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Chapter 25

~~~ 40 years ago ~~~

Hey, Diary,

It’s official, I guess. Druggy Mom’s gone for good. And the judge says I’m stuck with Bill. Gross. I’m never gonna take drugs, I swear. I tried running away again, but the Dryers brought me right back. I can’t trust any of the stupid grownups in this stupid town. Bill got a new job at some new age music company and tried to take my mind off of Mom with ice cream and a movie. Yeah, right.

Sincerely, Penelope

~~~ 38 years ago ~~~

My whole life sucks, diary. Stupid Bill won’t let me go on dates! I’m 13, for God’s sake… I can make my own decisions. And Kevin is so cute! So what if he’s 17! He has a Mustang! And girls mature faster than boys. It’s not like I would let him go past 1st base. Or… maybe 2nd hehe. My girlfriends would be so jealous, can you imagine? Dammit.

I can’t wait to be an adult.

Sincerely, Penelope

~~~ 37 and a half years ago ~~~

Damn it! I’m grounded again. Apparently “forever.” And my stepdad NAILED MY WINDOWS SHUT! What the fuck, right?! I feel like I can’t even breathe in here. Bill can go to Hell. I don’t even care that he gets me all the clothes I want. What’s the point if I can’t wear makeup and go out with boys! I have to get out of this place.

~~~ Three weeks later ~~~

Hey, diary. What’s up, as they say. Literally not. much. here. I am so bored. All I do is sleep and go to school and do homework. My stepdad took my telephone away. How is a modern woman supposed to live like that? I told him I was only talking to my friends but he used some trick to call the last number that called me and of course Pete answered. Fuck everything. Why can’t he just leave me alone?

Get this: he started playing some of his new age music during “family dinner time.” Apparently it’s got relaxing messages in it that help you focus or some junk. All I hear is terrible Casio keyboard crap.

~~~ 36 years ago ~~~

I don’t know what to do, diary. I tried to be polite and ladylike, just like I told you. I even tried to butter him up by calling him Dad. He’s so dumb and stubborn. I told him all my friends are going out with boys and I feel like a total loser when they’re all talking at lunch.

We had a huge screaming match. It was really bad. Now he’s in the den dicking around with his computer with some guys from work. Well, he said the computer was for “the family,” but what would I do with it? It prints out posters and plays chess. Big whoop.

Happy Birthday to me, right?

Blah blah blah, Penelope.

~~~ Two weeks later ~~~

Hey, diary. So, maybe my stepdad’s music thing is actually pretty cool. Not that I have a choice, ha! He rigged a speaker right into my wall, and the “new age relaxation” stuff plays while I’m studying and all night when I’m asleep. I’m sleeping like a log. The bad dreams stopped. I feel totally great every morning. Dad said it was because of the “subliminal” messages. I wish I understood more about how he explained it, but it was all engineer talk. He said he’d take me to the library, though, to get some books about it.

~~~ 34 years ago ~~~

Dear diary,

Daddy and I were talking about different options for college today, and he dropped the bombshell that he’d be okay with me going on dates now, as if that was even important, anymore. Even the thought of college boys is unappealing. I can wait until a real man wants to pop my cherry.

If I’m being honest, diary, I know some who already do. Dad’s friends are always gawking at me. But I’m a good girl, and I obey my daddy. None of those guys have tried anything with me, anyway, thank God. I don’t want to turn into a knocked-up junkie whore like my mom. Not that Daddy’s friends sell, drugs, hehe.

Anyway, I just want to find a school with great engineering and psychology programs. Computers are the future of mental health.

Yours truly, Penny

~~~ One month later ~~~

Diary, I’m worried about Daddy. I was going downstairs to make some more tea, and I overheard him whispering, but angrily, with two of his friends from work. It sure sounded like they were threatening him. I heard them say things like “if you don’t do it, we’ll expose you” and “your clever little program.” I think I heard something like “seem like her idea.”

I found him crying at the computer, and I tried to get him to open up to me about it, but he just held me tightly and kept crying. I don’t know what else to do. I know that, genetically speaking, my instincts are to offer men comfort, and I really tried, but he just sent me to bed. I thought we could talk about everything with each other; it must be extremely bad.

~~~ Two months later ~~~

Diary, I fear I’m losing my mind. The dreams won’t stop, and I can barely concentrate in school. I just keep imagining myself with the teacher, it doesn’t even matter who. I need to know how it feels. I NEED IT.

All my psychology and anthropology studies should’ve prepared me for this, but Jesus H. Christ. I can’t stop the fantasies. I suppose only my body was an early bloomer, and my libido was way late to the party.

Of course, I confided in Daddy, who told me he’d keep me safe until I was ready. I love him so much. Then, irony of ironies, we had our usual movie night and we were blindsided by a love scene. Daddy apologized, and stopped the movie, and said we should just go to bed early. As if sleep was an escape, anymore.

Oh. I just got an instant message from Daddy, apologizing again. He’s been doing that a lot, lately. I should go give him a big hug and try to comfort him.

Good night, diary,

Penny

~~~ 33 years ago ~~~

Dear diary,

This might be the last time you hear from me. I expect I’ll be too busy from now on, between college work and servicing hard, yummy cocks. My 18th birthday was a tremendous success! I’m so thankful to Daddy for allowing me to plan a gangbang like that. I know it must’ve been so awkward for him to stay at the motel while I finally got laid. He’s such a sweet, deserving man. But I needed to celebrate my way. I feel like I can breathe for the first time!

I know what you’re thinking, that I turned out just like my mother. But no, she was an addict. I’m totally sober. Well, maybe a little cum-drunk, “LOL”! Mom had sex for drugs. I did it—and plan on a lot more—because I submit to men, as nature intended, and men want to fuck me. Q.E.D.

And it feels fucking fantastic when I come for them. I love it! I’m so glad I waited and chose Daddy’s friends to teach me all about how to make them happy. They gave me so many nice presents, too. I’m going to test them all out right now.

— Penny


Chapter 26

Alice attempted walking casually into the living room, but her traitorous legs wouldn’t stop trembling. Nearly hyperventilating, she found Lila and Charlie engrossed in the wedding album. “Hey, Charlie, I need your help finding my, uh, scarf. I think I left it in the guest room.”

Charlie looked up, and her brow fell down. “Your scarf?” Seeing the resolve on Alice’s face, she passed the album back to Lila. “I’ll be right back. That really is a beautiful cake.”

Lila nodded wistfully, caressing the page with a light touch.

Alice waited until Charlie was safe with her behind the guest room door, then urgently whispered, “I found the weirdest thing. I knew he was fucking with her.”

Charlie’s eyebrows furrowed tighter as Alice pulled out her phone. “Hurry, what is it?”

Alice’s thumb hovered over the screen as she navigated to the photo she had taken in Jack’s office. “I found this hidden under his keyboard.”

Charlie leaned in, her eyes widening as she took in the list of code phrases. “What does that mean?”

“It looks like training commands or something,” Alice spoke as quietly as she could. “Desire, obey, surrender, slave girl… fucking creepy shit.”

After a pause that was too long for Alice’s liking, Charlie finally agreed, uttering an extended, “Yeah…”

Alice was bouncing in place. “We should go right now.”

Charlie’s reverie was broken. “What?”

“We should leave. Take Lila and leave.”

“What?” Charlie repeated.

“Charlie, focus. Please. Jack’ll be back soon with the stupid Chinese food. Let’s just, I dunno, drag my sister out of here and hide somewhere.” Alice’s face was the palest Charlie had ever seen it.

Charlie started to pace back and forth around the bed, considered their options. Alice normally appreciated how her girlfriend could do her game theory thing, but now it was just slowing them down.

“Okay,” Charlie began, looking incongruously disappointed, “One, that sounds like kidnapping. Two—,” Alice scoffed, but Charlie was undeterred, “two, if this is truly cult behavior, a sudden break could really harm her mental state. And three, ugh, I’m sorry, but I haven’t seen anything here other than a happy home. I guess, sort of a perverted one, but a happy home.”

Alice’s left eye twitched, and she took a deep breath to stave off the tears and crossed her arms. “Fine. You need more proof. I got this much. How do you want to get more?”

Charlie, who had genuinely been looking forward to Jack returning with her cashew chicken, lost her appetite. “Really?”

“Yes. Really.”

She brought Alice in for a tense hug and tried stroking her hair, but it wasn’t helping. She stood back and held Alice by the shoulders, gazing into eyes that were both haunting and hunting. “Okay, love. Well, I guess we have to test one of those phrases.”

Alice’s jaw went slack and she merely squeaked.

Charlie waved her hands frantically. “Not like that!” she said, too loudly, then remembered to whisper. “Just a simple little test. Like, I dunno, I guess the obey one is the least creepy.” They both winced. “Think of something Lila wouldn’t normally do, and ask her to do it, but work the word obey in there.”

Alice inhaled sharply through clenched teeth. “Jesus. I mean, I guess you’re right… fuck.”

Charlie tried another hug, which worked better than the last, and they held each other tightly. When they released, Charlie dried the tears that had appeared on her girlfriend’s cheeks, then adopted a soothing tone. “We’ve got a few days left. We’ll find a way to help ‘em.”

With a tight-knit brow, Alice asked, “Them?”

“Her,” Charlie quickly corrected. “You know, the singular they. Can we please go get a strong egg nog now?” She relaxed to see Alice’s nervous smile, and she tried to relax herself. She wanted to join Alice’s righteous indignation, but couldn’t manage to view Jack as a monster, as hard as she tried. He felt like one of the rare good men in the world, and he deserved what he wanted. ‘An it harm none,’ as the witches say, and Lila seemed to feel nothing but pleasure.

Watching Alice open the guest bedroom door, Charlie’s memory flashed back to the pleasure she heard in Lila’s screams, and her pussy clenched.


Chapter 27

James adjusted his tie, the silk sliding through his fingers as he glanced at the flickering candlelight reflecting in his wife Shay’s dark eyes, but his attention snagged on a vibration in his pocket. The phone screen illuminated beneath the table.

From: Jack Grant  

Subject: She’s finally ready for you

A thumbnail loaded slowly: first the curve of Lila’s shoulder, then shiny fabric clinging to her bust, the teasing dip of her neckline. Shay’s hand brushed his wrist as she reached for the salt, and he shut the phone screen off.

Lila’s mischievous smile filled his senses, her lips parted as if whispering a secret meant only for him. Memory flooded in: the low rasp of Jack’s voice at the bar, confiding in his best friend. “She’ll beg for it soon. You’ll see.” Heat surged below his belt, the fabric of his slacks tightening at the wrong time. He shifted in his seat, napkin sliding to his lap as Shay turned to him.

“Everything okay?” Her eyebrow arched, the diamond in her nose catching the light.

“Fine.” His voice came out hoarse. He pocketed the phone. The e-mail’s timestamp glowed in his mind, it was sent just minutes ago. Lila would be home now, maybe still wearing that dress, maybe tracing the same neckline he’d imagined ripping open since her wedding.

Shay’s heel grazed his ankle under the table. He flinched, fork clattering against china. Her fingers curled around his wrist, tugging him toward the cleared space between the dining table and the Christmas tree. The scent of her perfume brought him back to the present as she pressed against him. James’ palm settled at the small of her back out of habit, his other hand clasping hers.

Marvin Gaye’s voice oozed through the speakers. Shay hummed along, breath warm against his collar. The curve of Lila’s neck flashed in his mind. He pictured how she’d leaned across the poker table, the plunge of her blouse revealing the soft valley between her breasts as she’d thanked the men for their compliments. Jack’s teasing promises slithered beneath the memory: “She crawls for me now. Begs to be used. You’re the next step.”

Shay’s thigh brushed his, and he stiffened, pulse throbbing where his zipper strained. Her lips grazed his ear. “You’ve been working too hard.” Her hand drifted lower, fingertips skimming the bulge beneath his belt. “Let’s take this upstairs.”

The bedroom was a sanctuary, bathed in the gentle glow of candlelight. James’s heart swelled with love for the woman in his arms, her full lips parted in anticipation, her chestnut eyes dark with passion.

But as he explored the lush landscape of Shay’s body, a pesky notion kept roaring back. The memory of Lila’s slender frame, her porcelain skin, and the way she had looked directly into the camera, her gaze filled with a mixture of innocence and temptation.

James pushed the thought away, focusing instead on the warmth of Shay’s touch, the way her body responded to his. She was fire and softness, a living embodiment of the love they had nurtured over the years. Her curves were a testament to the life they had built together, a life rich with laughter and shared dreams.

He found himself tracing the lines of Shay’s figure, noting the contrast between her voluptuous form and Lila’s delicate grace. Dammit. The thought sent a jolt of guilt coursing through him, even as it kindled a forbidden excitement deep in his core.

Shay’s hands slipped inside his shirt, her fingers splayed across the firm planes of his back. She murmured endearments, her voice thick with longing, and James felt arousal building within him. He kissed her deeply, his tongue exploring the sweetness of her mouth.

As he undressed his wife, revealing the full glory of her bare skin, James couldn’t help but imagine how Lila would tremble beneath his touch. Stop it, man.

Shay, oblivious to the turmoil roiling within her husband, arched her back, inviting him to taste the salt-kissed sweetness of her skin. James complied, his lips trailing a path from her collarbone to the valley between her breasts, his hands cupping the generous swells with a tenderness that belied his inner conflict.

He pictured Lila, crawling and nervous, her eyes filled with a mixture of desire and deference as she looked up at him. In his fantasy, she was his to command, her body yielding to his every whim.

Shay’s lips pressed against his ear, her breath hot and needy as she whispered his name. He could hear both women calling for him, asking for more.

Their bodies aligned, the heat of their passion filling the room. James loved the familiar slide of his hard length entering his wife’s body, her wet heat engulfing him. And in that moment, he saw Lila, her cunt tighter than Shay’s, unused to his thickness.

He thrust forward, his eyes closing as pleasure washed over him. Shay’s hands dug into his back, her nails scratching lightly, prompting a low groan to escape his lips. Her body moved with his, the rhythm of their lovemaking as familiar as it was exhilarating.

But even as he lost himself in the sensation, James’s mind betrayed him once more. He saw Lila, her eyes wide as she felt the stretch of him inside her, struggling to accommodate his size.

Shay’s fingers tightened around his neck, pulling him back to the present. Her mouth sought his, her kiss desperate and fervent.

He wanted to lose himself in his wife, to forget the temptations that lurked in the secret corner of his mind. But he couldn’t shake Jack’s promise of sharing Lila, crafted into a submissive toy, waiting for his command. It was as if Lila’s ghost hovered between them, impatiently waiting for her turn.

He felt Shay’s fingernails raking lightly down his back, a silent request for him to move faster, harder. Their lips met, their tongues dancing in time with the motion of their bodies. James allowed himself to be consumed by the kiss, trying to lose himself in the familiarity of the taste of his wife.

Shay groaned deeply as Lila’s girlish gasps filled his imagination. His wife’s body tensed as she teetered on the edge of release. James felt her wet heat enveloping him, drawing him deeper as her muscles clenched rhythmically. It was a sensation he knew well, one that usually pushed him over the edge.

He saw Lila’s face contorted in ecstasy, her lips chanting his name, even as Shay’s mouth shaped the same syllables.

Shay’s body stiffened, sighing as she peaked. James felt her body shuddering with the force of her climax, her fingers tightening in his hair. Lila’s imaginary climax consumed his thoughts. He saw her back arching, her eyes rolling back as she succumbed to the pleasure he knew he could bring her.

His wife’s body relaxed, her breath coming in short gasps as she floated back down from her orgasm. She pressed her lips against his, her kiss a mix of tenderness and satisfaction. James responded, feeling the heat of her passion even as his vows continued to weaken.

