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Disclaimer & Content Warning





This is a work of fiction intended for adults only. Please proceed only if you are 18 years of age or older. All characters and events in this novel are fictional, over the legal age of 18, and fully consenting throughout.

This story contains explicit sexual content and explores themes including, but not limited to, cuckoldry, interracial dynamics (IR/BBC), sugar daddy arrangements, voyeurism, emotional submission, and power exchange within an open relationship. Readers can also expect elements of sloppy seconds, mild cleanup, and erotic humiliation, all portrayed within a fully consensual context.

These themes are written for fantasy enjoyment and are not intended to reflect real-life behavior or endorse any particular lifestyle or legally immoral acts. All depictions are between adults, and all sexual activity is consensual.

If any of these themes are not to your taste, please proceed with care.





Otherwise? Enjoy the ride, and everything that comes after.





As always, We request you to carry the usual suspension of disbelief to enjoying such stories.
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Foreword




This is the longest story I've ever written... and also the most personal.

With this one, I wanted to slow things down. Really slow things down. Let the characters breathe, grow, ache, and pull you into something deeper than just a quick fix. So if you’re here looking for instant action… hold tight. The first few chapters are a simmer. But once the heat kicks in? It doesn’t let up.

When the action starts, it blasts. And it keeps blasting; right to the end.

This story also marks the second instalment of a brand-new series I'm calling The Open Marriage Club, a space where I’ll be exploring longer, more emotionally complex cuckold stories. Stories with weight, buildup, ache, and explosive payoff. But don’t worry: for those who enjoy the fast-and-filthy ride, the Cuckold Chronicles series will continue to bring those quickies you know and love.

I also want to give a huge thank you to one particular reader — you know who you are. Your review (yes, on 'The Room Next Door' book) gave me the final push to finish this story that had been stuck on my desk for far too long. 

You reminded me that readers do see the layers. That taking risks is worth it. That I’m allowed to try something different — and still stick the landing.

If you’ve ever finished one of my stories and felt something (lust, heartbreak, longing, maybe even a little ache) I’d love to hear it. Your reviews and ratings aren’t just helpful. Sometimes, they’re the reason a story like this gets told at all.

Now, buckle up.

Let her take the lead.
And let yourself fall.

~ Emily Felix







For the cucks who ache with love,
and the women bold enough to lead them there.

This one’s yours.






CHAPTER 1 – Friday Again

The water had stopped running five minutes ago. I just stood there, towel in hand, watching the steam fade from the mirror like breath on glass. My heart wasn’t racing, but something low and tight pulled in my gut... like a fist curling slowly. I already knew what I’d see when I walked out. I always knew. The last Friday of the month didn’t sneak up on me.

I dried off slow, like I could delay the moment. My cock had been twitching since I woke up, but not from anything I’d done. It was her. It was always her. I could already hear her moving across the bedroom, faint footsteps like a countdown.

I looked at the clock. 12:24 PM.

He’d be here in a little over thirty minutes.

By now she’d be almost ready. Perfumed, powdered, lotioned. Dressed for him. Or for me. Or for both of us in our own separate, twisted ways.

And still, every single time, I got hard before I even saw her.

I opened the bathroom door.

She was already in front of the mirror.

Her camisole was already on, but she hadn’t put the heels on yet. I watched as she lifted one leg slowly, balancing effortlessly on the other, and slid the pointed toe of her Jimmy Choos in, then bent to buckle the strap with a click that echoed across the hardwood like a gunshot. Not rushed. Not casual. Like a practiced ritual.

Her calves flexed with each movement, skin glistening faintly from the lotion she’d rubbed in earlier. She let her hair fall forward as she reached for the second heel, humming something soft under her breath, something sexy and wordless and just for herself.

When she stood fully, now in both heels, it was like watching a statue of sex come alive.

She looked up, saw me, and smirked.

The steam still clung to my skin, my hair damp, towel low on my hips, and there she was... perched on the edge of her vanity like the goddess she was, one slender leg crossed over the other, her diamond-studded heels catching the apartment’s soft lighting.

The same type of heels that used to make my breath catch when I first saw her at the university library. Before her, heels were just something hot girls wore, something to glance at, maybe jerk off to later in bed. But hers? These specific diamond-strapped stilettos? They were sacred. I’d kissed them once, trembling, the night she came home wrecked from one of his visits and let me unbuckle them with hands that wouldn’t stop shaking. Now they weren’t just shoes. They were a symbol. Of who she was. Of what I was.

She looked like a dream wrapped in silk and sin.

That mint-blue satin PJ set hugged her curves so perfectly, I had to blink to convince myself I wasn’t still asleep. The camisole barely held her luscious tits in place... those flawless mounds rising and falling gently with every calm breath she took. The floral embroidery and sheer triangle cutout between her breasts showed teasing glimpses of tan skin and nipple shadows beneath. A tiny satin bow rested in the center like it was there to be untied.

Her shorts were even filthier. The same soft, shiny satin fabric clung to her hips and rode high up the curve of her ass. Lacy embroidery at the sides opened up to show flashes of bare skin. When she shifted to reach for her lipstick, the light caught the roundness of her butt perfectly, like it knew where to look.

She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. I could tell.

The smooth glide of satin against bare pussy was something I’d gotten to witness once before, when she let me shoot photos of her in another set almost identical to this one—but in ivory. This one, though… this one was her Daddy’s favorite. And today was Friday.

The last Friday of the month.

I leaned against the doorframe, towel still on, dick already heavy.

"You’re staring," she murmured, lips parted just enough to drag the lush red lipstick across them with surgical precision.

I didn’t deny it.

"You look unreal."

She smiled in the mirror, but didn’t stop applying.

"I like this color on me," she said. "It makes my skin look expensive."

"You are expensive," I murmured, half to myself.

She chuckled and set the lipstick down. Then, slowly, deliberately, she stood.

The satin caught light in all the right places... the arch of her back, the curve under her breasts, the subtle lines of her waist. Her nipples were hard. Always were on Daddy Fridays. Maybe it was the anticipation. Or maybe it was just how much she loved getting ready for him.

She walked over to me, heels clicking softly across the floor, and ran a fingertip down my still-damp chest.

"How long has it been since I wore this one for you?"

I swallowed. "Last month. Second Friday."

Her smile widened. She loved how well I kept track. She loved that I noticed. That I remembered.

"Good boy," she said.

I shifted against the doorframe, the towel tightening around my hips. My cock twitched.

She leaned in and kissed my collarbone, soft and unhurried.

"He’ll be here soon," she whispered against my skin. "And you’re going to be good, right?"

I nodded. I didn’t trust my voice.

She looked up at me, palm splayed flat against my chest.

Her touch was light, but it burned straight through me. My skin broke out in goosebumps. I could feel every ridge of her palm, every press of her fingers like they’d been etched into my body long ago. My heart pounded like it wanted to reach up into her hand and stay there.

I wanted to kiss her. Desperately. My lips actually parted, but I didn’t move. I waited. I always waited. She led, I followed, that’s how it worked. That’s how I liked it.

"You really don’t wear this for him?" I asked, my voice low. I didn’t mean to let it out, but it slipped — raw and small, like something inside me needed to hear it one more time.

She paused. Smirked. Then leaned in, brushing her lips just shy of mine.

"He doesn’t even know I own this one. I don’t wear this for anyone else. Not even him. This color? This set? This is yours."

And that was her gift. Her sick, sweet, perfect way of loving me.

I’d watch her offer her body to another man in less than an hour. I’d hear her moan for him, beg for him, break for him. And I’d be hard the entire time, every second.

She ran her fingers up my neck, curled them gently behind my head, and tugged me down until our foreheads touched. Her breath smelled like peppermint.

"You’re still my favorite boy," she whispered.

And when she kissed me... slow, firm, possessive; I believed it all over again.

But she still wore my color.

She still kissed me first.

She still called me her favorite.

And yet, even as her words tried to anchor me, my mind flashed to the last time she wore this same set. I remembered her coming out of the bedroom late—makeup smudged, her thighs trembling as she stripped in silence. She didn’t say a word that night, even long after he was gone. She just pulled me to the floor and let me bury my face between her legs while she held my head there and whispered how full she still felt. The satin was damp, fragrant with her perfume and something else entirely. I licked until she came again, and I didn’t stop even after that.

The taste haunted me. It still made my cock ache.


CHAPTER 2 – The Message That Started It All

I wasn’t the kind of guy girls like her even noticed.

Not at clubs. Not in class. Not in the cafeteria line or walking across the quad. I was always just… there. Quiet. Watching. Doing my own thing. Lean, soft-spoken, a little awkward when I spoke too long. I didn’t have big muscles, a deep enough voice, or that kind of presence that made people turn around when I walked in. And it’s not like I came from money or had some high-status legacy to fall back on either. I was just a scholarship kid from a sleepy suburb outside Flagstaff, raised by a single mom who worked double shifts at a pharmacy. I got into business school because I was good with numbers, not people.

What I did have was a camera.

It was my hobby, my crutch, my mask, my excuse to exist in spaces I otherwise wouldn’t be invited to. Photography had started out as a way to kill time in high school... just me, some borrowed gear, and a deep curiosity about angles, color, and light. But somewhere along the way, it became how I interacted with the world. The lens let me look without feeling like a creep. It gave me purpose. An excuse to be near beautiful things.

And she was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen.

I first noticed her during freshman orientation at the University of Arizona. She wasn’t just pretty, she was stunning. The kind of White Asian beauty I’d only ever seen on the internet or in the social media explore feeds I’d scroll through at night when I couldn’t sleep. She looked untouchable in real life, like she didn’t even live in the same reality as guys like me. Petite but curvy in all the ways that made you stop mid-step. Her hair was dark and silky, always done, always perfect. Her skin glowed like it had its own lighting team. Tight little waist, thick thighs, and a rack that never looked like it belonged on a girl that size.

Later, I found out why—her tits weren’t real. But fuck, they looked it.

And the way she carried herself… God. She didn’t just walk... she floated, like she knew everyone was watching and didn’t care. She wore crop tops like they were uniforms. Skin-tight leggings. Designer sneakers. Always had her nails done. Always had lip gloss on.

She was an Instagram girl. An influencer/model. A micro one, but legit. She had some small brand deals, a sizable followers count, and a blue check. Guys swarmed her. Girls followed her just to dress like her. Professors smiled longer than they should when she spoke. I knew her name before we ever shared a class. Everyone did.

Her name was Kim Schäfer.

And I’d had a crush on her for a full semester without even once getting close.

Until one night.

I was drunk, hard, and across a passed-out roommate. It was just past 2 AM, and I’d been scrolling through her Instagram feed for almost an hour—one hand nursing a warm vodka soda, the other itching to jerk off. Her last photo was from the gym: tight leggings, sweat-kissed skin, a smirk that knew exactly what it did to people. I nearly typed out something filthy. I almost sent her a message I wouldn’t be able to take back. I’d stared at the empty DM box for a full minute, thumb hovering over the keyboard, hard as fuck under my sweats, heart pounding like I was about to confess a crime.

And then I chickened out and typed something safe. Safe-ish. I’d scrolled through her page like I always did, liking a couple of older posts just to feel like I existed for a second. And then, like an idiot, I sent her a message.

Hey, your feed is great. If you ever want pro-level photos for free, I’d be down to shoot. I love your vibe.

I passed out two more drinks later, not even remembering I’d sent it.

The next morning, I woke up with a sour taste in my mouth, a headache like a nail behind my eyes, and the kind of creeping dread that only comes from knowing you probably did something stupid the night before. My phone was still warm from being under my pillow, screen dimmed but not dead. Notifications blinked.

I was already reaching for it with the intention of deleting every trace of my existence online.

Until I saw her reply.

Kim: I actually checked out your page. Your style’s kinda hot. I could use a refresh. Let’s do it.

My heart slammed into my ribs.

I blinked. Read it again. Thought maybe it was a bot or a prank. But no—it was her. The little blue check next to her name. The same profile photo I’d zoomed in on more times than I’d admit.

I replied as cool as I could.

Me: I’m free anytime this week.

Kim: Come by Thursday at 4. I’ll send you my place. Bring your best lens. :)

***

Thursday came too fast.

I stood outside her apartment door, gripping my camera bag like it was the only thing keeping me upright. Her place was in one of those newer midrise luxury buildings just off campus—the kind with rooftop pools and electronic locks. Definitely not something a student could afford unless their parents were loaded or... well, unless they had other means.

When she opened the door, I forgot how to breathe.

She was barefoot, wearing tiny denim shorts and an off-shoulder crop top that kept slipping down her arm. No bra. Her nipples pushed subtly against the fabric, and her hair was tied up in a loose bun with two strands curled along her cheekbones. Minimal makeup. Glossy lips. Still looked like a dream.

"Hey Kevin," she said, voice casual, smile tilted. "You look nervous."

I laughed, and it came out weird. "Little bit."

"Don’t be. It’s just me." She stepped back. "Come in."

Her place smelled like something fruity and expensive. Candles, probably. The kind that came in glass jars with gold foil labels.

And there were little things that didn’t quite add up. A pair of size 12 expensive leather slides by the door, way too big to be hers. A sleek black bottle of Tom Ford cologne on the bathroom sink, standing proud among her pink razors and skincare serums. I didn’t dwell on it then. Just figured maybe she had an older brother. Or a very rich ex. Or roommates who had one, maybe.

But looking back? It was obvious. Even then. There was sunlight pouring in through tall windows, and everything inside was modern and pretty and a little messy, like she lived alone but didn’t stress about it. A pink velvet couch. Throw pillows that probably cost more than my entire camera setup. A glass coffee table stacked with beauty PR boxes and fashion magazines.

She led me to the balcony first. "Light’s better out here. You cool shooting with backlight?"

I nodded, trying not to stare at the soft curve of her waist where her top kept riding up.

She posed like she’d done it a thousand times. And maybe she had. Elbows resting on the balcony rail, her back arched just enough to make the line of her ass pop under the frayed edge of her shorts. She turned and glanced over her shoulder, tossing her new moon night sky colored hair as if she were born with wind machines and soft lighting. She pouted for one frame. Laughed in another. Bit her bottom lip next, then licked it slow—like she knew damn well the effect it had, and enjoyed it.

Every time she shifted, the strap of her top slipped further down her arm, teasing more bare skin, the curve of her collarbone, the subtle swell of her breast. Her fingers played with the edge of the balcony rail while she stretched, cocking a hip. One moment playful, the next impossibly sultry.

I kept clicking like I was on autopilot, the shutter sound the only thing keeping me from losing my grip entirely. I’d lost all sense of framing by then—wasn’t even sure if I was still in focus.

Didn’t matter. She looked perfect in every shot.

"You’re always this quiet when you shoot?" she asked after a while, tossing her hair to one side.

"When the model looks like you, yeah."

She grinned. "Cute."

I caught her in profile right then—sunlight skimming her cheekbone, a sliver of lace visible beneath the edge of her top. I had to adjust my pants just to hide my hard-on.

We moved back inside after about thirty minutes. She offered me a drink.

"Water’s fine," I said.

"No fun," she teased. "You sure? I’ve got wine, tequila..."

"I’m still recovering from my last tequila night."

She raised an eyebrow. "Was that when you sent me the DM?"

I flushed. She laughed.

"It was cute. Don’t worry. You didn’t beg or anything."

She moved past me to grab a glass of wine for herself, and I watched the sway of her hips in those shorts like it was a goddamn nature documentary. Perfect rhythm. Tight ass. The shadow of her inner thighs brushing with each step.

She didn’t sit across from me when she came back—she sat next to me. Right next to me. Her bare thigh brushed mine.

"So," she said, taking a sip. "You got a girlfriend?"

I blinked. "No."

"Good." Another sip. Her smile was wicked. "I don’t like getting messages from guys who’re taken. It’s messy."

My throat was dry.

"I broke up with someone right before uni," I said, half hoping that’d make me sound more interesting.

"Long distance?"

"Yeah. She’s across the country now."

"Sucks for her," Kim said. "You take good pics."

And then, like it was nothing, she reached out and adjusted the hem of her top, tugging it slightly lower—just enough to flash the edge of her breast before it fell back in place. Her eyes flicked up to meet mine.

"You can tell me if you want to shoot something a little sexier next time. I don’t mind."

My cock throbbed so hard I actually shifted in my seat.

For a second, my brain short-circuited. I pictured her climbing into my lap right then and there, wrapping those thick thighs around me, grinding that bare pussy against the bulge in my jeans. I imagined her tits spilling out of that top, imagined what they’d feel like in my hands—warm, heavy, perfect. The fantasy hit so fast, so vivid, I almost groaned.

And then I blinked.

She noticed.

And smirked.

"That’s all for today, though," she said, standing. "Gotta keep you on your toes, right?"

I packed my gear slowly, brain still swimming, senses shot.

At the door, she leaned in like she might kiss my cheek. Then she stopped just short.

"Thanks for coming. And for being respectful. Most guys don’t make it through an hour without being weird."

I laughed, breathless. "Trying my best."

"Keep trying," she said.

It sounded like a joke, but it wasn’t. It sounded more like a command underneath. Like she knew exactly what she was doing—and that I’d follow, no matter where it led.

And closed the door.

My hands didn’t leave the front of my crotch for a second as I was trying to hide the twitching bulge during the whole walk back to the dorm.

I texted my roommate (the passed-out one from last night) like it was nothing. Shoot went good. Chill vibes. Pretended I wasn’t still throbbing under my jeans. Pretended I wasn’t about to walk straight past my floor and into the first empty bathroom stall I could find.

I locked the door, dropped my bag, and jerked off like my life depended on it—thinking about the flash of her nipple, the way she said I could shoot something sexier next time, and how close her lips had come to my cheek.

I came faster than I wanted to.

Didn’t even feel guilty.

I’d do it all over again tomorrow if she asked.


CHAPTER 3  –  Getting Closer

It didn’t happen all at once. There was no dramatic moment, no big shift.

Just a quiet pattern.

One shoot became two. Then three. Then a routine.

And suddenly, her name was the one thing that could make my phone screen feel radioactive.

You free Tuesday afternoon? Pack the sharp lens.

No emojis. No fluff. Just her.

Sometimes she’d attach a location, sometimes not. Sometimes, just a time, a tone, and a picture of a skirt or a lipstick tube she wanted to match the vibe of. I’d say yes before thinking. Before checking class schedules. Before remembering if I had a midterm the next day. Didn’t matter. I always said yes.

I started checking my phone like a compulsion. Between classes, mid-conversation, even in the shower with a towel draped over the sink. Just in case. I’d wake up in the middle of the night and check my notifications like a junkie hoping for a fix. Sometimes it was just an ad or my roommate’s group chat. But once in a while, it was her.

When it was her, my body reacted before I even finished reading. Palms clammy. Pulse high. Cock twitching under the sheets like it knew something I didn’t.

I started turning down plans. Making up excuses. "Group project meeting," I’d say. "Library shift." The lies came easy, sliding out smoother each time, because the reward was always the same: her. Her voice. Her presence. Her world.

She never called it a shoot. Just "content."

The locations changed. Her vibe didn’t.

One week, it was a studio space she said she "borrowed from a friend" — all white walls and mounted lights that made her skin look airbrushed in real time. Another week, it was a beach outside town, where the wind caught her hair just right and the fading sun lit her face like it had a crush. Once, she asked me to come by "early, like 9ish," and I showed up to find her still in a robe, brushing her teeth in a bathroom full of pink steam. We shot in her bedroom that day.

She picked the outfits.

Always.

One morning, I arrived earlier and caught her mid-decision. She was standing in front of a garment rack I hadn’t seen before—sleek, black, filled with hangers that looked like they belonged in a showroom. Silk, mesh, lace, denim, velvet—one of everything, all in her size, all pressed like someone else had steamed them for her.

She held two pieces up to the light: one was a curve-hugging nude slip-like dress with thin spaghetti straps and a plunging neckline, the kind of thing that would look see-through the moment she stepped into sunlight. The other was a black oversized tee with thigh-high stockings. She noticed me watching and didn’t flinch.

"Which one?" she asked.

I swallowed hard. My brain said tee. My cock said the first one. I gave a shrug that meant nothing and everything.

She smirked. Then slipped into the nude one right there, back turned, but mirror facing. My eyes caught everything.

She adjusted one strap, looked at herself from the side, then caught my eyes in the reflection.

"This one’s too much for Instagram, I guess," she said, smoothing the fabric over her hips. It clung like it had memory.

Then she turned away from the mirror and started walking toward the balcony door. "But not too much for you, right?"

And just like that, I forgot what breathing was.

I never actually saw her decide on an outfit other than that one time. They just appeared, like she’d already run through the possibilities hours before I arrived. Sometimes high-end streetwear, all sleek silhouettes and price tags I didn’t want to Google. Sometimes, lacy bodysuits with jeans so tight they looked painted on. A couple times, full-on lingerie sets she styled like fashion editorials — under an oversized blazer or with a silky scarf tied like a top. Never trashy. Always curated. Sexy in that offhand, weaponized way only she could pull off.

I never asked who bought them.

She never said.

Once, she texted me a selfie in a blush pink satin slip and said, Might use this look tomorrow. Bring the lens that makes me look good (with several o's in the good).

I stared at the message so long I forgot to breathe. Screenshot it without thinking. Read it five times between classes. Her words burned themselves into my head, looping over and over, like a song lyric whispered against my ear. I imagined her saying it out loud, imagined her smirking as she typed it, imagined her body in that slip and her voice in my ear, slow and amused: "make me look gooooood."

By the time I got back to my dorm that night, I was hard before I even made it through the door. I barely remembered to lock it. Just dropped onto my bed, phone still glowing in my hand, and stared at the photo again, the curve of her hip, the way the fabric cupped under her tits, the flash of her collarbone. I could almost feel her skin under my tongue.

I jerked off in silence, biting my lip to keep from moaning. Not even trying to last. I just wanted to feel it. Her. The tease of her approval, her power, her fucking voice in my head. I came fast, thighs twitching, vision swimming.

And I still checked my phone again the second after, just to see if she’d sent anything else.

She never asked me to cancel plans. But she never asked if I had them, either.

I started missing lectures. Turning in assignments late. Skipping meals. None of it felt like sacrifice. Being around her — watching her pose, stretch, laugh, flick her eyes up to meet mine just long enough to make my hands tremble on the camera — it felt like getting high. Like I couldn’t remember what I’d done before, or what I was supposed to be doing now.

I didn’t just want her attention.

I needed it.

Like a fix.

***

It was between setups that I started to realize something else.

We didn’t just shoot. We talked.

Sometimes she’d sit cross-legged on the floor while I changed batteries or adjusted a lens. Other times, she’d flop back on the couch, phone in one hand, sipping green juice with the other, and ask random shit.

"You ever cry during movies?"

"You think people who read Murakami are weird?"

"If I went off-grid, would you still DM me?"

At first, I gave careful answers. Then I gave honest ones.

She liked indie films. The sad or the coming-of-age kind.

She collected old books but hated reading on Kindle.

She followed twelve astrology meme accounts but didn’t know her birth time.

She liked walks at night. Hated loud bars. Thought Valentine’s Day was dumb. Claimed sushi was overrated unless it was from one place in L.A. And once I got past her smoking looks and the persona she wore for the 'gram, I started realizing how much our tastes actually lined up—same kind of movies, same hate for noisy places, same obsession with old bookshops and late-night playlists that made you feel something.

"You’re such a soft boy," she said once, licking the last of her smoothie off a straw. Then she looked up. "With a pervert’s camera."

I froze.

My throat tightened, but not from shame. It was something else. A jolt of heat. Embarrassment, maybe. Or recognition.

Did she know? Had she seen how I looked at her? How I lingered on the curve of her ass longer than necessary through the lens? How I zoomed in too tight when her bra strap slipped, or when her lips parted just a little too much?

She went right back to sipping her drink, eyes never leaving mine. Like she was waiting. Like she wanted to see what I’d do with her words. I sat there, pulse hammering, unsure if I should laugh or apologize or drop to my knees.

My fingers twitched near the camera bag.

Was she serious? Was it just a joke? Did she want me to squirm? Did she want me to beg?

And fuck, part of me wanted to.

She laughed after a good few seconds, seeing me flutter. But it wasn’t mean.

"Relax," she said. "It’s a compliment."

Later that week, after a shoot at this brutalist rooftop spot she liked, she offered food.

"You hungry?"

"Kind of."

"Let’s get something. My treat."

She didn’t ask what I wanted. Just drove.

The restaurant was one of those casual-rich places where the napkins were linen but the waiters had tattoos. She ordered for both of us without hesitation… ahi tuna sliders for her, truffle fries and a cocktail I couldn’t pronounce for me, and I nodded like it was normal.

It wasn’t.

She paid with a black card.

I didn’t ask.

In the car, she drove with one hand, her other arm resting across the center console. Her shorts rode high on her thighs, the hem nearly folding into the curve where skin met seat, and I spent half the drive pretending to look out the window just so I wouldn’t stare too long.

But I stared. And she noticed.

She shifted in her seat, readjusted how she sat—just a little—enough to make her thigh stretch longer, smoother, shinier in the late afternoon light. My fingers curled into my jeans, jaw tight, breathing shallow. I tried to look away.

"You can stare," she said. Her voice was smooth, lazy. Like it cost her nothing.

She didn’t look at me when she said it. Just reached forward, turned the volume up.

The bass kicked harder. Some vibey R&B playlist she said she used to make out to in high school.

"Don’t judge me," she grinned.

I didn’t.

She tapped the steering wheel in rhythm, humming a little. I kept my hands in my lap.

I felt like cargo. Like company. Like something she’d picked up for the day and might drop off whenever the mood passed. And I didn’t mind.

Not even a little.

Because I knew she’d text again.

She always did.

***

One time, the shoot had been going long. Longer than usual. She was experimenting with new looks, new tones. We'd just wrapped a set in front of the window, sunlight streaming through sheer curtains that made her skin glow. She looked at the next outfit, then at the folding screen in the corner, and without saying a word, picked it up and walked behind it.

The folding screen was cheap. One of those flimsy tri-panel ones with cherry blossoms painted on it. Not meant to be sturdy. Not meant to hide much. But it stood in the corner of the studio we were shooting that day, between the natural light and my self-control.

She slipped behind it casually, already unzipping something. I heard the rustle of fabric, the soft thud of a shoe hitting the floor, the sound of a hook unclasping.

Then her voice: "You’re not peeking, are you?"

I didn’t even try to lie. "Not yet."

She laughed—throaty, amused, like she expected that answer. I heard the smirk in her laugh. Like she was testing how far I’d go if she asked. A second later, something came sailing over the top of the screen and landed at my feet. Lacy. Black. A bra.

My mouth went dry. I didn’t touch it, but I stared like it might burn a hole through the floor. The urge to pick it up, to bury my face in it, was so strong it almost scared me.

"Could’ve used that line for the captions," she said. More rustling. Then silence.

When she stepped out, the world tilted.

It wasn’t just how she looked. It was how she looked at me. Like she already knew the chaos she caused and didn’t mind letting me drown in it.

She was barefoot, balancing delicately while adjusting one of her earrings. The outfit was sheer—so sheer it looked illegal. Pale lilac mesh, scalloped lace trim, a deep neckline that made it obvious she wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Her nipples were outlined, faint and perfect. The bottom hem grazed the tops of her thighs, barely. I had to blink.

"Be honest," she said, tilting her head slightly. "Too much?"

"No, it’s—it’s perfect," I managed, the words scraping out of my throat like they barely survived the heat.

I lifted the camera just to have something between us. My hands were trembling. I pressed the shutter out of instinct, but I couldn’t focus. Literally or otherwise. She saw the way my hands shook. And instead of asking, she adjusted the strap on her shoulder in slow motion, like she wanted to see if I’d drop the camera.

Then she stepped forward. Slowly. One heel still off, dangling from her fingers. Then, with no warning, she placed her hand on my shoulder, just to steady herself she said, and lifted one foot to slide it into the heel.

Her thigh brushed my arm. Her fingers lingered just a second too long.

I felt like my whole existence was caught in my throat. I could feel the warmth of her thigh through my sleeve, like it had left a mark. I didn’t dare shift. I didn’t dare exhale.

I didn’t move.

She didn’t either. At least immediately. After what felt like a lifetime in freeze, she walked past me toward the next rack of clothes, hips swaying, completely unfazed. I stayed frozen in place, camera heavy in my hands, pulse louder than the shutter.

