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Chapter 0: Leather's Embrace

A day in a life of a Mommy in law’s slave fuck toy.

The Adlon Kempinski's suite was a sanctuary of opulence, its high ceilings and gilded accents mocking the taboo unfolding within. The late afternoon light filtered through heavy silk curtains, casting a golden haze over the king-sized bed where I lay spent, my body slick with sweat and the remnants of our earlier frenzy.

Helena Schmidt, my 45-year-old mother-in-law, towered over me in her black leather business pantsuit, the material hugging her athletic curves like a second skin. The jacket's high collar framed her sharp green eyes, and her auburn ponytail swayed with each deliberate step. Her stiletto heels clicked against the marble floor, a rhythmic promise of more to come. I was naked, vulnerable, my cock twitching back to life despite the exhaustion, because that's what she did to me—turned me into her eager slave.

My phone buzzed again on the nightstand. I reached for it, my hand trembling. It was Anna, my wife, checking in as always.

"Where are you?" her text read, innocent and unsuspecting.

I glanced at Helena, who nodded with a wicked smile, her leather-gloved hand tracing idle circles on my thigh. I typed back: "Helping mother-in-law with her AI stuff at her company."

Anna's reply pinged almost immediately: "Loving to obey her and help her fully, take your time."

I set the phone down, a flush of guilt mixing with arousal. Helena chuckled, low and throaty, her voice laced with that commanding German lilt. "See, Lukas? Even your little wife knows you're mine to command. She encourages it."

"Yes, Mommy," I murmured, the word sending a thrill through me. It had started as her bizarre maternal kink, but now it was our ritual, binding us in this secret power play.

"Good boy," she purred, straddling my hips, the leather of her pants creaking against my bare skin. "Now, spread those legs wider for Mommy. I want to see how eager you are."

I obeyed, parting my thighs, exposing myself fully. Her gloved hand slid down, fingers teasing the sensitive skin around my entrance. "Look at you, already quivering. Does Mommy's touch make you weak?"

"Yes, Mommy. Please... touch me more."

She pressed a single finger against my hole, pushing in dry, the friction making me gasp. "Feel that, sweetie? That's Mommy claiming what's hers. Your tight little ass belongs to me."

"Oh, Mommy, it's tight... hurts a little," I whimpered, arching into her.

"Hurts so good, doesn't it? Relax for me, Lukas. Let Mommy in." She twisted her finger, probing deeper, her free hand cupping my balls gently.

"Yes, Mommy... deeper."

She added a second finger, scissoring them, stretching me. "Such a good slave, taking Mommy's fingers like a pro. Imagine how you'll feel with my big cock inside you."

"I want it, Mommy. Please."

"Not yet. Mommy needs to prepare you properly." She withdrew her fingers abruptly, leaving me empty and aching. Standing, she sauntered to her briefcase, hips swaying in that leather confinement. "Stay right there, don't move a muscle."

"Yes, Mommy."

She returned with a bottle of lube, squirting a generous amount onto her gloved fingers. The cool gel dripped onto my skin as she resumed, sliding in easily now. "You know, Lukas, I never did these things to my husband. Fingering him, stretching him open like this... maybe if I had, he wouldn't have left me. He was too scared of a woman in charge."

"Really, Mommy? He missed out," I gasped as she curled her fingers, brushing my prostate.

"Oh, yes. But you... you're different. You crave Mommy's control." She pumped faster, her thumb circling my entrance. "Feel how slick you are? All wet for me."

"It's amazing, Mommy. Don't stop."

"I won't, sweetie. Mommy loves making her boy squirm." Her other hand wrapped around my cock, stroking slowly. "Look at this tiny little thing. So small, so pathetic. How do you even please Anna with this?"

"Mommy, please... don't say that," I begged, but my hips bucked, betraying me.

"Oh, but it's true. Your puny penis is adorable, but it's no match for what Mommy's packing. It's hilarious how hard it gets for my mockery." She squeezed my balls, the pressure building.

"Ah! Mommy, that hurts!"

"Good hurt, right? Mommy loves busting these little balls." She kneed them lightly, the leather of her pants adding a sharp edge.

"Yes, Mommy... more."

"Such a masochist. Beg for it."

"Please, Mommy, bust my balls. Make me your weak boy."

She gripped tighter, twisting slightly, pain shooting through me like fire. "That's it. Feel how vulnerable you are? One squeeze, and you're mine."

"I'm yours, Mommy! Oh god!"

Her strokes on my cock intensified, milking me with that leather-clad hand, the material slick and unforgiving. "Cum for Mommy, drain those balls. Show me how weak my leather makes you."

"I'm weak, Mommy. So fucking weak for your leather."

"Faster now. Give it all to me." I erupted, cum spurting over her glove in hot ropes.

"Good boy. Now, clean it up." She pressed the glove to my lips. "Lick every drop. Taste your submission."

I lapped eagerly, the salty tang filling my mouth. "Thank you, Mommy."

"See? My leather shines brighter with your mess. It makes the good boy so helpless." She wiped the rest on my chest, smirking.

"Now, the main event." She unbuttoned her pantsuit just enough to reveal the harness, strapping on the massive BBC dildo—thick, veined, black silicon, longer and girthier than anything I'd taken.

"Mommy, it's enormous!"

"Yes, and you're going to take every inch. Bend over the bed, ass up, like the slut you are."

I positioned myself on all fours, arching my back. "Like this, Mommy?"

"Perfect. Spread those cheeks for me." She lubed the strapon lavishly, the slick sounds obscene in the quiet room.

"Yes, Mommy. Please fuck me."

She pressed the tip against my hole, teasing. "Beg properly."

"Please, Mommy, fuck my tight ass with your big black cock. Own me."

"Good slave." She pushed in slowly, the head stretching me wide.

"Ah! Mommy, it's too big!"

"Take it, sweetie. Relax and let Mommy in." Inch by inch, she filled me, the burn intense but delicious.

"It's splitting me, Mommy!"

"That's right. Mommy loves a tight virgin ass like yours." She bottomed out, her leather pants slapping my thighs.

"Oh fuck, Mommy!"

Her phone rang, vibrating on the table. She groaned but answered, not stopping her gentle rocks. "What is it? I told you not to call—I'm busy with personal work!"

I moaned loudly, the intrusion amplifying my pleasure.

"Sorry, Frau Schmidt, the AI integration—"

"Handle it! Can't you see I'm occupied?" She hung up, slamming harder into me. "You like that, Lukas? Mommy fucking you while running her empire?"

"Yes, Mommy! It's so hot... fuck me harder!"

She obliged, thrusts long and deep, her hands gripping my hips. "Feel my big cock owning your ass? Deeper than Anna could ever dream."

"Only you, Mommy! Ahh!"

"Whose ass is this?"

"Yours, Mommy! All yours!"

She varied her pace—slow grinds, circling her hips to massage my insides. "Feel that on your prostate? Mommy's hitting your special spot."

"Yes! Right there... oh god!"

"You're such a dirty slut, moaning like a whore for your mother-in-law." She reached around, stroking my cock again.

"Mommy, I'm hard already!"

"Of course. My leather and cock make you insatiable." She kneed my balls lightly, the ball-busting sending shocks through me.

"Ow! Mommy, bust me more!"

"Beg like the pathetic boy you are."

"Please, Mommy, crush my balls while you fuck me!"

She squeezed them, thrusting faster. "Take it, slave. Cum only when I say."

"Please, Mommy... I need to!"

"Not yet." She pulled out almost fully, then rammed back in, hitting my prostate dead on.

"Fuck! Mommy!"

"Like that? Mommy's going to milk you dry." She switched positions, flipping me onto my back. "Legs up, look at me while I fuck you."

"Yes, Mommy." Our eyes locked as she re-entered, missionary style, her pantsuit rubbing my skin.

"See how deep I am? Feel every vein."

"I do, Mommy. It's filling me completely."

"Faster now?" She pounded, the bed creaking.

"Yes! Pound me, Mommy!"

"You're my little ass-slut. Taking Mommy's BBC like it's your purpose."

"Yes, your slut! Don't stop!"

She incorporated more ball play, slapping them rhythmically. "These balls are mine to bust. Feel the pain mix with pleasure?"

"Ah! Yes, Mommy... it hurts so good!"

"Tell me how much you love it."

"I love your cock in my ass, Mommy! Bust me harder!"

She did, her thrusts relentless, grinding deep. "Imagine if Anna walked in. Seeing her husband spread for her mother."

"Mommy, that's filthy... but hot!"

"It is. Now, cum for me!" I exploded, cum spraying across my chest.

But she kept going. "We're not done. On your side now."

I rolled, lifting one leg. "Like this?"

"Yes. Mommy's going to side-fuck you." She entered from behind, spooning, her breaths hot on my neck.

"Oh, Mommy, new angle... so deep!"

"Feel it rubbing your walls? Mommy's owning every inch."

"Yes! Grind harder!"

She did, circling, then pistoning. "You're addicted, aren't you? My leather, my cock, my control."

"Addicted, Mommy! Make me cum again!"

"Beg properly."

"Please, Mommy, let your slave cum!"

"Cum, then." Another orgasm ripped through me.

We changed again—to cowgirl, me on top. "Ride Mommy's cock, show me your devotion."

"Yes, Mommy!" I lowered onto it, bouncing, her hands guiding.

"Faster, slut. Ride like you mean it."

"I'm riding, Mommy! Ahh!"

She bucked up, meeting me. "Good boy. Now, feel my balls-bust." She reached, squeezing.

"Pain... pleasure... Mommy!"

Hours blurred—positions shifting, her dirty talk endless. "You're my fucktoy." "Take Mommy's load." "Whose hole?" "Yours!" Until exhaustion claimed us, bodies entwined in leather and sweat.

Four hours later, the sun had dipped below Berlin’s horizon, painting the city in a twilight glow as Helena’s sleek Mercedes purred through the streets of Kreuzberg. The leather of her pantsuit still clung to her skin, a testament to the marathon of desire we’d indulged in at the Adlon Kempinski. My body ached with a delicious exhaustion, every muscle tender from her relentless domination. The scent of her jasmine perfume mingled with the musk of our earlier passion, a heady reminder of the taboo we’d crossed. She glanced at me, her green eyes glinting with a mix of satisfaction and mischief, her auburn ponytail slightly disheveled from our exertions.

“Ready to face your sweet Anna, Lukas?” she teased, her voice a low purr as she navigated the car with ease.

“Yes, Mommy,” I replied, my throat dry. The word still felt foreign on my tongue, yet it anchored me to her control.

She chuckled, parking outside the modest apartment I shared with my wife. “Good boy. Let’s make this quick and discreet. I have more plans for you next time.”

I nodded, stepping out into the cool evening air, my legs shaky as I followed her to the door. The weight of our secret pressed against my chest, a thrilling burden I couldn’t shake. Helena knocked lightly, and the door swung open to reveal Anna, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders, her youthful face lighting up with a smile.

“Mom! Lukas! You’re back!” Anna exclaimed, rushing to hug her mother. “How was the AI stuff?”

“Productive, darling,” Helena replied smoothly, her tone shifting to the polished cadence of a CEO. She turned to me, her hand brushing my arm. “Lukas was a tremendous help.”

“I’m glad,” Anna said, her eyes soft. “Come in, both of you.”

We stepped inside, the warmth of the apartment a stark contrast to the charged air of the hotel suite. Anna led us to the living room, chattering about her day at university. “I’ve been buried in business case studies. It’s exhausting, but I love it.”

Helena settled onto the couch, crossing her legs, the leather of her pantsuit creaking faintly. “You’re doing wonderfully, Liebling. But you should think about starting a family soon. Life’s too short not to build something lasting.”

Anna shrugged, a playful roll of her eyes. “Mom, I’m only 29. I want to focus on my studies first. Kids can wait.”

“Of course, my dear,” Helena said with a knowing smile. “Just an old woman’s advice.”

Anna laughed, then glanced at her phone on the coffee table. “Oh, I left it in the bedroom. I’ll be right back.”

As she disappeared down the hallway, Helena’s demeanor shifted. In an instant, she was on her feet, pinning me against the wall with a predator’s grace. Her hand slid into my pants, gripping my still-sensitive cock with a firm, possessive hold. Her breath was hot against my ear as she whispered, “Next time, Lukas, Mommy’s going to tie you to my bed, bust those balls until you’re screaming, and fuck you senseless with that big black cock. You’ll beg for mercy, and I won’t stop.”

“Mommy, yes please,” I gasped, my body reacting despite the exhaustion, my cock twitching in her grasp.

Her fingers tightened briefly, a promise of future torment, before she released me just as Anna’s footsteps echoed back. Helena stepped back, her expression morphing into casual concern as she reached up to my face. “There, a bit of dirt in your eye, sweetie. Let me get it.”

“Thanks, Mom,” I mumbled, blinking as if adjusting, my heart pounding.

Anna reentered, phone in hand, oblivious to the tension. “Everything okay?”

“Perfect,” Helena said, her voice smooth as silk. “I’ll leave you two lovebirds now. Take care, Anna.”

“Bye, Mom. Thanks for bringing Lukas back,” Anna said, walking her to the door.

As Helena left, Anna turned to me, a soft smile on her lips. “It’s nice to see you and Mom getting along so well. Before we got married, she used to despise you, you know. Said you were too weak for me. But now, it’s like you’re family.”

I forced a smile, the irony cutting deep. “Yeah, we’ve come a long way.”

She nodded, settling beside me on the couch. “I’m glad. It makes things easier. Want to watch something? I could use a break.”

“Sure,” I said, my mind still reeling from Helena’s parting threat. As Anna flipped through channels, I couldn’t shake the image of her mother’s leather-clad form, the memory of her strapon buried deep inside me, and the promise of what was to come. The guilt gnawed at me, but the thrill was a drug I couldn’t resist.

“Let’s watch that new German drama,” Anna suggested, her voice pulling me back.

“Sounds good,” I replied, leaning back, trying to focus on the screen. But my thoughts drifted to the hotel suite, to the way Helena’s hands had commanded my body, the way her dirty talk had unraveled me. My phone buzzed in my pocket—another message. I glanced at it discreetly. Helena: “Dream of Mommy tonight, slave. Next time, you’re mine all night.”

I swallowed hard, typing back: “Yes, Mommy.”

Anna glanced over, curious. “Who’s that?”

“Just work stuff,” I lied, my voice steady despite the heat rising in my cheeks.

She nodded, accepting it, and turned back to the TV. The drama’s opening credits rolled, but all I could hear was Helena’s voice in my head, her commands echoing. The room felt smaller, the air thicker, as if her presence lingered, watching, waiting.

“You seem distracted,” Anna said after a moment, her brow furrowing.

“Just tired from helping your mom,” I said, forcing a yawn. “Long day.”

“I bet,” she said with a laugh. “She can be intense. But you handled it, huh?”

“Yeah, I did,” I muttered, the understatement making me wince internally.

She patted my knee, a gesture of affection that felt worlds apart from Helena’s possessive grip. “I’m proud of you. Mom’s tough to please.”

If only you knew, I thought, my mind flashing to the leather, the lube, the way I’d moaned her name. “Thanks, Anna.”


Chapter 1: Shadows of Desire

Few Months back


The dining room of Helena Schmidt's luxurious Mitte penthouse glowed with the warm flicker of candlelight on a crisp March evening in 2025. Crystal glasses caught the light, casting prism-like reflections across the polished mahogany table as Helena arranged the final pieces of Meissen porcelain with practiced precision. Everything in the space spoke of understated wealth—from the subtle Rothko hanging on the far wall to the hand-knotted Persian rug beneath the table. As CEO of Schmidt Finanz GmbH, one of Berlin's most successful microfinance firms, Helena had cultivated an environment that projected power without ostentation. 

At forty-five, Helena carried herself with the confidence of a woman who had built an empire from scratch. Her auburn hair fell in loose waves around her shoulders, and her emerald eyes caught the candlelight as she adjusted her cream cashmere sweater. Despite the casual elegance of her attire, there was nothing casual about her presence—it commanded attention, respect, and occasionally, fear.

The doorbell chimed, and Helena took a steadying breath. These monthly dinners with her daughter and son-in-law had become something of a ritual since their marriage a year ago, though not always a comfortable one. She checked her reflection in the hallway mirror before opening the door.

"Anna, Liebling!" Helena embraced her daughter, a petite blonde whose delicate features lit up with a smile. At twenty nine, Anna was the spitting image of her father—Helena's ex-husband—though Helena preferred not to dwell on that comparison. "And Lukas," she added, extending her hand to her son-in-law.

Lukas Weber, 31 and lanky with perpetually tousled brown hair, took her hand with a nervous smile. "Hello, Helena. You look lovely tonight."

Helena noted the slight tremor in his grip, the way his blue eyes darted away from hers after a moment too brief. She had never fully understood what her daughter saw in this timid software engineer, but she made an effort to be cordial for Anna's sake.

"Come in, both of you. Dinner's almost ready."

Anna followed her mother to the kitchen, chattering about her latest university projects while Lukas hung back, taking in the penthouse with the same mixture of awe and discomfort he displayed every visit. The apartment represented everything he wasn't—assured, sophisticated, established.

"Can I help with anything?" he offered, hovering at the kitchen threshold.

Helena glanced up from the sauce she was stirring. "You could open the wine. The corkscrew is in the drawer to your left."

Lukas fumbled with the expensive bottle, a 2018 Château Margaux that Helena had selected specifically for the evening. His hands shook slightly as he worked the cork, and Helena found herself stifling a sigh.

"So, Lukas," she said, making an effort for Anna's sake, "how are things at your company? Anna mentioned you were working on some new project?"

His face brightened instantly. "Yes, actually. We're developing an AI algorithm for financial services. It's really fascinating stuff—uses machine learning to optimize loan approvals and detect fraud patterns before they become problematic."

Helena raised an eyebrow, genuinely interested despite herself. "Go on."

"Well," Lukas continued, gaining confidence as he spoke about his expertise, "the system can analyze thousands of variables simultaneously—far more than human analysts could process. It identifies correlations that would otherwise remain hidden and adapts in real-time to new patterns."

"And the applications for a firm like Schmidt Finanz would be...?" Helena prompted, accepting the glass of wine he offered.

"Enormous," Lukas said, eyes animated now. "You could potentially reduce default rates by 30% while expanding your client base to demographics traditionally considered higher risk. The AI can differentiate between actual risk and statistical bias."

Anna beamed at her husband. "See, Mom? I told you he's brilliant."

Helena nodded slowly, swirling the wine in her glass. "It does sound intriguing. Perhaps you should come by the office next week, walk me through it in more detail."

Lukas nearly spilled his wine. "Really? I mean, yes, I'd be honored."

"Don't look so shocked," Helena said with a slight smile. "I recognize potential when I see it, regardless of the package." She caught Anna's grateful glance and felt a twinge of something—guilt, perhaps—for her previous dismissiveness toward Lukas.

Dinner proceeded with unusual harmony. Helena listened attentively as Lukas elaborated on his AI project, asking pointed questions that revealed her sharp business acumen. For the first time, Lukas felt a flicker of approval from his formidable mother-in-law, and it warmed him more than he expected.

As the meal wound down, Anna sighed heavily, pushing away her half-eaten dessert. "I'm sorry, Mom, everything was delicious, but I'm just exhausted. These case studies are killing me."

Helena's expression softened with concern. "You're pushing yourself too hard, Liebling. Your father was the same way—all work until he collapsed."

"I know, but I can't let my grades slip," Anna replied, rubbing her temples. "Between the presentations and the group projects, I barely have time for anything else."

Lukas reached for his wife's hand, but she was already standing, gathering her plate. "I barely have time for Lukas anymore," she added with a sad smile. "Some anniversary year this has been."

Helena observed the shadow that passed over Lukas's face—frustration mingled with resignation. She recognized that look; she'd seen it in her own mirror during the final years of her marriage.

"You know," Helena said, "you both could stay here tonight. The guest room is made up, and it's getting late. Anna, you look dead on your feet."

Anna hesitated. "That's tempting, but I have notes to review before tomorrow's class."

"Bring them to the guest room. Better to review here and get some rest than drag yourself across the city at this hour."

As Anna helped clear the table, Lukas excused himself. "I need to use the bathroom."

Helena nodded absently, turning her attention to her daughter. "So tell me more about these case studies..."

The kitchen was adjacent to the dining area, with a clear view down the hallway. Helena was rinsing dishes when she noticed Lukas head toward the bathroom near her bedroom rather than the guest bathroom off the main hall. She thought nothing of it initially, continuing her conversation with Anna.

Several minutes passed before Helena realized Lukas hadn't returned. "Anna, would you mind finishing these? I need to grab something from my room."

Walking down the hallway, Helena paused as she heard a muffled sound from her ensuite bathroom. The door was slightly ajar, casting a sliver of light across the dark bedroom carpet. Another sound—a stifled groan—drew her closer.

Without thinking, she pushed the door open and froze at the sight before her.

Lukas stood before the mirror, pants around his ankles, his erect penis in one hand while the other held his phone. On the screen was a photo—one Helena recognized with a jolt of shock. It was her, five years younger, in a red bikini on a Santorini beach during a rare vacation, her body sun-kissed and relaxed in a way she seldom allowed herself to be. The photo had been on her Instagram briefly before she'd thought better of it and removed it, conscious of her professional image.

Yet here it was, saved on her son-in-law's phone as he pleasured himself.

"Lukas!" The name escaped her lips before she could stop herself.

He spun around, face draining of color, fumbling desperately to cover himself. "Helena—I—God, I'm sorry—" The phone clattered to the marble floor, the screen still illuminated with her image.

Helena's shock morphed rapidly into cold fury. "What the hell do you think you're doing?"

"I didn't—the door—I thought it was locked," he stammered, yanking up his pants with trembling hands. "Please, don't tell Anna!"

Helena's gaze dropped to the phone at her feet, then back to Lukas's mortified face. "That's me," she said, her voice dangerously quiet. "You're masturbating to a picture of me? In my bathroom? While my daughter is in the next room?"

Lukas dropped to his knees, an instinctive gesture of supplication that made something dark and unfamiliar flicker in Helena's chest. "Please," he begged, "I'll do anything. Just don't tell her. It would destroy her."

"Get up," she snapped, tossing him a hand towel from the rack. "Clean yourself up and get out. Now."

He scrambled to his feet, wiping his hands, his breath coming in short, panicked gasps. "Helena, I—"

"Not another word," she hissed. "Go back to the table, act normal, and pray I don't decide to tell my daughter what kind of man she married."

