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Chapter 1 – San Jose

San Jose, California — a Thursday night.

Rain tapped against the window frame, streetlights bleeding yellow through thin curtains. Lucas sat hunched on the couch, phone pressed to his ear, knuckles white.

On the other end, his mother’s voice shook.
“The doctor said… it’s cancer. Early stage, but I’ll need surgery and chemo. Even after insurance, it’s almost fifty thousand dollars. I don’t know how I’ll manage…”

Lucas squeezed his eyes shut, heart slamming against his ribs. He forced calm into his voice.
“Don’t worry, Mom. I’ll handle it. I promise.”

When the call ended, silence crashed back. The phone slipped from his hand, landing beside him. He covered his face. Red letters from the bank flashed in his mind: Notice of Intent to Foreclose. Over three hundred thousand owed. Two payments already missed. Thirty days left.

And now—another fifty thousand. For his mother.
No more loans. No more credit. No one left to ask.

The bathroom door clicked open. Steam rolled out, carrying the scent of soap and warm skin. Ashley stepped into the room, hair wrapped in a towel, damp strands clinging to her neck. A silk robe hung loose around her body, short enough to show toned legs and the curve of her hips with every step.

Lucas’s chest tightened. Memories hit him—Ashley in a red bikini at the beach, or in black lace lingerie, glaring into a camera while some photographer adjusted her strap. He used to bristle with jealousy at every stare. But she’d given all that up for him—the shoots, the spotlight—trading it for a quiet life by his side.

Now, drowning in debt and deadlines, guilt cut deeper than ever. If she hadn’t chosen him, Ashley would still be thriving, not worrying about hospital bills. The thought stabbed hard, but his eyes stayed locked on her—sensual, radiant, his.

“Lucas?” Her voice pulled him out, soft and worried. Blue eyes shimmering.

He forced a smile.
“It’s Mom. She just told me. Cancer. Surgery, chemo… it’s going to be expensive.”

Ashley crossed to him, settled at his side, warm hand pressing his thigh.
“Oh God…” Her voice cracked. “Are you okay?”

He nodded, chest burning.
“Tomorrow I’ll talk to Victor. Ask if he can advance my bonus. It’s the only option left.”

The robe shifted, baring the swell of one breast. She wrapped her arms around him, whispering against his ear.
“You don’t have to carry this alone, Lucas. If it gets too hard… I can go back to work.”

He couldn’t hold back. He crushed his mouth to hers in a hungry kiss, breath ragged, tongue deep, hand sliding under silk to stroke damp, warm skin.
“Only you…” he gasped between kisses, “only you can make me forget.”

Ashley moaned, legs curling around his hips as he pressed her down into the couch. The robe slipped away, baring smooth skin, full breasts rising with quick breaths.

He pushed between her thighs, hard and burning. In one motion, slick heat swallowed him. Ashley arched, biting her lip with a cry.
“Ahh… Lucas…”

His thrusts started slow, deep, memorizing every tremor, every squeeze. Flesh slapped in steady rhythm, broken by her moans—high, breathy, desperate. She clung to him, nails dragging across his back, each harder drive rattling through her body.

Lucas buried his face in her neck, inhaling her scent. For that moment, foreclosure notices and medical bills vanished. There was only Ashley—her warmth, her body, his anchor in the storm.

His pace quickened, teeth gritted, breath hissing. Ashley’s voice spilled raw, unrestrained.
“Yes… deeper… don’t stop…”

The couch shook beneath them. Lucas shut his eyes, letting the surge consume him, letting his wife’s body drown out everything else.




Chapter 2 – His Boss

The next morning.

The glass tower in Menlo Park gleamed under the sun. Lucas drew a breath as he stepped into the lobby. He’d been working here six months, but today wasn’t about coding or filing reports. Today he carried a weight that could crush him.

He checked in at reception and was told to wait. His heart pounded like a drum. He was here to see Victor. The man who could change everything. Rumor was, Victor sometimes helped employees in trouble—not through paperwork, but straight out of his own pocket.

The office door opened. A secretary appeared in a red dress, fabric clinging, slit high, heels sharp against the marble. Her hips swayed with each step, her chest straining against silk. Lucas’s throat tightened. His eyes dipped, then snapped back up as he cursed himself. He tugged at his tie, fixing his gaze on the floor.

“Mr. Victor will see you now,” she said, lips painted bright, her smile practiced and inviting.

Victor’s office stretched wide, more like a penthouse than a workspace. Sunlight poured through floor-to-ceiling glass overlooking the San Francisco Bay. At the center sat Victor behind a massive walnut desk.

Lucas stopped short. Victor didn’t look like any CEO he’d ever known. Around forty, tall, built like a man who still punished weights daily. His white shirt clung across broad muscle, gray suit cut sharp to his frame. A close-trimmed beard edged his bronze face, adding to the weight he carried just by sitting still.

Victor looked up, lips curling into a half-smile.
“Lucas. I know you. Project Athena, right? Impressive work.”

Lucas nodded, lowering into the chair opposite.
“Yes. Thank you. It was a team effort.”

Victor waved that off. “You’re not here to talk code.”

Lucas’s throat worked. He forced it out—the mortgage, foreclosure notices, his mom’s cancer, the sixty-five thousand that felt like it was crushing his chest. He laid it bare, voice rough, stripped down to raw need.

Victor listened in silence, fingers drumming on polished wood, eyes unreadable, calculating. When Lucas finished, the room went still.

Then Victor spoke, his words sharp, unexpected.
“You’re married, aren’t you?”

Lucas blinked. “Yes.”

Victor leaned back, lips twitching.
“That woman in the white dress at the company party… that was your wife?”

The memory stabbed him—Ashley in satin, glowing under lights, every man’s eyes glued to her. Pride and jealousy twisted in him even then. He remembered Victor at the bar, glancing once, then looking away with a polite smile.

Now, hearing it from Victor’s mouth, dread coiled low in his gut.

“Yes,” Lucas said tightly. “That was Ashley. My wife.”

Victor didn’t answer. He only smiled, faint and private, his fingers tapping slower, deliberate. Then his voice dropped, heavy, controlled.
“In two weeks I’ve got meetings with European partners. Image matters to them. A CEO is expected to appear… stable. With the right woman at his side.”

Lucas’s pulse kicked. He said nothing, but the thought came unbidden, dangerous.

Victor tilted his head, smile unreadable.
“I need someone striking. Beautiful enough to turn heads. Poised enough to sit beside me at dinners, to walk into a room like she owns it.”

Ashley’s smile flashed in Lucas’s mind. The way men lingered on her. His palms went slick.

Victor leaned forward now, elbows resting on the desk, gaze sharp enough to cut.
“She’d need to stay at my place the week before the conference. Evenings would be… rehearsals. So it feels natural when the time comes.”

The air froze. Rain whispered against the glass, but inside, all Lucas heard was the roar of blood in his ears.

Victor’s words landed like iron.
“Think it over. Don’t answer yet.”

Their eyes locked. Lucas sat stiff, throat dry, as if he’d stepped onto a path he couldn’t turn back from.




Chapter 3 – She Could Try

“What?” Ashley’s voice shot up, eyes wide.

Lucas sat rigid, fingers laced tight, as if reciting his own sentence.
“He promised the money would come right away if you agreed. And if he lands the deal with the partners, there’s double the bonus. Enough for Mom’s treatment. Maybe even to save the house.”

Ashley gripped her head.
“You… you didn’t say yes, did you?”

He shook his head hard, voice raw.
“I refused. He’s dangerous. You met him. It felt like I was selling you off.”

Silence. The party replayed in her mind—Victor at the bar, glass lifted toward her. No touch, no words. Just a glance, and that faint smile. And still… her spine had shivered. A pull she couldn’t name.

She swallowed.
“Did he… mention sex?”

Lucas met her eyes, then shook his head.
“No. Just pretending to be his partner. Entirely voluntary, according to him.”

Ashley exhaled, lips trembling.
“If that’s all… maybe I could try.”

“No.” Lucas’s voice cracked sharp, almost a shout. “I won’t. It’s like handing you over.”

She moved closer, hand warm against his cheek. Her voice softened.
“Listen. We’re on the edge. I’ll keep myself clean. I swear. But if we say no… what happens to your mom? To this house? Lucas, I’d be doing it for us.”

His chest sank heavy as stone. His mother in a hospital bed. Red foreclosure letters. Sleepless nights. The weight pressed down until he could barely breathe. Finally, he shut his eyes—and nodded.

That nod cut like a blade.

Ashley felt the tremor run through him. She slipped off her robe, pressing soft warmth against his face. Her breasts brushed his skin, slowing his ragged breaths.
“Shhh… you still have me. Always.” She kissed his forehead.

Lucas looked up, eyes wet. He kissed her back like a man dying of thirst. The kiss turned greedy, desperate. He pushed her onto the bed, hands rough at her waist, tearing the robe away until she lay bare.

Ashley moaned, legs curling around his hips. He drove into her hard, deep, urgent. Wet sounds filled the room, tangled with gasps.

“Ahh… Lucas…” She bit down, vision blurring.

Lucas shut his eyes, every thrust hammering through his guilt, his helplessness. Here, he wasn’t a man bargaining with his wife’s body. He was her husband. Her man. Every cry from her stitched his cracked confidence together.

His breath hitched, face buried in her neck. His voice broke.
“Only you… only you keep me standing.”

Ashley clung tighter, nails digging into his back, body arching to meet him. Yet Victor’s image flashed in her mind—the beard, the eyes, the wine glass under golden light. A jolt ran through her, foreign and sharp, twisting into the rush.

Her moans spilled louder, trembling with every pounding thrust. Lucas didn’t know, couldn’t know, that part of her was already split—torn between her husband’s love and the haunting pull of another man’s shadow.

Flesh slapped. Breath tangled. Sweat slicked their skin. And beneath it all, an unspoken truth swelled: this wasn’t only healing. It was the first step toward a dangerous test neither dared name.




Chapter 4 – The First Meeting

Lucas’s old Lexus rolled down a tree-lined road toward Hillsborough. Late-afternoon light burned gold, but inside the car the air was heavy, thicker than any meeting he’d ever faced.

His grip tightened on the wheel. He stole a glance at Ashley in the passenger seat. Her blonde hair spilled loose over her shoulders, lips glossed, dress hugging every line of her hourglass frame. Beige fabric clung to full breasts, narrowed at the waist, then flared over her hips into long, smooth legs. Sunlight cut through the glass, turning the dress near translucent.

Lucas swallowed. “Don’t you think… it’s a little too bold?”

Ashley tilted her head, blue eyes sharp with a knowing smile.
“First impressions matter. I need to show my value, Lucas. Trust me.”

