murmured, aviators discarded to the briefcase, eyes devouring him—soft now, the office frost melting to Mommy's warmth. Her hand found his knee instant—fingers splaying possessive, nails grazing denim up his thigh. "Good week, pet? Filing like a good boy?"

He exhaled shaky, leaning into her touch, the seatbelt biting as he angled toward her. "Yes, Mommy—Ms. Jasmine. The slaps... the looks. I came twice in the bathroom stall, thinking of you owning me there." His cock hardened swift, tenting slacks, her palm cupping it approving—squeeze gentle, rewarding.

She chuckled low, throaty, the sound vibrating through him as the car merged into traffic—horns blaring distant, the world oblivious. "My embarrassed little assistant. They whisper about you, you know—'Jasmine's pet project.' If only they knew—fucking her son-in-law in the copy room shadows, humiliating him till he leaks for Mommy." Her fingers popped his button—slow, deliberate—zip rasping down, hand delving in to wrap his shaft through boxers, strokes lazy over cotton. "Hard already? Such a needy slut. Tell Mommy—did the paralegals' stares make you drip? Knowing they saw my handprint on your ass?"

"Fuck—yes, Mommy," he groaned, hips lifting into her fist, the partition's hum muffling his moan as the city lights streaked gold. Her gloves—wait, no, bare hands, but wait—she paused, fishing from her briefcase a pair: black leather, supple driving gloves, the kind she'd worn on rides, scent of polish and power. She tugged them on deliberate—fingers flexing, leather creaking soft—then resumed, gloved palm gliding slick over his pre-cum, the texture a rough heaven against his skin.

"Gloves for my glove boy," she purred, peeling his boxers down—cock springing free, flushed and veined, her leather-wrapped fist encircling base to tip in firm pumps. "Feel that, pet? Mommy's leather owning your cock—stroking like she owns your soul. Bet you jerked to this in the archives, didn't you? Imagining my hand in these, milking you dry while juniors drone on."

"Every—ahh—every break, Mommy," he confessed, head falling back against leather headrest, her glove twisting at the head—slick, unyielding, pre-cum beading to lube the glide. "The creak... the grip—fuck, it's better than panties. Humiliate me more—tell me how you'd fuck me on your desk, Ms. Jasmine."

Her laugh darkened, free hand shoving his shirt up—nails raking abs, pinching a nipple till he arched. "Oh, pet—on my desk? Bent over case files, ass up while I strap on under my skirt. I'd rail you raw, gloved hands bruising your hips, making you beg 'Ms. Jasmine' between thrusts. 'Harder, boss—fuck your worthless clerk!' And you'd scream it, cum untouched, while the bullpen hears echoes—thinking it's just another merger meltdown." Her strokes quickened—leather whispering friction, base squeezes denying the edge—traffic crawling, red lights painting her face infernal.

"Please—Mommy, don't stop—I'm close," he whimpered, balls drawing tight, her glove relentless—pump, twist, thumb circling the slit to smear slick.

"Not yet, slut." She released abrupt, his cock bobbing denied, whine tearing from his throat. "Mommy decides." Unzipping her slacks then—slow, teeth parting like a promise—she shimmied them down thighs, lace panties—black, sheer—peeking damp at the crotch. "Open wide, pet. Taste what your submission earns."

He parted lips obedient, her fingers hooking the lace—peeling them off, the fabric warm and soaked, musk blooming heady as she balled them and stuffed the crotch against his tongue. "Suck, Vihaan—taste Mommy's wet for her humiliated boy. Bet Sana never stuffs her panties in your mouth, does she? Poor wife, married to a panty-gag slut."

He moaned muffled around silk, tongue lapping her essence—salty-sweet, arousal flooding his mouth as she ground the ball deeper, her bare pussy glistening inches from his face, clit swollen and begging. "Mmmph—Mommy," he garbled, hips rutting air, cock weeping untouched.

"Good boy—gag on it." She resumed the handjob—glove slick now with his pre, strokes vicious—leaning to whisper filth, breath hot on his ear. "Imagine the driver hearing—partition down, you choking on my panties while I jerk my son-in-law's cock on the expressway. 'Faster, ma'am?' he'd ask, while you spurt like a fountain. Filthy, aren't you? Stealing glances at my tits in meetings, dreaming of Mommy's strap splitting you open on the conference table."

The car lurched over potholes, each bump grinding her glove harder, his moans stifled into lace—Mommy—please——edge coiling vicious, balls aching blue. "Cum for me, pet—now. Soak Mommy's leather like the desperate whore you are."

He shattered—back arching, cries muffled as ropes painted her glove white, pulsing hot over knuckles and cuff, the seat creaking under his thrash. She milked him dry—slow squeezes, drawing whimpers—then withdrew, admiring the mess with a smirk. "Look at that—ruined my driving glove. Naughty."

Panting, spent, he spat the panties into her palm—wet, stretched—eyes glazed worship. "Thank you, Mommy. Fuck—Ms. Jasmine—that was..."

She silenced him with a kiss—deep, claiming, tongue tasting her own musk on his. "Not done, pet." Tugging his spent cock—sensitive, twitching—she balled his boxers from the floor, stuffing them into his hand. "Wear Mommy's panties now. Feel them cling to your sticky cock all the way home."

He obeyed, lifting hips as she draped the lace over him—damp silk cupping balls, strings riding his crease, the fabric sheer against his softening length. "Yes, Mommy—your slut, always."

She rolled the window down a crack—highway blurring past, wind whipping—and snatched his boxers, dangling them mocking. "These? Highway fodder." With a flick, she hurled them out—white cotton tumbling into traffic, lost to a truck's tire. "Gone. Like your old life. Now you're in Mommy's lace—my marked boy."

He gasped, the exposure a thrill—panties chafing cum-slick skin, her hand resting possessive on his thigh as the partition hummed down, driver oblivious. "What if he sees?"

"Let him," she purred, zipping her slacks casual, glove discarded to the floor mat—cum-glazed testament. "Our secret, pet. But at home? Tension builds. Sana waits—innocent, excited for her working man. While you? Leaking in Mommy's panties, aching for more."

The car purred homeward, underlying tension a live wire—crackling between seats, promising storms. Vihaan shifted, lace teasing his rekindling ache, her fingers drumming his knee—code for soon. Sana's texts buzzed: How was day 3? Pizza tonight? He replied vague, heart pounding, the power dynamic a noose of silk: office humiliation by day, backseat surrender by dusk. And as the penthouse lights winked welcome, he knew—Ms. Jasmine's proposition was no job. It was training. For deeper chains.


Chapter 5: Professional Facades

The fluorescent hum of Jasmine & Associates had become Vihaan's symphony, a relentless underscore to the chaos of Mumbai's legal underbelly—depositions droning like off-key chords, printers coughing paper like hacked coughs, associates' heels clicking staccato across marble. Two months into his "temporary" gig, and the file rooms no longer felt like exile; they were his canvas, stacks of briefs and contracts yielding to his touch like reluctant melodies finally finding harmony.

He'd started as the wide-eyed clerk, cheeks still stinging from Salonika's public slaps, but something had shifted—his musician's precision bleeding into the work, fingers sorting precedents with the same finesse that once danced over piano keys. A merger file, tangled as a dissonant fugue, he'd unraveled in a single afternoon: cross-references tabulated, timelines charted in elegant spreadsheets that made the lead paralegal, Ms. Sonam, blink in rare approval.

"Vihaan, you're a ghost in these stacks," she'd muttered, handing him a bonus chit. "Ms. Jasmine's going to eat you alive—or promote you."

And she did—both, in ways that left him breathless. Salonika's office summons came mid-week, a curt email: Mr. Vihaan. Conference Room 3. 2 PM. Bring the Patel merger docs. He'd arrived early, folders crisp under arm, khakis starched, shirt tucked with the precision of a man prepping for judgment. The room was a glass-walled confessional—city sprawl beyond, associates milling like extras in his private drama.

She entered like a storm front: pencil skirt of charcoal wool hugging hips that swayed with predatory grace, blouse ivory silk unbuttoned to the third pearl, exposing the hollow of her throat where a single diamond pendant glinted like a warning. At thirty-eight, she was a force distilled—tall frame commanding the space, dark hair in a chignon that screamed control, lips a slash of crimson that curved now in something dangerously close to pride.