Lukas nodded frantically, tucking in his shirt with shaking hands before slipping past her. Helena remained frozen, staring at the spot where he'd stood, her mind reeling. After a moment, she bent to pick up the phone, the screen now dark. She should delete the photo, she knew. Instead, she placed it on the counter and gripped the edge of the sink, studying her reflection in the mirror.

The woman who stared back looked unruffled, composed—but her eyes betrayed the turmoil beneath. Not just anger, but something else. Something she refused to name.

When Helena returned to the dining room, Lukas was seated beside Anna, his face pale but his posture rigid with effort. He was rambling about technological innovations, his voice pitched slightly too high.

"—could revolutionize the entire fintech sector, really. The applications for Schmidt Finanz would be tremendous."

Anna smiled tiredly. "You've already convinced Mom, look at her face."

Helena arranged her features into a neutral expression as she took her seat. "It's an interesting proposition," she said coolly. "Though I question whether the execution would match the theoretical promise."

Lukas flinched at the double meaning only he would catch. "I understand your concerns," he managed. "I'd be happy to demonstrate the practical applications at your office."

"Indeed." Helena sipped her wine, her gaze unflinching. "We'll see if you can deliver."

An uncomfortable silence descended. Anna, oblivious to the undercurrents, yawned widely. "Sorry, I can barely keep my eyes open. Mom, I think we will take you up on staying the night."

Lukas jolted. "Actually, I thought we should head home. I have an early meeting, and—"

"Nonsense," Helena interrupted. "It's nearly midnight, and Anna is exhausted. The guest room is prepared."

"But—"

"I insist." Her tone left no room for argument.

Lukas swallowed hard, sweat beading at his temples despite the room's comfortable temperature. "Alright," he conceded, his voice barely audible.

After showing them to the guest room, Helena retreated to her bedroom, carefully locking the door behind her. Sleep eluded her as she replayed the bathroom scene in her mind, analyzing her reaction with the same methodical precision she applied to business acquisitions. The anger was justified, certainly. The betrayal of her daughter, unforgivable. But there was something else—a flicker of power that had surged through her when Lukas had knelt before her, desperate and vulnerable.

It was nearly 2 AM when Helena rose from her bed, unable to quiet her thoughts. She pulled a leather-bound album from her bookshelf—photographs from before her divorce, when life had seemed simpler if less fulfilling. She turned the pages slowly, tracing the evolution of her confidence through the years, from the uncertain young bride to the assured businesswoman she'd become.

A noise from beyond her bedroom startled her. Setting the album aside, Helena pulled on a silk robe over her nightgown and unlocked her door.

The penthouse was dark except for a soft glow emanating from the living area. Helena moved silently across the hardwood floors, pausing at the entrance to the open-concept space.

Lukas sat hunched on her Italian leather sofa, a crystal tumbler of amber liquid in his hand—her thirty-year-old Macallan, she noted with irritation. He hadn't bothered with ice.

"Helping yourself to my scotch?" Her voice cut through the silence.

Lukas started violently, spilling drops of the expensive whisky onto his borrowed pajama pants. "Helena! I—I couldn't sleep."

"Evidently." She moved into the room, her bare feet silent on the plush rug. "Though I don't recall offering my private collection as a sleeping aid."

He set the glass down with a shaking hand. "I'm sorry. Again. It seems that's all I do around you—apologize."

Helena assessed him coolly. His eyes were slightly unfocused, his movements loose. "How much have you had?"

"Enough," he admitted. "Not enough to forget what happened, though."

"We need to talk about that." Helena took a seat in the armchair opposite him, crossing her legs precisely. "What you did was—"

"I know what it was," Lukas interrupted, the alcohol emboldening him. "Inappropriate. Disrespectful. Betrayal. Choose your condemnation."

Helena arched an eyebrow. "You seem to have a comprehensive list ready."

"I've been mentally flogging myself for hours," he said with a bitter laugh. "Might as well save you the trouble."

"And yet here you are, drinking my scotch instead of begging your wife's forgiveness."

Lukas's eyes darkened. "Anna doesn't know. And she's asleep anyway. Has been for hours. Did you know she falls asleep as soon as her head hits the pillow? Every night. No matter what." He reached for the glass again, draining it. "No matter what I try."

Helena felt a twinge of discomfort at the intimate detail of her daughter's life. "That's not my concern."

"Isn't it?" Lukas leaned forward, his inhibitions clearly dissolved by the alcohol. "You're so concerned about her academic success, her future, her happiness. Did you ever consider that maybe I'm part of that equation? That maybe I have needs too?"

"Watch yourself," Helena warned, though she made no move to leave.

"Why did you invite me to your office?" Lukas asked abruptly. "Was it really about the AI, or were you just humoring Anna?"

Helena considered her answer carefully. "Your idea has merit. I don't mix business with personal matters."

Lukas laughed, the sound hollow. "Everything with you is personal, Helena. The way you look at me—like I'm somehow deficient. Not good enough for your daughter. Not strong enough, not ambitious enough, not rich enough."

"I never said that."

"You didn't have to." He stood unsteadily, pacing before the floor-to-ceiling windows that showcased Berlin's glittering nightscape. "You know what's ironic? You're right. I'm not good enough for Anna. But not for the reasons you think."

Helena should end this conversation, she knew. Send him back to the guest room or wake Anna and insist they leave, propriety be damned. Instead, she asked, "What reasons, then?"

Lukas turned to face her, his expression stripped of its usual caution. "Because I've wanted you from the moment we met. Because when I'm with Anna, I'm thinking of you. When I touch her, I imagine it's you. When I close my eyes during sex, it's your face I see."

The confession hung in the air between them, shocking in its rawness. Helena felt her pulse quicken, whether from anger or something else, she couldn't say.

"You're drunk," she said finally. "You don't know what you're saying."

"I'm drunk enough to say what I've been thinking for a year." Lukas moved closer, swaying slightly. "You're wasting yourself, Helena. All that power, that intensity, that passion—locked away in business deals and strategy meetings. When was the last time someone matched you? Challenged you? Made you feel alive?"

"This conversation is over." Helena stood, tightening the belt of her robe. "Go back to the guest room, Lukas. We'll pretend this never happened."

"Like we'll pretend I wasn't jerking off to your picture?" He stepped closer, reckless now. "We both know that's not true. Something happened in that bathroom. Something changed."

Helena held her ground, though every instinct told her to retreat. "Nothing changed. You made a mistake—several, in fact—and I'm choosing not to destroy my daughter's marriage over it. That's all."

"That's not all," Lukas insisted, his voice dropping to a whisper. "I saw your face when I knelt in front of you. I saw something in your eyes, Helena. The same thing I've been feeling. You can deny it, but—"

"Enough!" Helena stepped back, her composure finally cracking. "Go to bed, Lukas. Now. Or so help me, I will wake Anna and tell her everything."

For a moment, she thought he might continue, might push this dangerous line of conversation past the point of no return. Instead, he nodded slowly, the fight draining from him.

"I'm sorry," he said, though he didn't sound sorry at all. "Goodnight, Helena."

She watched him disappear down the hallway toward the guest room, listening for the soft click of the door before releasing the breath she'd been holding. Returning to the living area, she noted the empty tumbler on the coffee table, a ring of moisture marking the polished surface beneath it. With deliberate movements, she poured herself a measure of the same scotch, carrying it to the windows where Lukas had stood moments before.

The city sprawled beneath her, a tapestry of lights and shadows that mirrored the chaos of her thoughts. She should be disgusted, she knew. Should be planning how to extract her daughter from this marriage without causing her undue pain. Should be figuring out how to have Lukas removed from his company position before the scheduled meeting.

Instead, she found herself replaying his words, the naked want in his eyes, the way he'd knelt before her in the bathroom—not just in apology, but in a gesture that spoke to something primal, something she'd thought long buried.

Helena sipped the scotch, letting it burn a path down her throat as she contemplated what to do next. The sensible option was clear: protect Anna, dismiss Lukas, maintain control. But beneath that clarity lurked a dangerous question, one that whispered through her mind as the first hints of dawn lightened the eastern sky:

What if he was right?


Chapter 2: Forbidden Desires

The vibrator hummed against Helena's skin, its relentless rhythm building waves of pleasure that crashed through her body. Her back arched off the silk sheets, auburn hair splayed across the pillow as she gasped, thighs trembling with each pulse of the device. She imagined strong hands holding her wrists, imagined surrendering control — not something she'd ever wanted before — but tonight, in the solitude of her penthouse bedroom, the fantasy was intoxicating.

"God," she breathed as her climax crested. Her body shuddered, nipples hardening against the cool air, a flush spreading across her chest. For a few glorious moments, Helena Schmidt — feared CEO, ruthless businesswoman, perfectionist — was nothing but raw sensation.

Then it faded, leaving her hollow.

Helena switched off the device and cast it aside, staring at the ceiling as her breathing slowed. Moonlight streamed through floor-to-ceiling windows, illuminating her naked body — still taut and firm at forty-five, her breasts high, stomach flat, thighs toned from her rigorous yoga regimen. A body that should be appreciated, desired, worshipped.

A body that no one had truly seen in years.

She pressed the heels of her hands against her eyes, fighting the sudden tightness in her throat. Ten years since Karl had left her for his twenty-three-year-old secretary, ten years of building Schmidt Finanz into a powerhouse while her personal life withered. Oh, there had been men — carefully selected, discreetly entertained, and efficiently dismissed when they grew too attached. But no one who challenged her. No one who made her feel truly alive.

No one like Lukas, with his impossible blue eyes and the way he'd looked at her in her bathroom, on his knees, caught in the act of pleasuring himself to her photo.

Helena sat up abruptly, annoyed at the direction of her thoughts. He was her son-in-law, for God's sake. Anna's husband. Younger than her by many years. And yet the image of him kneeling before her, desperate and wanting, had burned itself into her mind, resurfacing in her most private moments.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand, breaking her reverie. A text from Anna.

Mom, any chance you're free tomorrow? We've finally moved the last boxes to the new apartment, but it's chaos. Could use your organizational skills!

Helena stared at the message, her pulse quickening. She hadn't seen either of them since that night, claiming work commitments to avoid the usual Sunday lunch. Part of her wanted to refuse, to maintain distance until these unsettling thoughts subsided.

Instead, she typed: Of course, Liebling. What time?

Anna's response came immediately: You're a lifesaver! 10 AM? Lukas has to run some errands in the morning, but he'll be back later.

Helena's heart skipped. She'd be alone with Anna, no need to face Lukas and the awkwardness between them. I'll be there, she replied, then set the phone down.

She slipped from the bed and walked naked to her ensuite bathroom, catching her reflection in the full-length mirror. She turned, examining herself critically. Her body had held up remarkably well — better than most women half her age. Her auburn hair fell in waves to her shoulder blades, not a strand of gray visible thanks to her expert colorist. The power of money, she thought wryly, trailing fingers down her flat stomach to the trim triangle of hair between her legs.

What would Lukas think if he saw her like this? Would he still find her as captivating as the beach photo he'd been pleasuring himself to?

Helena turned away from the mirror, disgusted with herself. These thoughts were beneath her. She was Helena Schmidt, CEO of Schmidt Finanz GmbH. She didn't pine for younger men, especially not those married to her daughter.

But as she slipped into bed, the emptiness of the space beside her seemed more pronounced than ever.



The new apartment was in Prenzlauer Berg — a step up from Anna and Lukas's previous place in Kreuzberg, but still modest by Helena's standards. The pre-war building had charm, with high ceilings and original moldings. The kind of place she herself might have chosen, before success had elevated her tastes.

"Mom!" Anna embraced her at the door, blonde hair pulled back in a messy ponytail, dressed in leggings and an oversized t-shirt. "Thank God you're here. It's a disaster zone."

She wasn't exaggerating. The living room was a maze of half-unpacked boxes, furniture arranged haphazardly, picture frames leaning against walls.

"I can see that," Helena said, setting down her bag and removing her cashmere coat. Underneath, she wore slim-fitting jeans and a simple black turtleneck — casual by her standards, but still elegant. "Where do you want me to start?"

"Anywhere, honestly. But maybe the bedroom? We need to at least have a functional place to sleep." Anna glanced at her watch. "I've got this virtual meeting with my professor in twenty minutes — he wants to discuss my thesis proposal. It'll probably take an hour, but I can't reschedule."

"Don't worry about me," Helena said, moving toward the hallway. "Where's Lukas?"

"Out grabbing coffee and some storage bins," Anna said, already moving toward her laptop. "He should be back in a couple hours."

Perfect. Helena found the bedroom and surveyed the chaos — clothes spilling from suitcases, boxes stacked haphazardly, the bed barely visible under piles of linens. She began with the bed, methodically making it with hospital corners, the way she'd been taught as a girl. Next, she tackled the closet, organizing Anna's clothes by type and color, a soothing task that allowed her mind to settle.

At the back of the closet, she noticed several boxes labeled with Lukas's name. She hesitated only briefly before pulling one out — "Lukas – Personal." It felt heavier than it should for clothing.

Helena glanced toward the door, listening for Anna, but heard only the distant murmur of her daughter's voice on her call. With careful movements, she opened the box, finding neatly folded shirts on top. She lifted them out, revealing more clothing beneath — all organized with surprising care for someone she'd always considered somewhat disheveled.

As she neared the bottom of the box, her fingers brushed against something glossy hidden beneath a layer of t-shirts. Curious, she lifted the shirts away to reveal a stack of magazines. Not the sports or technology publications she might have expected, but something else entirely.

The top magazine featured a woman in her forties, dressed in an immaculate business suit, her expression stern as she looked down at a younger man kneeling before her. The title blazed across the cover: "Executive Decisions: When She Takes Control."

Helena's breath caught. With a quick glance toward the door, she lifted the magazine, revealing more beneath it. "Leather Mistresses of Berlin." "Power Exchange Quarterly." "The Dominant Woman."

Her heart pounded as she leafed through the nearest one, finding page after page of mature women in positions of authority — many dressed in business attire, others in leather, all radiating a power that was unmistakably sexual. The men in the photos were younger, submissive, their postures deferential or restrained.

Men like Lukas.

Women like her.

One spread featured a CEO-type woman in her forties, wearing a tailored leather pantsuit, her stiletto heel resting on the back of a kneeling young executive. The caption read: "The corner office comes with certain privileges." Helena felt heat rise in her cheeks, an unwelcome throb between her legs as she imagined herself in that position, Lukas at her feet.

She quickly replaced the magazines, covering them with the t-shirts as she'd found them. But as she did, her fingers encountered something else — a small, zippered leather case tucked into the corner of the box.

Curiosity overrode propriety. She opened it to find a USB hard drive, unmarked except for a small symbol embossed on its surface — a stylized letter "D" with what appeared to be a riding crop crossed through it.

Without conscious decision, Helena slipped the drive into her pocket just as she heard the apartment door open.

"Hello?" called Lukas's voice. "I've got coffee and those storage bins you wanted!"

Helena quickly pushed the box back into place and emerged from the bedroom, composing her features into a neutral expression. In the living room, Lukas was setting down a cardboard tray of coffee cups and several plastic bins. He froze when he saw her, his eyes widening momentarily before he recovered.

"Helena," he said, his voice carefully controlled. "Anna didn't mention you were coming."

"Last-minute arrangement," she replied, moving toward him with deliberate grace. "She needed help organizing."

He nodded, a flush creeping up his neck. "I brought coffee. I didn't know you'd be here, but there's an extra."

"How thoughtful," Helena said, accepting a cup, careful to maintain a motherly demeanor despite the secret weight of the USB drive in her pocket. "Almond milk latte, no sugar?"

Surprise flickered across his face. "Yes, actually. I remembered that's what you usually order."

"You're observant," she said, sipping the coffee. "I've been making progress in the bedroom."

His eyes widened slightly at her choice of words, and Helena felt a perverse thrill at the double entendre. Let him wonder if it was intentional.

"Thank you," he said, glancing toward the dining area where Anna sat with her back to them, headphones on, engaged in her virtual meeting. "I was going to tackle that today."

"I'm sure you were," Helena said, her tone mild but her eyes holding his for a beat too long. "I'll finish up in there, and you can focus on the living room."

She turned and walked back toward the bedroom, feeling his eyes on her as she moved. The USB drive seemed to burn in her pocket, a tangible promise of secrets to be revealed.

For the next hour, Helena continued organizing the bedroom while Lukas worked in the living room, their paths crossing occasionally in a dance of careful politeness. Each time they interacted, she maintained her maternal role — offering suggestions about furniture placement, asking about his work, behaving exactly as a mother-in-law should.

All while knowing what lay hidden in her pocket. What lay hidden in his mind.

When Anna's meeting finally ended, the three of them worked together, arranging furniture and unpacking essentials. Helena played her part flawlessly — the helpful mother, the experienced homemaker, offering advice and assistance without overstepping. If her eyes lingered on Lukas occasionally, if she stood perhaps a bit too close when showing him how to properly arrange books on a shelf, Anna didn't seem to notice.

"I should go," Helena said finally, glancing at her watch. "I have a meeting this afternoon."

"Already?" Anna pouted. "You've been such a help. Can't you stay for lunch at least?"

"Another time, Liebling," Helena said, gathering her coat and bag. "I'll come by again soon to help more."

Anna hugged her tightly. "You're the best, Mom."

Lukas stood awkwardly nearby, clearly unsure of the appropriate goodbye. Helena solved his dilemma by stepping forward and embracing him briefly — a perfectly acceptable mother-in-law hug, though she felt him stiffen at her touch.

"Take care of my daughter," she murmured, her lips close to his ear. "She deserves your full attention."

She felt rather than heard his sharp intake of breath, felt the tremor that ran through him at her words. When she pulled back, his eyes were wide, questioning. Helena merely smiled, the picture of maternal affection, before turning to leave.

The USB drive sat heavy in her pocket all the way home.



Night had fallen by the time Helena finally allowed herself to examine her stolen prize. She'd spent the afternoon in meetings, forcing herself to focus on quarterly projections and market expansions rather than the contents of Lukas's private drive. But now, alone in her penthouse, glass of wine in hand, she could no longer resist.

She plugged the drive into her laptop, oddly nervous as the folder opened on her screen. What she found exceeded even her expectations.

Hundreds of files, meticulously organized into categories: "Leather," "Office," "Discipline," "Worship." With trembling fingers, Helena clicked on a video file labeled "CEO Teaches Lesson."

The scene unfolded in an executive office not unlike her own — a powerful woman in her forties, dressed in a pinstriped suit, reprimanding a younger male employee. But this was no ordinary workplace interaction.

"You've disappointed me again, Michael," the woman said, her voice cold with authority as she circled the nervous young man. "This is becoming a pattern."

"I'm sorry, Ms. Reynolds," he replied, eyes downcast. "I'll do better next time."

"Next time?" She laughed, the sound devoid of humor. "There won't be a next time unless you prove your worth to me now."

Helena watched, transfixed, as the woman ordered the man to his knees, making him confess his inadequacies, his desire to please her, his willingness to do anything for her approval. The power dynamic was electric, the psychological domination more arousing than any explicit act could have been.

"Kiss my shoes," the woman commanded, extending one stiletto-clad foot. "Show me you understand your place."

The young man bent forward, pressing his lips to the pointed toe of her shoe with a reverence that sent a shock of heat through Helena's core. This wasn't about humiliation, she realized. It was about worship. About recognizing and honoring power.

The scene progressed, the woman testing the man's obedience with increasingly demanding tasks — holding painful positions, reciting lines of contrition, accepting ceremonial strokes from a leather paddle. Throughout it all, she remained fully clothed, untouched, her power absolute.

Yet there was care in her dominance, Helena noted. She praised his efforts, guided him through his submission, rewarded his obedience with gentle touches to his hair, his face. This wasn't cruelty for cruelty's sake. This was a dance of power and surrender, each partner fulfilling a role the other needed.

Helena clicked another file, then another, moving through Lukas's carefully curated collection. Each video featured a similar dynamic — older women dominating younger men, often in professional settings, frequently incorporating leather, discipline, and strict control.

In one particularly striking video, a leather-clad woman in her fifties stood over a kneeling man, her hand tangled in his hair as she tilted his face up to hers. "Who do you belong to?" she demanded.

"You, Mistress," he replied, his expression one of utter devotion. "Only you."

Helena felt her body respond to the scene with startling intensity, a flush spreading across her chest, her nipples tightening beneath her silk blouse. She pressed her thighs together, aware of the wetness gathering between them, the pulse of desire that seemed to beat in time with her racing heart.

Was this what Lukas thought about when he looked at her? Did he imagine her in these roles — the stern CEO, the leather-clad disciplinarian, the demanding matriarch? The possibility should have disgusted her, should have sent her running to warn Anna that she'd married a man with such proclivities.

Instead, Helena found herself captivated, her body responding to the images on screen with a hunger that shocked her. She'd always been controlled in the bedroom, always maintained a certain reserve even in her most intimate moments. The thought of surrendering that control had never appealed to her.

But taking control? Demanding submission? Wielding power not just in the boardroom but in the bedroom?

That was something she'd never explored. Something that called to her with unexpected intensity.

Unable to resist any longer, Helena slipped a hand beneath the waistband of her silk pants, finding herself embarrassingly wet. She stroked herself in time with the commands of the leather-clad woman on screen, imagining it was her voice issuing those orders, her hand gripping Lukas's hair, her authority he craved.

Her orgasm took her by surprise, crashing through her with an intensity that left her gasping, her back arching against the leather chair, her free hand gripping the edge of her desk. Wave after wave of pleasure washed over her, more powerful than anything she'd experienced with her vibrator, with any lover in recent memory.

When the tremors finally subsided, Helena closed the laptop, her breathing uneven, her mind racing. She rose on slightly unsteady legs and moved to her walk-in closet, pushing past silk blouses and tailored suits until she found what she was looking for — a black leather pantsuit she'd purchased in Milan last year but had never worn. Too aggressive for the office, too provocative for social functions, it had remained in her closet with the tags still attached.

She removed it now, holding it up to the light. The buttery-soft leather would mold to her body like a second skin, emphasizing every curve while projecting unmistakable authority. She slipped off her clothes and stepped into the pants, zipping them up with a sense of transformation, of possibility. The matching jacket fit perfectly against her bare skin, the deep V revealing the inner curves of her breasts without exposing them fully. She added stiletto heels, their red soles a flash of color against the all-black ensemble.

