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Chapter 1

[image: Feather]

I sat in the armchair next to my bed, unclothed and nervous – waiting. The cool air of the bedroom brushed over my naked skin making me shiver, though the trembling came less from the cold than from the anticipation of what was to come. I had spent a painful fortune at the beauty salon that afternoon to prepare for tonight’s big date, and it showed.

Almost completely hairless – every pore of my skin smooth and sensitive under my own fingertips. Fresh manicure and pedicure. My straight chestnut brown hair, normally tied back in a neat, practical bun, now framed my pretty face, enhanced by impressive professional makeup. I felt like a doll that had been prepared for a performance.

Apart from earrings and my wedding ring, I wore only a simple velvet choker. The soft material clung to my neck, reminding me with each breath how exposed I was. All these efforts highlighted a figure I try to be proud of. Sometimes I feel insecure about my body, about aging, but at 37 I’m still the tall, slender figure I’ve always been. At least that’s what everyone assures me. My breasts were still firm, my waist narrow, my legs long and well-shaped. In short, I knew I was looking my best that evening. It just annoyed me that probably no one would notice or care. Except perhaps her, I thought, feeling my stomach tighten.

Overall, I tried to calm myself by finding comfort in my obviously successful life. After my Master’s in Chemistry, I landed in education and was now the Academic Director at one of the most prestigious high schools in the state. At work, I’m a respected figure, both among students and colleagues; some would say intimidating. Everyone likes Mrs. Russo, but it’s rare for anyone to cross me. It’s generally expected that I’ll be appointed Principal next year. I love my job. But here I’m not Mrs. Russo, whispered a voice in my head. Here I’m just Lauren.

And I married well, as anyone can see. Just a few months shy of his fortieth birthday, Mike seems to get more attractive with each passing year; it’s unfair. Six-foot-one and broad-shouldered, with a full head of hair and a chiseled jaw, he keeps himself in shape at the gym – very good shape. I knew every muscle of his body, every scar, every inch of his skin. He has a reputation for being personally assertive and business-savvy, yet always behaves like a gentleman, and people take note of that. We’re currently still renting in the city, but with my salary and the money from Mike’s up-and-coming business, we’re seriously looking at a house in Glencoe that would confirm our entry into the upper class.

On any other day, all of this would have been a comfort to me. But I knew that none of it would matter tonight. Tonight I wasn’t the successful Academic Director or the respected wife. Tonight I was something else – something I didn’t quite dare to name yet.

Through the closed bedroom door, I could hear the later stages of the date in the living room: soft music, clinking glasses, muted conversation, occasional bursts of laughter. Her voice was bright and melodic, young. Also some long pauses that forced me to imagine the scene. Touches. Kisses. Mike’s hands on her skin. They’re having a good time, I thought, feeling a strange pang somewhere between jealousy and arousal. Was that better or worse than the alternative? Even now, I wasn’t sure. All I could do was ruminate on that and a dozen other questions, and wait. What am I doing here? What have I become?

Finally, the bedroom door opened and my husband stepped in. The scent of wine and unfamiliar perfume wafted in. I stood up, feeling my bare feet touch the cold floor, my nipples stiffening in sudden excitement. He paused and looked me directly in the eyes, holding my gaze, but I couldn’t read his face. Was there pride? Desire? Or something else?

“I’m ready,” I told him, though my voice trembled.

“How lovely,” he replied, and I heard the satisfaction in his tone.

Tina then bounced in behind him, giggling and slightly tipsy. She pressed herself against Mike’s back and draped her arms over his shoulders, nuzzling his neck. Her movements were fluid, confident – those of a woman who knew what she wanted and how to get it. Finally, she looked up and spotted me standing on the other side of the room. Her eyes traveled over my naked body, appraising, evaluating.

“Mmmmm... so this is her?” she asked, her voice carrying a note of surprise. Mike nodded. “Well, I see what you mean. Come on.”

She took Mike by the hand and pulled him toward the bed, and I got my first real look at Tina in the flesh – her online profile, it seemed, hadn’t been deceptive. In fact, she looked exactly as she was: a sharp young thing slumming it for a while and killing time while waiting for her career to begin. She was taller than me, perhaps 5’9”, and toned in a way that comes so much easier to youth than to a woman of my age.

Her skin had the flawless glow of the twenties, taut and unblemished. Above her dark eyebrows, she wore a mop of light blonde hair in an asymmetrical pixie cut that swung from side to side, with a single pink streak in the front. Through some hipster alchemy I’ll never understand, her ensemble of sneakers, ripped jeans, and a form-fitting plain white t-shirt somehow looked stylish, almost formal.

Under the sleeve of that t-shirt, I could see the tattoo on her left forearm: a simple molecule, the structural formula for serotonin. The happiness hormone. It reminded me of why I had chosen Tina in the first place. The first reason was, of course, that I knew my husband would find her irresistible. But there were others who matched that profile. What really drew me to Tina was less tangible – a mixture of intelligence and arrogance that simultaneously attracted and repelled me.

22 years old, in a few months she would have a degree from university, evolutionary biology. And beyond our shared background in the sciences, I felt I could read her well. She seemed so much like many of my newer female students: the easygoing, relaxed know-it-alls who think they’re smarter than their teachers, and usually they’re right. I know how to handle this type — I even like them, to be honest — and I thought that might give me some measure of control over the evening. But who really has control here? I wondered, watching how confidently she moved.

The soon-to-be lovers approached the bed and shared a gentle but serious kiss that sent a shiver through my veins. I watched their lips part, saw her tongue briefly emerge between them. My breath caught. Tina stepped back and reached down to remove her shirt. Mike stopped her, his large hand encircling her wrist.

“Lauren,” he called to me, without taking his eyes off Tina. “Help our guest with her clothing.”

“Yes, Sir.” The word came automatically to my lips, a reflex that surprised even me. This would be one of my duties, unwrapping my husband’s date for him. I went to Tina and knelt before her; she looked back at Mike, and I could see them sharing a conspiratorial smile. At eye level with her hips, I felt the warmth of her body, smelled the faint scent of her perfume mixed with something natural, feminine. I removed her shoes and socks, feeling the softness of her skin under my fingers, then straightened up on my knees and unfastened her jeans.

While working on the zipper, I looked up and saw Tina studying me — amused, arrogant, and dismissive. Her eyes sparkled with amusement, as if she were observing a particularly interesting experiment. With her jeans now on the floor, I stood up and removed Tina’s t-shirt, again failing to avoid her grin. Her breasts bounced free, small and firm, nipples already hard with excitement. She’s enjoying this, I thought, feeling something dark stir within me — a mixture of envy and unexpected desire.

I reached around her to unfasten her bra, catching a whiff of her perfume — something expensive, floral, that reminded me of my own cheap drugstore version. My fingers trembled slightly at the clasp. I examined Tina’s body for a moment and inwardly winced — she was flawless. Lithe. Thin and curvy at once, with heavy C-cup breasts that put mine to shame; even at my age I couldn’t compete.

How can anyone be so perfect? The thoughts lodged like splinters in my pride. Tina gave me a look and wordlessly tapped her finger on the waistband of her panties; I knelt again and slid them down over her long legs. The lace panties were damp, and the scent of her arousal filled my nostrils. This time I kept my head down, unable to bear her triumphant gaze.

After I had completely undressed Tina, she turned her back to me and did the same for Mike — my husband, but her man. At least for tonight. They shared giggles and flirtatious glances as she removed his clothing, ignoring me, the obedient wife on the floor. Her fingers glided across his chest, playful, possessive. She’s never touched me like that, the thought flashed through my mind, and I hated myself for even thinking it.

Once naked, Mike looked at me and pointed to the chair. “Sit,” he said. One word. Like for a dog. I sat down, feeling the cool leather against my bare skin. Now completely naked, the new couple kissed for a moment before Mike playfully pushed Tina onto the bed; she let out a joyful cry, and he fell after her, where they continued their embrace — kissing, nuzzling, hands everywhere. Their bodies moved as if in a perfectly choreographed dance. Tina noticed me again as she happened to turn her head, her cheeks flushed with lust and power.

“So, is she going to stay cool?” she asked Mike, as if I were a piece of furniture.

“Yes, I think she knows her place,” he said. Then, sarcastically: “Ohhhh, so sorry, honey: her role. That’s what we’re supposed to call it. She knows her role.” The word dripped with contempt.

Tina was staring directly at me now, her eyes sparkling with malicious delight. “Well, if she forgets, we’ll just have to remind her.” Until now I had kept myself together, but now a cold, hard shock shook my pride and my pussy equally, and I heard a soft whimper escape my lips. God, what’s wrong with me? The humiliation burned like acid, but at the same time something dark pulsed between my legs. No longer able to resist, my hand slid down and began stroking my already wet slit.

Tina turned her attention back to my husband and kissed him passionately, rubbing her pussy against his hardening manhood. She began sliding down his body, planting kisses along the way, sucking firmly in some spots to leave love bites that I would have to look at for days. Small red marks of her ownership. She reached her destination and grasped Mike’s shaft, then drew her tongue from his balls to the tip in one long lick, enveloped the head and sucked wildly for a few seconds. The obscene sound filled the room. She glanced over and saw where my hand was. Her mouth released his cock and she replaced it with the steady stroking of her hand; he was powerfully aroused now, the tip glistening with excitement.

“Oh, man. Look at the little slut, she can’t help herself. I guess you were right,” she said to Mike, her voice full of amused contempt. At that, my eyes closed and my head sank, though my fingers accelerated as if they had a life of their own. “Aw, I think we embarrassed her. Are you embarrassed, Lauren?” No answer. I couldn’t speak, caught between shame and desperate lust. “Are you?” she repeated, her voice cutting.

“Yes,” I managed to say, but with obvious irritation.

“Are you ashamed that you need to find someone to fuck your husband for you? Someone better?” Each word was like a knife thrust.

“Yes, Tina.” The truth tasted bitter on my tongue.

“Oh, I think that’s ‘Miss Tina’ to you, isn’t it?” Her eyes flashed with triumph.

“...Yes, Miss Tina.” Mike simply lay there with his hands behind his head, enjoying my humiliation, a satisfied smile on his lips. Tina snorted and returned her attention to my husband’s cock. Seeing it in her mouth triggered a trickle of arousal in me, along with a wave of jealousy that took my breath away. It’s a magnificent tool – quite long, unusually thick, and always ready.

He’s great in bed, and I’ve always been grateful for that. But now I had to watch as it was given to someone else, and it cut away a small part of me. She worked on him with relish, swirling her tongue, stroking the shaft, massaging his balls, and varying her technique. It was an inspired performance, which only intensified the sting. My own fingers moved faster, unconsciously matching the rhythm of her movements.
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But Mike could enjoy it fully. His pleasure was obvious—too obvious for my taste. He was responding more strongly than I had seen him in a long time, his body overwhelmed by occasional little twitches that repeatedly drew an “Ah!” or a muttered “Oh, damn” from him. Each sound pierced me like a needle. I pressed my fingernails into my palms and forced myself to watch.

Tina stopped after just a few minutes. Her hand slid slowly up and down while she looked up at my husband. The saliva glistened on his skin, and I could hear the wet sounds her fingers made.

“Tell me: who sucks your cock better, me or her?” She didn’t even look in my direction, and neither did he. As if I didn’t exist.

“Do you need to ask? You, baby. She’s okay, but you’re just... on a completely different level.”

The words hit me like blows. Okay. After eighteen years of marriage, I was okay. My throat tightened.

“That’s really sad,” Tina said to him. “She’s had so long to learn—so, so long. Is she slow or something?”

“She tries her best,” he said. He reached out and stroked her cheek with his knuckles—the same tender gesture he used to make with me. “She’s just not you. That was something special.”

Tina beamed triumphantly—she turned her head so I could see it before looking back at Mike. Her eyes sparkled with schadenfreude.

“Well, she’ll at least learn something tonight,” she said to him. Then to me: “Come here. To the foot of the bed.” She pointed to a spot behind her. Tina slithered up Mike’s body to mount him, while I crawled to the foot of the bed as ordered. My knees trembled on the mattress. She positioned herself so that she was hovering over his groin, her slender thighs on either side of his hips.

“I’m going to fuck your husband now, Lauren. It’s your job to help, isn’t it?”

The words burned in my throat. “Yes, it is.”

“Then help, cuck. Put him inside me.”

Oh God. She was serious. I muttered “Damn it” under my breath and heard Tina giggle in response. I hesitated, my hand hovering in the air. Without saying anything else or turning around, Tina extended her hand and pointed downward determinedly.

I forced myself to continue—to reach out, to grasp the warm, hard shaft. It pulsed in my grip. The temptation to stroke it was overwhelming, but I just held it upright. Aimed it at her. My own wetness dripped between my thighs.

Tina lowered herself, and I could only watch as she found her target. Mike’s shaft parted the lips of her shaved pussy, pink and glistening with excitement, and she rocked back to force the first few inches in. She let out a surprised “Ah!”—just seeing him hadn’t prepared her for his thickness. Tina let out an amused moan as she rotated her hips and slowly began to devour his shaft. Inch by inch, he disappeared into her. I withdrew my hand but maintained my position behind them, hypnotized by the sight.

“Yes, just stay there for another moment, Lauren. Stay there and watch,” she said. It seemed she took more pleasure in mocking me than in anything else that was happening. Her hips made a cheerful little wiggling motion as she reached the deepest point and took in the last part of my husband. “Mmmmm, yes, right where he belongs. Look closely, Lauren. See what it’s like when he’s in a pussy that’s worth his time...”

I saw it. The way her lips stretched around him. How her body completely enveloped him. A mixture of emotions reflected on my face—jealousy, arousal, shame—but no one would notice. Mike and Tina were much too absorbed in each other. I felt I needed to touch my own pussy while watching my husband use hers, and at the same time I felt I needed to distance myself further from their union; it was too intense. As they began to fuck in earnest, I slid off the bed and went back to my chair.

Tina rode Mike; I watched open-mouthed and rode my right hand. If her youth and beauty were discouraging before, they were downright intimidating now. She was lithe yet powerful, moving with a grace and confidence I could only envy. Every movement was perfectly calculated to produce maximum pleasure. Tina began with a slow rocking back and forth, her hands braced on Mike’s chest, her nipples hard and pink.

