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Penelope Hawthorne’s perfectly manicured nails dug into the stem of her champagne flute as she watched Jessica Kingsley laugh—that laugh—at something Michael Glick whispered in her ear.

The church’s newly renovated assembly hall was alive with the hum of Oakwood’s elite, their polished voices mingling with the clink of glassware, but all Penelope could focus on was the way Jessica’s hand lingered on Michael’s forearm, how she flipped her lush brunette hair back as she laughed at some joke the handsome man made. She recognized that look. It was the same look Jessica had worn when she’d first set her sights on William Kingsley all those years ago.

William. The thought of him twisted something deep in Penelope’s chest. He was off again, campaigning for state senate, leaving Jessica to flutter around like a moth drawn to Michael’s flame. And Michael? Penelope saw through the billionaire facade he had so carefully created for himself. He was still the same awkward boy who’d been shoved into lockers back in high school. Penelope sniffed, lifting her chin as if the very idea of him was beneath her. As if he were the only one with money. She had plenty of her own. And she certainly didn’t need his attention, though it irked her he hadn’t so much as glanced her way all evening.

“Jessica, dear!” Penelope called, pulling her friend aside. She forced a smile as her rival turned to her, that infuriating smirk still playing on her lips. “You seem to be... enjoying yourself tonight.”

Jessica tilted her head, her dark hair cascading over one shoulder in a way that made Penelope want to roll her eyes.

“Oh, I am,” Jessica laughed. “Michael was just telling me about the renovations,” she gestured to the new vaulted ceilings and gleaming oak floor. Yet another mark Michael Glick had left upon Oakwood. “It’s amazing!”

Penelope’s smile tightened as she glanced at the ceilings and floors. “Of course.” She stepped closer, lowering her voice. “Though I must say, it’s a bit... unseemly, don’t you think? With William away and all.”

Jessica’s smirk widened, and for a moment, Penelope thought she might actually say something revealing. Instead, Jessica simply shrugged, her gaze flicking back to Michael as he laughed among a group of bootlickers across the room. How quickly the townspeople adopted their forgotten son when he started throwing money around.

“William trusts me,” she said lightly, though there was a glint in her eye that made Penelope’s stomach churn.

"I'm sure he does," Penelope replied, her voice dripping with false sweetness.

"I, for one, am very glad of Jessica and Michael’s help."

Reverend Nathaniel Blackwood sidled up to Jessica’s side. It was no surprise to Penelope that Nathaniel had been eavesdropping. The squirrelly little sociopath had been skulking around Jessica and Penelope for as long as she could remember.

But, like Michael, Nathaniel had changed a lot over the years. His voice had broken in puberty, as had his luck with the local sheriff’s office. After a stint in a Christian rehab program, Nathaniel, as he now wished to be called, had come back with a voice as smooth as silk, and a practiced patronizing tone that made Penelope's skin crawl. He stood with his usual air of righteous authority, his blonde hair perfectly styled, his dark suit immaculate. Behind him, like a meek shadow, trailed his young wife Abigail, her eyes downcast, hands clasped demurely in front of her modest dress that did nothing to hide her generous curves.

"Jessica, my dear," Nathaniel continued, his pale eyes gleaming as they swept over Jessica's form with barely concealed hunger. "I was just speaking with Michael about his most generous contribution to our parish. How blessed we are that he chose to grace us with his presence—and his philanthropy."

Abigail stood silently beside her husband, her gaze fixed on the polished floor, the picture of submissive piety. Penelope watched the young woman with a mixture of pity and disgust. How could anyone be so naive? So willingly blind to what Nathaniel really was?

Because Penelope remembered. She remembered exactly who Nate Blackwood had been in high school—the dealer who'd supplied half the football team with pills, the boy who'd cornered girls in empty hallways with that same predatory gleam in his eyes. His sudden religious awakening had been convenient, she'd always thought, a perfect cover for a boy who'd learned to hide his true nature behind scripture and sanctimony.

Not that anyone could do anything about it. The only other church was in Holly Fields over twenty miles away, so the good fucking reverend had a monopoly on God in this small corner of the world. Even Randall and Penelope were forced to attend.

‘Business was business, after all,’ as her husband was so fond of saying.

"Yes," Jessica smiled, which, Penelope was happy to see, did not reach the beautiful brunette’s eyes. "Michael has been so... generous with his time and attention lately."

“Listen, I have a few questions for Michael...” Nathaniel placed a possessive hand on Jessica’s arm. Penelope was impressed the brunette didn’t flinch as Nathaniel led her into the crowd towards the man of the hour, leaving Penelope alone with his wife.

“Isn’t Jessica just lovely tonight?” Abby gushed, her wide eyes following Jessica and her husband across the room. “And Michael—he’s so charming! Don’t you think?”

“Charming,” Penelope echoed dryly, though Abby was too busy staring after Michael with a childlike fascination to notice.

Penelope sighed inwardly. Could anyone in this town see past their own delusions? She glanced back at Jessica, who was now laughing with Michael by the refreshment table. There was something going on there—Penelope knew it.

And it was driving her mad being left out.
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THE SILVER PORSCHE'S engine roared to life with an aggressive purr that made several heads turn in the church parking lot. Randall gripped the steering wheel with white knuckles, his jaw clenched as he attempted to navigate the sleek sports car out of the narrow space without scraping the paint.

"Careful," Penelope snapped as the car lurched forward, then jerked to an abrupt stop. "This isn't a pickup truck, Randall."

"I've got it," he muttered, though sweat beaded on his forehead despite the cool evening air. The Porsche was his pride and joy—a symbol of his success that he could barely operate without embarrassing himself.

Penelope adjusted her seatbelt and turned to face him, her eyes blazing with barely contained fury. "They're sleeping together."

"What?" Randall glanced at her, momentarily distracted, and the car veered slightly toward the curb.

"Eyes on the road!" Penelope gripped the door handle. "Jessica and Michael. They're having an affair. I'm certain of it."

Randall let out a bark of laughter. "Oh, come on, Penny. Jessica and William are crazy about each other. Always have been, ever since high school. You're being paranoid."

The casual dismissal hit Penelope like a slap. Her perfectly composed facade cracked, revealing the raw jealousy beneath. "Don't you dare laugh at me, Randall Hawthorne. I know what I saw tonight."

"What you saw was Jessica being polite to a major donor," Randall said, his tone maddeningly reasonable as the harsh grinding of gears made him wince. "William's campaign needs Michael's support. She's playing politics, nothing more."

Penelope's hands clenched into fists in her lap. The mention of William's political aspirations—his bright future that should have been hers—only stoked the fire burning in her chest. The state senate was just the beginning. Governor's mansion next, maybe even beyond that. And Jessica would be there beside him for all of it, playing the perfect political wife while Penelope sat trapped in Oakwood with a husband who couldn't even drive his own car properly.

Penelope forced herself to take a steadying breath. What was she doing? She wasn't a lovesick teenager pining after the quarterback anymore. She was a practical woman who had made practical choices. Money and power had their own intoxicating allure—hadn't they been enough to sustain her all these years?

Her gaze drifted to Randall's profile, noting the way his nervous perspiration dripped down his jowly cheeks and the way his wedding ring dug into the flesh of his finger. Weight was a sign of wealth, and she didn’t begrudge Randall for it. He had been besotted with her since high school, and that worship was an aphrodisiac Penelope couldn’t ignore. He might not be William, but he was hers. Completely, utterly hers in a way that Jessica would never truly possess anyone.

With deliberate slowness, Penelope slid her manicured hand across the leather seat and placed it high on Randall's thigh, her fingers tracing small circles through the expensive fabric of his trousers.

"Jesus Christ!" Randall jerked so violently that the Porsche swerved toward the opposite lane, tires squealing against asphalt. He yanked the wheel hard to the right, over-correcting as an oncoming sedan's horn blared through the night air.

"Randall!" Penelope shrieked, her hand flying to the dashboard as they careened toward a row of parked cars.

He straightened the vehicle at the last second, pulling over to the shoulder with his heart hammering against his ribs. The engine idled smoothly as they sat in stunned silence, both breathing hard.

"What the hell was that?" he gasped, turning to stare at his wife with wide eyes.

Penelope smoothed her hair with trembling fingers, her moment of calculated seduction having backfired spectacularly. "I was simply—"

"You nearly got us killed!" But even as he said it, she could see the flush creeping up his neck, the way his pupils had dilated. Despite everything, despite nearly wrapping them around a telephone pole, Randall was aroused.

Penelope let out a throaty laugh to cover her own nervousness. "Oh, Randall," she purred, her voice shaking slightly. "You're so dramatic."

She could see it in his eyes—the hunger that never quite disappeared, the desperate need that had kept him circling her orbit since their teenage years. Her hand found his thigh again, more purposefully this time, sliding upward until her fingers brushed against the growing bulge in his expensive trousers.

"Penny, we're on the side of the road," he protested weakly, but his body betrayed him as she stroked him through the fabric. His breathing became ragged as she worked him with practiced efficiency.

"So?" she whispered, her fingers deftly working his zipper. A pickup truck rumbled past, its headlights sweeping across the Porsche's interior, but Penelope didn't pause. If anything, the risk excited her—the chance that someone might see the great Randall Hawthorne being pleasured by his beautiful wife.

"Someone might—oh God—" His words dissolved into a groan as she freed him from his pants and lowered her head. The leather seat creaked as she adjusted her position, her blonde hair spilling across his lap.

Another car passed, then another, but Penelope was lost in the power she wielded over him, the way his hands tangled desperately in her hair. Penelope felt his soft belly pressing against her forehead as she worked, the expensive fabric of his shirt damp with sweat. The taste of him filled her mouth as she took him deeper, her manicured nails digging into his thighs through the fine wool of his trousers. She could feel his body trembling beneath her ministrations, hear the catch in his breathing that told her he was completely at her mercy.

This was what she lived for - not the act itself, which was merely a means to an end, but the absolute control she wielded in these moments. Randall, for all his bluster and business dealings, was putty in her hands as she used her sexuality as a weapon. She could feel her own arousal building, not from physical pleasure but from the intoxicating rush of dominance.

"Penelope," he gasped, his voice strangled. "We should... someone might..."

She pulled back just enough to look up at him, her lips glistening. "Let them, baby," she huffed, her voice husky with power rather than passion. "You're Randall fucking Hawthorne. You own this town. Not William. Not Michael Glick. You!"

Randall’s response was a strangled moan as she resumed her work. And I own you, she thought as she smiled around his throbbing shaft. Penelope's head bobbed up and down on his cock, her skilled mouth teasing every sensitive spot she knew so well. Randall's fingers dug into the leather upholstery as she took him deeper and deeper into her mouth, her nose brushing against his sweaty belly. The sight of him squirming beneath her ministrations only heightened her arousal, despite the fact that it was she who was servicing him.

As Randall's moans grew louder and more desperate, Penelope knew the moment of his release was near. She pulled off of hiscock,k leaving Randall gasping and sweating into his leather seats.

"Drive us to the lake," she commanded, straightening her lipstick in the rearview mirror. "Now."

Randall's hands shook as he shifted the Porsche back into drive, his breathing still ragged from Penelope's ministrations. The car lurched forward, then found its rhythm as they wound through Oakwood's darkened streets toward the lake. Penelope sat back in her seat, a satisfied smile playing on her lips as she watched her husband struggle to maintain composure.

The moon hung low over Willow Lake when they arrived, its silver light dancing across the water's surface. Randall parked beneath a canopy of ancient willow trees, where the lake got its name, their branches creating a curtain that would shield them from any prying eyes.

"Here?" Randall's voice cracked slightly as he killed the engine.

"Here," she confirmed, then got out of the car.

Through the slowly waving branches, Penelope could see the lake house, the place where they had spent so much time as young people. Smoking pot, drinking. Fucking. It used to belong to Randall’s family, but in a rash bit of greed, Randall had sold the aging wreck to Michael Glick.

Right now, they were on Michael’s land, but Penelope didn’t care. She wanted to be here, in front of his house, a little fuck you to him... and Jessica.

Was Jessica in his house right now, looking down on the lake?

With that illicit thought in her mind, she slid onto the gleaming silver hood of the Porsche and opened her legs.

“Come here,” she ordered her husband as he stumbled from the car, his cock still hard and bouncing from his open pants.

Penelope leaned back against the sleek, silver hood, the engine warm under her ass cheeks. Her legs were spread wide, her skirt hiked up to her hips, revealing the sheer lace panties that clung to her dripping cunt. She wondered how she looked to Randall, his two finest possessions spread out for his pleasure.

“Eat me, Randall,” she ordered, her voice sharp. “And don’t you dare fucking stop until I tell I come.”

Randall hesitated for a split second, but the fire in her gaze left no room for argument. He dropped to his knees on the road, the gravel biting into his skin, but he didn’t care. All he could focus on was the sight of Penelope’s pussy, glistening and begging for his tongue. He leaned in, his breath hot against her folds, and she let out a low, approving moan as he pressed his mouth to her.

His tongue was relentless, lapping at her slit with a fervor that bordered on desperation. He flicked her clit with the tip of his tongue, circling it slowly before sucking it into his mouth, drawing a sharp gasp from her lips. Her hands clawed at his scalp, pulling him closer, forcing him deeper into her wetness. She ground her hips against his face, her moans growing louder, more urgent, as he worked her with his tongue.

It had taken years to train him, but now her husband could eat pussy like a porn star!

“Fuck, Randall,” she hissed, her voice trembling with pleasure. “Don’t you dare stop. Eat that pussy! Make me come on your fucking face!”

He obeyed without hesitation, his tongue plunging into her tight, quivering hole, fucking her with long, deep strokes that had her thighs trembling. Her juices coated his lips, his chin, dripping down onto the pavement below as he devoured her like a starving man. Her moans turned into screams as she came, her body convulsing with pleasure, her cunt clenching around his tongue as she rode out the waves of her orgasm.

But Penelope wasn’t done yet. She pulled him up by his thin hair, her eyes dark with lust as she pushed him back against the car. Her hand was on his zipper before he could even catch his breath, yanking it down and freeing his cock from its confines. It was hard and throbbing, his underwear sticky with pre-cum.

“Your turn, baby!” she cooed, wrapping her hand around his twitching shaft.

She squatted, unwilling to plant her knees in the gravel, and wrapped her lips around the head of his cock, sucking him into her mouth with a ferocity that made him groan. Her tongue swirled, lapped at the pre-cum, washing the bitter spend away, teasing him mercilessly before she took him deeper, swallowing him easily. Her blonde head bobbed up and down, her lips tight around his shaft, hand working the base as she sucked him with a skill that left him breathless.

Randall’s hips bucked involuntarily, his cock stabbing as far as he could go. She tasted the first bitter shot of cum on her tongue, gagged slightly at the taste, but didn’t pull away. Instead, she shoved him deeper, forcing the spasming tip to the edge of her throat until his balls were pressed against her chin. She held him there for a moment, cheeks hollowed, humming into his sensitive shaft until Randall couldn’t hold back.

“Oh, fuck, Pen! I—I’m coming!”

Penelope swallowed reflexively as Randall's cock jerked in her mouth, her throat working in practiced rhythm to channel the thick pulses directly down. She hated the bitter aftertaste that lingered when he finished on her tongue, despised the sticky mess that required discreet wiping. But years of marital duty had perfected her technique—chin tilted just so, lips sealed tight until the last shudder passed through his soft body.

When she finally pulled back, her mouth was spotless. No telltale streaks on her chin, no bitter taste on her lips. Just the faintest sheen of sweat at her hairline and the satisfied curve of her lips as she watched Randall slump against the Porsche's hood.

"I love you," he panted, jowls quivering as he struggled to tuck himself back into his trousers. "God, Penny, you're... so wonderful."

She didn't bother responding. Her attention had already shifted to Michael's renovated lake house, glowing like a warm beacon through the trees. For a heartbeat, she imagined Jessica pressed against those floor-to-ceiling windows, watching. Let her see. Let them all see.

The Porsche's engine growled to life as Penelope slid into the passenger seat. Randall's hands still trembled on the wheel, but she didn't chastise him this time. Let the fool drive them into a ditch if he wanted. She'd already won tonight's battle, proven that true power didn't glitter like new money or simper for political donors.

Penelope's blood thrummed with anticipation. Let Jessica play her games with Michael. Let William chase his hollow political dreams. Oakwood's real queen still held the power in her hands, and Penelope intended to make certain everyone remembered whose throat they tightened around.
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Michael sat in his expensive leather chair, looking out of the floor-to-ceiling windows at the lake. The moon was obscured by clouds tonight, possibly another storm on the way, and gave Michael a sense that another shift in his world was coming.

“So, like I was saying, the meeting went well, but damn, I am tired.”

Michael leaned back, settling his naked body into the soft leather, his ass slipping across the smooth surface. He kept the phone pressed to his ear, his voice smooth as silk as he spoke to William Kingsley, the man who had once made his high school years a living hell.

“I understand, William,” Michael said, his voice sympathetic. “The constant travel must be exhausting. You’re doing so much for the city and the state. Jessica must miss you terribly.”

As he spoke, his free hand tangled in Jessica’s brown hair, gripping it with a possessiveness that made her whimper around his shaft. Her wedding ring glinted in the soft light, a cruel reminder of the vows she was breaking with every bob of her head. She was the vision of submission. Hollowed cheeks as she sucked him deep, her tongue working him with a desperate, shameful hunger. Her eyes were downcast, but the flush on her cheeks showed Michael what he already knew. She was turned on by sucking his cock while her husband was on the phone!

Michael’s cock throbbed in her mouth, the heat of her lips and the wet suction of her throat driving him wild. He could feel her gag reflex kick in as he pushed her down further, forcing her to take him to the hilt. Her nose pressed against his pelvis, her breath hot and ragged as she struggled to accommodate him. But she didn’t pull away. No, Jessica was too far gone for that. She was a woman consumed by her own hunger, her own guilt, and the intoxicating power of the man who had once been nothing more than a punchline in her husband’s cruel jokes.

“You’re doing the right thing, William,” Michael continued, his voice steady even as his hips humped off the rich leather, fucking Jessica’s face with slow, deliberate thrusts. “Jessica knows that. She’s proud of you.”

Jessica’s hands gripped his thighs, her nails digging into his muscle as she tried to steady herself. Her lips were slick with spit and pre-cum, her chin glistening as she worked him with a fervor that bordered on worship. She was a woman lost in the act, her shame only fueling her desire. Every slurp, every moan, every desperate gasp for air was an act of betrayal, and Michael reveled in it.

He could feel his orgasm building, a tight coil of pleasure winding tighter and tighter in his gut. His grip on her hair tightened, pulling her closer, forcing her to take him deeper still. Her throat convulsed around him, and he could feel the vibrations of her muffled moans as she struggled to breathe. It was too much, too good, and he knew he wouldn’t last much longer.

“I’ll let you go, William,” Michael said, his voice strained now as he fought to keep his composure. “Get some rest. You’ve earned it.”

He hung up the phone and tossed it on the floor next to Jessica’s knee, his other hand joining the fist in her hair. He held her there, his cock buried deep in her mouth. Michael’s lips curled into a grin as he felt the young wife’s throat clasp around the tip, massaging his sensitive shaft. Finally, he let her go, and she fell back, gasping, spit and drool spilling out of her pink lips and onto her supple breasts.

“So,” Michael chuckled, running a thump over her bruised bottom lip, “you think your poor husband would still miss you if he could see your face right now?” He reached down, his fingers tangling in her hair, yanking her head back so she was forced to look up at him. “Do you still love poor William?”

Jessica whimpered, her cheeks flushed with shame as she nodded frantically. “Yes. I do.”

“So why are you sucking my cock, then?”

“Because, I—I need you!“

The words were music to Michael’s ears. This was what he had wanted all along, to master the woman who had helped make his teenage years miserable. And now, with enough money, he had become the man he’d always wanted to be. And the man Jessica always needed.