***

She sat with one leg tucked beneath her, the laptop balanced on a tray beside a green candle flickering low. I was at the foot of her bed, half on the carpet, half on a throw blanket that smelled faintly like her lotion. The window behind her was cracked just enough to let in a breeze, carrying the distant hum of traffic and the soft scent of whatever body mist she’d sprayed earlier.

We were sitting there, editing photos on her laptop. She’d pulled up a folder labeled K-Boy and clicked through casually, as if she hadn’t named it that on purpose.

My stomach flipped. K-Boy. She said it like a joke. Clicked it like it meant nothing. But I couldn’t stop staring at the name. She’d labeled me.

Did she have a J-Boy? An M-Boy? Or was I the only one with a folder? I hated how much I wanted it to mean something.

"Most guys I’ve dated get... weird," she said, not looking at me. "Needy. Controlling. Like, once they see how many people are in my DMs, they start spiraling."

She sipped her iced matcha through a thick glass straw. Her lip gloss left a mark on it. She licked a drop off her bottom lip like it was nothing. Like she didn’t even notice me staring. Like she didn’t need to.

"I hate that shit. I don’t need someone who wants to own me. I need someone who lets me... do my thing."

She looked right at me then. Held it.

"You do that."

I swallowed. Nodded.

She smiled, small but real. "Thanks for never making it weird. You never ask to fuck."

The way she said it wasn’t cruel. It was… grateful. Like she knew exactly what I wanted and was rewarding me for not asking. "You don’t get all jealous or pouty when I post stuff. You’ve been so good for me."

That word short-circuited something in me. Good. Like I was hers. Like she’d trained me without ever needing to say it out loud.

The word good echoed in my head like a bell.

I didn’t know what to say. My mouth went dry. I wanted to reach out. I wanted to press my face to her thigh and stay there until she told me I could breathe again.

Instead, I said, "I just like being around you."

She grinned wider. "You’re my creative partner."

Then, a few clicks later: "My favorite person to be around lately."

That night, I couldn’t sleep.

My body kept replaying her words.

Good.

Creative partner.

Favorite.

I turned the words over like they meant more than they did. Maybe they didn’t. But I needed them to. I turned onto my side, hard and aching, replaying her voice in my head like it was gospel. I didn’t jerk off. I didn’t dare. Not without permission. I kept my hands to myself, just like she liked it. Just like a good boy should.

***

It had been a month since that night. Since the drunk DM. Since she’d said yes. Since I walked into her apartment thinking it would be one shoot—maybe two—and walked out with my brain rewired. We'd spent more time together in the past four weeks than I had with anyone all year. Shoots turned into late edits. Late edits turned into shared food, borrowed playlists, inside jokes.

But it wasn’t just time. It was change.

People on campus noticed. I noticed. The quiet guy with the camera, the one who always kept to himself, was now the one walking out of cafés with the hottest girl on campus beside him. I’d catch guys looking at her, then looking at me like they couldn’t figure it out. Like they were trying to do the math in real time.

She’d started buying me shirts. Said I dressed like a midwestern startup intern. The first time she handed me a black button-up and told me to try it, I thought she was joking. But then she leaned in and adjusted the collar herself. Said I looked good in navy too. Next came new pants, different shoes. Somehow, without making a big deal of it, she styled me into someone I didn’t recognize when I walked past reflective glass. Someone smoother. Sharper. Someone who looked like he belonged in her orbit.

She had become the center of my orbit without even trying. My routines shifted around hers. The way I thought about myself, the way I moved through the world, it all bent in her direction. She made me sharper without cutting me down. Made me want things I never used to let myself want. Her presence changed the texture of my days.

And now... here we were.

The shoot had run late, like it always seems to nowadays.

The evening light pooled low across her bedroom floor, soft and golden, catching the tousled edge of her sheets and the sheen of her collarbone. She'd changed into something simple after the last set, a ribbed tank top with no bra, grey cotton shorts that clung to her hips, hair half up, half wild. Not styled, not posed. Just her. Just there.

We didn’t talk much after. We never did when the shoots ended this late. She'd look through the images on the camera while I packed up cords and reflectors, the unspoken rhythm between us thick with something that felt heavier than silence.

When I finally zipped the bag closed, she walked me to the door.

She didn’t say anything, just walked ahead slowly, barefoot, the pads of her feet whispering across the floor. At the doorway, she leaned her hip into the frame and crossed her arms loosely under her chest, one thumb playing with the hem of her tank top. Her eyes flicked over me—once, twice—not hurried, not shy. Just taking inventory.

I followed behind, slower. My pulse was everywhere… neck, wrists, cock. The room felt too quiet. Her scent was still thick in the air, warm and faintly floral. The door was right there. But I didn’t reach for it.

Was this it? Was I supposed to leave? Did I want to?

We didn’t speak.

Her hand lingered on the doorknob. Mine hung by my side.

I looked at her. Not just at her body, or her lips, or the tan line peeking out from under her top. I looked at her. And she looked right back.

There was something behind her eyes; testing, maybe. Like she already knew what I wanted. Like she was waiting for me to admit it. I could picture her smirking if I turned away first. That’d ruin me.

"Thanks again," I said, voice low. Rough.

She didn’t answer. Just stared.

I shifted my weight, suddenly too aware of my own body. She tilted her head, almost amused.

"Kev... You gonna kiss me or just stare?"

I stood there, breath caught, unsure if I deserved it. Unsure if she meant it. Was this real? Was it part of the script she wrote for me without saying a word?

I stepped forward. Not fast. Not hungry. Careful.

Every inch closed between us felt like another second I wasn’t sure I deserved. My chest rose and fell shallow. I thought about everything that led to this moment… every shoot, every time I held back, every time I walked away hard and unsatisfied just because she hadn’t said I could stay. My breath hitched.

I was scared she’d pull away. Scared she wouldn’t. And more scared that this might change everything.

Her chin tilted up half an inch. That was all I needed.

I kissed her.

My fingers hovered near her waist but never landed. I didn’t want to hold her, just be allowed to touch. She didn’t move at first. Let me come to her. Let me prove I could be gentle.

It wasn’t perfect. My lips were nervous. My hands didn’t know where to go—until she reached down and gently guided them to her waist. Her touch was light, but intentional. Like she was letting me hold her, not asking for it.

My mouth found hers and like always, she was in control in this too and she didn’t rush. Her lips were warm and parted, tasting faintly of matcha and lip gloss, soft but certain. She kissed like she’d already done it in her mind and now she was letting me catch up. I tried to follow her rhythm, to mirror her ease, but I was too aware of everything… how plush her bottom lip felt between mine, how her breath mingled with mine, how our mouths moved like they’d been circling this moment for weeks. Her tongue brushed mine once, teasing, not greedy. Testing.

I let her lead.

For a few whole seconds, the world stilled.

Then she pulled back.

Not far. Just enough to make me miss it. Just enough to make me wonder if I’d imagined how warm she’d felt. My eyes opened slower than I meant them to. Hers were already watching me, like she was waiting to see what I’d do with what she just gave me.

Her smile was half-smirk, half-something else I couldn’t name.

"Finally," she said. "I thought you were never going to."

She opened the door behind me.

The hallway light felt cold.

I blinked in it like I’d come up for air. My body didn’t feel like it belonged to me. My jeans felt too tight. My hands were still tingling from where they’d held her waist, like they remembered something my brain hadn’t caught up to yet.

I walked away with my heart pounding, my cock hard, and her taste still lingering on my lips.

Was it just a kiss? Was it more? Would she remember it tomorrow? Would I ever forget?

I wanted to turn around and ask what it meant. But I didn’t. Because good boys don’t.

My lips still tingled like her gloss had stained them. Every part of me was alert, electric, starving.

Five minutes later, my phone buzzed.

I nearly dropped my keys pulling out my phone. Just one text. Just her. No emoji.

I stared at it so long I nearly missed my floor.

Kim: Same time next week?


CHAPTER 4 – The Unavailable Weekends

The kiss changed something.

Not in her, maybe. Or if it did, she didn’t show it. But in me? Everything shifted.

I replayed it over and over that night... how she leaned in, how her fingers settled around my waist like she was claiming something. She hadn’t mentioned it again. Not once. Not even a flirty callback. And somehow, that made it worse. Or better. I couldn’t tell.

It stayed with me longer than it should have. In the way my breath caught every time I passed the mirror. In the way I flinched when my phone buzzed, hoping it was her, fearing it wasn’t. Her silence after the kiss didn’t cool me; it wrecked me. Made me hungrier for the next time. Made me want to earn another one.

I woke up the next morning with the taste of her still in my mouth and the ache of restraint still pulsing in my gut. Every part of me wanted to text her something—anything. But I didn’t. I waited. Like I always did.

She texted first. Like she always did.

Last night was great! See you later... xoxo.

And we slipped right back into our rhythm. Shoots. Edits. Late nights with lo-fi playlists and glowing screens. Takeout containers balanced on her knees while she scrolled through selects. Me sitting cross-legged at her feet, adjusting light curves and cropping to her taste. There was comfort in the pattern. In the way she moved through the room like she owned it, and maybe, owned me too.

Sometimes she’d lie across the couch in nothing but boxers and a worn old men's tee, oversized and sliding off one shoulder, her bare legs stretched out while she flipped through selects on the camera. I’d sit cross-legged on the floor, laptop open, adjusting light curves and hue balances as she directed over her shoulder—"brighter," "nope, not that one," "wait, go back, I liked that shadow."

Her voice was soft but decisive. My hands moved fast to keep up. I didn’t mind. I liked being useful. I liked the way she let me orbit her, as long as I stayed in my place.

She’d toss me fries between edits, brush her foot against my back without noticing, or lean over to check the screen her breath hitting the side of my cheek like something earned. It was intimate, but never sexual. Teasing, but never crossing that invisible line.

I got so much of her.

Just not all of her.

But patterns always have gaps. And hers started to show.

She disappeared on weekends. Not every weekend... just the second and last of every month. Like clockwork.

The first time, I didn’t think much of it. She said she was slammed. “Got a family thing Kev. Back Monday x.” I didn’t question it. We weren’t a couple. We weren’t anything official. I barely even knew what we were.

But the next time, it happened again. “Busy again this weekend. Next week’s all yours tho <3”

I read that line five times. Then again in the middle of the night. Then again while brushing my teeth.

She wasn’t cold. Not exactly. But the warmth went dim. The texts slower. Shorter. The read receipts still showed. The stories stopped.

And I told myself I was being dramatic.

Until one Saturday afternoon, I passed her building after grabbing coffee. Her car... black, tinted, unmistakable, was parked in its usual spot.

She’d told me she was out of town.

I stood across the street for a full thirty seconds. Staring.

Was someone inside with her? Another photographer? A boyfriend she never mentioned? I hated the thought. Hated that it made my stomach twist. Hated that I felt a pulse of heat low in my gut, like I deserved to ache this way. Like it was part of the role I’d been assigned—watching, wondering, never asking.

I didn’t knock. Didn’t text. Didn’t call her out.

I just noted it. Quietly. Like someone filing away a clue they’re not ready to solve yet.

Back in my room, I opened Instagram. Nothing. No new posts. No stories. Just a photo (that I shot) from earlier in the week still racking up likes. I opened our texts. Re-read the ones where she said she missed me.

And then closed the app like it might bite me.

I’m not her boyfriend. I’m not even sleeping with her. I have no right to ask. Right?

But something beneath that logic whispered: Whatever this was, it moved how she wanted.

***

It was a Wednesday when the message came.

Kim: You free Friday night? Dress hot. Drop by my place at 7. I'll drive.

That was it. No context. No emoji.

I stared at it like it was in another language. Then read it again, slower.

I spent the whole of Friday afternoon rifling through my closet, trying on shirts I didn’t even like, wondering what the fuck “hot” meant in her language. When I finally decided on a charcoal button-down I thought made me look semi-presentable, she laughed.

"No, babe," she said, walking over to her wardrobe. "Wear this. I picked it for you like... three weeks ago. Just didn’t think you were ready yet."

She pulled a shirt still in plastic from the back of her closet. Deep navy. Slim fit. Pressed. Fucking beautiful.

"Trust me," she said. "I like you in navy."

I took off the shirt I was wearing, peeled it off slow. She didn’t leave the room. Didn’t even turn away. She stayed, leaning against the doorframe, watching. Her eyes tracked down my chest like she was cataloging details, lingering on my stomach, the slope of my shoulders, the skin under my collarbone. Not hungry. Just observant.

I slipped on the navy shirt and began buttoning it. Her gaze didn’t soften. If anything, it settled in deeper.

When I got to the last one, she stepped in without a word. Her hands didn’t just fix my collar, they claimed space. She adjusted the fabric slowly, palms dragging softly across my chest, fingertips smoothing the edge like she was shaping the shirt to fit the man she’d picked it for. Her eyes followed the motion, then lifted to mine.

She didn’t smile. Just stared for a second. Like she was double-checking the final detail before letting it go (which she hadn’t). Like I was hers to tweak into place.

"Hold still," she murmured, and then leaned up and kissed me.

It was soft. Slow. The kind of kiss that starts as nothing but ends with your heart in your throat. My hands moved instinctively, fingers ghosting toward her waist, wanting more. Wanting to deepen it.

She stopped me with a light press on my chest.

"Not now," she said. Not cold. Not playful. Just... firm. "You're not messing up my work."

And she walked out of the room, heels clicking lightly, like nothing had happened. Like she hadn’t just rewired my entire night with a single kiss and a single rule.

We left her place just in time to make it to our reservation. I still had no idea where we were going. But seeing how I and she was dressed, we were definitely going to a place where you take a date to. Her hair was down. She wore a slinky black dress with thin straps that kept slipping off her shoulders, and a cropped leather jacket that made her look even more unreal. Minimal makeup. Lips glossy. Heels high. No bra.

My brain short-circuited the moment I opened the car door at our destination.

It was a new, swanky restaurant in downtown—rooftop, moody lighting, servers in black aprons, reservations booked weeks in advance. She walked a couple of steps ahead of me, and every single man in that place turned to look. Some recognized her. One even whispered her handle to his friend.

She ignored them all.

When we got to the host stand, the guy barely glanced at me. His eyes were on her the whole time.

She hooked her arm through mine casually.

"We have a reservation under Ms. Schäfer," she said, her voice cool. "For two."

Dinner flowed. Conversation easy. She ordered the wine. Chose the dishes. Asked about my classes, my portfolio, my mom. Made me laugh so hard I nearly choked on a sip of water.

When the bill came, I reached instinctively.

She stopped me with just a look. Then tapped her card on the machine, dropped it back in her purse, and smirked.

"You didn’t think you were paying, did you?"

I flushed. Shook my head. Swallowed whatever pride I had left.

She crossed her legs slowly under the table, and her foot brushed against my calf. Deliberate. Not innocent.

Her foot slid higher. Just once. Just enough. Her fingers rested briefly on my knee like she was anchoring me there. My cock stirred against my thigh, and I forced myself not to flinch. She didn’t say a word, just smiled at the waiter like nothing had happened.

Then she turned back to me, leaned in like she was about to whisper something filthy.

"You’re cute when you try to act composed," she said, and brushed her lips against mine—barely there, more breath than contact. A reward. A tease.

My mouth chased hers without meaning to, like instinct.

She let me kiss her. Really kiss her. My pulse thumped. My hand started to move, desperate to find a place on her thigh.

She caught it before it got there.

“Eyes up, baby. Everyone’s watching,” she said, pulling back.

She sipped her wine like she hadn’t just denied me twice.

Later, while we waited for the valet, she stood behind me and ran her fingers up the back of my neck, playing with the baby hairs at my nape.

It wasn’t sexual. Not overtly. But it made my skin burn.

It was the first time I realized this wasn’t a date.

This was a test.

And I wanted to pass.

***

The car ride home was quiet. Not awkward. Not tense. Just... quieter than usual.

Her hand rested casually on the gear shift, and every time she changed lanes, her knuckles brushed the inside of my thigh. Not by accident. Not entirely on purpose either. Just enough to remind me she was there. Her dress had gathered slightly on her legs, bunching at the tops of her thighs. The hem rode high, and the car’s heater blew low and steady across my legs.

I tried to glance at her without making it obvious. Her face was unreadable. Calm, but not distant. Her lips pressed together like she was holding something in. The city slid past in long, warm blurs. A song came on—low, vibey, something slow and nostalgic. She didn’t change it. Let it play.

I wanted to say something. Anything. But she looked like she was building the words brick by brick. Like if I interrupted, the whole structure might fall.

Halfway to my place, she spoke.

"Hey. I know I’ve been kind of weird lately. Disappearing some weekends. Being hot and cold. I just... I didn’t want you to think it’s you."

I turned toward her, but she kept her eyes on the road.

"It’s not that I don’t want real things," she continued, still without looking at me. "I do. But I’ve had to learn to pace myself. To protect what matters. The last guy I was with didn’t respect boundaries. It has taken me two years now to even think about dating," she flicked her eyes to me as she said that, before once again returning them to the road.

After a beat, she spoke again, "I promised myself I’d never feel obligated to explain my life to someone again. So yeah... if I disappear some weekends, it’s because that part of me isn’t up for negotiation. Not yet. But this—us—matters. I wouldn’t be here if it didn’t." She didn’t blink when she said it. But her fingers curled tighter on the wheel, just once. Like she still remembered how it felt to be held too tightly by the wrong hands. A flash of something passed through her face—anger? Pain? I couldn’t name it. And then it was gone. She shifted in her seat slightly, like she needed to reset.

I thought about reaching for her hand. Just to let her know I heard her. But I didn’t. I stayed still. Because this wasn’t my moment to comfort her. It was hers to control.

She glanced over again.

"So I want to take this slow. No pressure. I don’t want anything heavy. Just someone who gets me. Who lets me be me without the guilt trip."

I nodded. Because what else could I do? I wasn’t going to ask for more.

But that didn’t stop her words from sticking. Because somewhere between the lines, I was trying to find out what she thought I was.

Not a boyfriend. Not a friend, either. Something in between. Something she could kiss in parking lots but not keep overnight.

When we pulled up to my building, the car idled for a few seconds longer than usual. I unbuckled slowly, half-turning toward her, waiting—just hoping—she might say something. That she might kill the engine. That she might come up. There was a pause. A beat too long. Her eyes flicked to mine, unreadable.

And then she leaned across the console and kissed my cheek.

"You’ve been so good lately. Keep it up."

She didn’t wait for a reply. Just shifted the car back into drive.

That line stayed with me all the way up the stairs. Through the door. Into bed.

So good.

I didn’t even jerk off to her body that night. In fact, it had been a couple of weeks since I'd jerked off. Why, I didn't know. Probably some crazy part inside me was saving up? I don’t know. It was just the way she said it that didn't need anything more.

So good.

***

My dorm room was dark when I got in. My roommate was passed out in bed, a hoodie pulled over his head, one leg dangling off the side like a corpse.

I sat on the edge of my mattress for a full minute before moving. The shirt still smelled like her perfume—subtle and expensive, with a warmth that clung to my skin like a memory.

I pulled out my phone. Nothing.

I checked again. Still nothing.

She hadn’t texted.

I opened Instagram.

I didn’t stop at her grid—I went through the tagged photos too. Her last tagged post was with a group of people I didn’t recognize. One guy’s comment just said “miss u 🔥.” She hadn’t liked it. But she hadn’t deleted it either. Another one had called her “wifey.”

I told myself it was just her brand. Just clout-chasing strangers trying to flirt with a girl they’d never meet. But it still burned. Because I knew what it felt like to be near her. And I wasn’t sure how many other people did too.

I stared at her profile photo. Then clicked back into our DMs. The kiss. The dinner. The wine. Her foot against mine. Her fingers in my hair.

Was that a date? Was it just dinner?

Or was I being curated—like a part of her aesthetic?

Something presentable. Contained.

My roommate mumbled something in his sleep. I didn’t hear it. I was still replaying the way she leaned over the table like I was her reward.

I laid back. Closed my eyes. Pressed my forearm over my mouth like I could still feel the heat of hers.

Was this just what it looked like to date someone out of your league?

Or was this something else entirely?

***

Saturday morning. I left early, trying to shake the weight off. Got coffee. Walked a few blocks without thinking.

The city felt too clean, too awake.

I passed a boutique near the edge of downtown, the kind that always had sleek displays and mannequins posed like they were bored of being expensive.

In the corner of the window: a pair of men’s loafers. Size 12. Same color, same brand, same shape as the ones I’d seen by her door that first week. I never asked her about it, and she never explained it herself. And now, staring at them again, the silence landed harder than the truth ever could. Humiliation and arousal tangled together in my chest—tight, pulsing. I wasn’t even in the running. Just orbiting something I’d never be invited to touch. Expensive. Minimal. Not mine.

My stomach tightened.

I didn’t stop walking.

Didn’t check the price tag. Didn’t look again.

Back in my room, my phone buzzed.

Kim: Come by tomorrow. Afternoon. I need to talk to you about something important.

I stared at it for a beat. Even though it was through a text, I could feel that the tone was different.

Something was different.

I typed: Okay. I’ll be there.

Sent.


CHAPTER 5 – The Reveal

Sunday came like a slow, heavy breath I couldn’t exhale.

Ever since the dinner, I hadn’t been able to sleep right. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw her across that restaurant table again, lips slick with gloss, fingers toying with her wine glass, saying things I wasn’t sure how to hear. Saying them like they were boundaries, but sounding like doors I still wasn’t sure I was allowed to knock on.

And then the text. Thirteen words.

Come by tomorrow. Afternoon. I need to talk to you about something important.

Important. Not urgent. Not sweet. Not playful.

My brain had latched onto that word and gnawed on it all night like a starving animal. What did important mean to a woman like Kim? Did she want to call things off? Was I too much? Not enough? Had I gotten too close? Had she found someone with a black card and a better camera? Someone who didn’t come from cheap suburbs and take the bus freshman year?

I woke up before 8. Tried to eat. Failed. Took a shower just to kill time. Then another one just before leaving. The day was hot already, that kind of early summer heat that made you feel like the air was pressing back. The water didn’t help much. I still felt damp when I stepped out, my skin sticky with nerves and heat.

I stared at the shirts in my closet like they were test questions. Picked a plain white one she liked on me. The one she'd complimented, I looked good in once. I buttoned it slow, wiped my palms twice before grabbing my keys. My hair was still slightly wet, and my pulse hadn’t settled all morning.

The walk to her place felt longer than usual. Every step heavier. The world too bright, the sky too flat. Even the trees looked tired.

Her building shimmered in the heat. The lobby smelled like lemon and glass cleaner. I barely remembered pressing the elevator button. My hands didn’t feel like they belonged to me.

When the door opened, she didn’t greet me with a kiss. Didn’t smile. She wore a loose gray tee that dipped off one shoulder and a pair of soft cotton shorts that hugged her hips. No makeup. No bra. Her hair was up, messy but intentional, like she’d spent just enough time making it look like she hadn’t tried.

She didn’t say hi. Just stepped aside and nodded.

“Come in.”

I froze for half a breath.

Some part of me had hoped for a kiss. Even just a small one. A soft brush of her lips against mine, or her palm on my chest, telling me she was glad I came. I wanted her to pull me in. Or push me away. Anything but this quiet.

But she didn’t meet my eyes at first. Her gaze stayed somewhere just to the side of my shoulder, like she hadn’t decided what version of me she was letting through the door yet. And when her eyes finally did land on mine, they were unreadable. Calm, but not warm. Measured. Like I was being studied more than seen.

I stepped in anyway, even though something in my chest felt caught. Like I’d walked into a different kind of silence than the ones we’d shared before.

The air inside was cooler than outside, but I still felt warm. Her place was quiet. Dim. Soft sunlight filtered through sheer curtains, and the faint hum of her air conditioner buzzed beneath it all.

I stepped in slow. The door clicked shut behind me.

Then I saw them.

On the dining table: a tall, narrow glass vase. Inside it, a bouquet of fresh white lilies.

My breath snagged.

Kim wasn’t a flowers-on-the-table kind of girl. She decorated with art books, designer candles, and skincare jars. The kind of luxury clutter that looked curated, not sentimental. But those lilies? They didn’t belong.

They looked too pure. Too ceremonial.

Too... deliberate.

Something had changed.

I stood there, still holding my keys like an idiot, and turned to face her. She’d already walked ahead of me, bare feet soundless on the hardwood. She curled one leg under herself as she sat on the couch, back straight, arms resting across the top like she was bracing herself.

She didn’t tell me to sit. Didn’t pat the cushion beside her. Just looked at me.

I hesitated, hovering near the edge of the couch like I wasn’t sure if I was allowed to be there. For a moment, I didn’t know if I should kneel or sit or just keep standing like a waiter waiting for instructions. My knees twitched like they might bend. My chest was tight with that heat again, the kind that came from not knowing the rules.

She glanced at the space beside her. Just once. A flick of her eyes. No smile.

I sat. Carefully. My body felt too large for the space, too loud. The cushion dipped beneath me, and the warmth radiating from her side hit me like static. She didn’t shift to make room. Didn’t acknowledge me. Just stayed exactly as she was—composed, elegant, unknowable.

I didn’t speak. I wanted to. I wanted to ask what this was, what I was walking into, what the hell the lilies meant. But the silence pressed down on me like gravity.

And so I just sat. Small. Waiting. Like a good boy does.

She began first.

"Do you want something to drink?"

Her voice was soft. Not cold, not warm, just even. Like she’d been practicing the words. Like she needed to say something before the air collapsed between us.

"Water's fine," I said. My voice came out quieter than I meant. Scratchy. Like I’d been holding it in for too long.

She stood and walked into the kitchen. I watched the swing of her hips beneath the hem of her shorts, the way her bare legs moved with that effortless grace I knew too well. She didn’t ask how I was. Didn’t glance back. Just poured the water, ice cubes clinking into the glass like punctuation.

She came back with two glasses. Handed me one. Her fingers brushed mine. Just barely. But it was enough to set off the hum already building low in my chest.

Her fingers were cool from the glass. Mine were warm, almost clammy, palms still damp from where they’d been pressed against my knees. The contrast sent a jolt through me. My breath caught for a second too long.

And then, without warning, my mind flicked back. The last time her fingers had been on me. The soft drag of her thumb across my collarbone when she adjusted my shirt. The way she'd once trailed her nails down the front of my belt and smiled like she knew exactly what it did to me. It wasn’t even a kiss. Just touch. Controlled. Intentional. Claimed.

I felt it again now… that same restraint, that same ache. Some part of me lit up at the contact. A flicker of hope. Maybe she still wanted to touch me like that again. Maybe she would.

But she didn’t.

She let go.

Turned away.

Sat down again. Not closer. Not further. Exactly where she'd been.

Music played low from her smart speakers, something atmospheric and slow. It made the silence feel even more deliberate. The silence lingered. Thick, stretched, breathing around us.

She took a sip. Set her glass down. Looked straight ahead.

"I know I've been saying this a lot over the last couple of months, but it's true, you've been good to me, Kevin," she said finally.

My heart hitched. The words landed soft, but they echoed sharp.

"You’ve been patient, kind. You’ve never pushed. You’ve made me feel... safe. And seen. And I don’t take that lightly."

I swallowed.

She turned then, just a little, facing me more fully. Her eyes were calm, but there was something under the surface. Something she was holding tight.

"Which is why I need to be honest with you. About... the weekends. About me."

My stomach tightened.

She paused. Like she was weighing how much to give. Then she began.

"I've been in an arrangement for about a year. A private relationship. It’s... not public. Not something I post about. Not something most people know. Actually, no one at all."

My grip on the glass tightened. I didn't move.

"He’s older. Married. Powerful. He travels a lot. He handles things most people don’t even know exist. And for a while now... he’s been part of my life in a very specific way."

She didn’t say the words. But I heard them anyway.

Sugar daddy.

I knew. I think I always knew. The clues were never really hidden. They just didn’t feel real until now, laid bare between us like an open secret.

My brain flickered fast through the details I’d ignored on purpose. The way she never reached for the check. The slides by her door. The sleek black cologne bottle next to her skincare. The always new wardrobe. The bouquet of lilies that didn’t belong.

What does an arrangement like that look like? Does he pay her rent? Does he fly her out on weekends to fuck her in some penthouse suite before sending her home with designer bags? Does he pick the lingerie she wears? Does he tell her who she can touch? Who she can kiss?

A flush of jealousy surged so fast it made me dizzy, hot, shameful, and sickeningly hard.

And yet...

"It’s not what you think," she said, watching my face. "Or maybe it is. I don’t know. But what matters is that he’s not... gone. He’s still in my life. Still a part of it. And when things started with you, I had to... I had to ask."