His hands wandered freely for a while—caressing her face, squeezing her breasts, playing with her nipples, sliding down her sides—before landing on her hips to guide her. They stayed like that, rubbing at a steady pace with just the slightest hint of acceleration, like an impatient metronome. The whole time, their eyes were fixed on each other—in this moment, I was meaningless. Invisible. My fingers accelerated between my own thighs. Tina broke their silence.

“Oooh, Mike, honey, you’ve got something really special back there,” she sighed. Tina reached back to caress his testicles while maintaining her rhythm. “You deserve the best...”

“Oh yes, this is the best,” he told her. “You feel so... damn... good.” His voice was rough with lust. At that, they accelerated their pace and became more openly passionate. Seeing this sent me into a tailspin. An embarrassingly wet squelching sound came from my chair as I worked two fingers inside myself, but my involuntary moan finally gave me away. It was Mike who first looked over and addressed the situation.

“Laurenberly. You said you’d be good. You know you’re not allowed to come without permission—you wouldn’t dare. Right?” I hurried to shake my head, but I couldn’t stop my fingers. They moved on their own, driven by a desperation I couldn’t control.

“I'll be good, I promise,” I said. Our exchange had done nothing to change how close I was, and I had to ask almost immediately: “Please, Sir, may I come soon? Please... I'll... ohhh... I'll be good.”

“Oh. No, sweetheart. I'm not the one you should be asking,” he said. Oh, shit. “This college girl has control over your pussy tonight—we both thought that would be best.” Tina had slowed her grinding while watching the show, with a mischievous grin directed at me. Her smile was cruel and triumphant. I braced myself to beg.

“Please, Miss Tina, may I come soon? I need it...”

“Aw, poor baby. And what will you give me if I say yes?”

“What... what do you want?”

“I want you to fucking wait,” she said, reveling in her petty cruelty. “You come when I say so. Think you can manage that, Lauren?”

“Yes... oh damn... I can.” I slowed my right hand to a minimum. What choice did I have? Still, my legs twitched, and I couldn't suppress my moaning. My entire body vibrated with suppressed desire. I doubted I could hold back, and Tina could see it.

“No, I don't think so, pet,” she said. “Take your hand off that pussy. We're not going to let you get off before I'm ready.” A tortured groan escaped my lips as I tore my hand away. My fingers glistened with my own wetness. My eyes closed tightly, and I heard Tina giggle.

“Now, where were we?” I heard her say. The creaking of the bed accelerated and my husband grunted. I resigned myself to my situation and watched, forced to settle for my hands wandering over my own body and caressing my own nipples. It was a poor substitute.

This time they built up speed quickly, with Tina taking the lead. She rode Mike aggressively—rubbing, sliding, and thrusting exactly how it felt best for her. Her breasts bounced with each movement. He reached out to play with her nipples and pinch them, the way he does with me, the way I love it. Her hand slid down to their union and she began massaging her clit, which elicited a happy sigh from her. While touching herself, she turned her head to observe me for a moment and taunted me with what I wanted most in the world at that moment but couldn't do. As if fucking my husband wasn't enough.

In no time at all, she brought herself to a climax this way, faster and faster, a film of sweat now visible on her naked upper body. Her skin glistened in the lamplight. It happened quickly.

“Oh damn... oh, DAMN... that's a good cock, I'm going to... fuck, come on come on comeoncomeoncom--AHH!”

I watched as her body shot upward and froze, except for the purposeful grinding of her hips. Her legs twitched and I heard a whimpering whine, the first vulnerable sound she'd made all evening. Her face contorted with pleasure. I can only imagine the tumult of sensations around Mike's cock while he watched this glorious, youthful alpha female trembling helplessly on top of him—how he managed not to come with her, I'll never understand, but he was always good at that. Damn, I nearly came just from the sight. But Mike wore only a smug, satisfied smile and waited for his lover to return to earth.

Finally, she came back to herself. Tina collapsed onto his chest with a hoarse laugh. “Mmm-hmmmm, damn, sweetie. You really are something special.” She kissed him then, and he returned her kiss, and my heart stopped. This wasn't part of the performance. For the first time that evening, they weren't trying to hurt me, which was probably why it hurt so incredibly much. They kissed like lovers, a couple reveling in what they had just shared. Their lips moved gently against each other, their tongues touching. Perhaps for them it was just enjoying the moment—in my confused mind, I saw only a new bond forming. I watched and waited while my universe imploded.

At last, they broke their kiss. Tina was still catching her breath, panting from her acrobatic performance. Her hair clung to her neck, damp with sweat. Mike turned to me.

“Lauren, get us some water, will you?” I nodded and went to the kitchen on dangerously wobbly legs. My thighs were wet, my entire body still vibrating with suppressed arousal. Somehow, leaving the room only intensified my anxiety. Walking through the apartment was like touring everything I stood to lose. Here was the first couch we bought as a couple, which took up too much space in our old apartment. There was the huge flat-screen TV I'd given him for his 36th birthday; he had been so excited. On the wall, some vacation photos: scuba diving in the Cayman Islands, everyone beaming. Damn, damn, damn.
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I returned with two bottles of water and found them lying on their sides, facing each other. Their bodies formed an intimate silhouette against the dim light, and Tina’s hand glided slowly over Mike’s arm, her fingertips tracing invisible patterns on his skin. The soft murmur of their voices fell silent as my footsteps creaked on the wooden floor. Since Mike had his back to me, Tina noticed me first – her eyes sparkled with a mixture of pleasure and possessiveness before she discreetly nodded toward the door to alert him. Mike turned around and smiled, his face still warm from their closeness.

“There’s my good girl,” he said cheerfully, his voice carrying a new confidence that sent a shiver down my spine. “You’re still my good girl, aren’t you, Lauren?”

The word good echoed in my head, sweet and humiliating at the same time. “Yes, Sir.”

“Good, very good. Why don’t you take a seat?”

I handed them the water, my fingers trembling slightly as our hands touched. I sat down on the edge of the bed as instructed, feeling the warmth of their bodies still lingering in the sheets. Mike and Tina drank slowly, their eyes meeting over the rims of the bottles with a familiarity that both aroused and stung me. They lay back down, their limbs intertwining effortlessly as they engaged in a brief whispered conversation that I couldn’t make out. Mike gave her a playful slap on the behind, the rich sound of his palm on her skin making me flinch. He pointed in my direction and said to her: “Up.”

“Mm-hmm. Yes, Mr. Russo,” she responded, her voice like honey and velvet as she rose onto all fours facing me. Her movements were fluid, feline, every curve of her body accentuated by the warm light. Mike knelt behind her and massaged her buttocks admiringly, his hands kneading her flesh with a possessiveness that made me wet.

“Wow, Lauren. That’s quite a view from back here,” he said, his voice rough with desire, gaze fixed firmly on his target. I could see him positioning himself, his hips aligning, the taut line of his body as he presumably placed the tip of his cock at her entrance. “Heh, but I guess you already knew that. Ask me to fuck her, darling. Just so there’s no misunderstanding. Ask me to fuck Tina some more. Ask nicely.”

The words hit me like a blow. My mouth went dry, and on my first attempt to say it, I faltered, aroused but still shaken by the raw power of his demand. Tina giggled, a silvery sound that vibrated through my bones.

“Yes, Lauren. Ask him to fuck me some more,” she taunted, her voice dripping with sweet cruelty. “Ask him, and you can touch your little pussy again.”

My arousal overrode every other instinct in my brain, burning through my veins like liquid fire. I opened my mouth to obey, the words forming on my lips like a prayer.

“Sir, please fuck Tina some m–”

“AH!” Tina screamed without warning, her body arching upward. Mike had interrupted me by plunging into her with a single, brutal thrust. I immediately moaned, my hand shooting between my legs, my fingers already circling my clit as if they had a mind of their own. God. I had built up so much erotic tension since the moment Tina had forbidden me to touch myself. Within four seconds, a wave of carnal energy overwhelmed me, blurring my vision and distorting my entire perspective. I no longer worried – or rather I did, but that only made it hotter, adding a layer of forbidden sweetness. My world suddenly became very simple: I wanted to come, needed it like air to breathe.

alone.

The silence afterward was thick and heavy. Mike lay beside me, his breathing still irregular, beads of sweat glistening on his forehead.

“Hey,” he finally said, his voice quiet and uncertain.

“Hey.”

“So... was it too much? My God, she really gave it to you. I tried to keep up, but it’s hard for me because I...” He faltered, struggling for words. “I just love you so much, Lauren. I didn’t want to frighten you.”

He looked at me with such tenderness, his eyes soft and vulnerable, so different from the domineering sadist of a few minutes ago. It felt like I could never really lose him, as if we were connected by something unbreakable.

“Oh, Mike,” I began, my voice still hoarse from my screams. “I wanted it to be frightening, remember? And it was. But it was also incredible. Thank you. For everything.” I held his face in my hand, felt the roughness of his stubble, and kissed him gently. “But what about you? Are you okay? I wanted you to enjoy it too.”

“I’m fine, Lauren. Seeing you so beside yourself with arousal, writhing and moaning... I’ll never forget that, ever. It was sexy because you were there, that’s all.”

“Come on, it’s okay,” I said, my fingers stroking his cheek. “I wanted you to desire her. I wanted you to lose yourself in the moment... to forget me for a minute.”

Mike stared into space for a while, his jaw working as if wrestling with invisible words. Finally, he was able to respond.

“I guess I did, I suppose. But only for a minute, I swear. Lauren, you’re the sexiest woman in the world, and no one could ever replace you. I hope knowing that doesn’t ruin it for you.”

We lay there for a while, looking at each other, our hands exploring familiar contours, occasionally kissing with the tender slowness of lovers who have time. Finally, he could ask the question that was obviously bothering him, his forehead wrinkled with concern.

“So what... what did she say to you at the end? I couldn’t quite understand it, but it sounded pretty, I don’t know... it sounded malicious.”

“It was nothing,” I told him, even though my heart beat faster at the memory. “Just dirty talk. It’s okay. It was good. It’s... what I needed.”

He nodded as if he understood; whether he did or not, I couldn’t tell. His eyes searched my face for clues.

“And, uh, what about you? When she whispered in your ear and you... what were you two talking about?”

“Oh. Um, the same. Nothing really, just dirty talk.” He looked uncomfortable, perhaps guilty, his shoulders tensing. I guess neither of us was quite ready to say everything out loud. But he tried. “I... I can tell you. It didn’t mean anything. She was just talking about how—”

“Shhh, it’s okay,” I interrupted him, placing a finger on his lips. “Maybe it’s better if I don’t know.”

“Better?”

“... Hotter.” I giggled and looked away, as if I were joking, but I really meant it. The secrets, the unspoken words—they burned inside me like little fires.

Tina came back; she was in a good mood, all smiles, her skin still rosy and glowing. “Wow. That was really something. You two should talk about it, but if you ever want to meet again, I could certainly be persuaded.”

She looked at both of us, but then caught my gaze and winked. That simple gesture sent a shiver through my entire body, making me tremble inside, and I heard myself softly moan. Between her wink and my husband’s gentle caresses, I somehow found myself dangerously aroused again, my skin tingling with renewed desire.

Tina began collecting her clothes, moving with the same fluid grace as before. Without really thinking, I stopped her. “You know, it’s getting late. If you want, you can stay here tonight, with us.”

Mike looked at me questioningly, his eyebrows raised in surprise. He mouthed silently: sure? I nodded—I think I was sure. Tina seemed pleased, her smile widening.

“Really? Okay, that would be great! I’ll be right back.” She went out the bedroom door and turned left, down the hallway. We could hear her opening the linen closet and rummaging around in it, the rustling of fabric and the creaking of hinges. Now we both wore questioning looks.

“Wait, is she...” I began.

“Yes,” Mike answered. “I guess she’s setting up the couch?”

“I guess so. Honestly, I thought she might share the bed with us.”

“Well, that’s what I thought you meant too.” Mike thought for a moment and seemed satisfied, a small smile playing around his lips. “Look, she doesn’t want to go too far. That means you chose well.”

We shared a kiss and a smile while we waited for our guest to come say goodnight. A minute later she returned; she held some sheets and a spare pillow in her arms.

“All right, Lauren; here you go,” she said cheerfully, her voice sweet as sugar. We both stared at her, not quite understanding. “Come on, let’s go. I mean, if I’m staying over, then you’re sleeping on the couch.”

She said this as if it were the most natural thing in the world, her eyes sparkling with a mixture of innocence and calculation.

“Oh, um, haha, I don’t know,” Mike began, his voice uncertain. Apparently, he wasn’t quite ready to kick his wife out of the marital bed. “I mean, we...” He turned to me for support, only to find that I was already climbing out of bed, my feet touching the cool floor to get myself a shirt and underwear. “Lauren?”

I returned to his side, leaned down and kissed him, still tasting the salty flavor of our passion on his lips. “It’s okay,” I said softly. “See? You were right: I chose well.”

As I passed Tina, she handed me the bedding, the fabric soft and warm in my hands. Then she leaned forward to kiss me on the cheek, her lips leaving a burning imprint on my skin, and patted me on the behind.

“Good girl, Lauren,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear.

I smiled at her modestly and made my way to the living room, my steps quiet on the wooden floor. Behind me, I heard a door closing, the soft click of the lock like a period at the end of a sentence.

Lately, I find myself pondering more and more often a simple question with a simple answer that I absolutely cannot comprehend: “How?” How did I get here? How did she get here? How have we transformed our life and our marriage like this, blurred these clean lines beyond recognition? How could it happen so quickly, like sand running through my fingers? And how the hell am I so at peace with it, as if I’ve finally found a part of myself I never knew was missing?

The only answer I seem to find: “One day at a time.” That’s not very helpful. But maybe that’s the point—maybe I was never meant to understand everything. Maybe I was only meant to feel.


Chapter 4
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Early Monday morning, I slipped out of bed, the cool air making me shiver as the thin nightgown brushed against my bare legs. My bare feet found the cold wooden floor of the staircase, each step a soft creak in the morning silence. The scent of freshly brewed coffee drew me to the kitchen, where I could hear Mike bustling about – the familiar clinking of porcelain, the rustling of newspaper.