Helena moved to the full-length mirror, studying her reflection. The woman who stared back was still her — same auburn hair, same green eyes, same features — but somehow different. More dangerous. More alive.

This was what Lukas wanted. What he fantasized about when he looked at her across the dinner table, when he knelt in her bathroom with her photo on his phone. This power, this control, this dominance.

And Helena, to her own surprise, found that she wanted it too.

She retrieved her phone and opened the camera app, positioning herself carefully in front of the mirror. The resulting photo captured her from the neck down — the leather-clad body, the stiletto heels, one hand resting possessively on her hip. Anonymous yet unmistakably her.

She scrolled to Lukas's contact information, hesitating only briefly before attaching the photo and typing:

Christmas came early this year. Mommy knows what you've been wishing for, and she's decided you deserve a special gift. My penthouse. Tonight. 10 PM. Come alone and come hungry.

She pressed send before she could reconsider, then set the phone down and moved to pour herself another glass of wine. The response came almost immediately, her phone buzzing against the marble countertop.

Is this real?

Helena smiled, imagining his shock, his disbelief, his desperate hope. She let him stew for several minutes before responding:

As real as the contents of your hard drive. As real as your fantasies. The question is whether you're brave enough to make them reality.

Another immediate response: What about Anna?

Helena's smile faded slightly. Anna. Her daughter. The innocent in this dangerous game. She typed carefully:

She told me she's at the library until midnight working on her thesis. What happens in those two hours is between us. No one else ever needs to know. Your choice, Lukas. But choose quickly.

She set the phone down again, moving to the windows that overlooked the glittering Berlin nightscape. The city spread beneath her, full of people living their ordinary lives, pursuing their conventional desires. How many of them harbored secret hungers like Lukas? Like her?

Helena's reflection stared back at her from the glass — powerful, dangerous, desirable in the leather that hugged her curves. The CEO of Schmidt Finanz GmbH. Respected businesswoman. Mother to Anna.

And soon, perhaps, something else entirely to Lukas.

Her phone buzzed again. She picked it up, already knowing what his answer would be.

I'll be there.

Three simple words that would change everything between them. Helena smiled, a predator's smile, as she typed her response:

Good boy. Don't be late.

She set the phone down and turned back to her reflection, satisfaction curling through her veins like fine whiskey. She had two hours to prepare for Lukas's arrival. Two hours to become the Mistress he so clearly craved.

If Anna wouldn't — or couldn't — give Lukas what he needed, then Helena would step in. Would take what her daughter had neglected, would mold it, shape it, make it her own.

After all, wasn't that what she did best? Identify untapped potential, develop it, profit from it?

Helena traced a finger along the collar of her leather jacket, anticipation building within her. Tonight, she would give Lukas exactly what he wanted — what they both wanted.

And if that made her selfish, calculating, even cruel?

Well, she hadn't become the CEO of Schmidt Finanz by being nice.


Chapter 3: Surrender

Helena's heart pounded as the clock ticked toward ten. She sat in her private study, one leg crossed over the other, the buttery leather of her pantsuit whispering with each subtle movement. The jacket clung to her curves, its deep V revealing the inner slopes of her breasts, bare skin against the supple material. She'd forgone a blouse entirely—a decision that had sent a thrill of wickedness through her as she'd dressed.

This wasn't the carefully controlled CEO of Schmidt Finanz anymore. This was a woman on fire, burning with newfound desire, with the intoxicating promise of power unlike any she'd wielded before.

Videos played on her laptop, muted now, but she'd spent hours studying them—women dominating men, commanding them, controlling them. The images had seared themselves into her mind, merging with her own fantasies until she could almost feel Lukas beneath her hands, hear his breath catching as she tightened her grip in his hair.

She took another swallow of whiskey, savoring the burn down her throat. The alcohol had softened her edges just enough to quiet the voice of reason that had screamed at her all day—the one reminding her that this was madness, that Lukas was her son-in-law, that this betrayal could destroy her relationship with Anna forever.

The intercom chimed, slicing through her thoughts.

"Frau Schmidt, there's a Herr Weber here to see you," came the doorman's voice.

Helena felt heat pool between her legs at just the mention of his name. "Send him up," she said, her voice huskier than intended.

She didn't move to greet him, didn't rush to the door like some lovesick girl. Instead, she pressed a button that unlocked her door remotely and called out, "It's open. Study, end of the hall."

The moments between his entry and arrival stretched like honey, thick with anticipation. She heard the door open, close. Footsteps hesitating, then moving down the hallway. When Lukas appeared in the doorway, Helena felt her breath catch.

He looked good—better than he had any right to. Dark jeans that hugged his slim hips, a charcoal button-down with the sleeves rolled to reveal strong forearms. His hair was damp, freshly showered, and a hint of cologne reached her—something with bergamot and cedar, unexpectedly sophisticated.

Helena didn't speak, didn't acknowledge him beyond a slow, deliberate assessment that traveled from his feet up to his face. Under her gaze, a flush spread across his cheeks, down his neck, disappearing beneath his collar.

"Close the door," she said finally, her voice low.

He obeyed without question, pushing it shut with a soft click.

"Come here," Helena commanded, uncrossing her legs slowly. The leather made a sensual sound as it slid against itself, drawing his eyes to her thighs.

Lukas approached, stopping a few feet away, clearly uncertain of what came next. Helena let him stand there, let him feel the weight of her gaze, the imbalance of power. She enjoyed his discomfort, his anticipation, the visible rise and fall of his chest as his breathing quickened.

"Kneel," she said simply.

The word hung between them, electric with possibility. For a heartbeat, Lukas remained frozen, his eyes wide with a mixture of disbelief and naked want. Then, slowly, as if pulled by invisible strings, he sank to his knees before her.

Something wild and primal surged through Helena at the sight—her daughter's husband kneeling at her feet, looking up at her with undisguised hunger. The power of it was dizzying, addictive, more potent than any boardroom victory.

"Good boy," she murmured, the praise falling from her lips as naturally as breathing.

Lukas's eyes fluttered closed briefly, his expression one of such relief and pleasure that Helena felt a momentary pang. How long had he craved this? How many nights had he lain beside Anna, aching for a dominance his wife couldn't provide?

"Look at me, baby," Helena said, her voice softening with the endearment.

His eyes met hers, vulnerable and eager.

"Do you know how beautiful you are like this?" she asked, leaning forward to trace a finger along his jawline. "On your knees, surrendering to me?"

He trembled beneath her touch. "I've dreamed of this," he whispered. "For so long."

"I know, sweetheart," Helena said, cupping his cheek in her palm. "Mommy knows exactly what you need, doesn't she?"

His breath caught audibly, pupils dilating at the word 'Mommy.' "Yes," he breathed.

Helena's hand slid from his cheek to his hair, gentle at first, then tightening into a firm grip that pulled his head back, exposing the vulnerable line of his throat. "Yes, what?" she prompted.

"Yes, Mommy," Lukas gasped, the forbidden word seeming to unlock something within him.

Helena smiled, a predator's smile, all teeth and hunger. "That's it," she praised. "Say it again."

"Mommy," he repeated, his voice rough with need.

"And who am I to you?" she demanded, tightening her grip.

"My mother-in-law," he whispered, the forbidden truth of it hanging in the air between them.

"Yes," Helena hissed, the taboo acknowledgment sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. "Your wife's mother. And yet here you are, on your knees for me, calling me Mommy."

Shame and arousal warred on his face, both feeding into his submission. "I couldn't stop thinking about you," he confessed. "After that night in your bathroom. When you caught me."

"Tell me what you were thinking," Helena commanded, releasing his hair to trail her fingers down his neck, feeling his pulse race beneath her touch. "When you were stroking yourself to my photo."

Lukas's flush deepened. "I was imagining you finding me," he admitted. "Catching me. But instead of being angry, you were... pleased. You took control. Made me..." He trailed off, embarrassment overwhelming him.

"Made you what, baby?" Helena pressed, leaning closer. "Tell Mommy everything."

"Made me serve you," he finished in a rush. "Made me worship you. Punished me for my disrespect."

Helena felt drunk on his confession, on the raw need in his voice. This wasn't the tentative son-in-law who faded into the background at family dinners. This was a man consumed by desire, by submission, by the need to surrender to a woman stronger than himself.

To her.

"And now here we are," she murmured, standing suddenly. "Reality better than fantasy?"

"Yes, Mommy," he breathed, looking up at her with naked adoration.

Helena circled him slowly, enjoying the way he remained still, following her only with his eyes. When she completed her circuit, she stood directly before him, close enough that her leather-clad legs were inches from his face.

"Kiss my boot," she ordered, extending one stiletto-clad foot.

Without hesitation, Lukas bent forward, pressing his lips to the pointed toe of her boot. The gesture started reverently, almost chaste, but as she made a sound of approval, he grew bolder, his mouth moving across the sleek leather with increasing passion.

"That's it," Helena encouraged, her voice husky with arousal. "Show Mommy how much you worship her."

Lukas kissed his way up the leather that encased her calf, his hands coming up to steady himself against her leg. The sight of him so lost in his devotion made Helena's breath catch. She'd never experienced anything like this—this pure adoration, this complete surrender.

"Enough," she said finally, not trusting herself if he continued. "Up."

Lukas rose to his feet, his eyes glazed with submission, his breathing uneven. Helena took his hand and led him to the leather sofa against the wall, sitting and pulling him down beside her.

"Do you know why I brought you here tonight, sweetheart?" she asked, stroking his cheek with the back of her hand.

"Because of what you found," he said. "My... collection."

"Partly," Helena acknowledged. "But more because of what I saw in your eyes that night in the bathroom. And what I felt in myself." She took his hand, guiding it to her leather-clad thigh. "Something awakened in me, Lukas. Something I never knew existed."

He swallowed hard, his hand warm against her leg. "What did you feel?"

"Power," she said simply. "Not the kind I wield in the boardroom. Something darker. More primal." Her eyes held his, unflinching. "The desire to control you. To own you. To make you beg."

A visible shudder ran through him at her words. "I want that," he whispered. "I want to be yours."

Helena's laugh was low and throaty. "Oh, baby. You already are." She reached up, threading her fingers through his hair again, this time using her grip to guide his face toward hers. "From the moment I caught you with your cock in your hand, looking at my photo, you became mine."

The crude word felt foreign on her tongue—she was usually so controlled, so proper—but the effect on Lukas was electric. He moaned softly, eyes closing as she pulled him closer.

"Tell me you're mine," Helena demanded, her lips inches from his.

"I'm yours, Mommy," he breathed, the confession hanging in the heated air between them.

"And what will you do for me?" she pressed, tightening her grip.

"Anything," Lukas promised, his voice breaking on the word. "Everything."

Helena smiled, satisfaction curling through her veins like fine whiskey. "Good boy," she praised, releasing him and standing abruptly. "Now prove it."

She moved to her desk chair—a high-backed leather throne that suited her new role perfectly—and sat, legs slightly parted, one stiletto-clad foot tapping impatiently against the hardwood floor.

"Come here," she commanded. "Crawl."

The demand was outrageous, humiliating, a test of just how far he would go to please her. For a moment, Lukas seemed frozen, shock written across his features. Then, to Helena's dark delight, he slid from the sofa to his hands and knees, moving across the carpet toward her with his eyes lowered in submission.

When he reached her, Helena placed the toe of her boot beneath his chin, tilting his face up to meet her gaze. "You're so beautiful when you obey," she murmured, genuine appreciation in her voice. "So perfect for Mommy."

The praise made him glow, his earlier embarrassment transforming into a strange pride. "Thank you, Mommy."

Helena leaned back in her chair, regarding him thoughtfully. "I think you deserve a reward for being so good," she said, reaching down to stroke his hair. "Would you like that, baby?"

"Yes, Mommy," he answered immediately, leaning into her touch like a cat seeking affection.

"I'm going to let you worship me properly," Helena said, her voice dropping to a silky purr. "Would you like to pleasure Mommy, sweetheart?"

Lukas's eyes widened, his breath catching audibly. "Yes," he whispered, the single word laden with longing. "Please."

Helena's smile was slow and predatory. "Good boy," she praised, spreading her legs wider, the leather of her pants stretching taut across her thighs. "Show me what that pretty mouth can do."

For the next hour, Helena lost herself in the intoxicating power of dominance, her senses alight with the thrill of Lukas's eager submission. The study, bathed in the dim glow of a single lamp, felt like a private universe where she was goddess and he her devoted worshipper.

She stood above him, her leather pantsuit creaking softly as she shifted, the material molding to her curves like a second skin. Lukas knelt before her, his blue eyes wide with anticipation, his breath shallow as he awaited her command.

"Look at me, Lukas," Helena said, her voice a low, commanding purr, laced with her German accent. She tilted his chin up with a single leather-clad finger, forcing his gaze to meet hers. "You want to please Mommy, don't you?"

"Yes, Mommy," he whispered, the title trembling on his lips, his cheeks flushing with a mix of shame and desire.

"Good boy." She stepped closer, her stilettos clicking on the hardwood floor, the sound sharp in the quiet room.

Slowly, deliberately, she unbuttoned the lower half of her jacket, revealing the smooth expanse of her toned abdomen, then unzipped her leather pants just enough to expose the black lace of her underwear.

The air thickened with tension as she hooked her thumbs into the waistband, sliding the pants down her thighs to reveal herself fully. Her auburn hair caught the lamplight, framing her like a halo as she stood, powerful and unyielding.

"Show Mommy how much you want her," she commanded, parting her legs slightly, her stance authoritative. "Use your mouth. Worship me."

Lukas leaned forward, his hands trembling as they rested lightly on her thighs, his lips brushing the sensitive skin of her inner thigh before moving higher.

Helena inhaled sharply as his tongue found her, tentative at first, then growing bolder as he tasted her. She threaded her fingers through his hair, guiding him with a firm grip, her hips tilting to give him better access.

"Yes, just like that," she murmured, her voice husky with pleasure. "Lick Mommy's pussy like the good boy you are."

His tongue moved with increasing confidence, lapping at her folds, circling her clit with slow, deliberate strokes. Helena's breath hitched, a low moan escaping her as she felt the heat building within her.

She tightened her grip on his hair, pulling him closer, urging him deeper. Lukas responded eagerly, his lips and tongue working in sync, worshipping her with a devotion that sent shivers through her core. The power of it—his complete surrender, his focus on her pleasure—was intoxicating, more potent than any boardroom victory.

"Harder, Lukas," she ordered, her voice sharp now. "Make Mommy feel it."

He obeyed instantly, his tongue pressing firmer, flicking against her clit with precision. Helena's thighs trembled, but she stood firm, her dominance unwavering.

She looked down at him, his face buried between her legs, his eyes half-closed in submissive bliss, and felt a surge of control that bordered on euphoric. She was sculpting him, molding him into the perfect vessel for her desires, and his eager submission only fueled her hunger.

"Good boy," she purred, her free hand trailing down her own body, fingers brushing her nipple through the leather jacket. "You're making Mommy so wet. Keep going, don't stop."

Lukas moaned against her, the vibration sending a jolt of pleasure through her. She rocked her hips against his mouth, setting the rhythm, controlling every movement.

Her orgasm built steadily, a wave cresting as his tongue worked tirelessly, driven by her commands.

When it hit, it was explosive—her body shuddered, a low, guttural moan escaping her lips as she gripped his hair tighter, holding him in place as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

"Fuck, yes," she gasped, riding the aftershocks, her legs trembling but her stance unbreakable. "That's Mommy's good boy."

She released his hair, letting him pull back slightly, his lips glistening with her arousal, his eyes dazed with adoration. Helena's chest heaved as she caught her breath, but her control never wavered.

She stepped back, zipping up her pants with deliberate slowness, then knelt before him, her face inches from his. Lukas's cock strained against his jeans, a visible bulge that betrayed his desperate need.

"You've pleased Mommy," she said, her voice a velvet blade. "Now it's your turn to feel my power."

She reached for his belt, unbuckling it with practiced ease, her leather-gloved hands moving with precision. Lukas's breath hitched as she freed his cock, hard and throbbing, the tip already slick with precum.

Helena smirked, wrapping her gloved hand around him, the leather cool against his heated skin. She stroked once, slowly, watching his face contort with pleasure.

"Look at this," she teased, her tone mocking but laced with affection. "So hard for Mommy, so pathetic and eager. Do you think you deserve my mouth, Lukas?"

"Please, Mommy," he begged, his voice breaking. "Please, I need it."

"You'll get what Mommy decides you deserve," she replied, her grip tightening briefly, eliciting a whimper. Then, without warning, she leaned forward, taking him into her mouth with a swift, possessive motion.

Lukas gasped, his hands clenching at his sides as her lips closed around him, her tongue swirling over the sensitive head.

Helena worked him with ruthless precision, her mouth a perfect blend of pleasure and control. She took him deep, her throat relaxing to accommodate his length, then pulled back to tease the tip with quick, firm licks.

The leather of her glove grazed his balls, adding a sharp edge to the sensation as she squeezed lightly, testing his limits. Lukas moaned, his hips bucking involuntarily, but she pinned him in place with a firm hand on his thigh, reminding him who was in charge.

"Stay still," she commanded, her voice muffled but authoritative. "Mommy's sucking your cock, and you don't move unless I say so."

"Yes, Mommy," he gasped, his body trembling with the effort to obey.

She intensified her pace, her mouth relentless, alternating between deep, slow sucks and rapid, teasing flicks. The contrast drove him wild, his moans growing louder, more desperate.

Helena reveled in it—the sounds of his submission, the way his body surrendered to her skill. She was orchestrating his pleasure, pushing him to the edge and holding him there, denying him release until she was ready.

"You want to cum, don't you?" she asked, pulling back briefly, her lips brushing his tip as she spoke. "Beg for it."

"Please, Mommy, let me cum," Lukas pleaded, his voice raw. "I'm yours, please, I need it."

"Not yet," she said, smirking as she took him deep again, her throat constricting around him. She squeezed his balls harder, the pain blending with pleasure, making him cry out. Her tongue worked mercilessly, driving him closer to the brink, her control absolute.

Finally, when his moans became a continuous plea, she pulled back just enough to speak. "Cum for Mommy, Lukas. Now."

With a strangled cry, he obeyed, his release spilling into her mouth in hot pulses. Helena took it all, swallowing with a possessive satisfaction, her eyes locked on his as he shuddered through the aftershocks.

When he was spent, she pulled back, wiping her lips with a gloved finger, her expression one of triumphant control.

"Good boy," she said, standing to tower over him again.

"You took Mommy's blow job like a perfect slave."

"Thank you, Mommy," he panted, his body limp with exhaustion and devotion.

Helena adjusted her jacket, smoothing the leather as if nothing had happened, her composure unshaken. She had learned what made him tremble, what made him moan, what made him sink deeper into submission.

And in that hour, she had discovered the joy of commanding, of praising, of pushing boundaries just to the edge before pulling back—only to push them further next time.

And she learned things about herself, too—how much she enjoyed the control, the worship, the complete surrender of another human being to her will. How it filled a void within her she hadn't even recognized until now.

Afterward, as they both caught their breath, Helena stroked Lukas's hair where he rested his head against her thigh, his expression one of dazed satisfaction.

"Was that what you wanted, baby?" she asked, her voice gentler now, almost maternal in its tenderness.

"Better," he murmured, looking up at her with something like wonder. "So much better than I ever imagined."

Helena smiled, pleased by his response. "And what about Anna?" she asked, the name a sudden sharp edge in the warm haze between them.

Guilt flickered across his features, reality intruding on fantasy. "I love her," he said, and Helena believed him. "This doesn't change that. It's just..."

"Different," Helena supplied, understanding completely. "A different need. A different hunger."

He nodded, grateful for her comprehension. "Yes."

Helena checked her watch—11:40 PM. "She'll be home soon," she said, regret coloring her tone. "You should go."

Lukas stood reluctantly, his movements languid and satisfied. "When can I see you again? Like this?"

The eagerness in his voice was flattering, addictive. Helena rose from her chair, adjusting her clothing with practiced movements. "Soon," she promised, reaching up to stroke his cheek. "Mommy won't make her good boy wait too long."

His eyes darkened at her words, desire rekindling despite his recent satisfaction. "I'll be thinking about you every minute until then."

"As you should," Helena said, her confident smile returning. "Now, listen carefully. Shower when you get home—you smell like my perfume. Act normal with Anna. Don't give her any reason to suspect."

"I won't," he promised, his expression serious. "I'd never hurt her."

Helena nodded, accepting his sincerity. "Then we understand each other."

At the penthouse door, Helena surprised herself by pulling him close for a final, possessive kiss. "Mine," she whispered against his lips.

"Yours, Mommy," he agreed, his voice rough with emotion.

When the door closed behind him, Helena leaned against it, heart racing, body still humming with satisfaction and power. What had she done? What had she started? The enormity of it settled on her shoulders—the risk, the betrayal, the potential consequences.

And yet, she couldn't bring herself to regret it. Not when she'd felt more alive in the past two hours than she had in years. Not when she'd discovered a part of herself she never knew existed—a part that thrived on dominance, on control, on the worship of a man who truly saw her.

Helena pushed herself away from the door and moved through the penthouse, turning off lights as she went. In her bedroom, she carefully removed the leather pantsuit, hanging it with almost reverential care. She showered, washing away the evidence of the evening—the perfume, the makeup, the lingering scent of Lukas on her skin.

As she slipped between silk sheets, Helena's phone buzzed on the nightstand. A text from Anna:

Finally home! The thesis research took forever. Is it weird that I kind of miss having you bossing everyone around during the unpacking? Lukas just got home too—says he went for a drive to clear his head. Men, right? Love you, Mom.

Helena stared at the message, guilt and triumph warring within her. Her daughter, so trusting, so oblivious to what had transpired only hours earlier.

Love you too, Liebling, she typed back. Get some rest. Call me tomorrow.

She set the phone down and turned off the lamp, darkness enveloping the room. In the quiet, Helena acknowledged a truth she'd been avoiding: this wasn't just about power or control or sexual experimentation. This was about filling a void that had been growing within her for years, a hunger for connection, for significance, for something beyond the cold success of her career.

That Lukas was the one to fill that void was a complication she hadn't anticipated. That she was willing to risk everything—her relationship with her daughter, her reputation, her carefully constructed life—for the thrill of his submission was a revelation that both exhilarated and terrified her.

As sleep finally claimed her, Helena's last conscious thought was of Lukas kneeling before her, looking up with worship in his eyes, calling her "Mommy" in that broken, needy voice. A voice she was already craving to hear again.