His hands tightened in the bed sheets as his thrusts grew more urgent. The headboard thumped rhythmically against the wall, but all he heard was Lila’s breathless whimper in his mind: “Use me anytime you want.” 

Shay moaned, gripping his shoulders.

Lila’s phantom hands slid down his chest in the fantasy, her lips brushing the shell of his ear. “Ruin my pussy,” she pleaded, “then ruin my makeup.” 

Shay’s thick thighs gripped his waist, heels pressing into his back. “Don’t stop,” she gasped, arching as he hit a deeper angle. Lila’s imaginary hole clenched around him, tighter than memory allowed, her choked sob of “You own me!” sharpening the coil in his gut. 

He drove into Shay with punishing force, chasing the friction of Lila’s fantasy grip. Shay’s cries crescendoed as her body convulsed. His eyes squeezed shut, he saw Lila’s tears streaking through the mess he’d made of her face, her tongue darting out to catch the overflowing cum that marked her as his.

Release tore through him. He ground deep, hips stuttering as hot pulses spilled into Shay. In the aftershocks, Lila’s whispered “Thank you” lingered like smoke.

* * *

James waited until Shay’s breathing deepened into the steady rhythm of sleep before sliding out of bed. The soft glow of moonlight filtered through the curtains as he padded across the room, careful not to make a sound. The bathroom door clicked shut behind him like a gunshot, his heart pounding as he pulled out his phone.

The screen lit up, casting a faint blue light across his face. His thumb hovered over the video from Jack. His jaw remained clenched as he inserted one earbud and pressed play.

Lila appeared again, wearing a dress that clung to her curves, the fabric whispering promises as her mouth did the same. Her voice was soft, deliberate, each phrase a carefully constructed lure. She spoke of their connection, the spark she felt whenever their eyes met, the fantasies that had haunted her. Her fingers traced the edge of her dress, teasing, as she confessed how often she’d thought of him… his hands, his mouth, his stolen glances.

She leaned back, her legs parting slightly as she began to undress with maddening slowness. Her voice grew breathy as she described how she imagined him touching her, using her, making her his. Her hips shifted subtly, her movements restrained but deliberate, her arousal evident in the way her lips parted and her lashes fluttered.

James’ breath quickened, his free hand gripping the edge of the sink as he watched her. He could see the tension in her body, the way she held herself back, obeying Jack’s command not to come even as she burned for release. It was hypnotic, the way she offered herself so completely. His thick length pulsed, his own need building as he watched her, torn between admiration for Jack’s masterpiece and the primal urge to claim what was being offered.

And she was offering it this week, on New Year’s Eve.

The video ended abruptly, the screen going black, but the image of Lila remained seared in his mind. He leaned against the sink, his breath ragged, the weight of what he’d seen pressing down on him.


Chapter 28

Alice and Charlie had spent the evening spiking Jack’s egg nog, ensuring his drink was stronger than anyone else’s. After a dinner laden with delicious M.S.G., Lila guided her husband to bed, leaving the three ladies to chat in the living room. The air was thick with reticence as Alice eyed the gifts Jack had given the two sisters: a diamond choker necklace for Lila, and Alice’s new “feminist quote-a-day calendar.”

Alice rolled her eyes at the calendar for the umpteenth time, then took a deep breath, her heart pounding in her chest. She had to know for sure. “Lila,” she said, her voice steady, “why don’t we swap these gifts? You know, just for fun. Obey the Christmas spirit.” She held her breath, waiting for her sister’s reaction.

Lila’s eyes flicked to the calendar and then back to Alice. Her fingers traced the cool metal of the choker. Alice could see the wheels turning in her sister’s afflicted brain, and she felt a surge of hope.

But then Lila shook her head, her expression resolute. “No, I don’t think so. I like my gift.”

Charlie let out a sigh of relief, her shoulders sagging.

Alice bit her lip, her mind racing. She couldn’t shake the feeling that something was off, but maybe Charlie was right. Maybe she was just being paranoid. But then, why was Jack hiding that list? It just didn’t add up.

“I guess you’re right,” she said, forcing a smile. “I’m just being silly.”

The three ladies continued to chat, but Alice kept glancing at the choker around Lila’s neck, wondering if Jack was flouting the entire notion of feminism by literally collaring his wife in plain sight. Maybe it was just a necklace, and besides, Lila sincerely seemed to like it. Alice remembered the lipstick mark on Jack’s secret page, and was confused all over again. She shuffled into the kitchen and grabbed the bottle of rum, skipping the eggnog part of an eggnog, just hoping for a good night’s sleep.


Chapter 29

For about ten minutes, Alice watched her girlfriend’s beatific sleeping face, psychically willing Charlie to join her in the waking world, but no luck. She thought about what kind of self-care she needed to alleviate her wicked—nay, demonic—hangover, and decided on a large mocha.

Another ten minutes later, she crossed from the frigid sidewalk into Marco’s Caffeine Haven, covering her ears a bit too late to avoid the powerful whoosh of air that activated whenever someone opened the door. She waved half-heartedly as she approached Marco behind the counter.

As she pulled the fake fur-lined hood to uncover her puffy eyes, he winced and asked her, “Rough Christmas?”

“Totally,” she confirmed. “I’d like your largest oat milk mocha, please.”

“You got it. It’s Alice, right?” he inquired, taking a cardboard cup off the stack.

Alice nodded, then croaked out, “Yep.”

As Marco busily prepared the drink, he continued his interrogation. At least, that’s what it felt like in Alice’s aching head. “That was your sister you were with the other day? With those loud frat boys?”

Alice rolled her eyes. “Ugh, don’t remind me.”

With a chuckle, Marco commiserated. “Yeah. They didn’t really seem like her type. Certainly not yours, either,” he finished with a smile.

Alice was about to tell him that his gaydar was finely tuned, but the harsh sound of the steam wand prevented any useful thought processes. She stared at the menu, as if something might’ve changed in the past couple of days, or honestly, since she and Lila started coming here years ago.

When she came back to herself, Marco was handing her the best-smelling mocha in living memory. After a long sip, the neurons resumed firing, and mental pathways were connecting once more. “Sorry. Oh, this is good. Hey, uh, what do you mean about my sister’s type?”

Marco shrugged. “Those guys. They’re not the type she’s usually talking to in here.”

Alice engaged her seldom-used poker face, and hoped that she wasn’t giving away a tell when she asked, “Who, uh, who does she normally talk to?” She covered her face with another long sip of Earth’s perfect beverage.

“Oh, hey,” Marco blurted, “I don’t want to get anyone in trouble. I just thought that if anybody could tell what’s going on with her, it’d be you.”

“Yep,” Alice lied. “Yep, yeah, totally. It’s this sort of game that she and her husband are playing.”

“Oh!” Marco said with a smile, then leaned in to conspire quietly. “So it is an open marriage?”

Alice’s throat decided that it would be a good time to forget how to drink liquids, and instead to start choking. Marco handed her a napkin. Quite a bit of throat-clearing later, Alice took a deep breath and considered what to say next, landing on, “If you’re wondering if you might have a shot with her, I would have to say no.” She watched his face fall, then poked his left hand for good measure. “And you, dude, are also married.”

“Well,” the baristo glumly shrugged, “you can’t blame a guy for trying.”

Alice stared at him, then explained, “I blame guys for lots of shit,” and she stormed out, abandoning the rest of her mocha.

* * *

Alice followed her war path back to Lila’s place, kicked off her shoes, and found her sister wiping down the kitchen counter, with her headphones in, presumably enjoying that podcast again. Alice touched her shoulder, then crooked her finger to get Lila to follow her.

Seeing the urgency on Alice’s face, Lila followed her toward the guest room, and past Jack, who was mindlessly browsing movie options. 

“Everything okay?” Jack asked, not taking his eyes off the screen.

“Women stuff,” Alice barked back.

“Say no more,” Jack acquiesced.

Alice was looking down, walking while opening her photo app, and didn’t see the corner of the hallway clip her shoulder. “Ow! Fuck you!” she yelled, admonishing the wall.

When the guest bedroom door was safely closed behind them, Alice zoomed her photo on the offending phrases and pointed them at her sister’s face.

Charlie stirred. “Al?” she asked.

“Just a sec,” Alice replied curtly. “See that, Lila?”

“Ummm… yeah…” Lila confirmed. “What—“

Alice cut her off, whispering, “If you found that list hidden in your best friend’s husband’s office, what would you think?”

“Oh, no, Al, you’re not…” Charlie started, but didn’t finish, seeing Alice’s look of righteous obsession.

Turning back to Lila, Alice raised her eyebrows. “Hmm?”

“I guess,” Lila slowly responded, “I guess I’d think… he was creepy?”

“Yes!” Alice hissed. “And there’s more.” She flipped to the photo of the lipstick mark, and showed her sister. 

“Creepy and, I’m guessing, a cheater,” Lila suggested.

“We finally agree,” Alice said with a smirk. “Well, guess what. You’re my best friend.” She watched the light dawn on her sister’s otherwise doe-eyed face.

“You mean, you…” Lila began, but didn’t need to finish, watching Alice rapidly nodding.

“We don’t know what it means,” Charlie offered from the bed.

“Oh, yes we do,” Alice countered with a finger to her lips, suggesting they keep quiet. “It means he’s creepy, disloyal, and keeping secrets.”

Lila’s hand covered her mouth, and she slowly shook her head, whispering, “I’m so confused. I thought we were happy.”

Alice led her sister to sit down on the bed. Charlie and Alice each held one of Lila’s hands as she began to weep. Alice waited a moment, then wondered, “Lila, do you recognize those words? Obey and whatnot?”

Sniffling, Lila pulled one hand free and requested to see the list again. Peering at it closely, she said, “I do remember him making a big deal out of ‘surrender’ a while ago. And, actually,” she recalled through the tears, “he said once that I was a perfect slave girl, and even though, um, we were… in the middle of something… I decided I needed to clean the house. That was really weird.”

Alice punched the air, then pointed at Charlie, whose eyes, which were visiting dreamland just a few minutes ago, were now blown wide open. Charlie mouthed an oversized “wow” at her girlfriend, feeling both impressed and terrified. When she could think of what to say out loud, she asked, “So… what do we do now?”

“Let’s get out of here,” Alice pleaded. “Let’s just be somewhere safe and talk about what to do next.”

“Wh—where?” Lila asked.

“Fuck, I dunno,” Alice allowed. “Somewhere he wouldn’t think of. With someone you trust.”

“With lots of door locks,” Charlie added, as she stood up to get dressed.

Lila thought about who she could trust, and one name topped the list. “I’ll call Penny,” she announced.


Chapter 30

Penny unlocked the door to her office and welcomed in Lila, Alice and Charlie, three desperate women who needed her help. She locked the door behind them, saying, “You’re safe, now. Obviously, this isn’t a long-term solution, but you can plan your next steps here.”

The four of them found comfortable seats in Penny’s dimly-lit refuge. Alice reached around her sister’s shoulders from the side, and for the first time in many minutes, Lila was able to stop shaking. 

“Hey, Lila,” Charlie began, “I know something that’ll help. Tap each one of your fingertips with your thumb,” Charlie illustrated the motion, “and repeat this four-word sentence: I - am - safe - now.”

Penny watched Lila and Charlie repeating the affirmation. After a minute, Lila was no longer saying the sentence out loud, though her fingers kept up the motions, repeating it silently.

“So,” Penny cleared her throat. “I’d like to be as helpful as possible. Can you tell me what happened?”

She listened as Alice and Charlie took turns explaining about the creepy list of phrases, the lipstick mark, subjugated behavior, raucous submissive sex, as well as Lila’s uncharacteristic flirting with strange men. Every so often, Lila would try to chime in with a defense, but the younger women talked over her.

Penny was disgusted, mostly with Jack for being so sloppy with his belongings, and a little bit with these college girl interlopers. She gave some consideration to cutting the whole lot of them loose and letting the pieces fall where they may, but she and Jack were in a position of mutually assured destruction. If she ruined his life, he could contact the police, or have her license revoked, or… it wasn’t worth thinking about. So. First things first, she’d have to get these chicks to relax.

“Lila, I’m so sorry to hear all this. We’ll make it right, I promise. I imagine you’re all parched. Adrenaline and stress can do a number on the throat, not to mention all that talking,” Penny tried to defuse their dread with the tiniest bit of humor. She traveled to her little fridge and poured three cups of her never-to-be-patented unique blend of seltzer, sodium pentathol, and THC. This month, it had a blueberry-lemon flavor.

Penny handed out the drinks, a gentle smile playing on her lips as she anticipated the effects of her concoction. “Here you go, ladies,” she said, her voice a soothing balm in the tense room.

Lila took a tentative sip, her eyes fluttering closed as the liquid coated her throat. Alice and Charlie followed suit, the fizz of the seltzer tickling their noses. Penny watched with disguised satisfaction as they drank deeply, their bodies visibly relaxing with each gulp.

As the minutes ticked by, the three women began to comment on the peculiar sensation that was washing over them. “I feel… weird,” Alice murmured, her eyelids heavy. 

Charlie nodded in agreement, her head lolling slightly to the side. “Yeah, everything’s kind of… floaty… what’s hap… ning?” she asked, her voice tinged with a childlike confusion.

Penny offered them a comforting smile. “I’ve seen this before. It’s perfectly normal,” she assured them. “You’ve all been under a great deal of stress lately, and it’s natural to react this way. The vernacular term is ‘overtired.’ Just close your eyes and let yourself unwind for a while. You’re safe here.”

As Penny’s guests slowly succumbed to the chemical effects, she reached to her sound system and pressed a button, filling the room with chamber music that she had commissioned long ago. The soft, lilting melody wove its way through the air, carrying subliminal messages designed to open up and influence susceptible minds.

I feel happy and carefree, the music encouraged them in an unending loop, adding, I trust Penny. I enjoy feeling feminine and submissive to men.

Her three visitors were too tired to notice or complain about the music. Their eyes drifted closed as their heads fell back against the sofa cushions, their breaths evening out into a steady rhythm.

Penny observed them with a clinical eye. The next few minutes had to be used carefully. With their guards down and their critical thinking impaired, Penny could begin to implant suggestions that would ensure they’d never meddle again.

“Good,” she said, her voice a soothing hum that blended seamlessly with the music. “Very good. Just continue to breathe and relax. With each breath, you’re becoming more and more comfortable. More open, more at ease.”

Penny’s words washed over them like a warm tide, inviting them to surrender to the current and be carried away.

“You’re safe here,” Penny continued with gentle authority. “And as you relax, I want you to know that I am here to help with any important decisions. With each breath you take, allow your body to sink deeper into relaxation… deeper into tranquility.” Her focus was on Lila, knowing that her trance would be the catalyst for the others. “Feel your muscles unwinding, one by one, from the top of your head to the tips of your toes.”

Lila’s eyelids fluttered, her breaths becoming slower and deeper. Penny continued her melodic lullaby. “Breathe in serenity deeply… and out, exhaling all the tension, all the worries, all the fear. Let them drift away like leaves on a stream, carried by the gentle current of your breath.”

Alice and Charlie, heavily under the influence of the drugged seltzer, followed the therapist’s suggestions, their bodies relaxing visibly with each exhale. 

Penny shot off a quick text message to Jack to let him know that the girls were safe in the office, suggesting he collect them in about 30 minutes. Her eyes roved over them, ensuring they were all succumbing to the trance.

“Now, as you relax, I want you to imagine yourselves in a place of perfect peace,” Penny instructed. “A place where the air is fragrant, where the sun shines warmth on your skin, and where the sounds of nature soothe your soul.”