There I found my husband already dressed for work, leaning against the counter skimming the newspaper and sipping his coffee. His suit fit perfectly, his tie tightly knotted – ready for his own big day. The morning light streamed through the kitchen windows, casting sharp lines across his face. He looked up as I entered, and his smile was warm, but I could sense the tension behind it.

“Morning. Big day!” His voice sounded too cheerful, too consciously optimistic.

“Oh boy. Big day,” I agreed, rubbing my arms to dispel the goosebumps.

“Are you nervous?” He studied my face over the rim of his coffee cup.

“You could say that. Are you?” My voice trembled slightly, and I hated myself for it.

He paused to consider the question, his eyes drifting to the window as if he might find an answer there. “No, not really. It’s going to be fantastic. And you are going to be fantastic – I know that, even if you don’t.” His conviction was so firm, so unwavering that I could almost believe it.

“Ha, thanks; I’ll trust you on that,” I said, feeling my shoulders relax a little. “Should I make you breakfast?” My hands were already twitching toward the cabinets, ready to lose myself in the familiar routine.

“No, thank you Lauren, but I need to leave early. I’ll grab something on the way.” He set down his cup, and the small clink echoed in the quiet kitchen. He paused for a moment as a thought occurred to him, his face taking on that particular expression. “But I think Tina deserves a special breakfast today. Can you handle that for me?”

My stomach tightened, a familiar mixture of shame and arousal coursing through me. “Of course, you’re right. If she gets up early enough. I have to leave in an hour.” My voice sounded calmer than I felt.

“She’s stirring already; I think she’ll be down soon.” He glanced at his watch, the face gleaming in the morning light. “Yes, I need to go. See you tonight, sweetheart.” He paused to kiss me on the forehead – a chaste, marital kiss that reminded me of everything we once were and what we had become. His lips were warm and dry, and for a moment I smelled his aftershave, that familiar scent of cedar and something sharp. Then he grabbed his briefcase and headed for the door. As he went out, he called back to me: “Big day, big day...” His voice faded down the hallway.

It was uncertain whether or when Tina would actually appear, so I went back upstairs to get ready for work. The steps creaked beneath my feet, and I felt anticipation growing in my stomach. School started today and, as predicted, I had gotten the job. At 38, I was the youngest principal in the school’s long history, and today would be my first day of teaching.

Naturally, I wanted to look good, so I had chosen my best suit – steel gray, with a pencil skirt, perfect fit; unmistakably expensive. The fabric felt cool and smooth against my skin, armor made of wool and silk. As I applied my makeup and examined my reflection, I caught sight of my constant companion: the chain Mike had given me for my last birthday – my day collar. It was discreet but meaningful, a thin silver band that fit perfectly around my neck, secured by a small lock at the back. I didn’t possess the key. My fingers automatically went to the cool metal, a gesture that had become as habitual as breathing.

When I came back downstairs, the heels of my pumps clicking rhythmically on the wood, I saw Tina eating a fruit salad at the kitchen table and scrolling on her phone. The bluish light of the screen illuminated her face, and she looked like the college girl she was – young, carefree, beautiful. Damn, I really hadn’t expected her to come down in time.

It had been just seven months since her first date with Mike – seven months since she had helped me live out my greatest fantasy by sleeping with my husband while I watched and reveled in the humiliations they inflicted on me. The memory hit me like a blow: how I had crouched in the corner of our bedroom, legs pressed together, watching as Mike took her. It proved to be such an intoxicatingly heady experience that I never really sobered up. I simply kept arranging dates with her, addicted to the burning cocktail of shame and lust.

Five months ago, when she learned she had been accepted to graduate school at Northwestern, we celebrated by giving her a key to our apartment so she could come and go as she pleased, and sleep with Mike whether I was watching or not. Four months ago, we signed the contract for our new house and joyfully invited Tina to live with us. Three months ago, we moved in: I watched as Mike carried Tina over the threshold, and nearly fainted from jealous arousal. The image burned into my memory – her legs wrapped around his waist, her laughter like silver bells, while I stood there with moving boxes in my hands.

Through all of this, Mike had been so considerate. We both knew I was the one pushing things forward, drunk on his and Tina’s dominance, but at each step he checked in with me, offered me exits – “Are you really okay?” ... “Are you sure?” ... “Do you want us to slow down, take some time for ourselves?” His voice had always been gentle, concerned, loving. I realized recently that he hadn’t asked me these questions in quite some time. I wondered if he would ask them tonight, or if we had already gone too deep to return.

But now Tina was sitting at the table. Heavens, even fresh out of bed she was painfully, effortlessly beautiful. Her dark hair fell in soft waves over her shoulders, and her skin shimmered in the morning light like porcelain. I wouldn’t have time to change clothes, but I had promised Mike I’d help her with breakfast, so that’s what I would do. My pulse quickened as I entered.

“Hello you,” I said, my voice sounding stranger than intended.

“Hey! Big day, huh?” Her eyes shone with a mixture of excitement and something else—something predatory.

“Indeed, indeed...” We shared an awkward moment of silence. Awkward for me anyway, and perhaps even for her. Much remained unsaid in this moment—the memory of past nights, the anticipation of tonight, the complicated dynamics that ran through our lives like a web of silk and barbed wire.

“So...” Tina began and fell silent, her fingers playing with the spoon.

“So,” I offered, “what are your plans for today?” I tried to sound normal, like a hostess inquiring about her guest’s plans.

Tina shrugged, a casual gesture that emphasized her youth. “Whatever I want, I guess. Will prepare for tonight.” A smile played around her lips, and I felt my stomach tighten. She still had two weeks before she needed to be at school—perhaps the end of her last summer vacation, but she was spending it here, in my house, in my life.

“Right, right... well, in that regard, Mike thought you should get a special breakfast today, which makes sense. But I have a time issue now, so if you wanted to skip it, we could—” I heard myself speaking and hated the submissiveness in my voice.

“Skip? Oh, no way, Lauren. I love special breakfast! Come on, we’ll make it quick.” Her voice was bright and expectant, as if asking for a gift.

That was predictable. Tina continued eating the fruit salad she had taken from the refrigerator while I approached the table. My hands trembled slightly as I removed my jacket and carefully hung it over the back of the chair. The expensive fabric felt heavy, a reminder of my other identity, the professional woman I would be again in a few minutes. I pushed my skirt over my knees, felt the tight fabric stretch against my skin, and crawled under the table.

The world changed down here. The light was muted, filtered through tablecloth and shadows, and I smelled the faint scent of Tina’s skin, mixed with the aroma of the fruits above me. Tina wore only an oversized T-shirt and no underwear; she slid forward on the chair so I could reach her, her movements fluid and matter-of-fact, as if this were the most natural thing in the world. Suddenly I found myself eye to eye with her honey pot, the delicate pink folds already glistening with moisture.

I enjoyed the sight for just a moment, letting my eyes wander over the flawless skin before diving in. The first contact was always a shock—the warmth, the moisture, the salty taste that spread across my tongue like a forbidden wine.

The scene both tickled and tormented me. There I was, a confident, successful woman, dressed in my finest business attire, and I was beginning the day of my professional triumph by worshipping this brat’s greedy loins. Because I had been told to. My knees pressed against the hard floor, the fabric of my skirt stretched across my hips, and I could feel my carefully applied makeup beginning to smear.

At work I was the boss, and even before I was the boss, I was used to other people showing me respect. But at home, this college girl was my superior. My husband was too, but mostly he delegated to Tina and let her set the rules, which made it even more humiliating. Why did I let this continue?

The warm, slippery tingling between my legs helped answer that question, and I found my enthusiasm for the task at hand. My underwear was already damp, and I pressed my thighs together to intensify the tension. The thought of how I must look now—the respectable principal kneeling under a kitchen table—aroused me. The memory of what we had planned for tonight aroused me. The taste of her increasingly juicy pussy, which I had long since learned to love, aroused me. But somehow more than anything else, I was aroused by the fact that Tina simply continued enjoying her breakfast as if I weren’t even there.

I heard the soft clink of her spoon against the bowl, the occasional turning of newspaper pages that Mike had left behind. To her, I was just another kitchen appliance, a living vibrator she could use while eating her strawberries.

After a few minutes, she finally acknowledged my presence. “Ahhh—I tell you, Lauren, this is the best way to wake up. You should try it sometime. Hey, maybe you’ll find someone who’s even weaker and more submissive than you to play with.” Her words hit me like whiplashes, and I felt my face burning beneath her. You’d think I’d be used to it by now, but her taunts still hit the mark; my face glowed and my lower body tingled with painful desire.

“I guess that’s pretty unlikely,” she continued, and I heard the smile in her voice. “But who cares. What matters is that you’re getting REALLY good at this. Mmmmm... I mean it, honey, you should be proud: you’re an expert now. And what did I tell you right at our first meeting? I promised to make you a world-class pussy diver, and I keep my promises. Right, Lauren?” Her hips moved slightly against my face, and I felt her opening up, ready for more. I removed my lips from her to respond, the taste of her still on my tongue.

“Yes, Miss Tina,” I said, my voice hoarse and broken, and immediately went back to work. We had long since dropped the whole ‘Miss Tina’ routine... except when my tongue was inside her, which was often. In those moments, I transformed back into the submissive creature she had made me.

“Ahhh, but that hits exactly the right spot. I was getting a little crazy – he hasn’t had his cock in me for over a week, saving it up.” Her voice became more breathless, and I felt her tensing under my tongue. “Tell me, how long has it been for you? Haha...” She laughed at her own joke, a bright, cruel laugh that echoed through the kitchen. We both knew the answer: not since my birthday; not since July. Two months without my own husband’s touch, while she could have him every day. I quickened my tongue to keep myself from thinking too much about it, diving deeper into her as if I could lose myself in her warmth.

“Oooh, yes, that’s it. Mmmm... So tell me, Lauren, are you looking forward to tonight?” Her voice was now a breathless whisper, and I felt her muscles contracting around my tongue. I stopped licking just long enough to answer, my lips still wet from her.

“Yes, Miss Tina.”

“Hey, no, wait a minute.” She leaned back so she could see my face under the table. Her fingers slid out of me, and I immediately felt the emptiness. “Tell me the truth, not just what you think I want to hear. You might as well at this point.”

My God, she wanted to know the truth? How much time did she have? I had barely thought about anything else for the past month. The perverse thing is that I was actually looking forward to it. Sometimes a wave of unease would come over me – at night, when I was lying alone in bed imagining her with him while I waited. But rarely. Mostly I was eager. Mostly I found it exciting. Mostly I even thought it was a good idea. The problem, of course, was that it’s hard to think rationally about something when the mere thought of it soaks your underwear. Like now, as I knelt here with the taste of her wetness still on my tongue.

After a pause, during which I felt her expectant eyes on me, I was finally able to answer her.

“Yes, I’m looking forward to it... it’s complicated, but yes.” For once, I looked up at her from between her legs and saw something that looked like sincerity and affection. Wow. She usually treats me like a real person, but when we play together, I’m always her toy. For a moment her mask had slipped, and it was confusing. Vulnerable. It wouldn’t last long.

“Good, me too.” She smiled warmly and ran her fingers through my hair, gently massaging my scalp. Then the mischief returned to her face and she guided my mouth back to her clitoris; I dove in eagerly, grateful for that small moment of kindness.

“Oh, Lauren... my sweet, sad humiliation addict...” Her voice became that familiar, domineering whisper again. “Mmmmm, yes... you did so well finding me, Lauren – I’m exactly what you needed... ohhh, damn yes... you’ll see, it will be glorious, and you made it all possible... now do your damn job and make me come...”

It didn’t take long after that. I worked to bring her to climax as quickly as possible; my tongue circling and sucking while she sighed and squirmed. Her thighs trembled around my head, and she soon came with a deep moan, rewarding me with a tiny gush from her opening. The salty, sweet taste filled my mouth. As I crawled out from under the table, my knees stiff from kneeling, Tina looked at me and burst out laughing. “Oh man, Lauren, you should see how you look,” she said, her cheeks still flushed from her orgasm.

I already knew: a supposedly elegant lady wearing tousled hair and smeared, wet makeup at 7:30 in the morning, smelling of pussy. My lips felt swollen, my chin glistening with moisture.

“Lauren, if I told you to go to work like that, would you?” That made me freeze: just the possibility that she might be serious – and that if she was, I might actually do it. My pulse quickened at the thought.

“Ha! Just kidding. I want you to have a great first day; that’s important.” She came right up to me, her naked skin warm against my clothes, to kiss me twice, once on each cheek. “And believe it or not, I’m very kiss very kiss proud of you.” Then she stepped back for a moment, studying my face, before pressing an intimate, long kiss on my lips – a rarity. Her tongue gently brushed against mine, tasting herself. Today really was a big day.

“My God, Lauren! Can you imagine? By this time tomorrow, I could be pregnant.” Her eyes sparkled with excitement, and something in my stomach tightened – jealousy, desire, fear, all mixed together.


Chapter 5
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I cleaned myself up, refreshed my makeup, and arrived on campus only a few minutes later than planned. My fingers were still trembling slightly as I applied concealer under my eyes—traces of the sleepless night where Mike’s hands and Tina’s whispers had wandered through my dreams. I feared being too distracted given the turbulent morning (and the evening ahead), but once I began working, I found my rhythm as always and returned to my usual self.

The familiar routines—lesson plans, grading, conversations with colleagues—enveloped me like a protective cloak. Or is it my other self? My former self? Hard to tell when you’re shuttling between two worlds as foreign to each other as day and night.

The day went smoothly, and for the most part, I didn’t waste a thought on what would happen to my world after the school bell rang. The normalcy felt almost surreal—as if I were playing a role that no longer quite fit me. The only discomfort was an encounter with a particular teacher toward the end of the day. Nobody except Mike and Tina knows about our situation, and so far, no one at work seems to have noticed the significance of my new necklace... except perhaps Ms. Hernández. She’s young, intelligent, and attractive—a woman who knows her power and wields it effortlessly.