The line had been crossed. There was no going back now.

And Helena Schmidt didn't want to.


Chapter 4: Acquisition

Two weeks had passed since that night in Helena's penthouse—fourteen days of professional emails, family text messages, and not a single private moment. Lukas had begun to wonder if it had been a vivid dream, some elaborate fantasy his desperate mind had conjured. But then he'd catch the ghost of a smirk on Helena's lips during Sunday dinner, a fleeting touch of her fingers against his as she passed the salt, and he'd know it had been real.

The waiting was exquisite torture, exactly as she'd intended.

Lukas stared at his computer screen, trying to focus on the algorithm refinements his team lead had requested. The office hummed with the usual activity—keyboards clicking, quiet conversations, the occasional burst of laughter. Normal. Routine. Nothing like the storm that raged inside him whenever he thought of Helena's leather-clad form, her commanding voice, the way she'd made him crawl across her study floor.

His phone buzzed, startling him from his reverie.

"Weber," Martin Eckhardt's clipped voice came through the line. "My office. Now."

Lukas frowned. The CEO rarely spoke directly to mid-level developers. "Yes, sir. On my way."

Anxiety tightened his chest as he made his way through the open-plan workspace toward the glass-walled executive suite. Had something gone wrong with the project? Was there a security breach? Layoffs?

He knocked on the frosted glass door of Eckhardt's office, then entered at the gruff "Come in."

And froze.

Helena sat in one of the leather chairs facing Eckhardt's desk, her legs elegantly crossed, auburn hair swept into a sleek chignon. She wore a charcoal suit with a blood-red silk blouse—CEO armor, not the leather dominatrix who had commanded him to his knees. Nothing in her expression betrayed their secret as she turned to regard him with cool professionalism.

"Ah, Weber," Eckhardt said, rising from his chair. "There you are. Have a seat."

Lukas lowered himself into the chair beside Helena, hyper-aware of her perfume—something with sandalwood notes that immediately transported him back to her penthouse. She seemed even more imposing in this environment, her five-inch Louboutin heels elevating her already statuesque height to something almost intimidating. Beside her, he felt small, a sensation that sent an inappropriate thrill through his body.

"Do you know why I've called you here?" Eckhardt asked, his typically stern expression unusually animated.

"No, sir," Lukas managed, his mouth dry.

"Frau Schmidt has some excellent news," Eckhardt continued, gesturing toward Helena. "News that concerns you directly."

Helena uncrossed her legs slowly, the sound of silk against silk drawing Lukas's attention despite his best efforts. She turned to face him, her green eyes unreadable. "Herr Weber," she began, her voice crisp and professional, "I've been evaluating your AI financial processing algorithm for the past two weeks. My team has conducted extensive testing, and I'm pleased to inform you that Schmidt Finanz has decided to move forward with acquisition."

Lukas blinked, certain he'd misheard. "Acquisition?"

"Indeed," Helena continued smoothly. "We're prepared to acquire eighty percent of TechNova's financial technology division, with specific focus on your AI platform. The integration will form the backbone of our new consumer banking application."

Eckhardt couldn't contain his excitement. "Schmidt Finanz is offering eighteen million euros, Weber. For a technology your team developed! Do you understand what this means?"

Lukas felt light-headed. "I... I'm not sure I do, sir."

"It means," Helena interjected, "that your innovation has caught the attention of one of Germany's leading financial institutions. It means your career trajectory has just been significantly altered." A ghost of a smile played at the corners of her mouth. "For the better."

Eckhardt nodded vigorously. "Frau Schmidt has specifically requested that you lead the integration team. You'll be relocating temporarily to Schmidt Finanz headquarters to oversee implementation."

"For how long?" Lukas asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

"Six months, minimum," Helena replied. "You'll have an office adjacent to mine to facilitate direct communication during the critical integration phase."

Adjacent to hers. Six months of daily proximity to the woman who had awoken something primal within him. Six months under her direct supervision, professionally and—the unspoken promise hung in the air between them—otherwise.

"This is..." Lukas struggled to find appropriate words, aware of Eckhardt's expectant gaze. "An incredible opportunity. Thank you, Frau Schmidt."

"Don't thank me yet," Helena said, a hint of steel beneath her professional tone. "I expect excellence, Herr Weber. Nothing less."

"Of course," he responded, hearing the double meaning in her words.

Eckhardt clapped his hands together. "Well! This calls for a celebration. Weber, you're getting a substantial promotion and bonus package as part of this deal. Senior Development Director with a team of fifteen under you."

Lukas nodded numbly, still processing the implications. Helena had engineered this whole situation—had spent two weeks arranging to have him under her control in every aspect of his life.

"When do I start?" he asked.

"Monday," Helena answered. "I've already had HR prepare your office and security clearances." She checked her watch—a Patek Philippe that probably cost more than his annual salary. "In fact, I should be going. I have meetings all afternoon."

She rose gracefully, extending her hand to Eckhardt. "Always a pleasure, Martin. My legal team will be in touch with the final paperwork tomorrow."

"Absolutely, Frau Schmidt. We're thrilled about this partnership."

Helena turned to Lukas, offering her hand. He took it, feeling a jolt of electricity at the contact. "Walk me out, Herr Weber? I'd like to discuss a few preliminary details."

"Of course," Lukas said, hyperaware of Eckhardt's approving nod.

They moved through the office in silence, Helena's heels clicking authoritatively against the polished concrete floors. Heads turned as they passed—Helena Schmidt was well-known in Berlin's business circles, her presence commanding attention wherever she went. Even without the heels, she would have been tall, but with them, she towered over many of her male colleagues—a physical manifestation of her power that clearly pleased her.

In the elevator, alone at last, Lukas exhaled shakily. "Helena, what—"

"Not here," she cut him off, her tone brisk. "Security cameras."

He fell silent, studying her profile as she gazed impassively at the descending floor numbers. Nothing in her demeanor suggested anything beyond professional interest in a business acquisition. The same woman who had made him kiss her boots, who had called him "baby" and "sweetheart," now stood beside him like a stranger.

The contrast was maddening. Arousing.

In the underground parking garage, Helena led him to her Mercedes—a sleek, black S-Class that purred to life as they approached.

"Get in," she said, sliding into the driver's seat. "I'll drive you home."

Lukas obeyed, settling into the passenger seat, surrounded by the scent of expensive leather and her perfume. Helena navigated smoothly out of the garage, her movements precise and controlled like everything else about her.

"You engineered all of this," Lukas said once they were on the street. "The acquisition. My position."

Helena's lips curved into a satisfied smile. "Of course I did. Did you think I'd leave something this important to chance?"

"But eighteen million euros? Just to—"

"To what?" she interrupted, her voice sharpening. "To have my lover nearby? Don't flatter yourself, Lukas." She accelerated smoothly around a slower vehicle. "The technology is genuinely impressive. Worth every cent. The fact that it comes with certain... personal benefits is merely a convenient alignment of interests."

Lukas watched her profile, the strong line of her jaw, the confident set of her shoulders. "You haven't contacted me in two weeks."

"I've been busy," Helena replied simply. "Arranging your professional future, among other things." She glanced at him briefly. "Were you worried I'd lost interest?"

"Yes," he admitted, the honesty surprising them both.

Helena laughed, the sound rich and warm in the confined space of the luxury car. "Oh, sweetheart. I was giving you time to think about what happened. To decide if you truly wanted more."

Her right hand left the gear shift, landing deliberately on his inner thigh. This was no accidental touch—her fingers traced a slow, possessive path upward, her eyes never leaving the road.

"Do you?" she asked, her voice dropping to that silky contralto that bypassed his brain entirely. "Want more?"

"Yes," Lukas breathed, his body responding instantly, blood rushing south as her fingers inched higher. "God, yes."

Helena's hand cupped him firmly through his trousers, a brazen claim of ownership that made him gasp. "Already so eager," she murmured, applying just enough pressure to make him squirm. "And we haven't even started."

"Helena," he groaned, his hips instinctively pushing against her palm. "Someone could see—"

"Tinted windows," she replied, unconcerned. "One of the benefits of wealth." Her hand squeezed once more before returning to the gear shift, leaving him aching and unfulfilled. "Besides, the possibility of discovery excites you, doesn't it? The risk? The forbidden nature of it all?"

His flush was answer enough. Helena smiled, satisfaction gleaming in her eyes as she steered with one hand, the other resting on the gear shift tantalizingly close to his straining arousal.

"I own your company now," she said conversationally, as if discussing the weather rather than his complete capitulation to her will. "Soon I'll own you just as thoroughly. Every aspect of your professional life under my control." At a red light, she turned to look at him directly, her gaze predatory. "How does that make you feel, knowing you'll be at my mercy in every way?"

"Terrified," Lukas admitted, his voice barely audible. Then, after a pause: "Aroused."

Helena's laugh was dark velvet. "Honesty. I appreciate that." The light changed, and she returned her attention to the road. "We're going to have such fun together, you and I."

Before he could respond, she'd pulled up outside his apartment building. "Here we are," she said, her tone shifting back to professional. "I believe Anna is home already. Best not keep her waiting with the good news."

Lukas stared at her, frustrated and aroused in equal measure. "Will you come up? She'd want to thank you in person."

Helena considered this, then nodded. "Why not? It would look strange if I didn't acknowledge such an important development in my son-in-law's career."

The elevator ride to the apartment was silent, both of them retreating behind masks of propriety. Lukas unlocked the door, calling out as they entered.

"Anna? Are you home? We have a visitor."

Anna appeared from the kitchen, flour dusting her apron, her blonde hair pulled back in a messy ponytail. Her eyes widened at the sight of her mother.

"Mom! This is a surprise." She wiped her hands, moving to embrace Helena. "What brings you by?"

Helena returned the hug, her expression warming in a way Lukas now recognized as genuine maternal affection. Whatever was happening between them, Helena's love for her daughter remained uncomplicated.

"I have some exciting news about Lukas," Helena said, stepping back. "Or rather, he does."

Anna turned to her husband, eyebrows raised expectantly. "Well? Don't keep me in suspense."

Lukas took a deep breath. "Schmidt Finanz is acquiring the AI technology I've been developing. They're integrating it into a new banking platform."

Anna's mouth fell open. "What? That's incredible!"

"There's more," Lukas continued, still scarcely believing it himself. "I'm being promoted to Senior Development Director, with a team under me. I'll be working directly at Schmidt Finanz headquarters for the next six months to oversee the integration."

"With my mother?" Anna looked between them, surprised but delighted. "That's... wow. I don't even know what to say."

"It's a significant opportunity," Helena said, removing her jacket and draping it over a chair with casual elegance. "Lukas's technology is genuinely impressive. I wouldn't invest in it otherwise, regardless of family connections."

Anna hugged Lukas tightly. "I'm so proud of you! We should celebrate." She turned to her mother. "Will you stay for dinner? I'm making that pumpkin risotto you like."

"I'd love to," Helena replied, following them into the kitchen. "Can I help?"

Anna laughed. "You? In the kitchen? I remember your cooking, Mom."

"I have many talents," Helena said dryly. "Culinary arts simply isn't among them."

"You can open the wine," Anna suggested, gesturing to a bottle on the counter. "Lukas, can you set the table?"

As Lukas gathered plates and silverware, he listened to mother and daughter chat in the kitchen, the normality of the scene at odds with the secret that now pulsed between him and Helena. Anna was animated, asking questions about the acquisition, the new position, the financial implications.

He arranged the place settings, hyperaware of Helena's presence just a few meters away. How could Anna not sense the tension, the electricity? How could she not see the way his body oriented toward her mother's like a compass finding north?

"So, Mom," Anna's voice carried from the kitchen. "Why the sudden interest in Lukas's work? Before we got married, you were convinced he wasn't ambitious enough."

Lukas froze, ears straining to catch Helena's response.

"People change, Liebling," Helena replied smoothly. "Lukas has proven himself more... dedicated than I initially gave him credit for."

"Still," Anna persisted. "Buying his company? Giving him an office next to yours? It's a complete turnaround."

Lukas moved closer to the kitchen, ostensibly to collect glasses, but really to observe this exchange. Helena was leaning against the counter, wine glass in hand, the picture of relaxed elegance despite the potential minefield of the conversation.

"The AI platform is genuinely innovative," Helena explained. "It would be poor business to ignore an excellent opportunity simply because I once had reservations about your choice of husband."

Anna stirred the risotto, a slight frown creasing her brow. "So this is purely business?"

"What else would it be?" Helena countered, taking a sip of wine. "Though I will admit, it's nice to help family when I can. What's the point of my success if I can't use it to support those close to me?"

Anna's expression softened. "That's... actually really sweet, Mom."

"Don't sound so surprised," Helena said with a laugh. "I'm not entirely heartless."

"I know, but..." Anna hesitated. "You've always been so focused on the business, especially since Dad left. Sometimes it felt like Schmidt Finanz was your only child."

Something vulnerable flickered across Helena's face, so briefly Lukas might have imagined it. "Perhaps I've gained some perspective with age," she said quietly. "Perhaps I've realized that building an empire means little if you have no one to share it with."

"Is that why you've been spending more time with us lately?" Anna asked, moving to hug her mother. "Because you're lonely?"

Helena returned the embrace, her eyes meeting Lukas's over Anna's shoulder. "Let's just say I've discovered the importance of family connections," she said, her gaze holding his with an intensity that made his breath catch. "And that there are different kinds of satisfaction in life beyond professional success."

Anna pulled back, smiling. "Well, I'm glad. And I'm grateful you're giving Lukas this opportunity. He respects you so much, you know. Always talks about how brilliant you are."

"Does he?" Helena's lips curved into a knowing smile. "How flattering."

"It's true," Lukas said, finding his voice at last. "I've always admired your... authority."

Helena's eyes darkened at his choice of words. "Authority is only as effective as those willing to submit to it," she replied, the double entendre sliding past Anna completely.

"Speaking of authority," Helena continued, her tone shifting subtly, "I had always hoped you'd join me at Schmidt Finanz after your studies, Anna. You have a natural aptitude for business that you've never fully explored."

Anna's smile faltered slightly. "Mom, we've talked about this. I love my academic work. The research I'm doing—"

"Will never change the world the way real business decisions can," Helena interrupted, a hint of old disappointment coloring her tone. "Your father always said you had his practical nature, but I see my ambition in you. It's just... misdirected."

An uncomfortable silence fell. Lukas watched the subtle power struggle between mother and daughter, fascinated by this glimpse into their complex relationship.

"Let's not do this tonight," Anna said finally, her voice firm but gentle. "We're celebrating Lukas's success, remember?"

Helena inclined her head in acquiescence, though Lukas could see the lingering frustration in her eyes. "Of course. My apologies." She raised her glass. "To Lukas, and new beginnings."

The dinner that followed was an exquisite form of torture for Lukas. Helena was the perfect mother-in-law—interested, supportive, offering advice about his new position and the challenges of team management. Not once did she betray their secret with an inappropriate touch or suggestive comment. Yet the subtext beneath every interaction was unmistakable to him—the way she held his gaze a beat too long, the subtle dominance in her posture, the deliberate brush of her foot against his ankle under the table.

By the time they'd finished the meal, Lukas was a mess of conflicting emotions—arousal, guilt, anticipation, fear. Anna, however, was simply delighted by the evening, her cheeks flushed with wine and excitement about their future prospects.

"More wine, Mom?" she offered, reaching for the bottle.

Helena shook her head. "I should be going soon. Early meeting tomorrow."

"You've had too much to drive," Anna protested. "We both have."

"I'll call a car service," Helena said, reaching for her phone.

"Don't be silly," Anna countered. "Lukas hasn't been drinking. He can drive you home, can't he, honey?"

Lukas looked up from his water glass, meeting Helena's eyes across the table. "Of course," he said, his voice steadier than he felt. "It would be my pleasure."

"Well, if you're sure it's not an imposition," Helena said, the picture of polite hesitation.

"Not at all," Lukas assured her, already standing. "Let me get my keys."

As Helena gathered her things, Anna hugged her mother goodbye at the door. "Thank you again," she said. "For everything."

"Anything for family," Helena replied warmly. Then, turning to Lukas with an unexpected smile, she opened her arms. "And thank you, Lukas, for making this partnership possible."

Surprised but pleased by this public display of affection, Lukas stepped into her embrace. Anna beamed, watching her mother and husband finally bonding after years of frosty politeness.

What Anna couldn't see was the way Helena's hands slid down to grasp his buttocks, her manicured nails digging into the flesh through his trousers. She pulled him tight against her, her lips brushing his ear as she whispered: "Mommy expects a proper return on her investment. Starting Monday."

The words, combined with her possessive grip, sent a jolt of arousal through Lukas so intense he had to bite back a groan. By the time they separated, he was flushed and slightly breathless, a state Anna attributed to emotion rather than forbidden desire.

"Wow," Anna said, squeezing his arm affectionately. "I never thought I'd see the day you two would be so close."

If only she knew how close they'd already been. How close they would soon be again.

In the elevator, the facade of normalcy dropped away like a discarded mask. Helena didn't speak, but her presence filled the small space with electric tension. Lukas kept his eyes forward, afraid that if he looked at her, he might do something reckless, something that would expose them both.

The night air was cool as they walked to his car—a modest Volkswagen that seemed suddenly inadequate beside the memory of her luxury Mercedes. He opened the passenger door for her, hyper-aware of her scent as she slid past him into the seat.

They drove in silence for several minutes, the city lights creating patterns across her profile. Finally, Lukas couldn't bear it any longer.

"Was it all planned?" he asked. "From the beginning?"

Helena turned to study him, her expression thoughtful. "Not all of it. I didn't plan to find you masturbating to my photo, for instance." A smile played at the corners of her mouth. "But once certain... appetites... were revealed, I saw an opportunity."

"An opportunity," Lukas repeated, his knuckles white on the steering wheel. "For what, exactly?"

"To satisfy mutual desires," Helena said simply. "You need dominance, structure, control. I find I enjoy providing those things." She reached over, trailing her fingers along his tense forearm. "We're good together, Lukas. Better than I anticipated."

Her hand slid to his thigh, squeezing possessively, then moved higher with deliberate intent. This time there was nothing accidental about her touch as she cupped him through his trousers, feeling his immediate response.

"Still so hard for me," she murmured, applying pressure that made him bite his lip to suppress a moan. "Even after all this time in my presence, restraining yourself, pretending to be just my son-in-law."

"Helena," he gasped, struggling to keep the car steady as her skilled fingers worked him through the fabric. "I can't—I'm driving—"

"Then drive carefully," she replied, not ceasing her ministrations. "Consider this a test of your self-control. Something you'll need plenty of in the coming months."

The dual challenge of navigating Berlin's streets while Helena's hand tormented him was almost more than Lukas could bear. Each squeeze, each stroke brought him closer to the edge, his breathing ragged, his focus fracturing.

"I could make you come like this," Helena observed clinically, watching his struggle with evident pleasure. "Right here in your car. Would you like that?"

"Yes," he admitted, the word torn from him like a confession.

Helena smiled and removed her hand, leaving him aching and desperate. "Not yet," she said softly. "You haven't earned it."

Lukas exhaled shakily, equal parts frustrated and aroused by her denial. "The business deal?" he managed to ask. "The promotion? My office next to yours?"

"Convenient circumstances," Helena replied, smoothing her skirt as if nothing had happened. "Though I won't deny the appeal of having you nearby, under my professional authority as well as my personal control."

"What happens Monday?" Lukas asked, pulling up outside her building. "When I start at Schmidt Finanz?"

Helena's smile was pure predatory satisfaction. "Monday, you become mine in every sense of the word." She leaned closer, her lips brushing his ear as she whispered, "I've just bought the boy I liked."

The possessive declaration sent a shudder through him—fear and desire in equal measure. "Helena—"

She silenced him with a finger against his lips. "Shhh. No more questions tonight. Just one instruction." Her finger traced the outline of his mouth, her eyes following the movement. "When you go home to my daughter, when you lie beside her in bed, I want you to think of me. Of what's coming. Of who you really belong to now."

Before he could respond, she was gone, exiting the car with fluid grace and striding toward her building without a backward glance. Lukas watched her disappear inside, his breathing uneven, his mind racing with implications.

Helena had orchestrated everything—his career, his future, his physical proximity to her—with the same ruthless efficiency she applied to all aspects of her life. She had acquired him as surely as she'd acquired his company, seeing value where others hadn't, investing in potential she intended to develop.

As he drove home to Anna, Lukas felt himself balanced on a knife's edge between exhilaration and terror. Monday would mark the beginning of something unprecedented—his complete immersion in Helena's world, his surrender to her authority in every sphere of his life.

The thought should have frightened him more than it did. Instead, he found himself counting the hours until he could kneel before her again, until he could call her "Mommy" in that secret, sacred space they'd created together.

Until he could fully become what she'd purchased—her possession, her project, her good boy.

Lukas entered the apartment quietly, finding Anna already in bed, scrolling through her phone. She looked up as he entered, her smile bright and uncomplicated.

"Everything go okay with Mom?" she asked, setting her phone aside.

"Fine," he said, forcing normalcy into his voice. "She's excited about the project."

"I still can't believe it," Anna said, watching as he undressed for bed. "You and my mother, working together every day. Who would have thought?"

Lukas slipped under the covers beside her, guilt and anticipation warring in his chest. "Life is full of surprises," he murmured.

"Good ones, in this case," Anna said, snuggling against him. "I'm so proud of you. And I'm glad Mom finally sees what I've always seen in you."

If only she knew exactly what her mother saw in him—what needs Helena had recognized that Anna never had. What surrender Helena had drawn from him that Anna had never demanded.

"Me too," he said softly, staring at the ceiling as Anna's breathing gradually slowed into sleep beside him.

In the darkness, Helena's words echoed in his mind: I've just bought the boy I liked.

And God help him, he was glad she had.


Chapter 5: Public and Private

The first week at Schmidt Finanz had not gone as Lukas expected.

He stood at the floor-to-ceiling windows of his cramped office—if it could even be called that. The space was little more than a converted storage room adjacent to Helena's executive suite, with barely enough room for a desk, chair, and the servers he needed for development work. The contrast to her palatial corner office was striking and clearly deliberate.

"Admiring the view, AI Boy?"

Lukas turned to find Helena in his doorway, impeccable as always in a navy pantsuit, her auburn hair pulled back in a severe chignon. Her lips curved into what any observer would interpret as a mocking smile, though he alone could see the predatory heat beneath.

"Just taking a break, Frau Schmidt," he replied, the formal address feeling strange on his tongue after having called her "Mommy" in private.