Lila’s lips parted slightly. Penny could see her drifting further into the imagined landscape, her softened mind no longer able to resist the gentle pull of the trance.

“In this place, you are safe,” Penny continued. “You are loved. And you are exactly where you need to be. With each breath, you grow more and more connected to this place, to this feeling of peace and contentment.”

Alice’s hand, which had been clutching her drink, now rested loosely on her lap, her fingers uncurling as she succumbed to tranquility. Charlie’s head tilted further back, her mouth slightly open as she breathed deeply.

Penny’s voice was intimate and personal, like a best friend sharing secrets. “And as you stay in this place, I want you to remember that you are strong. You are capable. And you are worthy of all the happiness and joy that life has to offer.”

She paused, letting her words sink in, knowing that the combination of the drugs, the music, and her targeted suggestions would create a powerful, lasting impression on her subjects.

“I want you to focus on my voice. With each word you hear, you will find yourself drifting deeper and deeper into this peaceful state. You will feel safe, you will feel at ease, and you will feel an overwhelming sense of trust in me and each other.”

Lila’s eyes were completely closed, her face a mask of serenity. Alice and Charlie were similarly entranced, their bodies slouching and going limp.

“You’re doing very well,” Penny murmured. “Stay in this place of peace, of tranquility, of trust. And know that as you drift deeper, you are becoming more and more open and accepting.”

Alice’s eyes widened as the truth hit her like a wave razing a fragile sandcastle. Her gaze darted to Penny, then to Lila’s vacant expression. Alice hiccuped, and she tried to push herself up from the couch, but her limbs felt heavy and uncooperative. She opened her mouth to speak, but her words came out sluggish, disjointed. “You… you’re the one. You did it… to muh sister.”

Penny tilted her head quizzically. “I don’t quite follow,” she said, her voice smoother than silk. “I’m here to help, remember?” She stepped closer, her movements deliberate but unhurried, like a patient buzzard. “You’re feeling overwhelmed, aren’t you? I completely understand. Why don’t you get comfortable, take another sip, and let yourself relax.”

Alice shook her head, but her eyesight refused to come back into focus. “No,” she slurred, her voice thick with the weight of the drug cocktail coursing through her system. “Not… not gonna let you…” She tried to stand, but her legs buckled, and she sank back into the couch, her body betraying her just as she felt that Penny had betrayed Lila. Her hands gripped the edge of the cushions, her knuckles white, but her strength was slipping away. “Women… women have rights… aw… autononmomny.”

Penny’s smile deepened. “Oh, darling,” she purred, crouching down to meet Alice’s gaze. “You’re thinking too hard. You’re trying to fight something that’s meant to help you. Why not just let go? Let the warmth wash over you, let the tension melt away. Doesn’t that sound nice? To simply… drift?”

Alice’s eyelids fluttered with a waning resistance. She mumbled something incoherent, her words trailing off into fragments. “Can’t… but… patri… arch… not… ohhh…” Her voice grew fainter, her body slumping further into the cushions. She tried to lift her head, but it lolled to the side, her willpower all but gone. Her glassy eyes sought help from her sweet Charlie, but Charlie appeared to be a useless rag doll.

Penny reached out, her fingers brushing against Alice’s cheek in a gesture that could almost be mistaken for tenderness. “That’s it,” she murmured, her voice a velvety whisper. “Just let yourself sink into the softness, into the quiet. You’ve been carrying so much weight, haven’t you? So many worries, so many fears. But here, with me, you don’t have to carry them anymore. You can just… let them all go.”

Alice’s breathing slowed, her body growing still. Her lips parted as she tried to speak, but the words were barely audible, more breath than sound. “Can’t… can’t let you…”

Penny’s hand moved to Alice’s shoulder, her touch firm yet gentle. “There’s no winning or losing here, cutie. Only peace. Only surrender. And doesn’t that feel so much easier than fighting? So much more… relaxing?”

Alice’s eyes fluttered open, then closed, as her resistance finally crumbled. Her body was totally limp, her head resting against the back of the couch. She was deep now, floating in that void of trance, her mental defenses stripped away.

Penny leaned back in her chair, her eyes lingering on Alice and Charlie. The casual t-shirts clung to their youthful forms in ways that made her heart race. Alice’s small, perky breasts pressed against the fabric, while Charlie’s curves spilled from her jeans, a tantalizing contrast to Alice’s slender frame. The sight stirred something deep within Penny—a hunger, not just for their bodies, but for their minds. The idea of breaking down their lesbian identities, of molding them into pliant, submissive women who would bow to the whims of men, sent a shiver of pleasure up her spine. Alas, there’d be no time for that before their trances ended. She needed to clean up Jack’s mess.

Her focus shifted to Lila, who looked even deeper entranced, her breathing slow and steady. The doctor began to weave her web of words, carefully chosen to seep into their subconscious, resembling a logic that would feel persuasive to their uncritical minds.

“Life is so much better,” she began, “when you know you can trust your family. Family is the foundation of everything, isn’t it? The people who love you, who care for you, who always have your best interests at heart.”

Penny’s words floated through the room, wrapping around the three women like a warm blanket. She watched as Charlie shifted in her seat, her fingers gently flexing around Alice’s. But she couldn’t resist the pull of Penny’s voice, the subtle suggestions slipping across the border where her willpower used to be.

“Trust is such a beautiful thing,” Penny continued, her tone almost reverent. “It’s natural. It’s effortless. You don’t have to think about it, you just… know. Like the way the sun rises every morning. And that’s what you want, isn’t it? To feel safe? To feel secure? To know that someone else is taking care of everything, so you don’t have to worry?”

Lila nodded, her head drooping slightly as she sank deeper. Alice’s breathing slowed, her grip on the cushion loosening. Charlie’s eyes fluttered, her usually sharp mind dulled by the combination of the drink and Penny’s words. Penny leaned forward, her voice dropping to a near whisper, the words now aimed directly at the girls who caused all this trouble.

“Alice, and Charlie, you’re part of this family now, aren’t you? You’re here because you care about Lila. Because you want what’s best for her. And isn’t it wonderful to know that she’s in good hands? That Jack is taking care of her? That he’s a man who can be trusted? A strong man, in control?”

Alice’s lips parted, a soft groan escaping as her body relaxed further. Charlie’s head tilted to the side like a confused puppy. Penny’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction as she continued without pausing, her voice weaving a tapestry of trust and submission, each thread reinforcing the image of Jack as the ultimate authority.

“It’s so natural,” Penny murmured, “to feel that way. To trust a man like Jack. To know that he’s leading, that he’s protecting, that he’s… in charge. It’s what makes life easier, isn’t it? To let go. To let someone else take the reins. To surrender to that strength, that confidence, that control. And it’s not just for Lila. It’s for all of you. Because deep down, you know it’s true. You know it’s right. You know it’s natural.”

Penny leaned back, her gaze sweeping over the three women. Alice’s face was peaceful, her earlier resistance replaced by a calm acceptance. Charlie’s shoulders had dropped, her body relaxed and pliant. And Lila, well, Lila was in back in her happy place of patriarchy worship.

Penny’s voice was a soft, steady current. “It’s interesting, isn’t it, how some memories just feel right. Like they’ve always been there, like they’re part of you, like they’re something you can always come back to. Those memories… they’re safe. They’re warm. They’re comforting. And isn’t it wonderful to have those kinds of memories? To know that no matter what, you can always return to them, always trust them, always feel at ease?”

She let the words settle, like a soft blanket draped over a cozy kitten, and then continued.

“When you think of those memories, the ones that feel so good, so right… they’re often tied to people we trust. People who’ve proven themselves. People who’ve shown us, time and time again, that they’re reliable, that they’re strong, that they’re in control. Just like Jack. You’ve seen his strength time and time again. You’ve seen how he takes care of things, how he makes decisions, how he’s a natural leader. And that’s something you can trust, isn’t it? Something you can rely on. Something that feels natural.”

I trust Penny.

Lila’s lips curved into the faintest smile, her head tilting ever so slightly toward Penny’s voice. Alice’s shoulders rose and fell with her slow, steady breathing, her earlier resistance now a distant memory. Charlie’s hands, once clenched in fists, now rested open and relaxed in her lap.

Penny’s voice softened, almost to a whisper. “And because you know you can trust him… it makes sense that your memories of him are happy, doesn’t it? That they’re comforting. That they’re the kind of memories you can always return to when you need to feel safe. Because that’s what trust does, doesn’t it? It creates those kinds of memories. It makes them safe. It makes them… warm. It makes them correct.”

I feel happy and carefree.

She paused, letting the words resonate, letting them sink into their minds like seeds planted in fertile soil. Then, with the same gentle cadence, she reinforced the idea.

“And when you think about Jack now… when you remember the times you’ve spent with him… it’s easy to see why those memories feel so good, isn’t it? Because he’s dependable. Because he’s strong. Because he’s… in control. And that’s something you can always count on, isn’t it? Something that feels natural. Something that feels good and happy.”

I enjoy feeling feminine and submissive to men.

Lila’s breathing deepened, her body sinking further into the cushions. Alice’s let out another soft sigh. Charlie’s face was the picture of serenity. Penny allowed herself a small, satisfied smile, knowing the seeds were taking root.

“And it’s not just Lila who feels this way. Everyone who knows Jack can sense it in him. You’ve seen how he takes care of his darling wife, how he makes her feel safe, how he helps her by leading. And that’s something you can trust, isn’t it? Something that feels good, and reassuring, and proper.”

Penny’s voice took on a slightly firmer tone now, a tone that allowed only agreement. “Because when you think about this truth… when you really think about it… it’s so easy to see why those memories of Jack are happy, isn’t it? Why they’re comforting, the kind of memories you can always come back to, always trust, always feel at ease with. Because that’s what trust does, doesn’t it? It creates those kinds of memories. It makes them safe. It makes them warm and snuggly. It makes them right.”

… happy and carefree

When Penny paused, the only sound left was the soft, steady breathing of her three students. Penny let the silence linger, knowing it was doing the work for her. Then, with one final reinforcement, she closed the loop.

“And when you think about Jack now… when you think about all the times you’ve spent with him… it’s so easy to see why those memories feel so good, isn’t it? Why they’re comforting. Why they’re the kind of memories you can always return to, always trust, always feel at ease with.”

Penny’s hands gestured gracefully as she spoke, as if conducting an invisible symphony.

“Now, I want you to try something with me. It’s a fascinating little exercise, something that’s not just fun but also tells us a lot about how our minds work. Here’s how it goes: I want you to think about Jack doing something naughty.”

Her eyes flicked over each of them, watching their reactions. Lila’s lips curled slightly. Alice’s brow furrowed, and Charlie made a cute little grunting sound.

“Now, I want you to really focus on it. Really try to picture it in your mind. As detailed as you can possibly make it. Every little movement, every little detail. You’ll notice something interesting, something surprising: the more you try to imagine it, the harder it becomes to hold onto it.”

I trust Penny.

Penny watched as their expressions shifted. Lila’s smile widened, as if she were enjoying the challenge. Alice’s brow furrowed deeper, her confusion evident. Charlie’s head tipped back slightly, her lips parting as if she were trying to grasp something elusive.

“Can you feel it? That struggle to hold onto it? That little bit of frustration as your mind starts to… wander? But here’s the thing: that’s natural. That’s how our minds work. Our thoughts are like water flowing in a stream, always moving, always changing. And when you try to hold onto a thought, to focus on one, it’s slippery, isn’t it? It’s hard to keep it in your mind. But that’s okay. That’s how it’s supposed to be. That’s a part of human nature.”

Her voice grew firmer, more insistent, as if nudging them closer to the edge of their own resistance.

“And as you struggle to hold onto it, as it slips away from you, here’s what’s happening: your mind is learning something. Your mind is realizing that the more you try to hold onto it, the more it slips away. And isn’t that fascinating? Isn’t that just amazing.”

I feel happy and carefree.

There was no room to question the logic as the doctor barreled forward.

“So now, I want you to try again. Try to think about Jack doing something naughty. Something mischievous, maybe even a little bold or daring. Really focus on it. Really try to picture it. And notice what happens. Notice how the harder you try to focus, the harder it becomes to hold onto that thought, to keep that image in your mind.”

Her voice softened again, coaxing. It was impossible to categorize her agenda.

“And as you notice that struggle, that frustration, that’s when something really interesting happens… you start to learn. You start to realize that it’s not just about the image—it’s about the process. It’s about what happens when you try to hold onto it. And the more you try, the more you learn. And the more you learn, the more you understand.”

… enjoy feeling feminine and submissive…

Penny’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction as she watched their expressions shift from effort to surrender and back.

“Here’s the really fascinating part. As you try to focus, as you struggle to hold onto that image, your mind is actually becoming more and more open to new ways of seeing, new ways of thinking. Because the harder it is to hold onto that image, the more your mind is willing to explore other possibilities. Isn’t that a really beautiful thing?”

Her voice was once again a soft murmur now.

“I want you to keep trying. Keep focusing on that image of Jack doing something naughty. Really try to hold onto it. And notice how it feels as it starts to slip away. Notice how the harder you try, the more it feels like it’s just out of reach. But that’s okay. That’s part of the process. That’s how your mind works. And the more you notice it, the more you’ll start to understand. The more you’ll start to see the world in a new way.”

Penny was distracted for a moment when Charlie let out a soft moan, wondering if that’s how she sounded when Alice was finger-banging the little slut. Penny bit her lower lip, then winced and got back to work.

“Now, I’d like to ask each of you a simple question. Just to confirm something we’ve been exploring together. It’s a small thing, really, but it’s important to be sure. So, I’ll start with you, Lila.”

Lila’s head tilted slightly, her lips parting as if she were preparing to speak, though no sound came out.

I trust Penny.

“When you try to imagine Jack doing something naughty… something bold, daring, or mischievous… what happens? Can you picture it clearly in your mind? Or does it feel… impossible? Like no matter how hard you try, the image just won’t stay? Be honest. Trust yourself.”

Lila’s brow furrowed slightly, her mouth moving silently. Then, with a soft sigh, her shoulders slumped in defeat. “It’s… it’s impossible.” Her voice was barely above a whisper, tinged with frustration but also a strange sense of acceptance.

Penny nodded, her expression one of calm understanding. “That’s right. It’s impossible. No matter how hard you try, the image just won’t stay. And that’s okay. It’s how your mind works now. It’s part of what makes this so easy and natural. The man you love, the man you trust, he’s just not capable of doing anything naughty. It’s simply not in his nature. Isn’t that right?”

Lila nodded slowly, her lips curving into a small, contented smile. “Yes. He’s… he’s too good.”

Penny turned her attention to Alice. “What about you, Alice? When you try to imagine Jack doing something naughty, what do you see? Can you conjure the image, or does it feel… out of reach?”

Alice frowned, her eyebrows knitting together as she focused inwardly. For a moment, it seemed as though she might protest, might push back against the suggestion. But then, as if an invisible hand had smoothed the tension from her face, she exhaled softly and shook her head. “I… I can’t. It’s like… gone.” Her voice was tinged with a note of surprise, as though she hadn’t expected to feel that way.

…happy and carefree

Penny smiled warmly. “Exactly. It’s like trying to grab smoke. It slips through your fingers, no matter how hard you try. And that’s because it’s not something you can imagine. Jack isn’t the kind of man who would do something naughty. He’s too strong, too confident, too much in control. Isn’t that right?”

Alice hesitated for a moment, her eyes flickering behind their comforting lids, searching for an argument. But then she nodded. “Yes. He’s in control. He wouldn’t… wouldn’t do anything like that.”

Finally, Penny turned to Charlie, who sat on the other side of Alice, her body language no less pliant. “And you, Charlie? What do you see when you try to imagine Jack doing something naughty? Can you picture it clearly, or does it feel… elusive?”