Confident too—probably a bit too worldly for her position as a high school English teacher, and she knows it. Her dark eyes seem to harbor secrets, and the way she moves reminds me of a predator marking its territory. Actually, she reminds me of someone. She hasn’t mentioned anything, but every time I’m near her, I imagine I feel her gaze on my necklace, followed by a barely perceptible grin.

A smile that suggests she understands more than she’s willing to reveal. I’m uncertain, possibly it’s just my imagination—or my paranoia, which has been gnawing at me lately like a hungry wolf. When I mentioned this at home, Tina was thrilled. Her eyes lit up, and she slowly licked her lips. She joked (at least I think she was joking) that we should invite her over for a sleepover sometime.

Of all the crazy things Tina threatened me with that first night, this is the only one she hasn’t made real: the idea that I would bring other women from my actual life for Mike and thereby out myself. The thought alone makes my heart race—not just from fear, but also from a dark, forbidden excitement. Well, she did bring one of her friends for Mike once, but hasn’t seemed keen on repeating something like that since, and sometimes I wonder why. I still remember the look in her eyes as she watched Mike touch the other woman—an expression somewhere between possessiveness and uncertainty. Perhaps she’s protecting me and my feelings. Perhaps it’s about the emotional stability of our little threesome. Perhaps it’s jealousy: she doesn’t want to risk Mike falling for someone else and replacing her, similar to how she displaced me.

In rare, agonizing moments, I think, maybe she simply doesn’t want to jeopardize her lucrative deal: fantastic sex with my husband, a submissive little helper in me, free room and board in an upscale neighborhood, a besotted couple covering most of her tuition fees... and, if everything goes according to plan, a baby, along with all the support needed to advance her career simultaneously. The coldness of this calculation tightens my throat, even though part of me wonders if I haven’t fallen into this trap myself—caught between devotion and self-denial.

But I don’t think that’s it. Nobody could be that calculating, and Tina isn’t a sociopath—even if she sometimes manipulates with a precision that makes me shudder. Anyway, I try not to think too intensely about this possibility, because the truth might be more painful than any lie I tell myself.


Chapter 6
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When I arrived home around 4:30 PM, I found myself alone there. The silence of the house enveloped me like a warm blanket, yet my heart pounded restlessly against my ribs. Mike wouldn’t return from work for about another hour, and Tina was out somewhere, presumably getting herself ready for our special occasion. Since we had decided to have a baby – since we had decided to have a baby this way – Tina had been meticulously tracking her cycle, and tonight she would be entering her most fertile phase.

The air seemed electrically charged, as if a storm were brewing. Each breath felt heavy, full of anticipation and a nervousness that made my hands tremble.

With each passing minute, my anxiety grew, uncertain if I could go through with all of this. My thoughts raced between excitement and panic. Am I ready for this? Can we really do this? To occupy my mind, I began making preparations for the evening. I freshened up, the warm water of the shower washing away the tension of the day from my skin, slipped on a subtle silk negligee – the fabric gliding coolly over my still-damp skin making me shiver – and devoted myself to the bedroom (theoretically our bedroom, but practically mainly hers).

I cleaned the room with a thoroughness that bordered on obsession, experimented with the lighting until it was warm and inviting, made the bed with fresh sheets that smelled of lavender, and lit some candles – it felt cliché, but somehow appropriate. The scent of vanilla and sandalwood slowly filled the room. I was just considering what music to play later when Mike came in; I hadn’t even noticed his arrival, so absorbed was I in my preparations.

“Oh, Lauren-bear,” he said, his voice warm and full of admiration, “this looks wonderful, thank you. And you look stunning, wow.”

He came to me and hugged me tightly, his strong arms closing around my waist, even lifting me slightly off the ground, and suddenly I was flooded with a wave of memories and emotions. His familiar scent – a mixture of his aftershave and something purely masculine – filled my nose. It was as if the clouds beneath me had parted and I noticed, as if from nowhere, that I was standing on a mountain peak.

First, the realization hit me how rare this had become: a genuine moment like this with my husband. His hands on my hips, his breath on my ear, the way he looked at me – as if I were the most precious thing in the world. Not that I never saw him or that he wasn’t affectionate; it was just that I rarely experienced him alone, unless we were busy with something else or rushing somewhere, like this morning. There was so much I loved about our new lifestyle, but this realization hurt like a dull stab in the chest.

Then, still in his arms, his warmth pressed against my body, I inevitably thought about how he had held me like this on our first “big day.” It was my birthday, almost two months ago – the first time I wore my new collar, the cool leather still strange against my neck, and until now the last time I had slept with my husband. The memory of his hands on my skin, of the way he had touched me, stirred a familiar longing within me.


Chapter 7
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Two months ago...

My God, it’s so damn messed up. This is a digression, but an important one. And I have to write about it, even if my fingers tremble over the keyboard.

Mike and I had decided to have a child. Not out of the blue, of course. We always wanted to start a family, but somehow there was always a reason to postpone it—his promotion, my project, the new car, the renovation. Now was clearly the right time: I was approaching the end of my thirties; we had money, established careers, and a spacious new house with the perfect room for a nursery; and we were still completely in love with and committed to each other, with a happy and stable marriage.

The latter might sound absurd with Tina in the picture, who mostly took my place in the marital bed, but somehow it was truer than ever. Our emotional bond remained unchanged, and our sexual satisfaction reached new heights. After buying the house, it was clear that we would try; I stopped using contraception and threw the little blue pills into the trash with a mixture of excitement and fear.

This part was wonderful and innocent. The twisted part began when we made a game out of it: Russian roulette with our family tree. I couldn’t say exactly when it started—perhaps on a Sunday morning in bed, when Tina casually remarked how fertile I looked. At first, it was just a private joke among the three of us—“can you imagine, hahaha.” Then it sometimes became dirty talk in bed, just another thing Tina could tease me with while her fingers wandered over my belly. Finally, it became part of our dirty talk during every encounter, a dark undercurrent that both aroused and frightened me.

And then it returned from the realm of dirty fantasies as a real plan: Tina and I would take turns getting pregnant—whoever crosses the finish line first, wins. If that outrages you, I can only say: Blame me. The three of us were riding the same wave, and I pushed the idea forward just as much as the others. Look, I’m not stupid; I could see which way the wind was blowing and could have stopped it. But the more real it became, the more arousing it was. And wasn’t Tina already family in every important sense? She knew my secrets, shared our bed, shaped my dreams.

Tina’s birthday gift to me was that I got the first attempt at Mike’s baby. My birthday happened to fall during a favorable phase of my cycle, so it happened then. We dressed up—I wore the black dress that Mike loved, Tina chose something red that accentuated her curves—had drinks at the bar where the waitress took us for a happy couple with a very attractive friend, went out for a fine dinner, and finally ended up in the bedroom where candles flickered and the air smelled of jasmine.

I was a bundle of nerves, my hands trembling as I held my wine glass, but Mike and Tina were so tender that evening: they stood on either side of me, distributing kisses here and there—Mike’s warm and familiar on my neck, Tina’s cool and possessive on my lips—while they caressed my body and slowly removed my clothes. Each button they unfastened felt like a small act of surrender. They led me to the bed, where they continued to shower me with attention. Tina kissed her way down my body, her lips leaving a trail of moisture and desire, and then dove into my pussy to prepare me—she does this so rarely for me, but she’s incredible at it. Her tongue moved with a precision that made me sigh.

Before I could come like that, Mike positioned me on all fours with Tina’s inviting slit in front of my face. The scent of her arousal filled my nostrils, sweet and musky. He began a steady, pounding rhythm, his hands gripping my waist with force that would leave small blue bruises; Tina stroked my hair and whispered sweet words in my ear while I tried to focus on her pleasure. The knowledge that we were fucking with intent made everything so special.

I was sandwiched between my husband and my mistress, my face repeatedly pushed into her crotch until I could barely breathe. Each thrust was like a little reminder—a perfect physical manifestation of my new life. It was disturbing to realize how much I loved this, how much I needed this helplessness.

Tina came with a cry, while grabbing my hair with both hands and holding me in place; it hurt, but in a good way that made me even wetter. Mike slowed down behind me, and I lifted my head to look at Tina’s face. She smiled sweetly, approvingly—caressed my cheek and ran her thumb over my lower lip, which was still wet from her pussy; I snapped at it and sucked eagerly. She let me suckle for a moment before moving and guiding me to take her place in the middle of the bed.

Mike climbed on top of me, between my spread legs, and looked meaningfully into my eyes; he kissed me and I believed I was falling in love with him all over again. His lips tasted of wine and promises. “Ready?” he asked, his voice rough with desire. I couldn’t trust my voice, so I just nodded, my heart hammering so loudly that I was sure they could hear it. He looked at Tina and she also nodded in approval, like a queen granting her permission. Mike rose to his knees, slid his manhood into me, and began slowly. He wrapped his arms around my thighs and held my legs up off the bed, opening me completely to his view.

Tina let Mike begin and then snuggled up to my side, facing me. She laid her leg across my stomach; her left arm snaked under my neck, supporting my head, while her right rested on me, alternately embracing my shoulder, caressing my breasts, or stroking my face. Between the two of them, I was completely wrapped up—helpless, but secure; trapped, but exactly where I needed to be. Her skin was warm against mine, and I could feel her heartbeat against my ribs.

Tina completed the moment. She tilted my head toward her with her finger, held my gaze for a long moment, and then simply said: “I love you, Lauren.” She had never said that before, at least not really. She might say it casually (‘love you, babe’), or ironically, while reveling in my latest act of submissive debauchery... but never like this, like a lover. Or a partner. The words hit me like a blow to the chest. I tried in vain to respond, and my mouth hung open like a fish; Tina saw me hanging like that and rescued me by covering my mouth with hers, so that I only had to think about her kiss, about the taste of her tongue.

Mike's thrusting cock felt incredible, and the tangible love surrounding me was exquisite, yet the scene was incomplete. The raw mass of sexual energy flowing through me was enormous, but also aimless, unplanned. By now, I was so accustomed to coming in a certain way, experiencing submission and erotic humiliation directly—simply being loved was disorienting. To my shame, it felt like something was missing in this perfect moment. I needed more than tenderness. I needed her control.

Perhaps Tina wanted to play her role just as desperately as I needed mine, but I’d like to believe she could sense the simmering desire beneath my surface and decided to rescue me. She placed her lips against my ear, her breath tickling my skin, and began that type of verbal hypnosis against which I had proven so defenseless. While Mike possessed my loins, Tina would conquer new territory in my mind.

“Oh Lauren,” she purred, her voice like honey over glass, “I meant it: I love you, in my way. You feel it, don’t you? You notice it because we’re here. I didn’t have to let you fuck your husband. I didn’t have to give you the first chance to get pregnant. I didn’t have to give you any chance at all. But here we are. And whose cock is fucking you now, hmm? Whose bare cock is deep inside your hungry little pussy?”

“Mike’s... oh, it’s Mike’s,” I whimpered, but even as I spoke the words, I knew they were wrong. Tina responded by taking my nipple between her nails and squeezing hard enough to get my attention. The pain shot through me like lightning. “Aiyy-AAH!”

“Try again,” Tina hissed softly in my ear, her nails digging deeper into my flesh. “Whose cock is it really, Lauren? Who does it belong to?”

“Oh God, it’s yours, it’s yours...” The words tumbled out of me before I could stop them. Tina released my nipple, rubbing it soothingly and kissing my cheek, a reward for my honesty.

“Good, Lauren! Much better—there’s my clever girl,” she said, her voice warm with pride. “That’s my cock, and I’m letting you use it tonight... What do you say about that, darling?”

“Thank you, Tina!” I croaked out, my voice broken with gratitude.

“That’s good. You’re welcome, Lauren. You’re such a good girl for me, always such a good girl. And I’m rooting for you tonight, really. But you should know... I think your chances are slim.” Her words were like a cold breeze across my heated skin.

Her words had the desired effect. My arousal was now razor-sharp focused and effortlessly penetrated the few defenses my rational mind could still erect. And in this moment, it wasn’t part of any game or fetish: I knew in my core that it was Tina’s perfect cock I was feeling, that this evening was her gift to me... and I was so completely, sincerely, reverently grateful. This new truth burned itself into my brain and remained there, like a brand on my soul.

“Yes, Lauren, focus,” Tina continued, her voice now more urgent. “You should make the most of this chance, sweetheart. If you don’t succeed tonight, you might never get another chance. Maybe I’ll just take your next attempt. And the one after that, and the one after that. Mike would agree, don’t you think? And so would you. That’s the part I fucking love, Lauren. You’ll be the one convincing him to skip your next attempt, and then you’ll thank me for the privilege of watching him plant his baby inside me.”

“Oh my God, Tina! Oh my fuck! Mike, I want... oh, Miss Tina, I’m going to... Oh my God YES!” I lost myself completely, and I loved it. My breathing became ragged and my mouth began stammering nonsense. Physically held from all sides, I could only hold onto Tina more tightly, my nails digging into her shoulder. While Mike fucked my body and turned me into a trembling mess, Tina fucked and seeded my mind, in a way that was harder to recognize but just as real. I felt something opening inside me, not just physically, but deep within—a new space for her words, her control, her love.

My legs tensed and trembled in Mike’s grip as I approached one of those earth-shattering climaxes that only Tina could draw out of me. Every muscle in my thighs cramped as the heat in my lower abdomen grew into a burning inferno. Mike noticed; he thrust harder and faster into me, his breath hot and irregular on my neck as he approached his own climax. Tina noticed too—her eyes sparkled with dark satisfaction as she watched me surrender to ecstasy.

“Oh no, Lauren; oh dear, that’s bad... you want to fail, don’t you? You like the idea so damn much.” Her voice was like liquid honey wrapping around my thoughts. “Just imagine how much you’ll love it when I’m pregnant. Day in, day out, watching my belly swell with Mike’s child... Mmmm, I think you’ll soak your panties every time you see me, I think you’ll finally know what d--”

“aaaAAAHHHH FUCK! FUCK!!!” Her monologue was interrupted by uninhibited screaming as my orgasm carried me away like a tidal wave, washing away all other thought. My entire body arched, pressing against Mike, as waves of pleasure pulsed through every fiber of my being. The sight before him—my trembling, sweating body writhing in complete surrender—triggered Mike’s climax too. He pressed hard into me as he filled me, his groan deep and guttural. I could feel his warmth spreading inside me, and it was delicious. It was everything I had wanted, even if only a small part of me was even aware it was happening.