"Breaks are for people who've accomplished something," Helena said, her voice carrying to the open-plan workspace beyond his door. Several heads turned their way, employees eager to witness the CEO's now-infamous treatment of her son-in-law. "The integration timeline you submitted is completely inadequate. Redo it by end of day."

She dropped a folder on his desk with a dismissive flick of her wrist. "And try to remember you're working for Schmidt Finanz now, not some little tech startup where deadlines are optional."

Without awaiting a response, she turned and walked away, stiletto heels clicking authoritatively on the marble flooring. Lukas felt the stares of his colleagues—some pitying, others amused, all curious about the dynamic between the fearsome CEO and her newly acquired son-in-law.

"Brutal," murmured Stefan, a fellow developer who occupied the desk nearest Lukas's door. "She's been riding you all week. Family dinner must be awkward as hell."

Lukas managed a rueful smile. "You have no idea."

"Is it true she only bought your tech so she could personally oversee its failure?" Stefan asked, lowering his voice. "That's what Claudia in Legal says."

"I wouldn't know," Lukas replied, the rumors becoming more outlandish by the day. "I just build the algorithms."

"Well, if you ask me, she's planning to fire you once the integration's complete," Stefan continued, clearly enjoying the gossip. "My money's on three months, tops."

"Thanks for the vote of confidence," Lukas said dryly, returning to his desk.

He opened the folder Helena had dropped, finding not the timeline documents he expected, but a handwritten note in her elegant script: My office. 13:00. Lunch meeting. Come hungry.

Heat flooded his body as he quickly closed the folder. This had been their pattern all week—public disdain masking private possession. Helena had constructed a perfect cover for their forbidden relationship, one where her cold treatment of him in front of others made the idea of a secret affair seem laughable.

Who would suspect the imperious CEO was sleeping with the son-in-law she seemingly despised?

At precisely 1 PM, Lukas knocked on Helena's office door, stomach fluttering with anticipation.

"Enter," came her cool response.

He stepped inside to find her seated behind her massive desk, phone to her ear, gesturing impatiently for him to sit in one of the visitor chairs. The office was a testament to her power—twenty-eighth floor views of Berlin, original artwork on the walls, furnishings that probably cost more than his annual salary. She continued her call, discussing merger details with someone named Friedrich, deliberately ignoring Lukas for several long minutes.

Finally, she ended the call and pressed a button on her desk console. The subtle click of the door locking behind him sent a thrill up his spine.

"Right on time," she said, her voice transforming from professional crispness to something warmer, silkier. "Good boy."

The praise, so at odds with her public treatment, made him flush with pleasure. "Thank you, Helena."

"Ah-ah," she corrected, one eyebrow arching. "We're alone now. What do you call me in private?"

Lukas swallowed, the forbidden word still difficult to say aloud, even after everything they'd done together. "Thank you, Mommy."

Helena's smile was pure satisfaction. "There's my sweet boy." She rose from her desk and moved to a seating area near the windows, where a covered tray waited on a coffee table. "Come. I've ordered lunch."

Lukas joined her on the leather sofa, careful to maintain a professional distance despite their locked-door privacy. Helena removed the tray cover, revealing an elegant spread of sushi and sashimi.

"You mentioned you liked Japanese," she said, arranging chopsticks beside his plate. "I had this brought in from Matsuhisa."

The thoughtfulness surprised him. "Thank you. I didn't think you'd remember something so trivial."

"I remember everything about what's mine," Helena replied simply, selecting a piece of tuna sashimi with her chopsticks. But instead of eating it herself, she held it to his lips. "Open."

Lukas hesitated, the intimacy of being hand-fed somehow more forbidden than their sexual encounters. Helena's eyes narrowed slightly.

"Don't make me repeat myself, sweetheart."

He parted his lips, allowing her to place the morsel on his tongue. The fish was buttery, melting against his palate, but it was the act itself—Helena feeding him by hand—that made his heart race.

"Good?" she asked, selecting another piece.

"Yes," he replied softly. "It's perfect."

"Like you," Helena murmured, feeding him a second piece, her fingers brushing his lips deliberately. "My perfect boy, so obedient in private, taking all that abuse in public without complaint."

Lukas accepted another bite from her fingers, growing more comfortable with the intimate ritual. "The contrast is... intense."

"That's the point," Helena said, taking a piece for herself before selecting another for him. "No one suspects what we really are to each other. They think I despise you, that I'm punishing Anna by making your professional life miserable."

"The rumors are getting creative," Lukas admitted between bites. "Apparently you're planning to fire me as soon as the integration is complete."

Helena laughed, the sound rich and genuine in a way she never allowed in public. "Let them think what they want. It's the perfect cover." She traced his lower lip with her thumb, wiping away a drop of soy sauce. "Does it bother you? The way I treat you out there?"

Lukas considered the question seriously. "I thought it would. But it's almost... exciting? Knowing that only I see this side of you. That everyone else gets the ice queen, but I get..."

"Mommy," Helena finished for him, her eyes darkening with pleasure at the admission. "You like having a secret, don't you? Something that's just ours."

"Yes," he confessed, accepting another piece of sushi from her fingers, allowing himself to suck lightly on her fingertips as she withdrew.

Helena's breath caught at the small act of reciprocal intimacy. For the next thirty minutes, they continued this ritual—Helena feeding him, occasionally taking bites herself, their conversation flowing with surprising ease. Here, behind locked doors, they discovered a connection that went beyond the physical, beyond the forbidden thrill of their arrangement. They discussed books, films, technology trends, Helena's childhood in Munich, Lukas's university years.

It was almost like a real relationship, if he ignored the wedding ring on his finger and the fact that the woman tenderly feeding him sushi was his wife's mother.

"You have to go," Helena said eventually, checking her watch. "I have the board arriving in twenty minutes, and you have a timeline to revise."

Just like that, the spell was broken, reality reasserting itself. Lukas nodded, rising from the sofa. "Thank you for lunch, Hel—Mommy."

She smiled, pleased at his correction. "You're learning." She stood as well, straightening his tie with proprietary hands. "Tonight, I want you to call me. After Anna is asleep. We'll discuss your... performance review."

The suggestion sent heat coursing through him. "Yes, Mommy."

Helena's eyes glittered with dark promise. "Now go. And remember to look appropriately cowed when you leave. Everyone expects me to have eviscerated you during our meeting."

Lukas adopted a defeated posture as he exited her office, head slightly bowed, shoulders hunched. He'd become adept at this performance, at playing the browbeaten son-in-law suffering under his tyrannical mother-in-law's professional scrutiny.

"Still breathing?" Stefan asked as Lukas returned to his desk. "You were in there a while."

"Barely," Lukas muttered, maintaining the charade. "She's... intense."

"That's one word for it," Stefan snorted. "Ice Queen is what most people call her. Or just 'Her Majesty' when she's not around."

Lukas simply nodded, not trusting himself to defend Helena without revealing too much. Instead, he buried himself in work for the remainder of the day, acutely aware of her presence just beyond the wall that separated their offices.

The days fell into a pattern after that. In public, Helena was merciless—criticizing his work in meetings, calling him "AI Boy" in front of colleagues, assigning him the least desirable tasks. In private, behind locked doors, she transformed into "Mommy"—feeding him lunch with her own hands, praising his submission, showing a tenderness no one else ever witnessed.

The dichotomy was intoxicating, each public humiliation heightening the intensity of their private moments. Lukas found himself almost looking forward to her cutting remarks in meetings, knowing they were preludes to the secret intimacy they'd share later.



By Saturday, most of the executive floor was deserted. Helena had insisted Lukas come in to complete critical updates, though Anna believed he was attending a necessary debugging session with the development team.

In reality, he was alone on the twenty-eighth floor, working in his cramped office while Helena conducted a series of video conferences in her suite. The building felt eerily quiet, the usual bustle of the workweek replaced by a stillness that made every sound more noticeable—the hum of the servers, the occasional ping of an incoming email, the click of Helena's heels when she crossed her office.

At noon, his phone buzzed with a text message:

Having computer issues. Come fix it immediately. Bring your tools.

Lukas smiled at the transparent pretext but dutifully grabbed his laptop and a small toolkit, making his way to Helena's office. He knocked before entering, maintaining the professional facade even when they were alone in the building.

"You texted about computer problems?" he asked, stepping inside.

Helena sat behind her desk, phone pressed to her ear, but her eyes tracked him like a predator. She gestured impatiently for him to come closer, continuing her conversation.

"Yes, Heinrich, the projections look solid. But I want the Singapore numbers recalculated before Monday's call." She paused, listening. "No excuses. Just make it happen."

She hung up with a decisive tap, then turned her attention fully to Lukas. "My mouse is acting up. Something wrong with the connection."

Lukas nodded, playing along. "Let me take a look."

He circled the desk, kneeling to examine the computer setup underneath. The system was state-of-the-art, with multiple monitors and a custom-built tower. He checked the mouse cable, finding it properly connected.

"Everything seems fine from here," he said, still crouched beneath the desk. "Maybe it's the—"

The unmistakable sound of the office door locking interrupted him. Then Helena's chair rolled back, and suddenly she was sitting directly in front of him, her legs encased in black leather trousers spreading slightly.

"I think you're looking in the wrong place, AI Boy," she said, her voice dropping to that silky contralto that never failed to send shivers down his spine. "Perhaps you should check Mommy's pussy instead of the mouse."

Lukas's breath caught, the crude words shocking from her usually refined lips. "Helena—"

"That's not my name when we're alone," she reminded him, one stiletto-clad foot nudging his thigh. "Try again."

"Mommy," he corrected, his voice barely audible.

"Better," she purred. "Now, I believe I gave you a task. I've been in meetings all morning while you've been playing with your algorithms. Mommy needs some attention."

The leather of her pants was warm beneath his trembling fingers as he reached for the zipper. This was crossing a new line—their private moments had always occurred in her penthouse or his apartment when Anna was away, never at the office, never somewhere they might be discovered.

"What if someone comes in?" he whispered, even as his body responded to the danger.

Helena laughed softly. "It's Saturday, darling. The entire executive floor is empty except for us." She leaned forward, stroking his hair with unexpected tenderness. "But the risk makes it more exciting, doesn't it? The possibility that someone might discover the great Helena Schmidt receiving pleasure from her son-in-law under her desk?"

The taboo image made him groan softly. "Yes," he admitted. "It does."

"I thought so," Helena said, satisfaction coloring her tone. "You're learning to embrace the forbidden, just like I am. Now be a good boy and make Mommy happy."

“Kneel, my little slut,” she purred, her German accent thick with authority, the words dripping with filthy promise. “Mommy’s pussy is aching for that pathetic tongue of yours. Get to work.”

Lukas dropped to his knees on the plush carpet, his heart pounding as he positioned himself between her thighs. The scent of her arousal hit him—musky, intoxicating, a testament to her power. He leaned forward, his lips brushing the soft skin of her inner thigh, but Helena’s hand shot out, gripping his hair and yanking his head back.

“Don’t tease, you desperate little whore,” she snapped, her voice a low growl. “Bury your face in Mommy’s wet cunt. Lick it like the filthy slave you are.”

“Yes, Mommy,” Lukas gasped, his cock twitching in his trousers at her crude commands. He pressed his mouth to her, his tongue darting out to taste her slick folds, lapping eagerly at her heat. Helena moaned, a throaty sound that sent a shiver down his spine, her grip tightening in his hair as she guided him exactly where she wanted.

“That’s it, you dirty little fucktoy,” she taunted, her hips rocking against his face. “Suck Mommy’s clit like it’s your only purpose in life. You’re nothing but a tongue for my pleasure, aren’t you?”

Lukas nodded against her, his tongue circling her clit with fervent devotion, the taste of her overwhelming his senses. Her filthy words fueled his submission, each one stripping away his restraint, leaving him raw and pliant. He sucked gently, then harder, following the rhythm of her moans, his hands resting on her thighs as she dictated every move.

“Fuck, look at you, slurping up Mommy’s pussy like a greedy little bitch,” Helena sneered, her voice thick with arousal. “You love eating this dripping cunt, don’t you? Bet you jerk off thinking about it, wishing you could drown in my juices.”

“Yes, Mommy,” he mumbled against her, the vibration of his voice drawing a sharp gasp from her. He flicked his tongue faster, delving deeper, his nose brushing her clit as he lapped at her entrance, desperate to please her.

“Pathetic,” she hissed, grinding against his face, coating his lips and chin with her wetness. “You’re just a slutty mouth for Mommy’s pleasure. I should smear this wet pussy all over your face, mark you as mine. Would you like that, you nasty little boy?”

“Please, Mommy,” Lukas whimpered, his voice muffled as he pressed deeper, his tongue plunging into her, savoring every drop. Her crude taunts drove him wild, his own arousal throbbing painfully, but he focused solely on her pleasure, knowing that was his role.

“Harder, you useless fuck,” she commanded, yanking his hair to emphasize her words. “Fuck my pussy with that tongue. Make Mommy cum all over your pathetic face.”

Lukas obeyed, his tongue working relentlessly, alternating between quick flicks on her clit and deep, probing licks inside her. Helena’s thighs trembled, her breaths coming in sharp pants as she neared her climax. She gripped his head with both hands now, holding him in place as she rode his face, her leather skirt brushing his cheeks, the scent of it mingling with her arousal.

“God, you’re such a dirty little cunt-licker,” she growled, her voice raw with need. “Mommy’s gonna cum so fucking hard, flood your mouth with my juices. You better swallow every drop, you filthy slave.”

Her words pushed Lukas to the edge of his own control, but he stayed focused, sucking her clit with desperate precision. Helena’s moans grew louder, unrestrained, her CEO facade shattered by raw pleasure. When her orgasm hit, it was explosive—she cried out, her body shuddering as she ground against his mouth, her release coating his lips and tongue. Lukas lapped eagerly, swallowing as commanded, his submission complete as he worshipped her through the aftershocks.

“Good boy,” Helena panted, releasing his hair and leaning back on the desk, her chest heaving. She looked down at him, his face glistening with her arousal, and smirked. “Look at you, covered in Mommy’s cum. Such a messy little slut.”

Afterward, Helena's fingers combed through his hair as he rested his head against her thigh, both of them breathing heavily in the aftermath of shared pleasure.

"You're getting better at that," she murmured, her voice languid with satisfaction. "So eager to please."

"Only you," Lukas said softly. "Only ever you."

A comfortable silence fell between them, broken only by the distant sounds of the city beyond the windows. In these moments, Lukas could almost forget the wrongness of their relationship, could almost imagine they were simply lovers without the complicated web of family ties and professional power dynamics.

"Anna called earlier," Helena said eventually, her voice neutral. "She wanted to know if you'd be done in time for dinner with her friends tonight."

Reality crashed back, guilt flooding through him at the mention of his wife. "What did you tell her?"

"That I'd make sure her hardworking husband wasn't kept too late," Helena replied, her hand still stroking his hair. "I told her how impressed I've been with your dedication."

Lukas laughed bitterly. "If she only knew what kind of 'dedication' you meant."

Helena tilted his chin up, forcing him to meet her gaze. "Do you regret this? Us?"

The question hung between them, weighted with implications. Lukas considered lying, saying what a decent man should say—that yes, he regretted betraying his wife with her mother, that the guilt was consuming him, that they should end this madness before anyone got hurt.

Instead, he told the truth.

"No," he whispered. "I should. But I don't."

Something softened in Helena's expression, a vulnerability he rarely glimpsed. "Neither do I." She leaned down, pressing her lips to his forehead in a gesture almost maternal in its tenderness. "My beautiful, complicated boy."

For a breathless moment, Lukas wondered if what they were sharing had evolved beyond the initial arrangement of dominance and submission, beyond the forbidden thrill of taboo desire. If perhaps, despite all odds, genuine feelings were developing in this most inappropriate of relationships.

Then Helena straightened, her CEO mask sliding back into place with practiced ease. "You should go. Fix the timeline for the neural network implementation before you leave. And I expect that behavioral analysis module on my desk Monday morning."

Just like that, they were back to their public roles—demanding boss and subordinate employee. Lukas rose to his feet, adjusting his clothing, the transition now familiar.

"Yes, Frau Schmidt," he said, his tone appropriately deferential. "I'll have those to you first thing."

Helena nodded, already turning her attention to her computer screen. "Good. Don't disappoint me."

The double meaning wasn't lost on him. As he left her office, returning to his cramped workspace to finish the assigned tasks, Lukas reflected on the strange duality of his existence now—the public humiliation and private worship, the professional subordination and personal surrender.

He should have been troubled by how easily he moved between these worlds, by how much he'd come to crave both aspects of their relationship. Instead, he found himself checking his watch, calculating how many hours until he could call Helena after Anna fell asleep, how many days until their next private "meeting," how many weeks remained in their six-month arrangement.

And wondering, with a mixture of hope and fear, what would happen when those six months ended.


Chapter 6: Country House Weekend

"A weekend getaway?" Anna looked up from her laptop, brow furrowed in surprise. "Mom hasn't invited us to her country house in years."

Lukas maintained a carefully neutral expression as he set his keys on the counter. "She mentioned something about wanting family time. Said she's been too focused on work lately."

The invitation had actually come directly to Lukas via text that afternoon: Grunewald estate this weekend. Bring Anna. Tell her it's family time. Pack light. You won't need much clothing. The last sentence had sent a jolt of electricity through him that lingered hours later.

"That's... unexpected," Anna said, closing her laptop. "Though I have noticed you two spending more time together since you started at Schmidt Finanz."

Lukas turned to the refrigerator, using the door as a shield to hide his expression. "We work in adjacent offices. Kind of unavoidable."

"And she's still awful to you there?" Anna asked, her voice softening with concern. "Stefan's wife works in accounting, and she says Mom calls you 'AI Boy' in meetings and criticizes everything you do."

"It's fine," Lukas said, emerging with two beers and handing one to Anna. "It's just her management style."

The truth was far more complex. Helena's public humiliation had become a twisted form of foreplay, each cutting remark in meetings creating tension that would be released later behind locked doors. The harder she pushed him professionally, the more intense their private moments became.

"Well, I think a weekend away might be good for all of us," Anna said, taking a sip of her beer. "Maybe seeing you outside the office will remind her you're family, not just an employee."

Lukas nodded, guilt twisting in his stomach. If only she knew.



Helena's country estate sat on the shores of Wannsee, a sprawling property secluded by ancient oaks and manicured hedges. The main house was a renovated 19th-century villa with modern additions that somehow managed to complement rather than detract from the original architecture—much like Helena herself, a perfect blend of old-world elegance and contemporary power.

"This place is even more beautiful than I remembered," Anna said as they pulled up the long driveway on Friday evening. "I haven't been here since before university."

"Your mother's done some renovations," Lukas replied, parking beside Helena's Mercedes. He'd been here three weeks ago, ostensibly to review integration documents, actually to spend four hours on his knees in Helena's home office while she conducted conference calls.

Helena emerged from the front door as they exited the car, dressed casually in white linen pants and a sleeveless blue blouse—a striking departure from her office attire, yet no less commanding. Her auburn hair fell loose around her shoulders, and her feet were bare, a rare glimpse of vulnerability that Lukas found oddly arousing.

"Liebling," she said, embracing Anna warmly. "I'm so glad you could come."

She turned to Lukas, offering a more reserved hug that appeared perfectly appropriate to Anna. Only Lukas felt Helena's nails dig possessively into his back, felt her lips brush his ear as she whispered, "Behave yourself, or don't. Either way, you'll be punished."

"Thank you for inviting us, Helena," he said, his voice admirably steady. "It's a beautiful evening for a lakeside retreat."

"Indeed." Her smile held secrets only he understood. "Let me show you to your room."

She led them through the house, pointing out new artwork and renovations for Anna's benefit. The guest suite overlooked the lake, with floor-to-ceiling windows that filled the space with golden evening light.

"I'll let you two settle in," Helena said. "Dinner in an hour on the terrace."

When she was gone, Anna flopped onto the king-sized bed with a contented sigh. "I'd forgotten how much I love this place. Remember when I brought you here the summer before we got married?"

Lukas did remember—it had been the first time he'd met Helena, the first time he'd felt that dangerous pull toward his future mother-in-law. The weekend had been torture, watching Helena command every room she entered, imagining her commanding him.

"Of course," he said, sitting beside his wife. "That was a good weekend."

Anna reached for his hand. "Maybe this one will be too."



Dinner on the terrace was a study in contradictions. Helena had prepared a feast—grilled fish, summer vegetables, fresh bread—and poured expensive wine with generous hands. She was the perfect hostess, attentive and charming, drawing Anna into conversations about art, literature, politics—everything except Schmidt Finanz.

Yet beneath this harmonious surface, a current of tension flowed between Helena and Lukas. Her fingers lingered when passing him dishes. Her eyes held his a beat too long when raising her glass in toast. Twice, her bare foot found his beneath the table, tracing up his ankle in a touch that could have been accidental but wasn't.

He maintained his composure, participating in the conversation while hyperaware of every movement Helena made. This was part of their game now—the public performance, the secret signals, the anticipation of what would come later.

After the meal, they moved to the fire pit overlooking the lake. The summer evening had turned cool, the sky deepening to indigo as stars appeared above the water. Helena wrapped herself in a cashmere throw while Anna cuddled against Lukas on the outdoor sofa.

"I've been meaning to ask," Anna said, her voice slightly loosened by wine. "Why are you so hard on Lukas at work? Stefan's wife says you're brutal in meetings."

Helena's expression didn't change as she sipped her wine. "Does it bother you?" she asked, directing the question to Lukas.

"I understand the professional necessity," he replied carefully.

"What professional necessity?" Anna pressed. "He's family."

"Precisely why I must be harder on him than anyone else," Helena said, her eyes reflecting the dancing flames. "Running a company isn't easy, Anna. When family is involved, I need to be twice as strict in front of employees to avoid accusations of favoritism."

"But calling him 'AI Boy'? Rejecting his proposals in front of the entire team?"

"If he can't handle criticism from me, he won't survive in this industry," Helena said with a shrug. "Besides, his work has improved significantly under my... guidance."

The double meaning made Lukas shift in his seat. It was true—her demanding standards, both professionally and personally, had pushed him to excel in ways he hadn't thought possible.

"Still seems harsh," Anna muttered.

"Harshness is sometimes necessary, Liebling," Helena replied, her gaze moving from Anna to Lukas. "Some people respond best to a firm hand."