My breath caught.

"Ask what?"

She didn’t flinch.

"I had to ask him if it was okay to see you. To have you around. Even just for shoots. Even just as a friend. He doesn’t like surprises. And he knows how I can be... spontaneous. Curious. He needed to be sure you weren’t some random guy I was hooking up with behind his back."

My throat went dry.

"So... what? You had to get permission to talk to me?"

She didn’t answer right away.

"I had to show him you weren’t a threat. That you weren’t going to ruin anything. That you respected me. That you could be... useful. Loyal."

Useful. Loyal.

The words throbbed like bruises.

Useful hit harder than cute ever did. Harder than hot, than sweet, than anything she'd ever called me. Because it wasn’t just about attraction. It was about function. But not in a way that erased the warmth I’d felt from her, or the connection we’d built. It wasn’t love, maybe. Not yet. But it wasn’t cold either. Being a piece that fit didn’t mean I was disposable. It meant I had a place. A role she trusted me to hold. A tool, yes—but a trusted one. A resource, maybe—but one she chose to keep.

And I could already picture her saying it to him. Explaining me. Justifying me.

He’s useful. He edits. He helps. He waits. He doesn’t ask for more.

That thought should’ve broken something in me.

But instead, it made my cock press tighter against my thigh.

Because some small, filthy part of me felt proud.

Shamefully proud.

I let the words fade. Let the silence breathe.

The air conditioner kicked on with a soft whirr, sending a chill across the back of my neck. I took a slow sip of the water I'd been holding all this time, more for something to do than because I was thirsty. The ice had melted.

She didn't move. Neither did I.

Then, after a beat that stretched long enough to feel like a warning,

"I’m not allowed to be physical," she said slowly, "Until he accepts you."

The glass in my hand suddenly felt too cold. Too heavy. She watched my hands tightening around the glass but didn’t say a word.

My heart was thudding in my ears. I felt heat climbing my neck, but not from anger. Not just from confusion. It was something else. A darker pull under it all.

She needed his permission to kiss me?

To touch me?

To keep me?

I wasn’t even the main story. I was a side thread. A subplot in someone else’s world.

And I still wanted her more than anything.

She watched me, carefully. Not cautious. Just present. Fully.

"I’m not ashamed of it," she said. "He’s good to me. It works for us. I get security. Protection. He gets... me. On his terms. And I respect that."

Her voice didn’t waver. Not once.

"But you? You’re the only part of my life I chose without needing to be told I could. That’s why I’m telling you this. Because I care about you in a way that isn’t transactional. I won’t lie to you. I won’t pretend this is simple. It’s not. But if you want to keep seeing me, if you want to be a part of this... this is what it comes with. And I hope you do, Kevin. I want you in this. In my life. I don’t know where this leads yet, but I know I still want you here."

I stared at her. My chest felt tight.

I should have stood up. I should have walked away. I should have said something sharp, something proud, something self-protective.

But I didn’t.

Because my cock was hard.

Because my heart was thudding with something close to awe.

Because she didn’t lie. Because she trusted me enough to tell me the truth. Because she still looked at me like she wanted me to stay; words can lie, but the eyes... they never lie.

I knew I was already hooked.

Because some sick, deep part of me liked it. Liked being vetted. Liked being allowed. Liked the thought that she had to prove I was safe.

I wasn’t her boyfriend. I was her secret. Her gamble. Her bet.

And all I could think about was what else he hadn’t allowed her to do with me yet.

And when she might be allowed to start.

A new thought crept in, slow and uninvited.

Had he already seen me?

Had she shown him a photo? A message?

Had the man she called powerful studied me the same way she did, but colder, more strategic? Did he glance once and say "not yet" while she nodded and said nothing more?

The idea made my stomach twist.

And made my cock twitch.

I hated that it did. But I didn’t want it to stop.

Because now he wasn’t just a shadow. He was in the room with us, in the spaces between her pauses, in the curve of her lips when she told me I was good.

And part of me wanted him there.

Watching.

Allowing.

Deciding.

And part of me, the part she hadn’t touched yet, the part she still owned anyway, was already wondering what it would feel like to be chosen next. Not ready. Not sure. But wondering.

Because I didn’t know what this meant yet. I didn’t know who I was supposed to be in this story. Maybe I already knew—some version of it—but I wasn’t ready to say it out loud. Not yet. All I knew was that I wasn’t ready to walk away.

Not yet.

I stayed sitting for too long.

The silence between us wasn’t tense anymore. Just heavy. Familiar. Like something soft draped over my shoulders, warming and weighing me all at once. Her words were still in the air, but they weren’t echoing anymore. They’d already landed. Every last one of them.

I looked down at the glass and then my hands. It was sweating. My fingers had loosened. Somewhere along the way, I'd stopped bracing the nothingness.

"I don’t know what this means yet," I said finally, after a pause that stretched long enough for my throat to close up.

The words sat there like something I wasn’t supposed to say. Like they needed clearance. Like I needed her permission just to speak them.

There was a pause. She didn’t fill it.

So I did.

“Why do you need him?” I asked. My voice wasn’t sharp. It wasn’t bitter. Just... quiet. Too quiet. Like I already knew the answer, and asking was just a form of surrender.

She didn’t flinch. She leaned back slightly, her fingers smoothing across her knee like she needed a second to choose the right truth.

"Because I know what it’s like to lose everything," she said.

Her voice wasn’t dramatic. It wasn’t broken. But it carried weight.

She told me about her dad. About how they used to have money. A lot of it. Vacations, memberships, a house with too many bedrooms. And then one bad business deal turned into five, and the market turned, and her father kept gambling for a win that never came. Until he collapsed in the middle of a phone call and never got back up.

Now it was just her, her mom, and her little brother. A smaller apartment. A leaner life. And a woman who knew, too young, that nothing is guaranteed—not love, not wealth, not security.

“I don’t want to live like that again,” she said. "So no, I’m not ending my arrangement with him. It’s not just the money. It’s everything I’m learning. He’s teaching me things—about business, about branding, about leverage. I take notes. I listen. I’m saving up. By the time I graduate, I’ll be debt-free and ready to launch my own line. A beauty brand. A real one. Something recession-proof, scalable. That’s why I became an influencer to begin with. Build the base first. Then the product."

She looked at me then.

"He gives me freedom. And I wouldn’t be telling you any of this if I didn’t think you mattered. By the time I graduate, I’ll be debt-free, with savings and strategy. And I can’t give it up—not when it’s taken me this long to build something for myself. Not when I finally feel like I have a way forward."

What I felt hearing it—it wasn’t anger. Not fear either. Just the kind of numb that comes when you realize the floor has been slowly shifting beneath you for weeks and you never noticed until you almost stumbled.

"I just... I need to think." I said,

She nodded. No hesitation. No protest. Just a small, subtle motion of her chin.

"Okay," she said.

I didn’t look at her right away. My eyes drifted lower instead—to her legs folded neatly beneath her, to the hand resting on her knee, to the soft line of her lips that hadn’t frowned once since I sat down.

I felt shame pressing at my ribs. Not just for hesitating, but for needing space at all. For not dropping to my knees right then and there and begging her to keep me, to not let this end. For not knowing whether this ache in my chest was fear, or longing, or both tangled so tightly I couldn’t separate one from the other. Some part of me still wanted to resist. Another part wanted to surrender entirely. And neither part trusted me to choose right.

The disappointment in her eyes wasn’t sharp. It didn’t accuse. It just... settled there. Like she'd already predicted this. Like maybe she’d had the conversation in her head long before it happened. Which I later learned she had.

"If you come back," she said, softer now, like she didn’t want to wake something sleeping between us, "come back because you want all of it."

That sentence landed differently. It wasn’t a dare. It wasn’t a challenge. It was an offering. One with terms.

All of it.

The shoots and the wine nights. The silence and the posing. The way she let me orbit her, and the parts she gave to someone else. The rules she didn’t write down but still expected me to feel in my bones.

And what did she mean by all of it? Did that include watching her get dressed for someone else again? Did it mean waiting for her while she let someone else touch the parts of her I’d only ever worshipped from inches away? Did it mean waiting outside her room while he decided how long I’d stay in her life?

My brain twisted it into a dozen versions of submission before I could stop it.

And I hated that some of them made me hard.

The parts I hadn’t seen yet. The parts I might never be allowed to.

My legs didn’t move at first. Then they did.

I stood. Slow. Not because I was trying to be dramatic, but because something about standing up felt heavier than it should have. Like whatever this was, it had settled in my bones without permission.

She stood too. Walked ahead of me to the door. Didn’t look back to check if I was following. She knew I was.

She didn’t open it immediately.

She turned. Stopped just short of me.

Then, finally, she placed her hand flat on my chest. Right over the center. Her palm was warm. Steady. Dry, but not clinical. Confident in a way that made my breath hitch before I even realized she’d touched me.

If she pushed, I would’ve fallen forward.

If she pulled, I would’ve followed.

She didn’t do either.

Just held me there. One last pause. One last command before her words found their voice.

"I know this isn’t the fairy tale version," she said quietly. "I’m not pretending it is. But I’ve never lied to you. And I wouldn’t invite you into this if I didn’t think you could handle it."

And then, after one more beat of quiet that clung like breath before a sob,

"Kev," she whispered. Her eyes didn’t waver. "What we’ve had so far has been really great."

A pause. The kind you don’t breathe through.

"I hope we’ll have more of it."

I couldn’t speak. My lips parted slightly, but no sound came.

She didn’t lean in. Didn’t kiss me. Just let her hand linger against my chest like she was listening to what my heart might say before I did.

And then she opened the door.

I stepped out.

The hallway air felt colder than I remembered. Sterile. Too clean. Like I'd walked out of somewhere living and into something clinical. My skin missed her scent immediately—the faint perfume, the lotion, the candle wax and warmth. Leaving her behind felt like shedding something I hadn’t realized I needed to keep.

And somewhere inside the fog in my chest, a sick thought crawled in.

Had she already texted him?

Was this whole conversation part of something bigger? Did he already know I was here? Had he watched her let me speak, let me stammer, let me leave?

My body felt hollow. But my cock was still heavy.

The guilt twisted with the want, knotted in my gut, and sat there like a curse I hadn’t earned the right to break.

I kept walking. Footsteps slow, off-balance, dragging memory behind them.

I didn’t know what I wanted.

But I knew one thing.

I hadn’t stopped wanting her.

Not for a second.


CHAPTER 6 – The Decision

The days after our talk didn’t feel like days.

They felt like spaces between things. Like the parts of a song where the sound fades just long enough to make you ache for the next note. I moved through them the way someone moves through fog: slow, unfocused, a little damp with the weight of something invisible.

Her words replayed endlessly.

Until he accepts you.

Come back because you want all of it.

I hope we’ll have more.

The phrases looped in my head like chants, pulling at me in places I didn’t know were soft. I heard them while brushing my teeth. While heating leftovers I didn’t want. While lying in bed and staring at the ceiling fan until the blades blurred.

Somehow, knowing I’d been vetted made everything worse. Made her hotter. Made the want sharper. More painful.

Was she always this far ahead of me? Was there ever a version of her that didn’t already belong to someone else?

I’d wanted to believe that I was the first person she’d let behind the curtain. That I was the one she was choosing, letting in, slowly and deliberately.

But now it felt like I’d been invited into a house someone else already lived in.

And I still wanted to stay.

That fact alone made me angry.

Worse: it made me hard.

I’d lie to myself sometimes and say I wasn’t thinking about her. That I wasn’t craving her voice, or her scent, or the silence she wore like perfume when she was deciding how close to let me stand.

But then something would happen. I’d walk past someone wearing the same perfume. I’d open Instagram and see a photo of a girl in thigh-high socks on a messy bed. And I’d be right back there again—in her apartment, on the couch, watching her legs shift under her shorts while she told me I needed another man’s permission to kiss her.

My cock would twitch, and I’d close my eyes and curse myself.

One morning, I stared at my reflection for a long time. Too long. The kind of staring that makes your own face feel unfamiliar.

What kind of man waits to be approved by another man just to touch his girl?

What did I even look like to him? If he knew about me—and he had to know by now—what did he see when he imagined me? Some obedient little soft boy sitting in silence, hoping for a nod? Did he already see me as beneath him? Was I already being measured, weighed, maybe even laughed at? Did she describe me to him in passing, like something gentle but useful… someone who accepts, who listens, who waits?

The humiliation curled warm in my gut. And I hated that I felt it harden me.

What kind of man keeps waiting... even after he’s told not yet?

I splashed water on my face. Not to wake up. Just to stop looking.

Class didn’t help. Work didn’t help. I kept checking my phone like a habit I didn’t remember forming. I’d tap open our message thread without meaning to, stare at the blank space where her reply should’ve been, even though I hadn’t sent her anything.

Twice, I typed out a message.

Hey.

I miss you.

Once I even typed, Are you seeing him this weekend?

I never sent them.

I deleted them just as quickly, heart pounding with a guilt that didn’t have a name.

One night, late, I laid in my bed in my room lit only by my screen. I opened our thread again.

I typed: I think it’s better we don’t see each other anymore.

My thumb hovered.

Deleted it.

Typed it again, slower this time. Read it back. I meant it, maybe. Or I wanted to. Or I wanted her to beg me not to.

But I couldn’t hit send.

My hand drifted down instead. Almost unconsciously. But I hesitated. Not out of pride. Out of guilt. Out of something heavier than shame.

My fingers hovered, as if waiting for permission that wouldn’t come. I whispered her name. Once. Twice. Softly, like she might hear it through the walls. Like she might say yes from wherever she was.

Then I touched myself. Slow. Careful. I edged there for a while, holding myself back with each breath, remembering that she hadn’t said I could. That I wasn’t allowed. And maybe wouldn’t be, ever.

It didn’t matter.

I thought about her hand on my chest.

Her saying, If you come back...

The way she didn’t kiss me.

The way she didn’t have to.

I came anyway… reluctantly, fast, miserably. A quiet grunt, jaw clenched, hand tight around myself like I could control the regret flooding through me.

I hated that I felt relief.

And that was the moment I knew: I wasn’t letting go.

I couldn’t.

A few days later, she posted again.

Nothing dramatic. Just her… smiling, radiant, gorgeous in that way that felt like a punch. She was somewhere outdoors, skin glowing, hair tied up, lips glossy.

No caption. Just an emoji. A sun.

The comments were what you’d expect. Heart eyes. "Glow different." One guy asked if she was single. Another just said, "Perfect." A few girls dropped fire emojis and called her an icon. The kind of replies that piled up under every one of her posts—thirsty, admiring, jealous, hopeful. All of them thinking they saw her. None of them knowing anything at all.

But all I could think about was who took the photo. Was it him? Was she glowing like that because someone had just called her good girl off-camera, fingers still brushing her thigh? Had she just had an amazing fuck, the kind that left her skin warm, her lips redder, her eyes softer? Was she smiling because she knew the picture would drive men crazy—me included?

I read the comments, but they blurred. Just noise. What I really saw was her eyes. Her mouth. Her collarbone. The exact parts of her I hadn’t been allowed to touch. The parts I didn’t know if I ever would.

I read them all, even the stupid ones. And somehow it made my chest feel heavier.

Because she looked happy.

Because she looked complete.

Because she looked like she didn’t need me at all.

And maybe she didn’t.

She was strong enough to let me walk away.

And that made me want her even more.

Not because I thought I could fix her.

But because I wanted to be worthy of staying.

***

The week had cracked something open in me. But it was this morning—Thursday, it’s the fourth day since I last saw her—when it stopped bleeding and started forming into something else. Not peace. Not resolve. Just... shape.

I’d woken up too early again. My alarm hadn’t even buzzed. The light through the blinds looked different. And I couldn’t tell if it was dawn or guilt. I lay still for a long time, trying to find the version of myself I was supposed to carry into the day. Strong? Detached? Still undecided?

Instead, I found the same thing I’d found every morning since that night: her voice. Her words. The ones that didn’t tremble.

If you come back, come back because you want all of it.

She hadn’t begged. She hadn’t manipulated. She’d just... said it.

And I was still here, six days later, orbiting the gravity of that choice.

I started listing things. Not on paper. Not out loud. But the way your brain does when it doesn’t trust your heart not to self-destruct.

I thought about how electric she was. How when she looked at me, it wasn’t just with her eyes, but like she was seeing a part of me no one else ever tried to reach. I trusted her. That hadn’t changed. And she’d told me the truth, not because it was easy, but because she respected me enough to be honest.

But there were things I couldn’t ignore. I would never be the only one. I would have to meet the man who, by some silent arrangement, owned the gate to her body. And there were ways I could be humiliated that I hadn’t even imagined yet. That scared me more than I wanted to admit.

And then there were the questions that didn’t have answers. Would I lose myself in this? Would I become someone I couldn’t recognize, someone I hated? Or had this already been inside me all along, waiting to be called by its name?

I looked at myself in the mirror again. Same face. Same tired eyes. Same guy who’d started shooting photos that made her look like the goddess she was.

I stared longer than I should have, taking in the slope of my shoulders, the curve of my jaw, the way my body stood still like it was waiting for approval. A sick thought surfaced: what if she’d shown him those photos? He sure would have. It had been a little over a couple of months since that first shoot. And there had been five weekends she was gone since then—now I knew, it was with him. Her Sugar Daddy had already seen the work I’d done, the way I framed her with reverence, like something sacred and untouchable... Was I documenting the thing I’d never be allowed to touch?

My cock twitched at the humiliation, thickening just from the thought. I hated that. Hated that I was hard. Hated that part of me wanted her to show him more. And I didn’t look away.

I still wanted her.

Even knowing everything. Whether I fully accepted it or not, now I knew it was even more because of it.

Not because she made it easy. But because she made it real. She didn’t offer fantasy. She didn’t dangle some pretend purity I could cling to. She offered the truth. With terms.

And no one had ever done that before.

***

The fantasy slipped in around noon. Like a splinter sliding under skin.

I pictured myself beside her on the couch.

Her thigh touching mine. Our phones in hand.

She types something.

He’s ready.

The words barely leave her screen before the air around me shifts. Her thigh is still pressed lightly to mine, but now I feel the heat of it more clearly, like it’s pulsing with the weight of what she just sent. Her phone lights up in her palm, casting a glow across her wrist, her knuckles, the curve of her nail. She doesn't show me the screen right away.

My breath catches. My heart punches behind my ribs like it wants to answer the message too. I wonder if he’s already read it. If he’s smiling. If he knew I’d say yes all along.

Maybe he was waiting. Maybe this was the moment I was handed over.

I didn’t know if I wanted to watch.

But I now knew I wanted to belong.

And I hated that the thought made me shift in my seat, my cock heavy and half-hard against my thigh.

***

By late afternoon, the pros and cons had stopped being a list. They had turned into something heavier, knotted, tangled. They weren’t conclusions. They weren’t clarity. They were truths. And they weren’t going anywhere.

I kept thinking: what does it mean to say yes to someone who belongs, even partially, to someone else? What does it mean to step into a room knowing you weren’t the first one invited inside? Could I carry that? Could I stay soft in the face of it? Could I stay standing?

I would not get all of her. I would not get the guarantee that I’d be enough. I would not get the storybook. I would not get the parts of her she’d already handed over. I would not get certainty. I would not get safety.

But I would get her. Not a fantasy. Not a filtered version. Her. As she is. Albeit on her terms.

And for the first time in my life, the idea of being chosen that way didn’t feel like losing.

It felt like being seen. Like being invited to stop pretending I wanted something simpler, safer, smaller than this.

***

It wasn’t a grand moment. No burst of music. No sudden lightning bolt of clarity. Just the quiet click of something inside me making space.

I picked up my phone.

I stared at the screen, thumb hovering, like even touching it too soon would tip me over a ledge I hadn’t quite named. I scrolled through our old messages once, then again, pausing at the last thing she sent. Take the time you need.

I thought: Once I send this, I don’t get to un-know. I don’t get to pretend I hadn’t said yes.

The silence in my room felt louder than anything.

I typed the message slowly. Without drafts. Without second-guessing.

I’ve been thinking. If the offer’s still open... I want in. All of it.

And I hit send.

The reply came in seconds.

My phone buzzed once, then again, as if even the vibrations couldn’t contain what was on the other end. I hadn’t even had time to set it down before her name flashed across the screen.

Incoming call: Kim.

I took a breath that didn’t feel like mine and answered.

"Oohhhh Kevin," she exhaled, and the sound was everything I didn’t know I’d been waiting for. Warm, full of that low, girlish excitement that lived in her throat when she was really, truly happy. "You don’t know how happy you’ve just made me. I’ve been dreading these last three-four days… felt like I was back in high school, constantly checking my phone to see if you’d texted. I swear, every hour."

I let out a breathless laugh, equal parts relief and disbelief. I didn’t speak yet. I wanted to hear more of her voice.

"You don’t know what it means that you said yes. Thank you. I promise we’re going to have so much fun," she said, the last word curling like a promise. "It's the fourth Friday tomorrow. He wants to meet you."

My fingers tightened around the phone, just slightly, like I was bracing myself for something I didn’t yet understand. I sat down slowly, knees softening beneath me, the words echoing down my spine with a heat that felt closer to surrender than surprise. There was no command in her voice, but it didn’t matter; my body had already answered.

A single thought pulsed quietly: I didn’t know if I wanted to be chosen. But I knew I wanted to be accepted.

My throat closed up for a second. I swallowed around it.

"Wear something nice," she added, her tone tilting into playful. "I want him to have the best first impression of you."

It was the way she said it; not as a tease, not as a game, but like she meant it. Like my impression mattered to her. Like I mattered.

There was a pause, a quiet aftershock that hummed through me. I stayed on the line, not wanting it to end just yet. She must’ve felt it too, because she spoke again, softer this time.

"You’re really doing this," she murmured.

"Yeah," I said, my voice a little hoarse. "I am."

A silence stretched, but it wasn’t empty. It was warm. Close. Her breath was still there, soft and steady.

"I’m proud of you, I'm soooo fucking happy I made the right decision with you, Kev," she said.

I closed my eyes. That did something to me… something hard to name.

"Sleep well tonight," she added. "See you at 11 tomorrow..."

And then, only then, the call finally clicked off.

After we hung up, I sat there for a minute, the phone still warm in my hand. It was quiet again, but not the same kind of quiet. The kind that echoed through the chest, sharp and almost holy.

My thumb hovered over her name again. Just to send something. A thank you. A heart. Anything to let her know I was still there, still buzzing from her voice. But I stopped myself.

I’d said yes.

And now, she held the timing.

It wasn’t my place to follow up. Not yet. Not this time.

That quiet ache of wanting to reach out, to speak again, to hear her smile… tightened in my chest like a leash gently pulled. A reminder: I’d stepped into her pace now. A few more seconds passed before I stood and walked to the mirror.

The same mirror. The same face. But something in me was different now.

The glass didn’t just reflect. It framed. It offered something like truth… stripped of pretense, dressed in the heat of what I’d just agreed to.

Did she tell him I was sweet? That I was obedient? That I came when called?

My cock twitched, traitorous and eager. I hated how much I wanted to be seen that way. Not just seen; spoken about. Summarized. Given over.

And yet… a part of me hoped she already had.

My heart was a slow thud in my chest. My cock was already responding, thick and aching. I felt flushed, hard, scared.

But it didn’t feel wrong.

It felt chosen.

And maybe that was the difference. The week before had been about uncertainty. This was about knowing. About stepping forward without pretending I didn’t understand what I was walking toward.

This time, it wasn’t about being good enough. Or being accepted.

It was about wanting her. And wanting all of it.

I didn’t know what meeting the sugar daddy would bring. What it would look like. What it would feel like.

But I knew I wasn’t done craving her. I wasn’t done listening to her voice curl into my bones. I wasn’t done waking up with her name on my tongue like a psalm I didn’t believe in but still needed to whisper.

I wanted her. And all the darkness she came with.

Even if it changed me forever.

Friday couldn’t come fast enough.

I didn’t know if I’d be enough. But I knew I’d try—because she was the first thing that ever made me want to be. And if it broke me open? At least it’d be her hands that did it.

I wasn’t walking into this steady. I was walking in soft, hard, already half-claimed… and begging not to be turned away.


CHAPTER 7 – The Meeting

The hallway looked the same. Same off-white walls. Same stale lemon scent from the janitor's closet near the elevator. Same soft hum from the overhead lights. But nothing about it felt familiar.

Every step I took felt louder than it should've. My shoes tapped too sharply against the tile. My palms were already damp, and I hadn’t even raised my hand to knock yet. The air wasn’t warm, but I could feel sweat prickling at the base of my spine anyway. The shirt she told me to wear clung tighter than it had when I tried it on at home—slim-fit, deep charcoal, the one she'd picked weeks ago but hadn’t let me wear until now. She’d texted me earlier today with four words: "Wear the charcoal shirt." No explanation. No emoji. Just the command, followed by her usual silence.

The fabric stretched across my chest with every breath. I could feel the sweat gathering low between my shoulder blades, my body already heating beneath the collar like it knew it was being dressed for someone else's approval. The scent of my own cologne—clean, woodsy, too polite—mixed with something sourer underneath: nerves, heat, something primal. I shifted the strap of my bag higher on my shoulder and kept walking, but every step felt less like movement and more like surrender.

My cock wouldn’t settle. It kept brushing against the inside of my briefs, thick and half-hard since I left the apartment. Every small vibration from my steps sent a reminder. I tried adjusting myself discreetly in the elevator. It didn’t help.

I’d tried rehearsing something on the way here, a line, a joke, even just a hello that wouldn’t sound like I was choking on it. But the words felt fake, thin. Like plastic on my tongue. I gave up halfway up the flight of stairs and let the silence hang in my chest instead.

I didn’t know what this was supposed to be. An interview? A test? A ritual?

But I knew this wasn’t just another Friday.

She hadn’t said much on the call. Just that he wanted to meet me. Not needed. Not requested. Wanted. Like I was being summoned.

My throat was dry. My cock heavy. The hallway stretched in front of me like a corridor to something irreversible. My breath fogged faintly on the doorframe as I came to a stop. I could feel the thud of my pulse behind my ears. The same fingers I’d used to edge myself at night hovered now, trembling slightly as I raised them to knock.

Then waited.

A few seconds passed. Then the latch clicked.

And the door opened.

I didn’t breathe.

She stood behind the door at first, just inside the frame, not stepping back, not speaking. Just watching. Just... letting me see.

Her dress was a halter, barely-there, like liquid bronze poured onto her skin and then scooped out in all the most dangerous places. The fabric shimmered every time she shifted, and I could hear the faint clink of rhinestone straps swaying gently, soft, feminine music made for one man’s ears. The plunge in the front dipped low enough to show the under-curve of her tits — not just cleavage, but promise. A thin sheen of oil coated her collarbones and the swell of her breasts, catching light like she’d been polished for worship. Her nipples were hard, pressed tight against the shimmer of the fabric like they’d been waiting for friction, for air, for eyes. Not shy, not passive — just perfect, and proud. The kind of arousal that didn’t just come for me. The kind that told me she’d been ready long before I arrived.

Her chest shimmered like she’d been dusted in gold. I could smell her perfume before I even stepped inside... rich, floral, unmistakable. It hit the back of my throat. Potent. Intimate. The kind of scent meant to linger on skin and sheets. The kind of scent that only made sense if someone would be close enough to inhale it from her throat.

I couldn’t stop imagining it... her stepping into that dress without a bra, no panties, sliding the material over her hips slowly, smoothing it down with both hands in front of a mirror, maybe holding her hair up to admire the curve of her bare back. And doing it all knowing full well I’d see it... but never touch.

Her legs stretched long, smooth, oiled to perfection. They glowed. And her heels—fuck, her heels—were a kind of weapon I wasn’t prepared for. Nude-toned, rhinestone-strapped, delicate and cruel at the same time. They wrapped around her ankles like jewelry meant to be kissed. Every inch of her was styled, polished, perfected. But not for the camera. Not for Instagram. Not even for herself.

This wasn’t for me.

It had never been for me.

I didn’t say anything. My tongue felt too big in my mouth. My cock twitched so violently I had to shift my stance. She watched me notice her — eyes calm, unreadable — like she was checking to see how long it would take before I broke.

And God, I was close.

I’d never seen her like this. Not for our shoots. Not even on that rooftop date. She looked like something curated for a private museum, a piece that would never go on public display. Not sacred. Not innocent. But expensive. Owned.

She smiled, just barely. "Hi, Kevin."