Michael’s smirk widened, and he gave her hair another sharp tug, making her gasp. “Prove it.”

Without hesitation, Jessica leaned forward, her lips wrapping around his cock like she was born to worship it. She took him deep, her throat working as she swallowed him whole, her tongue swirling around his shaft like it was her only purpose in life. Michael groaned, his hips bucking forward as he fucked her face with abandon, his grip on her hair tightening to the point of pain.

“That’s it, you filthy little slut,” he growled, his voice thick with arousal. “Take it all. Think about your poor fucking husband while you suck my cock!”

Jessica moaned around his cock. Michael pictured her thinking of William, miles away, while the engorged head of Michael’s cock battered her throat. Her hands gripped his thighs for support as she bobbed her head faster, her lips stretched obscenely around his girth. Her eyes fluttered shut, tears of pleasure and submission streaming down her cheeks as she gave herself over completely to him.

Michael’s breathing grew ragged, his balls tightening as he felt his release building. “I’m going to come, baby!” he growled, his voice rough with need. “You’re gonna let me paint that pretty face of yours with my cum, aren’t you?”

Jessica nodded eagerly, her lips still wrapped around him, her tongue lapping at the underside of his cock like it was the most delicious thing she’d ever tasted. Michael let out a guttural groan as he pulled out of her mouth, his hips jerking as he shot hot, thick ropes of cum across her face. Jessica moaned, turned on by Michael’s pleasure and his dominance as his jizz dripped down her chin, coating her lips and cheeks in a sticky, glistening mess.

But he wasn’t done.

“Make yourself come, Jessica,” he commanded. “I want to see you orgasm with my cum all over your face!”

Jessica moaned as she sat back on the floor and spread her legs for him, showing him the dripping pink lips of her cunt. She slid two fingers deep inside, her hips bucking as she frigged herself furiously, her other hand groping at her hard nipples.

“That’s a good girl!” Michael murmured with awe. It had only been a few months and already Jessica was willing to debase herself for him. “Fingering yourself while another man’s cum drips down your face!”

Jessica didn’t care. She was lost in the throes of ecstasy, her fingers working her clit with practiced precision as she came hard, her body convulsing with pleasure. Cum dripped off her cheeks, a stray drop in her eye, but all that mattered was her orgasm. That, and pleasing him.

When she finally came to a stop, she was a picture of debauchery. Michael’s cum dripped down her cheeks and onto her chest, pooling in the valley between her tits. Her lips were swollen and red; her eyes glazed over with a look of complete submission. A steady stream of juices spilled from her pussy, pooled under her ass, and spread out across the hardwood floor.

“Good girl,” Michael purred, running a thumb through the mess on her face and smearing it across her lips. “Now, clean me up.”

Jessica didn’t hesitate. She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to lick the cum from his thumb, her eyes never leaving his. She was his—completely his—and she wouldn’t have it any other way.

[image: ]

THE STEAM FROM THE shower still clung to their skin, damp and glistening, as Michael and Jessica collapsed onto the bed. The sheets were cool against their overheated bodies, but the heat between them was far from extinguished. Jessica’s nipples were hard, pebbled peaks against the soft swell of her tits, and Michael’s cock was already throbbing again, a sleeping snake begging for attention.

Jessica propped herself up on one elbow, her pussy still slick, and fixed him with a look that was equal parts curiosity and jealousy. “Did you see Penelope tonight?” she asked, trailing her fingers over his chest and sliding down to the soft thatch of hair between his legs. “She was seething when you ignored her.”

“I didn’t ignore her,” he chuckled, his cock twitching as Jessica’s fingers teased the hair at the base of his thick shaft.

“Well, for a woman like Penelope, you practically smacked her in the face!”

“A woman like Penelope, huh?” Michael laughed and ran a hand through Jessica’s hair. There was something nice about this lull, an intimacy that made his cock harden against Jessica’s fingers. This was more than sex. “And what is she like?”

“Rich!” Jessica said and wrapped her fingers around his cock.

“Use your other hand,” Michael said, shifting his hips so the tip of his cock bumped her chin. “I want to see your ring.”

“You’re so awful!” Jessica moaned, but she switched hands, the wedding ring William had given her glittering against the reddened skin of Michael’s swollen shaft making him throb even harder.

“Penelope’s not rich,” Michael murmured as Jessica’s hand slid up to the purple crown of his cock, teasing out a tear of milk pre-cum.

“Well, she’s richer than I am,” Jessica muttered.

“Is that what you want?” Michael said. “To be rich?”

“No,” Jessica smiled, then pulled his cock to her lips and kissed the milky tear of pre-cum from the tip. “I want you.”

Michael felt a powerful thrill surge up his spine at her words. The growl he had meant to let out turned into a groan, and Jessica chuckled against his cock, knowing she had said exactly what he wanted to hear.

But was it true? Did she really only want him? Michael wondered as her pink lips—lips that her husband was dreaming about right now—parted slightly and ran up the length of his shaft, leaving a dripping trail of spit behind them.

“Do you have plans for Penny?” Jessica asked, attempting to use Michael’s momentary weakness against him.

“Why?” Michael said and pulled his cock away from her. “Jealous?”

Jessica gazed up at him, her eyes wide and wet. There was jealousy there, but also insecurity. It was funny. Michael had once thought he was the only one who was insecure, but now he knew everyone felt that way, including Jessica.

Including Penelope.

“Aren’t I enough for you?” Jessica whispered, kissing the vein along the belly of his cock.

She didn’t mention Harley, Michael’s other lover and partner in crime. Michael had asked the younger woman to give them privacy for the night. Harley didn’t mind. As far as he could tell, the former teen reality star turned adult film actress didn’t feel jealousy towards Jessica at all. If anything, Harley felt a need to help the married Jessica accept her place at Michael’s side.

“It’s not about having enough,” he growled, and Jessica gasped as he rolled her over onto her back, sinking his fingers into her sopping cunt. “It’s about getting what people deserve.”

Jessica moaned, her hips bucking against his hand. “Revenge,” she whimpered, her nails digging into his neck. “That’s what this is about, isn’t it?”

He didn’t answer. Instead, he pressed his cock against her entrance, hot and demanding.

“Tell me. Who do you want more?” he demanded, his voice rough with lust. “Me or William?”

“You,” Jessica moaned without hesitation, her legs spreading wider, inviting him in. “Always you.”

Michael’s eyes darkened with satisfaction as he slammed into her, his cock stretching her tight cunt to its limits. “This is what I deserve!” he growled, his hips pistoning into her with brutal force.

Jessica screamed, her nails raking down his back as he pounded into her, each thrust hitting her g-spot with unerring accuracy. Her tits bounced with every movement, and Michael leaned down to suck a pebbled nipple into his mouth, biting down hard enough to make her cry out.

“You’re mine,” he growled. “And I’m going to make sure you never forget it.”

Jessica could only moan in response, her body completely at his mercy as he took her again and again, claiming her in every way possible.
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Penelope's heels clicked against the cobblestone walkway leading to Jessica's colonial revival home. Her handbag swung at her side, the buttery leather catching the morning sunlight as she smoothed her silk blouse.

She'd spent an hour perfecting her appearance this afternoon, choosing each piece with military precision. The cream-colored blouse hugged her figure without being vulgar, paired with tailored trousers that emphasized her long legs. Her blonde hair was swept into a chignon that screamed old-money elegance, not a single strand out of place despite the humid air.

The brass knocker felt cool beneath her fingers as she rapped it twice against the mahogany door. This was Jessica's domain—her little kingdom built on William's political aspirations and funded by Randall's, and now Michael’s, generosity. How fitting that Penelope would expose whatever sordid affair was brewing right here in the heart of Jessica's perfect life.

"Penelope!" Jessica's voice carried through the foyer before the door fully opened. "So glad you could make it!"

But Jessica's smile seemed strained, her usually immaculate appearance slightly disheveled. Her dark hair was pulled back in a messy ponytail, and she wore simple jeans and a blouse—hardly the polished perfection Penelope expected from the former head cheerleader and the mayor's wife.

"I was so glad you called," Penelope meant it. She could not resist Jessica’s offer of dinner and a drink. She had questions about her and Michael, questions that she wanted answered. She looked down at her friend's wrinkled clothes and almost laughed. "Are you going out like that?"

"I’m so sorry, Pen,” Jessica said and tried to run a hand through her hair, realizing it was still in a messy ponytail, and let the arm fall to her side. “William just called—there's some crisis with the campaign office. I need to drive up there immediately." Jessica's nervous energy was palpable as she led Penelope through the foyer.

Penelope's pulse quickened. "That’s too bad.” She paused and looked around her friend’s neatly furnished house. “You are so busy lately. Between William and Michael...”

She let the sentence trail off, hoping Jessica would finish it.

"Funny you should say that," Jessica turned, and Penelope saw what seemed like a sly smile curl her lips. Then, just as quickly as it appeared, it vanished. "Michael's here. He was just going over some proposals for the town development project. Maybe you could weigh in."

"Michael Glick is here?" The words escaped before Penelope could stop them, sharper than she'd intended.

"In William's study. I'm sure he wouldn't mind the company while I'm gone." Jessica's smile was too bright, too forced. "I really need to run, Penny. Make yourself at home."

Before Penelope could protest, Jessica had grabbed her purse and keys, calling out a quick goodbye as she disappeared through the front door. The sound of her car pulling away left an uncomfortable silence that seemed to press against Penelope's chest.

"Well, well. Mrs. Randall Hawthorne,” a smooth voice said from behind her. “Just the woman I’ve been waiting to see.”

Penelope turned to find Michael leaning against the doorframe, and her breath caught in her throat. This close to him, it was easy to forget the gangly boy she remembered from high school. In his place was a man who commanded attention—tall, broad-shouldered, wearing a tailored suit that hugged his body, showing off his well-defined muscles and athletic frame. The fabric was dark grey, with a subtle sheen that caught the light in just the right places.

"Michael." She straightened her spine, channeling every ounce of her disdain towards the former geek. "How... unexpected."

"Is it?" His smile was enigmatic as he stepped aside, gesturing for her to enter the study. "I had a feeling you might stop by."

The study was William's masculine sanctuary—dark wood paneling, leather-bound books, and a polished mahogany desk that captured the light streaming in from the large picture window behind it.

But it was the framed photographs scattered across every surface that made Penelope's chest tighten. William and Jessica at their wedding, radiant and young. William, accepting an award from the city, Jessica beaming beside him in a form-fitting gown that hugged her annoyingly perfect body. Their perfect political couple mocked her from every angle.

"Admiring the happy couple?" Michael moved to stand behind William's desk chair, his fingers trailing over the leather.

"They certainly photograph well," Penelope replied coolly, though her hands trembled slightly as she clutched her handbag. The casual way he occupied William's space, touched William's things—it was obscene.

"You know, I always wondered what it would be like to be William." Michael settled into the seat with deliberate slowness, his eyes never leaving Penelope's face. "To have the adoration of his..." He stopped and picked up the framed wedding photo on the desk. Jessica and William smiled up at him, oblivious to his desecration. “...town.”

"It's just a chair, Michael." But even as she said it, Penelope couldn't deny the way he seemed to fill the space, to make it his own.

"Just a chair that belongs to the man who used to shove me into lockers." His voice remained conversational, but something darker flickered in his eyes. "Strange how things change, isn't it?"

Penelope's skin prickled with unease. She remembered Michael lying on the beach, crying and bloody. Standing over him, she had felt strong, triumphant, as Randall, Nathan, and especially William, defended her honor. So what if she had helped set him up? He was weird and, at the time, she felt he deserved it.

But now, Michael was a completely different animal. He moved with predatory confidence, his gaze no longer creepy, but hungry, traveling over her figure with an appreciation that made her feel exposed despite her carefully chosen armor of designer clothes.

"You've certainly had your share of luck," she admitted, hating herself for the breathless quality in her voice.

"Money has a way of improving one's luck." He leaned back in the chair, perfectly at ease. "But you would know that, wouldn't you, Penny? You've always understood the relationship between wealth and desirability."

"I don't know what you're implying."

"I'm not implying anything. I'm stating a fact." He stood, moving around the desk with fluid grace. "You're not attracted to the man, Penny. You're attracted to power."

Her breath hitched as he approached, his cologne—something expensive and intoxicating—filling the space between them. "That's ridiculous."

"Is it?" He was close enough now that she could see the flecks of gold in his dark eyes, could feel the heat radiating from his body. "Then why are you here? Why are you so jealous of Jessica?"

Before Penelope could respond, he reached forward, and she stiffened. Was he going to grab her? The sheer gall overwhelmed her, overriding the unwanted thrill slithering up her spine.

But no, he walked past her to a briefcase sitting on a side table. His movements were deliberate, calculated, as he withdrew a leather portfolio and returned to the desk.

"Since we're being honest," he said, spreading documents across the mahogany surface, "I thought you might be interested in these."

Penelope's eyes widened as she recognized bank statements, investment records, loan documents—all bearing Randall's signature. Her pale, French-manicured nails tapped nervously against her handbag as she approached the desk, her pulse hammering in her throat.

"What is this?" But even as she asked, she could see the devastating truth laid out in black and white.

"Your husband's financial records." Michael's voice was gentle, almost sympathetic. "The real ones. Not the carefully edited versions he's been showing you."

Her hands trembled as she reached for the papers, scanning the figures that blurred before her eyes. Massive losses, failed land deals, money transferred from accounts she thought were safely in her name.

"This can't be true." Her voice cracked, all pretense of composure crumbling.

"I'm afraid it is." Michael moved behind her, his presence warm and solid at her back. "Randall's been using your inheritance to cover his debts and failed investments. You're not as wealthy as you think, Penny."

The room spun around her as the magnitude of the betrayal sank in. Everything she'd built her identity on—her status, her security, her power over Randall—all of it was built on lies.

"Why are you showing me this?" she whispered, gathering the documents with shaking hands.

"Because I think we could help each other." His voice was a hot, low murmur against her ear, sending more unwanted shivers down her spine.

Penelope recoiled, backing toward the door as panic clawed at her chest. "I have to go."

"Penny—"

"No!" She clutched the papers to her chest like armor, her carefully constructed world collapsing around her. "This can't be true."

She fled through the foyer, her heels echoing off the marble as she escaped into the afternoon air, Michael's gaze burning into her back.
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THE FIRST DROPS OF rain spattered against the mansion's tall windows as Penelope burst through the front door, her silk blouse still pristine but her composure shattered beyond repair. The documents crackled in her white-knuckled grip as she stalked through the marble foyer, her heels clicking an angry staccato against the polished stone.

"Randall!" Her voice echoed through the cavernous space, sharp enough to cut glass.

She discovered him in his playroom, his feet propped on a stool, watching a movie on the huge TV that covered the entire wall. He was wearing shorts and stained white socks pulled ludicrously up over his calves. His appearance was a far cry from the confident businessman persona he projected to the world. Seeing him in such a slovenly state only intensified her fury.

"Penny?" He looked up, surprised. "I thought you were having dinner with Jessica—"

The leather portfolio hit the bed, the dull thud not nearly dramatic enough, so she picked it up and threw it onto Randall’s crotch.

“And what are you doing?” Penelope snapped. “Besides losing all of our money!”

Randall's face drained of all color as he recognized the documents spilling across his lap—bank statements, investment records, loan agreements, all bearing his signatures.

"Explain this." She wanted to scream, but kept her voice low and deadly, like the hiss of a snake.

Randall's mouth opened and closed like a fish gasping for air. His hands trembled as he reached for the papers, but Penelope slammed her palm down on them, making Randall groan as her palm landed between his legs.

"I asked you to explain this, Randall." Each word was precisely enunciated. Not just a snake. A venomous snake.

"Penny, I can explain—"

"Can you?" She leaned forward, her blonde hair falling like a curtain around her face. "Can you explain why my inheritance—money my father left me—is gone? Can you explain why you've been lying to me for years?"

Thunder rumbled in the distance, a low growl that seemed to emanate from the depths of her fury. Randall flinched at the sound, his nervous gaze darting between her face and the damning evidence scattered across his desk.

"The investments were supposed to pay off," he said in a small, defeated voice. "The land deals in Holly Fields, the tech startups, the cryptocurrency ventures—they were all supposed to generate massive returns."

"Supposed to?" Penelope's voice rose an octave. "You gambled away my family's money on 'supposed to'?"

"It wasn't gambling!" Randall's voice cracked as he tried to defend himself. "These were calculated risks, business investments that—"

"That failed!" She swept her arm across the bed, sending papers cascading to the floor. "That failed spectacularly while you lied to my face every single day!"

Rain began pelting the windows harder now, the sound mixing with the thunder that seemed to roll in perfect synchronization with her mounting rage. Randall cowered in his leather chair. The expensive furniture made him look even smaller and more pathetic.

"I was trying to make us richer," he whimpered. "I wanted to give you everything you deserve. I thought if I could just make one big score—"

"By stealing from me!" The words exploded from her throat, raw and primal.

"I always intended to pay it back—"

"With what?" She grabbed a fistful of papers from the floor, waving them in his face. "You've lost everything, Randall. We're broke! And who did I hear it from? Michael FUCKING GLICK!"

The thunder crashed overhead, a bone-shaking rumble that seemed to shake the very foundations of the mansion. In that moment, Penelope saw her entire world crumbling—her status, her security, her carefully constructed life built on lies and stolen money.

"Michael? Michael told you?"

Randall looked up at her, blinking dumbly. It was all clear no—why Randall had sold the lake house to Michael, how Michael how insinuated himself into every corner of Oakwood. It was all because of Randall.

“How long?”

"How long what?"

"How long have you been lying to me?”

Randall's shoulders sagged in defeat. "A year. When Holly Fields fell through, I got a loan, tried to hold back the losses, but then my other investments went... went bad. Then—”

“Then Michael showed up.”

Randall said nothing, but the look on his face told her all she needed to know. She turned away from him, unable to bear the sight of him. Her gaze fell on the silver bowl by the bed where he kept his keys—the keys to the Porsche, the Mercedes, all the toys he'd bought to sell the lie that they were still rich. Still successful.

"Penny, please—" He started to rise from the bed, but she whirled on him with such fury that he fell back immediately.

"Don't you dare!" She snatched his car keys from the bowl, the metal cold and sharp in her trembling palm. "Don't you dare try to explain this away or make excuses!"

Rain lashed against the windows now, the storm intensifying as if nature itself was responding to her emotional chaos. She could hear it drumming against the roof, see it streaming down the glass in silver rivulets that blurred the outside world.

"Where are you going?" Randall's voice was small and broken.

"Away." She headed for the door, then turned back one last time. "Away from you."

"Penny, you can't just—"

But she was already gone, striding through the foyer toward the front door. The storm hit her like a physical blow as she stepped outside, the rain immediately soaking through her silk blouse and plastering her carefully styled hair to her skull. Her designer clothes—chosen so carefully to project wealth and status—were ruined within seconds.

She didn't care. Nothing mattered now except getting away from Randall, away from the life crumbling down around her. The Porsche's engine roared to life beneath her shaking hands, and she peeled out of the driveway into the storm, her tears mixing with the rain on her face.
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THE PORSCHE'S WINDSHIELD wipers fought a losing battle against the rain as Penelope pressed harder on the accelerator, her vision blurred by both the storm and the tears streaming down her cheeks. Mascara painted dark tracks across her face, mixing with rainwater that had somehow found its way inside the car during her desperate flight from the mansion.

She pounded the steering wheel with her fist, a primal scream tearing from her throat as she navigated the winding road around Willow Lake. The carefully constructed life she'd built—the status, the security, the power—all of it had been stolen from her by the man she'd married. The man she'd settled for when William chose Jessica instead.

"Bastard!" The word echoed in the confined space as she took a curve too fast, the Porsche's tires struggling for purchase on the rain-slicked asphalt. "Lying, stealing bastard!"