Afterward, the three of us collapsed in place; we had neither the physical nor mental energy to move. My limbs felt like water, my mind floating somewhere between reality and dream. My bed partners were loving again, heartbreakingly so, cooing their words of praise and affection—for one night, I was the center of attention. Tina to my right, her hand resting gently on my chest, Mike to my left, his arm wrapped around my waist, and me right in the middle, while the fruits of their love silently seeped onto the sheets. The salty smell of sweat and sex hung heavy in the air, mingling with Tina’s sweet perfume. As far as I was still capable of thoughts at all, I fell asleep with a simple idea: “this is good, this is good...”

When my next period arrived punctually, three weeks later, I almost smiled. A strange feeling of relief mixed with something I didn't want to name—disappointment? I stared at the red spot in my underwear and wondered if I had gone crazy.


Chapter 8
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Mike released his embrace and brought me back to the present. I looked into his eyes; surely he could sense my unease. “Come, stay with me for a moment,” he whispered and led us to the freshly made bed, where we lay down facing each other.

We remained like that, silent, for several minutes. It was peaceful, yet my stomach was in knots. Of course, we had discussed this idea, but mostly in an erotic way, or when Tina was present, or as a hypothesis (“if it comes to that...”). Now everything was frighteningly real and standing at our door. If we wanted to have a real yes/no conversation, it had to be now. Mike began, thank God.

“Are you afraid?”

“Yes,” I admitted.

“Are you turned on?”

“You know I am, honey. I’m so damn hot I’m practically vibrating.”

“Sounds enjoyable,” he replied.

“It’s indescribable, but I feel so... powerless. Like a train is heading straight for me. Or maybe I’m on the train. God, I’m the damn conductor, Mike.” I laughed briefly; Mike joined in. His hand lazily stroked up and down my arm.

“I completely understand. But, you know, um...” He hesitated and looked away. “Okay. Last stop coming up, last chance to get off the train. Possibly. Is that... what you want? To stop the train?”

I could read the unspoken in his face: please say no. Heaven, it was so obvious that he didn’t even want to bring up the possibility of backing out. He loved me, he knew his obligation... but one look at him told me that my fantasy had long since swept him away. When exactly had that happened?

“No,” I answered, “somehow I don’t want that. But I don’t understand it myself, and think we might be completely insane. I mean... what if I said yes, I want to wait? What then?”

He hesitated. “Then we wait. Reconsider everything. Of course we would, Lauren – you’re my wife.”

“Mike, I’m one of your wives.” He hurried to contradict me, to reassure me, but I interrupted him. “Shh, it’s okay, it’s okay. But tell me: if I really wanted to stop, send Tina away and just be Mr. and Mrs. Russo again – could you do that? Could you really give her up?”

This time the pause was long and agonizing. To Mike’s eternal credit, he didn’t lie to me.

“God, Lauren: I don’t know. Okay? I’m sorry, but I don’t know. I would try, but... I might still want her. Maybe I need her. Maybe... we should really slow down. I’m worried about you.”

I saw that I was putting him through the wringer. I didn’t want that, but looking back, I was glad one of us was thinking that way. And I was grateful that he had enough care not to steamroll me into keeping my promises. I searched for a way to explain it to him, though I barely understood it myself.

“Listen,” I said, “do you remember what you told me that first night with Tina? You swore that no one could ever replace me.”

Mike winced. “And you feel replaced?”

“Yes, a little...” I reached out to touch Mike’s cheek. “...and I damn well love it. I don’t know what’s wrong with me, but that’s the truth. I think that’s kind of the whole point – the danger, the denial. I just have to trust you to protect me because I obviously can’t do it myself. Believe me, if we lost Tina, I’d miss her more than you would.”

“There’s nothing wrong with you, Lauren. You’re just brave, that’s all. Braver than me, I know that. You pursue what you want, risks be damned. And how could I ever give up someone like you?”

God, how I loved him in that moment. We were now almost forehead to forehead, holding each other gently and caressing one another. After a brief silence, I asked: “What do you think will happen tonight? Is it time?”

He didn’t need time to consider his answer. “Honestly? I think Tina is young and will get pregnant if I just look at her sideways. Yes, I think it will happen tonight.” I confronted this possibility again and Mike saw my expression change. “Does that make you sad?”

“Yes, maybe a little sad, in a way,” I said.

“Just sad?”

“No, not just sad.” I smiled at him as I took his hand and guided it between my legs – I knew what he would find there. “Does she feel sad?”

“Good Lord, Lauren! You’re soaking wet down there, you naughty girl. Maybe you really are okay with this...”

Mike kept his hand on my sex and began to rub – gently at first, then gradually faster and more intensely. The soft, wet smacking sound constantly reminded me of my embarrassing situation, which only fueled my desire; soon I was on my way to climax.

“Oh, darling, I don’t know if Tina would approve of this,” I said, only half joking.

“I can do whatever I want, remember? You’re the one with rules. And right now I want to see my first wife squirm.” He got his wish: in no time at all I was a trembling, whimpering bundle of flesh. He began pumping two fingers in and out of me, being careful not to bring me too close to the edge.

Instinct took over my entire being as he continued his delicious torture. I swung my leg over him and my hips began a spontaneous, obscene grinding motion, shamelessly thrusting against the air. I was desperate to feel his cock inside me; a million years of evolution driving me to take his seed before it could be given to my rival. I looked at Mike and pleaded with my eyes.

“Oh, did you want to make love?” he asked, as if it wasn't obvious.

“Yes! I need it...” A devilish grin spread across Mike's face.

“I want to hear you beg first. Convince me that you need it; convince me that you deserve it.” The old Lauren had too much self-respect to debase herself as he demanded. The new Lauren had no use for such nonsense and began an embarrassing stream-of-consciousness monologue, begging him for God's sake to have mercy on her.

“PLEASE, Mike! Please, I need it. I love you so much! Don't you love me? I've been a good girl, a good wife, I've done everything you've ever asked. I brought you Tina – you can keep her, you can fuck her tonight, you can fuck her every night, I don't care. She doesn't even have to know. We can have this one thing just between us, I'll give you anything you want, please fuck me right now.”

Mike smiled sweetly and leaned in for a kiss. Hope swelled in my chest and my hand flew down, desperately trying to open his pants – I could feel how hard he was, and it made me dizzy. Mike broke our kiss and spoke a millimeter from my face.

“You really want this cock?”

“Yes! Yes, please, anything, I need it, your wife needs it...”

Mike accelerated his manipulation of my clitoris. He kissed me again, just for a second, then leaned forward and said directly into my ear: “Too bad, you gave it away.”

An agonizing cry broke from my lips; it hurt so much. But, as Mike had surely expected, it also catapulted me into the damn sun – I came violently on his fingers. It calmed me down. There was no more room for my selfish desire, no desperate need to be filled before Tina. I had gotten my fix.


Chapter 9
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After I’d collected myself, Mike went to change and freshen up. He suggested I do the same and reminded me to change the sheets I’d soiled. I did so, and then had nothing left to do but wait.

Alone in the bedroom, my arousal began to grow again – I couldn’t think about anything other than what was about to happen, and I’d never been able to think about it without dissolving into a puddle of lust. That’s how we’d gotten here in the first place. I knew I wasn’t allowed to touch myself, but it was difficult, and it got harder with each passing minute. My skin tingled. Every breath seemed to travel directly between my legs. When I heard the garage door opening, announcing Tina’s return, I had an embarrassingly Pavlovian reaction: my pussy began to drip.

I waited. I hadn’t been ordered to stay upstairs, but I couldn’t face them. I couldn’t face her. Instead, I lay down and waited, listening, brooding, and getting wetter. Muffled, I could hear cheerful sounds from downstairs: my husband and his lover, talking, moving around, preparing. Planning, no doubt. At some point, they ate dinner without me. The clinking of dishes penetrated through the floor. Laughter. My stomach growled, but the hunger in my loins was stronger.

Should I eat? I don’t know, but it’s been over an hour now; this is getting weird. Whatever’s happening downstairs, I should be part of it, otherwise it’s like I’m not a real part of this family. This family. Oh God. This growing family. Why did we... maybe there’s still... Oh shit. Oh, SHIT. I need to get down there. Come on, Lauren... Lauren, don’t just lie there: get the hell out of bed. Go on, you can talk yourself into it on the way d—

Before I could convince myself to leave the bedroom, it was too late; they were coming up the stairs. Not knowing what else to do, I stood up to greet them. My legs were shaking. My heart hammered against my ribs.

Mike and Tina entered hand in hand, beaming, every inch the loving couple. Which they were. They took a few steps into the room and paused when they saw me, but their faces didn’t darken, and if they felt the same kind of fear I did, there wasn’t the slightest sign of it. Silently, I watched as they turned to each other; they exchanged a few words and nods, apparently confirming a previous agreement, which they now sealed with a kiss. Tina’s hand rested on Mike’s chest. His encircled her waist. When the kiss ended, Tina turned and came directly toward me. She was the picture of confidence, coming over to greet a petrified wreck.

When she reached me, she placed her hands on my shoulders. “Lauren,” she said warmly. Her fingers were warm through the thin fabric of my top. She held my gaze for a breath and then came forward to kiss me – the kiss was gentle and lingering, but I was too frightened to return it. Her lips tasted of wine. She gave up on the kiss and then hugged me tightly, but my arms remained at my sides. Over her shoulder, I saw Mike watching. His gaze was intense, examining. I tried to tap into whatever was giving him his strength, but it wasn’t working. Tina woke me from my paralysis.

“Thank you,” she whispered. She sounded so sincere, so vulnerable... and Tina was never vulnerable. It touched me deeply – inside me, the walls came crashing down. I heard myself sob once. I suppressed a second sob and a tear. My eyes clenched and my arms came up unbidden and wrapped around Tina as if she were my lifeline. In that moment, she felt like home. Her perfume enveloped me – something floral with a sharp note. My eyes opened and found Mike, watching approvingly.

When the embrace ended, Tina looked at me and we broke into awkward, genuine smiles that seemed to convey what we needed to say. “Phew! Are you ready to go through with this?” she asked. Her eyes sparkled. I nodded eagerly and managed a ‘yes’ through my halting voice. I thought I could see it now: It would be hard, but it would be good.

Tina looked back at Mike triumphantly. Mike in turn looked at me and said: “Lauren, why don’t you help Tina with her clothes. For old times’ sake.” Of course. I hardly did this anymore, but if we were going to do this, we should do it right. My fingers were already twitching for her.

“Yes, Sir.” Tina stood still for me and watched with satisfaction as I removed her few items of clothing. Her top slid over her skin like silk. As I wrapped my arms around her to undo her bra clasp, she took the opportunity to lean forward and whisper her first instructions for the night in my ear. Her breath tickled my ear.

“Hey, Lauren.” I froze. “Are you going to be a good girl tonight? All night? Are you sure you can do that for me?” This was perhaps the closest she would ever come to asking my permission. The sensible thing would have been to think about it for even a single heartbeat. But I was already plunging into the warm embrace of subspace, so I didn’t. My mind dissolved like sugar in hot water.

“Yes, Tina.” The words came automatically and tickled the pleasure centers of my brain on their way out.

“Good! That’s good. Then I want you to do something for me. Tonight, all night, until the deed is done or I tell you otherwise, your hand...” – as she said this, she took my hand in hers and pressed it firmly between my legs – “...stays here. Do you understand, Lauren?”

I drew in a sharp breath and happily replied: “Yes, Miss Tina.” My pussy pulsed against my palm.

“Wonderful. We can’t have you getting silly on us now; let that little button help keep you on track tonight, hmm? We’ll both have a much better time.”

“Ooooh... yes, Miss Tina... thank you...” I knelt down to pull down her panties and saw that I was just inches from her naked sex while my hand obediently rubbed my own, and without thinking I lunged forward to press my mouth against it. A happy moan rose from my depths. Her taste exploded on my tongue – salty, sweet, forbidden delicious. I would make her ready.

Tina was delighted. “Ah-haaaaaMmmmm... someone is eager... someone is already my good girl.” She stood there and let me feast for a few minutes, lovingly running her fingers through my hair and occasionally letting out those happy little sighs that had become so important to me. Her hips moved slightly against my face.

When she’d had enough, she stepped back, moved behind me and held my head in position. Her fingers dug gently into my hair. She motioned for Mike to take the place in front of me. He had already undressed while I was attending to Tina, so within moments I had his semi-hard tool at my lips; I moaned gratefully as I took him into my mouth. His familiar taste filled my mouth.

For a minute there was nothing else in my world but the rapidly hardening shaft on my tongue; it was blissful, peaceful. I became aware of Tina’s hands on my head, holding me steady; it felt like comfort and security. I could hear my mistress and my husband making out above me, and a touch of exquisite jealousy flowed through me. My free hand cupped Mike’s testicles; they felt so full, so swollen with life. The thought of what was waiting inside them made me tremble. Thoughtlessly, I was overcome with the need to get to that life before it could be given to someone else, to empty his balls into my mouth – I sped up and began to work purposefully. My tongue swirled around his head. Tina noticed.

“Whoa, calm down, tiger,” she said with a giggle and pulled me away from Mike’s cock. Her fingers encircled my wrist like a shackle. “Maybe you’d better take a seat over there.”

She directed me toward the chair by the bed, and I slunk to my place appropriately chastised, while Tina led Mike by the hand to our bed. My cheeks burned with shame – like a child caught sneaking treats. The chair felt cold beneath my bare thighs.

She lay down and Mike took his place between her legs. He looked down at her, adoration written across his face, and they continued their kiss from earlier. Tina held his head in her hands, then guided one of them down to lead him to her opening – her pained gasp let me know when he was inside her. The sound pierced me like a blade.

They began a slow and tender lovemaking, and immediately I could see the value of Tina’s instruction to keep my hand on my sex. What they were doing was intimate, meaningful... and so, so private. I was an afterthought in my own home. A piece of furniture. A voyeur in my own marriage. I don’t know what I would have done if my clitoris hadn’t been dispensing its special stream of opiates – that sweet numbness that kept me from breaking completely.