Her voice was light. Casual. Like we weren’t standing at the mouth of something massive. Like she wasn’t dressed like a gift someone else was about to unwrap.

I swallowed. My hand twitched like it might reach for her waist, like some dumb part of me still thought I could pull her in, kiss her, make this feel mutual. My body leaned forward half an inch before my brain caught up. I stopped myself. Because this moment wasn’t mine to take. Because she hadn’t given it. I tried to find my voice. Failed.

She didn’t seem to mind. She just stepped back slowly, letting the light catch every curve, every shimmer, every inch of skin she'd chosen to bare. She didn’t kiss me. Didn’t touch me. Just kept her eyes on mine like she could feel what it was doing to me.

Like she already knew I hadn’t stopped thinking about her since the moment we hung up.

Like she knew I hadn’t touched myself since that night.

And like she was proud of that.

She turned and walked in, heels clicking soft and sharp against the floor. Each step echoed like a countdown... measured, practiced, final. I didn’t move right away. I stood there, frozen at the threshold, the hum of the hallway dulling behind me, my pulse roaring in my ears. I wanted to drop to my knees. Right there in the doorway. Not out of desperation, but reverence. Like she’d walked past not as a girlfriend or a model or a tease, but as a procession. A ceremony. Something holy in heels and oil and gold dust.

Her hips swayed with the kind of grace that wasn't meant to seduce, only to be honored. And I knew with a sick, slow certainty: I wasn’t following her in. I was being allowed.

My first step wasn’t instinct. It was surrender.

But I followed anyway, shutting the door behind me. The soft metallic click landed like a trigger pull… not loud, not violent, but final. Like something had just been locked in. Or out. And I couldn’t tell which one I was.

She didn’t speak right away. Just walked ahead, bare-backed and gleaming, like a vision from someone else’s fantasy I wasn’t supposed to be inside. Her heels whispered against the wood, each step as deliberate as the way she’d turned away from me. No pause. No hesitation. Like I was already expected to follow.

When she reached the living room, she turned and finally looked at me fully. Not smiling. Not smirking. Just... still. Still in that way she got when she was reading me, like I was a lens she’d adjusted before and was checking again for focus.

Her eyes trailed over me slowly — from the shirt she’d picked to the shoes she probably approved by implication. She didn’t look surprised by how hard I was. She didn’t look flattered, either. She looked like she’d planned for it.

And then, just like that, she closed the distance.

No words. No buildup. Just heat and gravity and the soft, electric brush of her palm against the back of my neck as she pulled me in and kissed me.

Deep. Messy. Her mouth opened to mine like she’d been holding something back all week and finally let it spill. Her tongue slid slow, then fast, then slow again — a rhythm that wasn’t about teasing, but about saying something she hadn’t put into words yet. I tasted gloss and heat and something sour-sweet, like wine she'd sipped earlier. But it was her breath against mine that did it. That small, unfiltered rush of air as she exhaled into me — it didn’t feel like affection. It felt like a goodbye that wanted to be a promise.

Her fingers curled at the base of my skull. I didn’t kiss back right away. I was too stunned. Too full. My hands hovered, not knowing where they were allowed. One found her waist. She let it stay. But it was her kiss that held all the weight. Like it wasn’t just a kiss. Like it was an instruction. A seal.

And then she broke it.

Her forehead stayed against mine, lips parted, her breath just a shallow whisper between us.

She didn’t step back. She leaned in. Her mouth near my ear now. And when she spoke, her voice was soft, but thick. Like she was handing me something with both hands.

"No matter what I do today," she whispered, every syllable a fingertip down my spine, "no matter what you see... just remember: I chose you. I like you more than anyone I’ve met in years. I want you in my life. Really in it."

My breath hitched. Her hand found my chest and rested there, right over my heart like she needed to feel it answer.

She didn’t say the L-word.

But she said everything around it.

"You’re the only one I want to come home to. I want you to be my person, Kevin. Even if someone else gets my body sometimes... that part of me—what's left, my softness, the part that lets go—I want that to be yours."

My throat burned. I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t swallow. Her words had already split something open in me, and her touch was the only thing keeping it from spilling out.

Her lips didn’t just brush — they lingered, warm and breathy, grazing the curve of my cheek, the edge of my temple, then pausing at the corner of my mouth like she was branding me with each pass. I tilted toward her, involuntarily, aching for more. But she held control with that same infuriating grace — a kind of erotic mercy that only made the wanting sharper.

"I really hope this works out," she murmured, and this time her lips were at my ear, hot and slick with gloss. "Because if it does... we can finally do more."

Her fingers slid down the center of my chest, slow and deliberate, like she was tracing the promise of everything that hadn’t happened yet. My cock pulsed hard against the inside of my jeans, thick and almost sore. I could barely breathe.

She leaned back just enough to look at me, and fuck, her eyes. Glittering, dangerous, completely serious. "Anything you want, baby," she said, and it wasn’t a tease.

My knees nearly gave.

I opened my mouth — maybe to ask what she meant, maybe to say her name — but the words stalled. Nothing came out. Just a soft breath. A helpless stammer that died before it even found shape. I shut my lips again like I wasn’t sure they still worked.

She saw it. Of course she did.

And for just a second, her expression shifted. The faintest smile curved her lips — not smug, not playful, but... pleased. Like she'd just seen exactly what she wanted. Like I’d passed some test without even knowing I was taking it.

Not because I didn’t want to ask what she meant.

But because I already knew.

Because her voice had settled between my ribs. Because my cock was aching like it needed to be told when it was allowed to twitch. Because my body had already made the choice.

And it was screaming yes.

She didn’t say anything, instead she just reached for my hand — not tugging, not leading, just holding, like a quiet tether. Her fingers laced through mine with a softness that betrayed nothing of what was coming. She didn’t even glance back as she walked us out the front door of her apartment.

The hallway was still. Silent. The same bland carpet. The same recessed lights humming overhead. But my body felt like it was moving through something heavier — like the air had thickened with anticipation, like the silence had shape. Her heels made soft clicks on the hallway floor, rhythmic and unhurried, as if there was no urgency to what we were about to do.

She didn’t stop until we were standing directly across from her apartment.

That was when it hit me.

This door. This man. This entire... presence I had built in my head — it wasn’t some abstract figure anymore. He’d been here. Right here. Not always. But enough. Twice a month. Always the second and last Friday. Just across the hall.

He didn’t live here. But he didn’t have to.

He’d been inside. He’d left his scent. His rhythm. His place.

And he’d never needed to knock.

She raised her hand and knocked once.

Not hard. Not polite. Just one soft, confident tap of her knuckles against the wood.

Then she reached into her dress. Not a pocket. Not a purse. Her cleavage.

Her fingers dipped in slow, then came back out with a silver key held between two manicured nails like a party trick she’d done a hundred times. No fanfare. No words. She slid the key into the lock, turned it, and pushed the door open like she lived there.

She didn’t even glance at me as she walked in.

I didn’t step in right away. I stood at the edge like someone afraid to cross into a room that might swallow him whole. Her scent still lingered faintly on my shirt — soft, floral, familiar — but inside, everything was different. Stronger. Older. Less forgiving. The contrast was jarring.

The scent hit me first.

It wasn’t overwhelming,  just precise. Like everything inside had been engineered for effect. A slow burn of cedarwood and leather, something faintly herbal in the background, and underneath it all... a trace of cologne that clung to the air like memory. It wasn’t the kind of smell you found in stores. It was older. Sharper. Personal.

The apartment itself was quiet. Too quiet. But not cold. It felt curated. Masculine. Dark wood floors. Deep charcoal walls. Brass accents that gleamed in the soft ambient light. No clutter. No noise. Everything intentional. Like the kind of place a man lived alone by design, not by accident.

And she didn’t hesitate.

She walked in like she belonged.

Like she’d done it before.

Like this was just another room she moved through, no different than her own.

My heart thudded harder. Not because I felt out of place. But because she didn’t.

He was already seated when I stepped in.

A deep leather couch anchored the far end of the room — oxblood red, worn in like it had a memory. And there he was, right in the center of it.

He didn’t rise. Didn’t turn. Just looked up once, slowly, and locked eyes with me. His gaze didn’t prod or challenge. It simply held,  like a verdict I wasn’t allowed to hear yet.

A short glass rested in one hand, heavy with dark liquor. His other arm sprawled along the back of the couch… casual, controlled. His posture was easy, but everything about him was deliberate. No wasted movement. No posturing. Just presence.

He was Black. Mid-fifties. Broad-shouldered. Built like someone who had never once let his age dictate his authority. His jaw was strong, beard trimmed short with just enough salt to suggest wisdom, not softness. The skin around his eyes was smooth but settled. Calm. The kind of calm that made you straighten your spine without even realizing it.

I recognized him immediately.

Not just from the photos. Not from the headlines or the magazines. From the YouTube thumbnails. From the TED-style keynotes that got circulated in college group chats.

Devon L. Shaw.

Legendary investor. Billion-dollar exits. Early backer of companies that had reshaped the internet. A living myth in the world I was trying to get into. The kind of alumnus our university bragged about on banners during homecoming week. The kind of man who made other men feel like they’d shown up late to the game.

And now… that same man was the one fucking Kim.

She didn’t pause when she saw him. Didn’t slow or shift or explain. He set the glass down on the side table without offering anything more than that glance. She walked straight up to him, placed a hand gently on his jaw, and kissed him.

On the lips.

Not a peck. Not polite.

It was long. Confident. Familiar.

I stood frozen in the center of the room, heart hammering, cock already hard and pressing against the inside of my jeans.

She didn’t look at me once during the kiss.

It was deliberate.

And it was so fucking hot.

Hot in a way that hurt. The kind of heat that settled low and tight and shameful. I’d imagined kissing her like that — hands in her hair, her mouth opening under mine, her body yielding. But she’d never kissed me like that. Not once. Not even close. And seeing her do it now, so easily, so completely at ease in it... it made something inside me fold in on itself.

There was no hesitation in her. No nerves. No waiting for permission. She kissed him like she was already home. Like his mouth was hers, and hers his. Like this wasn’t a performance, but a return.

A part of me wanted to interrupt. Wanted her eyes back on me. Just for a second. But the thought made my stomach turn. That wasn’t the role. That wasn’t the point. This moment wasn’t mine to have, and somehow, that made it hotter. More sacred. Like watching something you shouldn’t and realizing you never really belonged there to begin with.

When they finally parted, she smiled at him. Something real. Something that reached her eyes in a way that made my chest tighten.

Then finally, he turned his gaze back to me.

"Kevin."

My name in his voice sounded heavier than usual. Like it carried weight.

"Come in. Sit."

He gestured to a single chair directly opposite the couch. Low-backed, sharp-lined, upholstered in something dark and expensive. It faced them perfectly. Like it had been placed there on purpose. I wondered if every guest sat here, or if this chair was meant just for me. It didn’t have armrests, I noticed. Just a low, clean shape that offered no place to hide, no place to lean.

I walked over, trying not to trip on my own breath, and sank into the chair. The room smelled like him. That same blend of cedar and cologne, but deeper now… like the air had been trained to obey him.

Meanwhile, they looked joined — Kim didn’t return to my side. She slipped into the seat beside him. Crossed one leg slowly over the other. Rested her hand, light and practiced, on his thigh. She practically draped against him, their bodies forming a single silhouette while I sat alone, upright, exposed. Like a student across from a panel. Or worse… a petitioner.

Her dress rode up as she settled. The hem just barely skimmed the tops of her thighs. She didn’t adjust it. She didn’t have to. Every inch of her body was on show like it was meant to be.

Devon picked up his drink again, swirled it once, then met my gaze without flinching.

"She’s told me a lot about you."

His voice was smooth. Low. A little gravel at the edges, like it had been steeped in good bourbon and harder truths.

"Said you were respectful. Open. Curious."

I nodded. My throat was too tight to speak right away.

He smiled, but not like he was amused. More like he already knew everything I might say.

"So. Tell me about yourself. Your major? Your family?"

I cleared my throat and tried to answer. Business school. Single mom. Grew up outside Flagstaff. Photography as a side hustle. A quiet kid who always blended in, who watched from the edges while everyone else moved in bold lines. I’d gotten good at capturing things — not being part of them. Maybe that’s why I liked Kim so much. She saw me. Or at least, she let me orbit close enough to think I was being seen. But every word I said now felt like it was being measured. Not by tone. By content. As if he already knew the answers and was just checking how well I’d present them, like a résumé for a position I hadn’t even realized I was applying for.

"What drew you to her?"

That question landed different. Not because I didn’t know the answer. But because saying it out loud, in front of both of them, felt like stripping.

I glanced at Kim. She wasn’t looking at me. She was watching Devon, one hand absentmindedly tracing a circle on his thigh with her fingertips.

"She’s... brilliant," I said. Too soft. I coughed. Tried again. "She’s unlike anyone I’ve ever met."

He nodded. "She is."

That was it. Not protective. Not proud. Just confirming what he already knew.

The conversation went on like that. Surface-level. Civil. But every beat felt like a vetting. Not hostile. Not cruel. Just quietly powerful. Like he was already inside the life I wanted and was evaluating whether I was worth leaving the door cracked.

My cock throbbed. Hard. Desperate. I kept shifting in my seat, trying to hide it, to adjust without looking obvious. But Kim noticed. I saw her glance. Then return her focus to Devon like she hadn’t.

Her hand kept moving.

Up and down his thigh. Occasionally drumming her nails. Once, she even tugged gently at his ring, a thick gold band that looked older than either of us.

My thighs twitched, tense beneath the fabric. I didn’t realize I was gripping the seat until my knuckles began to ache. My mouth had gone dry. Every time her fingers made contact — skin on skin, or the faint clink of her nail on metal — my breathing changed, shallow and sharp. The air between us thickened, pressing against my chest. It didn’t matter that nothing had been said. It was already happening. And I was already drowning in it.

I couldn’t look away.

He leaned forward slightly, resting his elbows on his knees, drink still in hand.

"Tell me, Kevin. Do you understand what she needs?"

The question landed like a dropped stone.

I opened my mouth.

And for a second, I wanted to say yes. Desperately. But the word caught behind my teeth. Because deep down, I knew I didn’t fully understand. Not yet. Not in the way he did.

Moments flickered in my mind… the times she held back, the way she’d look away when I kissed her neck, the gentle way she would guide my hands without letting me lead. Things I hadn’t understood until now. Things I’d ignored.

And suddenly, a flicker of fear bloomed low in my gut.

What if I said the wrong thing now?

What if this was the moment that decided whether I got to stay?

I didn’t answer. Because I didn’t need to.

My cock was already aching.

And my heart — traitorous, trembling — had already whispered yes.

Devon leaned back slowly, glass in hand, but his eyes stayed locked on mine. The air between us held weight — not hostility, not even challenge. Just gravity.

"This isn’t just about her."

His voice was smoother now. Slower. Like every word was being chosen with care.

"This is about you too. If you want to be in this life, I need to know you can take it."

My mouth went dry again. Not from fear. From the truth of it. Because I did want it. Maybe more than I should. Maybe more than I even understood.

I nodded. Not a sharp nod. Not performative. Just... surrender. Plain and honest.

That’s when she stood.

Kim rose with a grace that didn’t belong to this moment, like she was weightless, like she'd done this before. Her heels made the faintest sound against the hardwood, and then she was in front of me, lowering herself just enough to meet my eyes.

She cupped my jaw with both hands, her touch warm and steady, and leaned in close enough for her breath to hit the edge of my cheek. Her thumbs brushed just under my cheekbones, it wasn't soft neither rough, it was just knowing. Like she could feel the exact line where my breath started to falter.

"You’re doing amazing, baby. Just one more step now."

Her words didn’t soothe. They unmade me. Gutted me gently. Because she wasn’t just encouraging me, she was leading me.

She took my hand.

And she didn’t pull. She just walked.

I followed.

We moved deeper into the apartment, past the living room, past the silent kitchen, and down a short hall. The lighting shifted subtly, warmer now, dimmer. Even the air felt thicker. Like it had been exhaled by something ancient and waiting. I found myself breathing shallower, not because I was scared, but because anything louder than a whisper might feel disrespectful.

As we moved down the hallway, I passed a framed portrait — large, commanding, hung with care. Devon stood beside a striking woman with intelligent eyes and elegance carved into every line of her body. Between them was a boy — tall, lean, confident — maybe my age. Maybe Kim’s. They looked like a family that didn’t just exist together, but ruled together. And for a split second, I wondered if this house still belonged to that version of him. If I was walking into something I wasn’t just unprepared for, but unworthy of. Like the walls themselves knew to go quiet.

The master bedroom opened like a secret.

It was massive. Softly lit by recessed lighting that curved along the ceiling like a glow only meant for night. A king-sized bed anchored the room, draped in slate-gray silk sheets that caught the low light like skin. Opposite the bed was a sunken lounge area — plush seating in almost a full-circle, upholstered in soft, dark velvet. It didn’t feel like a place to lounge. It felt like a place to watch. I thought of my bed... narrow, familiar, soft from nights I spent imagining where I'd be holding her. This wasn’t that. This wasn’t for comfort. This was for claiming.

Devon followed behind us. I felt him more than heard him — the air shifted when he entered. Kim turned toward him, still holding my hand.

"Is this okay with you?" she asked, voice low but clear.

He didn’t pause. Didn’t hesitate. He gave one nod. My knees almost gave away at that moment. One nod. That’s all it took. Like a door had opened behind my ribs and I was already falling through it.

She turned back to me, both hands now wrapping around mine.

"Then stay," she said. Her eyes searched mine like she was offering something rare. "Watch. Be good for me."

My fingers clenched around hers before I could stop them, not in defiance, but in need. My cock throbbed inside the briefs she’d asked me to wear. Every instinct said to drop to my knees. But this wasn’t the moment. Not yet.

She gave me a smile then... soft, knowing, like a promise unspoken. Like it said: it's going to be fine. We're going to be fine.

My pulse roared in my ears.

I didn’t know if I was ready.

But I now knew I belonged here, on the edge of something I couldn’t name, with no intention of turning back.


CHAPTER 8 – First Times are special. Aren’t they?
 

The master bedroom wasn’t just a room. It was a different gravity.

Devon settled into one of the low, deep chairs facing the bed—the kind of chair that looked custom-built to command. Wide frame, dark leather, masculine as fuck. But before joining me and him, Kim crossed the room with the same sultry calm she always carried, the hem of her dress brushing high up her thighs with every step. She paused for a beat at the bar cart in the corner, fingers tracing the neck of the decanter like she was petting it, her movements slow and fluid, reverent without being showy. Her back arched just slightly as she leaned forward to pour, the shimmer of her dress tightening low across her hips and ass— no panties beneath... the dress didn’t allow for one, her complete back was on display in the backless dress, oiled skin catching the warm light. She poured the bourbon with practiced care, one hand steady, the other lightly brushing the lip of the glass like she was handling something delicate. She didn’t glance at me, but I knew she knew we were both watching. It was all very intentional I could tell. All of it. The ritual, the rhythm, the offer. Her way of reminding me and her sugar daddy where she belonged.

She turned and walked back to him, holding the glass in her hand like an offering. Devon took it without a word, their eyes meeting for just a second before she leaned in and kissed the corner of his mouth, soft and devout. Then, slowly, with a grace that made my whole body tighten, she lifted one leg and swung it over his lap. Her leg stretched impossibly long across his thighs, the rhinestoned heel on her ankle dangling like jewelry, catching light with every shift. She sighed when she settled in his large lap, like this wasn’t just comfort—it was home. The fabric of her dress slid up her thighs, high enough to make my breath stop. My body flinched at the sound of it. Like the shift of her weight was a key turning in a lock only I could see. I sat frozen, watching her fit herself into him like she’d been molded for it. She didn’t look posed. She looked placed.

I was seated across from them, just a few feet away in one of the plush, curved chairs that formed the lounge circle. It wasn’t a throne. It wasn’t a couch. It was exactly what it was meant to be: a witness seat.

Devon held his glass in one hand, the amber liquor catching warm light as it tilted near the armrest. His other hand rested casually on Kim’s bare back, thumb brushing her skin in slow, absent strokes. Not possessive. Not hungry. Just claiming her, gently, like a man secure in the fact that he didn’t need to announce ownership. He just was.

Kim leaned into his chest, her arm wrapping under his as she nuzzled into the crook of his neck. Her dress shimmered against him, all that liquid bronze and nothing underneath. The fabric around her hips had bunched just slightly as she shifted, baring more thigh than modesty would allow — and neither of them seemed to care.

I couldn’t speak. Could barely breathe. My cock throbbed beneath the fabric of my briefs, heat pooling so hard in my gut it made my fingertips tingle. I wasn’t just turned on. I was unraveling.

"You nervous?" Devon asked, voice smooth as poured syrup. His eyes met mine, calm but unreadable.

I opened my mouth. Swallowed. Nodded.

He chuckled softly, not mocking—just amused by my honesty.

"Good. Means you understand the weight of it."

Kim looked up at me and then at Devon, smiling like she’d just been complimented.

He took another sip, then spoke again, voice steady, slow, like he was dictating something that didn’t need repeating.

"She’s got a beautiful heart," he said. "Smart girl. Fierce when she wants to be. But me? I’m not the guy for that part of her. Never pretended to be."

His hand slid a little higher on her thigh, thumb grazing the curve where it met her hip.

"Her body? That’s mine. That’s what this is. Physical. Private. Clean. That’s what I pay for. Twenty grand, every month. Wired without a hitch — And in return? She does the things my wife won’t even talk about. Gets on her knees without me asking. Spreads her legs without hesitation. Moans when I finish in her mouth. Chokes on my cock with a smile. No guilt, no catch, no confusion. Just wet, eager, nasty fucking honesty—exactly how I like it. And she likes it too."

He tilted his head toward her, voice smooth but edged with a dare. "Don't you, babygirl?"

Kim's lashes fluttered as she looked up at him, eyes glossy with need. Her breath hitched as she nodded, then whispered, loud enough for both of us to hear—intentional, unashamed.

"Yes, Daddy."

Her voice was soft, but the way her thighs shifted, the way her lips parted around the words, it was clear she was soaked just from saying them.

"See!? This’s why it works." he finished. From Kim and my reaction to everything he said, It was clear he's made his point.

My face flushed hot. The words were filthy, and hearing them from him—calm, direct, completely unapologetic—made my stomach twist in ways I didn’t know it could. My cock throbbed at the raw honesty of it, at the ease with which he described using her. Like she wasn’t just his plaything, but his reward. I could barely look at her, and yet I couldn’t stop.

Kim looked over at me for the first time in a while, a flicker of something crossing her face. Not shame. Not doubt. Just a question—was it too much? Was this the part where I flinched?

But when she saw my eyes, wide and locked onto them, saw the way I shifted in my seat, the way my breath shook as I tried to hide the way I was getting harder just hearing him speak, she smiled. Not softly. Not sweetly. Sluttily. Bright and proud and satisfied.

Her smile said: good boy.

His fingers slid just beneath the hem of her dress, a subtle stroke along the inside of her thigh that made her hips shift and her breath catch. My eyes locked onto the motion, transfixed by the way she softened instantly against him. It wasn’t crude. It wasn’t rushed. It was proof. Quiet, undeniable proof. My cock twitched, thick and helpless, straining against the fabric like it needed to feel it too.

Kim purred softly against his shoulder.

"See but the heart? That’s something else. That’s hers to give. I don’t ask for it, and I sure as hell don’t fake like I can hold it."

He looked back at me.

"She told me about you. Showed me your picture. Said you were... different. Not a threat. Not a boy trying to mark territory. Just a soft one. A quiet one. Someone who listens. Learns. Waits."

He let that sit for a moment.

"And I respected that. Because she doesn’t do that often. Doesn’t ask for many things. But she asked for you. And I trust her."

Kim's hand slid across his chest, fingers curling slightly over his pec. Her lips brushed his neck.

"He’s been so good, Daddy," she whispered. "Didn’t even try to touch me once until I made the move."

His brow lifted slightly as he glanced at me.

"That true son?"

I nodded, embarrassed but flushed with heat.

He smiled, slow and approving.

"Then you understand more than I thought."

Kim turned her face then, looking at me fully, eyes soft and warm.

"You’re doing so good, baby. I’m proud of you."

God.

A rush hit just under my sternum, hot and helpless. My cock pulsed so hard I had to clench my thighs. I felt dizzy. Floaty. Fucking reverent.

Devon leaned back, arm now draped casually along the back of the chair behind her.

"I’m married," he said simply, his fingers absently twisting the gold band on his ring finger—the same one I’d noticed earlier, old and worn, definitely older than both me and Kim. A quiet kind of proof. The kind that didn’t need words. "Contentedly. Got a bright kid who's at Yale now. A home. A whole world. And none of that’s going anywhere. But what I get from her? I don’t get that anywhere else. And I’m not giving it up either. Not for guilt. Not for fantasy. And certainly not for another man."

He looked at me again.

"That includes you."

I didn’t shrink. I didn’t flinch. I just nodded.

Because it made sense. Because it was honest. Because everything in my body already knew I didn’t want to fight this. I wanted to serve it. I wanted to belong to it.

"Trust me, son—I’m saying this from years of experience with girls and women all around the world. This girl here? She’s one hell of a minx. Knows exactly what a man needs before he even says it. And fuck, does she deliver."

And watching her deliver it to him—while I sat there, hard and helpless—felt like being granted access to something sacred and profane all at once.

Kim shifted slightly, adjusting her position across his lap, and the movement hiked her dress up a few more inches. Her inner thigh gleamed, bare and soft. A faint sheen of wetness clung to the delicate skin there—just a hint, but enough to tell me she was already soaked. Already aching. Devon’s hand trailed back down, settling at the dip just above her knee, fingers stroking idly.

"She’s yours, emotionally," he said, voice lower now. "If you can handle that. If you can live with this. If you can carry it."

He tilted his head slightly.

"Can you?"

I tried to answer. My throat hadn't relaxed, in fact I'd forgotten how it is to have it relaxed. I nodded again.

Devon narrowed his eyes, that same calm weight behind them. "Say it out loud. I need to hear it."

My lips parted, dry. I swallowed.

"Yes," I said. "I can."

Kim's gaze met mine. There was nothing teasing in it now. Just something raw. Honest.

Devon took one final sip, then set the glass down.

"You want her, don’t you?"

The question rang in the silence. Not rhetorical. Not leading. Just the truth, needing to be said.

I nodded. My voice came out barely a whisper.

"Yes. I want her."

It was like kneeling in a church I’d never been baptized in, watching the altar open itself to another priest. I didn’t just want her—I wanted to be let in. Not to take, but to witness. I thought I’d be jealous. I thought I’d burn. But all I felt was… ready. Open. Starving in a way that didn’t ache, but reverberated. Like something deep inside me had finally stopped hiding.

He looked down at Kim. Brushed a hand slowly along her jaw.

"Then watch."

His fingers hooked the edge of her dress, and her body shifted.

He didn’t look at me again.

He just said the words that sealed it.

"Because this is how it starts."

And I knew, right then, nothing would ever be the same again.

The natural light filtering through the windows had dimmed. Not drastically, but just enough to soften the edges of the room, to make the shadows deepen and the golds glow warmer. Devon hadn’t moved much, but everything about the space had shifted. It was quieter now, denser. Like anticipation had replaced the oxygen.

He looked at her, not me, and simply said, "Stand up, babygirl."

Kim obeyed instantly.

Her body unfolded in his lap like silk rising on heat. She didn’t rush. She didn’t tease. She just moved with that same quiet grace, as if her body knew its own instructions better than her mind ever could. When she stood, she paused there between us, back straight, legs slightly parted, framed by the dimmed chandelier light catching in her hair.

Devon gave her a single nod.

And she began to undress.

Her hands reached behind her neck, unclasping the halter. The dress barely resisted her. It slid down like it had been waiting to leave her body, pooling at her ankles in a whisper of fabric and shimmer. She stepped out of it in her heels, slowly, her toes pointed just enough to make it look like choreography. The layered gold jewelry around her neck and wrists glinted softly, delicate against the bare canvas of her body.

She was naked.

But she didn’t just step away from the dress and leave it behind. I watched her bend slowly, deliberately, and pick it up—folding it carefully in her arms like it deserved care. For a moment, she held it against her chest, the fabric hiding nothing, just offering the illusion of modesty. Then her eyes flicked to mine. Not soft. Not shy. Just a glance that said, 'You see this? You don’t get to touch it yet.' She extended the folded dress an inch or two in my direction, never fully offering, only reminding me. Then she turned and placed it neatly on the edge of the bed, like she was giving the moment weight, like even the dress knew who it came off for.