The speedometer climbed past sixty, then seventy, far too fast for these narrow lakeside roads. But Penelope didn't care. She wanted to feel something other than the crushing weight of betrayal, wanted to outrun the devastating truth of her situation. Her silk blouse clung to her skin, transparent with rainwater, her carefully styled hair hanging in wet tendrils around her face.

Another sharp curve appeared ahead, and Penelope yanked the wheel hard to the right. The Porsche responded with a sickening lurch, its rear wheels sliding sideways as she fought for control. Time seemed to slow as she felt the car beginning to hydroplane, the steering wheel spinning uselessly in her hands.

"No, no, no!" She pumped the brakes frantically, but physics had already taken over. The silver sports car spun like a top, tires screaming against wet pavement as it careened toward the guardrail.

A sudden jolt sent Penelope's body forward against the seatbelt, bringing her to an abrupt stop with a bone-jarring force. The Porsche screeched along the metal rail, then skidded to a halt in the thick mud along the side of the road, firmly wedged against a cluster of oak trees. Steam rose gently from the hood as rain continued to pour, streaming down the now-smeared windshield.

For a moment, Penelope sat in stunned silence, her hands trembling as they clutched the steering wheel. Her entire body was sore, but nothing felt broken. The airbag hadn't deployed—a small mercy that spared her from chemical burns and bruises. She hit the gas, but Randall's cherished Porsche spun out uselessly in the mud.

"Perfect," she spat, then searched for her phone, then swore when she pictured it, sitting in her other car, safe at home. She let out a hysterical laugh that bordered on sobbing.

"Just fucking perfect."

She fumbled for the door handle; her manicured nails slipping on the wet metal as she stumbled out into the storm. Her heels immediately sank into the soft mud, the expensive leather disappearing into the muck with obscene sucking sounds.

Rain hammered down on her exposed skin, soaking through what remained of her designer outfit. Her cream silk blouse had become transparent, clinging to her supple breasts and revealing the lace bra beneath. Her tailored pants were splattered with mud and torn at the knee where she'd scraped against the car door. The diamond tennis bracelet caught what little light filtered through the storm clouds, a ridiculous bangle that meant nothing in her current situation.

She tried pulling her heels from the mud with wet popping sounds, then kicked them off entirely. The cold earth squished between her toes as she surveyed her surroundings, trying to get her bearings through the driving rain. Trees swayed violently in the wind, their branches reaching toward her like grasping fingers.

That's when she saw it—the warm glow of lights cutting through the storm's darkness. Michael's lake house sat like a beacon in the distance, its modern architecture stark against the wild landscape. Of course. Of all the places she could have crashed, fate had delivered her practically to his doorstep.

The irony wasn't lost on her. Hours ago, she'd fled from Michael's revelations about Randall's betrayal. Now, she found herself trudging up his long driveway like a supplicant seeking sanctuary.

Her feet were numb with cold by the time she reached the covered porch, her body shivering uncontrollably from the combination of shock and exposure. Through the floor-to-ceiling windows, she could see the warm interior—expensive furniture, a fire crackling in the stone fireplace, the promise of shelter from the storm raging around her.

Penelope hesitated with her fist raised to knock, sudden panic flooding through her. What if Jessica were still here? What if that little sexpot Harley Heat answered the door instead? How could she explain her bedraggled appearance, her desperate arrival at his doorstep in the middle of the night?

But where else could she go? The mansion was no longer home—not now that she knew it was built on a crumbling foundation of debt and lies. Her friends were all connected to Randall's business dealings, tainted by association. The hotels in town would be full of gossips who would spread news of her humiliation by morning.

Thunder crashed overhead, so close she could feel the vibration in her chest. Lightning illuminated the lake's churning surface, and she knew she couldn't stand out here much longer. Desperation overrode pride as she finally knocked on the heavy wooden door.

Footsteps approached from inside, and Penelope's heart hammered against her ribs. The door swung open to reveal Michael Glick himself, and her breath caught in her throat. He wore only silk boxers and an open robe that revealed the sculpted perfection of his torso—broad shoulders tapering to a narrow waist, defined muscles that spoke of expensive personal trainers and disciplined workouts.

Warm light spilled out around him like a halo, making her acutely aware of her own wretched appearance. His dark eyes took in her soaked, transparent clothing, her muddy feet, her streaming makeup, but his expression showed no surprise. Instead, he smiled—a knowing, almost predatory curve of lips that made her pulse quicken despite everything.

"It's about time," he said simply, extending a crystal tumbler filled with amber whiskey toward her.

The casual certainty in his voice, the way he held the drink as if he'd been expecting her, broke something inside Penelope's chest. All her defenses—her pride, her arrogance, her desperate need to maintain control—crumbled like sandcastles before a tide.

"Michael," she whispered, his name torn from her lips like a confession.

"Come inside, Penny," he said softly, stepping back to make room for her. "You're soaking wet."

Her feet moved without conscious thought, carrying her across the threshold into warmth and light. The door closed behind her with a soft click that seemed to seal her fate, cutting off the storm's fury and leaving her alone with the man who had dismantled her carefully constructed world.
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Penelope waited for Michael to make his move. He had her right where he wanted her—weak, dripping, helpless. She didn’t even know if she had the strength to fight.

It’s what she would have done.

Instead, Michael simply watched her as she took the drink in her trembling hands and took a sip, the liquor leaving a burning trail all the way to her stomach. His gaze traveled, not lecherous but clinical, cataloguing every detail: her rain-soaked blouse, the way the fabric went sheer and clung to her skin, her trembling legs, how she kept her chin up despite her obvious misery.

He waited. Not for her to speak, but for her to collect herself, as if even now he couldn’t be bothered with a weak Penelope Hawthorne.

The silence stretched, and she grew self-conscious, standing in a puddle of rainwater and resentment. She took a larger gulp of whiskey than she intended; it burned all the way down, setting a fire in her empty stomach.

“Come on,” Michael said, voice low but even. He tied the silk belt of his robe tighter around his waist, as if covering himself out of respect for her dignity. The gesture stung more than any leer or comment could have. He turned and padded down the hallway, barefoot, and Penelope trailed after him, leaving a trail of rainwater in her wake.

The house was nothing like she remembered. In high school, the old lake house had been a derelict party spot, full of moldy couches and the stench of stale beer. This place was immaculate. Hardwood floors so clean they gleamed, walls stripped to raw timber, expensive art on every surface, and windows everywhere—windows that showed off the storm-slashed lake, the jagged flash of lightning illuminating the black water.

Michael led her to a guest suite on the main floor. The room was oversized and masculine, all charcoal linens and exposed beams, but the bed was covered with the softest furs and pillows Penelope had ever seen. Through an open door, she glimpsed a bathroom so pristine it looked photoshopped: black marble everywhere, the shower, a glass cube with multiple rainfall heads, a soaking tub big enough for three.

“Take your time,” Michael said, as if she were a child or a trauma victim. He placed her bag on the bed. “You’ll find everything you need in the closet. Or you can call down and have anything sent up.”

She wanted to tell him to go to hell. Instead, she closed the bathroom door behind her and locked it, just in case.

The first thing she did was sit on the closed toilet lid and sob until her vision blurred and her nose ran and her body shook. It was the only way to get the poison out—the last of the rage and humiliation that Randall had forced into her veins. She told herself she would only indulge for a minute, but it took fifteen before her breathing slowed, before the tears dried and the old Penelope reasserted herself.

She stood and examined her reflection in the mirror. She looked like a drowned rat: mascara streaked in black runnels, blonde hair stringy and matted to her skull, designer blouse torn at the sleeve, her diamond bracelet now caked with flecks of mud.

She hated the woman she saw. Hated her weakness, hated that Michael had seen her like this, that he’d had the good manners to pretend it didn’t matter. Most of all, she hated the fact she had nowhere else to go.

She stripped off her ruined clothes and balled them in the sink. Then she stepped into the glass shower and twisted the tap as far as it would go, letting the water hit her at a temperature just shy of scalding. She stood there until her skin turned pink, until the scent of rain and mud and shame was purged from her pores.

She found the hotel-grade toiletries in a basket on the marble counter. Shampoo that cost more than most people’s hourly wage, a bar of soap that smelled faintly of jasmine and crushed herbs, a loofah that scraped the last of the night’s grime from her shoulders and thighs.

She washed herself twice, then stood with her forehead pressed to the cool glass, letting the hot water cascade down her spine. It was only then that the anger started to turn. The helplessness gave way to calculation. The despair transmuted, drop by drop, into resolve.

She was still Penelope Hawthorne, damn it. She’d always been on top. She would stay on top, with or without Randall.

She toweled off and found a plush white robe in the closet. It wasn’t silk, but it was soft enough to almost convince her she was back in her own home. She sat at the marble vanity, applied the makeup she kept in a waterproof case in her purse, re-braided her hair, and dusted a faint rose blush onto her cheeks to cover the telltale signs of crying.

Only when she was sure her face betrayed nothing did she venture back into the bedroom.

Waiting at the foot of the bed was a box, discreetly branded with the logo of her favorite designer. She opened it, half-expecting to find some hideous, ill-fitting knockoff of her usual style—a final insult, a way for Michael to remind her who owned her now.

Instead, the dress inside was a work of art. Dark blue silk, cut to drape over her curves and bare her shoulders, but with a high, elegant neck that made it impossible for anyone to call her a slut. Beneath it, nestled in tissue paper, was a matching set of lingerie in midnight lace. She brushed her fingers over the delicate bra and panties, feeling the familiar prickle of anticipation, but also a flash of indignation.

He had guessed her size exactly. He had known she would need these things.

She dressed slowly, savoring the sensation of expensive fabric against clean skin. The bra cupped her firm breasts, pushing them up and out without hurting. The blue panties hugged the slim curve of her hips without digging in, and the dress made her look taller, slimmer, more powerful than she felt.

She stared at herself in the suite’s full-length mirror. She felt better than she had in hours, all the pain and humiliation hidden beneath a flawless mask. She looked, in fact, like someone who belonged at the top.

She allowed herself a sly smile.

Michael had won the first round. But the next one would be hers.
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PENELOPE HAD HALF-EXPECTED Michael to appear in her bedroom the moment she finished dressing. Instead, she waited in the suite for nearly twenty minutes; the silence broken only by the drone of the wind and the low creak of the house settling around her. She imagined him pacing on the other side of the wall, waiting for her to cave and come crawling. Instead, she sat perfectly still on the fur-draped bed, legs crossed, sipping a fresh glass of whiskey, and refused to give him the satisfaction.

Eventually, a knock sounded at the door. Not the hard rap of a man, but a measured, almost timid double-tap. Penelope rose and answered to find a uniformed servant—her uniform so crisp Penelope wondered if she’d been ordered to stand outside the guest room for hours just in case she needed anything.

The woman nodded slightly and said, “Mr. Glick is ready for you in the dining room, ma’am. May I escort you?”

She nodded, affecting boredom, and followed the woman down a corridor lined with black-and-white photographs. The images were all of Oakwood: a shot of the main street after the old mill burned down, a teenage football team from the 1970s, the original lake house in winter. Penelope lingered for a heartbeat on the last one, recognizing the sagging roof and the wooden deck where, once upon a time, she’d watched William Kingsley shotgun beers while Jessica and Penelope danced drunkenly in front of the fire, trying to get his attention.

They passed through an open archway into the main part of the house. The transformation was complete. Gone was the party wreck she remembered—the one that smelled of mildew and weed. In its place was something out of a design magazine: exposed beams, tastefully mismatched modern furniture, sculptures that must have cost six figures. It was a man’s house, but it was a man who understood that women would be watching.

The dining room was at the end of a hallway, its double doors thrown wide. Inside, a long table gleamed with polish and white linen, the centerpiece an extravagant bouquet of night-blooming lilies and glossy black calla. At one end, Michael sat alone, dressed in a midnight suit and slate tie, sipping what looked like bourbon from a lowball glass.

He stood as she entered. “Penelope,” he said. “You look stunning.”

She said nothing, simply took her seat at the opposite end of the table, her hands folded primly in her lap. Only when the servant had retreated did she let herself look at Michael—really look, taking in the squared shoulders, the hair slicked back and shorn at the sides, the subtle tan that suggested he spent his mornings running or rowing on the lake.

He smiled as their eyes met. It was not a warm smile. If anything, it was a challenge: are you ready for this?

“Wine?” he asked, and at his signal, another servant appeared, pouring a rich red into her crystal glass. He waited until the room was empty again before speaking.

“Are you okay?” The words came out gentle, unexpected.

She felt a sudden, dangerous urge to laugh. “Shouldn’t I be asking you that?”

“Why?” He took a sip, his eyes not leaving hers.

“Because you’ve been waiting for this night since you were sixteen. Isn’t that what all this is about?”

Michael’s smile never faltered. “Maybe. But I’m not the one who showed up at my doorstep in the rain looking for help.”

Penelope took a long pull of wine, letting it coat her tongue before she answered. “You think I came here for help?”

“I think you’re here because you have no idea what else to do. And because you know I’m the only one in this fucking town who’s being honest with you right now.”

The word hung in the air—honest. She bristled at the suggestion, at the implication that her marriage, her career, her very self had been a lie.

She leaned forward, the silk of her dress whispering against the linen tablecloth. “Honest?” She said it like a slur.

Michael only shrugged. “We both know what you want, Penny. The question is whether you’re brave enough to say it out loud.”

A pause, and then a laugh—not his, but hers, quick and sharp. “And what is it you think I want?”

He toyed with his glass, swirling the amber liquid. “You want power. You want respect. You want to be seen, the way you were in high school, the way William and Randall and all those sheep saw you before you let them convince you you were only valuable as an accessory.”

Penelope flinched. She hated how close to the mark he was. Hated that Michael understood her better than her own husband.

Michael leaned in. “You want to win.”

She stared at him, willing herself to hold the line. “What about you? What do you want?”

Michael smiled, his teeth white and predatory in the candlelight. “I want the truth. I want to see what happens when you get what you deserve.”

The words were an offer and threat. She was forced to look away, hiding the prickle of heat that rose in her cheeks. She sipped more wine, focusing on the absurd beauty of the table—the perfect arrangement of forks, the way the candles flickered and danced in their cut-glass holders.

For a long moment, neither of them spoke, the silence thick with anticipation.

Michael was the first to break it. “Tell me what happened with Randall.”

She hesitated, but then, emboldened by the alcohol and the strange intimacy of the moment, she did. She told him about how she had confronted him, about how he had tried to talk to her. Her voice shook as she told him about taking Randall’s Porsche and crashing into the ditch.

Michael listened without interrupting. Only when she finished did he say, “And now what? Are you going to leave him?”

Penelope thought of Randall, pathetic in his bathrobe, watching TV while their world imploded. The rage threatened to fill her up, but she tamped it down mercilessly.

“I suppose you think I’m yours now.”

He cocked his head. “Do you want to be?”

It was the most honest question anyone had ever asked her.

She reached for her wine, found the glass empty, and set it down with a soft click. “Maybe,” she said. “What would that even look like?”

Michael rose from his chair, walked the length of the table, and stopped behind her. She tensed, expecting him to grab her, force her to her knees, but he placed his hands gently on her shoulders. His fingers were warm; his touch light. She was suddenly very aware of how little she wore beneath the dress, of the thin lace that separated her from this man and the world.

Thin lace that he had bought her.

“It would look like you taking what you want. No more waiting for permission.”

She closed her eyes as his hands slid down her arms, slow and deliberate. She waited for her heart to start pounding, for her righteous anger to return. Instead, she felt... anticipation. Desire, sharp and immediate.

“Is that what you want?” she whispered.

He leaned down, his lips brushing her ear. “Yes.”

She rose from the chair, the movement smooth and almost involuntary, and turned to face him. Michael watched her, his gaze steady, giving her the power of the moment.

She reached up and unclasped the back of the dress, letting it slip from her shoulders. The fabric whispered down her body, pooling at her feet and leaving her in nothing but the midnight lace beneath. She met his eyes, daring him to look away, to flinch or judge.

He did neither. Instead, Michael reached out, cupped her chin in his hand, and kissed her.

The kiss was not gentle. It was hungry, possessive, but there was no violence in it—only the certainty of a man who knew exactly what he wanted. Penelope kissed him back, matching his intensity, her hands tangling in the fine wool of his jacket. She pressed her body against his, feeling the heat of him, the hard line of his cock already pressing against his trousers.

When she broke away, she gasped for air, lips swollen and red. “What now?” she asked, her voice low, rough, and a touch breathless.

Michael smiled, unbuttoned his jacket, and let it fall to the floor. “Now, Penny, you get everything you deserve.”

And this time, she believed him.

Michael’s mouth closed on hers, and his hands found her hips, strong and certain, and lifted her as if she weighed nothing. Penelope gasped and clutched his shoulders, the sudden movement piercing her self-control. He set her on the edge of the table, fingers digging into the flesh of her bare thighs and spreading her legs apart.

She was wearing nothing but the midnight lace bra and panties; her nipples pebbled against the fabric, her skin hot and tight. Michael moved between her knees, pressing down on her thighs with a slow, deliberate pressure. She expected him to dive straight in, to claim her like some conquering barbarian. Instead, he paused, eyes raking up her body—devouring her, yes, but also waiting for something. Permission? Surrender?

She gave it in how she arched her back, the way her thighs parted wider, how she held his gaze as her own hands slid up her torso, cupping her breasts through the thin lace.

He pulled her panties aside. Didn’t bother to remove them—just hooked a single finger under the gusset and drew it to one side, exposing her completely. She heard her own breath catch, felt the slick heat pooling between her legs, and for one panicked moment she thought, Am I really doing this? I have never crossed that line with another man. Am I really going to be the woman who cheats on her husband? No matter what Randall had done, he had never cheated on her.

But then Michael’s tongue found her clit, and the thought was obliterated in a burst of raw sensation.

Michael didn’t eat pussy like Randall. Where Randall was all eager to please, Michael ate pussy like he wanted to rip the pleasure from her body. He started slow, dragging the flat of his tongue up her dripping slit in one long, deliberate stroke, as if savoring the way her juices coated his taste buds like the sweetest fucking nectar. Her thighs trembled, her breath hitched, and her pussy clenched around nothing, begging for more. But he wasn’t about to give it to her—not yet.

He teased her with the tip of his tongue, circling her swollen clit in tight, maddening spirals, flicking it just hard enough to make her whimper but not hard enough to let her come. She was writhing against the polished wood, her hips bucking, her hands clawing gleaming surface, but he held her down with the strength of his tongue like she was his fucking plaything.

Penelope tried to keep her head, to focus on the high-stakes chess match she was playing, but her body was betraying her. The pleasure was overwhelming—hotter, wetter, more intense than anything Randall had ever coaxed from her, even in their most passionate, desperate moments. She bit down on her own fist to keep from screaming, nails digging crescents into her palm.

He slid one finger inside her, slow and deliberate, and her tight walls clamped down around him. She was so wet, so fucking ready, and he curled his finger just right, hitting a sweet spot that made her scream. He added a second finger, stretching her open, fucking her with his hand while his tongue went back to work on her clit.

Penelope's moans were high-pitched and filled with desperation, her body tensing, her climax rising like a tidal wave. Yet, Michael wasn't about to let her reach it—not just yet. He withdrew his fingers, leaving her feeling empty and aching, and she let out a frustrated whimper.

“Fuck, please,” she gasped, her voice thick with desperate need. But he just smirked, then dropped his face to her dripping cunt, his breath hot and wet against her sensitive flesh. He dipped his tongue lower, lapping at her clit while he worked his fingers inside her. Her juices gushed from her pussy like a waterfall. He growled against her swollen lips, the sound vibrating inside her.

She was a fucking mess, her body shaking, her moans turning into incoherent babbling as he worked her over. He could feel her getting close again, her pussy clenching around his tongue, and this time he didn’t stop her.

She came hard, the first orgasm raking through her with a violence that left her shaking. She arched off the table, her legs wrapping around Michael’s neck, pulling him closer. He didn’t stop. If anything, he redoubled his efforts, tongue working her over and over, drawing out the spasms until she was a quivering, breathless mess.