For what felt like an eternity – but was probably only 10 minutes – they remained like that, trapped in their own world, not looking at me even once. Not even thinking of me, I suppose. My fingers moved mechanically while my eyes devoured every muscle, every movement, every shared breath. I couldn’t hear most of what they were saying, but I heard enough. It began simply and brutally enough: They stared into each other’s eyes and declared their love. It wasn’t the first time I had witnessed this exchange, but it was the most solemn.

And it was Mike who said “I love you” first. The words hit me like blows. Tina returned it in kind, cupping his face with her hand, and they continued like that – slowly, reveling in their shared moment, in no hurry for it to be over, whispering tender nothings to each other that I mostly couldn’t understand. Most of what I could catch almost made me wish I couldn’t. Each whispered word was another crack in what remained of my heart.

After a few minutes, as their spiritual connection grew, Mike lifted his head from Tina’s face and looked at her as if he had just thought something profound and meaningful. His eyes glistened with moisture.

“You’re staying, right? Whatever happens tonight, I think I never want you to leave again,” he whispered, barely audible.

“Never, Mike, I promise.” She wrapped her arms around his back and pulled him tight against her, and I heard her voice fade: “I belong to you, I belong to you...”

The words echoed in my head like a mantra. I belong to you. Had I ever said that to Mike? Had he ever wanted to hear it from me?

Whenever I watched them, the effect on me was usually inversely proportional to the wildness of their lovemaking. Now they seemed to have elevated their union to a sacred ritual, and I was an emotional and sexual wreck – hoping not to come too quickly, and trying not to disturb the ceremony with noises that were too loud. My free hand clutched the armrest of the chair.

Over time, Mike accelerated his pace, and the stroking of my fingers over my clitoris became faster in response. My arousal would soon boil over and I could do nothing about it. Mike and Tina exchanged brief messages, too quiet for me to understand, little telegrams of love, lust and devotion, followed by nods or confirming sounds. After one such exchange, I watched as Mike raised his upper body into a push-up position – Tina’s hands followed him upward, caressing his face and keeping his gaze fixed on hers.

“This is how it had to be, darling, this is how it would always end,” she said. Mike closed his eyes and nodded slightly, while his hips continued their work.

“Yes, I know that now, oh God, I know...” This was irresistible poison to me. The resignation in his voice, the acceptance – as if he were finally acknowledging a truth that had been waiting for him for a long time. I surrendered to my desire and came with a loud, obscene moan that I had been holding back since they began. It was a powerful wave that crashed over me, and my senses were disconnected from the rest of the world for I don’t know how long. My body twitched uncontrollably as shock waves ran through me.

My vision returned first, and what I saw was the couple in front of me, momentarily frozen, in conversation, and occasionally glancing over at me. The rushing in my ears gradually subsided, and I caught the end of it.

“Really?” asked Tina. Her voice sounded amused, almost maternal.

“Yes, I think so,” Mike replied. “I mean, I think we should, don’t you?”

“I’m happy as is. I think she’ll be fine.” I watched Tina roll her hips and smile at Mike. They were talking about me as if I wasn’t there. As if I were a pet whose wellbeing they needed to consider.

“Mmmmm... I like this too... but we’re asking a lot. She should be part of it, and you’re just so good at... you know. Please?”

Tina sighed. “Okay, you’re right. How do you want to do this?”

“Your choice,” he said. Tina thought for a moment before pushing Mike off her and making room in the bed. Her movements were slow, deliberate – like a queen summoning her subjects.

“Lauren darling, why don’t you join us,” she said cheerfully. Her voice dripped with affected sweetness, and I knew that whatever would follow would draw me further into their world – a world where I was simultaneously everything and nothing.


Chapter 10
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I stumbled over, my legs still weak from the intensity of the previous moments, and Tina guided me to my place on the bed – I felt the lingering warmth of their bodies against my back, which felt like an embrace, a deceptive comfort before what was to come. The mattress gave way under our weight, and I sank into the still damp sheets that smelled of sex and sweat.

Tina spread my legs wide and crawled between them, facing me, her bottom thrust high in the air. Her eyes sparkled with that dangerous mixture of tenderness and cruelty that I had learned to fear and love. She smiled wickedly at Mike and slapped her right buttock; the sound echoed through the room like a starting gun. Mike understood the hint and positioned himself behind her, his hands already on her hips.

Holy shit. I was about to witness Tina’s ultimate triumph – and my almost unimaginable submission – up close. Her face just inches from mine, her warm breath on my skin. From experience, I knew she wouldn’t make it easy for me. The prospect was equally enticing and terrifying – like waiting for a fall that you’ve brought upon yourself.

“Where does your hand belong, Lauren?” Tina yanked me back to reality, her voice gentle but relentless, and I hurried to obey, fumbling with my fingers to find my slippery button again. The first contact made me tremble. Tina purred contentedly, a sound like a satisfied cat, and I knew my husband was inside her again; I could see it in the way her eyes widened, how her mouth formed into a silent ‘Oh’. He began with a gentle, slow rhythm, probably to give her the chance to work her magic on me. She wouldn’t waste this opportunity.

Tina began so tenderly that it was almost cruel. She studied my face with an intensity that made me feel naked, and stroked her thumb across my cheek, the gesture so loving that my eyes burned. She then leaned down for a gentle, prolonged kiss; I could feel Mike’s rocking movements pressing her against my lips, each thrust echoing in our kiss, and it spread a warmth throughout my entire body that seeped deep into my belly. When she broke our kiss, she looked at me wistfully, her eyes moist, and said: “God, Lauren, he really loves you, did you know that?”

I did know, but it felt good to be reminded of it in this moment, while another woman was lying on top of me being fucked by my husband. I nodded, unable to speak. Tina continued, her voice a whisper: “...and so do I.”

I smiled, inwardly and outwardly – she had made me into a cuck, and she was my mistress... but she was also my lover, my partner. I felt so close to her in this moment, closer than to my own husband who was thrusting into her. I craned my neck to taste her kiss again, but she stopped me, her index finger catching my lips like a barrier. I just looked at her confused, and she explained it. She spoke softly, evenly, but with an undertone that made my blood freeze: “But you were a bad girl today. Did you try to break our agreement? Try to fuck my husband on my special day?”

Oh my God. He told her! He didn’t have to tell her. Why did he do that? My heart hammered against my ribs as if trying to escape. I tried to hide my panic, to keep my face neutral; it failed completely.

“No, Tina, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to... Oh God, I wasn’t thinking... it just happened, I was just so–” The words gushed out of me like water from a broken dam.

“Shhh, shhh... calm down, Lauren. Mike explained everything, he defended you...” My inner turmoil began to subside, my racing heart slowed, until I saw Tina’s face break into one of those impish, deadly smiles I knew so well. The smile of a predator before it strikes. She leaned down and whispered directly into my ear, her lips almost touching my earlobe.

“...and besides, maybe... maybe I was a bad girl too. Remember your birthday? Maybe I fucked his brains out the whole week before. Maybe I sucked him off in the alley behind the bar so he had nothing – absolutely nothing – left for you. Maybe I didn’t want to take any chances. Maybe that happened...”

She bit my neck, and I gasped in pain – physical pain, emotional pain, pain of every kind – and Mike took it as a signal to accelerate his thrusts into something meaningful, humming contentedly like a man who is finally getting what he wants. Tina moaned and completed our depraved symphony, her voice a high, sweet note above Mike’s deep growl.

Was she serious? Was she just playing with me? Did it even matter? I looked questioningly at my husband, but he couldn’t know what I had just been told, and seemed content as he focused on the scene beneath him, his eyes half-closed with lust. God, could it be true? She’s playing with me. That day had meant so much to me, and she knew it. Would she? Would Mike? The thought drove me insane in exactly the way Tina would have predicted: I was both existentially horrified and insanely, drippingly aroused. I rubbed my clitoris harder, circling with my fingers, and roared: “Oh my G-Goddddd Tina-aaaaa...”

Mike was really fucking her now, his restraint finally broken. His thrusts pushed her forward repeatedly, pressed her into me, pressed me into the bed, making her breasts slide over mine. We were now covered with a thin film of sweat, salty and hot, and the movement of Tina’s body against mine became slick, slippery. Mike’s breathing grew heavier, coming in short bursts, and I knew his fateful climax was in sight. Tina was panting and moaning lustfully in my ear, her warm breaths tickling my skin; it was a struggle for her to form words, but she persevered – for my sake or hers, I don’t know.

“Ohhh, Lauren... Mmmm... it makes me so happy that you're here for this part... Unh!... I'm taking him from you, watch me take him away from you... I told you this would happen – Oh, fuck!– right from the first time I met you... I bet you thought it was just teasing, just dirty talk... I'll tell you a little secret, Lauren: so did I... I didn't even mean it... but you're such a... damn... ooooohhh... weakling... pushover... ohhh God FUCK ME MIKE!”

That was it. The words hit me like blows, each one a truth I didn't want to hear but needed. I cried out and came on my fingers, my body arching beneath them (and immediately began touching myself again, still on the edge of orgasm, hungry for more). Mike saw it; he grunted and muttered 'oh fuck' and began thrusting harder, his hands digging into Tina's hips. Tina giggled at my predicament or came as close to it as possible in her frenzied state. She was clearly on the brink and began a confused stream of vulgar taunts and dark threats that simply poured out of her like poison from an open wound.

“Ooooh, look at you, Lauren, coming on your fingers while your husband impregnates another woman, you just can't help yourself, oh thank God for you, Lauren, you've given me so much and you're going to give me so much more... Oh fuck, want to stop it? Tell Mike to stop, oh I dare you to do it, I want to see it happen, I want to see your face when he ignores you... No? You won't do it? Then thank me goddammit! Thank me for saving your marriage, for giving your husband what you couldn't...”

Automatically I tried, my tongue stumbling over the words. “Ohhh, th-... oh my God, thank y-... thank you, M-m...–” Each syllable felt like betrayal and liberation at once.

“Good girl, Lauren, good girl, you're such a good girl, if this works, we'll replace that necklace with a damn dog collar, you'll be my happy little slut, actually living on your knees, you'll... OH FUCK, oh fuck it's coming! Lauren he's com-AH! AHHIYEE!”

Tina came; her entire body trembled on top of me like a leaf in a storm, and she bit into my neck so hard I felt the warm trickle of blood. The pain shot through me like rocket fuel poured on a fire; I had never been that kind of masochist, but this was too perfect, too symbolic. My final orgasm of the night flared up and surprised me with its intensity. I tried to form words, to tell the world, but I could only produce screams and meaningless syllables, sounds like a wounded animal.

I returned to earth to the sound of my old marriage being rebuilt. The wet, slapping sounds of flesh on flesh grew faster, louder, a primitive rhythm that shook my bones; Mike filled our ears with that urgent, determined growl that we both knew as the harbinger of his ultimate ecstasy; Tina, still dazed from her own orgasm, urged him on with a voice raw from lust.

“...Yes, baby! Ohh do it, I want it, fucking fill me up, fill your girl up, Mike... oooooh do it! Cum inside me! Oh God IMPREGNATE ME, impregnate me in front of her eyes, it's time, it's time...”

She threw her hand back and landed on his hip, urging him to finish what he had started. What I had started. Beneath her, I could do nothing but whimper in rapt attention; I wrapped my arms around her and squeezed, holding on for dear life, desperately trying to get as close as possible to the center of the action, even if I was just a spectator. Finally, the dam broke.

“Tina! ARRGHHH FUCK! TAKE IT! Take it damn...” Mike rammed into Tina one last time and paused, his entire body stiffening. She kept her ass angled, her shoulders pressed against mine, her weight pushing me into the mattress. I heard a happy, almost giggling whimper right next to my ear as Tina felt the warm, wet, pulsing sensation at her cervix. I heard my husband release a loud sigh, the audible discharge of the tension of the entire evening. I also heard my own voice in the background, murmuring “oh my God, oh my God” like a mantra, a prayer or a curse.

We stayed like that for a minute, three bodies merged in sweat and juices and exhaustion. Finally, Tina lifted her head, and I looked at her – exhausted but insanely happy, her cheeks flushed, her hair matted. Our eyes met for the briefest moment, and I saw something in her eyes that looked like gratitude, before she turned and met Mike above me in a passionate kiss.

As they separated, they paused: Tina's lithe body twisted to look at my powerfully built husband, her arm bent to hold his cheek – like a baroque sculpture on my lap, as if I had to buy a ticket to view their lovemaking. Not for the first time that evening, I felt like an intruder in my own marriage, a ghost wandering the edges of its former life.

Gravity finally overwhelmed them; both sank onto the bed beside me, panting and blissful, Tina between me and Mike. I turned my head and watched them, content to bask in their untarnished happiness. Her body glistened with sweat, skin rosy and warm, and I could smell the musky scent of her desire, mingled with Mike's salty aroma.

After perhaps 20 seconds, a thought occurred to me. I didn't evaluate it; judged it neither kindly nor harshly. It simply swept everything aside and was immediately implemented. A primitive instinct took over – the urge to help, to care for, to optimize. I grabbed one of the pillows from under my head and slid down the mattress. My knees dug into the soft sheets as I knelt and touched Tina's exhausted thighs.

“Lift up,” I whispered. Tina obeyed immediately, pulling her knees to her chest and raising her bottom from the bed. My breathing was irregular, but my hands were steady – I pushed the pillow under her well-formed buttocks and watched as Tina relaxed slightly, the cushion supporting her elevated hips... and allowing gravity to work its intoxicating effect on the seed inside her. A perverse pride flowed through me at the thought of helping every drop of Mike's sperm flow deep inside her. Tina was beaming now.

“Good girl, Lauren!” She said it with such pride, like to a small child who had cleaned their room without being asked. Without wanting to move from her position, she raised her foot and rubbed it tenderly against my cheek. Her skin was warm and soft, and somehow it felt like a loving embrace – more intimate than any touch we had shared before.