He said nothing. Part of him wanted to protest. Another part knew she was right. He squeezed the wheel harder, hiding the jealousy gnawing inside. At moments she didn’t look tense at all—almost eager. No. That had to be his imagination. He shook it off. Then her fingers brushed his hand, and his breath eased.

The Lexus slowed before an ornate iron gate. Beyond stretched a stone drive leading to a massive white villa, gray slate roof, towering windows. Manicured lawns flanked the path, a pool gleaming out back, marble columns rising toward the porch.

Ashley stepped out, eyes wide. “Oh my God… it’s beautiful.”

She seemed swallowed by it—the fountain, roses, lavender drifting in the air. It was a world away from their cramped San Jose apartment.

Lucas followed, chest tight. Where Ashley saw wonder, he felt a jab of envy, unease. This was the silence of wealth and power, a life forever beyond his reach. At the grand door, his hands trembled. Nothing would be simple again.



A servant led them into a vast living room—white marble floors, chandeliers glittering overhead, cream Italian leather facing glass walls that opened onto the pool. Ashley sat, devoured by the splendor.

The door opened.

Victor walked in—not in a suit, but a towel hanging low on his hips. His torso was bare, chest broad, abs ridged, skin slick with sweat. The towel below looked seconds from falling.

“Forgive the look,” he said, voice deep, easy. “Just finished my workout. Didn’t want to keep you waiting.”

Lucas forced a chuckle, pretending not to notice. But he caught the flush in Ashley’s cheeks, the sparkle in her eyes fixed on Victor’s body. She blinked fast, glancing away, then back again. Something twisted sharp in Lucas’s gut. He balled his fist in his lap, forcing it still. He couldn’t let jealousy ruin this.

Victor reclined, effortless in his own space.
“So,” he said, “you’ve agreed to my proposal?”

Lucas drew a breath and nodded.

Victor gestured. A leather envelope was set before him. Inside—a check for fifty thousand. Lucas froze.
“This… right now?”

Victor’s smile didn’t move. “Yes. I trust you. No contracts, no red tape. Only words, and choice.”

Lucas’s throat closed, gratitude and dread colliding.

Victor turned to Ashley, his gaze steady, piercing.
“I’m pleased with how you look today. Perfect fit. Starting tomorrow, you’ll come here each evening. Walking beside me isn’t just about smiles. People must believe we’re a true couple. Remember—it’s voluntary. You want to stop, you stop. No one will force you.”

Ashley nodded, cheeks burning. Lucas exhaled, clinging to that word—voluntary. Maybe he’d been worrying too much.

Victor rose, adjusting the towel across his shoulders, gaze lingering on Ashley.
“If you don’t mind, I’d like a moment alone with her.”

Lucas stiffened. His eyes darted to Ashley. She smiled gently, nodding.
“It’s fine. I’ll be okay.”

He gripped the envelope like a lifeline, stood, and stepped out. The door clicked shut behind him.



A lock slid softly into place. Ashley flinched.

The chamber glowed warm under chandeliers, quiet enough that her pounding heartbeat filled the space.

Victor now stood in the center of the room, towel gone. His body gleamed, muscles carved, every line stark. And below—Ashley’s breath hitched, heat rushing to her face. Heavy. Thick. Bare.

She shivered, stumbling back. “Victor… what… what is this?”

He smiled, unhurried, pouring a glass of wine as if nothing unusual. He sipped, savoring.
“Relax. In my home, I’m always comfortable.” His gaze locked on her, eyes dark, magnetic. “…Besides, aren’t you my girlfriend now?”

Her body froze, heat and chill colliding. She tried to hold his stare, but her eyes flickered lower, betraying her.

Victor saw. His smile deepened. He swirled the wine, voice slow, deliberate.
“The truth? What I told Lucas was only to reassure him. The real condition…”

He stepped closer, eyes boring into her, half-playful, half-command.

“…is that here, now, there’s no pretending. Only you and me.”




Chapter 5 – The Lie

The old Lexus eased into the garage of their small San Jose apartment. Night had fallen, streetlamps spilling orange light across the sidewalk. Lucas stepped out clutching the envelope, relief flooding through him for the first time in weeks.

“Finally…” he whispered, pulling out his phone. “I have to call Mom.”

Ashley sank onto the sofa, purse tossed aside. She watched as Lucas spoke, his voice breaking into joy when his mother cried with relief on the other end. In that moment, he was the man she’d fallen for—devoted, steady, the man who made everyone feel safe.

But Ashley’s heart wasn’t calm. Victor’s words still echoed, heavy as stone. Should she tell Lucas? Confess what had really been whispered in that mansion?

She parted her lips.

Lucas turned, eyes shining.
“Mom’s so relieved, Ash. I’ve never heard her sound this light.”

Ashley’s mouth closed. She nodded quickly, forcing a smile. She couldn’t tell him. Not now. Not when his mother’s hope was fresh. How could she shatter this?

He set the phone down and crossed to her, arms wrapping tight.
“Thank you,” he murmured, voice thick. “Without you… I couldn’t do this.”

Ashley froze. Gratitude stabbed deeper than any threat. She clung to him harder, masking her turmoil with a smile. The more he trusted her, the more she knew she couldn’t reveal the truth. Keeping the secret felt like the only way forward.

Lucas kissed her, hunger spilling into desperation. He lifted her onto the sofa, tugging her zipper down in one pull. Her dress slid away, leaving pale, soft skin bared. He shoved his pants low, bodies pressed tight.

Ashley looked up—and Victor’s image crashed in. Naked in golden light, heavy cock hanging thick and veined, impossible to unsee.

Her stomach flipped. God, why was she thinking this?

Shame scorched her, but her body betrayed her. Heat spread, wetness pooling fast.

When Lucas slid inside, he stopped, startled.
“Ash… you’re already so wet?”

She swallowed hard, turning her face. “I… I just want you.”

He didn’t question. He pressed deeper.

Wet sounds filled the room, tangled with her broken moans. She wrapped her legs around him, hips rising to meet his thrusts. His head buried against her chest, her scent flooding him. After weeks of suffocating stress, he felt like a man again.

But even in his haze, Victor’s shadow loomed—broad chest, iron arms, that casual dominance. Rage spiked through him. Lucas drove harder, gripping Ashley’s hips, as if to prove he still owned her.

Ashley cried out, back arching. Yet inside, something twisted. Lucas was Lucas—familiar rhythm, familiar size, love in every thrust. But her body still ached. Still empty. Each movement filled her and yet left her hungrier.

Victor’s image flickered again—his raw force, that impossible girth, the way his eyes consumed. Heat clenched her walls tighter.

She bit her lip, moaning louder, trying to convince Lucas he was enough. But her body begged for more. A nameless hunger soaked her thighs.

Lucas panted above her, sweat dripping, holding her like she might vanish. With a hoarse growl he gave everything, pounding until release ripped through them both.

Ashley buried her face in his chest, trembling. Lucas gasped, chest heaving, feeling for the first time in weeks like a man restored.

But as silence fell, neither spoke.

Lucas lay there, seething under the shadow of Victor.

Ashley clung to him, guilt gnawing, her body whispering the truth—she loved her husband, but for the first time… she wasn’t satisfied.




Chapter 6 – The Real Deal

The following night.

Lucas’s old Lexus rolled down the quiet Hillsborough road. No golden sunset this time—just streetlights flickering against the windshield.

Ashley sat beside him, tonight in a light blue midi dress, modest and soft. No body-hugging curves on display, only elegance.

Lucas glanced at her, heart easing. He exhaled, scolding himself.
I’ve been overthinking. Ashley’s still Ashley. She knows her limits.

They pulled up to Victor’s iron gates. By agreement, Ashley would spend one hour inside each evening—“rehearsals” for her role as Victor’s girlfriend at the conference. Lucas would wait in the car.

He leaned back, forcing calm. Just one hour. Nothing more. This is the only way to save everything.

Ashley leaned in, kissing his cheek. Her lips were soft, but her eyes carried something else—a flicker of sadness, wrapped in resolve, like she was stepping into a world he couldn’t follow.

Lucas froze, wanting to ask, but she smiled, reassuring, and slipped out. Her dress swayed in the night breeze until her figure vanished under the lights.

He sat still, hands tight on the wheel, the mantra beating through his skull: Just one hour. Just one hour.



The door closed behind Ashley, shutting out the world.

Victor stood waiting, golden light spilling across his skin. A glass of red wine in his hand. Nothing else on his body—just towering, raw nudity. Heavy, thick, hanging with authority.

“Well,” his deep voice drawled, faint smile curling, “have you decided?”

Ashley froze, pulse hammering, breath tangled. Just standing before him, her body betrayed her—lungs shallow, thighs clenching.

A long beat.

Then, as if her will had slipped away, she stepped forward. Heels tapped against the wood, each sound tightening her chest.

She stopped in front of him. No words. None needed.

Ashley sank to her knees, hands trembling as they lifted his weight. Heat radiated, the scent of sweat and wine filling her head.

Slowly, she parted her lips, sliding him into her mouth. Full. Stretching. Overwhelming. Her throat worked, breath catching.

Victor tilted his head back, a low groan rolling free.
“Yes… that’s a wise choice.”



The night before.

The door had barely shut behind Lucas when Victor’s smile widened. He swirled his wine, voice unhurried, each word dropping heavy.
“The truth… what I told Lucas was only to reassure him. The real condition…”

His dark eyes fixed on Ashley, half-play, half-command.
“…is that here, with me, there’s no pretending.”

Ashley’s fists clenched. Her voice wavered.
“Then… what’s the real condition?”

Victor sipped, lips curving.
“To be… my girlfriend.”

Her heart lurched. So simple it felt like a trap. She searched his face, knowing it meant more.
“You mean… truly your girlfriend?”

He shrugged, casual.
“Not true, not false. For seven nights, you’re mine. Out there…” He flicked his hand toward the door Lucas had walked through. “…you’re still his wife.”

The truth hit sharp. The talk of conferences and image—nothing but cover. What he wanted was simple: every night, in this mansion, she belonged to him.

Victor stepped closer, slow, until his heat pressed around her. Wine. Sweat. Male force. He didn’t touch her, but his presence suffocated.

Beneath the light, his cock thickened, swelling, brazen. Ashley’s eyes flickered down, trembling despite herself.

She spun, rushing to the door. Hand on the knob.

Behind her, his voice came low—silk over steel.
“All of this stays behind these doors. Lucas will never know. It’s only you and me.”

She froze, the words sinking deep. Then, without a word, she opened the door and walked out—leaving behind a room thick with heat, a storm waiting to break.




Chapter 7 – The Truth

Lucas sat in the car, engine off, clock ticking each second like a hammer. He watched Ashley disappear behind the iron gates until the courtyard was empty.

Outside, California night was silent. Inside the car, silence pressed like a weight.