Only then did he stand, mouth a glistening smirk, and unbutton his own shirt. He undressed with tantalizing slowness, each movement deliberate. First, he shrugged off his jacket, letting it slide down his arms. Then, he unbuttoned his shirt, one button at a time, each reveal showing more and more of the gleaming muscles underneath, a tease that left her breathless. Finally, he stood before her, clad only in tailored slacks that clung to the thick, throbbing bulge straining to be freed.

He undid his belt, unzipped, and let his cock spring free. Penelope’s eyes went wide; she’d always assumed that Michael was all outward glam, wealth and a good exercise program, but nothing between his legs. The reality was... intimidating. It wasn’t just the size, though it was thick and perfectly veined and hung heavy even before it was fully hard. It was simply that it looked sculpted, designed, as if every ridge and angle had been calculated for maximum effect.

Michael stroked himself once, slowly, eyes never leaving hers. “Is this what you want?” he murmured.

Penelope didn’t trust her voice, so she reached out and wrapped her hand around the base, feeling the heat, the pulse, the impossible solidity of him. She guided it between her legs, rubbing the head against her swollen, aching clit, and shuddered at the sensation.

“Fuck me,” she said, and the words sounded alien, a language she didn’t know she spoke.

Michael pushed into her; slow at first, letting her body adjust to the stretch. The first inch was a shock, the next two an ache, but then he slid in deeper, the pain dissolving into a molten pleasure that filled her from the inside out. He kept his eyes locked on hers, reading every twitch and gasp, calibrating his movements to her responses.

When he started to move, it was with a rhythm that bordered on obscene. He fucked her like he was programming a machine, each stroke perfectly measured, the angle adjusted until he found the spot that made her clench and cry out. He bent down and bit her neck hard, then soothed the mark with his tongue, and she moaned so loudly she was certain the entire staff could hear.

She came again, this time with a helpless, full-body shudder, her nails clawing at his back. Michael didn’t stop. He fucked her through it, relentless, until the table was rattling against the floor and Penelope was reduced to a wordless, keening thing.

He pulled out and flipped her over, bent her over the table’s edge, and took her from behind. She felt exposed, vulnerable, but also powerful: she was the center of his universe, the only thing that mattered. She ground back against him, meeting each thrust, and the third orgasm hit her like an electric shock, her vision going white at the edges.

Michael grunted, the first sign that he was close. He pulled out at the last second, spun her around, and pushed her to her knees on the hardwood. His cock was slick and angry-looking, the head flushed almost purple, and Penelope barely had time to open her mouth before he came.

It was nothing like Randall’s pathetic dribble. Michael came in thick, heavy spurts, the first shot painting her cheek, the next across her lips and tongue. The taste was different too—saltier, bitter, more alive. She swallowed instinctively, licking her lips clean, and looked up at him through her lashes, waiting for the shame or disgust to hit.

Instead, she felt a fierce, savage pride.

Michael’s hands found her hair, petting her, pulling her to her feet. He kissed her hard, not caring about the mess on her face. He looked her in the eyes and said, “Now you belong to me.”

And for the first time in her life, Penelope Hawthorne wondered if that was exactly what she wanted.

She stood there, naked but for the ruined bra, legs quivering, mouth tingling with the aftertaste of him, and thought: If this is what losing looks like, she could get used to it.

She wondered what Jessica would say.

She wondered if she’d ever go home again.

She wondered what Michael Glick would ask of her tomorrow.

But right now, Penelope only wanted more.
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The car Michael sent for her was a Mercedes S-Class, so black it reflected nothing, its interior soft as the inside of a coffin. Penelope slumped in the back seat, feeling the low rumble of the engine shiver up the backs of her thighs and into the raw ache that lingered between her legs. She pressed her knees together, as if she could squeeze the memory out of her cunt, as if she could deny the evidence that slicked her thighs and left a ghostly wet patch on the seat beneath her.

The driver wore gloves, mirrored sunglasses, and the air of an ex-spook. He hadn’t spoken a word as he ushered her into the car, only nodded once, and drove with the smoothness of a man who was used to discretion. Penelope wondered if Michael had instructed him to be silent, or if it was the simple, universal  men paid to women who had just been thoroughly fucked.

She closed her eyes and let her head loll against the leather. Her scalp tingled where Michael had pulled her hair, a constellation of pinpricks that pulsed with each mile. She could still feel the mark of his teeth on her neck, a dull burn that flared every time she shifted. She ran her tongue over her teeth and tasted the aftershock of him, bitter and bright as battery acid. She wanted to spit, and at the same time, she wanted to keep the taste forever.

She should be ashamed. She should be planning a cold, efficient revenge—some way to flip the script, to take back control. But all she could do was replay the night in her mind, frame by humiliating frame, and marvel at the woman she’d become in less than twenty-four hours...

Michael’s personal shower was even bigger than the guest suite. A true, engineered marvel—glass on three sides, rainfall jets lining the ceiling, a digital panel glowing with infinite options for temperature and pressure. The tile was black marble, veined with gold like the inside of a Fabergé egg.

Michael had carried her there. Lifted her off the dining room table with the implacable certainty of a man who had planned every step of this night in advance, right down to the moment when Penelope’s knees buckled and her will collapsed into the shape of his hands.

He set her on the built-in bench, her legs dangling. The cold surface was a shock after the heat of his body, but then the jets came on, sluicing hot water down her back in a sudden, relentless deluge.

“Give me your hands,” Michael said.

Penelope obeyed, dazed, offering up her wrists as if she expected him to cuff her. Instead, he lathered her fingers with soap, massaged each joint with thumb and forefinger, playing with her wedding ring as if he meant to rip it off her finger, then worked the lather up her forearms and over her shoulders. He washed her as if she were something precious—a rare object that required meticulous, delicate handling.

She tried to watch his face, to find some trace of condescension or victory, but all she saw was focus. Michael washed her hair in slow, practiced circles, digging his blunt fingers into her scalp until she thought she might purr. He soaped her back and shoulders, lingering on her spine, following the curve down to the base and then lower, lower, until his hands cupped her ass and pulled her forward on the slick marble.

He slid her knees apart, never breaking eye contact, and cleaned between her legs. The touch was neither gentle nor rough, just absolute—like a tailor pinning a pattern, like a chef checking a steak for doneness. When his soapy fingers slipped inside her, Penelope gasped and braced her palms against the bench, more to keep from collapsing than out of protest. He fingered her for a long, agonizing minute, the water washing away every trace of wetness as soon as it formed, leaving her hollowed and starved.

He rinsed her with a hand-held spray, then dried her with a towel so plush she thought she might suffocate in it. Afterward, he wrapped her in a fresh robe and kissed the crown of her head, a weirdly tender gesture that made her want to hit him.

She followed him back to the bedroom; the robe gaping open at the chest. Michael motioned towards the vast bed.

“Lie down,” he said. Then, as an afterthought added, “please.”

She did, shivering as her body hit the White Egyptian cotton, crisp and cold as a first snow. Michael stood at the foot of the bed and simply watched her for a minute, arms crossed over his chest, head tilted as if examining a rare diamond.

“Are you cold?” he asked.

“No,” she said. But her robes had fallen open, and her hard, puckered nipples betrayed her.

“Take it off,” he said.

Penelope slipped out of the robe and draped it on the bedside table before lying back, legs stretched, arms at her sides. She met his gaze and tried to project contempt, but she wasn’t sure it landed.

Michael nodded once, approving, then toed off his own robe. His body was even more intimidating in the moonlight that broke through the dispersing storm clouds and streamed through the floor-to-ceiling windows of his bedroom. Every muscle was mapped with subdermal cables, not a trace of softness anywhere except his cock, which hung between his thighs like a python at rest.

He climbed onto the bed and straddled her shins, pinning her legs flat to the mattress. His cock weighed heavily against her stomach.

“Worship me,” he said.

Penelope blinked. “Excuse me?”

He smiled as if she’d said something cute. “Start with my feet. Work your way up.”

She hesitated. For one wild second, she thought of spitting in his face, then dressing and walking out the door. But, something inside Penny twanged with a heat that shot straight through her body and hit her core with a molten heat.

“Ok.” she murmured.

“Yes, sir,” he said, his eyes burning into her.

“What?”

“I want to hear you say, ‘yes, sir’.”

Again the urge to spit in his face, again that twang like a discordant guitar note sending heat through her.

What is this? She thought. What am I doing?

But she knew what she was doing. She wanted to be told what to do. Had she always wanted this? Or did she only want this because Michael wanted this?

It didn’t matter, because the heat was now dripping between her thighs, her body singing with lust. In a voice that sounded nothing like the calm, assured Penelope Hawthorne she said it.

“Yes, sir.”

“Good girl.”

Another violent twang of heat and Penelope stifled a moan with her hand. God! The words burned inside her like he was fucking her, but with words.

Michael lay on his back, and Penelope bent forward, kissing the top of his right foot, then the left. She ran her tongue over the arch, felt the hairs prick her lips, then nipped at the sharp bone of his ankle. His skin was clean, but the taste differed from Randall’s, more metallic, almost electric. She licked a trail up his calf, then his thigh, then paused, staring at the monster cock that loomed above her.

Michael reached down and guided her head, not with force but with a gentle insistence, to the heavy balls hanging at the base of his cock like fat, flesh-covered plums. She took his balls into the mouth. She looked up at him, the heavy shaft lying across her face, and saw only icy control in Michael's eyes. The fat vein along the bottom of his shaft pulsed, matching the growing throb between her legs. She lavished his balls with more attention than she had given Randall in years, then opened her mouth to take his beautiful cock inside.

Michael pulled his cock away from her. Penelope gasped, bewildered and needy.

“Not yet,” he said, his eyes hungry, but firmly in control. Randall would have come already, just from the worship, but it was obvious Michael had more discipline and he wanted more of Penelope’s devotion. “Keep going. All the way to my chest.”

She resumed her upward journey, licking the tight skin above his knee, then the sharp angle of his hip. She traced the ladder of his abs with the tip of her tongue, savoring the taste of his sweat, and bit down on one dusky nipple, hard enough to make him gasp. He rewarded her with a hand in her hair, yanking her head back so she was forced to look up at him.

“Do you like this, Penny?” he asked.

She shook her head. “No.”

“Fine,” he laughed. “Go home to your husband. Maybe he can satisfy you.”

She moaned then, clenching her thighs and pushing her mouth into his nipple, sucking hard to cover her desperation. Michael nodded, petting her golden hair like a favored pet.

“Tell me then, slut,” Michael hissed. “Do you like it?”

The word slut seared her ears, but it didn’t cool the dripping heat in her core. If anything, it made it worse.

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, sir. I like it.”

He grinned and let go of her hair, pushing her down so she lay flat against the sheets. He positioned himself between her legs and lined up his cock with her pussy, which was already dripping onto the mattress.

“Tell me what you want,” he said.

She hesitated. Humiliation flooded her, but so did the desperate need for more.

“I want you to fuck me,” she said, voice barely audible. “Sir.”

He pretended not to hear. “Louder.”

“I want you to fuck me, sir!” she said, louder.

He leaned forward, pressed the head of his cock against her clit, and ground it there in small, lazy circles.

“Beg,” he said.

She bared her teeth. “Please! Fuck me! Sir!”

He obliged, sliding inside her in one smooth thrust, filling her to the point of pain. She gasped, clawed at the sheets, and wrapped her legs around his waist, desperate to keep him there. He fucked her with long, slow strokes, pulling almost all the way out before burying himself again. Each time, he pressed his hips down, grinding her clit between his pubic bone and her own flesh.

It was different than the first time. More intimate, less about power and more about precision. He watched her, reading her responses, mapping her reactions and calibrating each movement for maximum effect. She came twice before he did, each orgasm a wave of molten glass that left her trembling and limp.

When he was close, he pulled out and straddled her chest. He took her by the jaw and forced her mouth open, then fucked her face with a ferocity that left her nose buried in his pubic hair and her throat stretched around his cock. She had never been treated like this! Had never even imagined it. Yet her pussy throbbed, matching the pulsating heat of his cock.

“Take my cum,” he hissed. “But don’t you dare fucking swallow! I want you to taste every fucking drop!”

Penelope moaned, the sound low and desperate against the pressure of his cock in her mouth. The command was a sick twist, a new height of humiliation she’d never even considered. Taste it—and don’t you dare swallow. Her entire life she’d loathed that flavor, the reason she always gulped Randall’s thin, sour spend as quickly as possible. But Michael’s order strummed that hot twang in her core—a blaze of self-annihilating obedience that torched her every rational objection. So, when Michael pulled out of her mouth until just the tip was on her tongue, she held him there, her lips firmly clasped around the frenulum. Michael groaned, stroking his shaft as the tip swelled in her mouth, then belched out a thick shot of cum directly onto her tongue.

The taste hit first: salt and skin and something sharp like batteries. Then came the texture—a viscous surge flooding over her tastebuds, heavier than she’d ever experienced before. Michael didn’t spurt like Randall, with quick, apologetic dribbles; he erupted with volcanic force. The second jet hit the roof of her mouth and splattered backward toward her throat; she fought every reflex not to simply choke it down out of habit.

More followed—two, three thick pulses spilling over her tongue until she felt it seeping around the gaps between teeth and gum, pooling beneath her tongue like some exotic poison—no place to hide from the taste or sensation or shame.

He groaned above her, body tensing in waves as his orgasm hit its peak. Her humiliation was matched only by an alien sense of accomplishment: He wanted this from me; he could have had anyone else but wanted me to take this for him.

When he finished pumping every last drop into her mouth, Michael didn’t move away or relax his grip in her hair; he just hovered there, tip still pressed against her tongue. She waited for him to release her—instead he spoke again.

“Show me.”

Penny parted her lips and slowly curled her tongue upwards, displaying his spunk like an offering on an altar. It oozed over her pink tongue, thick and briny, ropes of it clinging to the back of her teeth, winding through the valleys of taste buds like a living thing. Her eyes watered with the sharpness of it, and she fought not to gag or reflexively swallow; that would be cheating. There was nowhere to hide from the taste or texture or the raw shame burning in her cheeks.

Michael’s expression morphed from hard satisfaction into something almost gentle—a smile nearly proud, though laced with lust so pure it was frightening. His gaze flickered between her face and the mess he had made there, assessing every twitch of self-loathing and arousal. He reached down and stroked her jaw, thumb pressing into her chin until she opened wider, letting the viscous white ooze droop perilously close to dripping out.

“Good girl,” he said again, softer now but infinitely more commanding.

The words electrified her, and suddenly, the taste of his cum was no longer repellant. He was pleased, and she shivered as if all her nerves had been refitted for this moment. Part of her still wanted to spit it out—wanted him to see how much she hated it—but even more, she wanted him to know she could take it all for him. That she was capable of being ruined and remade at his pleasure.

He leaned closer, breath warm against her ear: “Swallow.”

She did, feeling the heat slide down her throat and settle in her stomach like a brand.

He kissed her then, deep and hungry, and she tasted herself and him together. When he finally pulled away, she was shaking, not from shame but from the electric aftershock of what she’d just done.

And the discordant twang in her core smoothed into a soft strumming warmth, filling her with something she never expected.

Satisfaction.
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THE CAR SLOWED AS IT turned onto her street. Penelope straightened, trying to smooth her hair with fingers that still trembled. Her hands smelled like sex and luxury soap, a blend she doubted she would ever scrub away.

Her house looked the same as always—white pillars, manicured lawn, the illusion of order and control. But as the car rolled to a stop, she realized that nothing inside would ever feel normal again.

She hesitated a moment before opening the door, savoring the last, fading notes of Michael’s presence. Then she stepped out, straightened her skirt, and walked to her front door with the posture of a woman who had just won the most vicious game of her life.

She was home. But she was not the same.

Penelope had barely slipped her key into the lock before the door swung open from inside, almost hitting her in the face. She was braced for Georgina, the maid, but the figure that appeared in the foyer was much larger, pinker, and infinitely more pathetic.

Randall.

He wore a crumpled t-shirt and boxer shorts that looked as though they’d been slept in for a week. The socks—white, stained—were stretched thin across his calves, the elastic clinging to his calves. His face bore the marks of a sleepless night: puffed, with blue shadows under both eyes and a feverish glint that reminded Penelope of sick children. His hair, usually so meticulously parted and shellacked, now stuck up in tufts, exposing the thinned scalp beneath. He reeked of vodka.

“Where the hell have you been?” Randall demanded, voice raw.

Penelope stepped inside, blinking against the stark white of the foyer. “Nice to see you too, darling,” she said. She shrugged off her coat, revealing the new dress that Michael had gifted her. She watched, amused, as Randall’s gaze crawled down her body and then snapped back to her face, suspicion written in every sagging feature.

“You weren’t here all night,” he said. “No calls, no texts. You didn’t answer your phone.”

Penelope strode past him, trailing the faint scent of Michael’s cologne. “I left it in the car,” she said, not bothering to lie convincingly.

Randall followed her through the foyer and into the kitchen, his bare feet slapping the hardwood. He stared at her dress, the sleek cut, the way it hugged her hips. “I’ve never seen you wear anything like that. Who bought it for you?”

She flashed a lazy, feline smile—an expression Randall had always feared, because it made him feel like prey—and ran her hands down the seams of the new dress, smoothing invisible wrinkles that did not exist. “Someone who knows my size,” she said, rolling the words around her tongue like an expensive wine.

Randall’s eyes narrowed. He stepped closer, as if proximity could intimidate her, but all it really did was bring his sour breath and clammy desperation nearer.

“Georgina would have told me if you ordered anything this week.”

“Oh, darling,” she purred, turning her back to him and opening the fridge as if searching for something. “Not everything comes with an invoice and tracking number. Some things are... bespoke.” She could feel him vibrating behind her, the way a loose tooth vibrates in its socket right before it falls out.

“Bespoke?” he echoed, voice cracking a little on the second syllable.

She pulled out a bottle of sparkling water—her preferred hangover cure—and turned to face him slowly, letting the implication steep in silence. “It’s custom,” she said. “Tailored perfectly to me. Like it was made by someone who’s spent a lot of time... studying my measurements.”

She watched him do the math behind his bloodshot eyes: late night out + new dress + evasiveness = infidelity, or worse. He tried to muster up anger—instead, what surfaced was something closer to pleading.

“Who was it?” He asked again, but she could see Randall connecting the dots. The expensive car and driver, the new dress.

Her husband might be a horrible businessman, but he wasn’t completely stupid.

“You know who.”

“Michael?” Poor Randall wanted it to be an accusation, but it came out like a question. “Did you... did you sleep with him?

“Sleep?” Penelope scoffed and arched an eyebrow. “You really want to know?”

He didn’t answer, but the question hovered between them, alive and writhing. She relished the silence, the way it made him squirm.

For a moment, she almost felt sorry for him.

Almost.

“I didn’t sleep with him, baby,” she said, taking a drink of water, then leaning back against the counter, displaying her fit body in her new dress, letting him imagine another man’s hands on her supple curves. “I fucked him.”

She watched his face as the words burrowed in, waited for the explosion, the shattering of whatever pride he had left. Randall’s jaw worked, teeth grinding audibly, and for a second he looked like he might cry.

Then, the strangest thing happened. He looked down, then away, and when he looked back at her, his face was suffused not with rage, but with something softer. His shoulders drooped, and he licked his lips.

Penelope followed his gaze and saw the telltale bulge rising beneath his boxers.

She let out a bark of laughter, sharp as a whip crack. “Are you actually getting hard right now?” She strode across the kitchen, planting herself directly in front of him, arms folded. “Did hearing about me fucking Michael turn you on?”

Randall shook his head, but the protest died in his throat. “No,” he whispered.

She placed a hand lightly on the tent in his boxers. Randall sucked in a breath, freezing in place. She squeezed once, feeling the pathetic twitch of his cock against her palm.