I couldn’t resist, my gaze drawn to the space between her legs. My pulse quickened at the sight: Tina’s pussy was ravaged. Her normally delicate folds were now angry and swollen red, unmistakable evidence of the depravity I had just witnessed. And everywhere was semen – smeared across her inner and outer lips, covering her clit, trickling down to the cleft of her ass like white pearls on pink silk... and God knows how much was inside, seeping into the heart of her womb where, I was now certain, a vulnerable egg waited, eager to be conquered. The thought made me shudder – a mixture of arousal and something darker that I didn’t want to name.

Tina noticed my fixed stare. “Mmmm, Lauren,” she began. Her eyes were half-closed, and she slurred her words as if she’d been fucked into intoxication. “Do you want me to sit on your face? Do you want to suck your husband’s entire load out of me? I know how much you love that. Well... Mmmm-haha... you can’t have it. But...” She hooked her foot around my neck and nudged me forward. “...why don’t you clean me up like a good girl. Just the outside, Lauren, just the outside...”

I sank down gratefully, my heart pounding with excitement and shame. As I reached my target, I worked my tongue up and down her flawless skin, starting at the edges of the area and working my way inward. The salty taste of Mike’s semen mixed with Tina’s sweeter essence on my tongue. I dipped into her slit and licked straight upward, pausing just short of her opening, collecting my husband’s fertile seed on my tongue. What am I doing here?, I asked myself, but my body was already answering – a warm wetness between my own legs. At some point I noticed I could hear kissing above me, but this time I didn’t want to look. Instead, I reached Tina’s clit and sucked on it, licking the sticky streaks of semen around her button and circling it with my tongue, as I had learned to do. Tina rewarded me with a happy, lazy moan.

“Mmmm... you wonderful pervert, you’re going to make me come again,” she said. And then to Mike: “She’s doing it, honey. Oooh, she’s so good – I think we’re keeping her, heheh.” All I heard from that was the praise, and I loved it. I was addicted to her approval, to the feeling of being needed. When Tina reached her climax a few minutes later, it was a gentle, leisurely orgasm.

A feast for the senses. Her thighs trembled around my head, and I felt her muscles contracting around nothing – around the emptiness where Mike’s cock had been. I lifted my head from between her thighs and looked at the happy couple cuddling before me. They’ll want to be alone tonight, I thought.

They noticed me watching them and smiled. Before I could find an elegant way to say goodnight, Tina patted the space beside her, on the side opposite from Mike. Thank God. I was exhausted in every way; all I wanted was to curl up in bed next to a warm body. My limbs felt heavy, as if I had been fucked myself.

The three of us lay there – Tina in the middle, her hips still supported by my pillow, surrounded by... whatever we were to her. Family, I guess. I hope. The word felt strange, but somehow right.

Tina just lay there enjoying our affection. Mike and I cuddled up to her sides, kissing her shoulders and stroking her body very gently, as if wanting to convince ourselves she was real. Her skin was still warm from sex, and I could feel the slight trembling of her muscles as she relaxed. When our hands accidentally met over her stomach, our fingers instinctively intertwined. I looked across Tina’s peaceful form to my husband, and our eyes met. He winked at me, which made me smile. Mike looked so happy, deep contentment radiating from every pore. That makes sense, I suppose. I wondered how I looked to him. Exhausted? Confused? Fulfilled?

We stayed like that for a long time, staring into each other’s souls from both sides of the tsunami we had invited into our lives. Finally, Mike began to doze off. I felt his hand go limp and used my own to keep it together with mine on Tina’s stomach. Under our united palms, I could feel her steady heartbeat, the gentle rise and fall of her breathing.

Tina’s breathing became regular, and I knew she had fallen asleep too. For a while, I simply watched the two of them. Tina looked so peaceful, her face relaxed, lips slightly parted. In this moment, she looked younger, more innocent – not like the seductress she was during the day. I felt a deep sleep coming over me and rested my head on Tina’s shoulder. We’ll be okay, I told myself, we’ll be okay... But even as I thought it, I knew everything had changed. There was no going back.

The End


Bonus-Inhalt

Meine heiße Succubus Stiefschwester

Erst vernascht sie ihn - dann saugt sie ihn aus

Klemens lehnte seinen Kopf missmutig gegen die Scheibe des Beifahrerfensters, während er innerlich vor sich hin fluchte. Seine Finger trommelten nervös auf seinem Oberschenkel, ein stummer Protest gegen die Veränderung, die ihm aufgezwungen wurde.

Sein Vater Alexander wirkte gelassen, deutlich besser gelaunt als Klemens selbst. Er konzentrierte sich auf die Straße, wissend, dass es nicht viel zu besprechen gab. Sie hatten bereits alles durchgekaut – den Umzug zu seiner neuen Frau, die Vorteile des geräumigeren Hauses gegenüber ihrer beengten Mietwohnung und dass Klemens in derselben Gegend bleiben und seine Freunde behalten würde.

Das machte Klemens trotzdem nicht glücklicher über die Situation. Der Gedanke bohrte sich wie ein stumpfer Nagel in sein Bewusstsein.

Vor allem, weil er diese Frau kaum kannte. Er hatte sie nur ein einziges Mal getroffen, bei seinem 19. Geburtstag vor einem Monat. Eine große Latina in ihren Dreißigern wie sein Vater, in einem enganliegenden grauen Businessanzug, der ihre Kurven kaum verbarg. Damals trug sie einen Pferdeschwanz und ihre Augen versteckten sich hinter einer Brille. Ehrlich gesagt hatte Klemens ihr trotz ihrer unbestreitbaren Attraktivität kaum Beachtung geschenkt. Das Bild ihrer selbstbewussten Haltung und des formellen Lächelns hatte sich dennoch in sein Gedächtnis eingebrannt.

Candela Fernández hieß sie. Ein ziemlich seltsamer Nachname, fand Klemens, aber noch verrückter war die Tatsache, dass sie jetzt seine Stiefmutter war. Das Wort fühlte sich fremd in seinen Gedanken an, wie ein zu enger Schuh.

Er hatte nicht einmal an ihrer Hochzeit teilnehmen können, weil er sich am Tag davor die Nase gebrochen hatte. Ein Kraftpaket von Köter, der ihm kaum bis zu den Knien reichte, hatte ihn auf der Jagd nach einem Vogel einfach umgerannt. Flach aufs Gesicht. Die Erinnerung daran ließ ihn unwillkürlich die Hand an seine Nase führen.

Immerhin war das gut verheilt. Innerlich schmerzte ihn die Entwicklung zwischen Candela und seinem Vater noch immer, auch wenn er es nie aussprach. Er respektierte die Entscheidung seines Vaters, besonders weil Klemenss biologische Mutter, die erste Freundin seines Vaters, nach seiner Geburt verschwunden war. Klemens hatte sie nie kennengelernt, aber sein Vater beharrte darauf, dass es verschiedene Gründe für ihr Verschwinden gab – sie fühlte sich nicht bereit für die Mutterrolle, Familiendruck und andere Dinge, über die er nie ins Detail ging. Eine Leerstelle, die Klemens sein Leben lang begleitet hatte.

Sein Vater hatte jedes Recht, nach so vielen Jahren als alleinerziehender Elternteil weiterzuziehen und eine neue Partnerin zu finden. Gott weiß, wie schwierig Beziehungen in den Dreißigern sind, wenn man all den Witzen und Kommentaren im Internet Glauben schenken darf.

Das linderte Klemenss Unzufriedenheit jedoch kaum. Sie lag wie ein schwerer Stein in seinem Magen.

Vor allem, weil Candela eine eigene Tochter hatte, die er noch nie getroffen hatte. Und er wusste nicht, was er davon halten sollte, plötzlich eine Schwester zu haben, "angeheiratet" oder nicht. Die Vorstellung einer fremden Person, die plötzlich Teil seines engsten Kreises sein sollte, verursachte ihm Unbehagen.

Nach einer Weile brach sein Vater das Schweigen. Die Luft im Auto war dick geworden von unausgesprochenen Gedanken.

»Ich weiß, dass du nicht glücklich damit bist«, sagte er so höflich wie möglich. »Es ist eine große Veränderung, und du kennst sie kaum. Aber versuch positiv zu bleiben, ja? Du bist erwachsen, solche Dinge sollten nicht schwer sein.« Seine Stimme klang bemüht optimistisch.

»Kaum erwachsen«, entgegnete Klemens und verzog leicht die Mundwinkel. »Aber du musst mir das nicht sagen, Papa. Ich werde deinen Beziehungen nicht im Weg stehen.« Die Worte schmeckten bitter auf seiner Zunge.

»Im Weg stehen nicht, aber damit klarkommen? Das ist es, was mir Sorgen macht«, antwortete sein Vater. »Das wird das erste Mal sein, dass du in einer vollständigen Familie lebst, um es mal so auszudrücken.«

»Für alles gibt's ein erstes Mal, oder?« Klemens zwang sich zu einem dünnen Lächeln, das sein Vater erwiderte, doch beiden war klar, dass Klemenss Begeisterung sich in Grenzen hielt. Die Worte hingen schwer zwischen ihnen.

Das Gespräch verstummte, und der Rest der Fahrt verlief schweigend, bis sie vor einem zweistöckigen Haus in einer gehobenen Mittelklasse-Siedlung hielten. Davor lag ein kleiner Rasen mit einem gepflasterten Steinweg zur Haustür. Es war ein recht kantiges Gebäude, eines dieser halb-künstlerischen "modernen" Architektenhäuser mit überhängenden Vordächern über dem Balkon im zweiten Stock, der zur Straße hinausging. Die Hälfte des Erdgeschosses wurde von einer Doppelgarage eingenommen, obwohl das Erdgeschoss dennoch geräumig wirkte. Überall waren Fenster, aber er konnte nicht hineinsehen, da alle Jalousien geschlossen schienen. Es wirkte wie ein Haus aus einer Architektenzeitschrift – perfekt und unpersönlich zugleich.

Sie fuhren auf die Betonauffahrt, und Klemens und Alexander stiegen aus und streckten ihre Glieder. Die Nachmittagssonne brannte auf Klemens Nacken.

»Nun, da wären wir«, sagte Alexander mit einem Anflug von Stolz in der Stimme.

»Toll«, brummte Klemens. Sein Vater antwortete nicht und ging stattdessen zur Tür, Klemens folgte ihm mit schleppenden Schritten. Alexander hatte bereits einen Schlüssel von seiner neuen Frau bekommen, also kündigte er sich nicht an, bis er die Tür aufgeschlossen hatte und eingetreten war.

»Candela?« rief er, seine Stimme hallte im Eingangsbereich wider.

»Ich komme gleich runter«, antwortete eine volle Stimme, sanft und doch unerklärlich bestimmend. Es verursachte Klemens ein seltsames Gefühl, wie eine warme Welle, die seinen Nacken hinablief, besonders im Wissen, dass sie jetzt seine Stiefmutter war.

Er sah sich um; der Ort war nach seinen Maßstäben "schick", aber letztendlich nichts allzu Verrücktes für ein gehobenes Mittelklassehaus mit einem "modernen" Look: weiße Wände mit Glas- und Stahlmöbeln sowie einem Geländer für die Treppe, die ins Obergeschoss führte, gleich links vom Eingang, mit einer weiteren Tür zur Garage. Rechts befand sich ein offener Wohnbereich, mit einem Flur, der geradeaus führte. Alles wirkte aufgeräumt, fast steril in seiner Perfektion.

Der Boden bestand aus polierten Holzpaneelen, möglicherweise Imitat, aber Klemens konnte das mit seinen Schuhen nicht erkennen. In den Wänden waren kleine Lichter eingelassen, während die anderen Leuchten energiesparende Glühbirnen in matten Gehäusen waren. Es roch nach einem teuren Raumduft – Vanille und etwas Holziges, das er nicht benennen konnte.

Insgesamt war die Ästhetik einfach und "modern". Minimalistisch.

Klemens mochte es tatsächlich, er hasste "überladene" Gebäude. Zumindest das war ein Pluspunkt.

Er hörte Schritte von der Treppe und sah Candela herunterkommen, wieder in einem engen grauen Businessanzug, allerdings barfuß im Haus, ihre lackierten Zehennägel zur Schau stellend. Der Kontrast zwischen der strengen Businesskleidung und den nackten Füßen irritierte ihn.

Warum jemand sich die Mühe machte, seine Zehennägel zu lackieren, würde Klemens nie verstehen, nicht wenn Candela wahrscheinlich den größten Teil des Tages in irgendeinem Büro Schuhe trug.

Jedenfalls würde Candela selbst in einem Businessanzug mit ihrer wohlgeformten Figur und ihrem Aussehen Köpfe verdrehen; sie hatte diese Aura der Reife, aber sie war eine Granate mit perfekten Gesichtszügen. Diesmal trug sie keine Brille, so dass Klemens ihre Augen richtig sehen konnte, und er fand sie seltsam fesselnd, hellbraun, aber keineswegs langweilig – fast goldschimmernd im Licht der Einbauleuchten. Ihr Haar war noch immer zu einem Pferdeschwanz gebunden, aber es schien glänzend und strahlend, als hätte sie es gerade erst gewaschen. Der Duft ihres Parfüms erreichte ihn – subtil, aber eindringlich.

Sie lächelte breit, als sie Alexander und Klemens sah, ein ziemlich angenehmer Ausdruck mit ihren glänzenden Lippen, die leicht geöffnet waren.

Klemens hasste es. Sie war jetzt seine Stiefmutter, und es fühlte sich bereits seltsam an, zu bemerken, wie gut sie für ihre Dreißiger aussah. Ein unangenehmes Kribbeln breitete sich in seinem Magen aus.

»Alexander«, begrüßte sie ihn und lehnte sich vor, um ihm einen Kuss auf die Lippen zu geben, den Alexander erwiderte, beide kicherten liebevoll. »Ich hoffe, euch gefällt das Haus.« Ihre Stimme hatte diese seltsame Qualität – wie warmer Honig, der langsam fließt.

»Viel besser als unsere alte Wohnung«, bemerkte Alexander, sein Blick wanderte bewundernd durch den Raum.

Sie lachte leise und wandte sich dann Klemens zu. Ihre Augen fixierten ihn, und für einen Moment fühlte er sich wie festgenagelt.

»Schön, dich wiederzusehen, Klemens«, sagte Candela. Klemens tat alles, um nicht auf ihre Brust zu starren, die sich unter dem Businessanzug deutlich abzeichnete.