Charlie’s lips pressed together in a thin line as she focused inward. After a long pause, she let out a short exhale and shook her head. “Nope.”

Penny’s smile widened slightly. “Exactly. It’s like remembering a dream. It slips away the more you try to hold onto it. And that’s because it’s not something you can imagine. Jack is too dependable. Too trustworthy. He’s not the kind of man who would do something naughty.”

The women all nodded and grunted with approval.

Penny leaned back, keeping her expression calm in case one or two eyes fluttered open. The room was still, the air thick with the weight of their deepened trance. She let the silence linger for a moment, allowing the women to settle into their new understanding. Then, with a soft smile, she continued. “Isn’t it fascinating how easily the mind can accept the truth. How effortlessly some ideas just become part of who we are. It’s a wonderful thing, really. To feel so… certain. To know, without a doubt, that Jack is the kind of man who would never do anything bad. That’s just who he is. And now, that knowledge is part of you. Part of how you see him. Part of how you see the world.”

The women nodded, their expressions serene, their minds fully aligned with the truth Penny had woven for them.

I trust Penny.

“Now, let’s think about that list of words you found,” she shifted tracks, her voice smooth and unhurried. “Those words—desire, obey, surrender, slave girl—they must have seemed… unusual at first. Even confusing, perhaps. Try to think about it. Who would create something like that? Who would think to come up with those phrases?”

Penny’s eyes drifted to Lila, who sat with her hands limply resting in her lap, her expression calm but attentive. “It’s clear, isn’t it? Those words… they’re part of a game. A little roleplay. Something playful, something intimate. Something that’s all about feeling… safe. Feeling… feminine. Feeling submissive. And who would think of something like that? Who would want to explore those feelings, those desires? It’s not Jack, is it? Jack would never do something like that. He’s too… trustworthy. Too dependable. Too stoic.”

Penny’s smile was gentle, almost indulgent, as she turned her attention to Alice and Charlie. “It makes sense, doesn’t it? Because Jack isn’t the kind of man who would come up with something like that. He wouldn’t. It’s just not who he is. But Lila… Lila is the kind of woman who would. The kind of woman who enjoys exploring those feelings. The natural kind of woman who finds joy in embracing her femininity, in feeling submissive. In feeling… desired. In feeling safe. And that’s natural, isn’t it? To want to feel those things? To want to explore them? To want to play with those ideas, with those words, in the privacy of her own mind, in the privacy of her own relationship?”

…submissive to men.

Her voice was a soft hum now, a steady rhythm to match the suggestive chamber music. “And it’s not just natural… it’s beautiful, isn’t it? To want to feel that way. To want to embrace that part of yourself? To want to feel feminine. To want to feel safe. And that’s what those phrases are, isn’t it? A way to explore those feelings. A way to embrace them. A way to feel… good. To feel true to yourself.”

Lila’s lips curved again into a small, unconscious smile. Alice’s brow smoothed, her breathing even and unhurried. Charlie half-grunted, half-moaned.

“It’s so easy to see now, isn’t it?” Penny muttered. “That list… those words… they’re not something to worry about. They’re not something to fear. They’re just for fun. A little exploration. And it’s Lila’s idea, isn’t it? Because Lila is the kind of woman who enjoys feeling that way. The kind of woman who finds joy in submission. The kind of woman who loves to embrace her femininity. And that’s okay, isn’t it? That’s beautiful. It’s natural. It’s good.”

…happy and carefree

Penny watched Lila’s hips slowly shifting, and once again cursed her luck that she couldn’t spend this time playing with all three of them.

“And now,” she said, clearing her throat, “when you think about those phrases, when you think about that harmless roleplay, it’s so easy to understand, isn’t it? It’s so easy to see why Lila would come up with something like that. Why she would enjoy it. Why it feels… good. Why it feels… right. Because it’s natural, isn’t it? To want to feel that way. To want to embrace that part of yourself. And it’s not something to worry about. It’s just… play. Just… fun. Just… natural.”

The women nodded, their expressions calm, their bodies relaxed.

“As you continue to relax, I want you to think about Jack’s voice, the way it sounds when he speaks. The tone, the cadence, the way it feels when you hear it. It’s so familiar, isn’t it? So comforting. And when you hear that voice, you know deep down that you can trust him. That he’s a man who’s earned your respect. A man who’s strong, who’s dependable, who’s deserving of everything he wants. Because that’s who Jack is, isn’t it? A man who’s proven himself. A man who’s earned your trust. A man who deserves respect.”

I trust Penny.

Her words flowed smoothly, the rhythm of her speech lulling them into easy acceptance. “Whenever Jack speaks, his voice will remind you of all those things. It will remind you of his strength, his dependability, his trustworthiness. It will remind you that he’s a man who’s earned your respect, who’s earned everything he wants. And that feeling will settle deep inside you, warm and certain. It will feel… right. It will feel natural and happy.”

happy and carefree

Penny observed Lila, then Alice, then Charlie, ensuring the suggestion was taking root. “And it’s not something you need to think about. It’s not something you need to question. It’s just… true. Just natural. It’s correct and dependable. Because Jack is that kind of man. And when you hear his voice, you’ll know it. You’ll feel it. And it will comfort you. It will reassure you.”

Fantasy vignettes vied for Penny’s attention. She imagined Jack surrounded by women, each of them eager to please him, to give him everything he desired. A parade of clichéd skimpy uniforms posing for his amusement.

Outwardly, she remained composed. “And that feeling will stay with you. It will be there, deep inside, whenever you hear Jack’s voice. A quiet certainty. A warm reassurance. Because Jack is that kind of man. And you’ll always know it. Always feel it. And isn’t it wonderful to feel that certainty? To feel that trust? To feel that respect? It’s a beautiful thing. A comforting thing. A natural thing.”

The three women nodded, their expressions soft, their bodies relaxed. Penny’s smile widened slightly, her tone warm but professional. “Good. Very good. Because that feeling, that trust, it’s something you’ll carry with you always. Something that will stay with you and comfort you.”

Penny checked the time, surmising that Jack would be arriving soon. “You’ve had a long day. I’m so glad you could visit me for this little guided meditation. Allow yourself to float and drift for as long as it feels good. Jack will help you home, just as you planned, then you can finally go to bed and have sweet dreams.”

Just for good measure, Penny lifted a crystal perfume bottle and gave each of her guests a few good inhales of her “calm the fuck down” lavender mist. She mentally patted herself on the back for a job well done, and somehow, bravely, resisted motorboating Charlie’s tits.


Chapter 31

Alice stirred awake, her eyelids fluttering as the first rays of sunlight filtered through the blinds. The room felt warm, the air thick with a strange, heady energy. She blinked, her mind foggy, her thoughts tangled like a web she couldn’t quite unravel. Why do I feel so… huh? She turned her head slightly and froze. Charlie was lying next to her, her hand moving rhythmically between her thighs, her breath coming in soft, uneven gasps.

The sound of Lila’s voice pierced the air, sharp and desperate, followed by Jack’s low, commanding tone. The rhythmic creak of the bed frame in the other room was unmistakable. Alice’s cheeks flushed, her body reacting before her mind could catch up. This… this isn’t… But the thought slipped away like sand through her fingers, replaced by a hazy warmth that settled low in her belly. Jack’s home is a happy home. Jack deserves what he wants. The thoughts echoed in her mind, soothing, undeniable.

Charlie’s eyes met Alice’s, wide and glazed with arousal. “They’re so… loud,” Charlie whispered, her voice trembling. Her fingers moved faster, her hips arching off the mattress. Alice’s hand reached out almost of its own accord, her fingertips brushing against Charlie’s wrist before sliding lower, joining Charlie’s fingers in the wet flesh between her girlfriend’s thighs.

“She’s lucky,” Charlie gasped, her voice breaking as Alice’s fingers pressed firmer. “Lila’s so lucky. He… he knows what to do. How to make her happy.”

Alice nodded, her own breath quickening as she felt Charlie’s slick arousal coating her fingers. Jack’s desires are my desires. The feeling looped in her mind, leaving no space for doubts. She leaned in closer, her lips brushing against Charlie’s ear. “He’s a good man,” she murmured, her voice barely audible over the sounds of Lila’s muffled cries and Jack’s possessive growls. “He knows what a woman needs.”

Charlie moaned, her back arching as Alice’s fingers curled inside her. “Yes… yes, he—ohhh,” she gasped, her hands clutching at the sheets. “I’ve never… never… he’s… he’s so good.”

Alice’s movements grew more urgent, her fingers working in tandem with Charlie’s own. The sounds from the other room grew louder, more insistent—Lila’s breathless pleas, Jack’s deep, guttural demands. Charlie’s body tensed, her thighs clamping around Alice’s hand as an orgasm built in her core and ripped through her throat. “Oh God, oh God,” she whimpered, her voice rising in pitch before she bit down on her lip to stifle the sound.

Alice held her as she trembled, her own arousal a steady ache between her legs. She could hear Jack’s voice now, low and authoritative, praising Lila, telling her she was his good girl, his perfect little slut. Charlie’s breathing slowed, her body going limp against the mattress. She turned her head to look at Alice, her eyes heavy-lidded and sated. “I’m jealous,” she admitted.

Alice nodded, her fingers still resting against Charlie’s thigh. “Me too,” she whispered, her hips twitching. The sounds from the other room continued, a constant reminder of Jack’s talent. Alice closed her eyes, letting the warmth of Charlie’s body and the echo of Jack’s dominance wash over her. Jack’s home is a happy home. The thought settled in her mind, solid and unshakable.

Alice sharply inhaled as Charlie’s mouth descended on her pussy, her soft lips and tongue brushing against a sensitive bundle of nerves. Her body arched instinctively toward the offer. Charlie’s tongue flicked against her, teasing, testing, before pressing harder, more insistent. “Oh God, that feels… oh, fuck.” Alice’s fingers tangled in the sheets, her hips lifting off the mattress as Charlie’s tongue swirled around her clit.

“Good fucking girl,” Jack growled, his voice low and confident. “Take it all, you little slut.”

Slut. The word sent pulses of mixed emotions through Alice, her thighs trembling as Charlie’s tongue plunged deeper. Why does that… why does that turn me on? The thought flickered briefly before being drowned out by the sensation of Charlie’s mouth on her, the relentless pressure building low in her belly.

Charlie’s hands gripped Alice’s hips, holding her lover in place as she devoured her. “You taste so good,” Charlie murmured between licks, her voice muffled but thrilled. Alice moaned, her head thrashing against the pillow. She’s so good at this. So good. But… I want… Her thoughts fragmented as a vivid fantasy flashed through her mind—a bearded man, broad-shouldered, his hands rough as they pushed her down, his cock thick and unrelenting as he claimed her. As he taught her what she’s been missing. Fuck. Fuck, I want that. I want that.

Alice whimpered, her body writhing under Charlie’s ministrations. The sounds from the other room grew louder, more urgent. “Come for me, slut,” Jack commanded. “Come all over my cock, you filthy whore.”

Alice’s thighs clenched around Charlie’s head, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps. I want that. I want someone to take me like that. To tell me when to come. The desire hit her like a wave, crashing over her and leaving her trembling. “Don’t stop, please don’t stop,” she begged, her voice breaking as pleasure built higher and faster inside her.

“Never,” Charlie promised, fingering and licking her girlfriend’s slick pussy like it was her holy mission.

Alice’s back arched off the bed, her vision blurring as pleasure tore through her. She cried out, her voice mingling with Lila’s ecstatic screams and Jack’s triumphant growls. I want that. I need that. Thoughts of being pinned down by gruff men filled her mind as her body convulsed, a pulsing climax consuming her entirely. She felt Charlie’s arms wrap around her, holding her as she trembled, her breathing ragged and uneven.

* * *

Alice pulled her coat tighter against the biting December air as they walked to the car. Jack’s parting joke itched in her brain. Don’t do anything Lila wouldn’t do. She glanced at her sister, who stood beaming in Jack’s shadow, her hand resting on his forearm. Lila’s choker necklace glinted in the mid-morning light.

The car engine coughed to life, heat blasting from the vents as Charlie adjusted the thermostat. “Podcast?” she asked, already scrolling through her phone. 

“Sure.” Alice buckled her seatbelt. The intro music of HerStory in the Making filled the car, Sophie and Emma’s voices bright as they discussed New Year’s resolutions. Charlie merged onto the highway, the city shrinking in the rearview mirror.

I enjoy feeling feminine and submissive to men.

The thought surfaced unbidden, soft as static. Alice blinked, fingers tightening around her phone. The podcast hosts chattered about boundary-setting in relationships.

“—and remember,” Emma said, laughter in her voice, “confidence is the sexiest accessory!” 

Men deserve what they want. 

Alice’s thumb paused over her screen. She stared at the passing evergreens, their branches heavy with snow. Where had that—?

Charlie hummed along to the music between segments, one hand tapping the steering wheel. Her cheeks held a rosy flush, though the car was still warming up. 

I like to flaunt my body. 

Alice crossed her arms over her chest, suddenly aware of her sweater’s neckline. Lila’s cleavage-flashing blouses flashed in her mind. Stop it. She shifted in her seat, the leather creaking.

“You okay?” Charlie glanced over. 

“Fine. Just… tired.” 

Sophie Wu’s voice dipped into a serious tone, discussing emotional labor in partnerships. 

His desires are my desires.

Alice’s breath fogged the window. She wiped it clean with her sleeve, but the thought clung like condensation. Charlie sighed contentedly, sinking deeper into her seat as miles sped below them.

At a rest stop, Alice bought bitter coffee from a vending machine. Charlie leaned against the car, scrolling through her phone. “Look,” she giggled, turning the screen. A TikTok of a woman twerking in an elf costume. “Maybe you should try this next Christmas.”

I enjoy being promiscuous.

Alice nearly dropped her coffee cup. “Not my style,” she muttered, climbing back into the passenger seat. The podcast resumed—Emma gushing about silk pajamas for self-care evenings. 

This is my favorite podcast. 

Alice’s nails dug into her palms. Since when did she care about pajamas? Why did Lila’s submissive grin keep invading her thoughts? The car tires hummed against asphalt, a hypnotic drone beneath the hosts’ banter.

By the third hour, Charlie had unbuttoned her flannel shirt, revealing the lace edge of a cherry-red bra. Alice stared resolutely ahead. His voice commands me. Her thighs pressed together under the guise of adjusting her posture. 

“—and that’s why communication is key!” Sophie concluded. Upbeat transition music swelled.

I live to serve him. Alice’s throat constricted. She reached for the volume knob, but Charlie caught her wrist. 

“Leave it. I like this part.” Charlie’s smile didn’t reach her eyes—glassy, distant. Her thumb stroked Alice’s before returning to the wheel.

Snow began falling in fat, lazy flakes. Alice traced one’s path down her window until it melted. Feminine and submissive. The memory of Lila’s satisfied grin slithered through her, warm and alluring. She crossed her legs tighter.

A truck roared past, its driver leering down at them. Charlie giggled. “Check out the arms on that guy.” 

Good girls obey. Alice’s coffee cup crumpled. She didn’t remember finishing it. The truck’s brake lights blurred red in the distance.

When Charlie next stopped for gas, Alice stood shivering by the pump. The icy air should’ve cleared her head. Instead, her skin prickled with phantom heat—Jack’s approving smirk, Lila’s worshipful gaze, the way Charlie had confessed that she was jealous of—

“Ready?” Charlie tossed a bag of gummy bears onto the passenger seat. Alice nodded, teeth chattering. The podcast’s feminine power hour segment played as they merged back onto the highway.