“No?” she said again, voice honeyed. She stroked him once, and he moaned, soft and helpless. “Because it looks to me like you are turned on.”

He whimpered, hands clutching the edge of the counter. Penelope traced her fingers up the shaft, pressing her thumb into the wet spot that had already bloomed at the tip. She rubbed in slow circles, never taking her eyes off his face.

“Can you imagine it?” she said, voice a bare whisper. “Me, on my knees in front of Michael? Or him bending me over this counter, fucking me until I scream?”

Randall tried to pull away, but she caught his waistband and yanked him forward, off-balance, until their bodies were flush.

“Well, Randall?” she taunted. “Do you want me to tell you what it was like?”

He shook his head, but she pressed on. “He was huge. Bigger than you. I barely fit him in my mouth. He made me gag, made my eyes water. And then he came in my mouth, and you know what, Randall? I swallowed every last drop.”

He made a strangled sound, part moan, part sob. Penelope could feel his cock pulsing beneath the thin cotton.

“How does it feel?” she said. “Knowing that someone took something from you, the way you took something from me.”

He closed his eyes, chest heaving. “Please,” he wheezed. “Don’t.”

She snaked her hand into his boxers, curling her fingers around the rigid shaft. He was smaller than Michael, smaller even than she remembered, but the power of the moment made her dizzy.

“Please what?” she said. “Tell you more?”

Randall groaned, his cock jumping in her grip. Penelope smirked and dragged him by the waistband, out of the kitchen, down the hall and up the stairs to their bedroom. He followed, tripping on the loose boxers around his knees, gasping as she pulled him along. She relished the control, the way he trembled, the utter absence of resistance.

In the bedroom, she shoved him onto the mattress. Randall flopped back, legs splayed, his erection bobbing pathetically below his soft, pink belly. Penelope stood over him, arms crossed, making him wait. She saw the hunger and humiliation warring on his face, the need to be dominated overwhelming whatever pride he’d once had.

She slid the dress over her shoulders and pirouetted in her lacy blue bra and panties.

“Do you like them?” she grinned. “Michael bought them for me.”

Her husband moaned as she skinned off the lingerie and watched his eyes go wide as her body came into view. She climbed onto the bed, straddling him, her knees digging into his soft flanks. She lowered herself just enough to let the tip of his cock brush against her lips, then paused, grinding it between her folds without letting him inside.

“You want this?” she said, taunting.

He nodded, breathless.

“Say it.”

“I want it,” he whispered.

She ground down, letting him slide in halfway, then pulled back. “You know what I was thinking about, Randall? Right now, when I’m on top of you?” I’m thinking about Michael. About how he made me scream. About how he spread me wide and made me beg for his cock.”

She drove herself down onto him, taking him to the hilt. It wasn’t much, but it made him writhe, desperate for more. She rode him with slow, cruel precision, keeping him on the edge, never letting him take control. Each time he got close, she stopped, squeezing him with her muscles until he whimpered.

“How does it feel?” she asked, leaning down so her hair brushed his face. “Knowing that you will never be inside me without me thinking of a bigger, better man.”

He tried to buck his hips, but she pinned him with her hands, slapping his cheek when he protested.

“Don’t you dare,” she hissed. “I’m in charge now, you fat bitch!”

He shuddered, tears tracking down his face. Penelope felt the familiar rush of victory, the sense of conquest that came when a predator destroys a weaker animal. Was this how Michael felt when he ruined her?

She rode Randall harder, squeezing his cock with every thrust, until he was shaking, mouth open in a silent scream.

“You want to cum?” she said, voice low.

He nodded frantically. “Please,” he gasped.

“Do you want to come on my face?”

“Oh God, yes!” he whined.

She slid off Randall’s quivering, overstuffed frame and let his cock slap back against his belly with an audible, meaty pop.

He lay there, dazed, red-faced and splayed out like a landed sea mammal, his limbs all wrong angles and tremors. Penelope didn’t give him a second to recover. She knelt between his doughy thighs, her knees making indentations in the plush comforter. She gripped his cock hard enough to make him whimper—a pathetic little noise that almost made her pity him.

Almost.

She hovered her face above the slick shaft, never letting him inside her mouth, just ghosting her lips along the angry-red head until he was gasping for breath.

“Thank me for cheating on you,” she said, voice flat as a stone dropped in a well.

Randall opened his mouth—not to comply but to protest—and she gripped his cock hard and stroked him with ruthless, brutal efficiency, thumb skimming the already-raw ridge of his slit until beads of pre-cum leaked down in glistening tears. She felt his body tense and she pulled her away.

Randall twitched and rolled on the bed, his poor cock flopping uselessly against his fat thighs. He whimpered again. “Please—”

“Then say it!”

Randall’s voice broke on its way out of his lungs; she could see the strain in every line of his neck. “Thank you!” he said, choking down whatever shreds of pride remained. “Thank you for cheating on me!”

She rewarded him with more speed—stroking him in short, hard bursts that made his breath come in ragged hiccups. His face was contorted by humiliation and pleasure; pain and want all mixed together in a slurry that was almost beautiful to watch in its rawness.

“You want this?” she hissed, letting the tip of his cock brush against her lips again. Randall nodded frantically; he looked like he was seconds away from bursting into sobs or song or both.

“You want to cum on my face like Michael did? To paint my face like a whore?” she asked.

“Yes! God, yes!” he cried, tears of love and lust and frustration dripping down his cheeks.

Penelope giggled—a cruel little melody—and let one cheek brush against his cock as if teasing the possibility. Then she worked his shaft hard and fast, pressing the ball of her fist into the base of his cock, driving him to the ragged edge.

Then, as his body tensed a second time, she pulled back and spat words sharper than a knife: “Only real men get to come on my face.”

She dropped her hand from his shaft as if it were something dirty and watched as his hips jerked upwards, desperate for friction, for any contact at all. He screamed and managed two pitiful thrusts against empty air before his cock erupted in a weak spasm; a thin rope of pearly fluid arced up and landed squarely on the pale pink rise of his belly.

The mess pooled there—more embarrassing for its smallness than its presence—and Penelope cackled again as Randall continued to hump air, searching for the orgasm she had denied him. Finally, collapsed back onto the mattress with a defeated groan.

She sat back on her heels and surveyed her handiwork: this man who had once dominated boardrooms and back rooms alike, now reduced to nothing more than a quivering bowl of jelly. He looked so young when stripped down like this—not young with vigor or hope, but young like something unfinished or stunted, denied even the final dignity of complete despair.

For several seconds, neither spoke nor moved. The only sound was Randall’s wet breathing in the chill morning air.

Finally, Penelope slid from the bed and padded to the bathroom, turning at the door and giving Randall a warm smile.

“Come join me in the shower, darling!” She said with just a hint of mockery. “You can wash my back.”

She waited, watching Randall wrestle with all that had happened in such a short space of time. She knew how he felt. He wanted to yell at her, to spit at her, and tell her to get out. The same thing she had wanted to do to Michael last night. And, just like Penelope, Randall couldn’t do it. He still wanted her, still needed her.

More than she needed him.

So, she wasn’t surprised when Randall rolled off the bed and stumbled towards her. Penelope beamed and held out her hand. It was a trap, but Randall was too far gone to see it. He took her hand, and she led him into the bathroom, then shut the door on what remained of her husband’s pride and dignity.

From this point forward, Randall Hawthorne would only get what Penelope chose to give him.
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Penelope pulled the Mercedes up to the curb at Michael’s lake house, killed the headlights, and sat in the dark for a moment, watching the reflection of the mansion shimmer across the water. Rain threatened again, smearing the last light off the surface of the car and setting her nerves on edge. Every cell in her body felt as if it had been left overnight in a martini shaker. Still, she forced her hands to stillness, checked her makeup in the rearview, and prepared for the next round of Michael’s exquisitely vicious little game.

That night with Michael had left her insides hollowed and molten. Not in the way a man sometimes ruins a woman, but in the way a woman ruins herself—by wanting something so desperately she forgets why she was ever supposed to hate it. She had spent the intervening hours alternately riding her husband’s face into the mattress and then punishing him for not being Michael; until Randall had stumbled into the shower with a look of pure devotion and terror. She could still see the bruises on her own hips. She could still taste Michael in her mouth, a chemical burn she hadn’t managed to wash away.

Penelope got out of the car and strode up the winding path. She wore a black dress cut to the hip, the slit on the right side. Her heels grated against the gravel drive as she neared the front door. The foyer windows were lit from within by a warm, inviting yellow the color of honey. The front door, of course, was unlocked.

She knocked anyway—three sharp raps, not waiting for an answer. When none came, she pressed inside and let the door swing shut behind her with a thunderous echo. The air smelled faintly of polish, rain, and something else. Sex, probably, but more charged—like the memory of sex, or the anticipation of it. She called out, “Michael?” and heard the name disappear into the vaulted ceilings.

There was no reply, but after a beat, she heard the moan. Soft, feminine, somewhere deep in the halls.

Penelope’s pulse spiked. She hesitated for a moment in the entry. It would be just like Michael to make her wait, but that moan? She could feel a familiar sliver of icy jealousy pierce her belly as she followed the sound down a dim hallway. The moan came again, sharper this time, closer, a woman’s voice thick with pleasure and just enough pain to tell Penelope exactly what was happening to her.

She followed the sound up the stairs, each step softer, almost instinctive now, like prey approaching a trap ready to snap shut on bone. The moan rose in pitch, then dissolved into a hoarse pant, punctuated by a rhythmic, wet slap that could only be one thing.

Penelope found herself in front of Michael’s half-closed bedroom door. Light flickered in the gap. She pushed it open with one lacquered nail and stepped inside.

Reflections from the lake filtered through the floor-to-ceiling windows, stuttering across the walls, making everything inside shimmer and pulse with a life of its own. The centerpiece of the room—a California king bed—was occupied by two bodies, intertwined in an arrangement so raw and animalistic Penelope felt her own breath catch.

Jessica Kingsley was on her hands and knees at the edge of the mattress, naked but for the glitter of her wedding ring, her skin glistening, and her round breasts bouncing against her ribs. Michael knelt behind her, his cock buried to the hilt in her dripping cunt, both hands gripping her waist like he was afraid she might get away. The muscles of his back bunched and flexed with every thrust; sweat glistened on his shoulders and ran in rivulets down his chest.

Penelope froze. Rage and humiliation collided in her throat, but she couldn’t look away. She’d already suspected it, of course. It was the reason Michael had interested her. But suspecting it and seeing Jessica cheating on poor William in person was an entirely different kind of betrayal, one that sizzled under her skin and left her dizzy.

Michael’s voice, low and measured, floated above the slap of flesh. “Come on,” he murmured, and Penelope realized he was talking to Jessica. “Tell me who you want. Me or your husband?”

“Yuh—you! I want you!” Jessica panted, but Michael slammed forward and the word dissolved into a wail.

He kept a hard, pounding rhythm, never letting her catch her breath. Jessica’s hands clawed at the sheets, knuckles white, her nails carving desperate crescents into the linen. Her cheeks were streaked with tears of pleasure. And every time Michael slammed into her, the wedding ring on her finger caught the light and splattered a starburst across the ceiling.

Penelope wanted to turn away. She wanted to scream, or storm in and rip Jessica’s hair out by the roots, but she just stood there, watching, heart hammering so hard she thought her ribs might break. Then, out of nowhere, a voice behind her:

“Enjoying the show?”

Penelope spun around and nearly collided with a vision in pink lace and silk.

Harley Heat leaned against the wall, her platinum hair in messy twin pigtails, robe askew to reveal an impossible stretch of torso and round, high breasts barely contained by a triangle of mesh. She radiated smug amusement, like a child who’d caught her parents fucking and decided to take notes.

Penelope tried to compose herself, but Harley just grinned wider and sauntered closer, her bare feet silent on the oak floor. “Don’t worry. I think Jessica likes it when someone watches,” she said, voice pitched low and conspiratorial. “And I know Michael loves it. That’s why we’re all here, right?”

Penelope bristled. She had nothing but contempt for women like Harley—girls who fucked their way to stardom, who needed to be the center of gravity in every room, and weren’t afraid to use their bodies like crowbars. It was appalling, the way Harley drifted past her and looked into the bedroom, hips swaying, as if she owned the place.

On the bed, Jessica’s moans had become incoherent, punctuated by sobs and gasps. Michael yanked her upright by the hair, pulling her back until she arched against him, her perfect breasts jutting forward as she keened. He bent down and whispered something in her ear, and Jessica whimpered, “Please, Michael, please—” 

Penelope felt the word shudder through her like a curse.

Harley looked back at Penelope with a smirk. “You can come closer, you know,” she said to Penelope, eyes glittering with challenge. “You look like you want to bite her.”

Penelope swallowed, hands clenched at her sides. She wanted to leave. She wanted to stay longer. In the end, she took two steps forward, the sound of sex filling her ears, her own body responding with a hot, traitorous pulse.

Jessica had collapsed forward, her face buried in the sheets, moaning into the mattress as Michael pumped harder, his cock glistening every time it withdrew from her tight, clutching pussy. Her ass was red from the force of his hands. Every muscle in Michael’s body flexed with the violence of his thrusts, and Penelope found herself transfixed by the sight of him—how completely he owned Jessica, how completely she surrendered.

“You know what the best part is?” Harley whispered. “They’ve been fucking in secret for over a month and William doesn’t have a clue? But you’re here, aren’t you? Isn’t that delicious?”

Penelope ground her teeth. “She’s a whore,” she spat, voice low.

Harley shrugged. “Aren’t we all, honey?”

On the bed, Michael suddenly pulled free, leaving Jessica trembling and empty. He ran his palm down the length of her back, then down between her cheeks to her sopping cunt. Jessica whimpered, “Please, Michael. I can’t take anymore!” but Michael spit on his fingers and worked them inside her, rough and fast, until Jessica was shaking and sobbing and pressing her face into the sheets to muffle the sound.

Penelope felt a wave of heat flush her skin. She hated this. She wanted this.

Harley’s hand slid up her thigh, light as a feather, and Penelope shivered. “They’re beautiful together, aren’t they?” she whispered, lips so close to Penelope’s ear that her breath sent shivers down her spine. Harley’s hand found Penelope’s waist; her grip delicate but unyielding.

Penelope opened her mouth to object—to protest, to tell Harley to fuck off and let her go—but Harley pressed her gently but firmly against the wall. Penelope’s back hit the cold plaster, breath leaving her in a slow hiss. Harley’s fingers traced up her ribs, then along the sharp angle of her collarbone, following the edge of the dress.

She hated herself for trembling. Hated the way Harley’s touch, light as it was, made her thighs tense and her nipples pebble against the thin fabric of her dress.

“They’re beautiful,” Penelope admitted, the word coming out strangled.

Harley grinned and moved closer, her whole body humming with the pleasure of making Penelope squirm. “But you’re jealous,” she cooed, nipping at the lobe of Penelope’s ear. “You think it should be you on that bed. Or maybe you think you should be the one fucking Jessica.”

Penelope didn’t answer. She watched through the open door as Michael dragged Jessica to the edge of the mattress, bent her over so her ass was high in the air, continuing to plunge three fingers into her dripping cunt, making Jessica sob and plead. 

Harley caught Penelope’s wandering gaze. “You want a better view?” she asked. She took Penelope’s hand in her own—smaller, warmer, with the grip of a champion—and led her through the door.

Inside, the air was stifling, thick with the scent of sweat and the iron tang of sex. The curtains were half-drawn, so the light fell in weird, shifting columns across the bed. The sheets—Italian, Penelope noted, a tiny part of her mind still cataloguing brand and provenance—were rumpled and dark with spilled cum or sweat or maybe both.

Michael didn’t even pause in his assault on Jessica’s body. “I was wondering when you’d join us,” he said to Penelope, voice mild, almost bored. He curled his fingers inside Jessica and made her shriek, then pulled them free with a wet, obscene sound and wiped them on Jessica’s trembling thigh.

Jessica turned her head, eyes rolled in their sockets and landed on Penny, giving her a small, weary smile. It wasn’t friendship. She doubted Jessica even knew it was her, the married woman drunk on Michael’s body.

Penelope licked her lips and remembered what that felt like.

Harley guided Penelope to a plush velvet chair that sat at the foot of the bed, facing the stage. “Sit,” Harley ordered, and Penelope did, letting the fabric drink in the sweat from the backs of her thighs.

Then Harley slid behind her, draping herself over the chair like a living boa, her hands finding Penelope’s shoulders and beginning to knead. She worked her thumbs into the knots at the base of Penelope’s neck, massaging with expert, brutal efficiency. Penelope bit her lip, determined not to moan.

“Just watch,” Harley murmured. “It’s what Michael wants. It’s what you want, too.”

Penelope’s breath came in shallow, rapid bursts. She tried to focus on the sex, on the way Jessica’s body bowed and writhed, but her mind kept drifting to the feel of Harley’s hands, the heat of her thighs pressed against the back of the chair.

Michael gripped Jessica by the hips and lined up the head of his cock, then drove it inside with a force that made Jessica’s entire body shudder. He set a ruthless, piston-fast rhythm, his balls slapping Jessica’s clit with every thrust. The sound filled the room, a raw, metronomic beat that underscored everything else.

Jessica sobbed, then wailed, then begged, her voice breaking on every plea.

Penelope felt her own cunt grow hot and slick, the jealousy twisting inside her until she almost couldn’t stand it. Her fists knotted in the velvet, nails biting through the fabric, and still Harley kneaded her shoulders, digging in with unrelenting pressure.

“You’re jealous,” Harley said again, voice soft but cruel. “Just admit it. You want him to use you like that. Or maybe you want Jessica to beg you for mercy.”

Penelope closed her eyes, but that was a mistake. The sounds got louder, more vivid, and she imagined herself in Jessica’s place—hair tangled, mouth open in a scream, Michael splitting her open.

Harley’s hand drifted down from Penelope’s shoulder, hovered over her chest, then settled lightly on her collarbone, tracing small circles with her thumb. “You could join them,” she whispered. “He’d let you. I’d let you.”

Penelope forced her eyes open and looked at Michael, who had slowed his fucking to a slow, brutal grind. Jessica shook with every stroke, her cunt so swollen and wet Penelope could see the glisten from across the room.

Michael caught her gaze and smiled. It wasn’t a kind smile. “Do you want to come over here, Penny?”

Penelope shook her head, mute.

Harley squeezed her collarbone, just hard enough to hurt. “Yes, you do. You’re just afraid you’ll like it too much.”

Jessica let out a wild, keening wail as Michael bottomed out inside her, held it, then pulled out and slapped her ass so hard the mark blossomed white, then red, across her cheek. Jessica gasped, face crumpling, then slumped forward, every muscle gone slack.

What would William think if he could see his precious wife now? Penelope thought bitterly. Then, less bitter. What do I think?

Michael turned Jessica gently onto her back, then ran his fingers through her hair and kissed her forehead. It was almost tender. Then he turned to Penelope and said, “Come here, Penny. It’s your turn.”

Penelope resisted, but Harley was already pulling her to her feet. She stumbled forward, legs shaking. She walked to the edge of the bed and looked down at Jessica, who met her gaze with a glassy, tear-soaked stare.

Jessica reached out and took Penelope’s hand, squeezed it. “It’s okay,” she whispered. “It’s better than okay. It’s wonderful!”

Penelope climbed onto the bed, the sheets hot and damp against her knees. Michael took her by the waist, strong and assured, and pulled her flush against his body. His cock, still hard, pressed against her stomach, slick with Jessica’s juices.

Harley watched from the chair, lips parted, one hand absently stroking her thigh.

Michael bent Penelope over the bed, the way he had with Jessica. He bunched her dress at the waist, yanked her panties down to her knees, and spread her legs with one hand. Penelope tensed, waiting for pain, but Michael didn’t fuck her right away. Instead, he ran his tongue down her spine, then dragged his fingers between her pussy lips, stroking her roughly until her swollen cunt was dripping.