"Close the door, Mr. Vihaan," she said, voice cool as courtroom steel, gesturing to the frosted glass panel. He obeyed, latch clicking soft, the room shrinking under her gaze. She didn't sit—leaned against the table instead, arms crossed under breasts that strained the silk, eyes raking him head to toe. "The Patel file. Impress me."

He spread the docs—charts, annotations, a timeline that flowed like a sonata's crescendo—explaining in clipped tones, his voice steady despite the heat pooling low at her proximity. "Cross-referenced with the 2019 precedents—highlighted the loopholes here, Ms. Jasmine. If we leverage the tax clause, it's airtight. No bleed from the subsidiary."

She perused, fingers—manicured crimson—trailing pages, her silence a scalpel dissecting his effort. Minutes stretched, tension coiling in his gut, cock twitching traitorously at the memory of her gloved hand in the Audi, the thong stuffed gagging his pleas. Finally, she looked up, eyes locking his—obsidian fire banked but burning. "Surprising, Mr. Vihaan. From cafe slop to this? You've a knack for order. Chaos bends for you."

Relief flooded, chased by heat—her praise a drug, making him shift foot to foot, slacks tightening. "Thank you, Ms. Jasmine. Just... paying back the opportunity."

She straightened, circling the table slow—heels muffled on carpet, her scent—jasmine laced with leather from the jacket slung over her chair—invading his space. "Opportunity? Darling, this is investment." She stopped before him, close enough for breath to mingle, hand lifting to adjust his tie—fingers brushing throat, pulse jumping under her touch. "Permanent, then. Full-time assistant to me. Thirty-five thousand base, plus perks. No more files in the basement—you're mine now. Upstairs, in my orbit."

His breath caught, the offer a collar disguised as gold. Music dreams? The keyboard gathered dust in the guest suite, compositions half-scribbled abandoned for this thrill—the slap of her palm in the bullpen, the filthy whisper in the car, life electric with Mommy's shadow. "Ms. Jasmine... I—yes. Thank you. I won't disappoint."

Her smile was a blade's edge, thumb pressing his Adam's apple—subtle dominance masked as adjustment. "Disappoint? Oh, pet—Mr. Vihaan—you couldn't if you tried. But remember: at work, Ms. Jasmine. Facades, darling. Blur them, and we both burn." She released, stepping back, the distance a tease that left him aching. "Start tomorrow. And tonight? Dinner. My treat. Sana's gig, but she'll join late."

He nodded, dazed, exiting the room on legs of jelly—associates' glances curious, whispers trailing: "Vihaan's in with Jasmine? Ballsy kid." But inside? Exhilaration roared louder than any applause he'd chased in smoky clubs. Life with Mommy—exciting doesn't cover it. Music? A faded chord. This? A symphony of surrender.



The "perks" arrived that evening, gift-wrapped in matte black boxes slipped under his door while Sana prepped for her gig—guitar case thumping as she dashed out with a kiss: "Celebrate big, love! Mom's spoiling you—jealous, but proud." Vihaan waited till the flat hushed, then tore into the parcels on his bed, heart pounding like a bass drop.

First box: clothes—tailored slacks in slim-cut wool, button-downs of silk that whispered against skin, a leather belt supple as sin, buckle gleaming silver. For my assistant, the card read in her looping script. Sharp. Obedient. He stripped, trying them—fabric molding like a caress, the slacks hugging his ass, shirt gaping at the collar to tease collarbone. Mirror reflection: polished, hers.

Second box hummed darker promise—tissue parting to reveal lace: bras in black and crimson, cups underwired for subtle swell; panties a parade of temptation—thongs that bit cheek, boyshorts silky-soft, garters with clips that begged stockings. His cock hardened instant, fingers tracing seams—delicate, demanding. For my pet, the note continued. Wear under the facade. Mommy's secret. First pair tomorrow—feel me all day.

He did—slipping into the black thong that afternoon for a test run, lace cradling his balls, string nestling deep between cheeks, a constant rub that had him leaking by dinner. Sana returned flushed from her set, collapsing into him with wine-sweet kisses: "Killed it—crowd screaming for more. You? Tell me everything." He spun the tale—permanent hire, perks glowing—her joy bubbling as she straddled him, hands roaming his new shirt. "So hot—my lawyer's boy. Fuck me proud?" They did—her riding him frantic, moans echoing, but his mind? On the lace chafing his sack, Mommy's gift grinding with every thrust, release crashing to visions of her gloved fist.

Life tilted then—music a relic, gigs Sana chased solo, her focus sharpening to laser: auditions in Pune, Delhi scouts emailing at dawn, rehearsals bleeding into nights. "This is it, Vihaan," she'd gasp post-fuck, curled against him, oblivious to the panties peeking from his hamper. "Reviving the dream—big breaks. You get it, right? With your office glow?"

He did—nodding fervent, but inside? Could've married her—Salonika. Mommy. Not this half-life of songs and spotlights. Her? Power, possession—me, collared in lace and command. The thought slithered nightly, a serpent in his surrender.



Tuesday morning broke humid, monsoon clouds brooding over Nariman Point as Vihaan stepped into the firm—thong a secret bite under slacks, bra's lace rasping nipples through shirt, a constant thrum that had him half-hard in the elevator. The bullpen buzzed: Vihaan barking at interns, Patel shuffling files, associates nursing hangovers with black coffee. His desk waited—upgraded now, beside Salonika's office door, a perch of privilege that drew side-eyes: "Vihaan's her shadow now. Lucky fuck—or doomed."

"Mr. Vihaan." Her voice crackled over intercom at 9:15, smooth as aged whiskey. "My office. Now."

He rose, smoothing shirt—nipples pebbled traitorous under lace—knocking once before entering. She was a vision of vice: leather skirt hugging hips like liquid sin, knee-length but slashed high on one thigh, the material gleaming under fluorescents—supple, black, creaking faint with her shift. Satin blouse clung sheer, pearl buttons straining over breasts, no bra evident—nipples dark shadows teasing silk. At her desk, legs crossed, one stiletto dangling from toes, she glanced up from her laptop—eyes devouring, lips curving sly. "Lock it, pet. And strip—below the waist. Mommy's got a meeting, but you're early entertainment."

Vihaan's breath seized, cock surging full against thong's cage, the door's click sealing his fate. "Ms. Jasmine—Mommy—here? The associates—"

"Facades, remember?" She rose, skirt whispering up thighs—no panty line, fuck—sauntering to him, fingers—bare today, crimson nails sharp—tugging his belt free with efficient grace. "They hear nothing. But you? You'll hear everything. Pants off. Now."

He obeyed, slacks pooling ankles, thong tented obscene—lace stretched translucent over his drip. Her eyes darkened, hand cupping through fabric—squeeze firm, drawing a hiss. "Eager slut. Mommy's panties hugging that cock? Bet you've leaked all commute, thinking of this." She shoved him back—gentle but inexorable—toward her desk, the vast ebony slab a throne of power. "Under. On your knees, Mr. Vihaan. Service your boss while she works."

Heart thundering, he dropped—crawling into the kneewell, the space tight with her scent: leather, jasmine, arousal faint and blooming. Above, her legs parted—skirt hiking, thighs bronze pillars framing nothing but bare, glistening pussy—commando, lips puffy and pink, clit peeking swollen. "Ms. Jasmine—fuck—you're... bare?"

"Quiet," she hissed, settling into her chair—leather creaking as thighs spread wider, heels hooking the desk's edge, positioning her core inches from his face. The laptop chimed—video call incoming, Sana's name flashing. "Sana's audition check-in. Be still, pet—or Mommy gags you with her skirt." Her fingers threaded his hair—tug warning—as the call connected, screen glowing above.

Sana's face bloomed pixel-bright—curls tousled from Pune's humidity, eyes bright with post-audition high, background a dingy hotel room. "Mom! Vihaan there? God, Delhi next—scouts loved the demo, but nerves are killing me."