Suddenly, Lucas slammed his palm against the wheel.
“Goddammit…”

The sound cracked through the cabin. He dropped his head, shoulders shaking, tears burning down his cheeks. Everything he’d held back in front of Ashley shattered. No calm mask. No steady mantra. Now he was nothing but a broken man, helpless as his marriage slipped into another man’s hands.

His trembling hand lifted the phone. Fingers fumbled.

On the screen: Victor.

No words. Just a glowing link.

Lucas hesitated—then, as if pulled by a leash, tapped it.

The video lit the screen, merciless.

His heart stopped.

Ashley. His wife. Kneeling on polished wood, blonde hair falling loose, eyes half-lidded, face flushed.

In her mouth—a massive cock. So thick her lips stretched wide just to take the head.

Victor stood naked, wine glass in one hand, the other pressing lightly on her head, guiding her down. His half-smile stared straight into the camera, burning with smug satisfaction, mocking the husband watching.

Lucas froze, phone clutched white-knuckle, breath fractured. Pain and betrayal hollowed him out.



He remembered that rainy afternoon in Victor’s office.

Victor leaning back, swirling wine, then leaning forward, elbows on the desk, eyes sharp.

“She’ll need to be at my house a week before the conference. Every night, we’ll rehearse until it’s natural.”

Lucas had forced calm.
“Just… rehearsals? Nothing else?”

Victor chuckled, eyes cold.
“Think. Fifty thousand upfront, triple that after the deal—over two hundred grand. You think I’m paying that… for a pretend girlfriend?”

The room had frozen. Rain tapped the glass, but Lucas’s mind went blank.

Their eyes locked. The truth slashed clear: Victor didn’t want pretend. For seven nights, Ashley would be his real girlfriend. In bed.

Blood had rushed hot to Lucas’s face.
“No. Never!”

Victor’s expression never shifted. He tilted his head, predator’s smile curving.
“You don’t need the money?”

Lucas had choked, words stuck.

Victor pressed on, steady, merciless.
“I won’t force her. She’ll choose. All you have to do is bring her tomorrow. And I’ll name the price.”

Lucas’s voice cracked.
“How do I know she’s truly willing?”

Victor had smiled, sipping slow.
“Simple. I’ll let you see. Live.”

His eyes had gleamed, certain it was already decided.



A moan from Lucas’s phone snapped him back.

Ashley. His wife. Kneeling, lips sliding wetly over Victor’s cock, no resistance, only rhythm. Only surrender.

For a fleeting second, his heart lifted—she agreed, the money would come, his mother saved, the house spared. A dark, selfish relief sparked.

Then rage surged. His wife—his treasure—on her knees like Victor’s girlfriend. Jealousy and shame crushed him, worse than death.

He slammed his forehead against the wheel, nails digging until skin split. Pain was the only thing keeping him from breaking apart.

From the phone, Victor groaned, hand firm on Ashley’s neck. His grin cut straight into Lucas’s chest.

With a roar, Lucas hurled the phone against the window. Glass cracked sharp.

But through fractured lines, the video kept playing.

Victor stiffened, cock jerking, then thick spurts shot across Ashley’s face, her lips, her tongue. She opened wide, smiling faintly as she caught it, obedient, eager. Something Lucas had never once seen from her.

Victor’s voice rumbled, hand clamping her nape, eyes locked on the camera with a glare of triumph.

Lucas crumpled, shaking, mind on the brink.

A whisper rose in the dark, his own voice betraying him:
Let it go, Lucas. Accept it. You’ve failed. Let her serve Victor for seven nights. Afterward, you’ll still have your home, your mother healed, your perfect wife.

He squeezed his eyes shut, body trembling. That poisoned comfort—that self-lie—was the only thing keeping him from shattering completely.




Chapter 8 – The Choice

Her knees pressed into cold wood. Ashley trembled—not from fear, but from the raw sensation of being placed beneath, looked down on. Before her, Victor’s cock loomed heavy, thick, radiating musk.

Lucas. His name echoed in her mind. She pictured his tired face, the sweat on his brow, his mother waiting for treatment. All of it hardened her resolve: if she gave a piece of herself for just seven nights, the family would be whole again.

Her hand lifted him, hot and pulsing under her grip. Her throat tightened, but her lips parted anyway.

The first brush of her mouth made her squeeze her eyes shut. This is for Lucas, she whispered inside. Yet the more she licked, circling the tip, the more something else rose—desire.

She sucked with rhythm, slow then deeper, mouth sealing around his girth. One hand stroked the base, twisting tight. She wanted to finish him quickly, drain him before he touched her anywhere else. If she was good enough, maybe she could buy another night.

Victor groaned above, deep and approving. Each sound spurred her harder. Her tongue swirled, lips pulling, her body trembling with illicit arousal.

When his frame stiffened, she knew. Instead of pulling away, she tilted her head, lips open, tongue waiting.

Hot streams burst into her mouth, splashing down her chin and throat. Shock hit her. Did I really just do that?

She forced herself to breathe: This is for Lucas. For family. A flicker of pride even sparked—at least she could make him finish with just her mouth.

But when she looked up, blood froze. Victor hadn’t softened. His cock still loomed thick, swollen, aimed at her face in challenge.

He swirled his wine, smirk deepening.
“Take your clothes off…” His voice was slow, each word a blade. He leaned in, eyes locking hers.
“…my girlfriend.”



Ashley’s hands shook as each button clicked open. Every snap stabbed her pride. Victor’s gaze stayed on her, patient, predatory, savoring her undoing.

The dress slid away. She stood in lingerie—black lace she’d picked that morning for confidence. Now it betrayed her, clinging to swollen breasts, panties already damp.

Victor’s eyes roamed, smirk pulling her deeper into heat. Shame burned her cheeks, but her chest lifted, pulse racing. Her body betrayed her.

She hesitated, legs trembling. Before she could move, Victor scooped her up. Hard muscle pressed beneath her palms. In seconds her back hit a cold table, hair spilling, breasts heaving, Victor looming above.

No more words were needed. Flat on her back, lace panties the last barrier, she lay spread like a meal set for him.

Her teeth sank into her lip. And still, deep inside, fire spread—fear tangled with hunger.



The lace tore in one yank. Ashley gasped, thighs trying to close, but Victor’s grip pried them wide. Cold air licked her soaked sex.

His smirk cut deeper. He murmured against her ear, “You’re already dripping. Tell me, Ashley… do you really want to stop?”

Her lips stayed sealed, but slick proof slid down, betraying her answer.

Victor’s voice rasped low, intimate.
“I wanted you from the first moment. My subordinate’s beautiful wife… what a sin.”

A harsh chuckle rolled from him, mocking. Ashley bit down hard, Lucas’s face flashing in her mind—then shuddered as Victor’s cock pressed hot against her entrance.

Her nerves lit up. Just a little more and—

He stopped. Holding there, breath scorching her skin.

“Decide,” he said slowly. “If you stop now, I won’t take the money back. It ends here. All voluntary.”

He paused, voice dropping darker, twisting in her ear:
“Or… let me fill you. You won’t get more money. But you’ll get pleasure. You’ll get me. This cock—giving you what Lucas never can.”

The thick head rubbed harder, making her whimper. Nails clawed the table. Her heart screamed no, but her body shook, begging yes.

The room froze. Only Ashley’s gasps remained, and Victor’s ruthless patience, waiting for her choice.




Chapter 9 – Something Never Before

Ashley bit her lip, heart hammering. Victor’s cock pressed at her slit, swollen head poised at her entrance. It didn’t push in. It didn’t retreat. It just hovered there, waiting.

Every gasp made her breasts heave, belly twitch. Each tremor of her hips slid him a fraction deeper—just enough to spread her folds—before pulling back again, leaving her emptier, hungrier.

Her hands clawed the table, body torn between recoiling and rising to meet him. The itch, the torment, was unbearable.

Victor stayed motionless, gaze locked cold and proud on her flushed face. The silence crushed her.

No… I can’t… she pleaded inside. Yet her body betrayed her, leaking hotter, wetter, soaking through lace. Every twitch of her hips dragged him deeper, only to rip him away again. Her own arousal mocked her, carving need into every nerve.

Her chest rose fast, breaths ragged. One lift of her hips—just one—and she knew she’d be undone, filled, claimed.

She was slipping.

But then Lucas flashed in her mind—his gentle eyes the night he proposed, his vow echoing: I promise to love you, to protect you, to never let you cry alone.

It stabbed her heart. Her lips quivered, clinging to the last threads of loyalty.
“Just… just on the outside… please…” she whispered, shamed, desperate.

Victor’s brow arched, then curved into a mocking smile.
“Interesting.”

He lowered his hips. Not to enter—but to grind along her drenched slit, dragging his cock from top to bottom, smearing every ridge against her.

Ashley broke. “Ahhh—!”

Her sex clenched, spilling down her thighs. Each ruthless rub was torture—cruel, ecstatic, leaving her shaking with hunger.



Outside.

In the dark Lexus, Lucas gripped his cracked phone. The hidden camera zoomed mercilessly close—right to the joining place.

Onscreen, Victor’s swollen tip pressed at Ashley’s folds. Not inside. Just pressing, knocking.

Hope flickered. Maybe she’d resist. Maybe she’d push him away.

His lips trembled, whispering a prayer.
“No… don’t… don’t, Ashley…”

Then her moan ripped through the speakers—raw, wet, needy.
“Ahhh—!”

Onscreen, Victor thrust along her slit, hips grinding. Ashley arched and cried out, body convulsing.

Lucas’s chest shattered. His world collapsed—the vows at the altar, nights in their cramped apartment, the way she’d smiled when she first called him husband. All of it splintered.

He broke, sobbing, hands clawing the wheel, gasping like a drowning man.

He believed it was over. Ashley was gone. Everything was gone.

But then—through the haze—instinct dragged him back. Fingers shaking, he zoomed tighter.

His eyes widened. Breath caught.

Victor’s cock—massive, obscene—wasn’t inside. Not yet. Just sliding across her folds, slick with her arousal. Every thrust was surface, cruel friction, not penetration.

Lucas felt yanked from the abyss. Relief flooded him, ragged and wild. She hadn’t let him in. Not yet. Ashley still thought of him.

Tears blurred his sight, chest aching, hope tearing through.

But then another wound cut deeper: even with only grinding, Ashley writhed, moaning in ways she never had for him. Her body convulsed, drenching for another man.

Hope and jealousy. Relief and shame. Love and hate. All collided, a storm ripping Lucas apart piece by piece.




Chapter 10 – Utter Helplessness

Ashley’s pussy clenched as Victor slid his cock along her drenched slit, grinding without mercy. Each drag across her clit jolted her body, the maddening itch threatening to melt the last scraps of reason.

His hand crushed her breast, kneading possessively, stamping his claim into her flesh. Ashley writhed beneath him, moaning helplessly as pleasure seized her.

