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Chapter 1



The house was still at last, the kind of quiet that settled like a blanket after the kids were tucked in and the chaos of toys was corralled back into their bins. Sarah had gone upstairs to check the baby monitor, her footsteps soft on the creaky steps. I stayed downstairs, pretending to tidy the living room, but really, I just needed a moment to catch my breath.

That’s when I saw her. Chloe. She was perched at the dining table, scrolling through her phone, one leg crossed casually over the other, her foot bouncing lazily in the air. She leaned back in the chair, utterly at ease in our home, like she belonged here as much as we did.

Chloe had been our go-to babysitter for years—one of Sarah’s former cheerleaders from her coaching days. Now in college, she still came by to help when we needed a rare night out. Sarah trusted her implicitly, and I had too. For a long time.

Lately, though, something had shifted. I couldn’t ignore how much Chloe had changed. The softness of her high school years had given way to a lean, athletic frame, curves that drew my eyes despite my best efforts to look away. Her gaze had a new edge, sharp and knowing, like she could see straight through me.

“Kids asleep?” she asked, glancing up from her phone, her voice light but piercing.

“Yeah,” I said, gathering a few stray cups from the coffee table. “Thanks for staying late again.”

“No problem. I miss them.” Her eyes lingered on me, just a beat too long. “You two haven’t aged a bit.”

I let out a weak laugh. “That’s kind of you.”

She shrugged, lips curling slightly. “You’ve got that silver-fox vibe going, Ethan. It suits you.”

I froze for a split second, unsure if it was just friendly banter or something more. Chloe didn’t break eye contact, her expression unreadable but heavy. The air between us thickened, a subtle shift I couldn’t name.

“I can drive you home if you’re ready,” I said, my voice tighter than intended.

She smiled, slow and deliberate. “Sure.”

The car ride was quiet at first. Chloe seemed more relaxed than I was, humming softly to a song on the radio, her fingers flicking across her phone. I kept my eyes fixed on the road, but her presence filled the car—her subtle citrus perfume, the faint rustle of her jacket as she shifted in the seat.

“You always this quiet?” she asked suddenly, her tone teasing but pointed.

“Just tired,” I said, gripping the wheel a little harder.

She laughed, low and soft. “You used to talk more.”

I risked a glance at her. “Maybe I’m out of practice.”

“Maybe you’re being careful,” she said, smirking. “You’ve been looking at me differently lately.”

The air vanished from my lungs. She said it so plainly—not accusing, not even playful, just… stating a fact. My mouth opened, but she spoke again before I could.

“It’s fine. I don’t mind.” Her voice softened, almost a whisper. “It’s kind of cute, honestly.”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. “Chloe, I didn’t mean—”

“You haven’t done anything wrong,” she said, turning her head to the window, her tone casual again. “Yet.”

She didn’t say another word for the rest of the drive, but her words clung to me like damp clothes. I couldn’t sleep that night. I lay next to Sarah, her breathing slow and steady, while my mind raced, replaying Chloe’s voice, her smirk, the weight of that “yet.” Was I imagining it? Was she just being flirty, playful, harmless? Or had she seen something in me I hadn’t fully admitted to myself?

The ache I’d buried for years stirred again. Not just for sex or youth or escape—but for something deeper. Something I’d never named aloud. Submission. Not the performative kind, not just in the bedroom, but the kind that left you stripped bare, owned, and grateful. I’d never told Sarah. She was too grounded, too caught up in her world of school schedules, PTA meetings, and cheer practices. She was still beautiful—God, so beautiful—but she’d never shown a hunger for anything beyond what we had.

Chloe, though? She was danger wrapped in confidence. She didn’t ask. She noticed. She acted. And something about that tugged at a thread inside me I hadn’t realized was unraveling.

Over the next few weeks, it got worse. Not in a loud way, not in a way anyone could call out, but in small, maddening moments. Chloe started texting me. At first, it was practical—scheduling, updates about the kids. Then it shifted.

Chloe: Working late again? Or just avoiding Sarah?

Or—

Chloe: Saw that shirt last night. Tight. Wonder what’s underneath.

Each message was a spark, a tease that burned. I should’ve told her to stop. Should’ve set a boundary. But I didn’t. I craved it. I started looking forward to her babysitting nights. I’d linger when I got home, hoping to catch her alone before she left. She played it cool—charming with Sarah, sweet with the kids. But when it was just us, her tone changed.

“Nice scruff,” she said one night, eyeing my jaw. “Makes you look… fuckable.”

I stared, stunned. She didn’t flinch, just held my gaze like she was daring me to react.

Later, she texted:

Chloe: You liked that, didn’t you?

Me: You’re playing with fire.

Chloe: Then burn for me.

I was slipping. She knew it. This wasn’t just lust, not just an affair waiting to happen. It was about control—hers, mine, the little I still pretended to hold onto. Every look, every text, was a test I kept failing. And deep down, I hoped she’d take the choice away entirely. Because I was starting to realize: Chloe wasn’t just seducing me. She was claiming me.




