Salonika's voice shifted seamless—warm maternal, facade flawless. "He's here, beta—filing, the dear. Tell Mommy everything." Below, her free hand guided his head—fingers firm in hair, pressing nose to her folds. Lick, she mouthed, eyes locked on screen, thighs quivering faint.

Vihaan inhaled—Mommy's musk, heady and hot—tongue darting tentative, lapping her slit broad, tasting salt and need. She was soaked, juices slicking his chin instant, clit throbbing against his lip. Above, her laugh tinkled easy: "Proud of you, starling. That bridge in 'Echoes'? Killer."

Sana beamed, oblivious, chattering: "Right? They want tweaks—more edge. Vihaan's been a rock, though—office glow's rubbing off. Miss you both!"

His tongue plunged deeper—fucking her slow, savoring the clench around him—while her hand yanked his hair, grinding subtle against his face. "Mmm, he is glowing," Salonika purred, voice hitching faint—masked as a cough. "Such a good boy, beta. Licking up every detail, making Mommy so... satisfied." The double entendre dripped, her thighs clamping his ears, pussy flooding his mouth as he sucked her clit—gentle pulls that bucked her hips miniscule.

"Fuck—Mommy," he tried whispering, muffled into her core, but she pressed harder—nose grinding her nub, tongue delving frantic.

"Shh," she hissed low, free hand waving casual on cam—while below, she ground ruthless, juices smearing his cheeks. "Sana, darling—tell me about the scout. Handsome? Or just business?"

Sana giggled, launching into details—violinist flirts, label politics—her voice a distant hum as Vihaan devoured, tongue circling clit relentless, humming vibration that drew a stifled moan from above—couched as a sigh. "Sounds promising. Mommy's wet with pride—er, sweating the details."

The pun landed, Vihaan's cock leaking rivers into thong, the humiliation electric: eating Mommy under her desk while Sana beamed innocent above, clueless to the slurp of his devotion. "Deeper, you filthy desk-slut," Salonika whispered venom-sweet when Sana paused for water, her hand fisting hair to spear him deep—tongue-fuck her walls, nose buried in curls. "Gag on Mommy's cunt while your wife chats. Bet she'd faint—her hubby, face-deep in mother-in-law pussy, hard as sin for the taste."

He moaned muffled—mmph—redoubling, lips sealing around her hole, sucking greedy as she bucked micro-thrusts, facade cracking in breathy hitches. "Yes, beta—oh—keep pushing. Mommy knows you'll shine."

Sana rambled on—setlists, nerves—her focus laser on revival, gigs stacking like kindling for her blaze. "Vihaan's supportive—says focus on the music. He's right—dream's close."

"Closer than you know," Salonika gasped, thighs vise-tight, climax coiling—her hand blurring his head, grinding frantic now, juices dripping chin. "Mommy's so full of you—er, proud. Fuck—yes, beta, nail that high note!"

She shattered silent—body rigid, pussy pulsing hot floods down his throat, clit throbbing against his tongue as he lapped every drop, swallowing her essence like communion. Above, her laugh rang brittle: "Signal cutting—love you, star. Call soon." Click—screen dark.

Silence crashed, broken by her ragged breaths—then a low, filthy chuckle. "Good boy. Licked Mommy through her call—Sana none the wiser. Strip the rest. Time for your cage."

Vihaan emerged gasping—face slick, lips swollen, cock a steel rod tenting lace. "Mommy—god, you came so hard. Tasted like heaven—your dirty lies, grinding on your tongue while she talked?"

She hauled him up by the collar—kiss bruising, tongue invading to taste herself on him, gloved? No, bare hands today, nails raking his neck. "Heaven? Filth, pet. You slurped Mommy's bare cunt like a starving whore—commando under leather, leaking for your humiliation. Sana's voice droning while you tongue-fucked me? Depraved." She shoved him back—ass hitting desk edge—yanking shirt free, bra exposed: lace cups cradling his chest, nipples hard peaks. "Look at you—brassiered slut, panties soaked. Mommy's office bitch."

"Yes—fuck, Mommy, yes!" He arched into her palm—squeezing a lace-clad pec, thumb flicking nipple through mesh. "Humiliate me more—call me your caged clerk, make me beg."

She laughed, dark nectar, rummaging her drawer—chastity device gleaming: pink silicone cage, ring snug, lock tiny and silver. "Beg? Oh, pet—you will. But first, think: married the wrong woman, didn't you? Sana's songs and softness—sweet, but no fire. Mommy? I'd have collared you at the altar, fucked you raw on the honeymoon suite while guests celebrated."

The words gutted him—truth lancing deep, cock throbbing as she knelt—graceful, dominant—freeing him from lace, shaft bobbing desperate. "Wrong—god, Mommy, you're right. Sana's light, but you? My sun—dark, devouring. I'd have wed you—begged for your ring, your rules."

"Would've," she agreed, gloved? No—bare fingers slicking lube on the cage, ring first—cool metal circling his balls, tugging snug. "My husband-pet, leashed in lace under that sherwani. But Sana got you first—poor girl, sharing her mommy's toy." She fitted the tube—silicone swallowing his length, compressing to half-mast, the click of lock echoing final. Key dangled from her necklace now, nestling between breasts. "Locked. No cumming without Mommy's key. Edge in your panties all week—leak for me at depositions, hard under Ms. Jasmine's eye."

He whimpered, cage biting sweet—denial a blaze that arched his back. "Mommy—please—unlock, just once? Feel you again?"

She rose, skirt resettling—juices still glistening thighs—hand cupping the cage, squeeze making him buck. "Once? Greedy boy. Mommy decides. Now dress—facade up. But remember: under it all? Caged for me." She kissed him soft—contrast to the cruelty—tongue teasing, then shoving him toward clothes. "Go. Earn your key."

He obeyed, lace re-snapped, slacks hiding the bulge—pink prison a secret throb. Out in the bullpen, associates nodded casual—"Good work, Vihaan"—but he burned, every step a grind against silicone, Mommy's cum drying on his chin under collar. Sana's texts buzzed: Audition nailed—Delhi tomorrow! Miss you. He replied love hearts, but thought: Wrong bride. Mommy's the vow I'd break worlds for.

The line blurred irrevocable—professional polish over personal fire, her slaps in meetings now laced with promise, his files meticulous for her praise. Sana chased her revival—gigs to tours, calls from Delhi scouts—but Vihaan? His world shrank to her orbit: caged, craving, alive in the facade's fracture.


Chapter 6: After Hours

The penthouse wrapped around them like a cocoon of shadowed luxury that evening, the expansive living room bathed in the soft glow of recessed lights that mimicked a dying sunset over Mumbai's restless skyline.

The air hummed with the faint, lingering spice of biryani—saffron threads woven through basmati rice, tender lamb chunks simmered in yogurt and garam masala until they melted on the tongue—wafting from the kitchen where Vihaan had spent the afternoon channeling his pent-up devotion into every precise chop and measured stir.

Sana's absence had stretched into its third week, her world now a whirlwind of spotlights and rehearsals in Delhi, her latest voice note crackling with uncontainable joy: Made the cut for 'Rising Voices'—live TV, Vihaan! The judges flipped for my take on that old ghazal. It's insane—back-to-back episodes, sponsors calling.

Miss you so much, but this is it. Home soon? Love you both. The selection had launched her fully into the fray, her optimism no longer a spark but a bonfire, pulling her deeper into late-night vocal sessions and scout meetings, leaving the flat to echo with the ghosts of what once was.

Vihaan understood—cheered her every step, his replies laced with pride that masked the hollow ache of her distance—but tonight, with the flat's vastness pressing in, it was just him and Salonika.

Mommy.

The word thrummed in his veins like a secret heartbeat, a week since the chastity cage had locked with that fateful click under her desk, its pink silicone confines a relentless, teasing prison that gripped his shaft with every shift, every stolen glance in the office bullpen.

He'd worn her panties faithfully beneath the crisp slacks of his assistant role—lace thongs that bit into his cheeks during depositions, sheer boyshorts that cradled his denied ache while fetching her coffee—pre-cum seeping into the silk as she delivered those sharp, slaps for a "sloppy index,", boy even as the associates whispered and smirked.

At home, He'd cooked to bridge the silence, to summon her approval after her calculated distance—the cage's week of denial fraying his edges, turning every brush of fabric into torment.