“See how easy it is to take what you want?” he murmured.

Penelope gasped as he pressed his cock inside her, not with the violence he’d shown Jessica, but with a slow, relentless pressure. He filled her to the hilt, then pulled almost all the way out, then slid in again, torturously slow.

“Let them watch,” Michael said, and Penelope felt Jessica’s hand still gripping hers, heard Harley’s soft, admiring laughter behind her. She could feel their eyes on her, filling her with shame.

Michael slid deeper into her body with slow, devastating precision, each thrust driving the shame deep into her heart. Penelope braced her hands against the headboard, feeling the splintered edge bite into her palm, her breath hissing through gritted teeth as Michael rocked into her, careful and unhurried. He filled her so completely she trembled, her body straining to accommodate him, and every inch he gave her promised only more—more ache, more shame, more impossible pleasure.

He skinned her dress and bra down over her breasts, then reached around and splayed his hand across her chest. He gripped her tit, kneading it almost absently at first, then with increasing force. His thumb found her nipple, already stiff, and rolled it against the press of his palm until she gasped, her back arching in reflex. The movement ground her hips hard against his, and Michael responded with a punishing thrust, the shock of it making her vision blur.

Penelope’s mind whirled. She was not the kind of woman to be taken like this—bent, displayed, made a spectacle. Now every last ounce of that reserve had been stripped away, leaving only raw nerve endings and the stinging knowledge that she was being watched by people who would never let her forget it.

She felt Jessica’s gaze on her—hungry, reverent, almost worshipful. Jessica, who’d sobbed and begged only minutes before, now lay sprawled across the sheets, her mascara streaked, her mouth still slack with aftershock, watching Penelope with a look of absolute longing. Penelope imagined what it must look like: her own body bent over the bed, dress bunched at her waist, panties tangled at her knees, the back of her thighs shining with sweat and arousal, her pale ass marked with the imprint of Michael’s hand.

And Harley. Oh God, Harley. She’d slid off the velvet chair and now crouched at the edge of the bed, her lips parted, her eyes burning black with delight. She stroked her own thigh with lazy, expert fingers, but made no move to touch herself further; it was as if Harley’s pleasure was entirely in the spectacle, in the conquest of watching Penelope lose control.

Michael’s rhythm was merciless. He varied it just enough to keep her off-balance—slow, lingering drags followed by sudden, deep plunges that made her knees buckle. Occasionally he’d pause altogether, hold himself inside her for a heartbeat or two, then resume with a brutal snap of his hips, as if to remind her he could stop, or start, or change her reality at any moment. Penelope hated how much power he had over her. She hated it, and wanted it, and wanted to be shattered by it.

With every thrust, the pressure in her body built, tight and insistent. She bit her lip, refusing to make a sound, but Michael only leaned in, his mouth right against her ear.

“Let them hear you, Penny,” he whispered, taunting. “Let them know how good I feel inside you.”

She tried to resist—she did. But the friction of his cock, the rough drag of his fingers on her breasts, the echo of Jessica’s cries and Harley’s breathless panting, all of it worked her open until the dam inside her threatened to burst.

Michael curled his fingers around her throat, not choking, but holding her in place, making her feel the pulse in her own neck, the wild animal panic of her heartbeat. With every movement, every invasion, he made her more certain of a terrible, liberating truth: there would never be going back after this.

“Look at them,” Michael said, and Penelope forced her eyes open. Jessica’s face was radiant with anticipation, lips trembling. Harley had moved closer, her hand now fisted in Penelope’s hair, pulling her head up so she couldn’t look away. Every part of Penelope’s body screamed with humiliation and need.

“You’re beautiful,” Harley purred. “You’re a perfect cheating whore, just like Jessica.”

Penelope shook with the effort of holding back, but Michael increased his pace, pounding into her so hard the bed rattled against the wall, and Harley’s grip tightened. Penelope’s vision sparked at the edges. She could feel the orgasm coming, a tidal surge, and there was nothing she could do to stop it.

Michael bent lower, his voice a low, venomous hum: “Come for me. Let them see what you are.”

Penelope cried out, the sound raw, guttural. She felt every pair of eyes on her—the humiliation, the sick thrill of being watched and judged, the heat of three different desires converging on her body.

Penelope had imagined herself a thousand different ways—sometimes as a martyr, sometimes as a queen, always as a woman in control. But she had never, not even in her worst fever-dreams, pictured herself like this: a marionette whose strings had been cut, a ragdoll slumping forward as her body convulsed around the man who had ruined her.

When the orgasm hit, it was not a tidal wave but a seismic event, the bedrock of her selfhood grinding and cracking open. She shrieked. Her voice was unrecognizable, a raw animal yowl that she would have denied to her dying day if there hadn’t been witnesses. Her arms gave out beneath her; she collapsed onto the slick, rumpled sheets and clawed at them, desperate for something to hold onto. The pain, the pleasure, the humiliation, the rapture—it all bled together as her body convulsed and clamped down so fiercely she half-expected to hear Michael hiss in pain.

Instead, he laughed. Not a bright, careless laughter, but a low and proprietary sound that vibrated through her bones. He pounded into her with renewed violence, every slap of his hips against her flesh a reminder of what she’d become in his hands: a spectacle, a lesson, a prize.

She tried to regain herself, tried to shut it down, but her body kept spasming, every aftershock more humiliating than the last. Penelope could feel her cunt pulsing around him, spasming with a mindless, greedy hunger that made her want to weep. Her limbs went liquid, her thighs shaking so hard she was sure she’d collapse entirely if not for Michael’s iron grip on her hips.

The world tunneled, vision blurring at the edges, and through the haze she heard Jessica’s sobbing breathless exclamations—“Oh god, oh my god, she’s so beautiful, she’s—"—and Harley’s laughter, a peal like breaking glass adding insult, “She’s a slut!” Every sound, every sensation was too much, and yet not enough. Penelope’s mind screamed for privacy, for a moment to gather herself, but that wasn’t the point. She understood, with a sickening clarity, that the point was to be seen. To be made into something public, irretrievable, part of their memory forever.

She gasped, a hiccuping, wet gasp, and realized that her face was soaked with tears. Whether from pain or humiliation or joy, she didn’t know. She couldn’t know. She only knew the relentless, impossible fullness, the clench and release, the triumphant pleasure of her own defeat.

Michael pulled her upright then, his hand a vise around her waist, and fucked her harder, deeper, turning the aftershocks of her climax into a new, sharper ecstasy. Each thrust felt like a brand burned into her flesh, marking her as his. She moaned unabashedly now, every sense of shame burned away by the violence of her own release.

Jessica’s fingers laced through hers, squeezing in solidarity—not out of mockery, but as if to say, I see you. I know you. Harley, at the foot of the bed, licked her lips and watched the scene with greedy, delighted eyes, her hands now boldly between her legs, rolling her glistening, swollen clit under the tips of her fingers. Every one of them was caught in the undertow of Penelope’s shattering.

The bed itself was a battlefield, littered with sweat and spit and the evidence of all four of them. Penelope’s body shook so hard she could barely move when Michael suddenly pulled out of her, then dragged her to the side of the bed, her head hanging over the side, his thick cock dripping inches from her face.

“Jessica,” Michael spoke over Penny’s quivering flesh. “Harley has a surprise for you.”

Harley knelt at the nightstand with the reverence of an acolyte, pulling open the bottom drawer with a practiced flick of her wrist. Penelope couldn’t quite see what she extracted at first—there was a moment of jumbled movement, a glint of metal, the soft thunk of rigid rubber against wood—then Harley turned, and the instrument she held made Penelope’s mouth go dry.

It was a harness, black leather, heavy and complicated, bristling with silver buckles and straps. But it was the dildo that stole the air from the room: not just thick, not just long, but veined and realistically molded in a way that was both cartoonish and obscene. It curved at the base, jutting up at an angle so arrogant it seemed to announce its own intention. Penelope could not for a moment process how a synthetic cock could look so much more threatening, more violating, than the real one swinging just above her face.

Michael lifted her head, forcing her to look at the monster as Harley cradled it in her hands like a trophy. “Look at what’s coming for you, Penny,” Michael hissed. “Tell me you don’t want it.”

Penelope shook her head, but Michael stroked her hair, the throbbing length of his very real cock brushing her lips. She managed only a ruined, animal whimper, and Harley grinned as though the noise was an aphrodisiac.

“Put it on her,” Michael said.

Harley rose from the carpet, rolled her shoulders, and approached Jessica, who was splayed on the bed, legs still trembling, lips parted as if she’d only just remembered how to breathe. For a moment, Penelope thought Jessica would resist, that she would shrink from the proposition, but instead Jessica swept her hair behind her shoulders, thrust out her hips, and let Harley circle behind her.

The procedure of buckling the harness was slow, meticulous, almost obscene in its delicacy. Harley guided the straps around Jessica’s waist and thighs, her fingers nimble, cinching each band until Jessica gasped at the pressure. The cock itself, a gleaming dark plum, bounced gently with every adjustment, and Penelope could not stop watching it—dreading it, needing it, her entire consciousness arrested by the sight.

Harley finished the last buckle, then smacked the fake cock playfully, making Jessica laugh, lightheaded and nervous. “There you go, babe,” Harley purred, running her fingers down Jessica’s flank. “Ready to fuck your rival into submission?”

Jessica moaned, her cheeks stained with tears and sweat, her eyes shining with a narcotic kind of hunger. Penelope could see the tremor in her hands as she reached for the base of the dildo, curling her painted nails around it like it was something alive and dangerous. Michael leaned forward and bit her earlobe, then whispered: “You see? Even princesses have dirty secrets. Tell me, Penny—have you ever let another woman fuck you before?”

Penelope’s protest died on her tongue. She had not, of course not, and the very idea made her insides clench with fear and heat. She’d been the mean girl, the rich girl, the woman who sneered at rumors of girls who dabbled in the lurid parts of female pleasure. Now she was stretched between the most beautiful woman she’d ever hated and the man who’d orchestrated every second of her undoing.

“Answer me,” Michael barked, and Penelope jerked, her entire body going rigid.

“No,” she rasped, her voice brittle as glass. “Never.”

Michael smiled, slow and wolfish. “Good. Then you’ll remember this.”

Jessica, emboldened by the harness and the power it implied, crawled over Penelope’s body. Her breath came hot and desperate as she shuffled between Penelope’s legs.“I’ve always wanted to put you in your place,” Jessica whispered, loud enough for the room to hear. “I’ve dreamed about it for years.”

Penelope squeezed her eyes shut, mortified, but the admission sent a hot pulse through her chest and between her legs. She had never once considered Jessica as anything but a rival, a threat, a cautionary tale. Now the thought of Jessica’s tongue, Jessica’s hands, Jessica’s fake cock splitting her open, filled Penelope with an inescapable terror and a cold, crystalline thrill.

“Do it,” Michael commanded.

Jessica positioned herself between Penelope’s legs, the harnessed cock bumping clumsily against Penelope’s thigh at first, then nudging forward, finding its target. She could feel the blunt, rubbery head probing her entrance, slicking through the mess Michael had already made of her. Jessica’s hands were soft as she gripped Penelope’s hips, but the pressure was insistent, absolute.

The first push was gentle, exploratory. The dildo was wider than Michael, and Penelope’s body resisted, her muscles locking down in panic. Michael stroked her hair, almost soothing, but his voice was pure command: “Let her in. You can take it.”

Penelope whimpered, the burn of intrusion so sharp her vision blanked out. Jessica rocked forward, easing the cock in with small, patient thrusts, and the sensation was so alien, so inhumanly filling, Penelope thought she would be torn apart. Harley watched from the foot of the bed, her eyes bright with lust, her tongue flicking over her lips as she narrated every moment.

“Good girl, Jessica,” Harley crooned. “Make her feel it. She needs it so bad.”

Jessica, now halfway inside, moaned in sympathy—or maybe in her own pleasure, Penelope couldn’t tell. The pressure mounted, unbearable, until suddenly the widest part slipped past Penelope’s threshold, and she gasped so violently she nearly choked.

“There she goes,” Michael said, triumphant. “She’s not so different from you, Jessica. She just needed a push.”

Jessica thrust again, and Penelope’s cunt gave way, her body all nerves and friction, too full and too hungry to resist. The harnessed cock spread her open with a slow, searing glide, scraping all her nerve endings raw. Michael moved, letting Penelope’s head fall over the side of the bed until she was looking at the room upside down, her cunt gripping Jessica’s cock as she pulled out. She barely registered Michael’s body above something pressed against her lips: the head of his cock, still hot and slick from fucking her.

Penelope moaned as Jessica’s cock speared her core and Michael shoved his cock into her mouth as her head hung off the side of the bed, upside down, hair fanned out on the floor. Gravity did all the work—her throat stretched wide, her tongue pinned to the top of the thick shaft, the taste of her cunt and her shame flooding her palate. The angle was brutal; she couldn’t move, couldn’t breathe, all she could do was open wider and choke down the length as Michael pumped her mouth in time with Jessica’s slow, insistent violation.

“Good girl,” Harley said, squatting behind Michael, stroking Penelope's hair between his legs. “That’s it. You look so good being used!”

Penelope’s world shrank to the relentless rhythm of the two cocks—one real, one rubber, both equally relentless. Jessica’s hands kneaded her thighs, spreading her wider, hips working like an engine as the harnessed cock bottomed out inside her again and again, setting off sharp detonations of pain and pleasure that pulsed outward to every limb. Michael’s cock, feeling even thicker from this angle, plunged into her mouth with enough force to make her eyes water, each thrust stealing the air from her lungs, every withdrawal leaving her gasping only to be filled again.

She gagged. She couldn’t stop herself. Michael held her steady, cradling her head with surprising gentleness, murmuring, “Take it all, Penny. You know you can.” Harley’s hand slipped to Penelope's throat, fingers splaying to feel the bulge of Michael’s cock through the thin skin there, and she heard the girl gasp with delight.

Jessica moaned above her, and the sound vibrated through Penelope’s pelvis, hot and electric. “She’s so tight,” Jessica slurred, voice thick with awe. “I can feel her come already, she’s—oh, god, Michael, she’s coming.” Jessica’s hands dug into Penelope’s hips, and the cock inside her ground against a spot so deep Penelope thought she might black out.

Penelope’s whole body clenched, a tectonic spasm that ran up her legs and into her belly, a white-hot burst of pleasure so violent she screamed. The scream came out as a choked, bubbling gurgle, drowned by Michael’s cock, but her body didn’t care. She convulsed, squirted, soaking Jessica’s knees, the sheets, everything. Her vision blurred as Michael fucked her face faster, using her as nothing but an open, wet hole.

Harley was all over her now, fingers pinching her nipples and teeth nipping at her neck and breasts. “Don’t you dare fucking stop,” Harley hissed, words meant for Jessica, for Michael, for Penelope herself. “Keep her open, keep her full, she needs this.”

Penelope couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe, couldn’t do anything but surrender. She’d never felt so empty and so impossibly full at the same time, her cunt stretched to the edge, her mouth buried to the root, her body reduced to pure sensation. She wanted to die. She never wanted to stop.

Jessica’s rhythm faltered, then built again, faster now, the cock inside Penelope bucking and grinding. Michael’s cock throbbed, the taste of him mutating from salty to astringent to a flavor Penelope would never forget, never wash away.

“Finish her,” Harley whispered.

Jessica’s hands slipped around Penelope’s waist, pulling her against the fake cock, fucking her with short, violent jabs. Michael leaned over, gripping her face and forcing her to take the last inch. Penelope’s throat spasmed as he came, hot and copious, the first pulse hitting the back of her mouth and the next spilling down into her esophagus. She couldn’t swallow fast enough. It overflowed, leaking out her nose, her eyes, down her forehead and into her hair, but Michael never let up, fucking her face through the aftershocks until he was spent.

Jessica let go, and the rubber cock slipped from Penelope’s cunt with a sucking, obscene noise. She collapsed, head still hanging off the bed, air rasping into her lungs, cum and spit dribbling from her lips. For a long, endless moment, the room was silent except for the sound of three people catching their breath.

Then Harley licked the mess from Penelope’s mouth, cleaning her with soft, kittenish strokes. “That’s our girl,” she said, pride thick in her voice. “Good fucking girl.”

Penelope could taste Michael and Jessica and herself, all mixed and indistinguishable. She didn’t care. She licked Harley’s tongue, then whimpered as the girl’s fingers teased her swollen, raw cunt, drawing out the last embers of sensation.

Jessica lay beside her, arms trembling, the harness still strapped to her hips. She looked at Penelope with something like gratitude, something like awe. Michael sat at the edge of the bed, watching them both with a satisfied, almost paternal gaze.

Penelope blinked away tears, not of shame or humiliation, but of relief. She’d been emptied out, scraped to the bone, and what remained was raw and pure and alive.

She shivered as Harley wrapped a blanket around her shoulders, then pulled her down to curl between the girls, her head pillowed on Jessica’s breast. For once, Penelope didn’t want to move. Didn’t want to ruin the peace that settled over them like a benediction. Michael stroked her hair, and she didn’t flinch. Jessica pressed her lips to Penelope’s temple and whispered, “You are perfect.”

Penelope closed her eyes. For the first time in years, she felt seen.
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Penelope rested her hand on Randall's thigh as he drove, smiling as his leg twitched beneath his gray wool suit. She pressed her nails into the fabric, which made him inhale sharply, before letting them glide back and forth, tracing the faint pattern she'd been drawing for the past ten minutes.

She could sense the raw need coiled inside him. For the past six weeks, Penelope had rationed out her body to her husband with the cold efficiency of a war administrator. She’d grown addicted to the way her touch made him squirm. She would let him undress her, let him kneel at her feet and beg to taste her, sometimes even allowing him to rut against her thigh until he shuddered. But she hadn’t let him come for six weeks.

And she never let him inside her.

That privilege now belonged to someone else, and Randall knew it. He knew it the way a child knew about a monster under the bed: he wouldn’t name it, but he knew it was there. Tonight, she’d let him work his mouth between her legs while she scrolled through Michael’s text messages, feeling ripples of pleasure not so much from his tongue, but the desperation in his eyes. Afterward, she’d told him to get dressed. They were leaving.

Penelope thought about sliding her hand higher, just to see if he’d lose it. She didn’t. She liked watching him struggle too much for that. So she turned to the window, watching the trees thin out, black shapes giving way to the faint, distant glow of Michael’s lake house.

A right turn and they were on the private drive. Randall let the car coast, his foot easing off the gas as the house came into full view. Penelope’s skin tingled, alive, every inch of her electric. She wasn’t sure if it was excitement, fear, or both, but she welcomed the feeling. She lived for it. If Michael was the monster under the bed, she was the child who left out treats.

Randall stopped the car, hands slick on the wheel. Penelope leaned in toward the mirror, fixing her lipstick with a slow, careful hand. She smoothed down the tight black dress Michael had picked for her, tugged it just right over her hips. She liked how it fit. How it showed off her thighs, long and bare, but not too much. Not trashy. Just enough.

“Let’s get this over with,” Randall growled and yanked open the car door.

She didn’t move until she saw him heading up the steps. Penelope checked her lipstick one last time, then stepped out, letting the cool air bite her bare skin, her nipples hardening beneath the silk. She didn’t care. She wanted Michael to see. She wanted Randall to see.

At the door, Penelope adjusted her dress and smiled a private little smile. She saw Randall’s face flush red as he caught her looking. She could tell he wanted to say something, to bark at her for playing the whore probably, but he was too wound up to get the words out.

She almost laughed. Instead, she rang the bell.

Penelope hissed in a sharp breath as Michael opened the door wearing only a robe, knotted carelessly at the waist. Its blue silk gaped open to show a line of muscle from chest to thigh. Just like that first night.

The robe did nothing to hide the power of his body or the coiled muscles rippling underneath. He was so different from the skinny boy Randall had bullied and Penelope had jeered at.