Except for those heels. And the jewelry. And that look in her eyes that made it very, very clear this wasn’t the first time she’d done this. Not for him. She was completely naked.

It was the first time I’d ever seen her like this... fully, unguardedly nude. And never in any fantasy had I imagined there’d be another man in the room. Let alone an older Black man, watching her, owning her, like this was just another night for them. Like this was normal. Like I was the one out of place.

Her nipples were already hard, but as the cooler air skimmed across her skin, they seemed to tighten further, pebbling like they were reaching for the room itself. I watched a light shiver ripple over her shoulder blades—barely there, but unmistakable—and then melt away when Devon looked at her. That look alone made her stomach tense, her posture subtly sharpen, like even her muscles wanted to obey him.

Her breasts were full, lifted high and flawless. They looked natural, too natural. The kind of perfection that made you wonder if someone else had paid for them. They were just... perfect. Her nipples dark, perfect, set against skin that looked impossibly smooth. Her waist tapered like a dream and gave way to hips that didn’t just sway, they commanded. Her thighs were soft and thick and powerful, with just a hint of a gap when she shifted her weight. And when she did, I caught it... another shimmer between her legs, trailing along the inside of one thigh. She was wet. Not a little. Not just turned on. She was dripping.

And between those damp thighs, her pussy lips parted ever so slightly, flushed and wet and framed by the tiniest landing strip—manicured, intentional.

My cock strained so hard against my briefs I thought the waistband might snap.

This was the moment I’d dreamed about in secret. Every night after shoots. Every time I touched myself alone with the lights off. But now that it was happening, now that she was finally completely bare in front of me instead of almost in those outfits she wore for our shoots, it didn’t feel like those fantasies.

It felt better.

Because it wasn’t for me.

It was for him.

And that made it real.

Devon’s eyes lingered on her breasts, hungry but calm, like a man admiring the work of art he commissioned. He was a tits guy... you could see it in the way his thumb brushed under one, lifting it slightly like he was testing its weight, its worth. She didn’t flinch. She leaned into his touch, arching her back a little, presenting them like they were his reward.

He cupped both mounds with practiced ease, thumbing her nipples until they stiffened further, then leaned in and took one between his lips. She sighed—soft and indulgent—and shifted, climbing back onto his lap to straddle him. Her arms wound around his neck, and she began to kiss along his jaw, trailing up to his temple, whispering little things I couldn’t hear but could feel. She kissed his ear, his cheekbone, the crown of his head, slow and loving, like she was worshipping her favorite place in the world while he sucked on her tits like they belonged in his mouth. His hands slid down her back, gripping and kneading her ass possessively, spreading her just enough to make her grind against him. She moaned louder this time, the friction drawing a gasp from her lips, and she kept kissing him... messier now, wetter, like her whole body was syncing to the rhythm of his mouth on her chest and his palms claiming every inch of her backside. And by the way she moved, by the way she melted into him, those tits absolutely belonged to him.

She didn’t need direction. Didn’t hesitate. But I couldn’t stop the ache in my chest as I watched her slip from his lap and sink to her knees in front of him.

I’d imagined her like this before. Not exactly... never this raw, never this shameless, but something close. In my fantasies, she was kneeling for me, looking up at me with those same wide eyes, waiting to please me. But this? This was harder. And somehow, hotter.

There was pride in her posture. Not desperation. Not duty. She wanted this. Wanted him. And I’d never seen a woman look so proud to serve.

From where I sat, her body looked unreal. The curve of her back as she knelt between his legs, the way her ass stayed perfectly lifted as if begging to be touched. Her thighs spread slightly for balance, muscles tightening with every controlled motion. I saw the dimples at the base of her spine, the arch of her foot inside those heels. Her tits, although heavy, held high while giving an illusion of a slight sag, swaying just enough to tease the eye. She was the kind of naked that didn’t feel plain, it felt offered. Presented. And from where I sat, it felt like I had the best seat in the house to watch it all.

A part of me flared... jealousy, maybe. A sting. But it fizzled almost as quickly as it came, smothered by something bigger. Erotic awe. Reverence, even. Because this wasn’t submission. This was devotion.

She leaned forward slowly, resting her hands on his thighs, and then looked up at him through those thick lashes, waiting.

Devon didn’t say a word.

She unbuckled his belt.

The sound of it sliding free was louder than it should’ve been. Or maybe I was just tuned to it now. My senses had narrowed. Everything was sound and scent and heat.

She opened his pants. Pulled them down enough to free him.

And then I saw it.

His cock.

It was massive. Thick. Heavy. Dark. Veins ran like raised ridges across the shaft, pulsing just beneath the skin. It looked angry with need. The kind of cock that looked like it needed to be handled with both hands—and she did just that. Her fingers wrapped around the base and still couldn’t meet. It made me feel… small. I wasn’t tiny, just average. But next to him? I didn’t compare. Her tongue flicked out, just once, a slow sweep along the underside of his cock, like she was tasting a memory she craved.

Then, with her lips parted and her eyes never leaving his, she leaned in and kissed the head softly—almost doting—before opening wider and swallowing him down in one smooth, practiced motion. Her lips stretched around him, impossibly wide, and already the spit was spilling down the sides of her mouth. Her cheeks hollowed.

Devon let out a low, satisfied breath. “There you go, babygirl,” he murmured. “Show him how it’s done.”

She moaned at the praise, and I felt it like a shock to my spine. Her moan didn’t sound like pleasure. It sounded like worship. Like she needed this more than air.

Her throat worked around him. Her jaw flexed. Spit dripped to the floor.

She pushed further, her throat opening with practiced ease, like his cock had a home there. Her spit-coated lips glistened, stretched taut around that thick shaft, her nose burying into his base like it was instinct. And then she moaned... a loud, wet, desperate sound, the kind that vibrated around him and made my balls pull tight. It wasn’t just a moan. It was a whimper of addiction, a soaked, choking sound that said she didn’t just want this, she needed it to breathe. And hearing it, watching her swallow him like that, left no doubt in my mind—she’d done this before. For him. Many times.

I couldn’t look away. Not even for a beat.

My cock twitched helplessly in my pants. I was painfully hard, breath short, pulse pounding in my ears. I hadn’t even touched myself.

But I was already close.

Because this wasn’t just watching someone get head.

This was something else.

Her body was his. Her mouth was his. Her reactions were honest, not for show, not for performance, just for the pleasure of giving. And me? I was there to see it. To feel it in my bones.

I’d watched porn like this before. White girls, pretty mouths, hungry for thick Black cock. I knew what that did to me. I knew how many times I’d finished to that exact scene, alone in my room.

But this?

This was real.

It was Kim.

My Kim.

And it made me feel something deeper than lust.

It made me feel... whole. Like something inside me had found its place. Like maybe I wasn’t just some boyfriend, or a guy who got lucky with a girl way out of his league.

Maybe I was something else too.

A voyeur?!

A cuck?!

My thighs were clenched, every muscle in my body braced like I’d already come. My briefs were soaked through with precum, the fabric clinging and hot. I gripped the seats of the chair like they were the only things keeping me tethered to the moment—heart racing, skin electric, breath short.

And God help me, I loved it.

Devon caught me staring. I didn’t even try to look away.

He smirked, calm and cocky like always, then said it low, like a truth he didn’t need to dress up:

"This isn’t some porno, son. This is real. And it’s yours—if you can take it.

The words hit me like a brand, searing and permanent. I could feel them settling into my bones, rearranging who I was. I sat there, breath caught, cock aching, mind unraveling as Kim continued to worship him like nothing else mattered. And maybe, in that moment, nothing else did. I wasn’t just watching anymore. I was feeling everything. The heat, the ache, the surrender. And I didn’t want it to stop. I didn’t want to look away. I didn’t want to pretend I was anything but exactly what he said.

Because he was right. This was mine now. If I could take it.

She didn’t stop. Didn’t slow down. Her head kept moving, bobbing harder now, wetter, messier. Devon’s hand rested gently on the back of her head, guiding, not forcing, his fingers curled just enough to let her know he was there, that he owned this moment, and so did she. Her moans deepened, vibrating along his shaft as her pace quickened. The obscene slurp of spit echoed in the room, long strings dripping from her chin to her tits, matting against the glinting gold of her necklace.

I watched her take him deeper, impossibly so, until her face was flushed and her throat bulged with the sheer size of him. She twisted her wrists at the base of his cock, working every inch of him with greedy, reverent precision. One hand dropped lower, gently cupping his balls, rolling them in her palm like she knew exactly how he liked it. She massaged them with care, a rhythmic squeeze that made him groan again, louder this time. She was devouring him like it was a privilege, like she wanted every second of it branded on her tongue.

Devon let out a groan... loud, primal. His eyes locked with mine, not with malice, but with quiet dominance. He wanted me to see this. To understand what it meant.

“Attagirl,” he growled, low and filthy. “That’s it. Make Daddy proud.”

Her moan was a sob, half-drowned in cock. Her body trembled slightly... not from struggle, but from arousal. Her thighs pressed together, grinding, desperate for friction, while her hands pumped the base with slick sounds that seemed louder than anything else in the world. Her whole body was moving now, hips rocking as if the act of sucking his cock was enough to make her come.

He started to tense. I saw his legs stiffen, his grip in her hair tighten, and then—

“Fuck, babygirl,” he growled, and with one final thrust, he held her down. Deep. Nose buried, lips stretched, her throat rippling as he came.

I watched her swallow him... every pulse, every spurt, every inch. She didn’t flinch. Didn’t gag. Just stayed there, throat working until the last drop was gone. When he finally let her go, she pulled back slowly, lips slightly puffy and dripping wet, a long thread of cum stretching between her mouth and his tip.

She looked exactly like she was; enjoyed. Mascara smudged, cheeks glowing, lips glossy with spit and pride. And radiant. Like being used that way didn’t ruin her; it completed her.

And me? I felt like I’d just come untouched. My briefs were soaked. My heart was pounding. My hands, gripping the seat, had gone numb.

This wasn’t porn. This wasn’t fantasy.

This was real.

And it was mine, if I could take it.

***

Kim wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, catching a smear of spit and the last glisten of cum before it could drip further down her chin. The sheen still lingered on her lips, and for a second, she didn’t rush to remove it. She looked radiant—ruined in the most deliberate, erotic way. Her mouth puffy, her chest flushed, her skin glistening not just from exertion but from being used. She turned her head slightly toward me, and for a moment, our eyes met. There was a glint in hers that was smug, satisfied, and knowing... but she didn’t stop to acknowledge me. Her breath was shallow but steady, her chest rising and falling with a kind of satisfaction I’d never seen on her before. She slowly rose from her knees, she turned toward the drinks area, hair slightly tousled, lips swollen, and started moving again—naked, graceful, like there was nothing strange about any of this. She didn’t bother covering herself; which told me the day was just getting started.

She opened the small fridge with one hand, her ass swaying with lazy confidence as she bent over, the curve of her hips pulling taut, her thighs slightly parted like she’d forgotten modesty even existed. Every step she took seemed more liquid than the last—those heels clicking softly, confidently, her posture loose and powerful. She pulled out one of the mini bottles of chilled water. The cap cracked open, and she chugged half of it right there, head tilted back, throat working, her breasts rising as her body refreshed itself. Her skin shone. From sweat. From spit. From sex. From the power of being seen.

Then, as casually as if it were just another Tuesday night, she took another glass and fixed Devon the same drink as before—two fingers of dark bourbon, neat. Her heels clicked softly on the hardwood as she carried it back, as she neared him, she brought the glass to her lips and licked a single drop of bourbon from the rim—slow, casual, filthy before presenting it to him with both hands like an offering. He didn’t say thank you. He just took it, his cock still out, softening slowly, but remaining big. Heavy-looking. Impressive. She didn’t even glance at me as she handed it to him, like I wasn’t there yet, like I hadn’t earned the right to be seen.

It was only after that when she turned again, toward me.

Her eyes landed on mine, and something in her softened. She reached back to the mini fridge, holding out the rest of the half-drunk bottle of water to me. I didn’t hesitate. My mouth had gone dry somewhere in the middle of watching her throat open around Devon’s cock. I took it, fingers brushing hers, and drank. Fast. My lips were trembling.

Devon chuckled quietly behind the rim of his glass. "It’s only fair, isn’t it?" he said.

I looked up.

He was watching me now, eyes sharp, not unkind. Just... knowing.

"She’s been good. You’ve been patient."

He leaned back, swirling the drink in his hand. "Let’s see what she’s like with you now. I’ll need a few minutes before I’m ready for round two anyway. Not as young as I used to be, even if I still look the part."

Kim giggled, the sound soft and girlish and filthy all at once. She turned to him, leaned over, and kissed his cheek. “Thank you, Daddy.”

Then she pivoted, those hips swaying, those tits still flushed and faintly marked from his mouth. Her eyes found mine, her eyes dropped to the tent in my briefs, and her lips curled into a slow, wicked smile.

"You’ve been holding this in for weeks, haven’t you?"

She walked toward me slowly, deliberately, her heels clicking on the wood floor, her eyes never leaving mine. I was still seated, still trembling, still not fully convinced I hadn’t imagined the last thirty minutes of my life. and as she closed the distance between us, she let her fingers trail along my jaw, cupping my face gently like she was claiming it

“You heard Daddy, baby.” She took my hand, and gently tugged.

I stood awkwardly and unsteadily like I'd forgotten how to use my legs. She then pressed her body to mine swiftly, kissing me once—soft, sultry—and then turned, guiding me with a backward step, leading me toward the bed like I was something precious she was finally allowed to unwrap.

When we reached it, she kissed me once again. But this time, it was,

Hard.

She kissed me with a hunger that buckled my knees. Her scent hit me first, faint perfume clinging to her hair, overlaid with the heavier smells of sex and sweat and bourbon. Her lips were warm, slick, soaked in everything I’d just seen. The kiss wasn’t rushed... it was messy, unhurried, soaked in claim. Her tongue found mine like it belonged there. My cock throbbed against my briefs just from the way she tasted—just from the way she took me in that kiss. Her lips were slick, demanding, her tongue sliding between my lips like she owned the space inside me. And maybe she did.

I groaned, a sound torn straight from my chest, and my hands flew to her — to her face, to her neck, to her back. My fingers threaded into her damp hair, pulling her closer.

Her tits pressed to my chest, flushed and slick, and I felt her moan into my mouth. I kissed her like I’d been starving and this was the first taste of anything real. Nothing else existed... not the bed behind me, not the man watching us from across the room. Just her, and this mouth, and the way it unmade me. And yet, even as my hands twitched with the need to touch her fully, I hesitated. There was a part of me still asking for permission, still unsure if this moment was really mine to claim. But she didn’t let me stay frozen for long.

She pulled back just enough to speak.

"It’s okay. We have time. I want you. Let me have you." she said as her hands found mine, guiding them, showing me there was no need to ask anymore

I nodded, breathless, my hands finally allowed to roam. One slid up her back, fingers tracing the sweat-slick curve of her spine, while the other gripped the side of her hip, pulling her closer, anchoring her to me like I might disappear if I didn’t hold tight. Then my hands moved—one rising to cup the underside of her breast, feeling its impossible softness, the weight of it heavy and perfect in my palm, the nipple still stiff, rubbing against my skin. The other hand dropped lower, slipping around to squeeze her ass—full and firm and made to be held, kneaded, claimed. She arched into both touches, a little moan escaping her lips, and I didn’t stop myself, because she, or more truthfully, he, had given me the permission to do so.

She then guided me down onto the bed, crawling over me, her skin warm and slick and perfect. Her eyes dropped between us, taking me in for the first time without clothes between us. She bit her lip and gave me a tiny smirk, then wrapped her fingers around my cock... slowly and sultrily. She stroked me once, then twice, letting the head press against her slit, dragging it through her slick folds, coating me in the wetness still meant for him. I saw Devon from the corner of my eye—still lounging, sipping his bourbon, his cock soft now but still visible, still heavy, watching us like it was a show made just for him. She angled her hips and lined me up, breath hot against my cheek.

She was wet for him, but I was the one going to be inside her now. And it still didn’t feel like she was mine.

"God, you’re shaking," she whispered, kissing my jaw. "It’s okay, baby. Let me take care of you."

She lined me up and sank down onto me with a slow, practiced ease that made my eyes roll back. She was so wet. So warm. So ready.

And I was so far gone.

I didn’t last. Couldn’t. She felt too good... tight and soaked and greedy around me. Her hips moved in slow, delicious rolls, taking me deeper, like she already knew exactly how I liked it. My legs trembled as she ground down, her hands pressing against my chest, anchoring herself, guiding every stroke with a rhythm that made it impossible to hold back. I tried—God, I tried—to slow my breathing, to hang on, to memorize the feel of her wrapped around me. But the pressure built too fast, the pleasure too sharp. My hands clawed at the sheets beneath me, desperate for something to hold. And then I came... violently, helplessly.

It felt like a betrayal—like I hadn’t even earned the right to be inside her yet. My chest heaved, every breath ragged and hot, my skin damp and flushed like I’d just run a marathon, not been touched once. My hips bucked up into her one last time, and I released with a broken moan that felt like it had been building for weeks. Months. Years. Somewhere behind her, I thought I heard Devon chuckle—low and knowing, like he’d seen this coming the whole time.

I gasped. She didn’t stop moving. Just rocked gently, holding me inside her, her hands framing my face.

"I’m sorry," I murmured, eyes shutting tight. "Fuck. I’m sorry."

She leaned in, kissed my forehead, and smiled.

"We’ve got forever, remember?"

And I believed her.

Kim slid off me slowly, like her body didn’t want to let go just yet, and for a second, I thought she might stay—stay wrapped around me, stay mine. But then her eyes flicked to Devon. And the second she turned, I felt the shift.

She was still glistening. Still naked. Still barefoot, heels abandoned somewhere near the drinks cabinet. Her inner thighs were slick, but her posture was somehow... reset. Softened. Her glow hadn’t dimmed. If anything, it had deepened, like she was lit from the inside.

Devon’s cock was already half-hard again. Just from watching us.

She saw it immediately. Grinned.

"Your turn again, Daddy," she said, her voice light and airy, but it hit me like a hammer to the chest.

Then, as if remembering the rules of her own body, she glanced at me and pressed a kiss to my cheek. "I’ll be back in a jiffy. Just wanna freshen up."

She walked across the room, unhurried, cum-streaked and beautiful, and disappeared into the ensuite.

I was still in bed, soft now but aching all over. Inside. Outside. Every part of me had been peeled open, then filled with something I didn’t recognize yet. I sat up slowly and slipped out from under the covers, my legs wobbly as I made my way back to the lounge chair I’d occupied earlier. The one across from Devon. The one I now realized was always going to be mine.

He didn’t look at me at first. Just sipped his drink, eyes on the bathroom door.

"You did good," he said eventually. His voice was low, even, like he wasn’t just making conversation. "You lasted longer than I thought."

I gave a breathless chuckle. "Didn’t feel like long."

He smiled behind his glass. "That’s how it always feels the first time. Especially with her."

The sound of water running from the ensuite filled the silence between us. I found myself staring at the closed door, waiting, listening. My fingers gripped the armrests again.

Then, the water stopped. A pause.

And I heard it.

The soft, confident click of her heels against the tile. Then the low, steady rhythm of her steps as she crossed back toward us. Each one felt deliberate, like punctuation in a language I didn’t yet understand but desperately wanted to.

I turned my head as she reappeared in the doorway.

She was glowing.

Fresh makeup. Hair brushed to silky perfection. Still in her birthday suit. Skin radiant and scented with lotion and something sweeter—perfume? No, sex. The faint trace of it still clung to her, and it made my mouth dry all over again.

Devon reacted too, though barely. His eyes flicked toward her, his nostrils flared just slightly, and he shifted in his seat like something primal had just stepped back into the room.

Kim emerged freshly cleaned, hair brushed, makeup lightly reapplied. Her body was the same—but also different now. Polished. Offered.

Her eyes were on Devon.

She crossed the room with an effortless grace, kneeling before him like it was instinct. Her hand reached for his cock, and even before she touched it, he was hard again. Fully. Thick and ready. She took her time—stroking, licking, teasing—until his hips shifted with need.

Then he stood. Took her hand. Led her to the same bed with the quiet command of a man claiming what was his. She climbed up, and he followed, not with haste, but with purpose. Devon laid her back gently, spreading her thighs with both hands, slow and wide, as if unveiling something sacred.

He ran a finger through her slit, then slid it inside with casual ownership. "Still warm from the boy," he murmured, more to himself than anyone else. "Good."

Kim moaned, hips twitching.

He leaned over her, his face burying between her breasts again, mouth sealing over one nipple while his free hand toyed with the other. She writhed under him, whimpering, hands going to the back of his head and neck as she kissed the crown of his head.

"Please, Daddy," she whispered. "Please fuck me. I need it."

Only then did he position himself at her entrance, rubbing the thick head of his cock against her soaked opening.

I watched.

There was no hesitation. No buildup. He pulled her legs apart and pushed into her like he’d done it a thousand times—and maybe he had.

She gasped. Then moaned. Then wrapped her legs around his back like she was trying to trap him inside.

He fucked her hard. Deep. Measured. Rough. His hands found her hair, twisting it around his fist and yanking her head back until her throat arched and her moan turned into a cry. He growled into her ear, bit her shoulder, just hard enough to mark. His other hand came down on her ass with a loud slap, and she yelped, then shivered.

Her tits bounced with every thrust, wild and perfect, nipples stiff and swollen. Her reapplied mascara had started to smudge again, and a thin line of drool had begun to seep from her parted lips onto the pillow as she panted, whined, surrendered.

Devon grabbed her wrists and pinned them above her head, folding his body over hers like a shadow that owned the light. From where I sat, the image burned into me... her flushed body splayed out beneath his, tits glistening with sweat and spit, arms stretched and trembling, legs parted wide as if she'd been made for this exact moment. Every motion was purposeful, he wasn’t just fucking her. He was reclaiming her. Like a king returning to his throne, and I was the witness, powerless and aching, watching a truth I could never unsee.

He flipped her onto her stomach and took her from behind. Her back arched, ass raised, and he grabbed her hips like he owned them. Like he always had. He slammed into her, louder now, faster. Her whole body rocked with each stroke, her nails clawing the sheets, her cries echoing off the walls.

She screamed into the pillow and begged for more.

Then her head turned, just enough to find me across the room. Her eyes locked onto mine—wide, wild, and glistening.

"You watching me, baby?" she called out, her voice breathy but clear, even as her body rocked from Devon’s thrusts.

I swallowed hard, nodding like my life depended on it.

She bit her lip, then moaned again, louder this time, like the sound itself was for me.

My fists clenched the armrests like I was bracing through a storm. My spent cock twitched uselessly against the inside of my thigh, and I couldn’t even swallow—my mouth still too dry, still too in awe. How was she able to accommodate him like that? The sheer girth of Devon's cock, thick and unrelenting, disappeared into her tight, greedy pussy like her body had memorized it. Like she'd been trained by him to take every inch without protest, without pause. And all I could do was sit there. Watch. Ache.

But it wasn’t jealousy.

Not exactly.

It was reverence. Arousal. Worship.

She wasn’t just his. And she wasn’t just mine.

She was hers.

And we were both lucky enough to be chosen.

Devon looked over his shoulder at me once, as he slammed into her again and again.

"Watch close, son," he said. "This is what real power looks like."

And I did.

Every second of it.

I remembered what she’d told me before we even stepped into Devon’s apartment. "No matter what I do today... just remember: I chose you. I like you more than anyone I’ve met in years. I want you in my life. Really in it."

And now, watching her body quake beneath him, her voice cracking with pleasure, I didn’t just understand it, I worshipped it. I craved it. Craved the raw holiness of seeing her be every wild, filthy thing she’d ever been made to hide. Craved the way Devon took her without apology and she bloomed for it. And craved knowing, with absolute clarity, that I was the one she whispered those words to. That even as she came around another man’s cock, the deepest part of her still belonged to me.

And this wasn’t just what I wanted. It was who I was.

***


CHAPTER 9 – A New Life Begins

It had been a little over a month since that Friday at Devon’s, since everything changed. The sun was too bright, the air too crisp, the day too perfect for it to feel real. I walked across the main campus path like I was floating in someone else’s shoes, skin prickling under invisible stares. Beside me, Kim walked with her fingers gently hooked around my arm—not tight, not possessive, but sure. Confident. Like this was hers. Like I was hers.

And I was.

She wore a cropped white cardigan over a tiny black tank that barely clung to her full breasts, the edge of her ribcage peeking out each time we moved. Her low-rise jeans wrapped around her hips like a second skin, and her black patent Versace pumps clicked against the pavement with the sort of deliberate rhythm that turned heads without apology. She didn’t look at the people we passed, didn’t slow her stride, didn’t flinch when whispers started.

I did. My eyes darted left and right, hyperaware of every twitch, every glance. Two guys from my econ class gave me the kind of nod reserved for sports captains or lottery winners. One even smirked, nudging his friend like he couldn’t believe what he was seeing. Their eyes dragged down Kim’s body with open hunger, and then back to me with something else entirely: disbelief.

Behind them, a girl I vaguely recognized from the campus coffee shop openly scowled at us. Not at Kim. At me. Like I had no business being where I was, holding who I was holding.

“Bro, you’re literally living the dream,” one of the guys said once, smirking at me from across the dining table in the common room.

“Hot girl. Rich. Fashion influencer. What’s the catch?”

I laughed because I had to. Because anything else would be weird.

But the catch? The catch was that the last time I’d kissed her lips, they still tasted like him. That the dress she wore in her latest post was a gift he had slipped off her the night before.

I wanted to scream it sometimes. Not out of anger. Out of twisted pride. Like if they only knew. If they could just see the things I’d seen.

But that’s the curse of wanting a girl like Kim. The girl everyone wants. The girl who’ll let you in — but never all the way. Not unless he says so.

No one ever said it out loud, but I’d heard it all before… those looks weren’t new. They’d become routine now, almost expected, part of the background noise that came with walking beside someone like her. And still, I knew exactly what they were thinking.

That she was out of my league.

That I must’ve done something unnatural to deserve her.

And the truth? They weren’t wrong. At least, not entirely.

Because she wasn’t just mine.

Not really.

Kim tightened her grip slightly, just enough to draw me back from the spiral I was slipping into. Then, without breaking stride, she leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. It was a soft, casual thing, warm and slow and filled with something I couldn’t name. My skin burned in its wake.

Behind us, someone muttered under their breath. "Fucking hell."

I didn’t turn around. I didn’t have to.

The heat rushing up my neck wasn’t shame exactly. Or maybe it was, but not the kind that made you shrink. This one mixed with pride, with confusion, with that strange rush of knowing I was part of something deeper than what the world saw. I wasn’t just the guy with the hot girl. Not just the lucky nerd who landed the unattainable queen.

I was the boy who watched her kneel for another man.

Who kissed her after.

Who wanted to.

And none of these people knew. Not the guys giving me envious nods, not the girls shooting daggers my way, not even the professors who pretended they weren’t watching Kim walk into lecture halls like she owned them.

They didn’t know that I wasn’t just in love with her. She had me in ways no one else ever could. And she changed me.

Both of them did. Kim and Devon.

The wind caught her hair as we turned toward the business building, strands brushing my cheek like silk. Kim glanced sideways at me then, and I caught the edge of a smile on her lips—knowing, amused, almost proud.

Like she knew exactly what I was thinking.

And the truth was, I didn’t care if the whole world stared.

Not when I had her on my arm.

Even if I won’t be the only one to have her, I’ll be the one she comes back home to, I'll be the one she clings to after, slick and shaking, whispering truths she wouldn’t dare give anyone else.

***

By the time we got back to her apartment, the sun had already dipped low enough to pour amber light through her west-facing windows, coating the hardwood floors in a soft gold. She walked in ahead of me, hips lazy in her stride, skin still flushed from what had just happened. I followed, heart full and head spinning.

It had been nearly two months now since that first time at Devon’s.

That day, after everything, after I watched her get split open and filled, after she’d ridden Devon for nearly an hour until he was spent and slumped beneath her, she had pulled me into her mouth, kissed me slow, tasted like sweat and sin. Then we came back here. Her place.

Where I belonged now.

She kicked off her heels by the door, sighing like it had been a long day at work instead of a long day getting fucked—which, in a way, it was work for her; she gets paid for it.

She turned to me and pressed a kiss to my lips, firm and easy. Familiar now.

"You ready to hear the full story now?" she asked, voice low, casual. Like it wasn’t the question that would change everything.