Please her, he'd thought, knuckles white on the knife handle as he diced onions, the thong's string tugging insistent with each bend.

Earn a glimpse of that smile, a whisper of release.

Salonika emerged from her home office as the clock edged toward eight, the flat's dimmers casting her in a warm amber haze—leather pants molding her powerful thighs like a second skin, the material supple and dark as midnight sin, paired with a burgundy silk blouse unbuttoned low enough to tease the inner curves of her breasts and the silver chain where his key dangled like a forbidden fruit.

She carried herself with the effortless command of a woman who owned every room she entered, her dark hair tumbling in loose waves that begged to be fisted, lips unpainted but full and inviting, eyes—sharp obsidian—locking onto him with that intoxicating blend of tenderness and dominion that always threatened to buckle his knees.

"Dinner smells like heaven," she murmured, her voice a low purr that slithered under his skin as she slid into the chair at the head of the table—thighs parting just enough for the leather to creak softly, the sound arrowing straight to his caged cock like a siren's call.

"You've outdone yourself again. Sit—feed me. Let Mommy taste your devotion."

Vihaan obeyed without hesitation, his heart stuttering in his chest as he pulled out the chair beside her, fork already laden with a perfect scoop of biryani—the rice fluffy and separate, lamb tender and spiced to her exact preference.

"Open up, Mommy," he said softly, voice laced with that eager huskiness born of a week's ache, holding the fork to her lips.

"I... I wanted it flawless. After everything last week."

The memory flooded him unbidden: her bare pussy grinding against his face beneath the desk, Sana's cheerful voice droning overhead about auditions, his tongue delving deep as she clenched and came, her juices flooding his mouth while she masked the tremors with casual maternal lies.

The cage bit harder now, a fresh throb of denial pulsing through him, making him shift in his seat as the thong dampened with a trickle of pre-cum.

She leaned in, her lips parting languidly—her tongue darting out to flick a single grain of rice in teasing prelude before closing around the fork, sucking it clean with deliberate slowness, her eyes never wavering from his.

The wet heat of her mouth, the subtle pull—god, it was a mirror to deeper hungers, sending a shiver racing down his spine.

"Mmm," she hummed, savoring the bite, her hand rising to capture his wrist as he withdrew the fork, her thumb circling his pulse point in a possessive rhythm that made his breath hitch.

"Flawless, indeed. The spice builds slow—hot, insistent, just like you."

Her gaze darkened, a flicker of something deeper flashing in those obsidian depths, and she released his wrist only to let her fingers trail lightly up his forearm, nails grazing the fine hairs there.

"One week, Vihaan. Locked away tight for Mommy. Have you been my good girl? No fumbling for that key in the night, no whispering to Sana for mercy?"

The question hung between them like smoke, her touch igniting sparks along his nerves, and Vihaan felt heat flood his cheeks, his free hand clenching the tablecloth to steady himself.

"I've been good, Mommy," he confessed, voice rough with the strain of restraint, setting the fork down to meet her eyes fully—those eyes that stripped him bare with a glance.

"Aching good, every damn second. The cage... fuck, it grips me like your hand would—through meetings, through those slaps you give me in front of the associates.

They think I'm just a fumbling assistant, dropping files because I'm distracted, but it's you—your rules, your control—making me drip into your panties all day long, leaking like a desperate slut just from the sound of your voice calling my name."

Her laugh unfurled low and throaty, a sound that wrapped around him like silken restraints, her free hand slipping under the table to trace the seam of his slacks along his thigh, nails scraping denim in a path that promised more.

"Dripping? Oh, my poor caged boy—seeping your little secrets into Mommy's lace while the office drones on oblivious.

Do you remember last week? Under my desk, your tongue buried deep in my bare cunt while Sana chattered away about her big break?

You lapped at me like a man starved—husband material, you called yourself. Begged right there, muffled in my folds, to have married me instead of her."

Vihaan swallowed thickly, her fingers inching higher now—brushing the telltale bulge of the cage through his pants, a light squeeze that sent a jolt of frustrated need lancing through him, his hips twitching involuntarily toward her touch.

"I... yes, Mommy. Every word was true. Sana's fire is beautiful, wild—but you? You're the blaze that consumes, that owns. I'd have dropped to my knees at the altar for you, handed over that key before the priest could even finish the vows, let you lead me down the aisle on a leash disguised as silk."

She stilled then, the fork forgotten midway to her mouth—her eyes softening, a rare fracture of vulnerability splintering through the iron of her command, her hand retreating from his thigh to toy absently with the key at her throat, the silver glinting like a captured star.

"Husband," she repeated the word slowly, as if tasting ash on her tongue, pushing her plate aside with a soft scrape of porcelain on wood as she rose from her chair—the leather of her pants whispering like a lover's secret.

She circled the table with deliberate slowness, her heels muffled on the rug, coming to perch on its edge directly before him, her thighs framing his knees in an invitation wrapped in iron.

"Oh, Vihaan. A week ago, you let it pour out—'I'd marry you, Mommy, beg for your ring, make you my world.' It cracked something open in me. Not fury—hunger.

A longing I buried deep." Her voice dropped to a confessional murmur, her fingers rising to cup his jaw—her thumb tracing the swell of his lower lip, parting it gently as if to coax the truth from him once more.

"Sana's my heart—fierce, untamed, the light I poured everything into raising alone. But you? You're the shadow that fits mine perfectly—soft, pliant, yielding in ways that make me feel... seen. Whole.

If you'd walked into my life single, unburdened by her... god, Vihaan. I'd have collared you that very night, shaped you into my everything in ways a mere husband could never survive."

He melted into her palm, the raw emotion swelling in his chest like a tide, tears pricking hot at the corners of his eyes as the cage's unyielding bite contrasted sharply with the ache blooming in his heart.

"Mommy... Sal," he whispered, voice fracturing on her name, his free hand rising tentative to cover hers where it cradled his face, fingers intertwining in a fragile bridge.

"It hurts—this wanting you carved into my bones. Sana's everything right and good in the world, the woman I vowed to cherish—but this? What we have, what we're building in the cracks?

It's alive, Vihaan. It's electric, sparking through me every time you call my name in that tone, every time your eyes promise the next command.

I cook for you not out of duty, but devotion—ache for you like a second skin. Husband? No. Wifey to your command, your girl in the shadows. Please—see me that way? Let me be that for you?"

Tears welled in her eyes then—glistening, unbidden, a rare shatter of the unyielding facade she wore like armor—her free hand threading gently through his hair, tugging him forward until his forehead rested against the cool, supple leather of her thigh, the material yielding slightly under the press of his cheek.

"Wifey," she breathed the word like a revelation, her voice cracking faintly with the weight of it, vulnerability stripping her bare in the quiet of the room as she drew him closer still, her thighs parting just enough to cradle his shoulders in their powerful embrace.

"Fuck, pet... yes. I'd have preferred you as wifey from the start—soft and sweet in my silks, kneeling at my feet with those pretty eyes begging for my touch, not some rigid husband fumbling to lead when you were born to follow.

Mommy needs her girl—yielding, lovely, utterly mine in ways that fill the hollows I've carried too long." A quiet sob escaped her—swift and muffled against his hair, but he felt the tremor ripple through her body, her thighs quivering around him as she held him there, the scent of leather and her rising arousal mingling in a heady fog.

"Sana's my pride, my wild light in the world—I poured my soul into raising her strong and free. But you? You're the shadow that completes me, the hidden flame that warms the places I keep locked away.

This arrangement... it's a tangle of thorns and silk, cruel in its complications. But god, Vihaan, I need it. Need you aching for me like this—locked and leaking, my good girl hidden beneath the boy's facade, surrendering in the dark where no one else can touch."

Vihaan nuzzled deeper into her thigh, his lips brushing the leather in a reverent kiss that drew a shiver from her, tears tracing warm paths down his cheeks to dampen the material.

"I need you too, Mommy," he confessed, voice thick with the swell of emotion, his hands rising tentative to rest on her knees, fingers tracing the seam where leather met skin.

"The cage, the slaps, the way you command a room and then whisper filth in my ear during elevator rides—it's all become home to me, the only place I feel truly seen. Unlock me? Please—just for tonight.