Chapter 2



It started with a kiss I didn’t see coming—and couldn’t stop.

Sarah had gone to bed early, exhausted from a grueling week of cheer practices, parent meetings, and wrangling our three kids. I offered to drive Chloe home again. It had become our routine, unremarkable to anyone watching. But nothing about Chloe felt routine anymore.

She was quieter that night, her usual sharpness softened, like she was holding something back, testing the air between us. When I pulled into her driveway, I shifted the car into park, and for a moment, neither of us moved. She unbuckled her seatbelt, turned to face me, her eyes catching the faint glow of the streetlight.

“You’ve been patient,” she said, her voice low, edged with something I couldn’t place. “I didn’t expect that from you.”

I gripped the steering wheel, my knuckles pale. “What are we talking about?”

Chloe smirked, leaning in slowly—no rush, no hesitation. Her lips met mine, warm and firm, a spark that burned through every nerve in my body. It lasted just long enough to set me on fire, then she pulled back, watching me like she was studying a reaction.

“You’re welcome,” she whispered, then slid out of the car without another word.

I didn’t sleep that night. I lay beside Sarah, her soft breathing a steady rhythm, while my heart pounded, replaying that kiss. Over and over. It wasn’t just her lips—it was the permission in them, the invitation to stop pretending I didn’t want this. The way Chloe knew exactly what I craved and dared me to chase it.

The next day, she texted:

Chloe: Still tasting me?

I stared at the screen, thumbs frozen, drafting replies I never sent. Later that night, another message came:

Chloe: You want more? Ask.

And I did. God help me, I asked.

Me: I want more.

Her response was instant.

Chloe: Then you’ll earn it. No touching yourself. No imagining without my say-so. Understand?

My pulse spiked, my throat tight. I typed back:

Me: Yes.

That was the start of her rules.

At first, they were subtle—texts late at night, whispered instructions when Sarah was upstairs. She never rushed, never forced, but her intent was clear. I was giving myself away, piece by piece, and she was patient enough to take it on her terms.

“Edge for me tonight,” she said once during a school fundraiser, her voice low as she leaned past me to grab a drink, smiling at Sarah across the table. “Ten minutes. No finishing. Just ache.”

That night, I locked the bathroom door and followed her orders. My hand stopped every time I got close—not out of fear of being caught, but because disappointing her felt worse than anything.

When I told her, her reply was simple:

Chloe: Good boy.

Two words. They burned through me for hours.

Then the line crossed again. It was a rainy Thursday. Sarah had an early practice and asked Chloe to watch the kids through dinner. I came home to the smell of pasta on the stove and Chloe curled up on the couch, one of my old hoodies draped over her legs.

“They’re in bed,” she said, her tone casual. “Kitchen’s clean. Even checked their homework.”

“You’re dangerous,” I said, half-laughing, trying to keep it light.

She stood, brushing past me, her hand grazing the small of my back. “No, Ethan,” she said without turning, “I’m inevitable.”

I followed her to the kitchen, where she pulled a half-empty bottle of wine from the fridge. Two glasses already waited on the counter. She poured, her movements deliberate. “You nervous?” she asked, her eyes locked on mine.

I hesitated. “Yes.”

“Good.” She sipped, never breaking eye contact. “Now kiss me again.”

This time, it wasn’t gentle. She backed me against the wall, her thigh sliding between mine, her lips claiming me with a hunger that left me dizzy. Her hands didn’t wander—they directed. One gripped the back of my neck, the other tugged at my belt. “I’ve been patient long enough,” she breathed. “Now you give me everything.”

I didn’t argue. Her tongue moved like she’d planned this moment a hundred times. When she pulled back, her lips wet, her eyes dark, I was panting. “Unzip,” she said.

I did.

She dropped to her knees, slow and deliberate, like she was stretching before a run. Her hand wrapped around me—firm, controlled. “You don’t cum,” she whispered, her eyes holding mine. “Not until I say.”

She kept me there, trembling, leaking, every muscle clenched to obey her. It didn’t last long. I was a wreck, teetering on the edge. She smiled, released me, and stood. “You’re learning.” Then she kissed me once more, a brief, possessive press of her lips, and walked out the front door like she hadn’t just shattered my world.

From that moment, she took me apart piece by piece. She’d demand photos at random—a shot of me hard in the shower, a video of me begging in a whisper. A voice memo confessing how much I needed her. And I gave it all—desperate, addicted, ashamed, and euphoric.

Then she started asking about Sarah.

Chloe: When did she last touch you?

Chloe: Does she know how much you crave being broken?

Chloe: What if I told her everything? Would you stop me?

I didn’t answer that last one. Because deep down, I wasn’t sure. I loved Sarah—always would. But who I was becoming under Chloe’s grip… couldn’t stop. Wouldn’t.

And maybe, just maybe, I didn’t want to.
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