She nearly begged—Please… just put it in, end this… Every nerve screamed for one thrust to break her.

But Lucas’s face cut through—his eyes shining the day he slipped a ring onto her finger, his trembling vow: “I promise to always be by your side, to keep you safe, to love you for life.”

Her heart clenched. Tears welled. She bit her lip hard, forcing herself to imagine Lucas’s hands, Lucas’s breath—anything to keep from surrendering the word Victor wanted.

But her body betrayed her. Each rub left her wetter. Each moan spilled like a plea she couldn’t control. She teetered on the last ledge—one slip, and everything would be gone.

Victor lifted his hips, then slapped his cock against her soaked lips. Wet smacks echoed, filthy, cruel. Ashley jolted, body shuddering like current had ripped through her.

He bent close, voice low and deliberate in her ear.
“You don’t want it inside…?”

Each question came with another grind across her clit, forcing her to arch, moan through clenched teeth.

“Listen…” He chuckled, peeling her folds open to show the glistening flood. “So wet… it’s begging me.”

Ashley shook her head, face flaming, humiliated, trembling. Her body’s need screamed against her will.

Victor dragged himself along her slit, slow, rough, voice dark.
“Just say the word, and I’ll slide inside…”

Her back arched, nails digging the table, tears streaking her temples. Still she shook her head, desperate to cling to her last defense.

He wasn’t angry. He smiled, savoring. Patience was his power. He whispered, velvet wrapped around command:
“Fine. I won’t go in. Beg me… to cum on you.”

Ashley choked, chest heaving, eyes glassy from relentless denial. Her voice cracked.
“Please… Master Victor… cum on me…”

Victor’s laugh boomed. He pinned her thighs together, cock sliding into the slick crease, head grinding her folds as she trembled.
“Good. Very good.”

He thrust between her thighs, heavy body pressing down. Flesh slapped wet and loud, mixing with Ashley’s sobbing moans—the sounds of shame, helplessness, and unbearable ecstasy.



In the car.

Lucas bit his lip raw. His cracked phone shook in his hands, audio warped but her words piercing clear:
“Please… Master Victor… cum on me…”

His eyes squeezed shut, tears spilling. He heard her tremor, her forced surrender—all to keep some shred of “purity” for him. And in that, he loved her more fiercely than ever.

But his body betrayed him. Heat surged, cock straining painfully in his pants. Onscreen Ashley’s thighs squeezed around Victor’s cock, slick folds smearing it as he pumped. Lucas shook, hating himself—hating that the sight of her degradation turned him on.

Why… why am I like this…

Yet he couldn’t stop. His hand slipped down, gripping himself. Each thrust, each moan, hammered like porn with his wife as the star, Victor the predator. He stroked harder, shame burning deep.

Then Victor stopped. He stood tall, stroking himself slow, deliberate, cruel.
“Open your mouth.”

Ashley lay bare, sweaty, chest heaving. Her lips parted, eyes closed. Complete submission.

“Beg me, Ashley.”

Her voice broke, raspy, ruined.
“Please… give me your cum…”

Lucas froze. His perfect wife—once sworn only to him—now begged another man like a toy.

Victor growled, stroking faster, then burst—thick streams splattering Ashley’s face, pouring into her mouth, streaking her breasts. She took it all, unflinching.

Lucas spasmed, gasping. At the same moment his wife was degraded, he came in his own pants, hot release spilling into his hand. Orgasm and shame tangled, crushing him.

Sweat drenched his back. He slumped against the wheel, tears mixing with breathless moans.
“God… what have I done…” he whispered hoarse.

Onscreen, Ashley glistened with cum, chest rising, still obedient beneath Victor. Lucas grabbed tissues, scrubbing at his mess, hiding it in a plastic bag.

“Ashley… you’ll never know…” he whispered, broken.

He leaned against the wheel, hollowed by pleasure and disgrace. Only a fragile sliver of resolve kept him upright—for his mother, for their home, for Ashley.




Chapter 11 – Together

Ashley closed the heavy wooden door behind her. Her body was wrung out — sweat clung to her curves, thighs aching, every step reminding her of Victor’s brutal teasing. A faint ooze slipped from between her legs, dampening her panties no matter how she wiped.

In the distance, Lucas’s headlights cut through the dark. His silhouette waited, familiar yet painfully far. Ashley drew a breath, forcing down the tremors. Guilt was all that remained.

A brittle whisper steadied her: For Lucas. For family. For survival. Money keeps it all together.

She bit her lip and made herself believe it.

As she reached for the car handle, a musky tang hit her nose — raw, acrid, unmistakable. Her brows furrowed. Then she saw Lucas’s hand: blood smeared, his phone shattered, glass shards still embedded in his palm.

“Lucas! What happened to your hand?” she gasped, rushing toward him.

He blinked, forcing a smile, voice rough.
“Nothing… just dropped my phone, scraped it. It’s nothing.”

He hid the trembling hand quickly, as if it didn’t matter.

Ashley studied him, suspicion flickering, but nodded. Neither pushed further. Silence pressed in the car, heavy as lead.

Lucas gripped the wheel. Ashley sat stiff, thighs clenching against soaked fabric, praying he wouldn’t notice. The car hummed into the night, wordless. Both buried the truth under flimsy veils of denial.

Streetlights flicked past. Finally, Lucas rasped:
“Ashley… in his house… what did you do?”

Her hand clutched her dress hem. A long pause. Then a weak smile, a trembling lie:
“Nothing… just practice. How to act natural as a fake girlfriend.”

Her voice shook but held. Lucas nodded, eyes forward. No more questions.

Ashley exhaled — relief laced with dread. Silence swallowed them again.



At home, the door barely clicked shut before Lucas seized her, arms crushing her body. She sagged into him, drenched in sweat, perfume, and the raw scent that twisted his chest. He clung tighter, desperate to erase the image of her kneeling before Victor.

Ashley stiffened, hands pressing his chest, instinct to hold back. She still carried Victor on her lips, her hair, her skin. If Lucas tasted it—

But his fevered embrace drowned her fear. The fire Victor had lit still smoldered, flaring now into need. She didn’t want to think. She wanted to be undone.

Their mouths crashed together, frantic, greedy. Lucas froze when his tongue caught the unmistakable taste lingering in her mouth. Bitter, salty. He knew. God, he knew.

And still, instead of pulling away, he kissed harder, swallowing it down like punishment. Let it stay. I’ll take it. I’ll make it ours.

Ashley trembled, moaning into him. For a moment, guilt blurred into pleasure. There was only Lucas’s heat, the kiss that devoured her.

He lifted her onto the dining table, pressing down. She shuddered — the same table where Victor had pinned her hours before. Fear and desire twisted tight. She needed him. She dreaded him knowing.

“Lucas…” she whispered, hands weak on his chest. It wasn’t a push. It was surrender.

He tore her lingerie away, baring her slick folds. The sight gutted him — her pussy glistened, still raw from Victor’s torment. The thought of another man grinding her should have broken him.

Instead, weakness curdled into craving. He needed to taste it. To own it back.

Ashley gasped as he dropped between her thighs, mouth fastening on her. Panic surged — she knew what lingered there. She almost cried, Don’t… don’t lick me there!

But his tongue swirled deep, devouring, and shame dissolved into shattering pleasure. Her cry cracked into a moan:
“Don’t… stop… keep going… Lucas…”



Lucas’s tongue drove harder, tracing every fold, lapping every drop. He knew he was swallowing her filth, drinking humiliation. And yet it only drove him deeper.

Ashley writhed, sobbing his name, her hand clutching his head. She wasn’t pushing him away — she was pulling him closer. It cut him open, sweet and sharp.

He growled into her, tongue flicking her clit until she screamed. Her body seized, then erupted — hot streams burst over his face, soaking his mouth, her first squirt flooding him.

“Oh God… Lucas… I’m sorry… I didn’t…”

Tears streaked her cheeks as she covered her face, humiliated. But her body kept spasming, squirting again, again.

Lucas didn’t flinch. He opened wide, letting it drench him, smiling through it. The first time you’ve ever squirted… and it’s for me. Not him. Me.

Pride surged, eclipsing shame. He wiped his face, stripped, cock springing hard. Ashley lay trembling, glassy-eyed with tears and release.

He pressed himself to her entrance. For a heartbeat, they only stared. A guilty smile flickered across her lips.
“Fuck me… my husband, please.”

Lucas eased in, inch by inch. Ashley sobbed out, “Ahhh… Lucas…” Her body welcomed him — not as power, not as violation, but as love.

He thrust steady, reverent. She clung to him, whispering between moans:
“I love you, Lucas. Only you…”

His chest crushed to hers, his whisper breaking:
“I love you too. Forever.”

Each stroke reclaimed her. Each cry confirmed it. Hours earlier, Victor had only teased, denied. But Lucas was inside her now. He was the one filling her.

“You’re mine, Ashley. Always mine,” he rasped, pounding harder.

Ashley clung tighter, kissing him, voice trembling with rapture.

When release tore through him, Lucas erupted inside, holding her locked against him. Their bodies shook, glued together, sweat and tears mingling.

They stayed wrapped in each other, kissing through gasps, wordless but knowing one truth:

They still had each other. And for tonight… that was everything.




Chapter 12 – The New Project

Morning buzzed through the office — keyboards clattering, phones ringing, the air thick with coffee. Lucas straightened his tie, inhaled hard, and pushed open the glass door etched with the company logo. His palms were slick, his pulse loud in his ears.

Victor sat behind his massive desk, flipping through thick files. He didn’t look up.
“Sit.”

Lucas obeyed, bracing for barbs about Ashley. Instead, Victor spoke cleanly of deadlines and deliverables, then slid a heavy dossier across.
“Do it well. Succeed, and I’ll consider you for department head.”

Lucas froze, fingers tight on the folder. Promotion. Opportunity. Not a word about Ashley.

He rose, legs shaky, chest locked tight.

Victor’s eyes lifted, cold steel.
“Something else?”

Lucas swallowed. His voice cracked.
“Is this… because of Ashley?”

A ghost of a smirk curved Victor’s mouth. He leaned back, words slow, deliberate, each one like a nail:
“Don’t overthink it. Ashley is family business — between you, your wife… and me. This is work. Don’t mix them.”

Lucas’s breath caught, fingers crushing the dossier.

Then Victor’s voice dropped, low and merciless:
“You’re being promoted for your skills… not because your wife moaned like a whore… under my cock.”

The words slammed like a hammer. Lucas went rigid, chest seizing. In his mind: his fist crashing into Victor’s smug face, blood spraying. Sweet, fleeting.

But reality held him still. Silent. Suffocating.

He turned for the door. It opened before him — heels clicking, silk swishing. Victor’s secretary entered: curves wrapped in a tight dress, lips painted wet red.