The conversation moved on, but the undercurrent remained. As the fire burned down to embers and the wine bottles emptied, Anna began to yawn.

"I'm exhausted," she admitted. "Mind if I head to bed?"

"Not at all," Helena said. "I left some sleeping pills in your bathroom cabinet—I know you've been having trouble sleeping lately."

Lukas tensed slightly. They hadn't discussed sleep issues recently. How did Helena know?

"That's thoughtful, thanks," Anna said, rising unsteadily. "You coming, Lukas?"

"In a bit," he replied. "Thought I'd help your mother clean up first."

"Such a gentleman," Helena murmured, the words innocent, the tone anything but.

Anna kissed them both goodnight and made her way inside, leaving Lukas alone with Helena beside the dying fire. For a long moment, neither spoke, the silence heavy with possibility.

"She'll be asleep within twenty minutes," Helena said finally, swirling the last of her wine. "Those pills are quite effective."

Lukas's mouth went dry. "You planned this."

"I plan everything," Helena replied, setting down her glass and standing. "You should know that by now."

She moved toward the house without looking back, confident he would follow. And he did, after giving himself sixty seconds to ensure Anna was settled in their room.

He found her in the kitchen, loading the dishwasher with methodical precision.

"Is she asleep?" Helena asked without turning around.

"Taking the pill now," Lukas said. "She'll be out soon."

Helena nodded, closing the dishwasher and turning to face him. In the soft kitchen lighting, she looked younger somehow, less the fearsome CEO and more the woman who had awakened something primal within him.

"Clean up the rest," she instructed, gesturing to the remaining dishes. "Then wait thirty minutes and come to the master suite. Third floor, end of the hall." She stepped closer, her voice dropping. "Don't make me wait longer, or there will be consequences."

With that, she left him alone in the kitchen, the scent of her perfume lingering in the air. Lukas exhaled shakily, then set about following her instructions, his body already responding to her commands.

For thirty agonizing minutes, he busied himself with mindless tasks—washing wine glasses, wiping countertops, checking on Anna (who was, as predicted, deeply asleep, the empty pill packet on the nightstand). When the time was up, he made his way silently up the stairs to the third floor.

The door to the master suite was ajar, warm light spilling into the darkened hallway. Lukas hesitated, his hand on the doorframe. This was a line they hadn't yet crossed—their encounters had been heated but never complete, always stopping short of full intimacy. Whatever happened tonight would change everything.

He pushed the door open.

Helena stood by the windows overlooking the moonlit lake, still in her linen pants and blue blouse, hair cascading down her back. She turned at the sound of his entrance, her expression unreadable.

"Close the door," she said softly. "Lock it."

Lukas obeyed, the click of the lock echoing in the quiet room. Helena moved toward him with unhurried grace, stopping just out of reach.

"My daughter is asleep in your bed," she said, her voice neutral, "while you stand in mine. Does that trouble you?"

The question demanded honesty. "Yes," Lukas admitted. "And no."

Helena smiled, pleased with his answer. "Guilt and desire, existing simultaneously. The hallmark of forbidden pleasure." She reached out, tracing his jawline with one finger. "Are you afraid?"

"Yes," he whispered.

"Good." Her finger traveled down his throat to the collar of his shirt. "You should be."

In one swift movement, she gripped his shirt and pulled him toward her, capturing his mouth in a kiss unlike any they'd shared before—not the careful, controlled kisses of their office encounters, but something hungry, almost desperate. Lukas responded instantly, his hands finding her waist, pulling her against him.

Helena broke the kiss, her breathing slightly uneven. "Tonight, you're entirely mine," she said, her hands moving to unbutton his shirt. "No interruptions, no holding back. But remember who's in control."

"Yes, Mommy," he breathed, the forbidden word sending a visible shiver through her.

She pushed his shirt from his shoulders, her hands exploring the contours of his chest with proprietary satisfaction. "You've been so patient," she murmured, "so obedient. Tonight is your reward." Her fingers trailed lower, unbuckling his belt with practiced ease. "And mine."

What followed was a symphony of power and surrender. Helena led him to her bed—a massive four-poster that dominated the room—and directed his every move with the same authority she wielded in the boardroom. She remained partially clothed while systematically stripping him bare, both physically and emotionally.

"Tell me what you want," she commanded, standing over him as he lay naked on her sheets.

"You," Lukas said simply. "Everything."

Helena smiled, slowly unbuttoning her blouse to reveal black lace beneath, the candlelight in her penthouse casting shadows that danced across her skin. "And what will you give me in return?" Her voice was a velvet blade, sharp with authority, laced with her German accent.

"Anything," Lukas promised, his voice trembling with need as he knelt on the silk-sheeted bed, naked and vulnerable. "Everything."

"Your obedience?" She tossed the blouse aside, her movements deliberate, predatory.

"Yes," he breathed, his eyes locked on her.

"Your worship?" Her fingers traced the edge of her bra, teasing.

"Always," he vowed, his cock twitching at the sight of her.

"Your secrets?" She unhooked her bra, letting it fall, revealing her full, perfect breasts, nipples hard in the cool air.

"Only you know them," he whispered, transfixed.

She nodded, satisfied, her emerald eyes glinting with triumph. "Your loyalty?" She slid out of her linen pants, standing in only black lace panties, her athletic body radiating power, unmarred by the insecurities most women her age might feel.

"Completely yours," Lukas swore, his gaze drinking in her toned curves, the confidence that made her irresistible.

"And what about your guilt?" Helena hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, pausing to hold his gaze. "Do you give me that too?"

Lukas swallowed hard, the weight of his betrayal to Anna heavy but drowned by desire. "Yes, Mommy. Everything I am."

With a final, deliberate tug, Helena removed her panties, standing naked before him, her auburn hair cascading like a fiery curtain. She joined him on the bed, her body pressing against his, her skin warm and commanding. "Mine," she whispered against his lips, her breath hot. "Say it."

"Yours," he agreed, his hands finding her hips, pulling her closer. "Always yours."

Helena pushed him onto his back, her movements fluid and authoritative, straddling his chest as she loomed over him. "You’re Mommy’s little fucktoy tonight," she purred, her voice dripping with filthy intent. "I’m going to fuck you dry in a way that pathetic little wife of yours could never dream of."

Lukas moaned, his cock throbbing at her words. "Please, Mommy, use me."

"Oh, I will, you desperate slut," she sneered, sliding down his body until her pussy hovered just above his cock, teasing him with her heat. "Mommy’s going to ride you in the Amazon way—spread those legs wide for me, you filthy boy."

Lukas obeyed, parting his thighs, his vulnerability amplifying his arousal. Helena positioned herself expertly, lifting one of his legs over her shoulder, the other pinned to the bed, her body angled to dominate him completely.

She reached for the lube on the nightstand, squirting a generous amount onto her hand, then slicked it over his cock and her pussy, the obscene sound filling the room.

"Look at this sad little cock," she taunted, gripping him firmly, stroking once to make him shudder. "So hard for Mommy’s wet cunt, but it’s nothing compared to my control. You’re just a hole for me to fuck, aren’t you?"

"Yes, Mommy," he gasped, his hips bucking instinctively. "I’m your hole."

"Damn right," she growled, lowering herself onto him, guiding his cock into her with a slow, deliberate thrust.

The Amazon position gave her total control—she set the pace, her hips grinding down as she took him deep, her pussy clenching around him like a vice. Lukas groaned, the angle hitting new depths, her dominance overwhelming.

"Fuck, you’re so tight for Mommy," she hissed, her hands gripping his thighs, holding him open. "Feel that? My pussy owns you, you pathetic little whore. I’m going to milk every drop from this useless cock."

Helena moved with ruthless precision, her hips rolling in a steady rhythm, each thrust driving him deeper into submission. She leaned forward, her breasts brushing his chest, her auburn hair falling around them like a curtain. "You love being fucked like this, don’t you? Spread wide, helpless, just a toy for Mommy’s pleasure."

"Yes, Mommy!" Lukas cried, his voice raw as she slammed down harder, her pussy gripping him tightly. "Fuck me, please!"

"Such a greedy slut," she mocked, her pace quickening, her hips circling to grind against his pelvis, hitting her clit with every thrust. "You’re nothing but Mommy’s fuckhole, taking my pussy like a good little bitch. Beg for it."

"Please, Mommy, fuck me harder," he pleaded, his hands clutching the sheets, his body trembling under her control. "Own my cock, make me yours!"

Helena laughed, a low, filthy sound, as she intensified her movements, pounding down with relentless force. "You’re mine, Lukas. This cock, this body, this fucking soul—all mine to ruin. Anna can’t fuck you like this, can she? She can’t make you scream like Mommy does."

"No, Mommy, only you," he gasped, his balls tightening as her dirty talk pushed him to the edge. The Amazon position left him exposed, powerless, every thrust a reminder of her dominance.

Helena’s own pleasure built, her breaths coming in sharp pants as she rode him, her pussy slick and demanding. "Cum for Mommy, you filthy little slut," she commanded, her voice a snarl. "Fill my cunt with your pathetic load, show me how weak you are."

Lukas couldn’t hold back, her words shattering his restraint. With a strangled cry, he came hard, his release pulsing into her, his body shaking as she milked him dry, her pussy clenching to draw out every drop.

Helena didn’t stop, grinding through his orgasm, chasing her own climax.

When it hit, she threw her head back, a primal moan tearing from her throat as her body shuddered, her nails digging into his thighs.

"Fuck, yes!" she growled, riding out the waves, her dominance unbroken even in pleasure. She slowed, panting, her eyes locking onto his with triumphant possession. "Look at you, drained by Mommy’s pussy. Such a good little fucktoy."

"Thank you, Mommy," Lukas whispered, his voice hoarse, his body limp with surrender.

Yet, in her domination, there was tenderness too—moments when her composed facade cracked to reveal something almost vulnerable. As she dismounted, collapsing beside him, she pulled him close, her fingers tracing his jaw. "Lukas," she murmured, not "good boy" or "AI Boy," but his name, an acknowledgment of the man beneath the roles they played.

In that moment of shared pleasure, the lines between them blurred—she was no longer just his mother-in-law or his boss or his domme, but simply Helena, a woman reaching for connection in her own complicated way.

She allowed him to hold her—a rare privilege, he sensed—her head resting on his chest as their breathing slowed. The moonlight through the windows painted their entwined bodies in silver, creating a scene so beautiful it almost disguised the betrayal at its core.

"You should go back soon," Helena said eventually, her voice soft but firm. "The pills last about six hours. She’ll be asleep until morning, but still."

Lukas nodded, though he made no immediate move to leave. "Helena?"

"Hm?"

"What are we doing?"

She propped herself up on one elbow, studying his face in the moonlight. "Something we shouldn’t be," she replied honestly. "Something neither of us seems able to stop."

"I’ve tried," he admitted. "To stop thinking about you. To focus on Anna."

"As have I," Helena said, surprising him. "You think this is easy for me? She’s my daughter, Lukas."

"Then why—"

"Because some hungers can’t be denied," she interrupted, her hand traveling possessively across his chest. "Because I see in you something I’ve been searching for without knowing it. Because when you call me ‘Mommy’ and surrender to me completely, I feel more alive than I have in decades."

The raw honesty in her voice touched something deep within him. This wasn’t just sex or power games—there was an emotional component neither had anticipated.

"Go," she said suddenly, pulling away. "Go back to her."

Lukas rose, gathering his scattered clothing, dressing under Helena's watchful gaze. When he was finished, he stood awkwardly by the bed, unsure of the protocol for leaving your wife's mother's bed to return to your wife.

Helena solved the dilemma by rising, gloriously naked, and approaching him. She straightened his collar, smoothed his hair, then kissed him with surprising gentleness.

"Tomorrow, we're just family again," she said. "Mother-in-law, son-in-law. Nothing more."

"And tomorrow night?" Lukas asked, already aching at the thought of being near her without touching her.

Helena smiled, the predatory gleam returning to her eyes. "Tomorrow night, my darling boy, we continue your education. I've only just begun to show you what I want from you."

The promise in her words followed him as he made his way silently back to the guest suite, where Anna slept peacefully, unaware that her husband had just crossed a line that could never be uncrossed. He slipped into bed beside her, careful not to wake her, the scent of Helena still on his skin.

As sleep claimed him, Lukas wondered if Helena had planned this from the beginning—from that first dinner where she'd caught him in her bathroom, or perhaps even earlier. If this weekend, this night, this irrevocable step had been choreographed in her mind long before he'd known what he wanted.

He wouldn't put it past her. Helena Schmidt always got what she wanted.

And now, she had him completely.


Chapter 7: The Wedding

The morning sun filtered through the wooden shutters of Helena's country house, casting warm stripes across the kitchen where Anna sat perched on a barstool, nursing a cup of coffee. Across from her, Helena moved with efficient grace, slicing fresh fruit for breakfast. The weekend had been unexpectedly pleasant—hiking trails, swimming in the lake, long dinners on the terrace—a reprieve from the city's constant demands.

"Sleep well?" Helena asked, sliding a plate of berries across the counter.

Anna nodded, suppressing a yawn. "Like the dead. Those sleeping pills are miraculous."

"They're prescription strength," Helena replied. "I started using them after your father left. Menopause didn't help either—hot flashes at three in the morning are hardly conducive to restful sleep."

Anna picked at a strawberry. "Speaking of age and biology... I've been thinking more about children lately."

Helena's knife paused mid-slice. "Have you?"

"Lucas and I have been married for over a year now. I'm not getting any younger."

"You're twenty-nine, Liebling," Helena said, resuming her cutting. "Hardly geriatric."

"Still," Anna persisted, "there are advantages to having children younger. You had me at sixteen."

Helena arranged kiwi slices in a perfect circle. "Different times. I had your father's support—financial and otherwise."

"Lucas would be supportive."

"I'm sure he would," Helena agreed, though something in her tone suggested reservation. "But early motherhood has its challenges, regardless of support. The physical toll alone..."

"As opposed to later motherhood?" Anna countered. "The risks increase with age."

Helena's gaze flickered up. "Are you saying I'm too old to have another child?"

The question caught Anna off-guard. "I wasn't thinking about you at all. Why would I? You're forty-five."

"Exactly my point," Helena said with a tight smile. "At my age, pregnancy would be classified as 'geriatric'—such a charming medical term. The body doesn't recover as easily. Not to mention the increased risks of complications."

Anna studied her mother curiously. "Are you... considering having another child?"

Helena laughed, the sound deliberately light. "Hardly. I'm simply making conversation." She pushed the fruit plate closer to Anna. "Eat. We have a long drive back to the city, and you barely touched dinner last night."

The conversation might have ended there had Lucas not chosen that moment to enter the kitchen, carrying Helena's designer handbag—a black leather Birkin that probably cost more than his monthly salary. The bag was immaculate except for a small scuff on one corner.

"I fell asleep polishing this," he explained, setting it carefully on the counter. "Sorry, Helena. The leather conditioner should have fully absorbed by now."

Anna blinked in surprise. "You were polishing Mom's handbag?"

Lucas shrugged, avoiding both women's eyes as he poured himself coffee. "I noticed the scuff yesterday. Thought I'd fix it as a thank you for the weekend."

"How thoughtful," Helena murmured, her fingers brushing his as she reclaimed her bag. "Perfect work, as expected."

Something about the exchange struck Anna as odd—the casual way Lucas had taken it upon himself to care for her mother's luxury item, the lingering touch between them, Helena's tone of satisfaction rather than simple gratitude.

"You know," Anna said slowly, "Lucas has always had a thing for leather."

Helena's eyebrow arched with interest. "Has he?"

Lucas froze, coffee cup halfway to his lips.

"He asked me once to wear leather during foreplay," Anna continued, a slight flush coloring her cheeks. She wasn't usually one to discuss intimate details with her mother, but something compelled her to share this particular tidbit.

"Did he now?" Helena's voice dropped to a conspiratorial tone as she leaned across the counter, suddenly reminiscent of their rare mother-daughter moments during Anna's teenage years. "And did you?"

"Mom!" Anna laughed, embarrassed yet strangely pleased by Helena's interest. "No, I didn't. It's not really my thing."

Lucas set down his cup with careful precision. "Anna, I don't think your mother wants to hear about our bedroom preferences."

"On the contrary," Helena said, her eyes never leaving Anna's face. "I find it fascinating. Tell me more, Liebling. What other fantasies has my son-in-law shared with you?"

Anna glanced at Lucas, noting his discomfort with a twinge of satisfaction. It was rare to see him discomposed. "Nothing too wild. The leather thing was his main request, but I never entertained it. I have simple tastes."

"You should try it sometime," Helena suggested, running a finger along the edge of her Birkin. "Men can develop wandering eyes when their needs aren't met. Not that Lucas would," she added quickly, "but in general. Why not indulge him occasionally?"

Lucas coughed, nearly choking on his coffee.

"Because it's not my fantasy," Anna said simply. "If we're talking about unmet needs, I have fantasies too, you know."

Helena's eyes gleamed with interest. "Do tell."

Anna shrugged, emboldened by her mother's unexpected openness. "I've always had a thing for really built men. You know, the type with muscles for days. Lucas is lean, which is fine, but sometimes I wonder what it would be like with someone more... substantial."

Lucas set his cup down with more force than necessary. "I'm going to pack the car," he muttered, exiting the kitchen with unusual haste.

When he was gone, Helena laughed softly. "You've embarrassed him."

"Turnabout is fair play," Anna replied. "He brings up the leather thing at least once a month."

Helena studied her daughter thoughtfully. "You know, in my experience, marriage requires compromise. If he wants leather and you want muscles, perhaps you both need to bend a little."

"Maybe," Anna conceded. "But isn't it strange to do something that doesn't turn you on just to please your partner?"

"Not at all," Helena said, wiping her hands on a kitchen towel. "Pleasure comes in many forms. Sometimes the greatest satisfaction is in giving someone exactly what they need, even if—especially if—it's not what you'd choose for yourself."

There was something in her mother's voice that gave Anna pause—a depth of understanding that suggested personal experience rather than theoretical knowledge. Before she could pursue this thought, Helena glanced at her watch.

"We should get moving. I have calls this afternoon, and you mentioned work to finish before tomorrow."

As they loaded the car and prepared for the drive back to Berlin, Anna found herself contemplating her mother's words. Helena had never been forthcoming about her romantic life after the divorce. For a decade, Schmidt Finanz had been her only apparent passion. Yet she spoke about desire and compromise with the confidence of someone well-versed in such matters.

Perhaps there was more to Helena Schmidt than Anna had realized.



Three weeks later, Helena's black Mercedes pulled up outside their apartment building, the purr of its engine cutting through the early evening quiet. Anna peered out the window, watching her mother emerge in a pale pink pantsuit that somehow managed to be both feminine and commanding—a perfect blend of softness and strength that Anna had never quite mastered herself.

"She's here," Anna called to Lucas, who was still adjusting his tie in the bedroom mirror.

"Coming," he replied, his voice betraying a hint of tension.

The wedding of Viktor Eisenberg—Helena's longtime business associate and one of Germany's wealthiest private investors—was the social event of the season. The guest list included politicians, industrialists, and the upper echelon of Berlin society. Anna had spent weeks selecting her outfit—a flowing emerald gown that complemented her blonde hair and made her eyes pop.

Lucas emerged from the bedroom looking handsome if slightly uncomfortable in his tuxedo. Anna straightened his bow tie, a gesture that had become habit over their years together.

"You look beautiful," he said, his eyes softening as they always did when he looked at her.

"So do you," she replied, kissing him lightly. "Ready to rub elbows with the elite?"

The doorbell rang before he could answer. Anna opened it to find Helena standing in the hallway, the pink pantsuit even more striking up close. The material had a subtle sheen that caught the light as she moved, and the cut was impeccable—tailored precisely to her tall, athletic frame. With her auburn hair swept into an elegant updo and diamond drops adorning her ears, she looked every inch the powerful CEO.

"You both look lovely," Helena said, kissing Anna's cheek before turning to Lucas. Without asking permission, she reached up and adjusted his bow tie, even though Anna had just fixed it. "Slightly crooked," she explained, her fingers lingering at his collar.

The gesture was innocuous enough, but something about it—the casual possessiveness, perhaps—made Anna take notice. It reminded her of the way Helena had touched Lucas's hand when he returned her Birkin.

"The car is waiting," Helena continued, seemingly oblivious to Anna's observation. "Viktor insists on punctuality almost as much as I do."

The drive to the Adlon Kempinski hotel was filled with Helena briefing them on who would be attending—which connections might benefit Lucas's career, which rivals Anna should charm on her mother's behalf. It was typical Helena, always strategic, always ten steps ahead. Yet Anna found herself distracted, watching the rearview mirror where she could see Helena's eyes flicking to Lucas more often than seemed necessary.

The hotel's ballroom had been transformed into a garden of white orchids and crystal, the ceiling draped with twinkling lights that mimicked a starry sky. As they entered, heads turned toward Helena—a reaction Anna had witnessed since childhood. Her mother commanded attention without effort, her presence altering the energy of any room she entered.

"Viktor will want to speak with me immediately," Helena said, scanning the crowd. "Feel free to mingle. Champagne is excellent, the canapés are mediocre. I'll find you later."

She moved into the crowd with purpose, leaving Anna and Lucas to navigate the social waters on their own. They accepted flutes of champagne from a passing waiter and drifted toward a less congested corner of the room.

"Your mother's in her element," Lucas observed, watching Helena engage effortlessly with a cluster of distinguished guests.

"She always is at these functions," Anna agreed. "When I was little, I thought she was the queen of Germany. Everyone treated her with such deference."

"Not much has changed," Lucas said, his gaze still following Helena's movements across the room.

Anna studied her husband's face, noting the intensity of his attention. "You admire her," she stated rather than asked.

Lucas turned to her, seemingly startled by the observation. "She's built an empire from nothing. It's hard not to admire that."

"It's more than professional respect, though," Anna pressed. "Something's changed between you two."

Lucas took a careful sip of champagne. "Working together has given us a chance to know each other better. That's all."

Before Anna could pursue this line of questioning, they were approached by Stefan and his wife, Claudia, from Lucas's office. The conversation shifted to office politics and the latest tech innovations, effectively closing the subject of Helena—for the moment.

Throughout the evening, Anna found herself increasingly aware of the interactions between her mother and husband. They weren't obvious—Helena was far too sophisticated for that—but the signs were there if one knew to look. The way she would subtly position herself between Lucas and any attractive female guest who engaged him in conversation. The proprietary hand on his arm when introducing him to important contacts. The knowing glances they exchanged across the room when someone said something particularly foolish.