I nodded.

She'd said, "Let's shower first," and we did—a hot, slow rinse where she let me wash her. My fingers had memorized the curve of her thighs, the weight of her breasts, the sting of the marks Devon left on her hips. She’d teased me under the water, letting her fingers graze my cock, her lips brush my shoulder. But nothing more. Not yet.

Now we were on the couch, both of us completely naked, but it didn’t feel sexual. It felt honest. She curled her legs up beneath her, her wine glass tucked between both hands, her dark hair damp and loose over one shoulder. Her skin still glowed with the kind of afterglow you can’t fake.

She took a sip, and then she started talking.

"Two years ago," she said, her voice soft but sure, "I was broke. Not starving or homeless, but definitely tired of minimum-wage shifts and group project freeloaders. I wanted more."

I didn’t speak. Just watched her. Listened.

"A few girls I knew were already doing it. Sugaring. One of my roommates met this real estate guy who basically moved her into his guesthouse. I thought she was crazy until I saw how relaxed she looked every day. She was always glowing."

She smiled a little, remembering. "So I signed up. Put up an anonymous profile. No face. No real info. Just enough to give a sense of me. A couple of photos—lingerie shots, no face, just soft lighting and suggestion. Enough to stir curiosity."

Her fingers traced the rim of the wine glass. "Pretty soon, my inbox was full—just like I figured it would be. But then this guy starts messaging me. Polite. Thoughtful. Not pushy. Proper spelling. No photo on his profile either. It stood out."

I already knew who it was, but I didn’t say it.

"It was Devon," she said, confirming it with a grin. "Neither of us knew it at first. He’d come to give a guest lecture at our school that semester—one of those talks for business minors about financial agency and entrepreneurship. I’d sat in the back row, thinking he looked hot for someone giving a talk about tax planning."

I laughed, and she smiled.

"When we finally met in person? It was this upscale hotel restaurant. He wore a suit that probably cost more than my tuition. Everything about him was calm, polished. Not creepy. Just… composed. He made me feel safe and out of my depth at the same time. That's how it started. He fucked my mouth at the end of that first date—not rough, not rushed, just steady, with this confident control that left me shaking in the elevator ride back down. The second time we met, he took my pussy. Same hotel, different room. I gave it to him without hesitation."

She didn’t linger on it, just let the silence stretch while the images soaked into me. The casual way she said it, like handing over the facts of her life—it only made it hit harder.

She leaned into the couch a little deeper, and I shifted where I sat, my cock thickening with every new detail she gave me—half from the images, half from the fact that she was telling me all of it like it was the most natural thing in the world.

"Within two months, he offered to pay for a boob job. It was my birthday present. I knew it was for him. But I didn’t care. I wanted it too."

She cupped her breasts lightly now, almost absent-mindedly. "They were decent before. But now? Now they’re art. He paid for the best. Beverly Hills surgeon, no half-measures."

I swallowed, my throat dry, and took a sip of my wine.

I’d always thought she was flawless. But now I understood—she hadn’t just been born perfect. She had crafted herself. Chosen every curve. Made herself into someone who got what she wanted.

"He’s a tits guy," she said with a smirk. "Likes them heavy and soft."

I stared at her chest without shame, without trying to hide it. She knew I was looking. She let me.

"And I started saving," she added. "At first, he paid me per date—standard rate the other girls on that site were getting, nothing flashy. But just before the boob job, he made me an offer: a monthly 'gratuity' in exchange for exclusivity. Said he didn’t want to share me. I was a little torn at first—what if I wanted a boyfriend? But my last relationship had wrecked me enough to believe no one really would want me as a girlfriend."

I blinked, heart pulling tight. "Well, they were idiots then," I said softly. "Because anyone who wouldn't want you... doesn't deserve to know what it feels like to be seen by you."

She stared at me for a second, then smiled—small, a little cracked around the edges. "Fuck, Kevin," she said, almost laughing. "Why do you always say exactly what I need to hear?"

Then she kissed me. Slow. Deep. Like her whole body exhaled into it. It wasn’t about heat, or need, or show. This kiss was what making love felt like.

She pulled back her mouth while giggling like someone who finally felt safe being known as she continued, "Alright, let me finish this sweetie, and Devon promised to keep me well-fucked twice a month minimum. It wasn’t a hard sell. After that, he started giving me monthly payments. I never spent them—unless it was on something that made me more valuable. Or something that earned, not depreciated. He taught me to invest. Told me what to avoid. How to set up accounts."

She met my eyes, steady now.

"I’ve been in this for two years, Kevin. I’ve got almost a million dollars invested. It’s all clean. No dumb crypto shit. No tax fraud. Just smart money. And after six months into the arrangement, he moved me in here," she added, gesturing around the apartment. "I haven’t spent a cent of my own since. Everything is paid for by him. And in return? He gets to do things to me that no good little housewife would even dare to imagine doing for her husband. Things that'd make her clutch her pearls and call a priest if she even dreamt about them."

I felt my body go still.

Not jealous. Not intimidated.

Just in awe.

Here was this girl—this beautiful, terrifying, brilliant girl—and she had planned all of it. Built a life. A future. While I was still fumbling through electives and trying to remember laundry days.

She saw the look in my eyes and set her glass down.

Then she touched my knee.

"You still okay with all of this?" she asked. "With... me?"

I looked at her. Looked hard. At the way her face held no shame. No apology. Just honesty. Her mouth slightly parted, waiting. Her fingers warm where they rested on my skin.

I nodded. Then spoke.

"Yeah. I’m okay. I… I get it. And I want to be here."

Her smile then—soft, satisfied, a little wicked—made something in my chest twist tight.

"Good," she said, and leaned in to kiss me again.

Not hungry. Not urgent.

Just home.

I had no idea where this was going. But if she was leading, I knew I’d follow.

***

The days and weeks that followed slipped into something that felt like a rhythm. By the end of the second month, it felt like second nature—this strange arrangement we were building, like we were no longer in the afterglow of that first time, but actively making something new. A routine. A strange, erotic domesticity that curled around me like the scent of her sheets. I started sleeping over at her place more often, sometimes two, sometimes three nights a week. Sometimes I brought a change of clothes. Sometimes I didn’t. Sometimes I left in the morning still smelling like her.

We fucked more now.

Not constantly, not like horny teens, but when we did, it felt deliberate. Like she was taking me, and I was offering myself. Her kisses were different too—not rushed, not soft either. They landed on me like claims. Her mouth would press into mine, tongue slow and sure, one hand in my hair or on my chest, and I’d melt beneath her, every single time. And yet, even in the middle of fucking me senseless, she might murmur something like, "Daddy's visiting tomorrow night."

That was the thing. She never stopped talking about Devon.

Not in a cruel way. Not to hurt me. It was just fact. Casual. As if my body was hers and his in different ways, and she saw no reason to pretend otherwise. She'd kiss my cock in the dark, tell me I was hers, then remind me that her holes belonged to someone else on certain nights of the week.

Some nights, I was invited.

She’d send me a text while I was still in class: "Dinner's at seven. Wear something black. Daddy wants an audience."

And I’d come. Every time.

Other nights, she'd press her lips against mine as she left her apartment for the door across hers after whispering, "This one's private, baby."

And I’d just stay back. At her place.

Always obedient.

Always aching.

Waiting for her return.

But she never kept secrets. That was part of the deal I hadn’t known we were writing.

Because the next morning, or sometimes later that night, she’d crawl onto my lap, straddle me while we both were still a little naked and lazy and warm, and she’d tell me everything.

"You should've seen how Daddy spanked me, baby," she'd purr into my ear, grinding against me through whatever flimsy clothes she'd tossed on after her shower. "Bent me over the counter and made me count every slap. I was dripping before he even slid in. You would've cum in your pants."

She told me where he came. What he did to her ass. How she moaned. How she begged. What she called him while she came. Whether she wore her heels.

Sometimes she’d say it with a giggle. Sometimes with a slow, filthy drawl that made me bite my lip and close my eyes, fists clenched to keep from exploding right then.

These post-fuck recaps became a ritual. I’d sit on the couch in the soft, flickering light of her living room, and she’d climb onto me like I was her chair. Her throne. She’d grind herself lazily against the bulge in my sweatpants while telling me about how Devon had made her squirt or kept her cock-drunk and cross-eyed for an hour straight.

Sometimes she’d make me feel the marks his mouth and hands left on her. Let me run my hands over the prints he’d left on her thighs or the faint sting on her breast. Sometimes she’d suck my fingers into her mouth while recounting how he’d finished on her face and made her swallow every drop.

And every single time, I’d get hard. And every single time, she’d notice.

She never laughed at me for it. Never mocked.

She’d just look down at me with that sly, warm smile that said she knew exactly what I was, and exactly what I needed.

Because the truth was starting to settle in. The truth I didn’t say out loud, not even to myself, until I had to face it one night when she kissed my forehead and whispered, "You're my favorite audience."

I wasn’t just her boyfriend.

I was her voyeur.

Her witness.

Her keeper.

Her cuck.

I kept her wildness. Held space for it. Let it bloom.

And I liked it.

God, I liked it more than I ever thought I would.

It didn’t matter how many times he came in her. How many nights he spent rearranging her insides while I wasn’t there. Because when she was done being his, when her body was sore and her voice hoarse and her skin flushed from everything they’d done—she came home to me.

She curled up in my arms like I was her landing place. Her reward.

And when she kissed me after, tasting faintly like someone else's cum, I didn’t flinch.

I moaned.

Because somehow, impossibly, this was ours.

***

It was late.

The kind of quiet that only came after everything had been said or screamed or moaned. Her skin was still warm when she pressed into me, bare and soft, her thigh sliding between mine, her arm tossed over my chest like I was her pillow, her anchor. She smelled like sex and lavender body mist—a scent I now associated with coming undone.

The lights were off, the city murmuring outside her windows. But the world in here had shrunk to the outline of her body against mine, the rhythm of her breath, the faint ache in my cock that hadn’t gone down completely. The wet spot between her legs still clung to my thigh, and I didn’t move.

Her voice was barely a whisper. "You're still okay with all of this, right? With how this works? You'd tell me if you weren't?"

I turned my head toward her, even though I couldn’t see much more than the faint shimmer of her cheekbone in the dark. My hand came to rest against the curve of her waist, thumb dragging across her hip, slow and steady. "I’m not just okay," I said. "I feel... alive."

She let out a tiny sound. Almost a laugh. Almost a sob.

"It’s like watching you become who you really are," I murmured, my fingers pressing just a little deeper into her skin. "And I get to be part of that."

She shifted then, pushing herself up just enough to look down at me, her face inches from mine. In the dark, her eyes glinted wet. She leaned in and kissed me. Not quick. Not teasing. Just deep, unhurried, like she was pouring something into me. Something raw and impossible to name.

When she pulled back, her lips brushed mine. "You're the first guy I've ever wanted to tell everything to," she whispered. "Even the ugly, raw, sticky stuff I used to keep locked up."

I didn’t say anything back. I didn’t have to. I just held her tighter.

She settled against me again, and this time, our legs tangled. My hand rested on the small of her back, tracing slow circles while her breath warmed my chest. I wasn’t asleep, not really. Just floating, full of her. Her toes tucked behind my calf. Her breath evened out slowly, her body heavier, sleep catching up to her.

And just as my eyes started to drift, I felt her lips near my ear again, barely there.

"Daddy says he wants to try something new next time. You okay with that?"

My eyes opened, even in the dark. "What kind of new?"

She giggled, sleepy and wicked. "The kind you don’t forget. The kind that might change the way you look at me."


CHAPTER 10 – The Things His Wife Won’t Do

It was another Friday night.

The kind she’d warned me about—the kind I wouldn’t forget.

"Daddy says he wants to try something new next time. You okay with that?" I’d heard her voice in my head all day. That sleepy giggle, that wicked softness. "The kind you don’t forget. The kind that might change the way you look at me."

And now, it was here. That night. The new thing.

I was already hard by the time we crossed the hallway. Kim held my hand the way she always did now, like it belonged to her, like I belonged to her. She wore a knee-length overcoat, her legs gleaming in nude thigh highs with red back seams and lace tops, five-inch red patent pumps catching the light, the quiet click of her heels echoing off the corridor tiles like a countdown.

Earlier that morning, I’d seen the enema bag drying on the bathroom rack. She didn’t say a word about it. Just gave me a wink. At the time, I hadn’t fully grasped what she was preparing for. I didn’t even know she owned butt plugs, let alone wore them casually like jewelry beneath her jeans. But now, watching her move through the day, I started piecing it together.

She’d spent most of the day walking around in a big fat silicone plug, humming to herself like she wasn’t stuffed full already. By evening, I watched her switch it out for a one with a red jeweled base—the jeweled mark of who she became when she belonged to him.

And now, under that coat, I knew exactly what she had on.

The moment we stepped inside Devon’s apartment, she dropped the coat without a word. I caught it from behind her like it was routine. Like this was who we were now. Her body glowed in the overhead light—that sheer red tulle babydoll barely covering anything, crimson embroidery coiling across her breasts like vines claiming fruit. It was practically nothing, and yet somehow hotter than if she’d walked in naked. The matching thong clung to her like it had been licked into place, and the jeweled plug winked at me beneath all of it with every step she took.

Devon didn’t speak either. He didn’t have to. He was sitting on the couch, legs spread wide, black dress shirt undone just enough to show the chain around his neck. She walked straight to him, hips loose and confident, and dropped to her knees like gravity was stronger around him.

No greeting. No hesitation.

She reached for his belt slowly, like it was part of a ritual she’d memorized long ago. Her fingers moved with reverent patience, unfastening it loop by loop, the soft jingle of the buckle somehow louder than it should've been. She pulled it open, slid the leather through the loops with the kind of focus that made the air feel thicker.

Then she leaned forward, ignoring his cock entirely, pressing her lips to the inside of his thigh—soft, deliberate. She kissed with her red painted lips there once, then again, and again, each one closer to the heat of him. Not rushing. Never rushing. Her tongue followed the curve of muscle, tracing the indent where thigh met groin, then slid lower, nudging his legs apart with her shoulders until he spread wider for her.

She didn’t flinch. Didn’t ask. She just bent lower and parted him with her fingers.

Then she rimmed him—long, slow licks that dragged from bottom to top, then circled with obscene tenderness.

From where I sat, my breath caught. I’d never seen her do that before. I never even imagined she would. The way her tongue worked, the way she held him open with both hands like a slut on her knees and a priestess in the same breath, filthy and sacred all at once… it made my cock twitch with something raw and twisted. I felt like I was intruding, and yet I couldn’t look away. That was the moment it hit me: she wasn’t just Devon’s plaything tonight; she was something more primal, more devoted, and more obscene than I’d ever seen her. And I was the one watching. Me. Her boyfriend. Her chosen witness to this filthy, sacred ritual. She moaned into it, just a little, like this was how she greeted her Daddy today. The sounds were wet, lewd, echoing in the still room. Devon groaned, a sound that rumbled from deep in his chest as his hand slid into her hair.

He didn’t guide her.

He claimed her.

She went deeper. Her face pressed closer. The angle was awkward, but she didn't care. She ate him out with the same hunger she brought to his cock, and maybe more. The raw, filthy noise of it filled the room, a soundtrack of submission and pride.

When he pulled her back by the hair, his eyes were heavy-lidded, almost dazed. Then he spat—directly into her open mouth.

She opened wide for it, let it hang there on her tongue, looked up at him while her chest rose and fell.

Then she swallowed.

"More?"

Her voice wasn’t breathless. It was needy.

He gave her more.

When she finally moved to his cock, it was like watching a girl shift gears from worship to hunger. She kissed his shaft first, tenderly, then dragged her tongue along the underside with a long, deliberate stroke that made Devon grunt. Her hand cupped his balls, fingers massaging the weight of them like she knew exactly how full he was. She kissed them too, one at a time, soft and wet, letting them rest against her cheek for a beat before pulling back and spitting into her palm.

When she lubed his cock, it was her own spit she used. She wrapped her hand around him and worked it in slowly, almost lovingly, rubbing him like she was polishing silver, eyes half-lidded, like she was high on the ritual of it. Her thumb circled the head, spreading the drool across it in glossy slicks. Devon watched her with a look that was part awe, part expectation, because this wasn’t new to either of them. This was how she always got him ready for occasions like tonight.

Then he slapped her cheeks with his cock—once, light enough to tease, then again, rougher. She moaned into it, lips parted, tongue out, taking the weight of him against her face like it grounded her. She turned to me as he did it, her cheeks crimson from the cock slaps and what it was doing to her inside, her red lips slightly puffy, her eyes wild.

"He wants me messy," she said, like a confession.

Her hair was a fistful now. His and her spit clung to the slopes of her breasts.

She turned her head slightly, eyes catching mine across the room. "Lube?" she asked, voice light, like it was the most casual thing in the world.

I blinked, following her gaze as she nodded toward the coat still draped across my lap—the overcoat. It was forgotten until now. I fumbled through the pockets, fingers grazing keys, lip gloss, tissues... and then the small black bottle. I held it up.

She crawled over to me on all fours, completely unashamed, face streaked with cum, her thong still tugged aside. She plucked the bottle from my hand with a wink, turned, and padded back to him.

He took his time, starting with the plug.

One hand gripped her waist, the other reached down between her cheeks. His fingers curled around the jeweled base and gave it a slow, twisting tug, easing it free from her hole with a wet pop that made her gasp. Her thighs trembled slightly as he held the slick toy up, inspecting it like it was a prize before letting it fall to the floor with a soft clink.

Her ass was already slick from hours of wear, but he wasn’t in a rush. She handed him the bottle, and he poured a long stripe of lube over the crease of her ass, watching it glisten and slide down between her cheeks. Then he spread it with his fingers, working it into her slowly—two, then three, stretching her open until she whimpered, rocked back against him.

When he lined his cock up to her hole, there was no teasing. He pushed in, slowly, steadily, inch by thick inch.

She choked out a moan that sounded almost panicked. "Oh fuck, Daddy—slow, please... you’re too big tonight."

"It’s the same cock as always," he grunted, gripping her hips tighter.

"I know," she gasped, voice trembling, "but it feels bigger... every time."

He sank in deeper. Her body jolted forward slightly, hands braced against the couch cushions.

"Because your ass knows who owns it," he growled.

"Yes," she sobbed, hips trembling. "Yours. It’s yours, Daddy."

He bottomed out with a grunt, staying buried for a beat before dragging back out an inch, then thrusting again. Slow at first. Deep. Making her feel every inch.

She moaned louder now, her voice breaking, body open and helpless under him. Her ass swallowed him greedily, clenching each time he pushed deeper.

From my chair in the corner… my chair, the one that had become my place in this theater of submission—I watched everything. I saw the way her pale, flawless skin contrasted with the deep brown of Devon's muscular body, the black of his cock disappearing inch by inch into the tight rosebud I never knew could take so much.

It was obscene.

It was art.

The way her back arched, the way her body trembled as he filled her deeper and harder than I ever could. Her whimpers. His growls. The slap of skin meeting skin, louder than breath, louder than thought.

She looked like she was being split open, but her moans betrayed her pleasure. This wasn’t pain. It was worship. Her body offered up, opened, and owned.

He fucked her hard.

Her cries were ragged, low, full of need that no one else could ever satisfy. Her body was still arched, trembling from the last thrust, her hands gripping the couch like it was the only thing keeping her grounded.

Then his hand slid beneath her, finding her clit. He didn’t tease it. He pressed down, firm and deliberate, his thick finger circling it while his cock pumped into her with punishing force. She jerked, gasped, then wailed—a strangled sound that made Devon growl in approval.

"That's it," he said, never slowing. "Let it out. Let him hear it."

"Oh—oh fuck, Daddy—I'm cumming, I'm—"

Her voice shattered as her hole clenched hard around him, every muscle locking as her orgasm crashed through her. Her knees buckled. Her moans turned to sobs, desperate and cracked, as he fucked her through every last spasm, his thumb never leaving her clit.

"You're still so fucking tight," he grunted, eyes dark with focus. "Always squeeze me like you're trying to keep me."

She could barely respond, just nodding, mouth slack, eyes glazed with the kind of pleasure that bordered on madness.

Then Devon stepped back, chest rising, cock glistening with the lube and slick her body gave up so easily for him. Kim whimpered the moment he slipped out, her body rocking gently from the sudden emptiness, hole fluttering as if mourning the loss. He looked down at her like a man ready to make the final mark.

He stood over her. "On your knees."

She obeyed. Of course she did. She knelt like it was her birthright.

He painted her face in thick streaks, his cum catching in the lashes of one eye, streaking across her cheek, her chin, the corner of her lips.

She didn’t wipe it away.

She smiled.

Then dragged two fingers through it and smeared it into her skin like moisturizer.

And after he had drained every last drop out on her, she immediately leaned forward and sucked him clean.

Licking from base to tip. Humming like she was tasting dessert.

She lingered for a beat, lips grazing his head one final time, before she turned to me.

"He doesn’t fuck me," she said quietly. "He uses me. And I love that he does."

I didn’t speak.

I couldn’t.

I just watched her… wrecked and radiant and fully, blindingly alive. My cock was impossibly hard, aching in a way that felt almost foreign. I'd forgotten about it entirely, until now—until the moment slowed and the image of her being used like that, worshipped like that, landed in my gut with the weight of something real. Nothing I’d ever seen, no porno, no twisted fantasy, no deep-night imagining had come close to this. And yet, here I was, witnessing it live, breathing it in, feeling it in the pulse at the base of my cock.

What did it mean to be loved by someone who gave herself like this to another man?

The question didn’t ache. It didn’t scare me. It just… lingered.

Devon hadn’t been done after that first round. After she’d licked him clean and kissed me with the taste of him still on her tongue, the three of us sat for a while; drinks in hand, the lights dimmed low. She curled into his lap, her babydoll riding high on her hips, her thighs still trembling with aftershocks. He spoke casually, like this wasn’t strange at all, like a freshly fucked cum-soaked girl, young enough to be his son’s girlfriend, curled in his lap like a used-up toy was just part of the ambiance. I'd realized that these were the kind of things his wife wouldn’t do. Rim him, choke on his cock till her makeup ran, take him raw in her ass till she screamed, then kneel in his lap while he used her body like a fuckdoll. She wasn’t just offering herself… she was the offering.

The talk meandered—business, markets, politics—he spoke and educated, and we listened. She nuzzled his chest as he palmed her tits lazily, fingers tweaking, kneading, never letting her settle. And then, when her hand drifted down to his cock again, hard all over, he pulled her back to him.

This time, he took her pussy. No condom. Just the same raw, unfiltered desire. She’d ridden out a few more orgasms on his cock before he had cum a second time and was finally satisfied for the night. By the time we left his apartment, I was still hard, still aching, and still untouched after nearly four hours since we’d first crossed that hallway. I hadn’t cum once. And I hadn’t even thought to.

Kim had told me, on the walk back to her place, that she’d be going again tomorrow. It was Saturday, and Devon would be taking her all afternoon before flying back to his wife in New York later that evening—in his own Gulfstream, same as always. It wasn’t jealousy I felt. It was something heavier. Stranger. Like awe laced with reverence.

Later, back in her bed, she curled up beside me, her face clean now, her body warm and flushed. Her arm draped over my chest again like we were back where the night began.

She kissed the center of my chest. Soft. Grateful. Real.

"Thank you," she whispered, "for letting me be her too."

And I held her like she was mine.

Because in some twisted, inverted, beautiful way, she was. And I never wanted to give her back.

I still hadn’t cum. My cock throbbed against the sheets, untouched, desperate. But she was worn out—used, filled, loved in every way she needed tonight. I didn’t want to jack off. That felt wrong now. So I just stayed hard, aching, and let her fall asleep draped over me, while I stared at the ceiling, quietly wrecked, quietly whole.


CHAPTER 11 – Her Rules, Her Reign

It had been nearly six months since the night she invited me in.

Six months since I crossed that invisible line from curious boyfriend to something else entirely. Something smaller. Something softer. Something that belonged to her.

Six months of late-night whispers, of trembling hands and bitten lips. Of watching her body get taken, used, and wrecked—sometimes by me, more often by Devon. She relished me when she wanted softness, when she needed slow kisses and gentle hands. She’d ride me with affection, stroke my hair, let me taste the sweat on her chest. But I knew I didn’t fuck her like he did. I didn’t split her open. Didn’t leave her shaking. I tried not to let it haunt me—tried not to wonder, in the quiet, if she still craved me the same way. But even on the worst nights, I’d remember the way she held me after—after she’d been filled and wrecked and used. The way she cupped my cheek and whispered things that curled deep inside me.

“He gives my body what it needs, baby,” she said once, voice filthy-soft. “But you—you’re the one who grounds me. My peace. My man.”

I hadn’t answered. Just rested my head against her chest, her heartbeat steady in my ear, and let the warmth of her words settle somewhere deeper than pride. She reigned me with that mix of heat and honey—fucked by one man, worshiped by another. And I? I lived for it now.

Most people would call it pathetic. Maybe I would’ve too, once. But then why did it feel like the only time I was really breathing?

I was curled beside her now, her back to my chest, the silk of her robe half-draped off one shoulder. The room still smelled like him… like the thick, musky afterglow of what they’d just done. Devon had visited us this time—his wife was flying in tomorrow morning to join him for some gala in town. Which meant tonight was his only window to have Kim… but in our bed. Not that it was new. It wasn’t unusual. This happened sometimes. His wife or his son would sometimes be here too, attending some event while he slipped away to her. I think I’ve gotten used to this life now. Devon had left twenty minutes ago, and the bed still bore the imprint of his weight. I hadn’t moved. I hadn’t spoken. I just lay there, breath shallow, heart hammering, waiting.

She turned slightly, the corner of her mouth curling. That knowing smirk. The one that had come to mean everything. She knew exactly what I was waiting for. But tonight—

"No, baby. Not tonight."

I blinked. Her voice was soft, almost loving. But final.

"You’re not going to get inside me. Not after that."

Her hand came up, cupped my cheek, and I leaned into it like a starved thing. She tilted my head down, kissed my forehead, then looked at me with lazy eyes that still glittered from her climax.

"But you can make me cum again. With your mouth. Just your mouth."

I didn’t speak. I didn’t hesitate. I slid down her body like it was my calling. My tongue found her thighs first, warm and trembling, and she sighed like it was the most natural thing in the world. I kissed her slowly, reverently, savoring her taste—not just what lingered from him, but the deep, messy ache of her own need. Every flick of my tongue was for her, every lick a promise to bring her there again.

"Slower," she murmured, threading her fingers through my hair. "Make it feel good. There you go. Make me cum on that pretty mouth, baby."

She spread her legs wider, arching just slightly, her heel digging into the mattress as I kissed and licked and sucked like a man possessed. Her moans began low and lazy, like a cat stretching in the sun, but they grew. God, they grew.

"Mmm, you love this, don’t you?" she gasped. "My sweet little thing... making me feel good again with that pretty mouth. He left me aching for more, baby. Stretching me so deep. And now you get to take care of me."

Her hips rolled forward, and I moaned into her, the heat of her, the taste of her, the way she used her voice like silk and steel. I licked harder. Deeper.

"You’re perfect like this. Just for me. Just for my pleasure. That’s all you ever need to be, sweetheart."

And I believed her.

When she finally came, it was all over my mouth—her thighs clamped around my head, her cries echoing in the room, her fingers tugging at my hair with that raw edge of possession. I didn’t stop. Not even after she came. Not until she pushed me off with a soft whimper and a smile that melted me completely.

She pulled me back up to her chest and wrapped me in her arms.

"You’re perfect," she whispered, her breath warm against my temple. "My perfect boy."

Her fingers found my cock then—aching, twitching, still untouched after everything. She wrapped her hand around it like she owned it, like it was hers to torment, not soothe. She started stroking… slow, deliberate, maddening. I groaned, my hips twitching against her thigh, already undone and she’d barely even begun.

“Not yet,” she whispered, brushing her lips against my temple. “Just stay right here. Let me feel you build for me.”

I nodded, helpless. My lips found the soft weight of her breast, the skin still flushed and tender from earlier. I kissed the swell, the underside, lavishing every inch she gave me. My tongue curled around her nipple, slow and reverent, savoring the little gasp she gave me for it. Her hand never sped up. Just enough pressure to keep me squirming, leaking, moaning.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her breath hot against my ear. “Look at you. Mouth full of tit, cock in my hand, asking without saying a word.”

I whimpered around her nipple.