She tilted her head, coy.
“Now?”

Victor didn’t glance up. “Now.”

Lucas had barely crossed the threshold when it began — the rustle, the sound. He turned and froze.

The secretary knelt between Victor’s legs, hair spilling across his thighs. Her red lips opened, swallowing him whole. Wet, obscene sounds echoed off wood and glass.

Victor locked eyes with Lucas — not cold this time, but curling with contempt. His smirk widened.
“You want her?” he asked, slow, deadly.

Lucas stood paralyzed. She worked eagerly, proud even as Victor offered her away like a toy. She was nothing but a piece on his board.

And Lucas saw the brutal truth: Ashley could be the same. Pawn. Prize. Property.

His throat burned, chest tight. One thought clawed through as his knees weakened:
Would Ashley one day kneel like this too?






Chapter 13 – Out of Control

The apartment lay silent. Lucas had left for work, leaving Ashley adrift in four walls.

She stood naked before the mirror, breath fogging the glass. Morning light traced her curves, every smooth line, every soft swell. That body — once coveted under spotlights, stalked by the eyes of men when she was still on the runway.

Back then, Ashley had been a model. She knew the blaze of cameras, the intoxicating power of being the center. Then came Lucas — the “good boy.” Steady. Devoted. Safe. Everyone told her she was lucky. She believed it. For him, she left the stage. She buried the world of lights and shadows, vowing to be a wife.

But she had buried sins too. Touches she’d accepted, flesh traded for opportunity — not many, but enough to stain. Lucas never knew. She sealed it away at the altar.

Until Victor.

Ashley pressed her thighs together, eyes sliding down in the mirror. Just thinking of him made her ache. He hadn’t even been inside her. But he was. Everywhere. His arms lifting her like nothing, his beard scraping her skin, his cock heavy as it painted her face with cum.

Lucas was perfect — too perfect. And perfection only made her filth clearer. She felt ruined. His love shone white, and Victor’s shadow crawled over her body.

“Forget it,” she whispered. “Think of Lucas. Think of family. Hold the last line.”

But her body betrayed her. It remembered every scrape of Victor’s cock against her slit, every command, every shudder she couldn’t stop.

Her hand slid down, trembling. Fingers found the wet that never dried. A moan slipped free. In her mind it wasn’t Lucas. It was Victor — his voice, his weight, his eyes.

She jolted, eyes snapping open. The mirror showed a woman unrecognizable: glazed stare, parted lips, body arched in want. Not Ashley the wife. A stranger.

“No… he’s eating me alive.”

And then she thought of Ana — her old friend. The one who’d steadied her after she’d sold herself for scraps of career. The only one who had seen the cracks.

Ashley scrambled into clothes, ashamed before her own reflection. She needed a voice. A lifeline.



The car pulled up at a studio she hadn’t entered in years. The scent hit instantly — fabric, powder, sweat under lights. Familiar. Dangerous.

Faces turned. Whispers, smiles. Ashley, is that you? Still gorgeous. Each word stabbed like a needle. This world she had left for Lucas still thrummed, still beckoned.

At the center was Ana — red lace lingerie hugging her frame, every pose confident, professional, owned. Cameras snapped, assistants scrambled, fans blew her hair into motion. Ashley froze, remembering: the noise, the backstage laughter, the offers in the dark. And the nods she’d once given.

Ana turned. Their eyes locked. A sly smile curved her lips.



An hour later they walked out together. Ana in a black dress, cigarette lit, smoke curling in the sun. She laughed, voice gravelly, unapologetic.
“Same old game. That fat bastard behind the camera? Had to suck him off this morning to land the contract.”

Ashley arched a brow, smirking. “Just a blowjob?”

Ana shrugged, lips curling. “Yeah. But he cleaned up first, smelled decent, cock wasn’t bad. Big, too. I liked it.”

Ashley teased, “Why not let him fuck?”

Ana barked laughter, loud and shameless. “Maybe someday. But two hundred pounds crushing me? Not sure I’m sold yet.”

They laughed together, reckless, free.

Then Ana’s eyes narrowed, sharp.
“So why show up, Ashley? You don’t just drop by.”

Ashley hesitated. Fingers tightened on her purse. A pause. Then a forced smile.
“Lunch? Korean place on the corner. I’m craving it.”

Ana studied her, then nodded, hooking her arm.
“Fine. We’ll eat. And talk.”




Chapter 14 – Ana

The Korean restaurant at noon was packed. Steam rose from sizzling pans, the air sharp with kimchi and grilled meat, layered over clattering plates and laughter. Ashley and Ana slipped into a table by the window, sunlight catching their skin — Ashley crisp in a white blouse, Ana flaunting cleavage in a low-cut dress, daring every eye to linger.

The server, a boyish-faced young man, froze when he saw them. His ears flushed red. Ana leaned back deliberately, breasts pressing against thin fabric, lips curling.
“Bulgogi, kimchi stew, seafood pancake, two bottles of soju,” she ordered, voice playful. Then, eyes glinting, she teased, “You sure you got that right? Mess it up and I’ll have to punish you.”

Ashley shook her head, lips pressed tight. Ana had always been like this — men were toys. Ashley gripped her chopsticks, reminding herself why she’d asked Ana here today.

When the dishes arrived, Ashley exhaled and leaned in. “Ana, I need to talk. Something I can’t keep in anymore.”

Ana poured oil over the meat, shrugging. “Then talk, babe. I’m listening.”

Ashley’s voice dropped. “Victor. He’s Lucas’s boss. Lucas borrowed money from him — for the house, for his mom’s cancer.” Her eyes blurred. “Victor told Lucas all I had to do was pretend to be his wife for a week. Every night. Practice being his girlfriend.”

Ana’s chewing slowed. Her eyes sharpened. She nodded once. “Pretend, huh? You and I both know men like Victor don’t play make-believe. That’s just a mask.”

Ashley’s hand trembled around her glass. “The truth… he wants me as his wife for real. Seven nights.”

Ana didn’t flinch. She just sipped her soju, voice gravelly. “So it’s clear. Look — you’ve done worse in modeling days. Back then it was for fame. Now it’s to save your family. Lucas’s mother. Your home.”

Ashley gripped her chopsticks. “But Ana… he’s not like the others. He’s huge, built like a beast. When he lifts me, I feel like a doll. And his cock…” Her lips trembled, the words spilling with shame. “It’s massive. Just seeing it… my knees give. I want to kneel. To serve.”

Ana’s smile faded. She tapped the table. “Does Lucas know?”

Ashley shook her head. “Victor told him it’s just rehearsing. Lucas pretends to believe it, but I can see… he’s unraveling.” She whispered, “Last night, when I came home… Lucas went down on me. He ate me like a man starved. But Ana… I hadn’t cleaned. I still reeked of Victor.”

Ana nearly shouted. “Holy shit! Lucas ate your pussy still drenched in Victor? Ashley, do you hear yourself? That’s the hottest damn thing I’ve ever imagined.”

Ashley flushed crimson. “Ana, be serious—” But her voice faltered, softer: “And yes… I squirted all over his face. Harder than ever.”

Ana smirked, eyes gleaming. “Girl, you’re living the dirtiest porn right now. But listen—” She leaned in, tone sharp. “Victor doesn’t love you. He loves humiliating Lucas. That’s his kink. You? You’re just the weapon.”

Ashley’s shoulders slumped. “I know. Lucas is gentle, loving. He puts me first. But Ana… I liked it. I liked cuckolding him. Last night I almost begged Victor to fuck me.”

Ana lit another cigarette, smoke curling between them. “Ashley, life doesn’t hand you choices. No Victor? Then no house, no treatment. Even Lucas would drown in guilt. You’re carrying this for both of you.”

Ashley trembled, whispering, “But it feels like I’m becoming… something else. Not his wife anymore. Just—”

Ana cut her off. “You’re doing what has to be done. Don’t moralize it. Make it useful. Enjoy it. Squirt when Victor’s scent is still in you and Lucas licks it up. That’s not betrayal — that’s survival.”

Ashley froze. The ruthless logic landed like a blade. Lucas delivered me to Victor. This is his price, not my sin.

A smile flickered across her lips. She leaned back. “Give me one.”

Ana arched a brow. “A smoke?”

Ashley pinched two fingers together. Ana grinned wide, pulling one from her pack. “Knew it. Old Ashley’s back.”

Ashley inhaled, smoke burning down her throat, eyes half-lidded in shame and relief.

Ana exhaled, eyes glittering. “Later, come with me. I’ve got a place you’ll want to see.”

Ashley blew smoke toward the ceiling, lips curving in a daring smile. Half challenge, half surrender.






Chapter 15 – Massage

The glass doors chimed, air shifting with peppermint oil and sandalwood. The spa was elegant but intimate, amber light glowing across polished wood floors.

The receptionist grinned. “Ana! It’s been a while. Same package as always?”

Ana leaned on the counter, eyes flashing. “Yeah. And make it a double. I’ve got a friend with me.”

His gaze flicked to Ashley — tall, blonde, radiating class. He blinked, nodded quickly. “Both of you… deluxe relaxation?”

Ashley hesitated, but Ana waved. “That’s right. The one that goes all the way.”

Ashley shot her a look. Ana smirked.

The receptionist’s grin turned sly. “Two on that package? I might have to shut the place down and take care of you myself.”

Female staff stifled giggles. Ana laughed loud, tapping the counter. “Don’t worry. Let your boys handle it. But treat my friend special, yeah?”

Her hand slid over Ashley’s thigh, finger tracing higher. “Smooth as silk, Ash… no wonder Lucas loses his mind here.” Her eyes gleamed. “But let’s see if Victor left his scent.”

Ashley jolted, body trembling. “Ana, stop—”

Memories flashed: the teasing of their modeling days. But this… Ana’s hunger felt real. Ashley’s pulse raced, shame sparking into dangerous heat.

A knock. “Ladies? Your room is ready.”

Ana straightened, laughing. She patted Ashley’s thigh, winking. “Lucky girl. I’ll spare you… today.”

Ashley flushed crimson, clutching the towel tight.



Wrapped in white towels, they followed two attendants — lean men in their twenties, polite bows hiding quick glances. Inside, two massage tables sat side by side, separated only by a thin curtain. Privacy enough for modesty, but sound would carry.

Ashley hesitated. Ana slapped her ass playfully. “Relax, princess. This place is heaven.”

Ashley lay face down, cheek on the sheet. A low male voice warmed her ear. “I’m Kenji. I’ll be taking care of you today. Just let go.”

His palms pressed into her back, heat seeping deep as oil slicked her skin. Muscles unknotted under his steady rhythm. She sighed, eyes fluttering closed.

But his hands roamed lower. Past her waist. Across her ass. Down her thighs. A brush too close to the towel’s edge, grazing the heat between her legs. Ashley bit her lip. The near-touch seared worse than contact.