»Ebenfalls, Miss«, antwortete er, bevor er innehielt; sie war keine "Miss" mehr, auch wenn sie ihren Mädchennamen behalten hatte, aber sie "Mama" zu nennen, fühlte sich auch falsch an, wie eine Lüge. »Entschuldigung.« Er spürte, wie seine Ohren heiß wurden.

»Schon gut«, gab sie nach. »Ich weiß, dass wir keine Zeit hatten, uns kennenzulernen. Ich hoffe, wir können mit der Zeit eine Familie werden.« Sie berührte leicht seinen Arm, und er zuckte fast zurück.

»Nun, neunzehn Jahre, ich schätze, besser spät als nie«, murmelte Klemens und versuchte, seine Unbehaglichkeit zu überspielen.

Sein Vater klopfte ihm auf den Rücken, zu fest für Klemens Geschmack.

»Er wird schon klarkommen, er braucht nur Zeit, sich anzupassen«, sagte Alexander. Klemens warf seinem Vater einen bösen Blick zu, seufzte dann aber und begann, seine Schuhe auszuziehen. Der Boden unter seinen Socken fühlte sich kühl und glatt an.

»Sind sie das?« kam eine andere Stimme von oben. Sie ähnelte unheimlich der von Candela, nur viel jünger, aber diese Fülle war immer noch da, wie ein Echo der Stimme ihrer Mutter.

»Ja, dein Stiefvater und dein Bruder sind hier«, antwortete Candela, ihr Blick wanderte zur Treppe.

Unangenehme Schauer jagten Klemenss Körper hinauf, als er das hörte. Er wusste nicht, was er davon halten sollte. "Bruder" – ein weiteres fremdes Wort, das sich in sein Leben drängte.

Schnelle Schritte waren zu hören, und Klemens erblickte Candelas Tochter, jetzt auch seine Stiefschwester. Sein Herz machte einen seltsamen Stolperer.

Sie sah wie eine jüngere Version von Candela aus, mit einem schlankeren Körperbau, aber immer noch kurvig. Im Gegensatz zu Candela trug sie ihr Haar offen, die kastanienbraunen Längen hingen fast bis zum Kreuz und waren sehr glänzend, wie flüssige Seide im Licht.

Wie ihre Mutter hatte sie diesen leicht gebräunten Teint, der ihren hispanischen Wurzeln zu verdanken war. Sie trug ein weißes T-Shirt mit eng anliegender Jeans, ebenfalls barfuß im Haus. Als sie Klemens sah, schenkte sie ihm ein Lächeln, das ihn aus Gründen, die er nicht erklären konnte, unbehaglich machte. Es lag etwas Lauerndes darin, wie bei einem Raubtier, das seine Beute mustert. Sie hatte keinen Lipgloss wie Candela, aber ihre Lippen wirkten trotzdem voll und glänzend, als hätte sie gerade darauf gebissen.

Aber ganz wie ihre Mutter sah sie umwerfend aus, selbst so leger, die Art von Mädchen, das wahrscheinlich in der Highschool unglaublich beliebt war und immer noch Einfluss auf ihre alten Schulkameraden hatte. Ihre Präsenz füllte den Raum, zog alle Aufmerksamkeit auf sich wie ein Magnet.

Klemens hatte keine Ahnung, wie sein Vater es geschafft hatte, eine Frau mit so gutem Aussehen zu erobern. Sein Vater war nicht hässlich, aber eher "konventionell attraktiv", und er arbeitete in einem gewöhnlichen Nine-to-Five-Job. Es erschien ihm wie ein kosmisches Ungleichgewicht.

Klemens hasste es ehrlich gesagt, denn seine neue Familie als "heiß" zu betrachten, ließ ihn sich wirklich seltsam fühlen. Eine Welle von Schuld und Unbehagen überspülte ihn.

Candela wandte sich ihrer Tochter zu, die immer noch mit einem fast schelmischen Ausdruck lächelte, eine Hand lässig in die Hüfte gestemmt.

»Das ist Estefania, meine Tochter«, stellte Candela vor. »Sie ist neunzehn, genau wie du, Klemens.«

»Weißt du, du bist wahrscheinlich in den Bezirk neben meiner Schule gegangen«, bemerkte Estefania. Ihre Stimme hatte etwas Neckisches an sich, als würde sie mit ihm spielen. »Sonst hätten wir uns wahrscheinlich schon getroffen.« Sie musterte ihn von oben bis unten, ohne jede Zurückhaltung.

»Vermutlich«, antwortete Klemens mit wenig Begeisterung, aber es schien Estefania zu amüsieren, seine Stiefschwester blitzte ihn mit einem Grinsen an, das eine Reihe perfekter Zähne enthüllte. Ihre Augen funkelten dabei auf eine Art, die seinen Puls beschleunigte.

»Nun, jetzt, wo wir alle vorgestellt sind, sollte ich euch das Haus zeigen. Euch mit dem Ort vertraut machen«, sagte Candela und klatschte leicht in die Hände.

»Klingt nach einem Plan«, stimmte Alexander zu und legte einen Arm um Candelas Taille.

Es war das Einzige, worauf Klemens sich wirklich freute. Zumindest würde es ihm helfen, den bohrenden Blick seiner neuen Stiefschwester für einen Moment zu vergessen.

Weiterlesen…


Bücher von Elisabeth Sylt

18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Die Wohnwagenpark Girls 

In einem weitläufigen Wohnwagenpark, geprägt von Armut, sozialen Konflikten und einem rauen Alltag, entfaltet sich eine Geschichte voller Leidenschaft, Macht und Abgründe. Der 1. Teil der Buchreihe – nimmt den Leser mit in eine Welt, in der junge Frauen (18+) in einem Spannungsfeld aus Verführung, Unterwerfung und dem Wunsch nach einem besseren Leben stehen.

weiterlesen…

18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Die Linke Feministin

18 Jahre jung und naiv – Die linke Feministin ist ein provokantes Drama, das die Reise der jungen Nancy Paten in eine Welt voller Macht und Verführung schildert. Aufgewachsen in einer sozialbewussten Umgebung, ist Nancy eine leidenschaftliche Feministin, die für Gleichberechtigung kämpft. Doch als sie den Geschäftsmann Derek Freeman und seine Assistentin Terra trifft, wird ihr Weltbild erschüttert.

weiterlesen…

18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Die Wohnwagenpark Girls II

Der zweite Teil der fesselnden Reihe führt uns zurück in die düstere Welt der Wohnwagenpark-Girls. Ein Leben am Abgrund, geprägt von Armut, Machtkämpfen und dem verzweifelten Wunsch nach einem besseren Leben.

weiterlesen…


18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Jacks Vergangenheit

Jack genießt Macht und Kontrolle – vor allem über Frauen. Als er in das Leben von Beatrice zurückkehrt, wird aus einer alten Affäre ein gefährliches Spiel. Doch es ist ihre Tochter Leni, die seine dunklen Gelüste neu entfacht. Zwischen Vergangenheit und Gegenwart entfaltet sich ein Netz aus Verführung, Erpressung und totaler Unterwerfung. 

weiterlesen…

Alien Allotriomorph: Ein neuer Patriarch für das Nest 

Nacht für Nacht wird er von seltsamen Träumen heimgesucht - dunkle, sinnliche Visionen von geheimnisvollen Außerirdischen, deren Macht und Schönheit ihn unwiderstehlich anziehen. Je mehr er sich in ihre Welt verstrickt, desto mehr stellt er fest, dass diese Begegnungen kein Zufall sind. 

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtprogramm für die Menschlichkeit: Das Leben eines Bullen im Jahr 2867 

In den letzten 850 Jahren hat die Menschheit umfangreiche gentechnische Eingriffe vorgenommen, um den perfekten Menschen zu schaffen. Dabei ist etwas Wichtiges verloren gegangen: die Fähigkeit, männliche Nachkommen zu zeugen. Jetzt ist es an ihm, die Menschheit zu retten und die Rolle des Zuchtbullen zu übernehmen.

weiterlesen… 


Verwandlung in eine lüsterne Bimbo 

Verwandlung in eine lüsterne Bimbo ist ein erotischer Roman, in dem: Ein junger Mann sich in eine sexy Bimbo-Schlampe verwandelt und dabei Spaß hat. Er genießt die Vorteile seines neuen Körpers, die Erlebnisse und die Freude. 

weiterlesen… 

Vom schwarzen Stiefbruder genommen 

Mira weiß, sie sollte Lamar meiden. Doch sein Blick durchdringt sie, seine Berührungen entfachen ein Feuer, das sie nicht löschen kann. Ihr attraktiver Stiefbruder ist verboten – und doch alles, was sie will. Aus einem harmlosen Spiel wird ein sinnlicher Machtkampf, in dem Verlangen jede Vernunft verdrängt.

weiterlesen… 

Ein neuer Herr im Haus 

Als Björn nach einem harten Sommer in ein scheinbar normales Zuhause zurückkehrt, ahnt er nicht, wie sehr sich sein Leben verändern wird. Zwischen Stiefmutter, Stiefschwester und den Zwillingstöchtern des Chefs entfaltet sich ein gefährliches Spiel aus Macht, Lust und Unterwerfung – und Björn wird mehr als nur zum Herr im Haus. 

weiterlesen… 


Zuchtbullen und Hucows 

Zwei unterschiedliche Schicksale 

Im Jahr 2083 gibt es weltweit 84.615 Milchviehbetriebe mit durchschnittlich einhundertfünfundneunzig Hucows pro Betrieb. Das bedeutet, dass sich derzeit etwa sechzehneinhalb Millionen Hucows in Gefangenschaft befinden. Ihr Zweck ist es, Milch- und Fleischprodukte für die Menschheit zu produzieren.

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtbullen und Hucows 2 

Was man vom Leben erwarten kann 

jörn hat sich auf der Farm von Thomas Soll gut eingelebt und beide sind ein gutes Dou geworden. Während der Farmbesitzer sich um das Administratorische kümmert, widmet sich der Zuchtbulle weiter dem, was er am besten kann. Ihr Farmleben wird jedoch auf den Kopf gestellt, als Thomas Soll von seiner Vergangenheit eingeholt wird. 

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtbullen und Hucows 3 

Der Drang der Versuchung 

Zeiten des großen Umbruchs stehen an. Jack findet sich plötzlich als Besitzer von Thomas Soll wieder und bekommt Besuch von der Regierung. Ihr Vertreter Wandel Eggen versucht Druck auf ihn auszuüben und eine Frau mit den Namen Cate Cray wird ihn zur Überwachung zur Seite gestellt. Was wird aus dem Hof und wie kommt Björn damit zurecht? 

weiterlesen… 


Zuchtbullen und Hucows 4 

Programm für temporäre Hucows 

Alice, eine junge Frau mit auffälliger Sanduhrfigur, wird nach einem gescheiterten Fluchtversuch in ein grausames Programm gesteckt, das Frauen zu temporären "Hucows" macht. In einer Anstalt, wo sie wie Nutztiere behandelt werden, erwartet sie eine Realität aus brutalen Prozeduren, Zwangsritualen und der Entmenschlichung ihres Körpers – reduziert auf Milch und Zucht. 

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtbullen und Hucows 5 

Das, was sie schon immer wollte 

Lena fiebert dem Tag entgegen, an dem ihr Traum wahr wird: als Hucow in der Lotterie gezogen zu werden. Während andere Mädchen Angst haben, sehnt sie ihre Rolle als Milch- und Zuchtressource herbei. Doch als das Schicksal anders entscheidet, gerät ihr Weltbild ins Wanken – ein normales Leben kommt für sie nicht infrage. 

weiterlesen… 

Japanische Verlockungen: Eine Hausfrau auf Abwegen 

„Japanische Verlockungen“ entführt Sie in die verführerische Welt von Raku, einer Hausfrau, die auf eine sinnliche Reise der Selbstentdeckung und verbotenen Leidenschaften geht. Mit einer Länge von 17.786 Wörtern bietet dieses Buch eine intensive und fesselnde Lektüre, die die Grenzen der Hausfrauen-Erotik und der Lust erforscht. 

weiterlesen… 


Unerzählte Geschichten von Zuchtbullen und Hucows 

Das Expanded Universe von Breeding Bull und Hucows bringt neue spannende Geschichten außerhalb der Hauptserie. Es sind individuelle, heiße und sexy, in sich geschlossene Geschichten. Nicht jede Hucow-Farm wird wie die von Thomas Soll geführt und nicht jeder Zuchtbulle hat es so leicht wie Jack.

weiterlesen… 

Verführt von einer älteren Frau: Reife Leidenschaft, junges Verlangen 

Jan, ein junger Wahlkampfmanager, lebt in Routine und politischen Zwängen – bis er Ally begegnet: eine selbstbewusste ASMR-Künstlerin, die mit sinnlicher Stimme und hypnotischen Augen seine verborgensten Fantasien weckt. Zwischen ihnen entspinnt sich ein Spiel der Verführung, das alle Tabus sprengt.

weiterlesen… 

Meine heiße Succubus Stiefschwester 

Klemens trifft auf Estefania, seine neue Stiefschwester – wunderschön, selbstbewusst und verflucht reizvoll. Zwischen unschuldigen Blicken und lasziven Andeutungen entsteht eine Spannung, die nicht ignoriert werden kann. Doch was, wenn der Körper nicht mehr gehorcht und das Verbotene süßer schmeckt als jede Moral?

weiterlesen…


Abschließende Worte 


Danke, dass Sie meinen kleinen Roman bis zum Ende gelesen haben. Ich schreibe regelmäßig neue Romane für dich, so oft es mir möglich ist. Ich hoffe, die Story hat dir gefallen.

Nochmals vielen Dank, dass Sie dieses Buch gelesen haben. Da der Buchmarkt hart umkämpft ist, würde ich mich freuen, wenn Sie diesem Buch eine gute Bewertung geben würden.

Deine Elisabeth Sylt

Über den Autorin

[image: ]

Elisabeth Sylt ist eine alleinerziehende Mutter von zwei Jungen und lebt in Berlin, Deutschland. Als Hobby schreibt sie erotische Romane. Beruflich ist sie Pharmareferentin.
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