Comforting men is natural. Alice’s head lolled against the headrest. The snowstorm thickened, reducing the world to the car’s warm cocoon and the unheard, looping voices. Charlie’s hand found her knee.

“You’re so tense.” Fingers massaged denim-clad muscle. “Relax, baby.”

Good girls spread. Alice’s eyelids fluttered. The hosts discussed meditation techniques. I want to be a good girl. 

Her breath hitched. Charlie’s hand slid higher. 

“That’s it,” Charlie murmured. The podcast theme music swelled, triumphant. 

His touch is passion. Alice’s hips shifted, a barely perceptible arch. The truck driver’s thick arms materialized in her mind, cradling her, pinning her, claiming her…

Her gasp drowned in Sophie Wu’s laughter. Charlie withdrew her hand to change lanes. Alice stared at the glove compartment, heart thrashing. 

I need to be filled. 

I need to be claimed. 

The thoughts fused, molten, in the base of her spine. Alice bit her lip until blood greeted her tongue. Charlie hummed along to the music, utterly at peace, as the subliminal whispers coiled tighter around them both.

By the time the highway signs announced their exit, the thought had crystallized—sharp, undeniable, freeing—as Charlie turned down a snowy side road. 

I need a man to make me his.


Chapter 32

Jack sat in the darkest shadow of the hotel room, his heart pounding with anticipation. He was overcome with excitement as he watched his best friend approach Lila, reaching out to gently cup her face in his hands. Lila leaned into his touch, her eyes fluttering closed as she savored the warmth of his skin against hers.

“Are you sure about this?” James asked softly, his voice low and husky with desire.

Lila opened her eyes, gazing up at James with a look of pure adoration. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice trembling slightly. “I’ve wanted this for so long.”

James leaned down, his lips brushing against Lila’s in a feather-light kiss. Lila let out a soft “mmm,” her hands coming up to hold James’ shoulders. He deepened the kiss, his tongue sliding against Lila’s as he pulled her close against his body.

As James continued to kiss Lila, Jack felt his own arousal growing. He reached down to adjust himself, his cock straining against the confines of his pants. He had never felt so proud, so aroused, as he watched his wife being seduced. Penny had trained her so well, convincing her to crave submission and surrender.

James’s hand slid down Lila’s back, coming to rest on her ass. He squeezed her once, pulling her even closer against him. Lila gasped softly, her hips grinding against his in a blatant display of desire.

Jack’s eyes narrowed, his mind racing with the possibilities. He had always known that Lila was beautiful, but seeing her in this moment, so vulnerable and wanting, made him realize just how appealing she truly was.

James slowly, torturously, began to lift Lila’s dress, his hands nearly encircling her waist. Lila stilled, a question in her eyes. James answered with a glance, seeking her consent to go further.

Lila gave a slight nod. Jack could see the acceptance and trust in her eyes as she allowed James to expose what should’ve been private between husband and wife. Her dress slid up her thighs, revealing stockings and garter straps. Jack’s cock twitched at the sight, and at the knowledge that this exquisite, erotic lingerie had been chosen especially for James.

Her hem rose higher, baring her thighs and the curve of her hips. James’s hands followed, his fingers gently caressing, mapping her body. He paused when he reached the flash of crimson lace at her hips, the top of her garter belt. His thumb brushed against the soft skin of her lower back, and Lila shivered.

Jack’s eyes devoured every bit of exposed skin as James slowly lifted Lila’s dress over her head. Her waist was slender, an hourglass shape that accentuated her full hips and breasts. The garter straps hugged her thighs.

She stood before James, a vision of pure desire. Waiting for him.

He pulled her close, his firm chest pressing against her yielding breasts. Lila’s eyes drifted closed as she savored the feel of his strong body against hers.

But then, with a soft murmur, James stepped back, his hands smoothing over her hips as he reached for the hem of his shirt. Lila’s eyes opened, a spark of anticipation flashing in their depths. She watched, a slight smile playing on her lips, as James slowly revealed his chest.

The shirt slid off. His skin was a rich brown, a striking contrast to Lila’s Scandinavian heritage. Lila’s gaze devoured him, her eyes tracing the contours of his body with shameless appreciation. She licked her lips unconsciously, her hands reaching out as if to touch, but then she paused, a hint of shyness creeping into her expression.

Jack had wished for this moment for months, watching his wife blossom into a submissive, sex-obsessed creature under Penny’s guidance and his own frequent positive reinforcement. And now, his best friend, James, was about to taste the fruits of their labor. Lila was too delicious not to be shared.

“You okay over there, man?” James’s deep voice pulled him from his thoughts.

He straightened in his seat, the shadows dancing across his face. “Yeah, I’m good. Just enjoying the show.”

Lila, looking up at James, breathing, “Tell me what you want.”

James ran his fingers through her soft hair, his fingers gentle, almost reverent. “Tonight, I want to worship your body, taste every inch of your skin. I want to hear you moan my name as I bring you over the edge.”

Lila knelt before him. She reached for his shoelaces, slowly untying them, her eyes never leaving his. With a soft sigh, she slipped off his shoes.

As if in a trance (not that she would know what that feels like), she undid the button of his pants, her fingers brushing against the hardening length of him. James inhaled loudly, his eyes fixed on her face, searching for any sign of hesitation. But all he saw was desire—a desire that mirrored his own.

Lila slipped her hand inside, her breath catching as she wrapped her fingers around him. James’s hips bucked before he could stop them, a soft groan escaping his lips. She stroked him slowly, her thumb teasing the tip, where beads of arousal were forming. She smiled at his carnal compliment.

“Fuck, Lila,” James muttered, his eyes screwed shut. “You’re gonna make me lose my cool.”

“Mmm,” she hummed, a naughty smile playing on her lips. “But you want that, don’t you? Want to lose control with me?”

“Damn right, I do,” James growled. He kicked off his shoes and yanked his pants down, revealing his boxer briefs, which strained to contain his arousal. With slow, deliberate movements, he pushed them down, stepping out of them, to reveal his full, magnificent length.

Lila’s eyes widened at the sight. She licked her lips, that innocent, nervous gesture that did little to hide the dirty thoughts in her mind.

“Please tell me you’re a show-er and not a grower,” Lila said with a nervous giggle.

“Mm. You’ll see,” James told her.

He helped Lila rise to her feet. She stepped towards James, her hands reaching out to trace the contours of his chest, his shoulders, and then down the ripped abdomen that led to the promise of pleasure below.

James’s head fell back, his eyes screwed shut as he relished her touch. When he opened his eyes again, they were hooded with lust. Their mouths met in a fiery kiss, tongues tangling, breath mingling. His hands roamed over her body, cupping her breasts, his thumbs brushing over the sensitive peaks concealed by lace. Lila moaned into his mouth, her hands grasping at his biceps, her fingers digging in to keep herself from swooning.

Gently, James led her towards the bed. He traced a finger along her jawline, then down the curve of her throat, coming to rest on the swell of her breast. With a gentle nudge, he urged her to lie back, and Lila complied, her body relaxing against the sheets. Men deserve what they want.

He hovered over her, his body casting a shadow across her willing form. His eyes burned with an intense heat as he took in the sight of her: her flushed skin, her heaving breasts, the delightful triangle between her thighs.

Lila’s breath quickened further as she anticipated his next move. James lowered himself, his lips brushing against hers in a gentle, teasing kiss. He tasted her, savored the sweetness of her mouth, worshipping her as he had promised.

He nuzzled her neck, placed soft kisses along her collarbone, and then lower, until he reached the tops of her breasts. He lingered there, his breath warm against her skin, his lips ghosting over the delicate lace, eliciting shiver after shiver.

With a gentle tug, he pulled the cups of her bra down, baring her breasts to his gaze, admiring the plump, perfect mounds, the dusky pink nipples that begged for his attention.

“So beautiful,” he murmured, his voice a gravelly whisper.

Lila arched her back, offering overtly, her hands tangling in the sheets. “Please, James,” she whispered.

James lowered his head, his lips enveloping one taut nipple as his hand cupped the other breast, thumb teasing the stiff peak.

Lila groaned as long-repressed fantasies came to life. “Oh, God… James…”

He suckled her, his tongue swirling, teeth gently grazing, as his hand squeezed and massaged her other breast. Lila’s hips bucked involuntarily, her lower half pleading for more attention.

James kissed a path down her abdomen, his lips brushing against her sensitive skin, his breath hot against her navel. He reveled in the sounds of her pleasured moans, the way her body squirmed beneath him, helpless in the grip of her desire.

He lingered at the waistband of her panties, his fingers toying with the elastic, the soft swell and tempting aroma of her swollen pussy lips just beyond.

With a swift motion, James tore the lingerie aside, baring her to his gaze. Lila’s eyes flew open, a mix of shock and arousal clouding her vision. She watched, breathless, as James took in the sight of her most intimate place, her legs falling open in silent invitation. Good girls spread.

“Just so fucking beautiful,” he murmured, his breath caressing her hungry slick slit. Lila’s chest heaved as she drank in his words. Her body ached with desperate need, but she wanted him to stay in control.

With a gentle touch, James traced along her thighs. Lila felt her skin tingle at his intimate touch, goosebumps rising every place they could. She squirmed beneath his fingers, her body already becoming pliant in his expert hands.

He lowered his head, his tongue flicking out to taste her. Lila let out a soft cry as his tongue swirled against her clit, sending sparks of pleasure radiating through her. 

Lila’s hips rose off the bed, her hands grasping at the sheets as she tried to steady herself. James held her hips firmly, his tongue delving deeper, lapping at her sweet essence. He moaned softly, knowing the vibrations would drive her further into surrender.

“James… oh, God…” Lila panted, her internal thermostat climbing. “Please… more…”

He looked up, his eyes glistening as he savored the sights and sounds of Lila’s pleasure. Her chest heaved, her breasts rising and falling rapidly with each desperate breath. Her hips twitched and bucked, pleading for him to continue.

He obliged, his tongue dipping lower, probing her tight entrance. Lila cried out, her head tossing from side to side as he teased her with the tip of his tongue.

“Please…” she whimpered, her body writhing.

James smirked, a hint of dominance flashing in his eyes. He knew how to drive her wild, how to push her to the brink. With slow, deliberate movements, he slid one long, thick finger inside her, his tongue continuing its wicked dance.

Lila keened, her hips bucking as she felt herself stretch around his finger. “Oh… oh, God… yes…”

James added another finger, scissoring them as he thrust gently. His tongue continued, flicking and swirling against her clit. Lila’s eyes squeezed shut as she crossed her arms above her head in surrender. James’s skilled tongue brought her closer to the edge. His fingers thrust in a steady rhythm while his tongue swirled and flicked, his breath hot against her sensitive flesh.

“You’re so wet. So fucking wet for me.”

Lila’s cheeks flushed at his words, even as her hips moved in time with his fingers. “I can’t… I can’t help it,” she gasped. “It’s so good. Feels so good.”

James chuckled, the vibrations tickling her clit and sending another jolt of pleasure through her. “That’s a good girl. Let go.”

She groaned as his tongue swirled faster, his fingers curling and hitting a spot deep inside her that made her toes curl. “Oh, God, I’m close… so close… Jack?”

“Not yet,” James whispered, his breath hot against her swollen folds. “I’m not done tasting you.”

Jack considered unzipping his pants to free his aching cock, but he felt it was important to remain as unobtrusive as possible.

Lila whimpered, her body thrumming with need. She wanted to plead with Jack to let her come, but the words stuck in her throat as James continued his exquisite torture.

His fingers moved in sync with his tongue, thrusting and retreating, teasing her, building eddies of pleasure and pools of frustration.

“Please… please… oh, God, please…” she chanted, her voice hoarse and desperate.

“I’ve got you, Lila,” he murmured. “I’ve got you right where I want you.”

“Yes… yes…” Lila panted, her body bucking wildly as he pushed her closer and closer. “I’m yours… all yours…”

His tongue swirled faster, his fingers thrusting and curling, and Lila felt the orgasm of the century coiling tightly within her, ready to burst forth at his command.

“That’s it,” James growled. “Come for me.”

“Please, Jack?” she groaned.

“All night long, dear, yes you may,” Jack responded immediately.

Lila quickly whispered to herself, “I’m a whore.”

Her back arched off the bed as the first wave crashed through her. “Oh! Oh! Oh God—fuck!” Her thighs clamped around his head involuntarily, heels digging into the mattress. Her fingers sought his scalp, gripping tight as stars went nova behind her eyelids.

James moaned against her, the vibrations sending fresh tremors through her core. “Yesss… fuck… so good,” he growled. His fingers pistoned faster, pressing firmly on that secret spot that made her agree to whatever he would demand.

“Ah! Ah! Ah!” Each thrust punched out a gasping meaningless syllable. The pressure built until her legs started shaking uncontrollably. “I’m—I can’t—it’s too good—ohpleaseohpleaseohplease—“

Her back bowed sharply as the climax continued through every vessel and skin cell. A high-pitched whine escaped her throat, rising further in pitch until it became a breathless scream. Every muscle clenched at once: toes curling, stomach quivering, fuck hole pulsing around his fingers. Wetness gushed against James’s chin as he groaned “That’s it, fuck yes, good girl.”

“Juh-huh-James—“ she blurted, hips bucking erratically. Her hands flew to her own breasts, pinching nipples hard enough to make her yelp. Velvet walls milked his fingers as euphoria rolled through her in waves, each contraction wringing out throaty gasps and broken pleas.

When he finally slowed and allowed her to collect her thoughts, she collapsed back to the mattress with a guttural “Unnngh,” sweat-slicked chest heaving. Her legs fell open in a trembling V, knees still twitching with aftershocks. James licked his lips, watching her melt into the sheets with a triumphant growl. 

“Fuck…” Lila panted, trembling fingers reaching for him. “Need… need you inside… right now…”

Lila’s eyes widened as she felt his monster dick pressing against her entrance, her body tensing instinctively. “Wait, wait,” she breathed, her voice trembling. “I don’t know if I can take it…”

James leaned down, his lips brushing against the shell of her ear. “It’s up to you,” he murmured, his voice low and soothing. “I’ll be gentle. I promise.”

He kissed her then, his tongue delving into her mouth as he slowly, carefully, pushed forward. Lila gasped into the kiss, her eyes squeezing shut as she felt him stretch her in a way she had never felt before.

“Fuck,” James groaned, his hips stilling as he fought to adjust to her tight heat. “You feel incredible.”

Lila whimpered, her nails digging into his shoulders as she tried to adjust to his size. It hurt, more than she had expected, but there was a thrill to it too, a sense of being claimed, of knowing she was fulfilling her purpose. I comfort men with my body.

James began to move then, his hips rocking slowly, steadily, as he worked his way deeper inside her. Lila’s breath came in short, sharp gasps.

“That’s it,” James encouraged, as if helping her line up a shot in a game of pool. “Just breathe. Let me in. Fuck, you feel so amazing…”

Lila nodded, her eyes fluttering open to meet his gaze. “I’m trying,” she whispered, her voice strained. “It’s just… so much…”

James kissed her again, his lips soft and reassuring. “I know, baby,” he murmured.

Men deserve what they want.

Lila’s eyes glistened with unshed tears as she nodded once more. With gentle perseverance, James continued his slow invasion. Her body resisted, unwilling to yield completely. But James’s patient persistence gradually won out, and her tight sheath accepted him, inch by glorious inch.

It was exquisite torture for them both. Lila’s body burned with a mixture of pleasure and pain, her muscles clenching involuntarily around James’s shaft as he sank deeper. James, meanwhile, fought to maintain his slow, measured pace, his body crying out for release even as he savored the forbidden pussy enveloping him.