Let your wifey feel you, skin to skin, no barriers between us. I want to lose myself in you, give you everything I've been holding back."

She shuddered against him, the key lifting from the valley between her breasts—the chain whispering softly as she dangled it before his eyes, the silver catching the light like a promise forged in fire. "So raw, aren't we, my soft-hearted thief?" she murmured, voice husky with unshed tears, leaning down to press a gentle kiss to his forehead before rising fluidly from the table's edge.

"Emotional and exposed—like the first time you knelt in my room, panties clutched in your fist. Mommy sees you, pet. All of you." With a soft, deliberate click, she knelt before him—her movements graceful even in submission to the moment—her fingers deftly unbuckling his belt, slacks parting with a hush to reveal the thong's delicate lace, the cage straining pink and insistent beneath.

"Look at you—caged so prettily, leaking your devotion even now. Mommy's so proud of her girl." She paused, her eyes gleaming with a wicked spark amid the tenderness, and straightened briefly. "One moment."

She vanished into her bedroom, the door clicking soft behind her—returning moments later with her leather gloves in hand, the black kidskin supple and gleaming as she slid them on with a slow, deliberate creak that sent a fresh throb through his confined length.

"For my good boy—my sweet girl," she purred, sinking back to her knees before him, the gloves whispering as her fingers worked the cage free—the ring popping off his balls with a slick, audible schlick, the silicone tube easing away to release his cock in a rigid spring, veined and flushed deep crimson, pre-cum beading at the tip in a glistening string that snapped wet against his abdomen.

"Mommy—" He gasped, hips bucking into empty air, the sudden freedom a shock of sensation that made his vision blur, the gloved hand wrapping his base without mercy—leather cool and textured against his overheated skin, stroking languidly from root to crown, her thumb circling the slit to spread the slick in lazy swirls.

"Shh, wifey," she cooed, her pace deliberate and building— a twist at the swollen head, a firm squeeze midway down the shaft, the glove's fine grain rasping exquisite friction that drew fresh beads of pre-cum to pearl and drip.

"One week locked away—blue-balled and desperate for Mommy's whims. Bet you've humped the pillows in the dead of night, Sana snoring beside you—whimpering 'Mommy' into the dark, your caged ache grinding against her thigh for any scrap of relief."

"Yes—fuck, yes, Mommy!" He thrust shallowly into her fist, the gloves creaking rhythmically with each pump, her free hand cupping his balls—rolling them gently in her palm, nails grazing the sensitive sack in feather-light scratches that made his toes curl.

"Every single night—the cage biting like teeth, your key dancing between your tits in my fever dreams. I'd wake up throbbing, leaking rivers into your panties, begging the shadows for release. Mommy, faster—milk your girl, please, make me spill for you!"

She granted his plea—her hand blurring now, leather whispering filthy encouragement against his skin, her eyes locked on his with an intensity that stripped him soul-bare, their breaths falling into ragged sync as vulnerability wove through the rising lust.

"My girl—my leaking little slut, caged all for love and longing. Do you want to cum for Mommy? Flood her glove like the desperate wifey you are? Not yet—edge it for me, pet. Feel that coil tighten, that burn climb—hold it, right there on the brink."

He whined high in his throat, teetering perilously close—his balls drawing up tight, cock pulsing wildly in her unrelenting grip—only for her to slow to a torturous crawl, denying him with a vise-squeeze at the base that dimmed the stars behind his eyelids and wrenched a broken sob from his chest.

"Good—such a good boy-girl, holding for Mommy. Now, to bed. Naked and spread. Mommy's claiming her wifey proper tonight—no barriers, just us, lost in the fire."

They stumbled toward her bedroom in a tangle of limbs and heated breaths—clothes shedding in a frantic whirlwind: his shirt yanked over his head and cast aside, the thong peeled down his thighs with a snap of lace; her blouse's pearls scattering like errant stars as she shrugged it free, leather pants shimmying down her legs in a slow, deliberate reveal that bared the taut curves of her ass and the slick, swollen lips of her pussy.

Fully naked now, their bodies collided in the hallway—her taller frame pinning him briefly against the cool wall, her heavy breasts crushing against his chest, nipples dragging hard trails across his skin like brands of possession.

"Fuck, pet—your body's mine," she growled into his mouth, claiming it in a bruising kiss—her tongue plunging deep to conquer, teeth nipping his lower lip until copper bloomed on her tongue.

Hands roamed with desperate greed: hers raking down his back, nails scoring red welts across his shoulders; his clutching the plush globes of her ass, fingers dipping into the cleft to tease the puckered ring of her entrance with circling pressure.

"Mommy—yes, own every inch!" He bucked against the firm press of her thigh, his cock sliding wet and insistent between her legs—smearing a glistening trail of pre-cum along her inner skin—her hand fisting his hair to yank his head back, exposing the vulnerable line of his throat for her lips to trail bites along its length.

"Mark me deep—let Sana see the bruises tomorrow, know her husband's been claimed by her mommy. Harder, please—bite till I bleed for you!"

She obliged with a feral hunger—teeth sinking into the meat of his collarbone, suckling hard enough to draw blood to the surface in a blooming purple galaxy, her free hand palming his cock with a rough, proprietary stroke—thumb pressing firmly along a throbbing vein, milking another bead of pre-cum to spill hot against her wrist.

"Bruised and broken for Mommy—Sana's sweet husband by day, my marked little slut by night. To the bed—now. On your back, legs splayed wide like the eager wifey you are. Amazon time, pet—Mommy's riding her girl raw and relentless, no mercy, no escape."

He scrambled onto the king-sized expanse of silk sheets—the cool fabric a shock against his fevered skin—sprawling back with legs falling open in utter supplication, his cock jutting upward like an offering, balls heavy and drawn tight with need.

She prowled over him with predatory elegance—her breasts swaying pendulous and full, nipples dark peaks begging for his mouth; her pussy lips parted and slick with arousal, the swollen pearl of her clit peeking above like a command. Straddling his hips in reverse—her glorious ass presented to his face, cheeks framing the shadowed promise of her core—she gripped his shaft with one hand—bare now, the gloves discarded in the hallway's haste—positioning the flushed head at her dripping entrance with deliberate tease.

"Watch me take you, pet—watch Mommy's cunt swallow her wifey's cock whole. Inch by agonizing inch—feel how I grip you, own you from the inside out."

She sank down with exquisite slowness—the broad head breaching her folds with a lewd, wet schlick, her walls clenching around him like a velvet fist, inner muscles rippling in greedy pulls as she took him deeper, inch by torturous inch, until she bottomed out with a shared gasp, her ass cheeks spreading wide across his abdomen, the coarse nest of her curls grinding against his base.

"Fuck—Mommy, you're so tight—hot and wet, sucking me deeper like you never want to let go!" His hands flew to her hips—nails digging crescents into the firm flesh—as she rolled her hips in an experimental grind, her clit dragging slow circles against his pubic bone, fresh juices flooding the join where they were locked, trickling warm down his balls.

"Mmm—so full, wifey—your cock's Mommy's perfect toy, stretching me just right, hitting that spot that makes me see stars."

She leaned forward—her hands bracing on his thighs for leverage, ass lifting high in the air like a taunt—then slammed down with sudden ferocity, setting a brutal rhythm: bounce after powerful bounce, her ass cheeks clapping against his thighs with wet, echoing slaps, her pussy slurping obscenely around his length as she rose and fell, inner walls fluttering in rhythmic squeezes that milked him without mercy.

"Riding you like my favorite Triumph—hard and fast, wind whipping past, no brakes—take it all, girl, let Mommy fuck you till you break!"

"Yes—Mommy, ride me harder—fuck your wifey till she's screaming your name!" He thrust upward to meet her descent—balls slapping her clit with each collision, the Amazon angle allowing him to spear impossibly deep, the head of his cock dragging along her front wall in a friction that had her gasping, her pace faltering for a heartbeat as pleasure ripped through her. Her breasts swung free in the reverse view—full and heavy, nipples tracing hypnotic arcs in the air—he reached forward blindly, fingers finding one pebbled peak to pinch and twist with cruel intent, the sharp tug drawing a throaty moan from her lips as her back arched like a bowstring.