Most telling was an incident near the dessert table. A young executive's wife—blonde, leggy, and clearly several glasses of champagne past discretion—had cornered Lucas, laughing too loudly at his polite comments and standing well within his personal space. From across the room, Anna saw Helena notice the interaction, her expression sharpening into something predatory before smoothing back to professional pleasantness. With deliberate steps, Helena approached the pair, inserted herself into the conversation, and within thirty seconds had managed to dismiss the younger woman with such subtle efficiency that the blonde herself probably didn't realize she'd been outmaneuvered.

Helena remained at Lucas's side afterward, her body angled toward his in a way that subtly declared territory. And Lucas—Anna couldn't help but notice—seemed to lean into her presence rather than away from it.

The most unsettling moment came during the speeches. Viktor Eisenberg, slightly drunk and effusive with happiness, was thanking his closest friends and business associates for their support. When he mentioned Helena, raising his glass in her direction, she stood to acknowledge the tribute, one hand resting possessively on Lucas's shoulder.

"To Helena Schmidt," Viktor declared, "the most formidable woman in German finance and the only person who's never lost an argument with me. Her brilliance is matched only by her loyalty to those fortunate enough to be in her inner circle."

"Hear, hear," echoed the crowd.

Helena smiled graciously, her fingers still on Lucas's shoulder. "Thank you, Viktor. Your friendship has been one of my life's great treasures." Her gaze swept the room before returning to the groom. "May your marriage bring you the same satisfaction I've found with my boy—"

She caught herself, but not before Anna heard the slip. "—with my daughter and son-in-law," Helena corrected smoothly, raising her glass. "To Viktor and Elise!"

The toast covered the momentary stumble, but Anna had heard it clearly. My boy. Not "Lucas." Not "son-in-law." My boy. The possessive phrasing echoed in her mind, taking on new significance when combined with everything else she'd observed throughout the evening.

As the night progressed, Anna found herself watching them with increasing unease. Nothing they did was explicitly inappropriate—Helena was far too controlled for such a mistake—but the cumulative effect of their interactions painted a picture Anna wasn't sure she wanted to see.

When Lucas excused himself to use the restroom, Anna seized the opportunity to approach her mother, who stood alone by one of the massive floral arrangements, checking emails on her phone.

"Having fun?" Anna asked, her tone deliberately light.

Helena looked up, tucking her phone away. "These events are hardly about fun, Liebling. They're about connections, influence, positioning."

"Speaking of positioning," Anna said carefully, "I've noticed you're very... protective of Lucas tonight."

Helena's expression remained neutral. "Am I? I suppose I feel responsible for him in these settings. Many of these people are my peers, not his. It can be intimidating."

"He doesn't seem intimidated," Anna observed. "Especially not when you're touching his arm. Or straightening his tie. Or calling him 'my boy.'"

A flicker of something—surprise? concern?—crossed Helena's face before vanishing behind her composed mask. "Did I say that? A slip of the tongue. Viktor's champagne is stronger than it seems."

"Is it just the champagne, Mom?" Anna pressed. "Because I've been watching you two all night, and something feels different."

Helena met her daughter's gaze directly, her green eyes revealing nothing. "Different how?"

"The way you look at him. The way he responds to you. It's like you're having a conversation no one else can hear."

"We work closely together," Helena said, her voice careful. "Naturally, we've developed shorthand communication. It's efficient."

"Is that all it is? Efficiency?"

Helena's posture straightened almost imperceptibly. "What exactly are you suggesting, Anna?"

Before Anna could respond, Lucas returned, looking between the two women with obvious concern. "Everything alright?"

"Perfect," Helena replied smoothly. "Anna was just saying she's feeling tired. Perhaps you should take her home?"

"I'm fine," Anna countered, not ready to end this conversation.

"Nevertheless," Helena insisted, "it's been a long evening, and you mentioned an early meeting tomorrow. I'll stay to represent the family."

The dismissal was so practiced, so Helena, that Anna found herself acquiescing out of habit. Before she fully realized what had happened, Helena had summoned her driver, instructed him to take them home, and was kissing them both goodbye—Anna on the cheek, Lucas similarly, though Anna thought she detected her mother's lips lingering a fraction longer near his ear, perhaps whispering something.

In the back of the town car, Anna leaned her head against the cool window, watching Berlin's nightscape blur past. Beside her, Lucas sat in silence, his posture tense.

"She called you 'my boy,'" Anna said finally. "During the toast. She started to say 'my boy' before correcting herself."

Lucas didn't look at her. "I didn't notice."

"I did." Anna turned to study his profile. "What's going on between you two, Lucas?"

"Nothing," he said, too quickly. "We work together. That's all."

"Don't lie to me," Anna said quietly. "Something's changed. I just can't figure out what."

Lucas finally met her gaze, his expression carefully composed. "Your mother is my boss now. Our relationship has naturally evolved to accommodate that reality. But she's still your mother, and I'm still your husband. Nothing has changed that matters."

The certainty with which he spoke should have been reassuring. Instead, it left Anna with the distinct impression that he was reciting lines he'd rehearsed—perhaps with Helena herself.

As they arrived home and prepared for bed, Anna found herself wondering if she was overreacting, seeing patterns where none existed. Maybe it was simply professional respect developing between two people who had previously been awkward in-laws. Maybe Helena's possessiveness was maternal rather than... something else. Maybe the champagne had indeed affected her perceptions.

Yet as she lay beside Lucas in the darkness, listening to his breathing eventually deepen into sleep, Anna couldn't shake the feeling that something fundamental had shifted in their family dynamic. Her mother had always been dominant, always been in control—of her company, of their family, of every room she entered. But tonight, watching Helena with Lucas, Anna had glimpsed something new in that dominance.

Something that looked disturbingly like ownership.


Chapter 8: Secret Explorations

The sleek black Mercedes glided through Berlin's Monday morning traffic, carrying Helena and Lukas to Tegel Airport. In the front seat, Helena's driver, Dieter—a stone-faced former military man who had been with her for over a decade—kept his eyes on the road with practiced discretion.

Behind the privacy partition, Helena sat close to Lukas, close enough that their thighs touched. The weekend wedding had been a turning point—Anna's suspicious questions afterward making it clear they needed to be more careful. Yet here they were, three days later, embarking on a "business trip" to Munich that was barely a pretense.

"You did well at the wedding," Helena murmured, her hand resting possessively on his knee. "Even when that Hoffmann woman was practically throwing herself at you."

"I hardly noticed her," Lukas replied truthfully. Since that night at the country house, Helena had occupied his thoughts almost exclusively, crowding out everything and everyone else.

"I noticed," Helena said, her fingers tightening slightly. "I notice everything about you now. And I'm very pleased with my boy."

The possessive phrase sent a familiar thrill through him. "Thank you, Mommy."

Helena smiled, reaching for her phone. "I think you deserve a preview of your reward tonight."

She pulled up a video and tilted the screen toward him. Lukas glanced down and felt his entire body flush with heat. The video showed a meticulously organized hotel suite, the bed draped with various items he recognized from their private conversations—leather restraints, a riding crop, and most notably, an item he'd only ever fantasized about but never experienced.

Lukas melted into the seat, his breath catching. "Helena... is that—"

"Everything you've ever wanted but were too afraid to ask Anna for? Yes." She locked the phone screen, putting it away with a satisfied smile. "I told you, I reward good behavior appropriately."

"How did you know?" he asked, his voice barely a whisper.

"Your browser history on the work laptop," Helena replied matter-of-factly. "You really should be more careful about clearing it. But I'm glad you weren't." She leaned closer, her lips brushing his ear. "I've been doing my research. Preparing."

The thought of Helena methodically researching his deepest desires, preparing to fulfill fantasies he'd never dared verbalize, was almost too much to process. College experiments and late-night anonymous chats had only scratched the surface of what he craved—role reversal, submission, the forbidden thrill of surrendering control completely.

"We have the Baumann presentation at three," Helena continued, her tone shifting to businesslike efficiency even as her hand moved higher on his thigh. "Dinner with the Munich office executives at seven. After that, we belong only to each other until morning."

Lukas nodded, struggling to maintain his composure. "And tomorrow?"

"Strategic planning meetings, followed by the tech conference keynote." Helena's smile turned predatory. "During which you'll be wearing something special beneath your suit. Something only I know about."

The car pulled up to the terminal before Lukas could respond. Dieter exited to retrieve their luggage, giving them a brief moment of privacy.

"One more thing," Helena said, producing a small box from her handbag. "Put this on."

Inside was a platinum tie clip, elegant and understated except for a tiny embedded stone.

"It's beautiful," Lukas said, clipping it to his tie.

"It's more than beautiful," Helena replied. "It's connected to my phone. The stone vibrates when I send a signal. Think of it as my way of reminding you who you belong to, even in a room full of people."

As if to demonstrate, she tapped her screen. The tie clip emitted a subtle vibration against Lukas's chest, so faint only he could feel it. His eyes widened as the implications became clear.

"During the presentation?" he asked.

Helena's smile was answer enough.



Anna stared at her computer screen, the words blurring as her mind wandered for the third time in twenty minutes. She'd been distracted all morning, ever since Lukas had left for his Munich trip with her mother. The business reason was legitimate—Schmidt Finanz was acquiring a Bavarian tech startup, and Lukas's expertise was genuinely needed—but something about their departure had unsettled her.

Perhaps it was the way Helena had embraced her goodbye, saying, "Don't worry, I'll take good care of your husband," with a smile that didn't quite reach her eyes. Or maybe it was how Lukas had seemed almost feverish with anticipation, checking his overnight bag repeatedly as if afraid he'd forgotten something essential.

A knock at her office door interrupted her thoughts. Her research assistant, Mia, poked her head in.

"Professor Weber? Your mother's on line one."

Anna frowned. Helena rarely called her at the university. "Thank you, Mia."

She picked up the phone. "Mom? Is everything okay?"

"Everything's fine, Liebling," Helena replied, her voice crisp with the slight echo of speakerphone. "Just checking in before our meetings begin. We've arrived safely, and the hotel is adequate."

In the background, Anna heard what sounded like Lukas moving around the room.

"Is Lukas there with you?"

A brief pause. "Of course. We're reviewing the presentation in my suite. The view of the Frauenkirche is quite spectacular."

"Your suite?" Anna asked, a note of confusion in her voice. "I thought the company booked separate rooms."

"It did," Helena replied smoothly. "But the conference rooms were all booked, so we're using my suite as a workspace. More efficient that way."

"Of course," Anna said, feeling slightly foolish for the question. "Well, I won't keep you. Good luck with the presentation."

"Thank you, Liebling. How are things at home?"

The casual inquiry felt oddly pointed, as if Helena was checking whether Anna was occupied, distracted, content.

"Fine. Busy with research. I'm considering extending my study on competitive market behaviors to include familial influence patterns."

"Fascinating," Helena murmured, though she sounded anything but fascinated. "Well, duty calls. I'll have Lukas check in with you tonight."

After hanging up, Anna leaned back in her chair, considering the brief conversation. Something about her mother's tone had been off—too controlled, too casual. And why mention the hotel suite's view? Helena never bothered with such trivial details.

An unbidden thought surfaced: what if her mother's increasing interest in Lukas wasn't professional at all, but something more personal? The idea seemed absurd at first—Helena had always been career-focused, showing little interest in men since the divorce. Yet the way she'd been hovering around Lukas lately, the possessive gestures at the wedding, the slip of calling him "my boy"...

Anna shook her head, attempting to dislodge the troubling train of thought. Perhaps she was overanalyzing. Her mother had always been controlling, demanding perfection from everyone in her orbit. Maybe this was simply Helena's way of molding Lukas into the son she'd never had.

The thought gave Anna pause. Her father had adamantly refused to have more children after Anna was born, despite Helena's hints about wanting a larger family. She'd overheard arguments about it as a child—her father insisting one was enough, Helena countering that she'd always envisioned having a son as well.

Could that explain Helena's behavior? Was she fulfilling some maternal fantasy of having a son through her relationship with Lukas? It would explain the "my boy" slip, the protective instincts, the way she seemed to be grooming him professionally.

The theory was comforting in its innocence, offering a benign explanation for the strange dynamic Anna had been observing. If Helena was simply playing out some frustrated maternal instinct rather than... well, the alternative was too uncomfortable to contemplate.

Anna turned back to her research, forcing herself to focus. She'd mention her theory to Lukas when he returned. Perhaps he'd noticed Helena's quasi-maternal interest as well, though he seemed oddly blind to her mother's manipulations lately.



The Baumann presentation had gone flawlessly. Helena had been magnificent—commanding the room with effortless authority, fielding complex questions with incisive clarity, securing the partnership with terms that favored Schmidt Finanz while leaving the Baumann executives feeling they'd gotten the better deal.

Throughout it all, Lukas had played his part perfectly—providing technical expertise when called upon, deferring to Helena appropriately, maintaining a professional demeanor despite the intermittent vibrations from his tie clip that had kept him in a state of constant, low-level arousal.

Now, at dinner with Munich's Schmidt Finanz executives, he sat beside Helena at the head of the table, hyperaware of her every movement. To the others, she was simply the formidable CEO introducing her promising new director of technological integration. Only Lukas knew that beneath the table, her foot was tracing patterns against his ankle, her occasional glances carrying weighted promises for later.

"Herr Weber has implemented an innovative neural network approach to our credit approval algorithms," Helena was saying, her voice steady while her foot continued its distracting movement. "The preliminary results suggest a seventeen percent improvement in accuracy."

The Munich executives nodded appreciatively, directing technical questions to Lukas that he answered with reasonable coherence despite his divided attention. The dinner proceeded with the usual corporate ritual—polite shop talk, strategic flattery, careful positioning of future projects.

By dessert, Lukas was in a state of exquisite tension. Every time the tie clip vibrated—which Helena activated at seemingly random intervals—he had to suppress a visible reaction. It was a game she was clearly enjoying, testing his limits, his control, his obedience.

"I think we should conclude," Helena announced finally, checking her watch. "Herr Weber and I have an early strategy session before tomorrow's conference."

The executives rose, exchanging handshakes and business cards. Lukas maintained his composure through the goodbyes, the elevator ride, the walk down the hotel corridor. Only when Helena's suite door closed behind them did he exhale fully.

"You did well," she said, removing her blazer and draping it carefully over a chair. "Though I noticed a slight tremor in your hand during the profit projection discussion."

"You were activating the tie clip every thirty seconds," Lukas replied, loosening the item in question. "It was... challenging."

Helena smiled, approaching him with predatory grace. "That was the point. I wanted to see how you'd perform under pressure." She reached up, removing the tie clip herself, her fingers lingering at his throat. "You exceeded expectations, as usual."

"Thank you, Mommy," he murmured, the forbidden word still sending a thrill through him even after weeks of using it.

Helena's eyes darkened at the title. "You've earned your reward." She gestured toward the bedroom portion of the suite. "Everything is laid out. Go shower, then wait for me on the bed. Naked."

Lukas complied, his heart racing with anticipation. The shower gave him a moment to collect himself, to prepare mentally for whatever Helena had planned. Their encounters until now had followed a pattern—Helena in control, Lukas submitting, each time pushing boundaries a little further. Tonight, based on what he'd glimpsed in the video, would venture into territory he'd only fantasized about.

When he emerged from the bathroom, the suite had been transformed. The lights were dimmed, candles created pools of golden illumination, and soft music played from hidden speakers. On the bed lay an array of items that made his breath catch—leather cuffs, blindfold, the riding crop from the video, and most significantly, a harness with an attachment that confirmed Helena had indeed discovered his deepest secret.

He positioned himself on the bed as instructed, vulnerable and exposed, waiting. Minutes passed, anticipation building with each one. Finally, the bathroom door opened, and Helena emerged.

Lukas felt his world narrow to a single point of focus. She wore black leather from neck to ankle—a corset that cinched her waist and accentuated her breasts, pants that hugged every curve, and heeled boots that added inches to her already impressive height. Her auburn hair fell loose around her shoulders, the only softness in an otherwise commanding appearance.

"Do you like what you see?" she asked, approaching the bed slowly.

"Yes, Mommy," he whispered, unable to take his eyes off her.

"Good." She picked up the riding crop, trailing its tip along his chest. "Tonight is special, Lukas. Tonight, I'm going to give you everything you've been too afraid to ask for. Everything I found in your secret searches. Everything you need."

What followed was a symphony of sensation and surrender, Helena orchestrating his pleasure with the same meticulous attention she brought to business acquisitions—identifying weaknesses, exploiting vulnerabilities, building toward a carefully planned culmination.

She emerged from the bathroom in black leather pants that hugged her athletic curves like a second skin, a matching leather bra that accentuated her full breasts, and towering black heels that clicked authoritatively against the floor.

The outfit radiated power, her auburn hair loose and wild, her emerald eyes burning with dominance as she approached the bed where Lukas lay naked, his body already trembling with anticipation.

"Look at Mommy's little slut, all ready and waiting," Helena purred, her German accent thick with filthy intent as she strapped on her 8-inch BBC strapon—thick, veiny, and imposing, the black silicone glistening under the dim lights. She fastened it securely to her harness, the wide girth making Lukas's eyes widen. "This big black cock is going to stretch you wide, you pathetic boy. Mommy's going to fuck you senseless."

Lukas moaned, his wrists already bound with the leather cuffs to the headboard, a blindfold heightening his other senses. Helena climbed onto the bed, her heels digging into the mattress for leverage as she positioned herself behind him. She lubed the strapon generously, the slick sounds obscene in the quiet suite, then pressed the tip against his entrance, teasing him.

"Bend over more, you dirty little whore," she commanded, grabbing his hips and pulling him into position. "Spread that ass for Mommy's massive cock. Feel how thick it is? It's twice the size of your tiny, useless dick—look at you, hard and leaking like a desperate bitch, but nothing compared to what Mommy's packing."

"Yes, Mommy," Lukas gasped, arching his back, his body quivering as she pushed in slowly, the wide, veiny shaft stretching him inch by inch. The burn was intense, delicious, his moans filling the room as she bottomed out, her leather-clad hips slapping against his skin.

"Fuck, your tight little hole is gripping Mommy's big black cock like a greedy slut," Helena growled, starting to thrust with deliberate force, bending over him to whisper in his ear. "This is what a real cock feels like, Lukas. Not your pathetic little worm—Mommy's veiny monster owning your ass, making you beg. You're nothing but a fuckhole for me, aren't you?"

"Please, Mommy, harder," he begged, his voice breaking as she pounded into him, the strapon hitting his prostate with every deep stroke.

Her leather bra brushed his back as she leaned over, her breaths hot against his neck.

"Take it, you filthy cumslut," she taunted, her pace relentless, the room echoing with the slap of leather on skin. "Mommy's cock is so much bigger, so much better than yours. Yours is just a sad little thing, dripping and worthless, while mine stretches you wide and makes you scream like the bitch you are."

Lukas cried out, the dirty talk pushing him deeper into submission, his bound hands straining against the cuffs, the blindfold amplifying every sensation. Helena's thrusts grew faster, more punishing, her heels giving her the leverage to dominate him completely. "You're Mommy's property now, you weak little toy. Feel how deep I am? Owning every inch of your slutty ass."

When she finally slowed, pulling out with a wet pop, Lukas whimpered at the emptiness. Helena removed his blindfold, her eyes locking onto his as she unstrapped the dildo, still slick from the lube and his submission. "Not done yet, my dirty boy. Now, swallow Mommy's cock—give it a proper blowjob while I work."

She sat at the edge of the bed, grabbing her laptop from the nightstand and opening it, her leather outfit still on as she propped herself against the headboard.

Lukas crawled between her legs, his wrists still cuffed but with enough slack to obey. He took the strapon into his mouth, sucking tentatively at first, then deeper as she guided him with a firm hand on his head.

"That's it, you cock-hungry slut," Helena murmured, her voice casual as she typed on the laptop, checking emails with one hand while the other tangled in his hair. "Suck Mommy's big black cock clean. Taste your own ass on it, you filthy little whore."

Lukas moaned around the shaft, his lips stretching wide over the veiny girth, bobbing his head as he worshipped it. Helena glanced down occasionally, her expression a mix of amusement and dominance, before returning to her screen. "Deeper, you pathetic sucker—take it all, gag on Mommy's cock like the desperate bitch you are. I'm replying to these acquisition emails, and you're down there slurping like a good toy."

She multitasked effortlessly, her fingers flying over the keys as she pushed his head down further, making him choke slightly on the length.

"That's right, choke on it, you worthless little mouth-slut. Mommy's working on billion-euro deals while you service her cock—shows how superior I am, doesn't it?"

Lukas's eyes watered, but he continued eagerly, the humiliation fueling his arousal. Helena finished an email, then closed the laptop with a satisfied click, focusing fully on him. "Good boy. You've earned Mommy's approval—for now."

And then, when he was completely at her mercy, she introduced the final element—the one he'd fantasized about since college experiments had revealed his deepest desires. The role reversal, the ultimate submission, the forbidden pleasure of being taken rather than taking.

"Is this what you wanted?" Helena asked, her voice husky with exertion and arousal as she moved against him. "To surrender everything? To be completely mine?"

"Yes," Lukas gasped, lost in sensation. "Always yours. Only yours."

The intensity of the experience transcended anything he'd known before—not just physically, but emotionally. The complete vulnerability, the trust required, the liberation of surrendering control to someone who understood his needs better than he did himself.

When it was over, when they lay tangled in sweat-dampened sheets, Helena removed his blindfold, looking down at him with an expression he'd never seen before—something beyond satisfaction or triumph. Something almost tender.

"You're extraordinary," she murmured, stroking his hair. "Most men could never surrender so beautifully."

Lukas leaned into her touch, craving the affirmation as much as he'd craved the physical release. "Only with you," he said truthfully. "I've never trusted anyone else enough."

Helena's expression shifted subtly. "Not even Anna?"

The mention of his wife sent a jolt of guilt through him, momentarily breaking the post-coital haze. "Anna and I... it's different. She doesn't understand this part of me."

"But I do," Helena said, a note of possessiveness returning to her voice. "I understand everything about you, Lukas. Your needs. Your desires. Your potential."

She rose from the bed with fluid grace, retrieving a silk robe from the closet and slipping it on. Against the backdrop of the Munich skyline visible through the floor-to-ceiling windows, she looked like something from a Renaissance painting—powerful, beautiful, slightly dangerous.