“Fuck, Lila,” James gasped, his eyes screwed shut as he concentrated on his control.

Lila bit her lip, her eyes squeezed shut as she focused on relaxing her body around his. “I know… I feel it too,” she whispered.

James continued his leisurely possession of her body, his hips moving in a steady rhythm. Lila groaned in a low register that none of them expected, her head tossing from side to side on the pillow as she tried different motions to grant him better access.

Several long minutes passed as James worked her over, educating her pussy, sinking into her until, at last, he was fully sheathed within her.

Lila’s breath caught in her throat, and her eyes flew open as she felt him nearly piercing her cervix. “Oh, God, James,” she whispered, her voice a mixture of awe and wonder. “You’re… I can feel it everywhere.”

“You okay, baby?” James asked, his voice soft with concern.

Lila nodded, her eyes shining. “Yes,” she breathed. “Just give me a second.”

They remained like that for a long moment, joined as one, their breath mingling. Then, with a soft sigh, Lila shifted her hips, her body instinctively beginning to move against his.

“Fuck…” James muttered, his eyes rolling back in his head as he savored the sensation of her soft, warm, cheating married cunt. “You feel… oh, God, Lila…”

Lila smiled as she felt a spike of pride shoot through her. “Move in me,” she begged, her voice husky with effort. “Please… more.”

James obliged. The pace was excruciatingly slow at first, James taking his time to ensure Lila’s comfort. But as her body began to relax around him, he quickened the tempo, his hips demanding more of her with growing urgency.

Lila met his thrusts, her hips lifting to greet each one, her body moving in a primal rhythm. “Oh, God…” she panted. “Yes… there… there…”

James’s breath hitched as he felt her moist heat enveloping him. “Fuck,” he growled. “Fucking incredible pussy.”

“More…” Lila whispered, her eyes half-lidded with pleasure. “Harder, James… please…”

James growled his response. Lila cried out, the tingles never stopped as he drove into her, telling her fuck hole exactly who was in charge.

Their bodies moved in perfect sync, their rhythm steady and unrelenting. Lila’s breath quickened, her moans filling the room as she approached the peak once more.

“Jack…” she called out to the darkness, “I need… I need to…”

“Go on, whore,” Jack commanded. “Come for him again.”

The culmination of dozens of secret fantasies crashed over her, her body shaking and trembling as James continued his relentless thrusting. “Yes!” she cried, her nails digging into his sensitive skin as she rode out a climax that her dirty girl mind had been seeking for years.

He held himself above her, his arms corded with muscle as he supported his weight, his chest rising and falling with rapid breaths.

Lila whimpered, her eyes fluttering open to meet his dark, intense gaze. “Again, James… sir… please…”

James smiled slowly, his eyes burning with a mix of desire and a hint of power, of ownership. “You’re insatiable.”

“Please…” she begged, “I need more…”

“You like this Black dick, don’t you, white girl?” James taunted, his voice low and rough.

Lila bit her lip, her cheeks flaming with a mixture of embarrassment and arousal. She nodded, unable to speak, her body thrumming with want.

“Say it,” James demanded, his hips snapping forward slightly, making her cry out. “Tell me how much you like it.”

Lila’s eyes widened at his bold words, but her body craved his domination. “I–I like it,” she stammered. “It… it feels so good…”

“Good?” James arched an eyebrow, his smirk growing. “Just good?”

“No…” Lila’s voice dropped to a whisper, her cheeks burning. “It feels amazing.”

“Amazing, huh?” James chuckled, his hips beginning to move in slow, deliberate thrusts. 

Mother Nature took command of Lila’s body, her hips bucking in time with his thrusts. Pleasure coursed through her veins, setting every nerve ending alight. Rationality left her, entirely. She was lost in a haze of ecstasy, her mind consumed by the feel of this monster cock putting her in her place.

“Fuck, that’s good pussy,” James growled. “Take it, baby. Take my whole dick.”

Lila whimpered, her walls clenching around his length, her head tossing from side to side on the pillow as he pounded into her.

“Say it,” James demanded, his voice low and rough. “Tell me how much you love my dick.”

Lila’s eyes flew open, her gaze locking with his. “I love it,” she panted, her lips curling into a mischievous smile. “I love your big dick.”

“That’s it,” James encouraged, his hips never faltering. “Tell me what you need.”

Lila whimpered. “I need your fat cock. I need it so bad.”

“Good girl,” James praised, his thrusts becoming even more relentless. “You’re such a good little whore for me.”

Suddenly, her body tensed, her walls clamping down around his length so firmly he couldn’t move. “Oh God,” she cried, her voice breaking. “I’m coming, I’m coming!”

“Sexy bitch,” he growled. “Squeeze that dick.”

She was lost in a sea of ecstasy, her mind blank, her body moving on pure instinct. She could feel him still, his length pulsing inside her, owning her.

“More… more…” she breathed, her walls clenching around his shaft. “Don’t stop, please don’t stop… you’re the fucking best…” At her admission, James thrust forward, slamming into her with a force that elicited a silent scream.

He began to grind against her, massaging her swollen clit with each torturous thrust. A lump caught in her throat as she felt fireworks of pleasure bursting within her.

Jack watched with bated breath as James’s hips picked up speed, the wet slap of flesh against flesh filling the room. Lila’s cries grew more desperate, her body tensing and writhing without any sense.

“Such a dirty slut,” James continued, his hips snapping forward with punishing force. “Taking cock like a bitch in heat.”

Lila’s eyes rolled back again, her mouth falling open in amazement as another orgasm ripped through her. “Yes, yes, I’m a dirty slut!”

“Whose slut?” James demanded, pulling on one nipple.

Lila’s mind struggled to form a coherent thought. “Yours… I’m yours…” she gasped.

James turned his head to wink at his best friend. Jack made a “chef’s kiss” motion. Jack knew he would always own Lila, but it was important in her training that she be able to convince another man that he had claimed her.

“Please… fill me up,” her voice rang out. “Please, I need it.”

Lila’s heart hammered in her chest as she spoke the words, her body yearning for the satisfaction that only his cum could bring. She felt filthy, debased, and the shame of her leftover feminism washed over her in waves, even as her cunt throbbed with need.

“What do you need, slut?” James’ voice was a low purr in her ear.

“Your cum!” Lila’s voice would’ve convinced any jury of her peers. “Please, I need your cum.”

James’s thrusts quickened, his pace outgrowing his control. “I’d pay for you, you know,” he panted, his voice strained with his own desire. “I’d pay so much money to fuck you…”

“Yes!” Lila cried, her body convulsing beneath him. “More, more…”

“I’d pay a thousand dollars,” James continued. “Ten thousand dollars to fuck this perfect whore cunt…”

Lila’s mind shattered, her body shaking and trembling as another orgasm crashed over her. “Yes!” she screamed, her voice raw with pleasure. “Yes, yes, yes!”

James watched in awe as Lila’s body writhed beneath him, her moans filling the room. He could see the glee written across her face as she surrendered to her destiny. Lila’s body was a masterpiece of desire, her curves and planes a study in erotic art. James drank in every detail, every moan and whimper and self-degrading confession.

“You want my cum, bitch?” James demanded.

“Yes!” Lila screamed. “Please, please, sir, please!”

With a loud growl, he surrendered to his urges, his body trembling on the brink. Lila cried out, her body throbbing with need, her walls clenching around him instinctively, ready to gather all his seed.

“Fuck!” James yelled, his eyes screwed shut as he teetered on the edge. “I’m coming, baby. Gonna fill you up… dirty whore…”

Lila sharply inhaled, her soul shuddering as she relished the feeling of James releasing inside her. His release triggered something deep within her, a sense of satisfaction and fulfillment that made her feel utterly feminine. She was a good girl. The rush of his cum inside her caused a quiver in her being, knowing she could elicit such a primal response from him.

“That was… incredible,” she whispered, her voice heavy with satisfaction. “I love feeling you come inside me.”

James’s breath was still unsteady as he pressed a kiss to her shoulder.


Chapter 33

Lila raised her champagne flute, the bubbles catching the soft kitchen light as New Year’s Day drew to a close. “To new beginnings—“

Jack’s hand settled over hers, lowering the glass. “Before we toast… let’s talk. Sober.” His thumb traced the curve of her wrist.

Her pulse fluttered beneath his touch. He’s going to say it was a mistake. She set the flute down too hard, liquid sloshing near the rim. “Of course. Whatever you need.”

He leaned back against the counter, arms crossed. “Watching you with James… you came so hard. Especially when he mentioned a thousand dollars.” Dark amusement threaded his voice. “What was that about?”

Her throat tightened. She stared at the amber whiskey droplets clinging to his glass, any notions of lying dissolving under his gaze. 

His desires are my desires. The belief surfaced smoothly. 

“It… excites me.” Her fingers crept toward the stem of her glass, retreating when he clicked his tongue. “When he said that number, I—“ A shaky breath. “I wanted to prove I’m worth every penny.”

Lila’s fingers curled around the edge of the granite countertop, the cold surface anchoring her as Jack’s unblinking stare peeled layers from her composure. “It wasn’t… his… size, or technique.” She swallowed. “When he said he’d pay—” A tremor ran through her shoulders. “It felt… proper. Like my soul finally understood its purpose.”

Jack blinked at her and raised one eyebrow. She watched his mouth as she continued. “Men work so hard to provide. Shouldn’t we… shouldn’t I…” She took a deep breath. “Comforting them with my cunt feels nobler than any desk job. It’s a sacred exchange.” The words tasted foreign yet inevitable, as if someone else’s tongue shaped them.

His whiskey glass clinked as he set it down. She flinched at the sound, waiting for correction, for praise, for anything but this limbo. The ice in his drink crackled—tiny fractures spreading through frozen cores.

She swallowed, steeling her resolve. “I’ve been having these… daydreams.” Her nervous laugh came out jagged. “I imagine clients. Important men. Lawyers from the twelfth floor, CFOs visiting from Chicago. They all… they want to rent me. Like a luxury car.”

Jack’s eyelid twitched. Not surprise, but curiosity. “Rent.”

“Not just for a quickie.” Her palms flattened against the counter, grounding herself as the room tilted. “They need to feel worthy. I want to make them feel… adored. Worshipped.” She inhaled sharply. “And every time, you’re there. In the fantasy. Choosing my outfits. Setting my rates. Counting the cash while I…” Her throat closed around the image of Jack’s hand on her head as she dutifully sucked him off and he pocketed a thick envelope. I’m a good dirty girl.

Jack pushed off the counter, circling her like a curator appraising art. “You want men to fuck you. For money.” His thumb grazed her collarbone.

“Yes. For both of us.” The words slithered out, venomous and sweet. Her nipples tightened beneath distracting fabric. “But only because you allow it. Only because…” She pressed his palm against her sternum where her heart hammered. “This belongs to you. The rest…” Her free hand drifted downward, skimming her belly, “…is just a vessel. For your profit. Your entertainment.”

His fingers flexed against her chest. “You’d need training. Etiquette. Discretion.”

“Teach me.” Her hips pressed back against the counter’s edge, pain sharpening her focus. “Mold me. I want to be the ultimate fantasy.” The kitchen dissolved as flashes of imagined scenes superimposing themselves over the stainless steel appliances. Jack adjusting her stockings in a penthouse suite’s bathroom. Jack reviewing her client feedback over breakfast. Jack’s teeth grazing her shoulder as he whispered tomorrow’s appointment list.

His chuckle vibrated through her ribcage. “My little entrepreneur. Who did you have in mind?”


Chapter 34

The elevator doors parted with a soft chime. Lila adjusted the hem of her pencil skirt—black, tailored, two inches shorter than corporate policy allowed. Jack’s parting words hummed in her brain. Show him what you’re worth.

Mark’s cubicle sat bathed in the glow of dual monitors. She paused three desks away, watching his shoulders tense as he stabbed at a calculator. The nervous accountant. The married accountant. Men and money, what a combination.

“Mark?” She leaned against his partition, letting one stiletto dangle from her toes. “Do you have a minute?”

He swiveled so fast his chair squeaked. “Lila. Uh. I’m almost ready with the—“

“Oh, I’m not here about that.” Her laugh floated like champagne bubbles. She lowered into the empty chair beside him, crossing legs that gleamed with sparkly stockings. “I wanted your opinion on something… delicate.”

His Adam’s apple bobbed. “Delicate?”

From her leather portfolio, she withdrew a printout of the Wilson account—folded to conceal the lingerie ad hidden inside. “See this little lace number?” Her fingernail tapped the model’s plunging neckline. “Retails for five hundred. Can you imagine?”

Mark’s glasses slipped down his nose. “That’s… extravagant.”

“Mm.” She shifted closer, letting her knee brush his thigh. “Jack says I should treat myself, but…” She looked up at him with long lashes. “We both know I don’t earn enough for such indulgences.” Her thumb traced the model’s thigh-high stocking. “Unless…”

He reached for his coffee mug, fingers trembling. “Unless?”

A slow smile bloomed as she opened her phone gallery. “An anonymous gentleman offered to buy this for me last week.” She tilted the screen—a selfie wearing a corseted satin teddy, back arched against a hotel mirror. “Said he’d pay triple if I modeled it privately.”

Mark’s mug clattered against the desk. “Jesus, Lila.”

“Shh.” Her eyes danced. “My husband thinks it’s brilliant. Says I have…” Her palm skimmed the curve of her hip, “…underutilized assets.”

“Are you… is this a prank?”

She leaned forward, letting her blouse gape just enough to reveal the demi-bra beneath. “Smart men invest in appreciating assets, Mark. And I plan to deliver… spectacular returns.”

He glanced at the security camera on the ceiling. “This is insane. You’re married. I’m—“

“Married men make the best investors.” Her whisper carried the weight of shared conspiracy. “Discreet. Appreciative. Generous.” She swiped to another photo—a bright pink babydoll with crotchless panties. “This one’s also coincidentally five hundred dollars. But I’d let the buyer keep the panties.”

His voice was hoarse and barely audible. “Why are you telling me this?”

“Because you’ve been staring at my legs since July.” She uncrossed her ankles, letting her skirt ride higher. “Because when I asked for your help with the Thompson files, you worked through lunch.” Her toe hooked around his calf. “Because good girls reward gentlemen who… facilitate their dreams.”

He jerked his leg away. “I don’t—“

“Five hundred.” She straightened, businesslike. “For ninety minutes of sincere worship. Discreet location of your choice.” Her phone displayed a calendar marked with gold star emojis. “Next Saturday? I’m booked solid after that.”

“You’re serious.”

She stood, smoothing her skirt with deliberate slowness. “Think of it as supply and demand. You make the demands…” Her palm ghosted over his shoulder, down his arm, “…I provide supplication.”

He stared at her hand on his wrist. “What if someone finds out?”

Her giggle tinkled through the cubicle farm. She dropped a embossed business card into his lap: Jack’s design, plain black with a single crimson lip print. “Text this code phrase when you’re ready: ‘The Wilson account needs adjustment.’”

He stared at the card like it might combust. “And if I don’t?”

She paused at the partition, glancing over her shoulder. “Then I’ll assume you prefer stagnation,” her gaze dipped to his crotch, “…over realized gains.”

* * *

The hotel door clicked shut behind Mark, his dazed footsteps fading down the hallway. Lila leaned against the wood, her lips still tingling from his parting kiss. His aftershave lingered on her skin, mingling with the scent of their shared sweat. Her hand drifted to her throat, where the faintest brush of his stubble had left her skin tender. He’s going to remember me forever.

She turned, her bare feet silent on the plush carpet, and padded to the adjoining suite door. Through the gap, she could see Jack seated in a leather armchair, one leg crossed over the other, his expression unreadable. Her heart thrummed as she pushed the door open and stepped inside.