"Pinch it harder—hurt Mommy's tits,—twist till I feel it in my core, make me yours even as I claim you!" She ground down in vicious circles—her clit mashing against his base, soaking them both in her slick—then lifted high, hovering on the brink before slamming home again, the rhythm turning piston-relentless, sweat beading on her skin to glisten like oil under the bedside lamp.

Their bodies slapped together in a symphony of flesh—wet smacks mingling with her rising cries: "Deeper—god, your cock's hitting me—right there, wifey, fuck Mommy's depths, make me drip for you!"

Emotion surged through the lust like a undercurrent—her pace stuttering for a moment, eyes meeting his over her shoulder in the mirror's reflection—vulnerability flashing raw and unguarded amid the blaze. "Love this—love you—my tangled, beautiful girl.

No turning back—never." She redoubled her efforts—bounces turning vicious, her pussy fluttering in warning spasms around him—his hands sliding to the lush globes of her ass, spreading them wide to watch the obscene sight of his shaft vanishing into her, his thumb circling the tight ring of her pucker with teasing pressure.

"Mommy—cum on me, flood your wifey's cock—let me feel you shatter!"

He pressed his thumb inward—breaching shallow, the heat of her clenching around the digit like a vice—drawing a guttural, animal cry from her throat as she shattered: her walls convulsing in rhythmic waves that crushed him, juices squirting hot and copious down his shaft to soak his balls and thighs, her clit throbbing against his base as she ground through the peak.

"Vihaan—Mommy's cumming—yes, fill me—give it all!"

He followed in a cataclysm—thrusts turning erratic and desperate, spilling thick ropes deep inside her—his seed painting her walls in hot, pulsing jets, the week's denial erupting in a torrent that whited out his vision, their cries merging in raw harmony:

"Mommy—yours—wifey forever, take it all!"

They collapsed in a heap—her body draped over his in the Amazon tangle of sweat-slick limbs, breaths heaving in ragged unison, her inner muscles still fluttering lazy around his softening length as aftershocks rippled through them both.

Minutes melted into a velvet haze—afterglow wrapping them soft—until she stirred with a contented sigh, rolling gently to her side and drawing him into the curve of her body: spooning him close, her taller frame enveloping his like a protective shield, her full breasts pillowing against his back, one arm draping possessively over his waist, her hand cupping his spent cock with tender ownership.

"I'm not mad anymore," she whispered against the nape of his neck, her lips brushing the sensitive skin there in a kiss soft as forgiveness, vulnerability threading her words like fragile silk.

"At my panty thief. Happy, girl—so happy you took them that night. It cracked us open—let us stumble into this beautiful mess of love and lust, explore the depths we both craved but never named. My girl, my secret— you've given me something I didn't know I was starving for."

He nestled back into her warmth—his ass nestling against the soft heat of her mound, her arm a anchor around him—turning his head just enough to catch her gaze over his shoulder, eyes shining with the remnants of tears and satiation.

"Take me as your wifey, Mommy? Fully, completely—your girl in every shadowed corner, every stolen breath. Let me be that for you, always."

She squeezed him closer—her hand flexing gentle around his softening length, a claim sealed in touch. "Yes, wifey. Mine—utterly, irrevocably. Complicated as hell, but ours—forever, in the fire we've lit."


Chapter 7: New Life

The memory faded as the pool's ripple broke the surface, pulling Vihaan back to the Goa villa's sun-drenched terrace, the Arabian Sea a sapphire sprawl beyond the infinity edge. Salonika hauled herself out in one fluid pull, water sheeting off her bronze skin like liquid diamonds, tracing the curves of her breasts, the flat ripple of her abs, disappearing into the black bikini bottoms that clung low on her hips.

At Forty-eight, she was a vision of unapologetic power—taller than him, broader in the shoulders from years of deadlifts and courtroom battles, her dark hair slicked back, eyes sharp obsidian even in the morning haze. Droplets beaded on her lashes as she shook her head, a few flying to speckle his robe, and she caught his gaze—predatory, affectionate, the same glint from that first ride.

"Morning, wifey," she purred, voice husky from the swim, wrapping a towel low around her hips—gaping just enough to tease the shadow of her mound. She closed the distance in three strides, her wet skin brushing his dry, and cupped his face in cool hands, leaning down to press a kiss to his forehead—soft, lingering, lips warm against the lingering flush from his reverie. "Lost in thoughts? Or just plotting how to serve breakfast?"

Vihaan melted into her touch, the robe—hers, pilfered from the closet—clinging loose to his slighter frame, his cock stirring half-hard at the casual endearment, the memory's heat still coiling low. "Both, Mommy," he admitted, voice soft, nuzzling her palm like a supplicant. "Remembering that first ride—your leather against me, the wind... you. How it all started cracking open."

She smiled, thumb tracing his jaw—nails grazing stubble in a feather-scratch that pebbled his skin. "Cracking? Oh, pet, it shattered. But good—reminds us how far my panty thief's come." Her kiss shifted—lips brushing his temple, then cheek, a trail of damp affection that left him shivering. "Tidy up now, darling. Breakfast can wait. We're going out—my private beach cove, just down the cliff path. No prying eyes, just us and the waves."

He nodded, rising on legs that felt liquid, the robe slipping open to flash his bare chest—nipples pebbled from the sea breeze, the faint red marks from last night's bites fading on his collarbone. "Yes, Mommy. What should I wear? Something... pretty?"

Her laugh bubbled low, throaty—hand sliding down to squeeze his ass through silk, a possessive pat that made him gasp. "Pretty, always. That floral shirt—the one with the hibiscus print, loose and breezy. Pair it with those white linen shorts, the ones that ride up your thighs when you walk. Show off for Mommy on the beach." She released him with a gentle push toward the bedroom, her towel dropping careless as she sauntered ahead—ass flexing under bikini string, a sway that commanded his gaze. "And me? Something to make you drool."

In the master suite, Vihaan dressed quick—floral shirt untucked and vibrant, hibiscus blooms exploding in reds and pinks against the white linen, shorts cinched loose but short, hem skimming mid-thigh, the fabric whispering against his skin with every step. No underwear—her rule for days like this, bare for Mommy's access. He emerged to find her transformed: black leather jacket zipped low over a bralette of the same material, pants skin-tight from ankle to hip—supple, gleaming, tucked into knee-high boots polished to mirror shine. The ensemble hugged her like sin incarnate—jacket framing breasts that strained the zipper, pants molding the powerful V of her thighs, boots adding inches to her already towering frame. She turned, a riding crop—thin, black—dangling from her belt like an afterthought, eyes raking him head to toe.

"Look at you—my pretty beach wifey," she murmured, stepping close to adjust his collar—fingers lingering on his throat, pulse jumping under her touch. "Floral and fresh, like a flower begging to be plucked. Mommy approves." Her kiss landed fierce then—lips claiming his in a bruising press, tongue flicking his lower lip before withdrawing, leaving him breathless. "Come, pet. The cove awaits."

The path down the cliff was a winding ribbon of stone steps overgrown with bougainvillea, the sea's roar growing louder with each descent, salt wind tugging at his shirt tails. Salonika led—boots crunching gravel, leather creaking with her stride, the crop tapping her thigh casual like a metronome to his pulse. Vihaan followed, shorts riding up as promised, the exposure thrilling under her occasional backward glance—eyes devouring, approving. The cove unfolded at the bottom: a crescent of white sand hemmed by jagged rocks, waves lapping turquoise shallows, utterly private—her domain, bought for such secrets.

She spread a blanket under a palm's shade—thick wool, edged in leather fringe—sinking onto it with legs extended, boots gleaming in the sun. "Sit, wifey. At Mommy's feet." He dropped obedient, knees sinking sand, back to her shins—her hand finding his hair instant, fingers combing gentle through the strands. The crop traced his shoulder—light, teasing—before she pulled her phone from the jacket pocket, thumbing it open. "Look at this, pet. A photo I meant to show you sooner."