When his palms glided back up, they lingered on the swell of her breasts pressed against the table. Her nipples hardened, breath catching. Shoulders, ass, thighs, breasts — every pass slower, deeper. Professional, but not. Like embers laid until she burned everywhere.

On the other side of the curtain, Ana’s giggles melted into moans. “Harder… yes, right there… oh, fuck…” Wet sounds joined, a man’s grunt threading through.

Ashley’s body ached, breath ragged.

Kenji’s voice slipped low. “Comfortable?”

She barely whispered, “Y-yes…”

“Good. Then let’s go further.”

His fingers trailed up her inner thigh, pressing the towel’s hem. Then slid beneath. Oil-slick fingertips traced her slit — only teasing, never plunging. Cool, then hot, making her thighs twitch open against her will.

Ashley gasped, nails biting the sheet. Every flick split her in two — humiliation and hunger.

The curtain rustled. She glanced sideways. Ana lay spread wide, shameless, sucking her masseur’s cock while his hand pumped her. Wet slurps, feral moans filled the room.

Ashley snapped forward — only to find Kenji standing above her. The tent in his pants loomed inches from her face, thick and urgent. The scent of male heat overwhelmed her.

“If you want…” his whisper dragged across her skin, “…you can take me in your mouth while we continue. It’s included. No extra charge.”

Ashley’s lips parted, trembling. Ana’s obscene moans echoed in her ears. The line was there — so close she could feel it dissolving.




Chapter 16 – Secrets Stirred Awake

Kenji read every tremor in Ashley’s eyes as he slid his sweats down. His cock sprang free — not Victor’s monstrous girth, shorter than Lucas, but arrow-straight, rigid, dripping clear fluid. Musky heat rolled off him, raw and undeniable.

Ashley’s gaze locked. Each bead from his slit made her pussy clench and ache. She swallowed hard, chest heaving, caught in trance.

“If you want to taste, you can. If not, it stays here,” he said, casual, as if offering samples.

Her lips didn’t move, but his fingers didn’t wait. One slid inside. Then two. Curling until her whole body jolted.
“Ahh—ahh…” Her nails raked the sheet.

He leaned forward, cock hovering at her lips, humid scent filling her breath. Every nerve screamed to swallow it. The thought alone made her cunt spasm around his fingers.

She parted her lips. Her tongue darted out. Salty, male, sharp. Her body shuddered. Kenji groaned, gripping her thigh as she opened wider. His hips flexed, sliding down her throat while his fingers drilled deeper. Mouth and pussy ravaged at once, Ashley convulsed.

Memory hit like a whip. Wealthy men in hotel suites, wallets fat, bodies bloated. She’d called it work. She should’ve felt shame. But her body had loved it. Ana had been the one to drag her back.

Then Lucas. Safe, clean, devoted. She’d buried the hunger, vowed never to kneel again.

And now—Kenji’s cock down her throat, his fingers plunging her open. The truth burned. That hunger had never died. It had only been sleeping.

“Turn over.” His growl snapped her back.

He flipped her onto her back, towel ripped away. Oil slicked her breasts, her thighs. Still gagging on his cock, her legs trembled wide, yielding. His fingers pumped wet, smearing her slick across his knuckles.

Through the curtain: Ana, shameless, moaning around her masseur’s cock, cunt filled, wet slaps echoing.

Ashley opened wider, lips sliding to the base. Drool streamed down her chin, dripping onto her breasts. His fingers pounded until her belly clenched and broke.

Her thighs clamped, pussy convulsing. In her mouth, his cock throbbed, precum bitter on her tongue. She moaned, climax detonating, slick gushing, soaking the sheet.

He pulled free, voice low: “Do you want it inside?”

He pressed the head against her lips again, smearing another drop. “I’ve got a condom.”

Her eyes glassy but sure, Ashley whispered: “Put it on.”

Foil ripped. Latex rolled. He mounted her. One thrust, and he buried himself to the hilt. Ashley screamed, back arched as he slammed again.

The curtain shifted. Ana moaned around a cock in her throat, legs hooked wide as her body took savage strokes.

Kenji drove harder. Ashley’s breasts bounced slick with oil, nipples tight under his grip. Each withdrawal dragged her clit, each plunge bottomed out. Her moans fractured into sobs of bliss.

Ana’s wails rose higher, syncing with Ashley’s cries. Two women, side by side, destroyed in stereo.

Kenji angled deep, grinding her g-spot until Ashley screamed: “God—I’m cumming—!” Her pussy clamped, milking him as she shook apart.

Moments later, he pulled out, stripping the condom, thick semen flooding latex. He tossed it aside, chest heaving. The room reeked of oil, sweat, sex.

Ashley collapsed beside Ana, both limp, drenched. Their eyes met. Ana smirked.
“So… how was it?”

Ashley exhaled, smiling weak. “So good.”

They laughed, hoarse, sharing the haze of their new secret.






Chapter 17 – Dinner and Scent

Lucas came home drained — bugs, meetings, the hammer of keyboards still in his skull.

The living room glowed gold. On the table: roast chicken, Caesar salad, Parmesan shaved fine. His chest loosened.

In the kitchen, Ashley stood at the stove, apron hugging her curves, nothing but nude lace beneath.

Lucas froze, breathing deep, body stiffening.

She turned, catching his eyes. Her smile was soft, inviting.

He crossed fast, arms circling her.
“You really know how to erase a day like this,” he rasped.

Ashley chuckled, pleased, but nudged him off. “Patience… let me finish first.”

Her sway, the lace stretching—his restraint snapped. He cupped her, kneading, sliding lace aside.

“Don’t… Lucas…” she gasped, half-denial, half-invitation.

Hunger consumed him. He dropped to his knees, burying his face between her thighs. No trace of another man tonight — only soap-sweet skin, warm dampness freshly washed. He inhaled greedily.

Ashley bit her lip, spoon still stirring, legs trembling. Only hours ago, Kenji had milked her to two orgasms. Lucas knew nothing — he only tasted what was left.

He tugged the apron, parted her thighs, kissed into her heat. Tongue swirled, savoring her sweetness mixed with bath scent. She moaned, balancing between stove and counter, caught between wife and whore.

“Lucas… I… can’t…” she whimpered.

He surged up, pants down, cock rigid. Without pause, he bent her over and slid in. Flesh slapped flesh, the rhythm mixing with butter popping. Ashley bit down a cry, one hand on the skillet, the other gripping the counter.

“You drive me insane,” Lucas growled, pounding her hips.

Her eyes blurred. The guilt of cuckolding him melted under the pleasure she gave back. Between family kitchen and forbidden lust, she shattered, crying out as eggs sizzled done.

He slammed twice more, spilling inside. Breath rough against her back.
“Sorry… too fast…”

Ashley turned, smiling tender. “No… perfect.”

He exhaled, then teased nervously: “You’re so wet… it’s like someone else… touched you first…”

She froze. A beat too long. Then smiled coy, scolding: “Naughty. You think I’m that kind of woman?”

Fear flickered in him. “No, I didn’t mean—”

Ashley laughed softly, easing him. “I’m teasing… now eat. We’ve still got Victor’s place tonight.”

The name iced him. He masked it, wiping her thigh.



Dinner under soft light. Ashley asked, “Work? And your mom?”

Lucas nodded. “She got the money. She’s happy, keeps thanking us. I feel lighter.”

Ashley smiled faintly. Relief.

Lucas hesitated. “Victor called me in. Offered more projects. Said he’d consider me for manager.”

Silence. Ashley set her fork down. Lucas squeezed her hand. “Thank you.”

His eyes trembled with gratitude, but also something darker. He whispered: “Ashley… what happened with Victor last night?”

She flinched. His voice wasn’t angry. It was longing.
“I just want to know. I’m grateful… for what you’ve given up.”

Her lip caught between her teeth. She remembered Victor’s grip. But her mouth offered a half-truth: “Only touches… guiding me. Holding me. Nothing more.”

Lucas nodded, though his chest clenched. He had seen more. Heard more. But the lie stoked his hunger.
“Where did he touch you?”

Ashley paused. Then, seeing his eyes — not jealous, but craving — she breathed, smile curving wicked: “…Everywhere. Even where you just came inside me.”

Lucas trembled, hand slipping to her thigh, tracing upward to the heat still leaking his seed. “Here? He touched here?”

Ashley tilted her face under the light, eyes glazed, lips curling: “Yes.”

Dinner cooled, forgotten. Their heat burned hotter, tangled in a love both tender and taboo.




Chapter 18 – Second Night

Menlo Park lights streaked across the windshield. Lucas gripped the wheel, one hand tense on leather, the other clamped to his thigh. Silence swelled heavy between them.

He knew what he was doing—delivering his wife to his boss. Selling her. The thought once gutted him, sleepless nights, chest caved. Tonight? Something darker coiled: fear laced with arousal.

He remembered dinner, Ashley transformed. Not gentle wife but brazen temptress—teasing, shameless, daring. And damning truth: that version made him harder than ever.

Beside him, Ashley sat quiet in a black dress molded to her curves. She gazed out the window, but her mind raced. Ana’s words echoed: Lucas knew. Lucas accepted. Lucas wanted it. He had heard her admit Victor touched everywhere—even where Lucas had just finished inside her—and he hadn’t stopped her. That proved it. This was their game now.

Ashley squeezed her thighs together, sly smile tugging. If he already knows… then I just have to make it easier for him when I finally give in.



The car stopped at wrought-iron gates. Victor’s mansion glowed like a fortress. Ashley smiled sweetly, stepped out, heels clicking. The front door opened. Victor waited, towering. She entered. The door shut like a verdict.

Lucas sat frozen. The image of his wife crossing that threshold cut him raw. He wanted to scream, to run—but then he remembered his mother’s tears when the money came. Her gratitude. And Ashley’s smirk at dinner when she whispered: Even where you just came inside me. The words stabbed and turned him molten.

His hand hovered over the cracked phone screen. Victor’s link glowed. Reason screamed: Don’t. A darker whisper urged: Watch.

His finger trembled. He tapped.



Inside, Victor seized her the moment the door shut, hand gripping her ass through silk. “You came back, wife.”

Ashley stiffened, but only for a breath. No fear. Just heat. His size, his command—it all dragged the hunger she thought buried. She tilted her chin, whispering weak protest. “Don’t… Victor.”

His laugh was low, certain. He thrived on the struggle. His hand climbed higher, squeezing her breast openly as servants passed. “I like this. Everyone seeing you belong to me.”

Shame seared her, but wetness pulsed between her thighs. By the time he stripped his jacket and unbuttoned his shirt in the grand salon, Ashley sat prim on the sofa, mask of propriety.

Victor bent, gripped her chin, forced her eyes up. His voice was iron wrapped in velvet.
“Do your duty as a wife.”