There would be no jeering at Michael Glick tonight.

Michael’s eyes flicked over Penelope once—noting a new dress he’d bought her just for this occasion, the way her hair shone in the foyer light, the expectant smile. Then he turned and looked at Randall, who was shrinking into himself like a turtle hiding in its shell.

“Welcome,” Michael said, stepping aside. “You’re right on time.”

Randall mumbled something. Penelope floated past him, head high, and let herself be drawn into the house’s hallway. She inhaled deeply, savoring the now familiar scent of books, whiskey, and leather, mingling with a hint of Michael’s expensive cologne. Michael guided them into his study, and she felt a special thrill remembering the first time she had been here. She’d been so angry. But that anger had melted, shifting into something else entirely—a need, hot and overwhelming, pulsing through her core.

Business documents were fanned across the desk in neat rows. Penelope drifted to a leather chair in front of Michael’s stout desk and crossed her legs, letting the skirt ride up as she sank in. Randall followed suit, eyes flicking to Penny’s exposed thighs.

“So,” Michael leaned against the front of his desk, looking down at him, displaying his dominance. “It seems we have some unfinished business.”

Randall tried to keep his voice steady. “Look, if this is about the real estate deal, I—”

Michael raised a hand, and Randall’s words shut off mid-sentence.

“Don’t insult either of us,” Michael said. “I’ve had my people comb through your holdings. Your bridge loan’s about to be called. You won’t be able to afford the payments on that second mortgage you put on Penny’s father’s home. When that happens, you lose everything.”

Penelope could hear Randall’s wheezing breath. She watched his tongue dart out to wet his lips, saw the pulse leap in his neck. She wished she could feel sorry for him, but he had put himself in this position. And so had she.

Michael smiled, a small, cold thing. “I do have a solution.” He plucked a paper from the pile and handed it to Randall. “Sign this, and you keep the title, the house, the cars. You keep your office. But from now on, you answer to me.”

Randall looked at the papers, his eyes bulging.

“But this... this means you run everything!” Randall spluttered. “All I am is a... a fucking mascot.”

Michael’s chill smile widened, ice spreading across a still pond.

“I prefer to think of you as a figurehead. In your business... AND your marriage.”

Randall looked at Penelope, but she only smiled. It’s not like he didn’t know she was fucking Michael. It’s just that her husband had never heard the truth put in those terms before.

“But why?” Randall said, his voice hovering very close to a whine. “Why don’t you just buy me out?”

“Because,” Michael leaned forward, looming over her husband. “I want you to stay here, to watch as I fuck your wife whenever I want AND use your company however I like. I want you to be reminded every day that a better man owns you.”

Randall flinched back as if punched. Penelope’s pulse kicked up, a hummingbird in her throat. She felt herself getting wet, the power exchange working its alchemy on her. She pressed her thighs together and watched Michael hold out a pen to her husband.

“Sign. It’s the only way to keep what little dignity you have left.” He looked at Penelope and smiled. “At least in public, anyway.”

Penelope felt the heat blooming in her cheeks as Michael taunted her husband. Randall stared at the paper, the color draining from his face. Finally, he reached for the pen, then turned to Penelope, eyes wide.

“Penny,” he said, “please. Tell him—”

Penelope looked at Michael, who nodded to her. She saw the patient cruelty in his smile and knew she couldn’t stop him, even if she wanted to.

“Do what you need to, Randall,” she purred. “If you still want to be with me, you need to do this.”

Randall’s mouth opened and closed. Then, he signed.

Michael watched with a faint air of boredom, but there was a feverish gleam in his eye.

“Good,” Michael nodded. “Now we can begin.”

He pushed off the desk and stood straight, gripping the edges of his robe and dropping it unceremoniously to the floor.

Penelope had seen him without clothes, but this time it was different. It was intentional, a planned display designed for her husband’s humiliation.

He was magnificent. Michael looked like he’d been carved out of something heavier, denser, more determined than any man she’d ever met. His body was money-made, yes, but it was shaped by something darker: revenge, maybe, or just the kind of hunger that didn’t sleep. His chest was broad, hard as stone, the muscles running down to abs that cut sharp, and heavy V that pointed straight to his cock.

And Jesus, that cock! It hung between his legs, thick and heavy, a weapon made for one purpose only. Every vein and ridge stood out in stark relief, impossible to miss even in its soft state. It looked dangerous, like a promise and a threat, as if it had been carefully crafted and honed to do just this - to ruin her.

Penelope felt her mouth go dry.

She heard a whimper, low and guttural, and realized with a hot shock that it had not come from her, but from Randall. She flicked her eyes over: Randall’s stare was glued to the cock, his eyes glassy, his face a confusion of hate and dread.

Michael watched the exchange; let it marinate. Then he stepped forward, took Penelope by the chin, and lifted her face to meet his.

“Are you ready, Penny?”

Penelope nodded, her voice a whisper. "Yes."

“Stand up,” Michael commanded.

She stood, unsteady, every atom of her straining toward the man in front of her. Michael’s hands went to her wrists. He spun her around so she faced Randall.

“Let’s show your husband what he’s lost,” Michael murmured in her ear, his hot breath making Penelope shiver.

Michael slid Penelope’s dress down, baring her breasts. He cupped them from behind, kneading them as if testing for ripeness, then let them fall free. She gasped at the sudden chill, at the sudden exposure, and heard a tiny animal sound from Randall.

The dress went next, peeled from her like a fruit, leaving her in nothing but her wedding ring. Michael circled her, admiring her body, and then turned her to face Randall again.

“I’ll leave the wedding ring, Randall,” Michael said. “You can look at it when I’m fucking your wife.”

Randall stared, sweat dotting his upper lip. He didn’t look at Penelope’s face; he looked at her breasts, her stomach, the soft gold triangle between her legs. Penelope saw, for the first time, the recognition in Randall’s eyes: he would never own her again. Even in this moment, as she stood naked in front of him, he was powerless.

Michael stepped up behind Penelope, so his cock pressed hot against the small of her back.

“She’s beautiful, isn’t she?” Michael asked.

Randall gritted his teeth. “Fuck you.”

Michael smiled and pressed a kiss to Penelope’s temple. “Not you. But Penny will, won’t you, Pretty Penny?”

Penny felt a thrill at the pet name, the vibration of it stirring up her molten core. She grinned at Randall, and the look of pain added to the drip of juices running down her thighs.

“Yes, sir,” she purred, but never took her eyes off her husband. “I’m going to fuck you like a good little whore.”

Randall whined like a trapped animal, and Penelope giggled.

“I'm going to fuck him like I never fucked you!” She felt a thrill of power zing up her spine. “Because he’s a real man. He deserves it.”

Randall groaned, and she felt the sound echo in her cunt as a hot, wet throb.

There was something so wrong about this, so cruel even for her, that for a split second she wanted to stop, to dial it back, to remind herself she was not some monster. But instead of stopping, her body betrayed her—her nipples pebbling with anticipation, her thighs slippery with lust.

Michael grinned and guided Penelope to the desk, positioned her in front of Randall. Then, with a nudge, forced her to her knees.

“Worship me,” Michael said.

Penelope didn’t even hesitate. She dropped, the hard floor biting into her knees, and looked up at Michael’s cock. It was stiff now, fully awake, veins bulging under the skin. She reached for it, wrapped her hand around the base, and felt the impossible heat and mass of it. She stroked once, marveling at the yield of flesh and the pulse she could feel against her palm.

She looked up, saw Randall’s eyes locked onto the scene. His breathing was ragged, his hand shaking as it gripped the table. For a moment, Penelope felt a spike of sympathy—then Michael’s hand was on her head, guiding her forward, and all pity evaporated.

The head of Michael’s cock was slick and heavy on her lips. She opened her mouth, letting it slide in, and immediately had to fight the urge to gag; it filled her mouth, stretched her jaw, pressed against the roof and sides until she couldn’t breathe. She sucked, running her tongue along the thick underside, and tasted salt and musk and something sharper, like the tang of ozone before a storm.

Michael held her golden hair in a fist, controlling the angle, the depth, every movement. Penelope relaxed her throat and took him deeper, bruising her lips and making her throat seize. Tears sprang from her eyes and dripped down her cheeks, but she kept going. A perverse pride filled her: she was taking more of him than Randall could ever have given her.

She glanced sideways, saw Randall transfixed, sweat pouring down his face. His cock had gone hard in his pants, a wet spot showing through the thin fabric.

Michael pulled her off, then bent her back and placed his cock against her cheek, measuring its length against her face. “Who's bigger?” he said. “Me or Randall?”

“You are,” Penelope moaned.

“Tell Randall.”

Penelope turned her head and looked at Randall, Michael’s cock stretching from chin to hairline.

“You see this, darling?” Her voice was saccharine sweet, adding to the cruel sight of Michael’s superior cock resting on her face like it belonged there. “He is so much bigger than you. This is a real man’s cock. Not like your little mushroom.”

Michael actually gave a shocked laugh.

“Oh, you like that?” she grinned, stroking his cock in long, luxurious movements of her hand. “You like when I humiliate my husband?”

“Yes,” Michael murmured. “I love it.”

Penelope paused, letting the silence stretch. She made a show of licking her lips—slow, deliberate—her eyes never leaving Randall. He watched her, throat working, Adam’s apple jumping. His rage was gone, and his shame, too. What was left in his eyes was raw and helpless. She felt the rush of power like a jolt as his humiliation hung in the air between them. It set her pulse pounding, making her ache all the way down to her toes.

She wrapped her hand around Michael’s cock—not just holding it, but presenting it to Randall, pressing the throbbing shaft against Michael’s belly. It was obscene, the way her wedding ring flashed against the pumping, reddened flesh. Randall’s eyes widened further, and Penelope held his gaze as she bent her face lower, nuzzling the loose, heavy testicles that hung beneath Michael’s cock like two fat pieces of fruit.

She buried her nose in his sack, inhaling the musk and sweat, licking a slow circle around the skin with a flat, lazy tongue. She made sure to moan—a loud, theatrical sound that vibrated through Michael’s balls—so that Randall could hear her pleasure and Michael could feel her submission. She heard her husband’s breath catch, saw his knuckles whiten around the armrests, and that only made her want to do more.

Penelope smirked, ran her tongue along the seam, then sucked one massive ball into her mouth, rolling it on her tongue like a bonbon. Michael’s hand came down to cradle her head, guiding her, but Penelope was ahead of him. She wanted to worship, wanted to degrade herself in front of Randall, wanted to destroy the pride he’d carried for years as he impersonated a successful businessman. Michael groaned—God, the sound—and she felt his cock twitch in her fist, swelling against her cheek as she laved the other ball, making a show of it.

She kept looking sideways, darting glances at Randall every two or three licks, and his expression broke her. He looked like a man at the end of a plank, about to be pushed into shark-infested waters—horrified, and yet transfixed, unable to look away. If she hadn’t been so giddy with the flavor of Michael on her tongue, she might have found it tragic. Instead, she felt a radiant, near-delirious sense of power.

She upped the ante, letting both balls slip from her mouth with a pop, then licking her way up Michael’s perineum, slowly, lingeringly, her eyes never leaving Randall’s. She wanted him to see every second of it—the way her tongue fluttered, the way her lips pressed, the greedy way she inhaled Michael’s scent. She wanted this memory to haunt him, to live in his skull forever.

Michael gently but firmly pushed her head down, turning with his ass pointed at Randall. “Worship all of me,” he said.

Penelope understood precisely what Michael wanted. There was a current running through her, electric and depraved and exhilarating. She’d never felt so wicked, and she’d never felt more alive.

She began by pressing her lips to Michael’s perineum, soft and reverent, moving upwards with deliberate care. She let Randall observe her every action: how she gripped Michael’s firm ass cheeks, the way her tongue traced a path, leaving a glistening trail behind. Every movement was calculated, precise. She could hear Randall's breathing—shallow, uneven, desperate for some anchor in this storm of humiliation. She let herself imagine what Randall was feeling—what it was like to see his trophy wife, turned into someone else’s ass licking plaything.

Michael guided her head lower, and Penelope surrendered to the pressure, sinking toward his body with a hunger that surprised even her. She buried her face between his perfect, sculpted ass cheeks. The sensation was strange, the skin both soft and hot, a musky, primal scent rising to meet her, but it only stoked the fire in her belly. She inhaled deeply, letting her nose fill with the proof of Michael’s animal power, and pressed her tongue deeper, spreading him open with both hands so she could reach the flesh within.

She pressed her tongue flat against Michael’s hole, slow, greedy, lapping. The taste was strange, not bad, and she wanted more, chasing it, licking again, even though her jaw started to ache and her nose was mashed up hard against the curve of Michael’s ass. She loved it. The rawness, the mess. She wanted Randall to see what she would never do for him, wanted him to see the mouth he had kissed on their wedding day sucking another man’s asshole. The knowledge sent a thrill through her. She let herself moan into Michael’s ass, not caring about the bubbling mess of spit and sweat on her face.

Her reward: a ragged, pitiful moan from her husband.

Michael leaned back and pulled Penny’s mouth from its hungry work. “Would you ever do that for him, Penny?” He huffed, his breath rough and ragged like a winded bear.

She didn’t even pause. She shook her head, lips still pressed to Michael’s ass. “Never.”

Randall gasped, and she relished it. This worship was for a true master, not him. Never him.

Michael pulled her up by the hair and positioned her in front of him. “Time for you to get fucked by a real man.”

He didn’t say a word. Just moved her, rough, hands on her hips, guiding her back, up, onto the desk. No, not guiding. Manhandling. She bent, palms splayed, and all those papers—all the contracts, all the proof of Randall’s ruin—scattered out under her. White sheets fluttered, soft, like feathers. She heard a pen roll, clattering away across the hardwood, skittering like a bug. Her cheek pressed down into a thick pile of legal documents, Randall’s signature scrawled, battered, right there beneath her face. There was something almost funny about it, something so sharp and poetic she nearly laughed.

Michael moved with certainty, one hand at the nape of her neck, the other stroking the length of his cock, lining up the fat head with her swollen lips. Penelope felt Randall’s eyes boring into her from the chair just beyond the desk and grinned. She loved how much he hated this: the exposure, the shame, the final, irreversible step over the threshold into whatever she was now.

Michael didn’t thrust right away. He made her wait, poised at her entrance, head of his cock nudging her lips open but not yet entering. She felt herself leaking already, the heat and the ache and the humiliation all combining into a slick, greedy want. She saw Michael’s eyes flick up to Randall, locking on the man’s face, then back down to Penelope with a smirk.

“Randall,” Michael said, his voice syrupy, “do you want to watch your wife get split open, or do you want to leave?”

Randall’s jaw worked, clenched and unclenched, his whole face blotched with shame and something else, something he could no longer hide. Lust.

“He wants it, Michael. He wants to see a real man fuck me.”

She felt Michael shiver with excitement. This was his revenge. Not to fuck her, he’d already done that. No, he wanted her to need him so badly that she would destroy her husband for him. “Please, fuck me, Michael! I want to have a real man’s cock inside me.” She grinned at Randall while the words spilled from her lips, each one a knife to her husband’s heart. “I want a better man to fuck me.”

Michael rewarded her with a brutal, slow push, the head of his cock pressing past her lips, then the shaft, inch by growing inch. Her body resisted, tightened, but the wetness and the hunger made it impossible—she was made for this. She gasped, knuckles pale as she gripped the edge of the desk, her whole body forced open, filled, erased and rewritten for Michael’s cock.

He bottomed out inside her with a sound that was more vibration than noise, a low volcanic groan that shook the air. Randall watched, every muscle straining, his cock creating a small, desperate tent in his pants. The sight filled her with a savage, monstrous thrill. She felt Michael’s palm in her hair, forcing her face toward Randall, her mouth dragged into a messy, delirious smile.

“Are you getting turned on, baby? Watching his—oh, fuck—his huge cock take your wife’s tight, little pussy?”

Randall’s answer came in a choked, helpless whimper that turned into a moan. He clapped a hand over his own mouth, but the sound still leaked out between his fingers, raw and wet. Penelope felt her cunt clench at his degradation. She ground her ass back against Michael, letting him know she was ready for more.

Michael obliged, slow and relentless. He fucked her with a grind that pulled her open; every thrust a slow, dragging push, deep, then retreating, the head catching at her lips before he slid back in. Penelope’s legs shook. It was obscene, the way it felt—the stretch, the fullness, the pain melting into heat, the heat burning into something wild and desperate inside her. The desk rattled every time he bottomed out. Papers slipped, scattered, Randall’s signature tumbling down in a hush of white, soft and silent, all around them.

She arched her back, craned her head to look at her husband. He was shaking. His knuckles were white where they gripped the armrest. The bulge in his pants was even more pronounced than before. The wet spot had grown, spreading dark through the thin wool, and she realized—with a savage jolt of pride—that he was leaking through his pants just watching her get destroyed.

“Oh, my God!” she gasped out a laugh. “You’re turned on! You’re leaking through your pants, darling!” She giggled, wild and mean, as Michael picked up speed, fucking her with a bone-deep violence that threatened to split her open for good. “You—you want to see how I come for him? How he makes me feel better than you ever fucking could?"

Her words were daggers, and Randall’s whole body jerked as each one drove deep into his heart. He looked away, but Michael grabbed Penelope by the hair and yanked her head up, making her stare her husband down.

“Tell him,” Michael grunted, never breaking his relentless rhythm. “Tell him what you want.”

Penelope’s eyes rolled back, but she forced them open, locking on Randall’s blubbering face. “I want him to fuck me harder. I want you to watch him break me in a way you never could, you fat cuck!"

Michael’s hand slid up her back, fingers tightening around her throat, just enough to make her vision blur at the edges. He bent her over the desk, face pressed to the cold wood, and drove into her with a force that felt almost beyond human. Her mouth opened, drool threading down to the paperwork below, and she let the sounds tumble out. She didn’t care. She wanted Randall to hear every broken, desperate moan. She wanted the shame of it to burn itself into his memory.

“Harder, baby!” she begged, her voice a needy, desperate thing that sounded nothing like her. She hoped Randall heard it and realized this is what Michael made her sound like. Weak, submissive, a toy begging to be used. He had never seen this side of her. “Please, baby! I want more of you! Fill that married pussy! Show my fat, pathetic husband how you make me your whore!”

Randall sobbed, but Michael's animal growl swallowed it whole, each thrust harder, faster, pinning her to the desk. Each stab was a punch to her core, the desk squealing against the floor, her toes scrabbling for purchase. She was losing herself, every thought reduced to the feeling of Michael splitting her apart and the knowledge of Randall watching, helpless to do anything but suffer.

Michael let go of her throat and reached around, thumb finding her clit with mechanical precision, pressing down in time with the rhythm of his cock. The reaction was instant, electric, her body tightening so hard she thought she might break him. Penelope screamed, a long, high wail that sounded like it was being dragged out of her bones, and for a moment—a full, blinding second—there was nothing in the world but the heat of her own orgasm.

She jerked and twitched on the desk, Randall lost to her in that blinding moment of bliss. More papers drifted to the floor as her limbs gave way, her cunt spasming, slick gushing out to puddle beneath her, leaving her squirming in the mess of her own juices.

She collapsed, boneless, but Michael didn’t stop. He picked her up, still inside her, spun her around, and planted her back on the desk so her head hung over the front facing Randall. She was a mess—makeup smeared, hair plastered to her face with sweat, tits heaving, cunt dripping her slick dripping down her thighs—but all she saw was Randall’s broken, upside-down face.

Michael fucked her just like that, hands gripping her ass and dragging her spent body up against him, his cock spearing deep into her. Each thrust shoved her farther across the slick desk, and Penelope flung her legs wide, fingers finding her clit and rolling it under her thumb. She could feel another climax already building.

“Oh, God, Randall! Are you watching? He’s going to make your wife come again. You have never made me feel like this! I’m a whore for him, baby! Not yours, never yours. I’m Michael’s fucking whore!”