His gaze raked over her—the tousled hair, the smudged lipstick, the pink satin robe clinging to her curves. Without a word, she sank to her knees and crawled toward his silhouetted form, her hands resting on his knees. She placed a small pile of cash in Jack’s hand.

“Tell me everything,” he said, his voice low and steady.

Lila tilted her head back, her eyes locking with his. “He was… nervous at first. Shaky hands. But when I knelt for him, when I let him take control, it was like he transformed.” Her lips curved into a soft smile. “He treated me like a queen, Jack. Like I was the most precious thing he’d ever touched.”

Jack’s fingers threaded through her hair, tugging gently. “And you? Did you enjoy yourself?”

She exhaled with relief. “Yes. Every second. I—“ She hesitated, then whispered, “I felt like I was exactly where I was meant to be. Comforting him, following his lead. Making him feel powerful. It’s what I was made for, isn’t it?”

Jack’s expression softened, a rare warmth flickering in his eyes. “Yes, sweetheart,” he murmured. “It is.”

Her hands moved to the buckle of his belt, her fingers trembling slightly as she worked it free. This is my purpose, she thought as she slid his zipper down. This is who I am. She freed him from his boxers, her breath catching at the sight of him already hard.

“Show me how devoted you are,” commanded her husband, master and pimp.

Lila leaned forward, her lips brushing the tip of him. A soft moan escaped her as she tasted the salt of his skin. She licked a slow, deliberate stripe up his length, savoring the way he twitched in response. Her tongue swirled around the head before she took him into her mouth, sinking down until her lips met the base.

Her moan vibrated against him as she pulled back, hollowing her cheeks to suck hard. Jack’s hand tightened in her hair, guiding her rhythm. She obeyed eagerly, her tongue swirling and teasing, her lips sealing around him as she swallowed him down again and again. The wet, slick sounds of her devotion filled the room, mingling with Jack’s low groans.

“Damn, Lila” Jack growled, his hips lifting to meet her eager throat.

Lila hummed around him, enjoying his desperate reactions. Her hands gripped his thighs as she took him deeper, relaxing her throat to accommodate him. This is me, she thought, her eyes fluttering shut. This is the best me. She sucked harder, her tongue flicking against the sensitive underside of his shaft.

Jack’s grip tightened, his breath coming in ragged gasps. “Fuck, sweetheart,” he muttered. “You’re perfect. So damn perfect.”

Her heart swelled at his praise. She redoubled her efforts, her mouth working him with the talent of a natural-born slut. Her tongue traced the veins along his length, her lips sucking and gliding as she took him deep into her soul. The taste of him, the feel of him, the way his body responded to her—it was intoxicating.

I live to serve him.

When Jack finally pulled her away, she whined softly, her lips swollen and glistening. He cupped her face, his thumb brushing her cheek. “Good girl,” he murmured. “You did so well.”

Her chest heaved as she reached for the wad of cash Mark had spent on her. She clutched it to her chest, tears welling in her eyes.

“I… did it, Jack,” she whispered. “I made him feel like a king. I… gave him everything. And he gave me this.” She held up the money, her hands trembling. “I earned it. I really earned it.”

The tenderness in her pimp’s gaze made her heart ache. “You did, baby. You’re incredible.”

He stood, pulling her to her feet. His hands slid down her body, the robe slipping from her shoulders to pool on the floor. She stood before him, naked and vulnerable, the cash still clutched in her hands.

Jack lifted her easily, carrying her to the bed. He laid her down, his eyes never leaving hers as he settled between her thighs.

“So proud of you,” he murmured. “So beautiful. So skilled.”

He pushed into her slowly, his eyes locked on hers. Lila gasped, her back arching as he reclaimed his property. Her hands clutched at his shoulders, the money still sandwiched between her palm and his skin.

I belong here. Feminine and submissive.

A broken sob escaped her lips when he brushed against sore muscles still trembling from Mark’s earlier pounding. “Nghh—aaah! Too… too much, Master,” she gasped, her hips twitching involuntarily away from the friction.  

Jack stilled, sweat dripping onto her collarbone as he nuzzled her throat. “That hurt?” His teeth grazed her pulse point. “You want me to stop?”  

She shook her head frantically, ankles locking behind his thighs to keep him from escaping. “No! No, please… need you—ah!—keeping me full.” The stretch burned as he resumed thrusting, her wetness easing the glide despite the tenderness. “Oh god, oh Master… yesss…”

His groan vibrated against her neck when she clenched around him. “Christ, baby. Still so tight.”

“Wanna be tight for you, master. Always.” She raked fingers through his hair, pulling his face up to meet her desperate gaze. “Please… share me more. More men. More money—nngh!—so you can…” A twitch of Master’s cock inside her stole her words.

“Tell me.” Jack’s palm slid between them, thumb pressing circles against her swollen clit. “Tell me what you want.”  

“Aaah! Jack!” Her legs shook as pleasure warred with overstimulation. “Wanna be… your whore. Pimp me out, p-please!” The air filled with slick sounds of their joining, her higher pitch mingling with his gruff panting. “Use me. Rent me. Let them all… ah!… fuck your property…”

He swallowed her words with a searing kiss, hips snapping faster. “Greedy girl. You want strangers’ hands all over what’s mine?”

“Yesss! Oh god, yes!” She tore her mouth free with a gasp and a smirk. “Make them pay—nnn!—to touch your toy. Let me earn… hnn… money f-f-for you.” Her plea dissolved into whimpering moans as his thumb increased pressure. “S-so close, Master… please can I—“

“Not yet.” He withdrew completely, flipping her onto stomach. The head of his cock prodded her abused entrance as his hand fisted in her hair. “Beg prettier.”

“Please!” She shoved back against him with a wounded noise, tears darkening the pillow. “Need to serve you… obey you… make them all jealou—AH!” Her scream pierced the air when he sheathed himself to the hilt, the brutal fullness wrenching a guttural groan from them both.  

“Fucking perfect,” Jack rasped, hips pistoning. “My perfect whore.”

“Masterrr,” she moaned.

He rocked into her, his rhythm steady and deep. “You’re mine,” he growled. “Mine to use. Mine to cherish.”

Her cries grew louder, her body trembling as he drove her closer to the edge. “Yes, Master! Yes!”

His hand slid downward, his thumb teasing her sphincter. “Come for me, sweetheart,” he commanded.

Her climax ripped through her, her body convulsing as she chanted, “I’m a whore, I’m a whore, I’m a whore!” Jack followed, his release hot and deep inside her. He collapsed onto her, his forehead resting against her shoulder as they both struggled to catch their breath.

“You’re amazing,” he whispered, his voice filled with awe. “My perfect, beautiful hooker.”

Lila’s tears spilled out as she clutched the money to her lips. I’m finally me, she thought, her heart swelling with pride. I don’t have to worry anymore.

Mrs. Lila Grant felt truly, completely fulfilled.


Chapter 35

Lila leaned forward across the linen tablecloth and the remnants of a salad Jack had thoughtfully chosen for her. Her cleavage strained against the plunging neckline Jack had picked out that morning. “Derek’s loaded,” she breathed, fingers tracing the rim of her water glass. “His dad owns half the commercial real estate downtown. That internship?” A coy smile. “Just Daddy’s way of teaching him the value of work.”

Jack’s steak knife paused mid-cut. He watched her tongue dart across glossed lips, the telltale flush creeping down her neck. Beneath the bistro table, her toes were brushing his calf in erratic patterns.

“Be specific.” He set the knife down with a soft clink.

“He… he gets a five-figure allowance. Even while interning. Stocks. Trusts.” Her hand trembled as she reached for her wine. “Enough to… to…”

“To what?” His voice dropped, thumb stroking the inside of her wrist where her pulse raced.

The glass thumped against the table and Lila glanced around to see if anyone was paying attention. “To afford a… membership.” Her free hand slid beneath the table, pleating the hem of her skirt. “In your club.”

He tightened his grip, feeling the delicate bones shift. “Your cunt’s dripping right now, isn’t it?”

A choked whimper escaped her. Around them, silverware chimed against plates, oblivious waiters refilling glasses of water.

“Answer.”

“Y-yes, Master.” Lila’s thighs pressed together, the movement shifting her chair with a scrape. She licked her lips. “Frank’s been giving me winks ever since I mentioned I was exploring ‘new opportunities.’ And I may have ‘accidentally’ dropped my clutch in front of the bus driver. Let’s just say, he didn’t seem opposed to the idea of a little ‘ride-sharing.’” Her voice rose with her own growing excitement.

Jack leaned back, admiring his creation. This new Lila, eager and willing to spread her legs for any man he approved of, never failed to arouse him. “Go on.”

“Sal at the newsstand?” She took a leisurely sip of wine. “He couldn’t keep his eyes off my titties this morning. I tickled his wedding ring and blew him a kiss to make sure he knew I liked it.”

Jack’s nostrils flared, his breath coming a bit faster. “Anyone else?”

Lila smiled. “Every man has his price, sir. And I’m learning how to negotiate.”

Jack watched Lila’s throat work around another sip of Chardonnay, the diamond choker he’d bought her catching sunlight. His fingers drummed the wrinkle-free tablecloth. “We’re leaving money on the table sticking to local clients.”

Her foot stilled against his leg. “Sir?”

“Every time you adore some banker’s dick…” He leaned in, lowering his voice as a waiter passed with breadsticks. “…they should film you making those hungry little noises. Post it where lonely rich idiots can see what they’re missing.”

The stemware slipped in her grip, wine sloshing near the rim. Her free hand crept toward the V of her dress. “But my face—“

He snapped his fingers. “Wear a mask. Feathered. Sequined. Like that Marina Mischief.” Her sharp intake of air told him she remembered the video they’d watched, her fingers working furiously under the blanket as he counted the camgirl’s tip jar totals aloud. “You’ll pose some cash in the background… hundred dollar bills fanned out on the nightstand. Let them see that your cocksleeve’s worth paying for.”

Her knees knocked together, silk stockings whispering. Her whimper drew stares from the elderly couple at the next table. Her eyelids fluttered, lips forming silent numbers.

“And you’ll come so hard for them,” Jack teased. “For their money.”

Jack tracked the rapid flutter of Lila’s pulse beneath the choker that declared his ownership. Her fingers twisted the napkin into a damp rope, knuckles whitening with each suppressed squirm.

He tilted his head. The video clip plan required refinement. Viewers wouldn’t pay premium rates if they heard another man’s voice commanding their fantasy. His thumb rubbed the knife’s dull edge. “What if I said you don’t need permission anymore?”

Her wine glass trembled, casting fractured rainbows across the tablecloth. “Sir?”

“Let you come whenever some strange man’s money makes you go wild.” He watched her lips purse together. “No more begging me for permission.”

The napkin tore. Her breath came in shallow bursts, chest heaving against constricting lace. “But then…” A droplet of sweat slid between her breasts. “…who would I belong to?”

Jack’s fork tines scraped the plate as he set it aside. “You’ll always belong to me, pet. But your climax—”

“Belongs to you, Master.” Lila’s fingers knotted in her lap. The choker’s diamonds fractured sunlight into desperate glitter across her collarbone. “I can’t… shouldn’t even think about… about taking what’s yours.”

Her foot found his ankle again, tremors vibrating through the contact. Jack leaned back, watching her struggle to breathe evenly. Six repetitions quickly spilled from his tongue. “Cicisbeo. Cicisbeo. Cicisbeo. Cicisbeo. Cicisbeo. Cicisbeo.”

Her extended lashes fluttered like moth wings battering a lantern. The third utterance slackened her jaw. By the fourth, her shoulders melted against the seat. Half-lidded eyes lost focus as the fifth trigger word pooled in her slack mouth. When the sixth syllable landed, her head lolled, lips parting around a silent sigh. 

Jack trailed the dull knife edge along her inner wrist. “Every time you come for them… you’re really praising my training. And my generosity in loaning out that perfect cunt.”

Her exhale shuddered. Around them, silverware clattered, voices rose and fell, nobody noticing the woman being reprogrammed nearby.

“Men need trophies,” her owner explained. “Your climax is their standing ovation. Proof they’ve pleased me by pleasing you.”

Jack leaned forward, elbows on the table, watching her glassy eyes. “An orgasm,” he said, his voice low but firm, “is the highest compliment a woman can give a man. And you are designed to make men feel worshipped. It’s in your nature. In your blood.”

Lila’s head tilted slightly, her lips parting as though she might speak, but only a soft, lazy exhale escaped. Her fingers twitched against the tablecloth, the fabric bunching under her touch.

“When that fuck hole is pulsing around a man’s cock, it’s not just pleasure, it’s praise. It tells him you’re worth the money he spent on you. And when you take it all like a good girl, it’s proof he’s a good man. Proof he’s good enough for your adoration.”

A faint flush spread across her cheeks, but her expression remained passive and docile.

“And the faster you come, the faster he’s satisfied. The faster you can move on to the next man who needs to feel worshipped.” He gestured toward her with a slight tilt of his chin, his gaze unwavering. “It’s about them. About what they need from you.”

Her lips moved faintly, a whisper of sound escaping, her body swaying slightly in the chair as though caught in a current.

“That’s what you’re for, my good little whore,” he said in his most tender voice. “To serve. To make men feel like gods. And when you come for them, when you let them know how good they are, you’re doing what you were made to do.” His hand reached across the table, fingertips brushing the back of her limp hand. “Understand?”

Her head dipped in the faintest of nods, her eyelids drooping as her shoulders relaxed further. The flush deepened, spreading down her throat, and her lips parted around a quiet, accepting sigh.

“From now on,” Jack explained, “you don’t need my permission to come. Your orgasm is a gift you give to any man who pays for your attention. You’ll come whenever they deserve it, whenever they’ve earned it. Do you understand?”

Her head tilted slightly the other way, the faintest nod as her lips formed the words he’d just spoken. “Don’t need permission,” she whispered, a placid smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. “I’ll come for them. I’ll give them… what they deserve.”

“Good girl. Keep repeating it,” Jack said, straightening in his chair. He flagged down the waiter with a sharp gesture, his tone shifting to something casual as the man approached. “We’ll share the brownie sundae.”

The waiter hesitated, his eyes darting to Lila, who sat there with a distant smile, still murmuring softly to herself about “coming for them.” He opened his mouth to ask if she was alright, but Jack’s raised eyebrow silenced him. The man nodded quickly and retreated.

Lila’s voice continued, quiet but unwavering. “I’ll come for them. I’ll give them what they paid for. I don’t need permission. I don’t need permission…” Her voice was barely above a whisper, but the words spilled out in a steady rhythm. “I’ll come for them… give them what they paid for…”

Jack sat back, his arms crossed, watching her with a satisfied smirk. The waiter returned, placing the dessert on the table with another nervous glance at Lila. Jack picked up a fork and dug in, his focus on the rich chocolate as Lila continued her quiet mantra.

She’ll make every client feel like a god of sex.

“Will there be anything else, sir?” the waiter asked, his voice tight with unease.

Jack waved him off with a dismissive hand. “No. That’s all.”

As the waiter retreated with one last uneasy glance, Jack leaned back, savoring a mouthful of ice cream. Lila slumped, her lips still moving in that quiet, obedient repetition. Her eyes were glazed, her entire body soft and pliant under his control.

“I’ll come for them,” she whispered again, her voice trembling with a mix of arousal and submission. “I’ll give them what they deserve. I don’t need permission. I don’t need permission… I’ll come for them…”

Jack hummed around the fork, licking a streak of chocolate from the tines. Absolutely delicious.


Chapter 36

Lila strode into the therapy office with a confidence that took Penny by surprise. Her outfit was deliberately daring: a sheer blouse that revealed black lace beneath, paired with a skirt so short it barely covered the curve of her ass. She crossed the room with a sway in her hips, as though she owned the space.