She obeyed. Fingers trembling as buttons slid open, fabric falling from his sculpted shoulders. She sank to her knees, dress clinging, hair spilling forward. The belt snapped open. Trousers slid.

Her breath caught. His cock sprang free—thick, veined, monstrous. Bigger than memory. Bigger than sanity. Her knees wavered.

She bit her lip, looking up through lashes, submissive posture betraying her hunger.

Victor smirked. He saw it all. And he knew: beneath her mask, Ashley was aching to be claimed.






Chapter 19 – The Command

Victor loomed, eyes blazing with possession. His voice dropped, deep and deliberate:
“Do you want it?”

Ashley jolted, heartbeat crashing. She shook her head faintly, lips pressed tight, clinging to restraint.

Victor bent closer, lips curving into a wicked taunt.
“But you sucked it last night… and you loved it.”

Her lip trembled. She whispered weakly, defensive:
“No… it was just… the deal…”

He chuckled low, thick with control. His hand cupped her head, guiding her eyes to his.
“Fine then.”

He lifted a glass of wine, tilting it slow. Dark liquid spilled down his cock, streaking thick veins in red. He set the glass aside, gaze burning.
“…Lucas’s wife. Clean it.”

The words shackled her will. Heat shivered through her. Lucas’s wife. Guilt and arousal tangled.

She bent down, lips grazing wine-slick flesh. Sweet alcohol and raw musk spread across her tongue. She licked slow, reverent, before opening wide.

Victor groaned, hand pressing lightly at her nape, guiding her deeper. She gagged softly, spit mixing with wine, trickling down her chin. Yet her moan betrayed her—the tremor wasn’t shame but dark pleasure rippling low.

Victor tilted his head back, guttural sound breaking free. His eyes cut toward the hidden camera. His smirk widened. He knew Lucas was watching.



In the car, Lucas’s cracked screen flickered. His wife knelt, lips gliding tender, savoring every inch. She wasn’t resisting. She was worshiping.

Her wet eyes lifted, glistening, confessing without words: She wanted this.

Lucas’s throat dried, chest splitting. Pain gutted him—but inside his pants, his cock strained, trembling with unbearable truth.



Victor gripped her hair, voice rasping.
“Good. This mouth was made for me.”

Ashley swallowed, moaning around him, each movement wet, obscene. His finger brushed her cheek. His taunt cut deep:
“Isn’t that right, Lucas’s wife?”

Her eyes blurred, but she answered only by sucking harder, tongue spiraling with dutiful hunger.

Victor pulled her back, shaft glistening with spit and wine. His voice was rough, commanding.
“Enough. I’m not done with you yet.”

“Strip. All of it.”

Ashley hesitated, then slid straps down trembling shoulders. Fabric slithered lower, baring porcelain skin, ripe breasts, the slick seam between her thighs.

Victor rose, circling her like a predator. His palm cracked sharp across her ass. She gasped, body jolting, shame twisting into heat.

“You’re dripping for me already.”

He slid a finger through her folds, lifted it glistening. “Still just the deal?” His tone mocked.

Ashley shuddered, lips parting. She sucked her own taste from his finger, moaning. Eyes fluttered shut, drowning in humiliation and ecstasy.

Victor leaned to her ear, whisper hot, victorious:
“There you go. Born to serve me.”




Chapter 20 — I Need It

In the car’s dark cabin, the cracked phone screen glowed faint blue across Lucas’s face. He held his breath, strung tight as wire.

Onscreen, Ashley obediently opened her mouth, sucking Victor’s finger—tasting her own slick off his skin. Lucas’s heart seized. He had never imagined his wife brought so low. And yet the sight seared through him, heat pooling hard in his gut, his cock straining painfully against his pants.

God… Ashley… His teeth cut his lip, eyes burning, hand trembling around the phone.

Victor lifted her easily, laying her back on a long table. Her pale spine pressed against cold wood. Her thighs trembled, then spread—hands clutching them wide, baring everything.

Nothing left hidden.

Between parted thighs gleamed her cunt—flushed, quivering, twitching, glossy with need. Lucas froze, gutted. Her face wasn’t twisted with fear but with hunger. Her body writhed, desperate for one thing: to be filled.

Victor stroked his cock slowly, then pressed the swollen tip against her folds, dragging it up and down, marking her like territory.

“Ahhh…” Ashley’s moan spilled, thin and shivering.

In the car, Lucas gasped raggedly. His hand slid down, gripping his cock, stroking without thought. The sound, the sight—it was too much. Too real. Too obscene.

The words ripped out of him, hoarse and broken:
“Please… fill her…”

Shame and lust poisoned together, sweet and lethal. For the first time, Lucas surrendered. He needed to see it. Needed her taken.



Victor loomed over her on the table. Her hands spread her thighs wider, body begging. The blunt head pressed at her entrance, lips twitching around it. Her mind screamed, Yes.

But Victor waited, savoring. His voice dropped low, molten.
“You refused it last night. But tonight… do you want it, Ashley?”

The question shredded her. She shook, chest heaving, eyes wet with heat. Her body answered first—hips lifting, desperate for him.

The voice inside her whispered dark and true: This isn’t your fault. Lucas gave you to me. All you have to do… is feel.

Her lips quivered. A broken whisper escaped:
“Please… I need it.”

Victor’s grin spread, triumphant.

He thrust.

The thick head split her, forcing past trembling lips. Ashley gasped, body jolting. Stretching pain flared—then crashed into intoxicating fullness. Her pussy clamped tight, spasming as inch after inch filled her.

A cry tore from her chest, wet and raw. She clutched her thighs wider, surrendering completely as fire raced through her veins.

Victor pushed deeper. Her body arched, nails raking her skin. Eyes wide with disbelief, she felt him batter her depths.
“Ohhh God… so big… it’s touching—”

Her scream fractured into a sob.

Victor leaned low, lips curling cruel. “Touching? Not yet.”

Her gaze dropped, horrified and delirious. He was only halfway in.

“No… it can’t—” The protest broke into a strangled wail as he forced farther, crushing her womb, splitting her open until her whole body quaked.

Her head flung back, tears streaking, but her moans betrayed the truth.
“Ohhh… oh God… I’m—cumming—!”

Her pussy convulsed, spasms milking him, orgasm detonating violent and helpless. Victor growled, driving harder, feeding her climax until it tore her apart.

Ashley sobbed, moaning thick with bliss. Victor was giving her what she had never known before. What no one else could.




Chapter 21 — Broken Open

Victor paused, letting her breathe. Ashley shook like a leaf, eyes squeezed tight, chest heaving ragged. Only when her breath steadied did his blade-thin smile return.

He pulled out almost completely, leaving her gaping, empty—then slammed back inside.

“Squeltch!” The wet crack echoed, brutal, splitting her wide.

“Ahhh—God—I’ll die!” Ashley screamed, spine bowing, sweat flying.

Victor bent to her ear, voice low, taunt disguised as mercy:
“Want me to stop?”

The words stabbed. For a flicker she saw Lucas—shame choking her throat. But pleasure drowned everything. Her voice burst raw, guilty, broken:
“No… don’t stop…”

Victor grinned, triumphant. He set a rhythm—slow, savage. Each pull stretched her open, each thrust slammed her full, the wet clap of flesh cracking like lashes.

Ashley’s mouth hung open, cries spilling wet and desperate. Her hands shook but clutched her thighs wider, offering herself, feeding the beast inside her.

No… can’t… her mind sobbed. But her body confessed the truth—no man had ever undone her like this. Lucas was drizzle. Victor was the storm.

The table rattled, glassware clinking with every savage drive.

“So fucking tight, Ashley,” Victor rasped between strokes. “Does Lucas fuck you every night?”

“Yes… every night…” her sob quavered.

Victor’s laugh was jagged, cruel. He thundered in her ear:
“Then Lucas’s cock is too damn small. That’s why you’re still this tight.”

Ashley wept harder, humiliation burning, bliss surging. Her voice cracked:
“Yes… yes… Lucas is too small…”

Victor slammed deeper, battering her womb. Ashley wailed, arms limp, legs flung wide in desperate need.



In the car.

Lucas sat frozen, phone glowing his ravaged face. The speakers leaked filth: the slap of bodies, Ashley’s sobs, Victor’s guttural taunts.

“So tight… Lucas fucks you every night?”
“Yes… every night…”
“Too small… that’s why you’re still tight.”
“Yes… Lucas is too small…”

Lucas reeled, throat locked. Pain split him—but heat surged volcanic. For the first time, he surrendered: humiliated, knowing Victor gave her something he never could.

A sick thrill shimmered. Guilt, shame, failure—melting into twisted arousal. His cock throbbed steel-hard. He unzipped, panting, biting his lip until it bled. Every cry from Ashley, every wet slap electrified his nerves.

He shut his eyes, fist jerking fast, phone clutched tight. His body shook as Ashley screamed beneath another man. Pain and pleasure fused, ripping him open. He came hot and shameful across his shirt and wheel.



Inside.

The room roared with wet collisions. Victor pounded mercilessly, sweat dripping onto Ashley’s chest.

“Ohhh… too deep… Victor… I can’t—!”

She writhed, legs trembling but spread wider.

Victor snarled, breath scorching her ear:
“Fuck… your cunt’s perfect, Ashley…”

Her body snapped, climax detonating. “Yes—yes—oh God—I’m cumming—!” Her pussy clamped, juices spraying the table, dripping to the floor.

Victor roared, slamming to the hilt, cock jerking as he exploded. “Ahhh—fuckkk—” Hot seed surged inside her, spilling deep.

Ashley screamed, back arched, shattered by the rush. She collapsed limp, sweat, tears, and his cum oozing from her.



Outside.

Lucas sat broken, cum smeared across his shirt and hands, trembling. The phone still glowed: Ashley limp on the table, legs open, Victor’s spend leaking out. Her body twitched in aftershocks, owned completely.

Lucas shuddered, hollow, trapped in sick bliss and ruin.




Chapter 22 — The Return

The iron gates groaned open. Lucas gripped the wheel, breath trapped in his chest.

Then he saw her.

Ashley emerged under the floodlights—hair tangled, cheeks flushed, her body trembling. Weary, radiant, ruined. Just seeing her shape broke the abyss he’d been drowning in. She’s still coming back. She’s still mine.

But then another figure appeared.

Victor.

The giant strode out half-naked, briefs clinging to his slick body. His hand was fixed on Ashley’s ass—broad, claiming, guiding her like a man steering what he owned. She leaned into him, legs unsteady, walking as if hollowed.

The car door opened. Victor bent, still gripping her waist, steadying her like she couldn’t stand alone. Ashley lowered herself onto the seat, wincing.

Victor straightened, smirk curling. His voice rolled slow, thick with mockery:
“Ashley… sustained an injury.” His pause burned. “…From training too hard. I had to walk her out.”