Vihaan leaned into her touch, eyes on the screen—a man in a tailored jacket, mid-thirties, sharp jaw and easy smile, dark hair tousled just so, standing on a Delhi rooftop with city lights blurring behind. Handsome, confident— the kind who owned rooms without trying. "Who's he, Mommy?" he asked, voice light but curiosity sharpening, her fingers tightening faint in his hair—a warning or caress?

She pocketed the phone, crop tipping his chin up to meet her gaze—obsidian cool, laced with something sharper, possessive. "Aryan. The scout for Sana's show—'Rising Voices.' Charming, isn't he? Connected—labels, producers, the works. I've been setting things up... a date, soon. He'll be perfect for her."

The words landed like a slap—stinging, unexpected—Vihaan's breath catching, sand shifting under him as he straightened slightly. "A... date? For Sana? Mommy, what—"

Her smile curved slow, wicked—crop tracing his jaw, then lower, tapping his collarbone light. "The day I caught you, pet—nose-deep in my panties, cock in fist like a desperate boy. It hit me then: Sana needs better. A man like Aryan—strong, steady, who'll chase her dreams without crumbling. Not some sweet panty sniffer who aches for his mother-in-law's scraps." Her voice dropped, intimate venom, fingers yanking his head back by the hair—exposing his throat, her lips brushing the pulse there. "She deserves a husband who leads. You? Mommy's keeping for herself. My pretty thief, my locked-up wifey—sniffing and begging in the shadows."

Shock crashed through him—cold wave, stealing breath, his cock twitching traitor despite the gut-punch. "Mommy—Sana? With him? But... we're family, I—fuck—you planned this? From that night?"

She released his hair, crop cracking light against his thigh—sting blooming hot through shorts. "Planned? Oh, pet, realized. You on your knees, my thong in your mouth—mine. Sana's light needs a sun like Aryan. You'll watch her bloom, from afar—while Mommy blooms you." Her boot nudged his leg wider—sand shifting—crop dipping to trace his shorts' hem, teasing inward. "Shock suits you—eyes wide, cock hard. Admit it: jealous? Or turned on, knowing your wife's getting railed proper while Mommy rails her panty boy?"

Vihaan gasped, thigh burning, the exposure on the open beach—waves crashing indifferent—amping the humiliation, arousal coiling vicious. "Jealous—god, yes. But... turned on. Fuck, Mommy—watching her with him? While you... own me? It's sick, but I—want it. Your wifey, leaking for your games."

Her laugh pealed free—rich, triumphant—crop withdrawing as she rose, offering a hand gloved in shadow. "Good girl. Home now. Mommy's got a show for you."

The climb back was agony—shorts chafing his growing erection, her boots crunching ahead, ass flexing in leather like a taunt. The villa welcomed cool, air-conditioned hush—marble floors gleaming, sea breeze sighing through open doors. Vihaan's phone buzzed on the counter—Sana's ringtone, insistent as guilt. He snatched it, heart slamming, swiping accept as Salonika leaned close, breath hot on his neck.

"Vihaan! Love, oh my god—" Sana's voice burst bright, breathless, background hum of Delhi traffic and laughter. "The show's exploding—extra episodes, sponsors everywhere. But... I'm canceling the Mumbai visit. Work's too crazy—rehearsals till dawn, meetings stacked. Rain check? Miss you so much."

Salonika's hand slid to his waist—fingers dipping under his shirt, nails grazing spine—her chin hooking his shoulder, lips to his ear as he replied. "Yeah, love—proud of you. Kill it out there." His voice cracked faint, her touch igniting, cock straining shorts.

"Promise—soon as it calms. Kiss Mom for me?" Sana's laugh tinkled, then click—gone.

Salonika spun him—back to counter, eyes blazing. "Work, hm? Or Aryan's cock? Mommy knows, pet." She tapped her phone—screen blooming to a feed: Sana's Delhi room, camera hidden in the vanity mirror, capturing her tangled in sheets with Aryan—his jacket discarded, her legs wrapped his waist, moans muffled as he thrust deep, her nails raking his back.

Vihaan's world tilted—shock, jealousy, arousal crashing: Sana arching, cries peaking—"Yes, Aryan—harder!"—while Salonika's hand palmed his bulge, squeeze firm. "Watch, wifey. Your wife's getting properly fucked—real man, real cock. While Mommy preps hers."

She dragged him to the bedroom—camera feed mirrored on the wall tablet, Sana's gasps syncing their steps. "Strip, pet. Maid time—Mommy's girl, serving while she serves." The outfit waited: black satin dress with white lace trim, frilled apron barely skimming thighs, thigh-high stockings clipped to garters, headpiece perky and submissive, heels wobbling three-inch. He dressed frantic—fabric hugging slender form, skirt riding up to flash lace panties she'd slipped him that morning, cock tenting obscene.

Salonika watched—leather jacket unzipped full, bralette beneath framing breasts like offerings, pants low on hips.

From the nightstand, she buckled the harness—black leather gleaming, strapon attached: eight inches of veined silicone, thick as his wrist, base nestled against her clit for dual fire. "On your knees, wifey. Face-fuck time—while you watch her get hers."

Vihaan dropped—sand still gritty on knees, eyes on the screen: Sana on all fours, Aryan pounding doggy, her tits swinging, cries peaking—"Fuck me—yes!" Salonika gripped the dildo—tip brushing his lips. "Open, thief. Suck Mommy's cock—taste what'll split your wifely pussy while yours gets railed."

He parted his lips—head breaching the warm, silicone shaft, salty from her earlier prep, the veined length heavy and unyielding against his tongue as he swirled tentative circles around the tip, trying to steady his breathing.

"Mommy—it's big, so thick—" The words came muffled, choked, as he bobbed shallowly, cheeks hollowing under the strain, his eyes flicking involuntarily to the screen where Sana's bliss unfolded in cruel clarity—her back arching, screams raw and ecstatic—"Aryan—cumming!"—juices squirting back onto her lover's thrusting hips, her body quaking in release.

Jealousy twisted like a knife in Vihaan's gut, sweet poison blooming into nausea, his throat tightening around the intrusion as Salonika thrust shallow—testing, teasing—her hand fisting his hair to hold him steady.

"Greedy little mouth—suck like you mean it, pet," she growled, voice thick with rising heat, her hips rolling forward to feed him another inch, the silicone battering the back of his throat in a slow, deliberate push that made his gag reflex flutter wildly. "Watch her—Sana's glowing, isn't she? Aryan's cock stretching that tight pussy proper, making her squirt like the needy slut she is.

Bet she moans louder for him than she ever did for your pathetic prick—real dick, pounding her deep, filling her up while you choke on Mommy's toy like the second-rate sniffer you are." Another thrust—deeper this time, hitting his tonsils with a wet gluck—saliva bubbling at the corners of his mouth, dripping in thick strings down his chin as tears welled hot in his eyes, not from pleasure but the burn of humiliation, the raw ache of watching his wife shatter for another man.

"That's it—gag on Mommy's fat cock, you worthless panty boy. Your wife's creaming all over a real man's shaft—look at her face, pet, that bliss you never gave her—while you drool and sputter for scraps. Deeper—take it, choke for Mommy while she watches her daughter get bred."

Vihaan whimpered around the girth—mmph—the sound garbled and broken, his throat convulsing in protest as she held him there, nose buried in the harness's leather base, her scent—musk and jasmine—flooding his senses amid the salty drip of his own spit.

The screen flared brighter in his peripheral: Sana's body convulsing in aftershocks, her legs wrapped tight around Aryan's waist, nails raking bloody trails down his back as he ground deeper, spilling his load with a guttural roar that echoed through the speakers.

"Aryan—fill me, yes—god, so full!" Sana's cry twisted the knife deeper, Vihaan's chest heaving with sobs he couldn't voice, the strapon a relentless gag that turned every inhale to struggle.

"Mmmph—Mommy, please—"

It came out as a wet, pleading gurgle, his hands pushing weakly at her thighs—not in refusal, but exhaustion, the emotional gut-punch leaving him hollow, his body betraying him with a half-hearted twitch in the cage that only amplified the shame.

Salonika yanked free with a wet pop—a thick string of saliva connecting his swollen lips to the glistening tip, snapping as she spun him roughly by the shoulder, shoving him face-first onto the bed.