“You love this, don’t you? Being mine. Being ruled. Knowing you don’t get to cum until I say so.”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Please. Please...”

She smiled again, slow and decadent, curling her body tighter around mine like silk binding a gift. Her other hand slid down, cupping my balls, squeezing lightly. I cried out.

“You’ve waited all night. Been so good. Took care of me so well.” She kissed the corner of my mouth. “And now I get to watch you fall apart.”

And then she moved—her grip tightening, her strokes turning fast, practiced, filthy. My mouth stayed on her breast, sucking as my moans spilled out across her skin, helpless and messy. Her voice was in my ear, steady and low.

“That’s it. Let go for me. Cum for me. Give it to me, baby. I’ve got you.”

I shattered.

It hit me like a wave, violent and hot and endless, spilling across her hand, my thighs, her belly, anywhere it could reach. My whole body jerked, twitching in her arms as she held me through it, kissing my forehead like she’d just finished taming something wild.

She didn’t let go. Not until I sagged against her, boneless, breathless, emptied in every sense of the word.

And I knew I’d never belong anywhere else.


CHAPTER 12 – Saying The Special Word—Finally

It had been a year now.

A year since I surrendered the illusion of being the man in control. A year since I stopped pretending this wasn’t what I wanted... what I needed.

Twelve months of letting go, inch by inch, of the ego I once clung to. Of learning how to sit still, how to breathe through jealousy, how to worship her from the sidelines like the good, obedient thing she’d trained me to be.

The seasons had changed. Birthdays, holidays, exam seasons, hangovers, Sunday markets, and long rainy evenings—they’d all passed, and still, we remained steady in our rhythm. Like clockwork, the last weekend of every month, I found myself back in this chair. Devon’s chair. The master’s chair.

And by now, it knew me.

The leather no longer creaked under my weight; it molded to me, welcomed me, reminded me of who I was in this house. In this room. I didn’t fight it anymore. Didn’t flinch when the sheets smelled like another man. Didn’t lie to myself about what I was here to do.

She stood across the room in front of the mirror, fussing with her hair. The soft amber lamplight caught the ends of it, turning black silk into gold. Her body—my god, her body—was framed by something new tonight. Something bolder. Something dangerously bright.

The lingerie clung to her like it had been painted on.

Highlighter-yellow straps wrapped around her curves, biting into her hips and ribs with unapologetic precision. A sheer mesh bra, embroidered with neon-pink florals, held her breasts like they were precious and wicked all at once—plump, lifted, the swells peeking just over the scalloped edge. Her nipples were visible through the fabric, stiff already.

A matching garter belt hugged her waist, cinched tight, and the straps connected to fluorescent stockings that kissed her thighs like cuffs. On her feet, a pair of glossy matching yellow pumps completed the look. She looked like a goddess from a fever dream... glowing, unattainable, untouchable. Except she wasn’t. Not to Devon.

And not entirely to me.

She caught me staring. Of course she did. That smirk slid across her lips like it belonged there, smug and teasing and knowing all at once.

“You like it?” she asked, adjusting one strap at her shoulder, watching me through the mirror.

I swallowed, my mouth suddenly dry. “You’re perfect.”

She turned. Slowly. Letting me see the sway of her hips, the way her breasts shifted in the sheer cups, the tug of the garter straps with every step. My cock stirred helplessly beneath my jeans. She knew. She always knew.

She stopped right in front of me. I didn’t move. Couldn’t. Her perfume hit me first... warm, floral, layered with something carnal. And beneath it? That trace of sex that never quite left this room. Like Devon’s presence lingered even before he physically arrived.

Her hands landed on my shoulders, nails lightly grazing my skin. Then she leaned forward. Just enough for her breasts to spill toward me, for the sheer mesh to tighten across them. I saw the outline of her nipple through the fabric. I felt her breath on my face.

“You look so damn pretty when you’re waiting like this,” she murmured, the softness of her voice edged on sweetness. “All soft and needy just for me.”

Something swelled in my chest, something sharp and warm and too full to name. Maybe it had been building for weeks. Months. Hell, maybe it had been waiting for the perfect moment, and this was it. Her body gleaming like a sexed-up sunbeam, her voice sinking into me, the anticipation of what was coming.

I’d almost said it once before, a few months back, when she curled up in my lap after a weekend with Devon, half-asleep and still glowing, but I’d swallowed it, afraid it would make me look weak.

The words pushed through me now, uninvited and unstoppable.

“I love you.”

It cracked in my throat, rough and unguarded. A truth laid bare.

She froze for a beat. Her eyes searched mine. No games. No smirk. Just something real. Then—

Her smile melted into something softer. She didn’t speak right away. Just slid slowly, deliberately, down to her knees. Her hands braced on my thighs. The straps of her lingerie glowed against her flushed skin. She looked up at me from beneath her lashes, the way she did when she wanted to ruin me without lifting a finger.

And then she said it.

“I love you too.”

Not a whisper. Not a tease. Just truth.

The air left my lungs. My hands trembled where they gripped the arms of the chair. My heart thudded against my ribs like it was trying to claw its way to her.

She reached up and touched my face. Brushed her fingers along my jaw, then leaned in and pressed the softest kiss to my knuckles—slow, lingering, reverent. Her lips stayed there for a breath longer than necessary, and when she pulled away, she traced the back of my hand with her thumb before gliding her palm across my cheek, cradling me like I was something precious. I leaned into it like I was starving. She leaned in further, closing the space between us, and kissed me—softly, tenderly, her lips brushing mine like a promise. It wasn’t a tease, or a reward, or part of any ritual. It was just her. Just love.

She pulled back. Eye's on the brink. A smile on her lips as she said, “I know what this life looks like from the outside,” she said quietly, still kneeling. “But we know better, don’t we? This is ours. This…this is love too.”

I nodded. Or maybe I didn’t. I couldn’t tell anymore. My entire body was buzzing, flooded with the power of hearing her say it back. Of knowing I wasn’t just the boy in the corner. I was hers.

Then the old grandfather clock in the hallway let out a low chime, deep and deliberate—just once. A sound I’d come to associate with inevitability.

Devon was a punctual man.

She turned her head slightly toward the hallway, then back to me. And like a switch, the softness behind her eyes folded back into something sharper. Hungrier. That smirk returned, blooming slow across her lips.

“Good timing,” she said, standing up, brushing the edge of her garter strap back into place. “He’ll be here any second.”

She turned toward the bed and gave her hair one last toss over her shoulder. Then, with unhurried grace, she walked to its edge, dropped to her knees, and settled at its foot—chin high, lips parted, spine straight. A perfect offering, poised in her neon lingerie, ready to welcome him the moment he stepped through that door. Ready to use her mouth to mark his arrival, to remind him who this night belonged to.

“Tonight's such a special night.”

I stayed in the chair, heart still raw, cock still hard, watching the woman I loved ready herself to be wrecked by another man. And somehow, I didn’t feel small. I didn’t feel lost.

I felt branded.

Loved.

Owned.

And I knew that no matter what happened next, no matter how loud she screamed or how hard he fucked her, that word—love—would echo louder in my chest than any moan could.

It was hers.

Just like I was.


CHAPTER 13 – The Gift of Her Body

Devon didn’t knock.

He never did.

The door opened with that same smooth finality it always had—quiet, deliberate, inevitable. And then he was there. Broad-shouldered, calm, freshly showered. Button-down rolled to his elbows, gold watch glinting under the light, a small overnight bag slung over one shoulder. Kim didn’t look up right away. She didn’t need to. She stayed where she was—kneeling at the foot of the bed, waiting like a ritual offering, this time in a soft blue lace teddy with high-cut hips and a barely-there mesh bra that left the curve of her breasts teasingly exposed. Her heels matched—baby blue stilettos that clicked gently on the hardwood when she moved. It had been nearly six months since we’d said those three words in this very room, six months since her lips brushed mine and everything changed. And yet, time had moved fast. Too fast. Our love had only deepened, grown more infectious in the quiet moments between the loud ones. Devon’s dates continued, each one more intense than the last, but so did our life. Kim’s investment account had nearly doubled since when I first knew about it. Her monthly gratuity—wired every month like clockwork from Devon—had grown too. Her Instagram following had skyrocketed past the early millions, just like her portfolio. She was thriving. And I? I was still right here, more in love, more in awe, still in disbelief of who I'm sharing this unbelievable life with while still growing more enamored of watching her kneel like a goddess, all soft curves and sharpened purpose.

I watched it all from the chair. My chair. The one I sat in every time I was given the privilege, watching the woman I loved give her body away. Except tonight, something was different. It hummed in the air. I felt it before I understood it. The look Devon gave her was one of easy possession, yes—but also something else. Something layered. And when his eyes flicked to me, I felt it again. That hum.

Ownership... shared.

He didn’t say much. Just dropped the bag on the dresser, unbuttoned his cuffs, and gave Kim a nod. She moved like she’d been waiting for it—like it was a starting gun.

“Hi Daddy,” she said, as she sank to all fours, her voice syrupy, girlish, perfectly obscene.

He didn’t speak. Just let her crawl forward on hands and knees, her ass arched, pumps clicking faintly against the floor until her mouth was on him.

I watched.

I always watched. But lately I didn’t feel pushed to the edge. I felt... folded in. Like I was part of the design.

***

Later, after she’d been taken in every way Devon liked, after her hair was a mess and her makeup a ruin of pretty streaks down her flushed cheeks, after she’d moaned and cried and begged and come and come again—he didn’t just roll away like he sometimes did.

He pulled her into his arms. Let her rest against him. Then, after a moment, he looked at me.

"She’s gonna need a few minutes,” he said. “Go get the box from the bag.”

I stood without thinking. My legs were unsteady. My mind was still swimming with the sounds she’d made. The way her body arched for him. The wetness between her thighs. The smell of sweat and sex and something deeper.

I opened the bag. Inside was a small velvet box.

I brought it over.

Devon sat up slightly and cracked the lid open.

Inside was a curved barbell—short, elegant, with tiny red diamonds on either end.

He looked down at Kim. Her eyes were heavy-lidded, dazed but happy. She was floating.

It was something he’d once floated to her after a particularly long indulgent fucking on a Caribbean vacation—half-teasing, half-serious, murmured against her sweat-drenched skin. She’d giggled, browsed on her phone the next morning, and pulled up the exact one from a private jeweler’s catalog. The price tag alone had made my stomach flip when she'd showed the same page to me when she was back from that trip—this wasn’t costume shop play. This barbell cost more than a used hatchback, more than what I thought I’d save up for an engagement ring someday. And yet... here it was, now in front of us.

She’d picked red diamonds for a reason. Red was Devon’s color. It always had been. From the jeweled butt plug she wears on her backdoor dates with him, to the lingerie he preferred her in at times, he marked her in crimson. This was no different.

“You still want it, baby?” he asked smiling, knowing the answer already.

She nodded without hesitation. “Yes, Daddy.”

He kissed her temple and passed the box to me.

“I know you’ll be the one who puts a ring on her finger someday,” he said, voice low, not mocking. Just... final. Like fact. “But let me take this one, son.”

I held the box tighter. My chest hurt, but not from jealousy. From something else. A strange, aching pride.

Devon simply looked at her, still having that glassy eyes from being thoroughly fucked.

“You’ll get it done tomorrow,” he said, brushing her hair back from her flushed glowing face. “Send me a picture once it’s healed.”

Kim let out a lazy, blissed-out laugh, her fingers stroking along his chest. “Of course, Daddy,” she murmured. “And next time, you can have a proper look... and a proper play.”

Devon smiled. Satisfied.

The red diamonds caught the light like blood and fire—waiting.

***

That night, for the first time since that first Friday nearly a year and a half ago, Devon didn’t close her off when he was done. He left her open for me—raw, dripping, still glowing with the heat of him, like a flame he’d lit and handed over.

“Go on,” he said. “She’s all yours now. She’s been fucked good and wet. Take your turn.”

My hands trembled as I touched her.

She was soft and wrecked and warm and still dripping.

And she turned her head toward me, smiled sleepy and wide, and whispered, “Come love me, baby.”

So I did.

And it wasn’t hurried, or pitiful, or shameful.

It was mine. The gift of her body.

Given—freely, deliberately—by both of them.

And when I collapsed beside her after a few really good minutes and a really great orgasm for her and me, she moved her head on my chest, Devon lit a cigar and looked over at me from across the room with something almost like respect.

He nodded.


CHAPTER 14 – Captured Obedience

It had been a slow, quiet morning.

The kind that followed nights like those—where your body still hummed with memories, where the sheets cooled slower than usual, where the air felt heavier with everything that had happened.

But her absence didn’t feel like silence. It felt like waiting. Like buildup. Like the calm before something deliberately cruel and sweet.

Kim had left early, before I’d even stirred fully, already dressed for her day with Devon. I hadn’t seen her outfit—she’d teased that part on purpose, slipping out before I was up, dropping only a kiss on my forehead and a whisper near my ear: “Be good today, baby. You’ll need your strength tonight.”

The day had crawled.

I’d gone to class that morning—last semester of my final year—and barely absorbed a word. I kept checking my phone like a man possessed, wondering what she was wearing, what she was doing. Kim had already graduated, months ago now. She was a full-time influencer these days, with brand deals, video shoots, and a growing empire that seemed to expand with every passing week. I came home, tried to focus, worked half-heartedly, did laundry, cooked something just to keep my hands busy. But everything still smelled like her, every room echoed with the sound of her moans from the night before, and my cock wouldn’t settle.

And then, sometime just before sunset, my phone buzzed.

No message preview.
Just a video.
From her.

I opened it, and the moment it lit up my screen, I forgot how to breathe.

Kim was on her knees again. A hotel room—tastefully done, discreet, because just across the hallway, in their usual rendezvous spot, Devon’s wife and son were staying for the weekend. They were in town with him for a conference, which meant this little escape had to be even more careful, more thrilling in its secrecy.

Her pierced nipples were on full display now, the red diamond-tipped barbells glinting every time she moved. The same ones Devon had gifted her… the ones she promised to get professionally done after that night he handed her the box like it was a sacred offering. They looked wicked on her ever since they went on her. Flashy. Owned. Devon’s silhouette stood tall behind the camera. Her hair was down, lashes thick, lips glossed and slightly parted. She looked flushed already. Wrecked. Perfect.

"Hi, baby," she said, smiling into the lens. That smile… the one she only used when she was teasing. The one that made me melt and ache at the same time.

She licked her lips. Slowly. Then she turned to straddle Devon’s thighs, camera now angled upward, capturing every detail.

"You miss me already?" she whispered, reaching back to guide his cock to her soaked pussy. "I’m going to show you something special tonight. Something just for you."

And then she sank down.

I gasped. My hand was already on my cock before I realized it.

The way she moaned… low, drawn out, broken at the end; it was the kind of sound she usually saved for the best of fucks.

She rode him like she belonged there, like she’d been waiting all day to be used when this was probably her fourth round, she fucked his cock like she still couldn’t get enough, and the camera never shook. It stayed steady, like Devon was giving me front-row seats to her surrender.

Halfway through, she looked straight into the lens again.

"Don’t cum, baby," she murmured. "You hear me? This is just for you to watch. Just to feel. I want you hard all night. And when I come back, I’m going to slide into your lap and you’re going to give me that orgasm. You understand? Nobody else gets it. Just me."

She clenched around him then—on purpose. I could see it. Devon grunted off-camera.

"Be a good boy and wait for me."

The video ended.

And I sat there, leaking, shaking, edged and ruined by a woman who wasn’t even in the room.

I didn’t move for ten full minutes.

Didn’t trust myself to.

Because all I wanted was to obey.


CHAPTER 15 – In the Kingdom of Her Making

It had been a few months since I walked across the graduation stage, that stupid cap tilting to one side, the cheering from the back row barely registering under the weight of Kim’s gaze locked on me from the crowd. I remembered the way her eyes had shone, not just with pride but with something deeper. Possession. Affection. That insatiable, layered love only she could give.

And then life had sprinted forward.

Kim had been building this for years. Four, to be exact. Four years of posting, editing, scripting reels, negotiating brand deals, and managing audience heat. Out of those four, I’d been in her life for three. Devon had been there longer—five, since that very first message on the sugar site. But what we were building now… this felt like something else. Something she owned. And I had the privilege of helping her shape it.

Her brand launched like a firecracker.

She’d always had taste, but now it had a name, a line, a following. Kim's skincare and beauty line exploded out the gate with carefully timed drops, live launches, influencer kits, and PR blitzes that she executed like a general at war. I ran the backend—site logistics, vendor ops, digital finance, and customer funneling. She called me her CFO, but only in public. In private, I was still her baby. Her boyfriend. Her obedient boy who handled spreadsheets by day and held her aching thighs by night.

Devon was there too, though never in the spotlight.

He kept visiting twice a month, like clockwork. Their arrangement hadn’t changed. She still gave him those weekends. I still stayed home. Sometimes she sent pictures. Sometimes I watched from the corner. Sometimes I simply waited, hard and patient, until she came back and rode the waiting out of me.

But even he saw what we were building.

It had been in one of those late-night video calls she had with him, after she’d brought him to an orgasm— and after a quarterly report I’d put together—that he’d said it:

"If the numbers hold like this, I’ll be in for your seed round."

It hadn’t been a joke.

Fourteen months later, right on track, we were ready. Revenue was clean. Profit retention consistent. Burn rate low. CAC better than projected. We were post-MVP and thriving. That’s when the offers started coming in.

But none of them touched Devon’s.

1.75 million. For 15% equity.

No negotiation. No counter. Just his wire hitting our account.

Which meant Kim retained 85%.

She’d laughed that night when we saw the funds land, drunk on champagne and dressed in nothing but her satin robe. The whole apartment smelled like strawberries and sex—her scent. She spun once, her robe fluttering open just enough to show the glint of the red diamond piercing still catching the light.

She straddled the armrest of the couch where I was seated, holding her flute of champagne in one hand and dragging the other slowly through my hair. She sipped her champagne, eyes glinting. “All this, and I still get to make you beg.” she teased, crossing one leg over the other. Her bare foot rested in my lap now, delicate toes pressing against the hard shape growing beneath my waistband.

I kissed her thigh, smiling into her skin. “You earned it. I just get to kneel at the edge of your throne.”

I leaned down and kissed her foot—softly, then again, slower, worshipping it like I’d done a hundred times. She hummed, pleased, letting me take my time.

Then she slipped the robe off one shoulder, exposing one perfect breast and the barbell that glinted like a crown jewel. "You helped build my empire, baby…" she whispered, tilting my face up with a single finger under my chin. "But you still don’t get to cum without permission."

She let my head rest on her stomach as she drank the rest of her champagne. I just stayed there, aching, desperate, content.

I’d smiled, hard and aching for her, not just from arousal, but pride. This woman—mine, his, ours—had built a kingdom, and I got to be at her feet while she ruled.

To celebrate the deal, Devon took her away.

Just the two of them. Three days. No calls. No texts. No video.

I told myself it was fine. That I understood. That this was the dynamic we’d signed up for. But by day two, I wasn’t fine. Not even close.

I stayed up both nights, checking her socials like an addict. She hadn’t posted a thing. My chest felt like a fist. All the what-ifs, all the insecurities came rushing back.

What if she didn’t want to come back? What if this was the real goodbye?

I broke.

I couldn’t stop pacing that first night. Her robe still hung on the hook behind our door, like she’d be back in a minute, like this was just a dinner date, not a weekend escape. But the silence grew thicker by the hour. I found myself walking past her vanity—where she’d left her lip gloss, the same one she’d applied before leaving—and the sight of it made something in me crack.

I opened her laptop. Pulled up her account's content calendar, pretending to check engagement stats. Just a small task to feel close to her. That’s when I saw it—a draft reel saved in her folder. A promotional lingerie video she’d filmed for a Valentine’s drop. The lace was red. The same shade as Devon’s color. The camera angle didn’t even try to hide how hard her nipples were under that mesh. Her voice was playful, sweet, the same tone she used when edging me on our quiet nights.

I watched it three times. I got hard. I unzipped.

And then I stopped.

Shame hit me so hard I doubled over on the edge of the bed.

I crawled into her side, into the warmth of the pillow that still held the scent of her perfume. I clutched it, held it to my chest like a child, like a man abandoned. My cock ached, throbbed—but I didn’t touch it. I couldn’t.

Because that orgasm didn’t belong to me.

It belonged to her.

And she wasn’t here to take it.

Tears came like a flood. Full-body sobs I hadn’t felt since childhood. I buried my face in her pillow and whispered into the fabric like it could hear me.

“Please come back to me. Please still want me.” The kind that came from loving someone more than you loved yourself.

But she returned.

I was still sitting in the living room, laptop open but untouched, when I heard the front door click the next night. My heart stopped. She stepped inside looking radiant and relaxed, wearing something soft and flowing that clung to her like casual luxury—perfect for a first-class lounge or the backseat of a town car. The faint musky scent of his cologne still clung to her skin, subtle but unmistakable. Light hickeys speckled her neck, blooming like faded roses just beneath her jawline, hinting at what I couldn’t see—what was surely scattered across the rest of her body. Her skin glowed like the weekend had kissed every inch of her, and she wore it all like it was just another day.

I stood. My mouth opened. Nothing came out.

"Kev?" she called.

It broke me.

"I thought I was okay," I said, voice cracking, my fingers clenching and unclenching at my sides. "But I’m not. I—I don’t know how to do this sometimes. When you're gone like that. When I know what he's doing to you, how good it must feel, how natural it must be now… I start to feel like I’m disappearing. Like I’m just this thing you come home to. Like I’m the loser in all this."

She didn’t say anything right away. Just dropped her bag with a soft thud, her brows furrowed, her lips parting like she wanted to speak but couldn’t find the words yet. Her heels clicked once, twice across the floor, and then she was there—her hands cupping my face, her fingers trembling just slightly. Her eyes searched mine, full of something sharp and quiet and wounded, and just beneath that—moisture, unshed tears clinging to her lower lashes. She blinked them back, swallowed hard, and I saw the fight in her throat—the effort to hold it together, to be strong for me, even when her heart was just as raw. Her jaw tightened like she was chewing through pain, her breath hitching once before she exhaled slow, controlled, like if she didn’t, she’d unravel with me.

She pulled me in. Not with force, but with purpose. Her arms wrapped around me tightly, her cheek pressing against the crown of my head as I finally let myself shake in her hold.

"Don’t you ever say that," she whispered into my hair, voice trembling slightly. "Don’t you dare."

I clung to her. My face buried against her collarbone. My body shaking.

"I don't want to lose you ever baby," she said, her voice quieter this time. A confession. "You're the only one I trust with my heart, Kev. You're the only one I want to grow old with."

She kissed the side of my head, held me tighter, let me fall apart without pulling away.

Only then did she step back—her eyes still moist, blinking rapidly as if trying to will the tears away without letting them fall. Her lashes fluttered with restraint, her chest rising and falling with the quiet tremble of breath she hadn't yet released. She moved slowly and reached into her tote. "Come sit with me," she said. "I have something to show you."

And that’s when she handed me the paperwork.

She’d signed over 10% of her equity to me. From her own share.

I couldn’t speak.

Devon had paid 1.75 million for his slice. And she gave me mine for nothing.

But when I opened my mouth to protest, to refuse, she cut me off.

"You’ve already given me everything, Kev. Your time. Your patience. Your worship. Your hands and your love and your obedience. I don’t want anything else. Just you."

My throat closed.

And then she added, almost teasing—almost:

"Besides, I still own 75%. I’m still the Queen. You’re just the consort." she giggled—light and unfiltered—the kind of playful, almost girlish joy she let no one else see. That laugh, that moment, was mine alone..

And in return, I didn’t laugh. I broke again.

I crawled to her right there on the rug, buried my face between her thighs, and whispered thank you like a prayer.

That night, we made love.

Not fucked. Not edged. Not obeyed.

Loved.

She led me to the bed without a word, undressing with an ease that felt ceremonial—her movements slow, reverent. The soft lamplight caught on the barbell in her nipple, the red diamonds glinting like quiet fire, her skin still flushed from the weekend’s heat. She climbed onto the bed like she belonged there, like the bed itself bowed to her presence.

I lay beneath her, trembling. She straddled me, guided me inside her with a sigh so deep it seemed to come from her soul. Her hands rested on my chest, fingertips light, like she was feeling for the rhythm of my heart. She moved slowly, hips rolling in long, deep waves that made me cry out, made me see stars.

Tears blurred my eyes as she rode me, and when I whispered that she was everything—everything—I saw her eyes glisten too.

"Touch me," she whispered, guiding my hand up to her breast. My fingers brushed over the sensitive buds and the piercing, the small red diamonds warm against her skin.

"Both of you left your marks on me," she said, voice cracking. "But only you own this. My heart."

I lost it. Came inside her, shaking, sobbing, holding her like she was my breath. She wrapped her arms around me and stayed there, her lips at my temple, murmuring things I’d hold onto for the rest of my life.

And I believed her. Because she came back. Because she stayed. Because she chose me, even when she didn’t have to.


CHAPTER 16 – On My Knees, As Always

Two years later, everything had changed—and yet, nothing had.

Kim’s brand had grown into a beast. What started as a boutique skincare line was now a full-fledged beauty empire. Multiple rounds of funding had come and gone, each more competitive than the last, and yet Devon still held his 15%—never budging, never asking for more. He didn’t need to. The rest of the world had finally caught on to what we’d known from the beginning: Kim was a fucking force.

She was the CEO, the muse, the star, the face. I remained behind the scenes, still her CFO, her handler of systems and structure and scale. Our dynamic hadn’t shifted an inch—even if the world thought we were just another power couple.

We weren’t.

She was still the one who made me ache. Still the one who whispered no when I begged to cum. Still the one who left on those weekends with Devon—twice a month without fail.

And sometimes? Sometimes she didn’t even leave. Sometimes she bent over our shared desk in the office, makeup perfect, voice soft as silk as she giggled through Devon’s thrusts behind her—while I sat two rooms away, pretending to finalize payroll but barely able to focus. One afternoon in particular, I remember the door hadn’t quite closed all the way. I could hear the slap of skin on skin, the low, guttural grunts, and then—her moan. Long. Shaky. Like she was trying to hold back and failing.

I stared at my screen, hands trembling on the keyboard, only to find a pair of her panties resting on it—delicate, black lace, still warm. My breath caught. I didn’t dare touch myself. I just sat there, hard and aching, until my phone buzzed.

A message from her.

Leave that load for me, baby. I want it later. From my good boy. I’d hear her moans through the wall, timed with the creak of the furniture, and I’d bite my lips just to stay quiet.

But through it all, we were growing—professionally and personally.

We were also happy.

The business thrived, our intimacy deepened, and the weight of the life we’d built never stopped feeling heady. She was still mine in all the ways that mattered, even when she belonged to him in the ones that wrecked me.

And then came the proposal.

I asked Devon first.

It was an evening at his apartment, the same place where everything started all those years back—a quiet, oddly formal dinner where Kim had excused herself to take a call, and he’d poured me a second scotch without needing to ask.

"So," he said, the corner of his mouth twitching. "You’re doing it, aren’t you?"

I blinked, caught off guard. The ring had been sitting in my drawer for over a couple of weeks now. I’d bought it after months of going back and forth, wondering when—if—I should bring it up. I hadn’t told a soul. And yet here he was, reading me like he always did.

"I told you, years back," he went on, sipping slowly, "You’d be the one to put a ring on her finger. Didn’t I?"

I nodded, quietly. "Yeah," I said, voice low. "I remember..."

He smiled. It wasn’t smug. It was proud.

"Then go make it official," he said. "You have my blessing."

When I proposed to her, it wasn’t on some yacht or mountain peak or rented hall. It was in our office, at the end of a twelve-hour day. She was still in her fitted blazer and silk blouse, her heels kicked off under the desk, her hair pinned up like she meant business.

I got on one knee beside her chair. Pulled the velvet box from my pocket. Opened it.

She froze.

And then—slowly—tears welled in her eyes.

She didn’t scream. Didn’t gasp.

She just smiled. Quietly. Fully.

"Finally," she whispered. "You fucking sap." she giggled, tears streaming down her eyes.

Before I could rise, she stood instead—then straddled me right there, her knees pressing into the office chair cushion, her fingers cupping my face. She kissed me slow, almost reverent, before pressing her forehead to mine.

Her hand slid between us, ghosting over the bulge in my pants, teasing but not giving. "You get the ring, baby," she murmured against my lips, "but don’t forget who gets this body tonight."

I groaned into her mouth. She didn’t let me finish.

"Wait for me," she said. "Be good. Let it build."