Lucas swallowed shards, forcing a smile. His voice cracked:
“Thank you… sir.”

The words gutted him. Gratitude to the man who had just fucked his wife until she needed help walking.



Inside the car.

Silence thickened. Ashley leaned back, breath uneven, damp hair clinging to her cheeks. Her thighs pressed together, trembling.

Lucas stared at the road. But every glance sideways tore him apart: red welts stamped into her pale skin, marks of brutal pleasure.

Ashley broke first, voice small:
“Did… you wait long?”

His throat locked. He wanted to scream Forever. Instead he whispered:
“No… not long. You okay? You could barely walk.”

Her face flushed crimson. Her eyes dropped. She knew what he meant—but couldn’t say it: her cunt was still aching, stretched raw.
“I’m… fine. Just… pushed too hard.”

The lie cracked like glass.



At home.

Ashley stepped from the car. Her knees buckled. A small gasp escaped:
“Ah…”

Lucas caught her at once, his hands steady. “You okay?”

She forced a smile, shaking her head. “I’m fine.”

But he felt her weakness. And worse—his fingers brushed her thigh and came away sticky. Dried patches smeared across her skin. Semen. Victor’s. Still clinging.

The truth stuck to his hand like filth. Rage and shame scorched through him—but he swallowed it, guiding her inside.



Later.

The bathroom light glowed, water running. She was washing him off. Trying to erase what he had left inside her. But it would never be enough.

Ashley emerged in a towel, hair damp, smelling faintly of soap. For a heartbeat, she looked pure again. The wife he’d first loved.

Lucas rose. Quietly, he dried her arms, her legs, then sat her down and blow-dried her hair. Every stroke carried unspoken tenderness, his heart breaking with each pass.

No questions. No accusations. No Victor.

When the light clicked off, they lay down. Lucas pulled her close. Ashley nestled into his chest. Their breaths synced, steadying.

For one fragile night, they belonged only to each other.




Chapter 23 — Obsession

Morning light crept across the bedroom. Lucas woke first. Beside him, Ashley lay slack, lips parted, hair tangled gold across the pillow. She breathed steady, peaceful, untouched by the storm still ripping through him.

He pulled the blanket higher over her shoulder, fingertips grazing warm skin. For a moment, the knot in his chest loosened. Then he rose, dressing quietly for work.



At the office, the monitor’s pale glow lit his hollow face. He tried to focus—lines of code, deadlines, logic. But fragments kept ripping through: Ashley’s thighs trembling wide, Victor’s growl, her broken cry when she shattered around him.

His stomach clenched. His cock surged hard beneath the desk.

“Stop…” He hissed under his breath, storming into the restroom. Cold water splashed his face, burning his skin. The mirror threw back a wreck: red-rimmed eyes, jaw tight, exhaustion etched in.

Forget it. Work.

But then her scream slammed back through memory—“I’m cumming!”—raw and desperate. His hand tightened around the cracked phone in his pocket.

“No… don’t.” He whispered.

He turned for the door. Paused. The heat in his groin smoldered, fogging thought. Reason begged: Don’t open it. Something darker whispered: Watch.

Lucas locked a stall, thumb trembling as he lit the screen.



The video blazed to life.

Wet slaps. Victor’s guttural growls. Ashley’s sobbing moans. The camera tilted, but clear enough: her belly quivering, breasts bouncing slick, fingers digging into her thighs to spread wider for him.

Lucas’s breath broke, hand clutching his cock. He closed his eyes, letting the sound drown him. In his mind she was here—in this cold stall, soap and disinfectant mixing with her sweat. He imagined sliding into her, reclaiming her, making her scream his name.

His fist pumped rough, desperate.



Then: bzzz.

A notification jolted the screen.

Ashley: Are you free for lunch? I’m at the mall near your office.

Lucas froze, sweat dripping down his temple. He glanced in the mirror: panting, eyes wild, hand still on himself. A wreck. But her name—her words—pierced the filth, flooding him with warmth.

Fingers shaking, he typed back:
Lucas: Yes… I’m missing you so bad.

Seconds crawled. Then her reply lit the glass, a red heart.
Ashley: Me too.



The mall gleamed white under skylights. Lucas spotted her at a café—black dress under a gray blazer, fishnets glimmering against long legs.

“Ashley…” His voice came hoarse.

She rose, smiling, mischief in her eyes. A blush-pink bag dangled from her hand: Victoria’s Secret.

“You… bought something?” he asked.

“Just a little,” she teased.

Heat rolled off her, perfume sweet and sharp. Lucas leaned close, whispering:
“I want you. Right now.”

Her smile curled sly. A hand pressed his chest, feeling his hammering heart.
“So impatient?”

“Because you’re too beautiful.” His voice cracked.

Her lips grazed his ear. “Then let’s go.”



The restroom door locked behind them. Ashley leaned against white tile, blazer slipping open. The bag whispered its promise.

Click. Click. Buttons undone. The jacket fell, revealing black lace that framed her curves: balconette bra, corset tight to her waist, garters vanishing into fishnets.

Lucas’s throat scorched. Thought shattered.

Ashley tugged the zipper of her dress, teasing. “How much can you take, Lucas?”

He snapped. His mouth crushed hers, hands clawing her hips. He shoved her to the tile, one hand yanking lace, the other sliding lower.

Wet heat greeted him—already soaked.

He thrust in. Slick, hot, clenching around him. Relief and ecstasy ripped through—until a jolt stopped him cold.

The texture. Thick. Clinging. Not just hers.

His chest froze. His breath faltered. Victor still inside her.

Ashley stiffened—she felt him hesitate. Panic flashed. Then she pressed close, lips at his ear, voice trembling, sultry, pleading:
“Don’t stop. Please… fuck me. I love you.”

The words gutted him.

He snapped, driving hard, rough.

“Ahhh—Lucas—yes—don’t stop—” she gasped, voice breaking.

Their bodies slammed, wet and raw, the stall echoing with filth and devotion tangled tight. Pain and pleasure fused. He convulsed, spilling hot inside her, drowning in release.

Ashley clung, whispering against his ear, sweet as confession:
“I love you… only you.”

Lucas squeezed his eyes shut. Her words wrapped him in fragile balm, but beneath pulsed the raw, ugly truth. He didn’t dare ask. The answer would destroy him.

So he swallowed the doubt. Clung to her voice. And drowned in the lie he needed.




Chapter 24 — Traces

Lucas left the restroom first. His chest heaved, breath shallow, the pink Victoria’s Secret bag dangling from his hand. He leaned against the tiled wall, trying to swallow the bitter cocktail of climax and humiliation still burning through him.

Something glinted inside the bag. A phone.

Ashley’s.

His fingers shook as he pulled it free. The screen lit—unlocked. His pulse hammered. His thumb slid.

Messages.

Two hours ago.

Victor: Want me to pick you up later?
Ashley: For what?
Victor: To take my girlfriend shopping. Isn’t that allowed?

Lucas’s stomach dropped. Cold sweat washed his skin. But below, his cock still ached, hard, betraying him. He thought of what he’d felt inside her earlier—thicker, slicker than her. It hadn’t been just Ashley.

It was Victor.

The truth slammed into him. His chest seized, breath fractured, fingers trembling so hard the phone almost slipped from his grip.

The restroom door creaked open.

Ashley stepped out—hair tousled, lips still wet, cheeks flushed. Lucas shoved the phone back into the bag, forcing a crooked smile across his face. But inside, a fracture widened. A crack that would never close.



Back at the office.

Keyboards clicked, phones rang, screens glowed. All of it blurred behind glass. Lucas stared blankly at lines of code while his mind looped the same scenes: Victor’s hand gripping Ashley’s ass, the smirk that morning, her body trembling as she leaned on him for balance.

Pieces fell together.

Victor’s “offer.” Seven days. Pretend to be my girlfriend in Vegas. Save your house. Save your mother.

Lucas had told himself it was a contract. A transaction. But the texts told a darker truth. Victor wasn’t satisfied with her body. He was stealing her soul.

The chair screeched as Lucas shoved back. His heart thundered, fists pressed to his eyes.

Confront her? It would only make Victor stronger. Break the deal? Impossible—the money was already gone, his mother’s treatment tied to it. Run? The debts would still crush them.

He sat in the noise of the office, but all he heard was Ashley’s moans and Victor’s laughter.

And for the first time, Lucas understood:

This wasn’t a bargain anymore. It was a conquest.

And if it continued, he wouldn’t just lose his wife’s body.
He would lose her soul.




Epilogue — “Don’t go… please.”

Evening. Lucas stepped through the door, shoulders heavy with the weight of the day. All afternoon he had forced himself to swallow it down, but the truth still dangled above him like a blade.

Ashley was in the kitchen, blonde hair tied back, the scent of dinner light in the air. She glanced up, catching the exhaustion in his eyes.

“What’s wrong? Rough day?”

Lucas shook his head, forcing a crooked smile. “No… nothing.”

Dinner passed in fragments—mundane talk of work, the vegetables a little salty—but neither dared to touch what pressed on them both.

After clearing the dishes, Ashley disappeared into the bedroom. Lucas sat stiff at the table, his chest pounding. Then the door creaked, and she emerged…

She was wearing brand-new lingerie.

Black lace hugged her breasts, satin trim glimmering under the light. Pink-white garters clipped down to sheer fishnet stockings, stretching her legs into something unreal.

Lucas froze. He knew at once—this was the piece from that pink bag. The one Victor had bought her. And now, Ashley wore it… not for him.

His throat locked. Yet his eyes refused to look away.

On her body, it wasn’t just lingerie—it was transformation. The simple cotton sets she wore for him seemed childish compared to this. She turned before the mirror, tugging the garter strap taut, arching her chest to let the lace cradle her curves. Each motion polished her into perfection… but not for him.

Lucas trembled, half-paralyzed by hunger and grief. His wife was becoming a masterpiece of desire—and in this moment, she belonged to another man.

“Tonight…” His voice cracked, breaking into something like a plea. “Don’t go… please.”

Ashley’s hand stilled mid-powder. Silence filled the room, broken only by his hammering heart. Slowly she turned, eyes meeting his in the mirror—half startled, half cold.


Author’s Note

Thank you for spending time with Lucas & Ashley. I wrote Book 1 to explore where love, survival, and desire collide. If their story stirred something in you—anger, empathy, arousal, or all three—that’s the place I wanted to reach.

Lucas believed he knew his wife—every habit, every limit. But in Book 2, pieces of Ashley’s past and her truest self begin to surface—beautiful, complicated, not always gentle. Can Lucas accept who she really is? And can a marriage built on love survive secrets, temptation, and the slow grind of shame?

Turn the handle and step through.
Book 2 – The Wife Behind the Door is ready now.

-Serena Vayne
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