"Tomorrow," she said, pouring two glasses of water and bringing one to him, "we'll try something new. You'll wear a special device beneath your suit during the keynote presentation. I'll control it remotely. You'll have to maintain absolute composure while addressing hundreds of industry professionals."

The prospect should have terrified him. Instead, Lukas felt a renewed surge of desire. "Whatever you want, Mommy."

Helena smiled, satisfied. "That's right. Whatever I want." She returned to the bed, trailing her fingers along his chest. "And what I want, more and more, is you. All of you."

The confession held more weight than her usual statements of possession. There was something almost vulnerable in it, a rare glimpse beneath Helena's controlled exterior.

"You have me," Lukas assured her, pulling her down for a kiss.

Later, as Helena slept beside him, Lukas stared at the ceiling, contemplating how completely his life had transformed in the months since that fateful night in her bathroom. What had begun as forbidden attraction had evolved into something more complex, more consuming. Helena had unlocked aspects of himself he'd kept hidden for years—needs and desires he'd buried beneath conventional ambitions and expectations.

With a start, he realized he hadn't thought about Anna once during the evening until Helena mentioned her. His wife had become a peripheral figure in his own mind, eclipsed by the overwhelming presence of her mother. The realization should have troubled him more than it did.

He glanced at Helena's sleeping form, struck by how different she looked in repose—softer, almost vulnerable. During the day, she was the formidable CEO, the dominant Mommy, the controller of his pleasure and pain. But asleep, she was simply a woman—beautiful, aging gracefully, but human. Fallible.

Lukas wondered, not for the first time, what drove her. Was it just the thrill of forbidden pleasure? The power of possessing something that belonged to her daughter? Or was there something deeper—a genuine connection neither of them had anticipated?

As if sensing his thoughts, Helena stirred, her eyes opening to find him watching her.

"What are you thinking?" she asked, her voice husky with sleep.

"That I've never known anyone like you," he answered honestly.

She smiled, reaching for him in the darkness. "Nor I you. Now come here. I'm not finished with you yet."



In their Munich hotel room three days later, Helena stood at the window, wrapped in a hotel robe, watching the sunset paint the city gold. Behind her, Lukas slept deeply, exhausted from their final exploration—a marathon session that had pushed both their limits.

The business portion of the trip had been successful beyond expectations—contracts signed, partnerships secured, Schmidt Finanz's position strengthened in the Bavarian market. But that success paled compared to what had transpired in this suite after business hours.

Helena had discovered sides of herself she hadn't known existed—not just the dominance she'd always carried into the boardroom, but a capacity for sensual creativity, for understanding and fulfilling another's deepest needs, for experiencing pleasure through giving it. Each night, she'd introduced new elements—toys, roles, scenarios—and Lukas had surrendered to all of them with beautiful abandon.

The experience had awakened something primal in her, something beyond the calculated power games she'd initially envisioned. She found herself thinking of him constantly, planning their next encounter during board meetings, imagining new ways to test his limits, his obedience, his trust.

It was becoming an addiction, she realized with unusual self-awareness. An obsession that threatened her carefully constructed control. For the first time in decades, Helena Schmidt wanted something—someone—with an intensity that frightened her. Not just physically, but emotionally. The vulnerability of it was unfamiliar, uncomfortable.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand. Anna's face appeared on the screen—a photo taken at Christmas, her daughter smiling brightly beside a decorated tree.

Helena stared at it for a long moment before answering. "Hello, Liebling."

"Mom? Is everything okay? I've been trying to reach Lukas all evening."

Helena glanced at the sleeping form on the bed. "He's in the shower," she lied smoothly. "The keynote went exceptionally well. Standing ovation."

"That's wonderful," Anna said, genuine pride in her voice. "Will you be returning tomorrow as planned?"

"Yes, our flight lands at two. Shall we have dinner this weekend? Perhaps Saturday?"

"I'd like that," Anna replied. "I've been thinking about some things I'd like to discuss with you both."

Something in her daughter's tone gave Helena pause. "Oh? Anything specific?"

"Just some observations," Anna said vaguely. "Nothing urgent. We can talk Saturday."

After ending the call, Helena remained by the window, uncharacteristically troubled. Anna was perceptive—too perceptive sometimes. Had she noticed something at the wedding? Had Lukas been careless in covering their tracks?

The thought of discovery should have terrified her. Schmidt Finanz could weather many scandals, but the CEO seducing her daughter's husband would likely not be among them. Yet what troubled Helena most wasn't the potential professional fallout, but the personal—the hurt it would cause Anna, the daughter she genuinely loved despite her current betrayal.

For the first time, Helena confronted the full weight of what she was doing. This wasn't just a power game or forbidden pleasure anymore. It had evolved into something that could destroy her family, her company, her legacy. The rational response would be to end it immediately, to extricate herself before the damage became irreparable.

But as she turned from the window to look at Lukas—his face peaceful in sleep, his body bearing faint marks from their activities—Helena knew she wouldn't stop. Couldn't stop. The addiction was too complete, the need too profound.

Whatever the consequences, whatever the cost, she would have him. This beautiful boy who surrendered so perfectly, who called her "Mommy" in a voice that made her feel more powerful than controlling billion-euro acquisitions ever had.

Helena Schmidt had built an empire by identifying what she wanted and taking it, regardless of obstacles. And what she wanted now, more than anything, was Lukas Weber.

The realization settled over her with the weight of inevitability. Whatever happened next—with Anna, with Schmidt Finanz, with the carefully constructed life she'd built—Helena would face it. But she would not give him up.

She returned to the bed, sliding beneath the sheets. In his sleep, Lukas turned toward her instinctively, seeking her warmth. Helena gathered him against her, a possessive arm around his waist, her lips brushing his forehead in a gesture both tender and claiming.

"Mine," she whispered into the darkness. "No matter what happens next."


Chapter 9: Revelations

Anna hadn't meant to snoop. Not really.

She'd simply needed her birth certificate for a research grant application—a document Helena had always kept in her private study at the penthouse. With both Helena and Lukas still in Munich, Anna had used her emergency key to let herself in, expecting a quick retrieval from her mother's meticulously organized files.

What she found instead changed everything.

Helena's study was as immaculate as always—the mahogany desk clear except for a laptop and crystal paperweight, bookshelves arranged by subject and author, not a speck of dust on any surface. Anna headed directly for the antique filing cabinet where Helena stored important family documents.

The birth certificate was exactly where it should be, in a folder labeled "Anna—Legal Documents." Efficient, organized, predictable Helena. As Anna slipped the certificate into her bag, she noticed another folder, unlabeled, tucked behind her own.

She shouldn't have opened it. Later, she would wonder if some subconscious part of her had already suspected, had been gathering clues for weeks now, had led her hand to pull that folder out and spread its contents across her mother's desk.

Inside were photographs—dozens of them. Lukas kneeling at Helena's feet in what appeared to be her bedroom. Lukas blindfolded, his wrists bound with leather straps. Helena standing over him, wearing items Anna had never imagined her mother owning. Scene after scene of intimate encounters, each more shocking than the last.

Anna's hands trembled as she continued through the folder's contents. Printed text messages between them, dating back months. Notes in Helena's precise handwriting detailing "sessions" and "progress" like some perverse performance review. And most damning of all, a USB drive labeled simply "L."

Against her better judgment, Anna plugged it into Helena's laptop. The password screen appeared, but Anna knew her mother's pattern—she'd used the same password structure since Anna was a child, changing only the numbers to reflect the current year. Three attempts later, she was in.

The drive contained videos. Dozens of them, meticulously organized by date. With a detached horror that felt like watching someone else's hand, Anna clicked on the most recent file.

The video showed Helena's hotel suite in Munich—the same room her mother had casually mentioned during their phone call. But there was nothing casual about what was happening on screen. Helena and Lukas together, engaged in acts that made Anna's stomach lurch with a mixture of shock, betrayal, and a strange, unwanted fascination. Her mother's voice saying things she could never unhear. Her husband responding in ways she'd never witnessed.

Anna slammed the laptop closed, bile rising in her throat.

How long had this been happening? The file dates suggested months. The country house weekend. The office. Munich. All while Anna had trusted them both, had even begun to appreciate the mentoring relationship she thought was developing between her mother and husband.

Mechanically, Anna returned everything to the folder, replaced it exactly as she'd found it, and left the penthouse. In the solitude of her car, she finally allowed the tears to come—hot, angry tears that blurred her vision as she drove aimlessly through Berlin's streets.

By evening, tears had given way to cold fury and determination. Anna knew exactly what she needed to do.



Helena returned from Munich feeling more alive than she had in years. The business trip had been an unqualified success—both professionally and personally. As her private car carried her from Tegel Airport to her penthouse, she scrolled through congratulatory emails from board members, already planning how to leverage the new partnerships.

Beside her, Lukas dozed lightly, exhausted from their Munich activities. Helena allowed herself a moment of pure satisfaction, watching his face in repose. He was hers now, completely and irrevocably. Whatever happened next—and she knew there would be complications—nothing could undo the bond they'd forged.

"We're here, Frau Schmidt," her driver announced as they pulled up to her building.

Helena gently touched Lukas's arm. "Wake up, darling. You need to go home to Anna."

He stirred, blinking sleep from his eyes. "I'd rather come up with you."

"I know," she said, surprising herself with the tenderness in her voice. "But appearances must be maintained. For now."

Lukas nodded, accepting the necessity even as his eyes communicated reluctance. "When will I see you again?"

"Tomorrow at the office," Helena replied. "And dinner this weekend—Anna suggested Saturday."

A shadow crossed his face at the mention of his wife. Helena understood his discomfort; their Munich explorations had crossed lines that couldn't be uncrossed, deepening their betrayal of Anna beyond simple physical infidelity into something more profound.

"It will be fine," Helena assured him, though she wasn't entirely convinced herself. "Go home. Rest. I'll see you tomorrow."

She watched his car pull away before entering her building, nodding to the doorman as she passed. The elevator ride to the penthouse was a welcome moment of solitude, allowing her to decompress from the intensity of the past few days.

Helena had just set her suitcase down in the foyer when she realized she wasn't alone. A figure sat in the dimness of her living room, silhouetted against the city lights.

"Anna?" Helena's hand froze on the light switch. "What are you doing here? In the dark?"

"Waiting for you, Mother." Anna's voice was unnervingly calm. "We need to talk."

Helena's mind raced through possibilities, calculating risks and responses with the same precision she applied to business negotiations. Had Anna found something? Heard something? Or was this about something else entirely?

"Of course, Liebling," Helena said, keeping her tone neutral as she turned on a single lamp, casting the room in strategic shadows. "Let me freshen up first—"

"No," Anna interrupted, rising from the chair. "Now."

In the soft lamplight, Helena could see her daughter's face—pale, composed, with a hardness around the eyes that reminded Helena, uncomfortably, of herself. She'd seen that expression in her own mirror—when preparing to destroy a business rival, when cutting losses on a failed investment, when ending her marriage.

"Very well," Helena replied, setting her handbag aside and taking a seat across from Anna. "What's on your mind?"

For answer, Anna reached into her bag and removed a folder—the unlabeled folder Helena kept secured in her filing cabinet, behind the family documents. A cold weight settled in Helena's stomach.

"Explain this," Anna said, placing the folder on the coffee table between them.

Helena didn't open it. She didn't need to. She knew exactly what it contained—her private collection, her record of conquest, her evidence of possession. A mistake, in retrospect. She should have kept it all digital, encrypted, secured. But some primitive part of her had wanted tangible proof, physical artifacts of her relationship with Lukas.

"You went through my private files," Helena said, buying time as she assessed her options.

"Answer the question, Mother." Anna's voice remained eerily steady. "How long have you been fucking my husband?"

The crude language, so unlike her academic daughter, momentarily threw Helena off balance. But she recovered quickly, years of boardroom battles having honed her ability to adapt to unexpected attacks.

"It's not what you think, Anna."

"Really? Because I think it's exactly what it looks like. You—my mother—having an affair with my husband. Dominating him. Recording it. Collecting evidence like trophies." Anna's composure cracked slightly, her voice gaining an edge. "Please, enlighten me as to what I'm misunderstanding."

Helena leaned forward, meeting her daughter's gaze directly. "It began accidentally," she said, opting for a version of the truth. "That weekend you both stayed here after dinner. I caught him masturbating to a photo of me in my bathroom."

Anna flinched but remained silent.

"I was going to tell you immediately," Helena continued. "But then he begged me not to. He confessed he'd been fantasizing about me for years, since before your marriage. He had needs—specific needs—that he was afraid to share with you."

"So you, being the selfless mother you are, decided to fulfill them yourself?" Anna's voice dripped with sarcasm.

"I decided to understand what was happening," Helena countered. "To determine whether this was a threat to your marriage. What I discovered was that Lukas was deeply unhappy, sexually frustrated, and considering looking elsewhere for fulfillment."

"And naturally, you offered yourself as the solution."

Helena made a dismissive gesture. "It wasn't about sex, Anna. It was about power. Control. Things you've never seemed interested in exploring with him."

"Don't you dare blame me for this," Anna hissed, her composure slipping further. "You could have talked to me. Advised me. Instead, you took him for yourself."

"I saved your marriage," Helena replied sharply. "If not for me, he would have found someone else—someone who might have taken him away from you completely. With me, there was no risk of that. I kept him satisfied while ensuring he remained your husband in every public way."

The breathtaking audacity of this claim hung in the air between them. Anna stared at her mother, momentarily speechless.

"You genuinely believe that, don't you?" she finally said. "That you were doing me a favor by sleeping with my husband behind my back. That's... that's delusional, Mother."

Helena's eyes narrowed slightly, the only visible sign that the barb had landed. "Perhaps. But it's also effective. When was the last time you and Lukas argued? When did he last pressure you about having children, or complain about your work hours, or seem dissatisfied in any way?"

Anna opened her mouth to respond, then closed it again. The truth was, their marriage had been more peaceful in recent months. Lukas had seemed more content, less demanding of her time and attention, more supportive of her career.

Seeing the hesitation, Helena pressed her advantage. "He's happier now than he's been in years. And by extension, so are you. Your research is progressing, your marriage appears stable to the outside world, and everyone's needs are being met."

"Except mine," Anna said quietly. "I need a husband who isn't sleeping with my mother."

"Do you?" Helena challenged. "Or do you need the idea of a husband—the social construct, the partnership on paper—while remaining free to pursue your academic ambitions without the messy reality of maintaining an intimate relationship?"

The question hit with precision, targeting a vulnerability Anna had rarely acknowledged even to herself. Her marriage to Lukas had always been comfortable, convenient, undemanding—until he'd begun expressing desires she didn't share or understand.

"He's hooked now, you know," Helena continued, her voice softening. "Addicted to what I provide him. He couldn't give it up if he tried—and believe me, he has tried, out of guilt toward you. But he always comes back."

"So what are you suggesting?" Anna asked, her voice hollow. "That I just accept this... arrangement? Pretend I don't know my husband is having an affair with my mother?"

Helena rose, moving to the bar cart to pour two glasses of scotch. She handed one to Anna before sitting beside her on the sofa—closer now, intimate.

"I'm suggesting something more radical," Helena said. "A restructuring, if you will."

Anna accepted the drink but didn't sip. "Explain."

"Join Schmidt Finanz," Helena said simply. "The position of Research Director is open. The salary is triple what you make at the university, the resources unlimited, the prestige comparable to tenure."

"What does that have to do with—"

"Everything," Helena interrupted. "You're wasting your talents in academia, Anna. You always have been. You belong in the real world, making real impact, accumulating real power. Like me."

Anna stared at her mother, trying to follow the rapid shift in conversation. "You want me to work for you? Now? After what I've discovered?"

"With me, not for me," Helena corrected. "As my heir apparent. The future of Schmidt Finanz."

"And Lukas?"

Helena smiled, the expression both predatory and oddly maternal. "We share him. On my terms, of course. But you'd be welcome to participate, to learn, to discover sides of yourself you've never explored."

Anna took a long swallow of scotch, the burn in her throat matching the fire of indignation in her chest. "You're suggesting I join you in... whatever this is? That we both dominate my husband? That's your solution?"

"It's the only solution that doesn't end with everyone losing," Helena replied matter-of-factly. "If you expose this, the scandal destroys all of us. Schmidt Finanz's stock plummets. Your academic reputation is tarnished by association. Lukas loses his position and his standing in the industry. No one wins."

"And if I simply divorce him?"

"Then he's mine completely," Helena said with a shrug. "Which might be what he wants anyway. But you lose your comfortable partnership, your social standing as a married woman, half your assets, and potentially your access to Schmidt Finanz resources for your research."

Anna set her glass down with deliberate control. "This is extortion."

"This is negotiation," Helena countered. "I'm offering you everything you've secretly wanted—professional prestige, financial independence, freedom from conventional marital expectations—while maintaining the appearance of a traditional family structure. All you have to do is adapt to a new understanding of your relationship with Lukas."

"And if I refuse?"

Helena's expression hardened slightly. "Then we all lose. Is that what you want?"

Anna stood abruptly, needing physical distance from her mother's persuasive presence. She paced to the window, looking out at Berlin's nightscape as she considered her options.

The rational part of her brain acknowledged that Helena's proposal made a certain cold sense. Divorce would be messy, public, damaging to all parties. Exposing the affair would be even worse. And the career opportunity was genuinely tempting—she'd always known she could make more impact in the private sector, had simply followed the academic path out of a desire to differentiate herself from her mother.

But the emotional part—the part that felt betrayed, violated, manipulated—rebelled against accepting this perverse arrangement. How could she ever look at either of them the same way again? How could she participate in whatever twisted dynamic they had established?

"I need time to think," Anna said finally, turning back to face her mother.

Helena nodded, the picture of reasonable compromise. "Of course. Take a few days. But don't discuss this with Lukas yet. Let me speak with him first."

"More manipulation?" Anna asked bitterly.

"Damage control," Helena corrected. "This needs to be handled delicately, regardless of your decision."

Anna gathered her bag, leaving the damning folder on the coffee table. "I'll let you know my decision by the weekend."

"Anna," Helena called as her daughter reached the door. "Whatever you decide, know that I do love you. In my way."

Anna paused, her hand on the doorknob. "Your way has always been the problem, Mother."



One Year Later

Lukas checked his appearance in the mirrored wall of the elevator as it ascended to the research division of Schmidt Finanz. His tailored suit—selected by Helena that morning—fit perfectly, emphasizing his lean physique. The platinum collar pin at his throat, visible only when he loosened his tie, caught the light briefly before disappearing beneath the knot again.

The past year had transformed his life in ways he could never have anticipated. After Anna's discovery—and Helena's masterful manipulation of the aftermath—they had established a new arrangement. One that defied conventional relationships but somehow worked for all three of them.

The elevator doors opened onto the sleek reception area of the research division. Unlike the conservative design of most Schmidt Finanz floors, this level reflected its director's more academic sensibilities—modern furniture, abstract art, and entire walls covered in mathematical formulas and market projections.

"Herr Weber," the receptionist greeted him. "Frau Schmidt is expecting you. Both of them," she added with a smile.

Lukas nodded his thanks and proceeded down the hallway to the corner office. He knocked once, then entered without waiting for a response—a privilege granted to very few at Schmidt Finanz.

Inside, he found them both exactly as he'd expected. Helena stood by the window in a black power suit, auburn hair swept into a severe updo that emphasized her commanding presence. At the desk, Anna looked up from her computer, blonde hair pulled back in a style that mirrored her mother's, her own power suit a navy version of Helena's design.

The similarity between them had grown over the past year, as Anna had stepped into her role as Research Director and Helena's heir apparent. Their postures, their expressions, even their voices had developed a synchronicity that Lukas found both unnerving and arousing.

"You're late," Helena observed, checking her watch.

"Three minutes," Lukas replied. "Traffic on Friedrichstrasse."

"Excuses," Anna said, rising from her desk. "What do we do with excuses, Mother?"

Helena smiled, the expression sending a familiar shiver down Lukas's spine. "We correct them. Thoroughly."

The two women exchanged a look of perfect understanding. In the year since Anna had discovered their affair, she had not only accepted Helena's proposition but embraced it with unexpected enthusiasm. Under her mother's tutelage, Anna had discovered her own dominant tendencies—different from Helena's style, but equally commanding.

"Lock the door," Anna instructed, her academic demeanor giving way to something harder, more authoritative.

Lukas complied, anticipation building as he turned back to face them.

"Strip," Helena commanded, the single word carrying the weight of absolute authority.

As he began removing his clothes, folding each item neatly as he'd been trained to do, Lukas reflected on the strange path that had led him here. From his initial forbidden attraction to Helena, through their secret affair, to this unprecedented arrangement where he served two women—mother and daughter, boss and wife, both claiming ownership of different aspects of his life and self.

"Completely," Anna added when he hesitated at his underwear.

Naked now, he stood before them, vulnerable and exposed in the harsh office lighting. Helena approached first, circling him with a critical eye, running a manicured nail along his shoulder blade.

"What shall we do with him today?" she asked her daughter. "I have the board meeting in an hour, but that's enough time for... preliminary activities."

Anna joined her mother's inspection, her touch firmer, more direct. Where Helena preferred psychological dominance, Anna had developed a taste for the physical—a surprising discovery for all of them.

"I think," Anna said thoughtfully, "he should demonstrate his gratitude for our arrangement. On his knees."

Helena smiled approvingly. "Excellent suggestion. Down, Lukas."

He sank to his knees on the plush carpet, head bowed in the posture of submission they both preferred. From this position, he could see only their legs—Helena's in black stilettos, Anna's in navy pumps of identical height.

"What do you say to Mommy Helena?" Anna prompted.

"Thank you for your guidance, Mommy Helena," Lukas responded, the words now familiar on his tongue.

"And to Mommy Anna?"

"Thank you for your acceptance, Mommy Anna."

The women exchanged satisfied glances above him. What had begun as Helena's exclusive domain had evolved into a shared project—molding Lukas into the perfect submissive partner for them both, professionally competent but privately surrendered to their control.

"Good boy," Helena murmured, her hand stroking his hair. "So obedient now. So completely ours."

And he was—body, mind, and soul—trapped in a web of desire, manipulation, and genuine affection that he no longer wished to escape. Whatever conventional morality might say about their arrangement, Lukas had found a peace in this surrender that had eluded him his entire life.

As the women continued their evaluation, discussing him as if he weren't present, planning the day's "activities" with clinical precision, Lukas remained on his knees, waiting for whatever came next. His wife and his mother-in-law. His two Mommies. His owners.
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