And then she kissed me again—harder this time—before slipping the ring onto her own finger, right there on my lap, sealing us with her touch and her command.

Two months later, Devon gave us a house.

Not just a house. A gift layered in symbolism.

A modern desert estate perched high above Phoenix, built into the hillside with panoramic views of the city’s twinkling lights below. The façade gleamed with glass and sandstone, blending into the warm, arid surroundings while still feeling indulgently private. Inside, wide, open-concept rooms flowed into each other, the walls painted in soft earth tones, with accents of bronze and dark walnut. Floor-to-ceiling windows let in the brutal Arizona sun by day and the quiet, gold-washed dusk by evening. Every detail was sleek, curated, expensive—marble countertops, recessed lighting, a gourmet kitchen with matte-black fixtures, and an indoor-outdoor lounge that spilled onto a private deck with a plunge pool that overlooked Camelback Mountain.

It wasn’t loud. It wasn’t flashy. But it was hers. His. Ours.

When we arrived for the first time, Kim’s and my name were already etched into the marble doorplate. Inside, the master bedroom bore his unmistakable fingerprints—restrains tucked discreetly in the nightstand drawer, her favorite wine chilled in the minibar, a new vanity custom-built in the corner with soft rose gold accents and drawers that already held a few high-end designer pieces in her exact size.

There was even a red silk robe embroidered with her initials hanging from a hook in the ensuite. And when we opened the walk-in closet? Half of it had already been stocked. Not just clothes—his taste. His selections. A mark that even when absent, his presence lingered. The custom walk-in closet had velvet-lined drawers, glass shelving lit from within, and mirrored walls that turned dressing—or undressing—into performance.

Kim smirked when she saw it all. She gave a quiet, amused little laugh—low and knowing—then whispered, "Daddy still knows how to make an entrance, doesn’t he?" I stood beside her, grateful but small. Like this man, this Bull, still owned pieces of her even within the home we now called ours.

And maybe he did.

The paperwork arrived with a handwritten note: For the both of you. May your future be as strong as her will, and as steady as your love.

Kim stared at the note for a long time.

Then folded it slowly and tucked it into the jewelry box that held her red diamond barbell ready to wear for her next 'appointment'.

We moved in that spring.

And I never stopped worshipping her from the foot of our shared bed, still in awe that this woman, this empire, this life—was mine to serve.

But that night, as I knelt, in our new home, she extended a hand toward me and gently pulled me up beside her. Her eyes were soft, warm with something deeper than dominance. She kissed me slow, lips brushing mine like a promise.

"Get used to kneeling," she whispered, tucking me into her embrace, her voice a purr in the dark. "You’re mine forever now."

And I smiled into her neck, knowing I already had been—for a long, long time.

Forever.


Chapter 17 – The Wedding Day

The morning of our wedding arrived not with a bang but with a softness that felt earned. The air outside was still, the kind that seems to pause for you, like even the world understood this day mattered.

The sheets were still warm where she’d been, holding the faintest trace of her perfume—something floral, expensive, just like her. I pressed my nose into the pillow, letting the loneliness stretch, sharp and sweet, like the ache of knowing she was mine but never only mine. I sat on the edge of the hotel bed, my palms resting flat against the sheets, the same sheets Kim had kissed me goodnight on just a few hours ago. She'd left before sunrise to get ready, whisked away into a world of hair sprays and silk robes and whispered secrets, while I was left alone with my breath, my thoughts, and the quiet hum of forever.

It wasn’t a grand wedding. We didn’t want that. Kim had insisted on something intimate, something meaningful. And it was. A tiny garden tucked behind the glassy modern chapel just outside Phoenix, white chairs lined with ivory ribbons, strings of soft fairy lights draped through the trees like constellations come to bless us. Only those who mattered were invited. Family. A handful of close friends. And two guests, one of them quietly, irrevocably, the architect of our story: Devon, and his wife.

They arrived just before the ceremony began. Devon looked like he always did—calm, unreadable, powerful without trying. There was something in the way he looked at her—just one glance, one second too long—that reminded me of nights I shouldn’t have watched but did. Nights when she wasn't glowing with wedding joy but dripping with something darker, deeper, more primal. Nights she gave him everything. His wife, elegant in a sleek maroon dress, kissed Kim on both cheeks as if they’d known each other forever. And in a way, they had. Their lives had braided together in ways I still couldn't fully name.

Devon had been one of the earliest backers of Kim’s beauty brand. A seed round investor through the fund he managed. He’d believed in her when she was still pitching out of a cramped co-working space, still designing prototypes in our tiny kitchen, her laptop surrounded by glass jars and essential oils and mockup labels. He saw her. Not just her body. Not just her ambition. But all of her. And that belief had shaped her more than any ring I could ever offer.

He’d pulled us aside during the rehearsal dinner the night before, told us there were whispers of something big in the pipeline. A merger. An IPO. Maybe even a buyout. "Two years, three max," he’d said, sipping his whiskey like it was just another Tuesday. "Either way, you’re going to be sitting on enough money to make sure not just your future is set, but your future family’s future."

I remember how Kim had looked at me then. Not wide-eyed or giddy, but calm. Steady. Like she was already imagining the house, the kids, the long vacations where we didn’t have to check bank balances. Like she was imagining our life. My life. Funded, in no small part, by the man who had once emptied himself inside her like she was his.

And now, it was our wedding day.

When she walked down the aisle, nothing else existed. She wore white. The kind of white that was supposed to mean untouched, unspoiled. But on her, it was a different kind of truth—a quiet defiance wrapped in silk. She'd been taken. Fucked. Owned. And yet, somehow, she looked reborn. On anyone else, that white would’ve meant innocence. Purity. But on her, it meant resurrection. She’d been loved, reshaped. Touched in ways I could never undo. And yet, here she was, walking toward me like I was the only ending she’d ever wanted.

The dress hugged her in ways that made time slow. The low back. The cinched waist. The tiny glimmer of her diamond belly chain that only I noticed because I knew to look for it. I remembered when I first saw that belly chain—during a private 'our eyes only' shoot I filmed, her barely dressed, straddling Devon as the charm pressed flat against her stomach with every grind. And now here it was, glinting like a secret between us as she walked toward me. Her hair was swept up, strands falling around her ears like intentional accidents. Her lips were painted the softest rose. And when she smiled at me, it felt like my heart was bowing.

The ceremony was brief but beautiful. Vows spoken with trembling hands. A kiss that tasted like the first one all over again. She cried. I cried. Even Devon’s wife dabbed the corners of her eyes with a tissue. Then came the reception. A slow burn of wine and music and laughter, the kind that lingers under your skin like a favorite song.

At some point, I found myself standing alone near the bar, watching her from a distance. Kim was glowing. Two men from one of the private equity firms backing her company had cornered her earlier, laughing at something she said, their eyes doing more talking than their mouths. She smiled politely, but didn’t move away. My fingers tightened around my glass. I wanted to go to her, but some part of me always stayed rooted—watching, letting her be admired like art I was lucky just to hang on my wall. That’s when I noticed Devon standing off to the side, his wife deep in conversation with one of Kim’s cousins, her hand animated in the air. He was alone. Holding a drink. Watching.

She saw him before I did. She moved toward him like it was the most natural thing in the world, her train dragging behind her like a whisper. I followed, not because I had to, but because I couldn’t not. When I reached them, her hand was on his forearm, her voice low but clear.

"Thank you," she said. Just that. But the weight of it was a cathedral.

He smiled. Just the corners of his mouth. "For what?"

Kim looked up at him with a kind of reverence I’d come to understand but never possess. "For shaping me into who I am today."

They stared at each other for a moment. Just one moment. But it hung in the air like incense, thick and sacred.

Then he turned to me. Glass in one hand. Voice barely above the hum of the music.

"She’s yours forever, son," he said, his eyes steady on mine. "But she’ll always carry my cum."

I swallowed. Felt my knees weaken just slightly.

The words hit like a punch to the base of my cock. I saw it—her body wrecked, legs trembling, face smeared with drool and sweat, his cum leaking from her stretched-out hole after one of those nights I watched from the corner, shaking with need, her moans sharper than my pulse. And now she was mine. But not really. Not entirely. That truth lit something sick and sacred inside me, carving itself into my chest like a brand.

And somewhere deep inside, behind the white button-down shirt I’d worn to marry the woman I loved, I got hard.

Because what kind of man gets hard at his own wedding—remembering another man’s cum still inside his bride?

And maybe that’s what love is for someone like me—learning to worship what you can never fully claim.


Chapter 18 – The Wedding Night

The suite smelled like roses and candle wax, like money and memory. We were back in town, in one of those five-star hotels with skyline views and hushed hallways, the kind of place people booked not just to sleep but to make a night feel important. And this one was ours. Our first night as husband and wife.

Kim stepped out of the bathroom before I could finish pouring the champagne. She hadn’t said much on the ride here, just leaned against the window and let the lights wash over her skin. But when she emerged now—barefoot, glowing, wrapped in white lace so thin it looked like a sin—I stopped breathing.

Her bridal lingerie was custom, of course. Corset-style bodice with satin ribbon lacing up her back, sheer cups barely holding her breasts, her diamond nipple piercing glinting red faintly below like a secret only we knew, the lace sculpted low against her stomach to reveal the little diamond belly chain still clinging to her skin. The panties matched, if you could call them that—more of a whisper of fabric, cut high, her soft curves bare and perfect beneath the moonlight slicing through the windows.

"You like?" she asked, voice low, teasing.

I couldn’t speak. My throat tightened. She looked like every fantasy I'd ever had dressed up in white lace and satin sin… my bride, my wife, mine. And just for a second, I let myself believe that. That tonight was for me. That she'd put this on for my eyes, my hands, my cock. Just one second... before her gaze moved past me, to him.

I turned. Devon was standing there, by the sitting area, having just let himself in. No knock. Just presence.

He didn’t ask. He never had to. Devon didn’t enter rooms; he took them. Even now, in our honeymoon suite, it felt like we were the guests.

I couldn’t even blame him. Part of me had been waiting for him to come.

He was still in his suit from the wedding, only the tie loosened now, his jacket draped over the chair. His eyes didn’t move from her. Not once.

Kim walked toward him like gravity only existed in his direction. She didn’t rush. Every step was deliberate, hips swaying like music, like worship. Her heels clicked softly against the polished floor, each sound a countdown. I didn’t move from where I stood with the glasses, didn’t interrupt. I’d seen this rhythm before. I knew how it ended. But tonight felt different. It felt sacred.

She stopped in front of him, eyes lowered, voice barely above a whisper. "Thank you, Daddy."

Devon raised a brow. "For what?"

"For making me into the woman I am."

He didn’t smile. Didn’t answer. Just reached out, letting his fingers graze her side, dragging slowly down the satin corset to grip the back of her thigh, pulling her between his legs like he was claiming her again.

Kim moaned, a quiet, broken sound, her breath catching even before he sat back on the couch and spread his legs. She dropped to her knees without needing to be told. The train of her bridal robe pooled around her, her veil slipping down one shoulder, her posture perfect—knees wide, spine straight, waiting to serve.

She unbuckled his pants with steady fingers, no hesitation, like it was muscle memory. Like her body remembered what to do even if her mind wanted to pretend tonight was different. She pulled him free, thick and heavy in her hand, already hard, already leaking for her. Her lips brushed the tip in a kiss—not a suck, not a take—just reverence. A whisper of worship.

She sat back slightly on her heels, her lace gloves still on, stroking him with both hands now, palms sliding over the thick, veined length like she was polishing something sacred. Her wrists twisted with rhythm, not haste, just an easy, teasing glide. When he groaned, her grip tightened, her gloved fingers squeezing around his base as her thumbs swirled over his leaking tip.

She bent lower, lips parted, breath warm against his cock. Her tongue licked a slow, sinful line from the base to the crown, flicking the underside with practiced pressure. Then she took him in… just the head at first, sucking gently, her lips creating a perfect seal before she popped off with a soft moan that vibrated against him.

She dragged her tongue over his balls next, licking them one at a time before sucking one into her mouth, then the other, her hands never pausing their strokes. The satin of her gloves rubbed against his shaft with every pass, textured and filthy, while her spit made everything slicker, sloppier, hotter.

Devon groaned again, low and rough. His head tilted back against the couch, eyes shut, hands gripping her hair tight enough to guide but not stop her. His chest rose and fell with short, broken breaths.

I stood frozen, throbbing, watching the woman I’d just married service him like she’d waited her whole life for this moment. And maybe she had. Her mouth moved like it knew him better than it knew me, like it remembered every vein, every twitch. And her eyes… they found mine for a second, wide and full and dripping with sin, before she swallowed him halfway down again, moaning around his cock like it fed something in her.

She was so fucking beautiful like this. And he was going to cum all over her for it.

Then she looked up at him, her lips slick, her eyes shining. "I love making you cum on my wedding night, Daddy."

Devon’s hand curled tighter in her hair, his jaw tight. “That’s it. Stroke it like a good wife should. Open those lips if you want Daddy’s cum all over your vows.”

She whimpered, nodding as her hands moved faster, wrists twisting, dragging his cock between her spit-slicked palms. Her breasts swayed with each movement, nipples hard beneath the sheer lace. Her wedding ring flashed with every stroke, the diamond catching light like a taunt.

"Please, cum for me," she begged, breathless now. "Mark me, Daddy. I want to wear it when I ride him next."

That broke him.

Devon groaned, deep and primal, and thick ropes of cum erupted onto her face, striping her cheek, her lips, her neck. She kept jerking him through it, her hands milking every drop until the last spurt splattered her chin. She held her position, eyes closed, tongue peeking out to taste him off her lower lip.

When she finally moved, it was only to lift her hand. His cum dripped over the diamond I put on her finger—white and glistening, obscene and perfect.

I saw it before she did. A thick line of it, milky and slow, rolling down her finger like a second vow, claiming her in silence. I didn’t move. I didn’t breathe. I just watched. And somehow, I was harder than I’d ever been.

Devon let out a satisfied breath and stood. He fixed his pants, then bent down to kiss her forehead like he was proud. Like a mentor.

"Congratulations, you two," he said, glancing at me for the first time all evening. "Enjoy your night. I’ll see you both next weekend."

He left without another word. The door clicked shut.

Kim stood slowly, dragging her fingers through the thick mess streaking her chin, the last traces of his release glistening on her flushed skin. She wiped her cheek with slow, practiced grace, but didn’t rush. There was something in the way she moved… unbothered, owned, like this was just the natural progression of a wedding night.

Her eyes found mine from across the suite. Not ashamed. Not sheepish. Just full, shining with something I couldn’t name… devotion maybe, or triumph. I saw the way her lips stayed slightly parted, like she was savoring the taste of him still on her tongue.

And then she smiled. Soft. Dangerous. Intimate.

She just walked toward me, still in her heels, still in lace, the scent of another man’s release trailing behind her like perfume. And when she reached me, she kissed me… deep, messy, tasting like everything I’d just seen.

I didn’t step back. I didn’t speak. I just waited. Because whatever was about to happen next—I’d already surrendered to it the moment I said “I do.”

She didn’t speak.

She just took my hand.

"Come," she whispered. "Let’s make it official."

She pulled me to the bed. And that’s where we consummated our wedding… filthy, slow, and drowning in the mess we’d already made.

Her skin still glowed with the mess he’d made, cum glistening in the hollow of her collarbone, streaked across her cheek, dried just beneath her jaw. She hadn’t cleaned it all. She didn’t need to. His mark was part of the night now.

But her thighs… her thighs were wet from something else. Not from his release, but from her own. From how hard she’d worked for him. From how ready she still was.

The scent of him lingered only faintly now, overtaken by her need and mine. Still, there was something heady in the air, something feral, something fucked and beautiful. She didn’t hide it. She spread herself wider, pulling her lace aside like an invitation to return to what had just been used. Her fingers slid through the glistening heat between her legs as I knelt down. Not to erase anything. Just to taste what was ours now.

I licked her slowly, tracing the edge of her folds, then slipping my tongue into her until she gasped, her thighs trembling against my cheeks. I could still taste her slick, but now it was sharpened with hunger, hers and mine. I tongued her until she begged, until her voice cracked and her legs shook and she pulled me up into her like she needed to be taken.

She wrapped her arms around my neck, stocking-clad legs locking around my waist as I sank into her. Her pussy opened like it knew me, like it remembered this rhythm even through the stretch and slickness of what had come before.

"You’re still soooo tight," I groaned into her neck, my cock buried to the hilt.

"I want to be overflowing," she whispered, dragging her nails down my spine. "Breed me, baby. Make sure I never forget who I married."

And I did. I fucked her harder than I ever had, deep and slow, then fast and filthy. She met every thrust like she’d been waiting for it. Her eyes locked on mine. Her breath stuttered. Her hands clutched me tighter.

When I came, it wasn’t gentle. It was everything.

I filled her with a groan, my cock twitching inside the heat that had taken so much and now demanded more. I came into her like it was the first time all over again. Like I had something to prove.

My cum spilled into the same pussy that had welcomed more of him than it ever had from me—one weekend after another, load after load. And yet, in this moment, she was wrapped around me, whispering my name, letting me mark her from the inside like it mattered. And I loved her harder for it… because she chose me, not instead of him, but with him still lingering on her. And maybe that’s what love was for me… aching, filthy, and absolutely real.


EPILOGUE

It was quiet out here. The kind of quiet that wasn’t empty, just full of everything unsaid. Wind in the trees. Water lapping gently against the dock. A few birds calling out like they had nothing better to do. And me—sitting in an Adirondack chair with a half-empty glass of whiskey and a cock so hard I could feel the pulse of it behind my zipper.

We’d bought the lake house for our second wedding anniversary. A place just for us. Somewhere to escape when the city got too loud, when our schedule too crowded, when the arrangement too consuming. It was Kim’s idea—she’d wanted something with big windows and an outdoor tub, a kitchen with a skylight, a bed that faced the water. "For when we’re old," she’d said, smiling. "For when it’s just us."

It wasn’t just us this weekend. It was just me.

She was with him. Somewhere in the Alps, in a chalet tucked between frost-covered pines, where the windows fogged from firelight and heat, not distance. A quarterly retreat, she called it. A chance for them to reconnect, for her to serve, to thank him for all the doors he’d opened—her brand, her deals, her future. The last photo she’d sent had been taken mid-motion, somewhere along a snowy mountain road in the Alps. She was in the passenger seat—his cock hard in her mouth, the thick head nestled between her lips as her gloveless hand stroked the shaft with steady reverence. Devon’s other hand gripped the wheel, wrist taut with control as he steered them effortlessly around a bend. Her eyes looked up at him, wild and dreamy, while her other hand held the phone out at a downward angle. The seatbelt dug between her braless breasts, pushing the already snug one-piece ski suit tighter still—just enough to outline the curve of her pierced nipples through the fabric. His watch gleamed in the wintry light just above where her tongue disappeared into his lap—like a brand, like ownership.

I hadn’t replied. Not because I didn’t want to. But because I knew she’d send more.

It had been nearly a year since the buyout. Her beauty brand had exploded—Devon’s connections made sure of that. We’d sold to a major conglomerate based in Singapore, and the payout had been life-changing. For all of us. Kim and I were officially rich now—more than comfortable, the kind of wealth that buys silence and privacy. Devon was even richer, of course. Always had been. Always would be. But he spent most of his time in Europe now, tending to other businesses, other cities, other women, probably.

These days, he only sees Kim once a month. That was the new rhythm. One long weekend, wherever he summoned her. The rest of the time, she was mine—fully, deeply, lovingly mine. And yet, never fully just mine.

"You think he’s got another girl over there?" I’d asked her once, half-joking, half-hoping.

Kim had smiled as she pulled on her earrings. "Probably."

"Have you asked him?"

She’d kissed my cheek. "It’s not our place, baby."

That was the thing. Devon didn’t owe us explanations. Kim didn’t need permission. He was the alpha. The benefactor. The one she still called Daddy when he told her to. And she… she was still his favorite slut. The one who still did things his wife never would. The one who made him forget that he ever needed anyone else, if only for a weekend.

And me? I was the one who held her every other night. The one she came home to. The ever-loving cuck consort who’d stopped needing to compete, because I already knew I’d won.

She didn’t love him the way she loved me. But she’d never stop serving him—not with her heart, but with her holes, her obedience, her debt. And that was still okay with me.

The lake shimmered in front of me. Our dock sat empty, the paddleboard resting like a sleeping pet beside it. I remembered the first time we swam out there together—how she climbed onto the board and stripped off her bikini top like she didn’t care who was watching. I’d followed her, hard and helpless, floating in her gravity even back then.

Now, I floated in something deeper. Something filthier. Something far more permanent.

Because loving Kim didn’t mean owning her. It meant worshiping her. It meant accepting that the same mouth that kissed me goodnight had kissed his cock that afternoon. That the same pussy I made love to on lazy Sunday mornings had been stretched wide for someone else just days before. And not in secret. Never in shame. She never lied to me about it. She never hid. That was what made it beautiful.

Some men get the girl. I got the whole goddess.

My phone buzzed beside me. I didn’t check it right away. Just took another sip of whiskey, let the ice clink, let the ache settle deeper into my spine.

Then I looked.

A picture. Just one.

Kim, perched on his lap, in a barely there satin slip, hair slightly tousled like she’d been fucked already and was about to be again. One strap hung low off her shoulder, the other barely clinging on. Devon’s hand rested on her thigh, possessive, familiar. But her eyes—her eyes were locked on the camera.

On me.

She was blowing a kiss. And I knew what she’d be doing next. And still—I smiled.

I stared at it for a long time, cock aching, heart full—because no matter who came in her, she always came home to me.

***

Enjoyed the story?
If this tale left you wanting more, I’d love to hear your thoughts! Your rating or review makes a world of difference—it not only fuels my passion for writing but also helps other readers find and enjoy these steamy adventures. Thank you for being part of this journey. 💋
~ Emily Felix
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Blacked at the Studio: A Husband Watches His Wife and Her Big Black Yoga Guru

She thought she was the one hiding something. She didn’t realize he’d planned it all along.
When Camila first invited Jesiah into their lives—a yoga trainer, a new routine, something to shake the dust off—she never expected it to go this far. Never expected to feel this seen. This craved. This undone.

But Ryan watched. Quietly. Worshipfully. And every step Camila took—from new lingerie to skipped dinners to longer sessions—he let it happen.

Until one night, he didn’t just let it happen.

She finds he had orchestrated all of it.

Camila hadn’t planned for it to go so far. But once this door was open, something inside her snapped into place. The guilt faded. The shame dissolved. All that remained was power—and her husband, sitting silent in the corner, cock aching, watching her stretch around another man’s big black length.

What began as curiosity became a ritual. What began as obedience turned into ownership.

Because if this was the fantasy he always wanted?

She was going to make sure he never woke up from it.

The Room Next Door: Hubby Watches His Wife’s Vacation Fantasy Become Real… With Four Men

I thought this vacation would bring us closer. Just me and Kate. Sunshine, quality time, and no distractions.

Then we met the guys in the suite next door.

They were younger. Hungrier. The kind of men who filled the air with laughter and heat. At first, it was just drinks on the balcony. Then it was a hand on her thigh. Then it was the sound of her moaning through the wall. Not for me. For them.

And I didn’t stop it.

I listened. I waited. And when she came back to our room, still glowing, still dripping, she climbed on top of me like I was just another stop on her way down.

That’s when it changed.

She didn’t need my permission. She didn’t ask. She just opened the door and let them all in.

I watched her have the time of her life with four men. Filled and worshipped. Her body theirs. Her eyes on mine.

And I realized something: I didn’t want her to stop. I didn’t want to look away.

This wasn’t just her fantasy.
It was mine too.

What started as a shared vacation became a ritual. A fire. A reckoning.
And by the end, I wasn’t standing beside her.

I was kneeling.

Double-Booked,  Deeply Cucked: A Beach Vacation First Time Hotwife Tale

When Zack and Emily arrived at their luxury beachfront villa, they were ready for a romantic weekend of sun, sex, and silence.

They didn’t expect it to be double-booked.

And they definitely didn’t expect Marc and Lena.

If you told Zack that another man would undress his wife with a look, he might have believed you. If you said Emily would end up wearing Lena’s bikini—barely more than strings and suggestions—he could’ve swallowed that too.

But if you told him that, two days later, he’d be naked, leaking, and listening to his wife moan another man’s name through the wall while a different woman rode him mercilessly?

He would’ve laughed.

And then Lena kissed his wife in the hot tub.

Just like that, the tension snapped.

Tequila turned into tongue. Moans turned into music. And Zack’s quiet fantasies of watching… turned into a front-row seat he couldn’t escape.

He thought it was just a game.
Until his wife whispered, “Next time, we do it in the same room.”

His Boss, His Wife, And The Cuckold Club: A Menage for a Hotwife infront of her Cuck

Daniel always believed hard work and loyalty would secure his place in the corporate world. But when his boss extends an invitation to an exclusive club—one reserved for men at the top—he quickly learns that success comes with its own set of rules.

At the heart of it all is Julia, his devoted wife. The offer is simple: step into a world of power and privilege, where submission is rewarded, and boundaries are meant to be pushed. What begins as a calculated decision soon transforms into something neither of them expected. Each visit to the club deepens their desires, challenges their limits, and strengthens their bond in ways they never imagined.

With each passing month, Julia becomes more deeply entwined in the world of wealth and influence, receiving lavish gifts and special treatment. And Daniel? He watches, knowing that every moment brings him closer to everything he’s ever wanted.


About The Author

Emily Felix

Emily loves writing stories that push boundaries, ignite fantasies, and leave her readers breathless. With a knack for capturing raw emotions and steamy moments, she creates characters who aren’t just exploring their desires—they’re living them fully, unapologetically, and with just the right mix of teasing and passion.

Emily’s writing comes from a deep fascination with the complexities of intimacy, power, and trust. She’s all about celebrating the thrill of connection and the magic that happens when people embrace their desires without hesitation. Her stories are for anyone who loves characters who dare to take risks and savor every moment of the ride.
When Emily’s not diving into her next sizzling scene, she enjoys sipping wine, getting lost in classic romantic movies, and dreaming up scenarios that blur the line between playful and provocative. She believes life is too short not to enjoy every indulgent moment, both on and off the page.
Emily Felix writes to make you feel, blush, and come back for more. She hopes you enjoy the journey as much as she loves creating it.


OEBPS/image_rsrc2D7.jpg
THE INFLUENCER'S
ARRANGEMENT

— P K

A SUGAR DADDY LOVE TRIANGLE

WITH A WILLING GUCKOLD.
"

Emily Felix





OEBPS/image_rsrc2D8.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		Copyright

		Disclaimer & Content Warning

		Contents

		Foreword

		Dedication

		CHAPTER 1 – Friday Again

		CHAPTER 2 – The Message That Started It All

		CHAPTER 3  –  Getting Closer

		CHAPTER 4 – The Unavailable Weekends

		CHAPTER 5 – The Reveal

		CHAPTER 6 – The Decision

		CHAPTER 7 – The Meeting

		CHAPTER 8 – First Times are special. Aren’t they?

		CHAPTER 9 – A New Life Begins

		CHAPTER 10 – The Things His Wife Won’t Do

		CHAPTER 11 – Her Rules, Her Reign

		CHAPTER 12 – Saying The Special Word—Finally

		CHAPTER 13 – The Gift of Her Body

		CHAPTER 14 – Captured Obedience

		CHAPTER 15 – In the Kingdom of Her Making

		CHAPTER 16 – On My Knees, As Always

		Chapter 17 – The Wedding Day

		Chapter 18 – The Wedding Night

		EPILOGUE

		Books By This Author

		About The Author




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149

		150

		151

		152

		153

		154

		155

		156

		157

		158

		159

		160

		161

		162

		163

		164

		165

		166

		167

		168

		169

		170

		171

		172

		173

		174

		175

		176

		177

		178

		179

		180

		181

		182

		183

		184

		185

		186

		187

		188

		189

		190

		191

		192

		193

		194

		195

		196

		197

		198

		199

		200

		201

		202

		203

		204

		205

		206

		207

		208

		209

		210

		211

		212

		213

		214

		215

		216

		217

		218

		219

		220

		221

		222

		223

		224

		225

		226

		227

		228

		229

		230

		231

		232

		233

		234

		235

		236

		237

		238

		239

		240

		241

		242

		243

		244

		245

		246

		247

		248

		249

		250

		251

		252

		253

		254

		255

		256

		257

		258

		259

		260

		261

		262

		263

		264