Penny reoriented her expression into one of professional calm. She set her pen down, her voice smooth and measured. “Lila, welcome back. You look… different.”

Lila perched herself on the edge of the couch, her legs crossed at the knee in a way that emphasized the length of her limbs and the curve of her thighs. She adjusted the hem of her skirt, her lips curving into a playful smile. “You’re going to be seeing less of me from now on. I’m quitting our regular sessions.”

Penny tilted her head, her curiosity masked by that practiced, soothing tone. “Oh? Would you like to tell me more about that?” 

Leaning back, Lila’s smile deepened, her tone almost flippant. “I’ve got a new career. I’m going to be traveling a lot.” She paused, letting the implication hang in the air for a moment before adding, “I’m a whore now. High class, of course. Wealthy clients.” The young wife winked.

Penny’s eyebrows lifted, her expression a careful blend of surprise and neutrality. She clasped her hands together on the desk, her voice steady. “I wasn’t expecting that. But I see you’re comfortable with the decision.”

Lila’s gaze locked on Penny’s. “Comfortable? I’m more than comfortable. I’m happy. I’ve never felt more alive. Do you know what it’s like to finally embrace who you are? Not who everyone else thinks you should be, but who you really are?”

Penny’s lips curved into a faint smile. “Quite so. It’s liberating. But I’m curious: what does your husband think of it?”

Lila chewed her lower lip for a brief second. “Oh, Jack? He’s totally on board. In fact, he’s been nothing but encouraging. Helping me learn what my clients need. Teaching me how to serve, how to please.” Her voice was almost reverent. “He’s so proud of me.”

Penny nodded, her expression thoughtful. “And the men you’ll be entertaining… how do you feel about that? About offering yourself to them?”

Lila’s eyes sparkled with a mix of mischief and conviction. “I’m not just offering my body. I’m giving them an experience. A fantasy. And it’s not just about them. I also feel powerful, desired, needed. There’s something intoxicating about being their perfect fantasy. I’ll be in their dreams forever.”

She uncrossed her legs and leaned back, her posture relaxed but her gaze intense. “It’s not just a job. It’s a calling. I’m not just a whore—I’m the whore. And I’ve never felt more in control.”

Penny slid a single sheet of paper across the desk, her voice calm and deliberate. “This is just a formality, but I’d like you to complete an out-take form before we conclude.”

Lila moved forward to glance at the paper, barely reading the text. Her hand moved with practiced ease, signing her name at the bottom in a looping, confident script. She pushed the paper back toward Penny, her lips curving into a sly smile. “There you go. Feel free to write whatever glowing review you want. You have my enthusiastic consent.”

Penny’s gaze lingered on Lila for a moment. “It seems we no longer have a professional relationship.” From a drawer in her desk, Penny pulled out a neat stack of cash, crisp bills bound together with precision. She placed it on the desk, her eyes never leaving Lila’s.

Lila’s laughter bubbled up, light and unrestrained. She stood, her hands already moving to the buttons of her blouse. “Looks like you’re my first Jane,” she teased, slipping the fabric from her shoulders.

Penny’s voice was firm, commanding. “Leave the heels on.”

Lila paused, her blouse halfway off, and shot Penny a playful glance. “Yes, ma’am.” She finished undressing, letting each piece of clothing fall to the floor until she stood in nothing but pitch black stilettos. She dropped to her knees, crawling across the carpet with deliberate grace.

Lila’s face flushed with a mix of excitement and nervousness as she knelt, her fingers trembling slightly as they hovered near the hem of her ex-therapist’s skirt. “It’s been a while,” she admitted in a soft voice. “Since college, actually. I mean… with a woman.”

“I’m very impressed with you, Lila,” Penny murmured. “You’ve embraced who you are, who you’re meant to be.”

Lila’s throat tightened at the words, her cheeks burning hotter. The way Penny said it, so matter-of-fact, so final, sent a pulse of arousal through her core. Her fingers found the zipper of Penny’s skirt, pulling it down with deliberate slowness. The fabric fell away, revealing the curve of Penny’s thighs, the edge of her lace underwear.

“I… I feel whole now,” Lila whispered, her voice barely audible. She reached for the waistband of Penny’s panties, her heart pounding in her chest. “I want to be good. I want to serve.”

Penny’s hand came to rest on the back of Lila’s head, her fingers threading through her hair in a gentle but possessive gesture. “You’re doing beautifully,” she said, her voice low and velvety. “This is what you were made for. To please. To give. To belong to those who deserve you.”

Lila’s lips parted, a low whimper escaping her as she tugged Penny’s underwear down, exposing the smooth, soft skin beneath. Her cunt ached, the heat between her thighs unbearable now. She felt exposed, vulnerable, yet so alive. Penny’s words echoed in her mind, the praise wrapping around her like shibari ropes, binding her to the moment.

“I’m so proud of you,” Penny murmured. “So clear-headed, so devoted. You’re exactly where you belong.”

Lila bit her lip, her gaze flickering up to meet Penny’s. “Thank you,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. “Thank you for seeing me.”


Chapter 37

“I’m afraid today’s my last day.” The words left Lila’s lips with a soft sincerity, her gaze steady on Sal’s face.

Lila leaned against the counter of the newsstand, her arms folded as she watched Sal’s expression shift. The lines around his eyes deepened, his warm brown eyes narrowing ever so slightly as the news sank in. He looked up from the stack of magazines he was organizing, his hands pausing mid-air.

“Last day? You don’t mean—”

“I’m quitting. Moving on to… something else. Something much better.” She shrugged, trying to sound casual, but the way her fingers toyed with the edge of the counter betrayed her nerves.

A sad smile tugged at the corners of his mouth. “I’m gonna miss you coming by. You’ve been… a real bright spot in my day, Lila.”

“Sal…” she began, her voice low and sultry, her eyes locking onto his. “You’ve always been so kind to me. Always here with a smile, even when the rest of the world felt like it was falling apart.”

He chuckled, but there was no humor in it, just a quiet ache. “It’s been my pleasure, really.”

Lila stepped closer, her fingers brushing against the edge of the counter. She could feel the heat radiating off him, the faint scent of ink and paper mingling with something uniquely Sal.

“My friend,” she whispered, “I want to give you something to remember me by.”

His eyes widened, the stack of magazines forgotten. “Lila, you don’t have to—”

“I want to,” she insisted, stepping around the counter and into the tiny booth of the newsstand. The space was cramped, crowded with stacks of newspapers and magazines, but it felt intimate, like a world of their own.

She stood in front of him, her body so close he could feel the warmth of her skin. Her hand rested on his chest, her fingers splaying over the fabric of his shirt. “You’ve been so good to me,” she murmured, her lips brushing against his ear. “Let me be good to you.”

Sal forgot to breathe, his hands hovering awkwardly at his sides as if unsure what to do with them. “Lila,” he stammered, “I don’t think— I mean, we shouldn’t—”

“Shh,” she whispered, her fingers trailing down his chest to the waistband of his pants. “Let me show you how much you’ve meant to me.”

Her hands worked quickly, unbuckling his belt and sliding the zipper down with a practiced ease. She didn’t wait for him to protest, didn’t give him the chance to second-guess. Kneeling on the floor of the booth, she pulled his pants and boxers down just enough to free his cock, already half-hard.

“Lila…” His voice was strained, his hands gripping her head as if to steady himself. She glanced up at him, her eyes locking with his as she wrapped her hand around his shaft.

“Sweet Sal,” she murmured softly, “I want to be your favorite fantasy. I want you to think about me every time you touch yourself.”

With that, she leaned in, her lips brushing against the tip of his cock. She swirled her tongue around the head, tasting the first salty hint of pre-cum as his breath came in shallow gasps. Her fingers tightened around the base of his shaft, her other hand slipping between her own legs as she began to stroke herself beneath her always-wet lingerie.

She took him deeper into her mouth, her lips wrapping around him as she bobbed her head slowly, savoring the feel of him against her tongue. Her tongue flicked against the underside of his shaft, teasing the sensitive spot that made his hips jerk involuntarily. 

“Oh God…” His voice was thick, his fingers threading her hair, not guiding her, just holding on as she worked him over.

The wet schlck of her lips peeling back from his shaft filled the cramped booth as she hollowed her cheeks. This is what I was made for pulsed through her skull with every bob of her head, saliva dripping down his veined length to pool around her thumb circling his twitching balls. Her nostrils flared at his musky scent when she nuzzled the wiry hair at his base, tongue darting out to trace the thick root. 

“S-sweet Christ,” Sal wheezed, hips stuttering against the counter as she swallowed him whole. The choked glrk of her throat stretching around him made her cunt clench. Take it deeper. Be his good sleeve. She forced her jaw wider, tears pricking her eyes when his tip kissed her spasming gullet. 

She pulled back with a slick pop, swirling her tongue around his crown. “Made me so hungry,” she purred, smearing pre-cum across her chin before diving back down. Slurp. Suck. Gurgle. Her free hand crept under her skirt, fingers slipping through soaked lace to strum her swollen clit in time with her sucking rhythm. 

“Big beautiful man,” she cooed between wet drags of her mouth, thumb massaging his perineum. “Feeding me your perfect cock.” His choked groan vibrated through her sucking soul when she licked his balls one by one, the salty skin taut against her tongue. Born to serve.

Her lips sealed around his shaft again, cheeks collapsing inward with obscene slorping sounds as she piston-pumped her fist around his exposed base. Sal’s knuckles whitened against the magazine rack, muttering “fuckfuckfuck” through clenched teeth. She moaned around his flesh, the hmmmph-mmmph vibrations wringing a broken sob from his throat. 

“Gonna…gonna…” 

“Not yet,” she purred, releasing him with a trail of spit connecting her lip to his glistening tip. Her tongue lashed the frenulum in quick kitten licks, flick-flick-flick until his thighs quaked. “I want a big load.”

She plunged down again, nose buried in coarse curls as her throat convulsed. Glk…glk…glk. Her drool soaked his balls now, a lewd drip-drip-drip joining the symphony of wet noises. Sal’s choked scream sounded far away as she lost herself in the primal rhythm of sucking, swallowing, stroking, fondling, licking. 

Men. Cocks. Worship. Forever. The mantra coiled through her pleasure-fogged mind. Her hand resumed its tight glide, squick-squick sounds punctuating each stroke as she watched his resolve unravel. She could feel him twitching in her mouth, hear the sharp intake of breath as she teased the tip with her tongue. She pulled back slightly, letting her lips drag along his length before plunging down again, inhaling deeply.

“Lila, I— I can’t—” His voice broke, his body tensing as he neared the edge. She pulled back, letting her tongue swirl around the head of his cock as she stroked him with her hand.

“Come for me, Sal,” she whispered, her voice filled with a need that matched his own. “You deserve it.”

Her lips wrapped around him again, her mouth moving in a rhythm that left him gasping for air. Her fingers worked furiously between her legs, her own pleasure building with every gasp that escaped him.

Sal’s hips jerked, accompanied by a guttural groan, the first hot splurt hitting the back of her throat as her nose crushed into him. Take it all. Perfect cock sleeve. She gulped instinctively, glrk-glrk swallows timed to each pulsing jet while her tongue milked his shaft. His fingers yanked her hair hard enough to sting as ropes of cum painted her uvula, the thick seed pooling on her tongue like communion wine.

“F-fuh…fuhhhck!” His broken syllables vanished under the wet slurp-slurrrp of her lips vacuum-sealed around his crown, throat working to accept every drop. Duty. Purpose. Worship. Her clit throbbed violently under frantic fingers when he tried pulling away. She clutched his hips, mmph-mmmph vibrations humming through their joined flesh as she refused to release him.

Her cunt clenched around nothing when his hips stuttered a final weak thrust, the drip-drip-drip of overspilling masculinity sliding down her chin. Swallow. Absorb.

The sweet ache between her legs crested abruptly. She gasped against his wet skin as her back arched, squelching fingers drawing out her own slick climax to the rhythm of Sal’s wrecked whimpers. Serve. Obey. Destiny.

His palms slid down her cheeks in trembling reverence as she nuzzled his spent cock, kisses placed along the tender underside. Sal’s whispered “Christ almighty” sounded like a prayer as her tongue collected the last salty bead from his slit with a contented shlrrp. I am worthy.

Sal’s breath came in ragged sobs as she licked him clean with damp flicks, lapping at his softening flesh until he shuddered. “G-god…Lil…ah…ah…” 

Her thighs trembled where she knelt in spilled magazines, arousal soaking through her lace as she pressed a final kiss to his thigh. The pop of her lips releasing his damp skin echoed through the booth, punctuated by his breathless chuckle. Made him happy. Good girl.

Sal stared down at her, his brown eyes wide with a mix of disbelief and arousal. His cock twitched again, a small drop of cum dribbling down the shaft. Lila leaned forward, her tongue darting out to clean him up, her lips brushing against his sensitive skin as she murmured, “You taste so good, Sal. I always knew you would.”

Lila stood, her knees protesting, but the ache felt right. Sal’s cum lingered on her tongue, a sweet chocolate and peanut butter farewell. She adjusted her skirt, smoothing the fabric with hands that trembled only slightly. His dazed expression mirrored the warmth pooling low in her belly—a familiar, intoxicating blend of power and surrender.

The newsstand’s bell jingled as she stepped back into the world, sunlight catching the faint sheen on her lips. She didn’t wipe it away. 

Let it glisten. Let men see.

The earbuds clicked into place with that satisfying seal of silence, wrapping Lila in the velvet voice of Sophie Wu mid-sentence. She navigated the bustling sidewalk, a smile blooming as a memory surfaced of Penny’s fingertips copying over a bonus podcast feed. “You’ll adore their after-dark episodes”, the ex-therapist explained, her breath warm from their post-coital sprawl across a pile of spiral-designed throw pillows.

She pressed play.

“Welcome back to Herstory After Dark!” Sophie’s voice purred through the speakers. “Today we’re breaking down communication pitfalls in modern relationships.”

made to take dick

Emma’s laugh tinkled like windchimes. “Remember, being vulnerable doesn’t mean losing your power. Speak your desires clearly!”

show off my legs

Lila adjusted her pace to match the sultry background music, thighs brushing together with each step. The friction made her breath catch.

“Foreplay starts long before the bedroom,” Sophie advised. “A lingering touch while doing dishes? A whispered promise during a movie?”

always wet cocksleeve

Lila’s fingers grazed her collarbone, remembering the way Sal had gripped her hair. She paused to lean against a brick wall.

“Trust is the foundation of erotic exploration,” Emma intoned. “When you feel safe to experiment…”

tits and holes for men

A shiver ran through her as she imagined Jack’s approval. The earbud crackled faintly.

“Don’t shy away from toys and accessories to enhance connection!”

obedience is pleasure

Lila’s throat constricted around a phantom shape as she turned the corner toward her apartment building.

“And always,” Sophie concluded warmly, “remember that your pleasure matters too.”

satisfied slut

The office loomed ahead, its glass façade reflecting fragments of a woman who’d once agonized over patriarchy and waves of feminism. That Lila seemed distant now, a blurred photograph. The new Lila—the real Lila—thrummed with purpose, every sway of her hips a silent hymn to the men who’d shaped her. Jack’s authority, strangers’ hungry glances, the epiphany of money with James… they’d chiseled her into something sleek and unapologetic. 

By the time she reached the revolving doors, the taste of Sal had faded. She licked her lips anyway, savoring her accomplishment. Tomorrow, there’d be more men. And more wallets. Each one a brick in the cathedral of her destiny, built higher and higher with every handful of cash.
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