She came screaming the words, Randall’s tears feeding her orgasm. The pleasure was so complete she thought she’d dissolve into air. Michael didn’t let up until his cock swelled and throbbed inside her, a living, pulsing heat that made her whole body gooseprickle in anticipation. Penelope felt the change instantly: the way he gripped her flesh, the way his thrusts went rough, almost desperate, as if something wild and ancient in him demanded not just to fuck her, but to claim her, in every possible way.

“Yes!” she gasped, voice breaking. “Fuck yes, fill me up—oh god—oh my fucking god—Randall! He’s FILLING ME UP!"”

Michael let go a guttural, feral noise, and his cock jerked deep inside, as if he meant to punch through her to the root. The first hot pulse of his cum shot against her insides with the shock of a thrown drink—she felt it, viscous and heavy, splattering up against the wall of her pussy and then running back to pool deeper, hotter, until she was overflowing. Another pulse, then another, and it was more than she’d ever felt from any man, ever. It was as if he was filling her to the point of overflow, packing her womb tight with his seed, breeding her so completely she’d never be able to wash it out. The thought made her pussy clench down, hungry and greedy, milking his cock for every drop.

“Do you feel it?” Michael grunted, voice like gravel dragged over stone. “Do you feel me inside you?”

She nodded, eyes rolling back, and then: “More. Give me more, Michael. Breed me. Make me yours!”

He pinned her there, thrusting through the aftershocks, and Penelope’s body spasmed, her pussy clenching and sucking at the impossible thickness, desperate to keep every drop. It pooled out of her, mixed with her own slick, dribbled down the crack of her ass and onto the desk, making a sticky, obscene mess. The feel of it—his seed, leaking out of her, proof of his victory—sent another hot shiver down her spine, and she came again, the orgasm building in her cunt and radiating out to her toes, her fingertips, her scalp. It was pure, white-hot surrender.

She screamed, a long, wordless howl, and Michael pounded into her through every convulsion, wringing the pleasure out of her like juice from a fruit. She could hear Randall crying now, a soft, defeated animal sound, but it only made her come harder, made her want to scrape what was left of her old life off and burn it in the heat of Michael’s want.

Then, suddenly, it was over. Michael slumped forward, still inside her, hands squeezing her hips so tight she could feel the prints he’d leave behind. Penelope gasped for air, lungs raw, her head spinning with the aftershocks and the shame and the glory of it all.

She looked up. Randall’s face was a ruin, his eyes red-rimmed, mouth open, a ragged stain visible at the crotch of his pants. Penelope grinned, slow and evil, and then reached down, scooping a glob of Michael’s cum from between her swollen lips. She licked her fingers clean, making sure her husband saw how she savored it, how she made a meal of her own disgrace.

Michael withdrew with a wet, obscene noise, and another gush of seed spilled out, dripping down her thighs in thick, white ropes. Penelope shuddered with the loss, legs trembling. She wanted to be filled, to be used, to be ruined again and again.

Michael took Penelope’s chin in his hand, guiding her gently down to her knees. Her body was limp, spent, her cunt still leaking his cum. He bent, lips brushing her ear.

“I think your husband looks hungry, don’t you?”

Penelope faced her husband, saw the terror in his eyes. She licked her lips and then, grinning, crawled to him, pulling herself up to his lap, rubbing her slick, sticky pussy against the crotch of his ruined pants.

She whispered in his ear, “Open your mouth, Randall. You wanted to eat my pussy all week—now you’ll get it the way he left it.”

Randall shook his head, but her hand closed around the back of his neck, holding him steady. She stood up, lifted one leg off the ground and planted it on the armrest, then ground her cunt against her husband’s mouth, smearing Michael’s thick cum all over his lips and chin. She laughed as he gagged, then moaned, then gulped as he finally gave in and opened up, licking her clean, swallowing the mess like a starving animal.

It felt like vindication, like power. She gripped his head and fucked his face, riding him hard, using him to wring out the last tremors of her own pleasure. That’s when she felt Randall moan into her cunt and jerk like a landed fish. She looked down and gasped, watching as the stain in his pants spread, pearly bubbles of wasted jizz beading up through the wool.

“Oh. My. God!” She laughed and rolled away from him. “Oh my God, Michael! He just came in his pants!”

Michael chuckled as Randall slumped in the chair, staring up at them with wide, wet eyes, his mouth and nose streaked with her juices and Michael’s thick, white cum. His pants were ruined—a sticky stain spreading across the crotch, six weeks of built-up jizz dumped into his pants, and he hadn’t even touched himself.

Michael gave Randall a lazy, feral smile.

“She’s mine now,” he said and pulled Penelope close. “You both are.”

Penelope snuggled against her master, smirking down at her husband, defeated and broken. Randall groaned in pain, Michael’s jizz still dripping off his fat cheeks. But he didn’t leave. He had nowhere else to go.

And when Michael pulled Penelope into a deep, hungry kiss, right in front of her ruined husband, she realized there was nowhere else she’d rather be.


Epilogue: The Preacher's Wife


Abby Blackwood adjusted her skirt and crossed her ankles at the end of the first pew, folding her hands primly in her lap as the congregation began to settle. The church was hot and bright in the mid-morning sun, filled with the Sunday perfume of lemon polish and sweat. Abby felt the trickle of heat slide beneath the starched collar of her blouse and down between her breasts, pooling beneath her bra where the cotton was already damp.

The sleeves of her blouse were buttoned at the wrist, crisp and unyielding despite the warmth. She did not mind the heat. She welcomed it, even. It felt like a penance she deserved, a low-level hum of self-imposed suffering to counterbalance the wild, shaming churn of her thoughts. The collar rubbed against the side of her throat with every inhale, and each time she moved she felt the tug of fabric on the fresh, purple mark just above her clavicle. Abby shifted, careful not to draw attention, and let the pain bloom for a moment—a small, perfect reminder of last night’s discipline.

Behind her, the congregation rustled with the gentle chaos of settling bodies. Men in stiff suits cleared their throats and checked their watches. Little boys wriggled free from their mothers’ grasp, only to be snapped back into line by hands with painted nails and brittle patience. The women wore pastels, their hair lacquered into place, their faces set in the same smile Abby had practiced in her own bathroom mirror. Abby smiled too, lips too plump to be pressed, and fixed her gaze on the oak pulpit.

Nathaniel’s voice rose above the low murmur, sharp and measured. He stood at the altar, hands folded in prayer, waiting for absolute silence before proceeding. The hush rippled outwards, slow at first, then final. Every eye in the church was on him, including hers.

Abby studied her husband the way a student studies their master—searching for new angles, secret meanings, any clue as to what would please him next. Nathaniel’s hair was pale gold, almost white, cropped close and combed into a severe part. His face was lean and smooth, his jaw slightly too pointed for handsomeness. He wore a dark suit and shirt buttoned up to his throat with a clerical collar to cap it off. To the rest of Oakwood, Reverend Blackwood was the very picture of godly discipline and purity. To Abby, he was that, and more: her sweetheart, her guardian, the source of both her suffering and her joy.

Nathaniel cleared his throat. “Let us pray.”

Abby bowed her head, squeezing her hands together. As she closed her eyes, the memory of last night’s bedroom ritual played behind her eyelids in sharp, unmerciful focus.

She had washed and combed her hair, as Nathaniel preferred, and put on the nightgown he’d chosen for her—white and sheer, her shamefully large breasts and puffy pink nipples visible under the fabric. She had always been embarrassed by her body, the heavy curves that men lusted after, even after she was married.

She waited in their bed, hands folded, eyes on the door as he finished preparing his notes for Sunday. When he entered, he did not speak. He closed the door, locked it with a decisive click, and moved to the bed in silence.

Nathaniel’s hands were rough, the grip on her chin bruising as he turned her face from side to side, searching for flaws, stray hairs, or even the faintest hint of carelessness. His finger hooked under the collar of her gown and jerked it down, baring her throat. He stared at her breasts, pale and exposed, his tongue flicking over his lips. Abby’s cheeks burned as his fingers pressed into her skin, her nipple tightening, aching, even as pain bloomed beneath his touch.

“Are you ready for me?” he’d huffed, his usual smooth baritone burned rough and raw by lust.

“Yes, sir,” Abby whispered. She always called him sir in the bedroom. He insisted, and she liked the way it made her feel: smaller, cleaner, a vessel for his authority.

He nodded, then grinned mercilessly. “Good girl.” The praise was thin, but it warmed her all the same.

He climbed onto the bed and pinned her wrists above her head with one hand. His fingers dug into the bone, leaving a bracelet of pressure that would later bloom purple. With the other hand, he pushed her legs apart, exposing her pussy to the cool air. Abby lay perfectly still, her muscles tensed, her eyes never leaving his face.

He slammed into her with a brutal thrust, his breath coming in hot, ragged bursts. The first jolt of pain tore through her, sharp and blinding, then dulled to a steady, throbbing ache as he kept pounding into her, merciless, relentless—a world away from the slow, romantic fantasies in the trashy romance novels she’d used to hide under her bed.

Nathaniel didn't bother with kisses, nor did he murmur tender words. Instead, he hissed in her ear.

“That’s it, you fucking whore. My fucking whore. My DIRTY FUCKING WHORE!”

She tried to ignore the words. This is what her husband needed to purge his lustful demons, and she was a good wife. She did her best to be pliant and useful, but the hurt never really faded. It just moved from the pussy to the tight ache in her wrists, to the stinging pain when his teeth bit her neck. She’d cried out then, but her cries only inflamed his lust. He speared into her harder, his orgasm burning through him. He moaned, quivering as he pushed his seed into her womb, then collapsed, sobbing into her breasts like a child.

“I’m so sorry. Please. Forgive me.”

She petted his hair, soothing him as he cried. There was nothing to forgive. He was her husband. It was her duty to please him and take his seed and, God willing, have the baby she had wanted for so long.

“Our scripture is from Ephesians, chapter five: ‘Wives, submit yourselves unto your own husbands, as unto the Lord.’” His voice rang out, bringing her back to the church. There was no roughness now, just his smooth, rolling baritone filling the sanctuary.

Abby nodded along with the congregation, even as her wrists stung where the bruise had formed. She did not hate Nathaniel’s rough touch. It was what she deserved, what she expected. What she hated—what she could not understand, would never dare say aloud—was the emptiness she felt after he finished with her, the strange, shivering hollow that grew larger each time she lay back and let him sate himself on her shameful body.

She tried to fill the hollow with prayer. She tried to fill it with housework, with baking, with quiet evenings organizing the church bulletins. None of it worked. None of it touched the raw, squirming animal that sometimes woke her at three a.m., panting, her nightgown bunched up around her hips, the sheets soaked with her own sweat. The books said sex was for procreation. Her mother said it was for duty, a wifely obligation like ironing shirts or canning peaches. The women at prayer circle, the ones who had five or six kids already, claimed it was the highest pleasure a woman could know, a kind of sacrament.

Abby had never known pleasure. Not in that way. She tried to imagine what it would feel like, and always came up blank.

From the pulpit, Nathaniel thundered on: “Marriage is the cornerstone of God’s design, the crucible in which He forges new generations of the faithful. But let us not forget—marriage is also a battlefield. A place where the devil makes his most insidious advances.”

He fixed his gaze on her, just for a second, then swept it over the rest of the pews. “There are temptations everywhere. The world tells us to put our own desires above God’s. But we are called to submit—to sacrifice our bodies, our pride, even our happiness, for the greater glory of the family.”

The women in the congregation nodded solemnly. The men looked down at their hands, as if each was the only man in the room struggling to keep his house in order. Abby felt a flush of pride at being singled out as the example, the one who wore her husband’s teaching on her skin, even as her heart fluttered with shame.

Last night, after he had come back to himself, Nathaniel had kissed each bruise in turn, his lips cool and careful on the abraded flesh. He whispered in her hair, “You’re perfect, Abby. I don’t know what I’d do without you.” She wanted to believe it. She wanted to be perfect, to be the wife God and Nathaniel both deserved.

But then the service would end, and they’d go home, and the cycle would start over: dinner, silence, rough sex in the sheets, and the quiet, suffocating despair when she woke up the next morning, still empty, still wanting.

When the music started—“Just as I Am,” the organ heavy with longing—Abby rose and sang with the rest, her voice reedy but sure. She held the hymnal with both hands, arms locked at the elbow to keep the fabric of her sleeves from shifting. Every time the blouse grazed the bruise on her collarbone, she flinched, then forced herself to stand taller.

She sang for God. She sang for herself. She sang for the baby that hadn’t come, no matter how hard she prayed or submitted or tried to will herself fertile. After the hymn, Nathaniel raised his hands as if to halt the crowd.

“Please join us in our newly renovated assembly hall for sandwiches.” He gave the crowd a beatific smile worthy of his status. “And homemade cookies, of course.”

The fellowship hall was loud. The familiar scrape of metal chairs on linoleum, kids shrieking, church shoes slapping the tile. Tables stretched out, disposable cloths the color of margarine, scattered with empty Dixie cups, sweating pitchers of sweet tea, crumbs from the after-service spread. Abby stood behind the buffet, slicing homemade brownies into perfect squares. She wore an apron over her skirt, the ruffle hugging her chest, never quite hiding her heavy breasts, no matter how she tried.

She lined up the platters, one after another, everything precise: ham and cheese sandwiches, sliced on the diagonal, held together with those little frilled toothpicks; bowls of potato salad complete with a dusting of paprika; plastic trays of deviled eggs, their yellow centers piped into tight swirls. At the end of the table, coffee percolated in a battered urn. The burnt, nutty smell drifted up, filling the room.

Abby wiped her hands on a napkin and looked out over the group of parishioners. She saw Jessica and Penelope orbiting near the window, their heads together, laughing over some joke. Jessica’s dress was yellow, tight at the waist and flaring just above the knee—a little too short, in Abby’s opinion, but nobody seemed to mind. Penelope wore pale blue. She had a glass of punch in one hand, the ostentatious wedding ring and diamond bracelet flashing as she used her hands to communicate something to Jessica.

Both women were radiant, faces bright with the easy confidence of those who knew their worth and weren’t afraid to show it. She wondered if they had ever woken up at three a.m., panting and lustful, sheets soaked with lust. She doubted it. Penelope and Jessica were the kind of women who took their pleasure as a matter of course, who laughed too loud and drank too much wine and always knew what to say. Abby envied them, even as she judged them for it.

Randall and William loomed nearby, less radiant than their wives. Randall’s face was flushed, his usually neat hair a mess of cowlicks, his tie loosened as if he’d lost a brawl with it. William smiled at everyone, even the politician, but his eyes had bags under them. Abby caught Penelope rolling her eyes at Randall, then smiling sweetly when he turned her way. Jessica whispered something to Penelope behind William’s back, and they giggled like naughty schoolgirls. If Abby didn’t know better, she’d say they were making fun of their husbands. But that couldn’t be right.

Nathaniel entered late enough to grab the most attention possible. Eyes turned to him as he moved through the crowd with the smooth, gliding confidence of a shark in shallow water. He smiled at everyone, his teeth perfect and white, but the smile was never meant for any one person. She watched him shake hands with the elders, clap the boys on their backs, bow his head as the old women pressed their cool, papery hands into his and beamed up at him as if he was a favorite son.

But not all the attention was his. Abby noticed the subtle slights, the glances and laughs that bent away from Nathaniel and toward the two men who truly mattered in Oakwood. When William Kingsley moved through the crowd, people deferred—leaned in, listened closely, then repeated his words to their neighbors as if he were Moses himself. Randall, for all his oafishness and his obvious exhaustion, had a magnetism Abby didn’t understand. His crude jokes landed well; people liked his irreverence, his brashness, and most of all the power that came from being the richest man in town.

Nathaniel hated it. She saw the way his smile tightened each time a parishioner drifted away mid-conversation, drawn by the force of William or Randall. He handled the humiliation with icy grace, but Abby could see the heat working up the side of his neck, the flush of temper blooming beneath the collar.

She was about to step from behind the table, to go to Nathaniel and save him from his own anger, when a warm hand settled on her shoulder. The pressure was light but insistent, as if the hand had always belonged there, and the surprise of it made her breath hitch in her chest.

She turned, expecting a church lady or a child in need of another cookie. Instead, she found herself staring into the face of Michael Glick.

He had not been at the service. She was sure of it. If he had, she would have felt the shift in the air, the way every conversation recalibrated itself around the room’s most powerful presence. Now, up close, she realized she had never really seen him before—not like this.

Michael was taller than she remembered. His hair was short on the sides, longer on top, that expensive, careless kind of mess that always looked like it belonged to someone who didn’t care. His jaw was square. Nose straight. Eyes a blue so clear it made her think of the bottom of a pool, sunlight flickering through water. He wore a suit, perfectly tailored, with the shirt open at his throat. He smelled of cedar and a hint of musk, a scent that lingered in her nose.

He smiled down at her with a warm familiarity that made her stomach somersault.

“Abby,” he said, voice pitched low for her alone. “It’s so good to see you.”

The sound of her own name—Abby, not Abigail, not Mrs. Blackwood—broke something loose inside her. For a moment, she forgot where she was, who she was supposed to be. She smiled back, too wide, too eager, a tremble in her lips she could not control.

“Mr... Mr. Glick!” she managed, praying the blush in her cheeks wasn’t visible to everyone in the room. “I—I didn’t know you’d be here.”

He leaned in a little closer, so she had to look up to meet his eyes. “Call me Michael. Please. I regret I didn't attend the service. I hope to attend more often now that I’ve moved to town.”

His eyes never wavered from her face, which was a relief. Usually men, even men like Randall, couldn’t keep their eyes from drifting down to her chest.

Michael, however, kept his blue eyes locked on her own. She realized his hand was still on her shoulder.

She realized she liked it.

Abby’s pulse was a panicked bird in her throat. She tried to step back, but there was nowhere to go; the table pressed against her hip, the smell of Michael filled the air. Her body went hot, then cold, then hot again, waves of confusion rolling through her.

She felt the eyes on them even before she looked. Nathaniel was across the room, standing stiffly by the lemonade, his jaw clenched so tight it looked like he might shatter a tooth. He did not approach. He just watched, every cell of his body focused on the point where Michael’s hand rested on her body.

Michael seemed oblivious. Or maybe he wasn’t. Maybe he was doing it on purpose.

He released her shoulder, only to take her hand in his. His palm was warm, the skin softer than she expected. He squeezed, just once, then let go, as if pressing a message into her palm.

“You’ve been doing great work, Abby,” he said, his voice still gentle but edged with something sharper, something private. “Everyone says you’re the heart of Oakwood now.”

She shook her head, flustered. “I’m just—Nathaniel’s wife. I help out where I can.”

Michael laughed, deep and quiet. “Don’t sell yourself short. I’ve been watching you.”

She could not think of a reply. She could barely think at all.

“I’d like to do more for the church,” he said. “I think we should talk. Soon.”

He turned and melted into the crowd, moving with the fluid grace of someone who knew the world would always open a path for him. Abby watched his retreating figure, watched the way people fell silent or hurried to get out of his way. She watched the way Penelope’s lips parted in surprise, the way Jessica’s cheeks flushed with sudden, involuntary color.

Across the room, Nathaniel was still staring. His gaze was cold and bright, like the moment just before a thunderstorm breaks. She wanted to go to him. She wanted to explain. But she didn’t move.

She let herself stand there, in the eye of the storm, with her hand burning from Michael’s touch and the electric residue of his presence still crackling across her skin.

For the first time in years, Abby felt a stirring in that hollow place deep inside her, like a drop of water hitting a still pond and sending ripples through her core.

And all the while, she heard the echoes of Michael’s words, like a promise.

We should talk.

Soon.
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Thanks for reading! If you are interested in more of my books, including updates on the next book in this series, The Preacher's Wife, check out my website:

https://manusdare.com/

While you're there, you can check out links for all of my books, my Ream and Patreon accounts, and sign up for my newsletter!
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