"Ass up, wifey—now. Doggy for Mommy, legs spread wide like the broken little hole you are." Her voice was a rasp of building need, hips already rolling in anticipation as she loomed over him, the harness bobbing menacing.

Vihaan scrambled into position on trembling limbs—knees sinking into the mattress, face buried in the pillow to muffle his ragged breaths, ass presented high and vulnerable, the shorts hiked up around his waist, thong string tugged aside to bare his entrance.

The lube bottle popped open behind him—cool slick dribbling down his cleft—followed by the press of two gloved fingers circling his rim, teasing the puckered muscle before breaching instant, scissoring in a burn that made him yelp into the fabric.

"Fuck—Mommy, easy—" He rocked back instinctively, but the stretch pulled a whine from his throat, the intrusion foreign and overwhelming amid the emotional storm, his body clenching in futile resistance as her fingers curled deep, prostate grazed with ruthless precision—sparks exploding unwanted, a traitorous leak seeping into the thong despite the knot in his chest.

The screen loomed in his line of sight: Aryan flipping Sana onto her back missionary now, her legs hooked over his shoulders in a fold that exposed everything—thrusts pounding deep and deliberate, her nails clawing his chest in red furrows, moans rising to a symphony of abandon.

"Look at her—taking it like a queen, Mommy," Vihaan gasped, voice cracking wet, the words spilling unbidden as her fingers twisted wider, stretching him merciless. "*While you... you prep me like this—ahh—it hurts, watching—please, Mommy, we can... we can do this some other day?"

Salonika's laugh slithered dark and hungry, her free hand cracking down on his ass—palm print blooming red-hot through the shorts, the sting a counterpoint to the burn inside. "Other day? Oh, no, pet—Mommy's just getting started.

You'll take every inch while your wife's pussy milks a better cock—watch her, you jealous little cuck. See how she arches for him, legs spread wide like the whore she was always meant to be?"

Her fingers plunged deeper—three now, slick and insistent, scissoring ruthless to open him wide, the prostate hammered in circling drags that wrenched involuntary moans from his gut, his body betraying the turmoil in his heart.

"Feel that, wifey? Mommy's fingers reaming your tight man-pussy—stretching it sloppy for my cock—while Sana's gets filled proper.

Bet his dick's thicker than yours ever was—pounding her cervix, making her squirt like a fountain. You? Just a hole for Mommy to use—cry for me, pet, let those tears fall while I finger-fuck the fight out of you."

"*Mommy—no, it... it burns—" Vihaan sobbed into the pillow, hips jerking back despite himself, the dual assault of her digits and the screen's betrayal twisting him inside out—jealousy a vise on his chest, the stretch a fire that spread without mercy, his caged cock leaking futile dribbles into the lace as unwanted sparks flickered from his prostate.

Sana's cries peaked again on the feed—"*Aryan—deeper, yes—breed me!"—her body quaking in another shattering release, juices soaking the sheets as he ground through his own, collapsing in a sweaty tangle of limbs.

The sight gutted Vihaan—his wife, his, lost to ecstasy he could never match—tears soaking the pillow as Salonika's fingers curled vicious, milking a dry, painful throb from his core.

"Poor, broken wifey—crying for Mommy while your slut of a wife creams on stranger dick," she taunted, voice husky with her own rising tide, her free hand shoving the shorts higher to expose him fully—crop cracking down again, welts rising angry red across his cheeks.

"But look at me, pet—Mommy's cunt's dripping for this, clit throbbing against the harness just thinking of splitting your greedy hole. Beg for it—beg Mommy to fuck you raw while she watches her daughter get railed like the cum-dump she is."

Her fingers withdrew with a wet schlorp—leaving him clenching empty, aching—replaced by the strapon's blunt tip, nudging insistent at his rim, the silicone cool and massive, veined ridges promising ruin.

"Please—Mommy, not like this—Sana—" Vihaan begged, voice wrecked, but his body arched back traitorous, the head breaching slow—burn flaring to white-hot as she sank inch by agonizing inch, the stretch tearing a guttural cry from his throat, walls yielding reluctant around the girth.

"Yes like this, you sniveling panty thief—Mommy's fucking her girl's man-pussy while yours gets manned proper!" Salonika snarled, hips snapping forward—bottoming out with a brutal slap of harness to skin, the base grinding her clit in a spark that ripped a moan from her lips, her hands bruising his hips as she set a piston pace: pull back to the tip, slam home deep, the silicone dragging relentless over his prostate in strokes that wrenched sobs from him—pain blooming sharp, no pleasure to soften it, just the raw invasion amid his heartbreak.

"Take it—all of Mommy's cock, you jealous cuck—feel how it splits you, reams your wifely hole sloppy while Sana's gets bred full of superior seed! Bet his cum's thicker, hotter—flooding her womb while Mommy floods yours with silicone and spite."

Thrusts hammered home—bedframe groaning, skin slapping wet and obscene—her crop cracking sporadic across his ass, welts rising in fiery lines that made him yelp, tears streaming free as the screen looped Sana's climax, her screams a mocking chorus.

"Mommy—stop, it hurts—please, we can... other days—" Vihaan gasped between sobs, body jolting with each invasion, the burn spreading like wildfire, no endorphin rush to ease it—just the cold twist of betrayal, his wife's moans syncing cruel with the slap-slap-slap of Salonika's hips.

"Other days? Fuck no, pet—Mommy's gonna fuck you till you can't sit, till your ass weeps for days—raw and ruined, just like your broken little heart!"

Salonika's voice cracked with her building ecstasy—thrusts turning erratic, deeper, the base grinding her clit in circles that had her gasping, breasts heaving free from the jacket's low zip, nipples hard and begging as she leaned forward, one hand snaking under to pinch his caged balls—twist cruel that wrenched a scream from him.

"Cry louder, wifey—let Mommy hear how it burns, how my cock owns this greedy hole while Aryan's owns hers! She's screaming for his load—listen—'Fill me, Aryan!'—and you're mine to wreck, my panty-sniffing sissy, ass clenching like a virgin on her wedding night. Deeper—feel Mommy split you, ream that man-pussy till it's gaping, leaking my lube like the sloppy seconds you are!"

The pace devolved to frenzy—slam, grind, pull, slam—her moans rising filthy and unchecked, "Fuck—your hole's tight, pet—squeezing Mommy's dick like it needs the ruin—yes, clit throbbing, gonna cum in your guts while she cums on his!"

Crop lashed—red stripes blooming—his sobs blending her cries, the screen's loop a torment: Sana quaking again, "*Aryan—yes, breed me!"—juices arcing as he spilled deep, her body milking him dry.

Salonika shattered atop him—thrusts stuttering wild, "Cumming—wifey's pussy milking Mommy—yes, pet, take it all—flooding you!"—her core pulsing hot against the base, juices squirting down the harness to slick their join, walls of the villa echoing her roar as she ground through the waves, collapsing forward—strapon buried to the hilt, body shuddering in release over his back.

Panting ragged, she withdrew slow—a wet, obscene pop that left him clenching empty, gaping and raw—flipping him with surprising tenderness onto his back, her eyes wild but softening as she loomed, aggressive kiss claiming his tear-streaked mouth—tongue invading deep, tasting his salt and her lube, a messy clash of dominance and aftercare.

"Be Mommy's good girl," she growled against his lips, voice husky with spent fire, her hand cupping his spent, caged cock—soft and defeated, but forever hers.

"Mommy will make it more fun—deeper games, dirtier secrets, till you forget the hurt and beg for the burn."

The key dangled from her chain—cold click as she snapped the cage shut anew, lock sealing with finality, the confinement a fresh bite on his oversensitive flesh.

"Locked again—leak for me, wifey. Ache pretty till next time."

He nodded—broken, spent, the jealousy a dull throb beneath the haze—sliding to his knees as she extended one boot, leather scuffed with sand and salt.

"Lick clean, pet. Mommy's shoes—dust from our walk, grit from the beach. Earn your next ride, your next ruin."

Tongue lolling out—lapping the supple hide, tasting earth and brine mingled with her lingering scent—he submitted fully, her hand petting his hair in slow, possessive strokes.

"Good girl. Forever Mommy's—my sweet, shattered wifey."
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